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TRUST.
Dear gentle reader, this is a work of fiction, and sometimes in fiction the events and thoughts may seem a little streeeeetched. It's fiction. I am writing a longer story on a similar theme when this "Want if" popped into my head. Now this is finished I can get back to my longer story. I would like to give heartfelt thanks to both Odiouser and Gentlehands1960 for their help, all mistakes are mine.
Well, what a nice Saturday evening, my wife Julia and I were sat outside our favourite pub in the sunshine, we had just had dinner after a fruitful day, grass cut, cars washed, windows cleaned, a quick check of the old Damson coloured Triumph Herald 13/60 convertible prior to run out tomorrow if the weather was fine. Julia looked fantastic in a summer dress that she knows I like, a bit of cleavage and probably stockings.
Julia was a good looking woman, not stunningly beautiful, but trim, long legs, long wavy blond hair and all the right curves in all the right places, but her biggest asset was her attitude and personality. She was cheerful and happy, and could light up a room with her smile, however cross her and get a Paddington hard stare then look out, bad things were coming your way. We had met whilst I was a technician in the RAF, married some 21 years ago and have two children, Steve who joined the RAF, and Susan now at university.
It was looking good for tonight, in fact life was looking good all round. Julia and I both worked for a small engineering company based in a small cathedral city in central southern England which specialised in small batch manufacturing and operates a range of machines from manual lathes to CNC cutting to injection moulding machines and I was the manager for the maintenance of these machines, my background in aircraft electronics and hydraulics was excellent for the job. I had two other chaps to help me, John and Chris. Julia was one of five admin staff which covered HR, accounting, project management, ordering, invoicing and all that admin stuff. Anne and Jane, both married and about the same age as Julia, they both had children, Jane had been married before but divorced her first husband because he had cheated on her. I had met them and their husbands at company parties, they seemed nice, I quite liked them.
Then there was Charity and Chardonnay, together they were known as the 2Cs, both in their 20s, unattached I believe and thought to be playing the field. I didn't know much about them. It was a family run company, with many families working there, sometimes three generations. There were about 35 people in total, there were a couple of designers for small stuff that wasn't farmed out to Centrix Design company, a sales manager, the admin staff, my small team and the rest were the production team. Mr Barstow with the aid of Mrs Barstow ran the company. They have a son Mr Barstow junior who was currently at University. Although Mr Barstow's name was over the door, Mrs Barstow had a fair say on how the business was run, we felt she had a guiding hand in a lot of decisions.
Julia had her face raised to the sun and said to me, "Sweetheart, what would you say if I said I wanted to have sex with another man," the mouthful of beer I had sprayed everywhere and I nearly choked, "don't worry I don't." she finished.
"Well two things, firstly 'over my dead body' and if you do have sex with another man I will divorce you and tell everyone, including family, what a cheating bitch you are, I will seriously damage anyone who does, killing them is too easy a way out and don't joke about that when I have a mouthful of beer."
"That's four things," she said. She took my hand, looked me in the eyes and said, "Suns going down, time we made tracks don't you think." With her other hand she stroked her leg lifting the dress so I could see her stocking tops. That put her comment right out of my head.
I wanted to run home, but she kept me at a sedate pace, teasing me. When we got home she sat me in a chair and fetched me a bottle of my favourite beer and told me to stay put, then she disappeared upstairs. 15 minutes later she came down, she was all in white, in a basque, long gloves, stockings, fuck me shoes and carrying our toy bag, I knew that bag contained a set of handcuffs, some soft rope, a vibrator, a latex strip we used as a blindfold and a ball gag, "Are you going to join me upstairs?" I left a burning scorch mark across the carpet and up the stairs. When I went into our bed room she was facing away from me with her wrists crossed behind her back, she looked over her shoulder and said, "One of us has too many clothes on." I soon rectified that, but had problems with my underpants getting stuck on a sticking out thing.
I took a piece of rope from the bag, placed her wrists together, wrapped the rope several times around her wrists and clinched it off, "too tight?" I asked.
"Just right," she replied, I took another piece of rope and tied it around her elbows, not tight, just enough to cause pressure.
"What's your safety word and action?"
"Rhubarb and scream through the gag," she replied.
I lifted her hair out of the way and started kissing her neck My left hand lifted her breast from the basque cup and I teased her nipple, I ran my right hand down her front through her pubic hair past her clitoris and put my index finger into to her vagina, then with the lubrication I found there I moved my finger back to her clitoris and started drawing circles round it and occasionally over it.
She groaned and her legs collapsed, I had been expecting that and held her up, "Gag," she muttered I grabbed her favourite ball gag, firm enough to keep her mouth full but soft enough she could crush it in the throes of passion. She opened her mouth so I could fit it. I carried on playing with her clitoris until her legs gave way again, she was just short of an orgasm, I laid her on her back on the bed, opened her legs and gently repeated what I had done to her clitoris with my tongue, just round the outside and then right across it every two or three circles, she shuddered, I got it wrong, that was her first orgasm, I was trying to tease. I slipped two fingers inside her and moved them slowly in and out whilst still paying attention to her clitoris with my tongue, on one of my insertions to full depth I bent my fingers to her 'G' spot. I was almost thrown off by her reaction.
I raised myself to my knees, lifted her legs and slowly inserted myself in, all the way in, up to my nuts in guts, I moved slowly back and fore, keeping up a steady gentle rhythm, on one stroke at full depth I stayed fully embedded, took hold of the vibrator and applied it gently to her clitoris. I was nearly ejected from where I was lodged and I believe my ancestry was called into doubt, "Ast'd!" it sounded like. I removed the vibrator and continued with my gentle insertions waiting for her to come down a bit. When her eyes started to focus I picked up speed gradually, pushing as deep as I could. Again deep inside I stopped and applied the vibrator to her clitoris.
A pair of stiletto heels stabbed my back side and I heard, " Ese uk ee, Ese. Ore, ore," I try to never disappoint anyone especially a lady and this was My Lady. Long and hard and deep I went, I gave it my all. I lost 10 or 20 seconds with the shuddering of two bodies, as often happens with us, one of us having an orgasm brings on the other one. She was out of it, completely gone, before the inevitable sleep overtook me, I manged to ungag and untie her, remove the basque, stockings and gloves. Just as I finished she rolled over and slid into my arms with a huge sigh and a sweet smile on her face. Sleep quickly enveloped me.
I woke up at three as normal for a visit to the little boys room, laying back in bed after I had done the business my mind found its way back to her comment about having sex with another man. Where the fuck did that come from I wondered. Lying there lots of things went through my mind, did she want to have sex with another man? Fuck, had she already done it? Was she planning to do it? Was she going to ask me if she could? Was she going to do it behind my back? Had she already done it? Was last night part of the softening up process? Was it a pity fuck or a guilty fuck? Did she do it because she had something to tell me?
Sleep was not going to come easily now. I dragged my mind back, were there any signs, late working, dressing differently, dressing sexier, girl's nights out later than usual. I racked my brains, nothing so probably not done it yet. And who would it be? Neighbours? No, none of them sprang to mind, someone at work, possibly, a couple of the production guys were good looking and fit and I had often caught them having a surreptitious glance at her at company parties. The sales chappy Andrew, he was always creeping around the ladies One of the designers was single and fit, bugger it could be a married man, shit it may not be a man, it could be a woman. One of the 2Cs, no not one of them, surely she had better taste than that. No not a woman, she had said "sex with another man", did she want a threesome. Shit my mind was fucked up. I did not sleep well the rest of the night.
She was up early bouncing around cheerful like she had just had a good fucking the night before, she had. She brought me tea in bed and told me that a fried breakfast was on and to get up, she had packed a hamper to go on the back of the Herald for lunch and she got one of her summer dresses out to put on, looking at me she said, "if I wear this dress will my stocking tops show getting out of the car?"
I smiled and said, "I will be a gentleman and open your door so only I can see." that resulted in a massive grin.
We reached a nice spot in the New Forest and settled down for a spot of lunch and enjoy the view.
After lunch I was sat leaning against a tree she had her head resting on my thigh with her eyes closed and I said to her, "Darling, I am a tad worried about a comment you made yesterday."
"Which one, I said so many?" she replied.
"About having sex with another man."
"Oh you didn't take that seriously did you?" she said looking at me.
"How was I supposed to take it?" I asked.
"I was just asking and I got my answer, an unequivocal answer."
I told her about my 3 o'clock thoughts about had she already done it, was she planning to do it, was last night part of the softening up process, a guilty fuck, did she do it because she had something to tell me or ask me.
She sat up and looked at me and the colour drained from her face, she took hold of both my hands in hers, she looked me in the eyes and I could see the cogs going round in her head. Oh shit here it comes.
"Sweetheart I cocked up," Fuck here it comes, "I phrased that all wrong, I have never and will never cheat on you, who could do all the things that you do to me. Bloody hell I lost count after four how many orgasms I had last night, would I destroy this life by some shallow fuck. Yes I know people do but not the majority of people and certainly not me. It was something that came up at work and I was so mellow it just popped out, sorry I wasn't thinking on how it would look from your side, I will make it up to you."
"Ok explain to me how this came about," I asked. She took a deep breath and explained that the 2C's were talking about their sexual experiences even Anne and Jane in a mild way without any details and Andrew overheard the talk and one of the youngsters mentioned that Julia had only been with one man and he offered his services if she wanted to increase that to two. She felt embarrassed and told them that she didn't cheat on her husband.
Julia carried on by telling me that he kept pestering her and the two girls said how good he was in bed, they had both slept with him. She told him that she wouldn't cheat on me, he replied that it wasn't cheating if I knew about it. He suggested she ask me to see what I would say. So that was where the comment came from, but she said she would now relay exactly what I had said and that will get him to stop pestering her and also let him know that I was aware of his advances and that would be the end of it.
There were some nasty rumours around the factory floor that had crept in from Andrew's previous employment that he drugged and blackmailed married women into having sex with him, and honestly he seemed the sort. I thought for a minute or two and I told Julia about the rumours. I looked at her, took her hands in mine and said, "It's my job to protect you from twats like that, but I can't be there all the time so here is one rule. You are aware of what he may do, so you will not be alone with him in any social situations unless I am there, no coffees, lunches anything I don't trust him as far as I could throw him with both hands behind my back, inside work I have no control, I'm sure you can handle that"
"Do you trust me." she asked, I thought about it and she wasn't going to like the answer.
"Because of the dark thoughts that came into my head last night that I can't shift, 97% yes, I am sure that will be back to 100% after a week or so when this is blown over."
"So I had better do something about that then." she said lifting her dress to her stocking tops and smiling at me, unfortunately I wasn't finished.
"Darling there is one more thing then we can go home and you can start. We know what he is capable of, so if you do go out with him I will see it as an agreement that you may get drugged and have sex with him and in fact you want to have sex with him and letting him drug you is a way to do it blame free. If that happens I will tell the whole family that you want to, or have had sex with that man and I will divorce you, I know that's harsh but that is the way it is." More cogs going round in her head, I was less worried this time.
"It is harsh, but I can sort of see where you're coming from and as I have no intention of ever going anywhere with him I am not worried. And tomorrow I will tell him exactly what you said, I may add a bit about testicles and a rusty knife, can we go home now, I have some work to do."
"When you tell him record it on your phone, it's not that I don't trust you but if he tries anything on we can get him for sexual harassment."
"That's a good idea." she said.
When we got home she rushed up stairs whilst I emptied the car and put it away, got myself a beer to wash the blue tablet down, just in case, you know. She took ages but I could hear movement and water flowing so wasn't worried apart from how long blue tablets last. She came down stairs, not in white but black. Black leather choker, bright red ball gag, fitted, black leather basque, done up tight with her breasts bursting out of the top, black leather opera gloves, stockings and thigh length boots with her hands handcuffed in front of her and was completely hairless 'down there', no wonder she had taken so long. She turned and went back upstairs and by the time I burnt my way to the bedroom she had removed the hanging plant from the ceiling hook and clipped the hand cuffs to it.
I spent a lot of time stood behind her playing with clitoris and breasts while kissing her neck, a lot of time was spent on my knees with my tongue doing overtime and my fingers buried somewhere warm and wet. I stood and entered her from behind with my right index finger playing with her clitoris and my left hand tweaking her nipples, one of our all-time favourite pastimes, there was a lot of growling coming from her. This time I didn't need to hold her up when her legs collapsed. A very satisfying night all round.
Monday morning Julia headed to the small kitchen next to the admin office when she noticed Andrew going that way as well. Now was a good time to put the Andrew problem to rest she thought. She collected her mobile phone and set to record. As she entered the kitchen Andrew turned to her and said, "Hello beautiful."
"You don't have the right to say that to me." she replied.
"Oh I think I do, did you ask him about me being number two."
"I did and his reply had something to do with divorce, over his dead body and turning you into a eunuch with the aid of a rusty knife. He now also knows of your designs and will be looking out for it. So the answer is, I am glad to say 'No'."
"I don't think so, we need to talk about this outside the office, what time is it now, 11:30, be at the Costa coffee shop round the corner at 12."
"No I will not go anywhere with you, you creep."
"Ok I think you will otherwise I will start to spread stories that we are having an affair."
"No one will believe you."
"They don't have to, I just need to sow the seeds of doubt, and that is so easy to do, I have a meeting with Centrix this afternoon and I can be quite blatant outside of our little company. Little words in the Gents discreetly dropping the fact that I am giving our maintenance managers wife one, back here just smile at you in the office, the odd wink, drop a small posy of flowers on your desk, a bar of your favourite fruit and nut chocolate, I've done it before it's so easy to start rumours."
Julia though, "I have him it's all recorded, I will take this to Alan and we can go to Mr Barstow and get him sacked, just have to check it."
As Andrew left he turned and said with a grin, "See you in 25 minutes, don't be late or the game starts, in fact it may have already started."
Julia checked the recording and it was all there, she then sent it as an attachment to their home e mail, She phoned Alan but it went straight to voice mail, she sent a text saying phone her asap, popping into the office she told girls that she had to find Alan and went to his office, he wasn't there, nor were John or Chris, she searched the factory floor and found Chris, time was now running short. "Chris where is my husband? It's urgent and his phone goes straight to voice mail."
"He has gone to Johnsons for a pipe and a seal for the combined press, mobile phones don't work in there it's an old metal framed..."
"Chris stop! I know what a Faraday cage is and does, when's he due back?"
"Could be a while Dave over there has got a Triumph Spitfire and they talk old cars."
"Can you please try to get him on the landline I need to speak with Alan urgently, get him to phone me."
Julia thought to herself, "Shit, 10 minutes, what rumours has that creep already started." She sent Alan another quick text as she walked to the factory entrance, speech to text is great time saver. She noticed the creep's car was not in its parking slot, Odd, it's a two minute walk to the Costa and the creeps meeting wasn't until 15:00. Shit despite Alan's promises about what would happen she had to do it and hope Alan would understand.
She got there with a few minutes to spare and put her handbag and a cappuccino on the table.
"I have you a coffee." he said.
"I have my own, get on with it." she replied sharply.
"I fancy you like mad so we are going to have a one night, or afternoon fling, just the once and that's it." With that he put his hand out and took hold of Julia's across the table, she was gobsmacked at the effrontery of it and after a few seconds drew it back and with it slapped his face. He just smiled. Next a waitress walked up and put a phone on the table and walked off, he picked it up, did some stuff on it then turned it round and showed her the picture of him and Julia holding hands, "So who is going to believe who when this photo gets out?"
"You git, I know your sort, that drink is probably drugged, you will get me to a hotel room you have already booked, get me into compromising positions, take photos and use them to blackmail me for more sex."
"No I wouldn't do that, that's too much."
Julia put a hard stare on her face and said, "Ok if that coffee is not drugged, you drink it right now, you not drinking it will prove to me without a doubt that it's drugged and I am right."



"Ok." he said sitting back, "You got me, you are spot on, actually better, no room booked, just the back of the car. You are the first one to..."
At this point Alan walked up to the table with his mobile phone held up like he was videoing, he was. He let go with both barrels.
"I told you what would happen if you saw him without me, you arranged this, you planned this, you gave me the fantastic weekend and sex, the pity guilty sympathy kinky shit we did just so you could do this, I will divorce you, my next stop is our solicitors, then I am going home to throw your shit out of the house, go and be with your number two." Alan ran from the coffee shop.
Andrew sat there with as smug grin on his face until the hot drugged coffee ended up on his genitals. Julia took the cup and ran after Alan. It was too late he was gone. She rushed back to the factory in case he was there.
Alan couldn't believe it, they had talked about this that if she met him without him being there meant that she wanted to be at risk, wanted to have sex with him. He had gone to the Costa to get her a Garibaldi biscuit, she liked them. He saw them through the window, he got his phone out and started video recording, Bloody hell they were holding hands, he headed to the door straight into a leaving customer. That was enough, He had told her what he would do if she did this very thing.
He walked up to them and let her have his full fury. He almost ran to his car, he drove off, his mind in turmoil. In a moment of clarity he knew how to achieve what he promised.
He stopped, got his phone out and texted "This arsehole preys on women and she agreed not to meet him alone, she agreed if she did it meant she wanted to be his prey, wanted to have sex with him. She gave me the most wonderful fantastic weekend the most fantastic sex but it was just to put me off the scent, she planned this, they are holding hands, well I told her what would happen so I am on my way to the solicitors and then home to pack her belongings and throw her out. I promised her I would tell family and friends what a cheat she is, and here I am keeping my promise" he attached the video file, selected several people from his contacts and without a second thought hit the send button, then continued into town heading to the solicitors. It was lunch time, they were shut, he went home to start packing her stuff.
Julia made it back to the office she needed her car keys to follow Alan. Jane shouted at her, "What have you done you stupid bitch."
Anne added, "You silly cow." both were staring at their phones.
"What?" said Julia aghast that her friends were shouting at her.
"Look at your phone, you're in the address list you should have had the message." Julia saw what Alan had sent and almost collapsed then looked at the address list shit, Steve, Sue, their parents, Anne, Janet both the Barstow's and others.
At this point both the Barstows came into the office, "What is going on?" demanded David Barstow. The dam burst and Julia broke into tears, Sylvia Barstow grabbed hold of her and held her, then gently asked her to explain what was going on. Through her crying Julia told them the whole story about the number two and the blackmail threat, she pulled her self together and played the
audio she recorded. David Barstow drew himself up and told Jane to go to the factory floor, get Chris and head to Alan and Julia's solicitors and if Alan was there to tell him he was right and also wrong, that he needed to speak to Julia before he did anything stupid.
He took Julia by the hand and they went to his car, Sylvia followed, they all got into David's car and headed to Alan and Julia's house, once in the car Sylvia asked to see Julia's phone, then Sylvia started doing things with it, Julia was completely lost. They arrived at the house, Alan's car was there and the front door wide open, they all went in and Alan was sat on the bottom step of the stairs crying his eyes out. He stood up and shouted. "Get that slut out of here she doesn't live here anymore".
David said, "Alan, mate it isn't what it looks like there is a good reason she did what she did."
"I'm not your mate and she knew what would happen if she met him alone, he would drug her, had sex with her and blackmail her for more sex, she went ahead and did it so she must have wanted to have sex with him, probably didn't need drugging."
Sylva burst past her husband like a Man o' War in full sail with a following wind and enveloped Alan in a big cuddle, held him against her bust, he burst into more tears, gently she said to him, "You silly silly man, he may not be your mate but he is your friend, now do me and him a favour, just one, and listen to Julia for five minutes and if you are not completely convinced we will take Julia home with us, Please Alan."
"I don't see what good it will do, but five minutes."
Julia walked up to Alan who was still being held in Sylvia's embrace, "Sweetheart you were right he did try to blackmail me but it started in the kitchen, he blackmailed me to go to the Costa with him, he told me he had already started rumours about me and him having an affair. I tried to find you, you weren't there, it was all I could think of doing was to go and hope you would understand, I tried to phone you. I left several messages I got Chris to phone Jonhsons, I had to do something to stop what he might have already started, I knew the risks but couldn't see anyway round it."
David stepped up and suggested Julia play the audio recordings. Julia looked at Alan and said, "Sweetheart I took a leaf from your book and recorded both meetings, this is the second one."
Half way through the play back Alans legs collapsed and he would have fallen if Sylvia didn't still have him in her matronly grasp.
"Fuck what have I done," he said, "I've told the whole family all of them and friends, Oh Fuck, I'm sorry darling, I didn't give you chance, I fucked up I am so sorry, how can we get out of this mess."
Sylvia took a pace back and took Alan's head between her hands looked at him right in the eyes and said, "It's all sorted, within 10 minutes of you sending your message I sent to all the contacts the other two audio clips, they know all the story, in fact they know more than you, I told them not to bother you and you would talk to them later after the dust settled, now go to your wife she needs you and you probably need her."
Sylvia released him, he took Julia's hands, kissed them both and said, "I am so sorry," and rushed through the door to his car, everyone thought he was going to jump in and leave but he leaned in and picked up the pipe and seal and gave them to Mr Barstow, "Chris or John will need this tonight, and sorry for shouting at you."
Mr Barstow laid his hand on Alan's shoulder and said, "Don't worry about it, you two take the week off and don't worry he will be fired and we will talk to the police about him see if there is anything they can do."
Alan and Julia held each other both saying, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry." Make up loving is fulfilling in a different way to kinky love.
Epilogue.
Alan and Julia did go to work the following day, they had something to do, Julia went to the bakery and supermarket, Alan to the florist. After depositing a large bag of cakes in the factory floor tea room Alan asked the Barstows', Chris and John to go to the admin office, Alan walked in carrying a massive bunch of flowers and Julia a large bag. Taking hold of Julia's hand Alan faced the assembled people and addressed them, "The last 24 hours have been hectic but without the support and love and quick thinking of people in this room the outcome could be completely different, so as a small sign of our appreciation would please be so kind as to accept these humble gifts," Alan passed the flowers to Mrs Barstow, a bottle of 25 year old port to Mr Barstow, a slab of beer each to Chris and John and bottles of their favourite wine to Anne and Jane.
The ladies appeared to get dust in their eyes and the men started to harrumph. The 2C's looked confused "Did something happen?" Charity asked.
It would appear that whilst leaving Andrew fell down two flights of stairs carrying his belongings, the first flight wasn't too bad but as he went to pick up the stuff he dropped he somehow fell down the longer staircase. According to the hospital he has a broken right Femur, cracked left Tibia and Fibula, a broken right Humerus and a dislocated left shoulder with head and face bruising all consistent with falling down a large flight of stairs, although the doctors were confused on how the crushed testicles happened. Some people wondered why he didn't use the lift.
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Exclusive.
This is another 'What if' spin off from a longer story I am in the process of writing. It could possibly go in 'First Time' or 'Romance' sections but as its source is LW that is where I have decided to put it. Man thanks to Gentletouch1960 and Biggalite1 for their help, it made the story flow. Please remember even in the real world upset people and do strange things, this is fiction.
We continued the conversation I started about 22 or 23 years ago, it was a couple of months after I met Claire and 2 years or so before we got married.
I met Claire at a club in Nottingham, I bumped into her, literally. I was out with some chaps, we had just about finished a course on a new bit of kit for the factory I worked in. We came from all over the UK, I came from the South coast and apart from meeting for the course we didn't know each other well. We had almost finished the course after a hectic two weeks and were having a bit of a celebration on the Thursday before the course finished on Friday.
It was my round for drinks and as I was ordering my drinks at the bar a mass of blond hair came up next to me and ordered a Vodka Tonic, I didn't take much notice. As I turned away I knocked her and spilt her drink, apologising profusely I bought her another one, and it was then I noticed she had a cute face under all that hair, but what struck me most was that she looked sad.
I took the drinks over to the chaps and looked round to see if I could see her to ask for a dance, to apologise again and hopefully chat her up. I saw her sat in a corner on her own, the table in front of her had loads of drinks on them so I guessed she was with a crowd. I took the risk and went across and asked if I could sit with her, expecting to be shot down, but she looked at me, smiled and said that would be nice.
I sat down but kept a reasonable distance between us, I felt she didn't want to be crowded.
I asked her why such a pretty lady was sat all on her own, I could see she actually had a beautiful face, but I felt to call a stranger beautiful was a bit over the top, and probably a bit creepy. She told me she was with some work mates but they were all up dancing and she didn't feel like it. She still had that sad look about her. I asked if she minded me imposing myself on her to keep her company till her mates retuned. She gave me a wan smile and said that that would be OK. I told her my name was John and she told me hers was Claire, with an 'e'.
I did the usual chat up stuff, do you come here often? What do you do for a living? Where are you from? Nothing really way out but trying desperately to ask an open question. She didn't just give one word answers so that something good. She then turned it round and asked me pretty much the same questions.
This was the first and probably the last time I'd be in this club, that I was on a course, I fixed factory machinery and would be going home on Saturday to Winchester. We chatted about nothing in particular, being Brits, the weather, holidays, it turned out neither of was much into sport. It appeared she worked in admin for the same company I was doing the course with.
She asked if I was looking forward to getting home, I told her that it would be nice but I was in no rush, which is why I was going home Saturday and not bothering with the M1 on a Friday evening.
"So no one to rush home to then, no wife or girlfriend?" She asked.
"No only my cat Twinkle, and my Mum is looking after her."
"You live with your Mum then, I would have thought a big chap like you would have moved out at your age?" I felt it wasn't a dig at me, she was smiling, and it made her look even more beautiful.
I looked at her and said "That was a bit cheeky. Actually I have a small house in a village several miles from the city."
She smiled at me again and with a little giggle said "Yes it was, wasn't it."
With that she stood up and said "I have to pop to the little girl's room."
I took that as a dismissal and stood up with my beer in my hand and started to move away, I felt a hand on my arm and she said, "Please stay, I really do have to go to the loo." I nodded and sat back down.
A couple of girls approached the table and asked who I was, just a chap chatting to Claire I replied. The bigger of the two looked at me and growled "Don't mess her around or I will rip yours balls off." Looking at her I could see she probably could, probably would and would probably enjoy it. I got the impression she didn't like men much. She carried on "She has had a tough six months so be warned."
I saw Claire coming back and it was the first time I got a good look at her, she was gorgeous, long blond wavy hair, a classic 36-28-36 figure and the cutest face I had ever seen. Pity I didn't live in Nottingham, I might have made a play for a longer relationship.
She sat down and said "Thanks for staying."
Pointing over at the dance floor, at the big girl, I said "That girl promised to do physical damage to my man parts if I upset you, so to stay on your right side do you want another V&T?"
"That's Ronnie, things have been a bit shit the last couple of months and she has been looking after me."
I had several quips about lesbians running round my head but decided to keep them there.
I got us both another drink and we chatted some more, danced a bit, even a couple of slow ones. I told a few corny jokes, she laughed, mainly out of politeness I think. I was being watched, the boys from the course thought I had scored, Claire's friends made sure I didn't. About 11 o clock I told Clare that I had to go as it was work tomorrow but it had been lovely chatting with her, and I let slip that I almost wished I lived up here. She took my hand and said "I wish you did too." She smiled and kissed me on the cheek.
With a sad heart I headed to the exit when Ronnie stepped out of the shadows, I mentally held my nuts. "You leaving?"
"Yeah, work tomorrow and a long drive on Saturday."
"Pity, we haven't seen Claire look so happy for a while."
"What happened, boyfriend run off with someone else or something?"
"Worse, but it's not my place to say," She put her hand out and I jumped back, then realised she just wanted to shake hands. I did, my hand came away in one piece, I was glad, I had a use for it later. "I'll see you tomorrow" she said. I was confused by that comment.
I had the piss taken out of me at breakfast for leaving the club early and not with the girl, although one chap did later mention that a couple of men asked Claire to dance, she didn't and was seen leaving about 11:30 with Ronnie and a few other girls.
We did the final course work, a small exam which was so easy no one could have failed but it allowed them to issue a certificate saying we had passed the course. Some quick admin and then a final lunch in the works canteen. We sat laughing and giggling when the chap opposite me looked up and said "Shit." A hand grasped my shoulder very firmly, I had a bad intuition, I looked and I was correct. "Hi Ronnie."
"She hasn't stopped talking about you all morning. You're not going home till tomorrow. Here is her phone number. Give her a call to either let her down gently or make a go of it." She handed me a post it note with a phone number on it.
I did give her a call. We went out for a drink in a local pub that evening then she invited me back to her place for coffee, she re iterated,for coffee. We got there and I told I preferred tea. She didn't have any. We chatted about cars, cats, work and rubbish on telly these days.
I told her about Ronnie's threat to my parts again, then I asked her why Ronnie was so protective. She sat down on the far end of the settee we were on, and told me her story.
She had been engaged to a wonderful man, Harry, who she loved with all her heart. They had the wedding all planned, the honeymoon everything. He got killed in a motorcycle accident 3 weeks before the wedding. He was riding his bike to work early in the morning, probably going a bit fast as he was late. His bike skidded on some ice and he came off of his bike. He would more than likely been alright if his body hadn't hit a tree at about 40 mph. She had to go through the pain of cancelling the wedding, telling friends and family and cancelling the honeymoon.
I felt her sadness, and I felt sad for her.
She told me whilst it still hurt she realised that she had to get on with her life and Thursday was the first step. What she had liked about me was that because I didn't know what happened I wasn't walking round like I was on egg shells like everyone else was. She could let it go a bit and when she did she found that she was very comfortable with me, even the corny jokes. Then she hit me with it.
"I would like to see more of you, if that's possible? if you don't then at least I know and I can carry on."
"Bloody hell." I said "You're not fair on a bloke are you."
"I tend not to beat around the bush, or drop hints it wastes important time and to be honest I am pretty rubbish at hints anyway."
I pondered a while, I knew the answer straight away, but didn't know how to phrase it, I started "I would love to see more of you in both senses of the word. You are intelligent, smart, very beautiful and dare I say sexy. But I feel I would always be compared to Harry. You were going to marry him, planned to spend your life with him and you barely know me."
"Oh, I hadn't thought about that," she said and she looked sad again but I felt sad but I had to make my thoughts clear to her, "So it's a 'No' then?" She said.
I leaned forward and took her hands in mine."No, it's a 'Yes' I do want to see more of you, but I have to let you know I am not Harry, never can be and you are going to compare me and him and I am going to get grumpy sometimes when you do. So when that happens we are going to have to sit down and talk about it. Are you Ok with that?"
"I won't ever mention Harry." She came back with.
"No, you can't do that, that's not fair to his memory. You were together for about three years?" I asked. She nodded. "I am looking at it from your point of view, you had many good times together you can't just put them aside, I know that, there are experiences in there that made you who you are now, and I am grateful for that. Harry is not banned from this relationship. But I may still get grumpy."
I carried on, "And there are other problems, it's a 300 mile round trip, I work a lot, I have a mortgage to pay and a cat to feed so we are going to have to share the travelling."
She stood up and went to her handbag and pulled out a piece of folded paper. "I had thought about the travel and agree, I guessed about the work otherwise your company wouldn't have sent you on this course. I didn't know if you rented or was buying, but I do now. And Twinkle can't eat that much."
She gave me the paper, "This should give us some time to find out if there is a chance it could work."
I opened it and it was an invite to the follow on course to the one I had just done, my company had one booked but it was eight months away, this one was in three weeks.
"I suppose one of your jobs is booking courses?"
"No, it's Ronnie's" she smiled.
I walked up to her and took her in my arms and said "I suppose we better have a proper kiss not just a peck on the cheek."
She looked me and said, "You do realise that this will be my first kiss in over six months."
I didn't like to tell her it was only two months for me.
We kissed, it was fantastic.
After about five weeks I told her I loved her, she cried, she cried a lot and through the sobs said to me "I have loved you since the first proper kiss."
To cut a long story short, it worked. We managed the travel and the work patterns, we both became familiar with the M3, M25 and the M1 or the Fosse Way as an alternative. We arranged our travelling around our work, she came to my little house quite often, Twinkle loved her, and so did my parents and my big sister Jackie and her new husband Dave. Jackie and Claire soon became firm friends, they could often be found at parties in the kitchen giggling together. It was as if they had known each other for years. The compare me to Harry came up a few times, we talked about it and got over it.
After four months we had still not been intimate. Oh we had fun and she took care of my needs and I think I did the same for her. But we hadn't done the final deed, I felt she wanted to wait. Every time I tried to do the deed she would just say "Not yet Sweetheart." I wasn't bothered too much, perhaps it was a Harry thing. From what I learned when we took care of each other's needs I was certain it was going to be Ok.
One Friday about four months after the kiss she was down at my house but I sensed there was something not quite right. She was a bit withdrawn all through dinner and didn't want to go out to the pub as usual. We had been sat on the settee half watching the telly for about five minutes when she got up said "I need a drink," with that she walked to the kitchen, I had learned even after four months that when she was like this to just go with it. I heard the sound of bottles being opened and she came back with a beer for me and a large glass of red wine for her.
She sat on her end of the settee, looked at me and said "I have to say something." She saw the look of horror on my face, giggled and carried on, "Don't look so worried, it's not a 'Dear John,' actually it's the opposite, but when I start talking I need to finish, Ok with that?"
She wasn't leaving me so I was fairly happy so I just nodded.
"Harry and I never had sex, I wanted to wait until we got married, Harry wasn't happy but he did it. I never got to make love to the man I loved."
She stood up, took a large mouthful of wine, gave me her glass and dropped the dress she was wearing on the floor round her ankles, she was wearing a crimson satin bra, knickers and suspender belt with stockings.
She continued, "That was a mistake, one which I don't intend to repeat," She held her hand out to me, "Take me to bed please, be my first."
Fuck, a virgin, that's a heavy responsibility to have with someone you love. At least Harry wasn't in the comparison here.
"Shit" I thought to myself, no condoms. I was going to have to be very careful here. The look on my face must have given it away, "I'm on the pill," she said. She had planned this well in advance, I had better not let her down.
I finished her wine in a gulp, put the glass down and took her to my bedroom.
I stood her beside my bed, took her in my arms and kissed her gently, after a short while I slid my hand right down her belly through her pubic hair to her clit and gently massaged it, she gasped, I had been here before, it's how we kept each other satisfied, but today I would be going further. With my left hand I found the clasp to the bra and managed to undo it one handed. I stood back and removed the bra and said to her quietly, "This is beautiful, but for our first time I want just you." I got on my knees and used both hands to remove her knickers. There right in front of me was her love bud, it was too much for me, I gently eased the hood out of the way and gently caressed her clit with my tongue.
"No." she said.
"Trust me. Yes."
She grunted and grabbed my head, her body shook slightly and she fell back on to the bed.
I asked her to sit up and I undid the suspender belt and rolled the stockings down her legs.When she was completely naked I stood and pulled her up to me then swept her off her feet and laid her in the middle of the bed.
We lay together on the bed and I kissed her lips whilst gently massaging her breasts, I moved my kissing to her neck and then further down to her breasts, my hand gently slid down her belly and through her bush till it found its target again, her clit. I gently massaged it and I could hear her breathing pick up, her breasts were starting to heave. I wanted plenty of lubrication for what I was going to do so I continued with my fingers gently going round her clit,and occasionally across it. She gasped as I slid down her body placing my head between her thighs.
I started gently licking her clit, whilst my middle finger gently probed her opening and little by little, gently forwards and backwards, my finger entered her vagina, deeper and deeper. Her breathing was ragged and in gasps now. I continued my application of my tongue to her clit and when my middle finger would go no deeper I withdrew and added my index and started the process again, gently inserting forwards and backwards, she was groaning loudly. Her hands grasped my hair, pulling me deeper. She had shuddered several times, but I didn't think they were orgasms.
She was very wet. It was time. I eased my body up and with my hand positioned my penis against her vagina. I looked at her and asked, "Are you ready?"
"Yes, Yes."
I eased myself in as slowly as I could, I was so tempted to thrust harder but I controlled my movements. As I got further in she gasped again.My penis is longer and fatter than my middle and index fingers together.
When I was fully in I raised myself up, looked at her and asked. "Are you alright?"
She smiled "Absolutely fine." came the reply.
I started moving, picking up speed, but still very gently.
She was hanging on to me, groaning and starting to push back at me, I went harder, she pushed back harder then stopped completely and screamed, "Oh Fuck."
I thought the same as I came as well.
I rolled off and wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly, "Are you OK?"
"I'm fine, flippin fine. Is it always like that? Do you always get that many orgasms?"
I gave her a quizzical look.
"I know what an orgasm is, I have had a few, you have given to me, but none like that."
"Sometimes more, sometimes less and sometimes none at all, but it always feels good."
She rolled on top of me.
"Does this mean we are exclusive now?"
"Sweetheart, I have been exclusive since that first kiss."
I continued, "And I will always be.Until my last breath I will be exclusive and I expect..."
She kissed me before I could finish and I felt tears on my face from her crying, we fell asleep in each other's arms, not for the first time, but the first time with no clothes on.
I woke up in the morning and she was in my arms and her head was on my chest and she was sobbing, I could feel the tears. "Sweetheart what's wrong, are you ok? Are you in pain?"
"No, Sorry darling this is unfair on you, but I feel bad that I didn't do that with Harry." I held her tightly and stroked her hair for a few minutes then I lifted her face, wiped the tears with the bed sheet, looked at her and said "There was a Roman chap about 2000 years ago who said 'Don't worry about things which cannot be changed or corrected'. I know it's easier to say than to do, I understand how you feel, but there is nothing we can do about it now my love, so let me hold you until you get better."
We married 18 months later. She moved down to my little house and got a job with a local office of an insurance company.
Fast forward 20 years or so, two children, more cats and a bigger house. We had both moved up our respective companies and were both supervisors as our bosses had worked out that we were good problem solvers, her with people, and me with machines, which included the people who operated them. And on the way we had a lot of adventures in and out of bed. If it was possible I loved her more now than I did then, we talked a lot about stuff before we did it, holidays, next car, children's names everything, the planning was sometimes part of the fun. Not everything we talked about actually happened. But the real fun was the loving sex, planning that was part of the fun. Some things like pain and another person was always off the agenda. Some bedroom stuff we did just the once, other stuff became part of our regular adventures. She still had her 36 28 36 figure, still as cute as ever with the long blond wavy hair. It had been cut to a nice Bob cut during out latex phase, it was also easier and looked better for the ball gag strap without all the hair in the way. She now puts it in a ponytail when we play those games.



After a particularly decent meal I had cooked and nice bottle of wine, we sat on the settee Claire was relaxing with her head on my shoulder and she said to me, "Is there anything that we haven't done that you would like to do, in or out of bed? Ones that we can afford of course, any fantasies?"
"Nope, if something comes up I will let you know. Anything you want to try? Any fantasies that you have running round your pretty head?"
"Only about inviting Rock Hudson or Roger Moore to play."
"They're both dead."
"Then I had better find someone alive to invite then" she smiled at me, but I didn't like where this was going.
"Do you remember the words I said after the first time made love? But you never let me finish what I was saying."
"Yes"
"Well I'm going to finish it now, I started with. "Sweetheart, I have been exclusive since that first kiss. And I will always be. Until my last breath I will be exclusive and I expect" and that was where you stopped me, I was going to say "you to be the same, if you can't commit to that, we part now." I thought you wanted to be exclusive. Do you want to invite another man into our bed?"
"I was just thinking it might be fun to talk about it"
"Just talk, or do?"
"Well, do if you agreed."
"Have you thought this through fully?"
"Yes, of course."
"What if I said 'Yes'?"
"I would be the best wife ever!"
"And what if I said 'No', what would happen then?"
"I am expecting you to say 'No' and we carry on as normal."
I was crying now, tears pouring down my cheeks. She said "I'm sorry sweetie, I will take that as a 'No' then. That is what I expected you to say, that's ok." She went to hold me but I pushed her back, she moved to her end of the settee.
I paused a goodly number of seconds whilst I thought about what she said and wiped my tears away, I took a deep breath and said "I have several problems with what you have just said, so sit there, be quiet and let me tell you what they are."
I continued "Firstly, if I say 'Yes' you will be the 'best wife ever', does that mean you haven't been the best you could be for the last 20 odd years? Have you been holding something back for a day like this? I already thought you were the best wife ever, have I been wrong for the last 20 years?"
"No, No it's not like that."
"So you have put 100% into this marriage, Yes?"
"Yes." she replied with a quizzical look.
"So how can there be more, where is this extra 'best wife ever' going to come from?"
She sat there with her mouth open, I didn't give her a chance to talk.
"Next" still in a quiet voice I said" Do you know how fragile the ego, confidence and self-esteem is of a man married to someone as beautiful as you? No probably not. It is rock solid until you put doubt into the mix and your wish to 'play with other men', which I take to mean have sex, has just put a pile driver straight through that rock and shattered it."
I stood up, looked down at her and growled. "So after 22 years am I not good enough, are you fed up with me and want something else? I thought we had done everything we wanted within the bounds we set. Just you and me. What have I done wrong?"
She was doing a good impression of a goldfish with her mouth.
"So how far has this gone? Do you have someone in mind, a place or a time?"
"No, No nothing like that, no plans. There are a couple of chaps at work that have caught my eye. But nothing beyond that, just looking. You have always said that planning was part of the fun."
"Looking!" I growled at her, "So you have been scoping out the talent, so you have been planning."
"No, I haven't been planning. You look at other women."
"To me you looking at other men with an idea of sleeping with them is planning, you may not see it that way but I do. Yes I do look but I don't want to sleep with them. I compare them to you and they always come up wanting compared to the love of my life."
ThenI shouted at her "AND HOW MUCH FUCKING FUN WOULD I HAVE PLANNING FOR MY WIFE TO FUCK ANOTHER MAN?"
She just sat there with her mouth open, I think it was starting to dawn on her what she had done.
I was seething, I was angry, very angry "A question for you then. When we make love have you been thinking about them instead of me, was it their cock in your cunt and not mine?"
"No." She screamed, "I have never thought of anyone else. Please believe me."
I wasn't sure if I did or not.
My hands were clenched into fists, I am not a violent man normally, but I wanted to punch something, to break something.
I lowered my voice "I think you had better leave."
"I'm sorry. I'll go to bed, come with me please so I can make it up to you,"
I calmly said "No, I mean leave, pack your bags and go, I don't care where, perhaps Jackie and Dave have a setteeyou can sleep on. I need a few days to sort this out in my head and it is better if you're not here. I might do something I regret for the rest of my life."
I walked towards the front door, took my mobile phone from my pocket and put it on the table next to the door and turned, looked at Claire. "I'm going for a walk, be about half an hour, don't be here when I get back. Leave a message on my phone where you end up."
I walked and started crying, "What was she doing? Did she really want to sleep with another man? Was she trying to wind me up? Was it a way to confirm my love for her? Shit. Just what was I supposed to do to show her my love, by saying 'Yes' or by saying 'No' was it a trap. Oh Fuck." I had no idea where I walked.
I got back home an hour or so later, was it a home anymore?
I picked up my mobile phone, there was one text from Claire "At J&D's." there was also loads of missed calls and voice messages from my big sister.
The phone rang again. It was Jackie. I was going to have to answer this, I steeled myself and swiped the accept button and held the phone away from my ear. "WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING YOU FUCKING ARSEHOLE SHE IS DESTROYED, CRYING HER FUCKING EYES OUT YOU SHITHEAD. GET ROUND HERE AND PICK HER UP NOW YOU FUCKWIT."
"You finished?"
"Yes now get round here and pick her up, knob."
"OK, ask her why she wants to sleep with another man. When you have an answer call me back, or better still come round tomorrow, alone!" I hung up and turned the phone off.
I fetched myself a beer and sat and pondered some more, "What was she trying to do? What brought this on," the more I thought about it the more ideas I came up with, but which one was her eventual goal? Which one did she actually want? I settled on two outcomes, either ends of the scale. Was it just a mistake the way she said it? If so then staying married wasn't going to be difficult but she would need to be taught the proper way to discuss things, which is disappointing as I thought we had that down pat after all these years. However, if I was wrong and it wasn't a mistake and she was serious about another man, then the marriage was in real danger of falling apart without some serious work.
I had a few more beers and went to bed, still thinking. I did sleep but it wasn't a restful sleep. I was up at my usual time and put the kettle on and waited for the knock on the door. It came at exactly nine o'clock. That's my big sister. I opened the door with the safety chain on to check if she was alone like I told her, she wasn't, Dave was with her. That was Ok he's a sensible chap.
"Why the safety chain knob?" my darling sister said to me through the gap, I guess she was still pissed at me.
"Just to make sure you are alone. "
"Dave's here, you can see him, now open the door before I kick it in."
"As long as Claire is not out there waiting to jump in."
"No, she is still at home crying."
I opened the door, let them in and went to make some tea, we sat round the kitchen table whilst the tea brewed. "Did you ask her the question?" I asked.
"Yes, of course I did. She doesn't want to sleep with another man. It was just a joke."
"Bollocks. I saw her face. That was no joke. And trust me no-one is laughing right now. So you go back to her and get the real reason."
I got up and went to pour the tea, I heard Dave say to Jackie. "See, told you that wouldn't work."
"Shut up Dave."
"Yes dear." He said. He didn't mean it and we all knew it. Maybe I had an ally there?
Jackie started again "Ok I thought if I could pass it off as a joke it would be the easiest way to get this sorted and before you ask, Claire doesn't know what I was planning."
Dave spoke up, "And before you ask me, I didn't agree with it." That got him a withering look from Jackie. I wasn't going to ask him anyway. I felt he had laid his cards on the table, there was defiantly an ally there.
Looking at Jackie I asked, "So what was her answer, and no bull shit this time."
"Firstly she doesn't want to sleep with anyone else, she expected and wanted you to say 'No'. She is feeling a bit out of sorts, not appreciated and lost. You were supposed to be her knight in shining armour that found her and took her home, but you turned into a dragon breathing fire and accusations. She admits she could have done it better. She only wants you and your help."
"She could have just said 'sweetheart, I'm a little lost, can you help.' Without all this game playing she could have asked for a knight and I would have gone and found armour and a charger for her, instead she has played her games right out the front door."
Dave said "That's a bit over the top mate, just for her getting it a bit mixed up."
I looked at both of them and said, "If that is what she said and if I believe her lets go over the conversation that you were not party to, this could take a while." I went and got us some more tea.
I carried on "She wanted to invite two celebrities 'to play' I pointed out they were both dead and her exact words were, and I remember them as they are burned into my memory 'Then I had better find someone alive to invite then,' notice the 'I' not 'we'. When I reminded her we were exclusive she came back with 'I was just thinking it might be fun to talk about it', I asked 'talk or do?' she replied 'do if I agreed'."
Jackie wasn't looking quite as calm as she has been earlier and Dave had a sad look on his face. "I then asked her if she had thought this through fully, she said 'of course', and then I asked her the first question 'What if I said 'Yes' you could have someone else to play? She came back with 'I would be the best wife ever', so this is the first problem you see. I thought she had been the best wife ever for the last 20 years, so where was this extra' best wife ever' going to come from. Has she been holding back something for a special day? She told me she put 100% into this marriage so where's the extra coming from, there is no 110% in this."
Jackie quietly said, "Well I'm sure she could find a little extra."
Dave's snort went everywhere. "What! A little extra. To sleep with another man would need a bit more than 'a little extra'."
This was going to be difficult to explain to her but I tried.
"She can't keep the house any cleaner, she can't cook any better, I love what she does. There is nothing she can do better. Ok let's get a bit dirty. Spit or swallow. Let's assume Dave wants you to swallow, you don't like to, so you spit. To be the best wife ever, even though you don't like to, you swallow. You see that's an improvement. Anal sex, you don't like it Dave does, so it doesn't happen. Being the best wife ever you let Dave have your backside a couple of time as week. That's an improvement. See the thing is Claire swallows but she doesn't like the taste and I can fuck her up the arse any time I like. So how can she become the best wife ever unless she has been holding something back for the last 20 some years, because I can't see anything she has not done, so what is she hiding? I thought we were equal partners in this marriage."
Jackie pulled a grimace "I think I get it."
Dave said, "Let's make sure," and took an orange from the fruit bowl and peeled it and he put the peeled orange up in front of Jackie's face, "One orange 100% yes?" Jackie nodded. He tore it half and held up the two halves and said "50% each?" she nodded again. He placed the two halves together, held them up and said "John's marriage, yes?" Jackie nodded again. Dave opened up the orange and took off a segment then placed them all together, segment as well. "John thinks he is getting this from Claire, 100% orange marriage for the last 20 years." He then removes the segment and holds up the rest of the orange with the segment missing. "After Claire's 'best wife ever' comment he now thinks for the past 20 years this is what he has been getting" and he holds up the orange segment and says. "Where has this been for the last 20 years he is asking himself? Has she saved it up so she can fuck another man?"
He was an ally, I couldn't have put it better myself.
Jackie's only comment was "Fuck." I think she got it.
I stood up, looked at my sister and said. "Did she mention she had been 'scoping out the talent' in case I said 'Yes'?"
I got up and made a fresh pot of tea, giving the thought time to settle into her head.
When I sat down I looked at her and said, "She told me that she thought it might be fun, it was fun to talk and plan about all the other things we have done, so this might be fun too? I ask you how much fun would I have planning for my wife to sleep with another man?"
Jackie was looking a bit shocked so I carried on with my side of the story, I explained to her about a man's ego, confidence and self-esteem and how it could be fucked in seconds when his wife of 20 years says he wants to sleep with another man.
Jackie came back instantly "But she doesn't. She told me even if you said 'Yes' she wouldn't do it."
I felt I was losing the argument here with her and went to pour the tea when Dave gently said to her "Sweetheart, you don't get it. Even if she doesn't want to, she has said the words, and they weren't said in anger where you could probably blame the words on wanting to hurt someone, I gather she was quite calm when she said them and you can't take them back. So John now has the thought that he is not good enough, and he has been doing it wrong all these years and she wants more so he feels he wasn't doing enough."
Dave picked up the single orange segment and continued. "Add to that, that she can find an extra 10% for their marriage if he lets her sleep with another man then he feels royally fucked and it doesn't matter what she says now it's what she said then."
I brought the mugs of tea over. "And she told me she had thought this through fully, so she would have every angle covered. So can I actually believe her because it hasn't gone her way with a 'Yes' she is now coming up with a lie to say she wasn't going to do it anyway?"
Dave summed it up for her, "So John feels Claire hasn't been putting 100% into the marriage. He now feels that he has been not good enough for however long knows and is going to be side-lined for a younger model, his self-esteem and confidence shattered. He is a wreck of a man, although he doesn't look wrecked." He said looking at me quizzically.
Jackie took hold of Dave's hand and gave it a squeeze and looking at me said "Ok I get it, now what are you going to do to fix it?"
"Whoa there, I didn't break it."
"Ok, what are you going to do to let her fix it?"
"That's better, I did a lot of thinking last night and some more this morning while talking to you two and whilst letting the tea brew. Last night I thought to myself 'what have I done wrong?' After lots of soul searching, I have done nothing wrong, a few things over the last 20 odd years could have been done better, but nothing wrong. I have loved her, cherished her and at times worshiped her, I have bent over backwards to do everything she wanted if it was possible, and not just in bed. It has been an equal partnership."
There was more from me "Ego and self-esteem restored, I didn't do anything wrong. Did I ever once see that she wasn't putting 100% into this marriage at any time? No, in fact at times there was 101% which became the new 100%. Has she lied to me in the past? Apart from the odd white lie about surprises and stuff like that, I cannot think of one time she has lied to me since the first time I kissed her."
I carried on, "Add all that up andI do believe she was not lying when she said she was not going to sleep with another man, so therefore she wouldn't have to find that 'best wife ever' extra 10%."
My final comment, "I think she has made one mistake so I will listen to any apology, she just has to be careful what she apologises for."
Jackie asked, "What mistake is that?"
I was about to tell her but said, "She needs to work it out for herself, and if you have worked it out don't either of you two tell her." Dave smiled, he was a smart chap, I think he got it.
"When can she come back, I would like my settee back to watch the footy tonight," Dave said.
"Can you give her time to think? I am not going anywhere, I will be here, and, Dave if she is still there when the football starts come round here I will get some more beer in and we can make a night of it. I owe you a few anyway."
They both stood and headed to the front door, Jackie turned and gave me a hug and asked, "Sorry sweetie. Can we tell her what we talked about?"
"Of course, not to would be unfair, just don't tell her about the mistake."
Dave gave me a man hug. That was a bit strange, he'd never done that before and it was a bit uncomfortable. But he whispered. "You've already decided to take her back, it's just the level of punishment, isn't it." I smiled.
It was nearly 8 o'clock when the doorbell rang, "That'll be Dave" I thought, I grabbed a couple of beer bottles from the fridge and opened the front door. It was Claire. "You live here, you don't need to ring the bell."
She pointed to the table beside the door and I saw her house keys there.
"I forgot them and didn't want to make you any angrier by being here when you got back."
She walked in, looked at me and said "I prefer wine, but beer will do," I gave her the two beer bottles and went to get her a glass of wine.
When I got to the living room she was sat in her place on the settee and had poured my beer into a glass.
She smiled a wan smile at me and said, "I know I need to say sorry, to apologise, but can I explain before I do," I nodded. "You know I told you the boys in the office used to flirt with me just a little bit, nothing serious, no touching, no coffee breaks anything like that. Just complement me about hair or clothes and say what a lucky chap you were to have me. Actually the compliments were just like the ones you give me and at times I thought you put them up you it, but I realised that was a silly idea."
"Yes, you have always told me about the flirting, it hasn't worried me, well, till now."
"Remember I said a new girl started and she was quite pretty, well, all the boys started flirting with her and I was left alone, I know it's shallow, but I missed the compliments and the flirting. All of a sudden I felt very insecure, I was old news, now not worth a second look. And I thought if I suggested someone else you would get a little angry, just a little angry say 'No' and sort of fight to keep anyone else out of our fun. You would pick me up like you did that first night take me to bed and tell me I didn't need anybody else. The man I loved would make me feel wanted. I know it may not make sense to you but it did me at the time. It doesn't actually make any sense to me now"
"Do you mean that I didn't make you feel wanted?"
"No sweetheart, you have been brilliant, I thought it would just fill the hole I was feeling at work."
She took a deep draft of her wine, put her glass down, slid across the settee and took my hands in hers, she looked me straight in the eyes, and in a serious tone said "I am sorry for the pain I caused you, I never wanted to hurt you, I did and I am sorry I did." She squeezed my hands a little, "I am sorry I made you angry, when you got a little angry I thought I had got what I wanted and you were fighting for me, I got all warm and fuzzy. But you got angrier and when you shouted at me I realised I had gone too far, and I couldn't get back."



She finished off her wine and with a deep sigh said "This is the big one. I told you I had thought this through fully. It is obvious now that I hadn't, for that I am truly, truly sorry. I thought I had, but I had failed to think of how you would see it, how you would react to thinking I wanted another man. Because in my head I didn't, but you couldn't see in my head so you wouldn't know it wasn't going to happen."
"So, I am sorry I hurt you, sorry I made you angry and sorry I didn't think it through properly or come to you so we could work my problems out together," She paused, "Can I stay home now please?"
I put my hands over hers saying "After I thought it through and realised what you were doing, but not why you were doing it, I was never going to turn you away."
I had got just the apology that I wanted, she didn't think it all the way through and for that she was sorry.
She slid into my arms crying and I said, "I think we should go to bed." We did.
The next morning there was a loud knocking at the front door, when I opened it Jackie and Dave were there with Claire's suitcase. Jackie hugged me and asked if everything was Ok, I told her it was. Dave then exclaimed, "Oh yeah," He looked at me, smiled and said "Missed the game then?" I smiled back. Claire had just come from the kitchen wearing one of my dress shirts. She smiled at them and took the suitcase from Dave and took it upstairs. Dave got dragged into the living room by his ear by my big sister to stop him seeing if Claire had any knickers on.
"Did you tell her what to apologise for?" I asked.
"No." Jackie replied.
"But she did drop hints the size of the Empire State Building," said Dave.
I don't like football anyway.
Epilogue
Claire came home giggling a couple of weeks later. "The flirting has started again." She told me.
"I knew that they would be back flirting if they didn't get anywhere with the new girl."
She giggled again "It was the new girl doing the flirting!"
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This is another 'What if' spin off from a longer story I am in the process of writing. I really must get on with that and stop getting side tracked. This one is a bit dark. I have several more nasty tales running round in my head that you may get later on. Many thanks to Gentletouch1960 and Biggalute1 for their help, it made the story flow and added some spice.
Please remember even in the real world upset people and do strange things and nasty things, and this is fiction.
Here I am sat in a gaol cell on my last day inside.  I'm actually quite happy that I'm sat here at the end of my stretch. I learnt a lot from the old lags in here. I think the story that led me to this time and place is an interesting one. It all starts when Sally, my wife and I moved into a posh new estate in a new town on the outskirts of London. It was full of young up and coming go getters, much like ourselves. It was fun to mix together, there were some single blokes, and there were some single lasses but mainly married couples and some just living together that can't be bothered to get married.  
There were parties most weekends at some one's house. We were all youngish, vital, up and coming middle management types in a range of Lawyers, advertising agencies and estate agents. I had been an aircraft mechanic and even got to be a supervisor before I found out that I could sweet talk people into spending more on a house than they needed to and sold them a mortgage at a good rate, well good for me anyway. Sally was a minor sales executive in an advertising agency. We were all really quite well off and life was good. 
We would quite often all meet up in a local wine bar midday on Friday to whinge about clients who didn't know they were being ripped off, full of mutual back patting. One particular Friday I phoned Sally to let her know I was not going to get there until about 3 or 4 o'clock, I had some stupid clients to catch up with and I would see her there when I finished.
I pitched up at the bar just after 4 o'clock and the usual crowd was there. I couldn't see Sally so I asked one of the girls where she was. She wasn't feeling well so Gerald took her home. Sally and Gerald worked at the same agency so they are going to be a bit friendly. And it's Gerald, not Gerry or Ger, its Gerald. Problem was that Gerald was a bit of a womaniser and a bit of a twat when it came to women. He had that 'I am God's gift to women 'attitude. And some women seemed to agree initially. We all had seen the drunken arguments between Gerald and his wife Fiona because of his flirting, it may have been more than flirting.  They had only been married less than two years, although they had been together for several. Not a marriage made in heaven.  Sally and I thought the 'God's gift to women' had palled a bit with Fiona. 
Feeling a bit bemused I drove home. I couldn't see Gerald's car around nor Sally's, hers was probably still at work or the bar carpark and Gerald would have gone home in his. Assuming my wife was poorly upstairs in bed I was a bit careful how I approached the house, I opened the front door and went upstairs, I heard those sounds no married man wants to hear if he's not involved. "Oh yes, yes, yes, deeper, stop we shouldn't be doing this. Stop, stop, if Mike catches us he will fucking kill us, but that is so good."
I took out my mobile phone and switched on the video, I set it to record and gently opened my bedroom door to see, lo and behold Sally on her back with a naked Gerald pumping away at her on our bed with her legs wrapped around his back. Fuck, I took a few seconds of video to get a divorce with and shut the phone down.  
The first thing I wanted to do was throw up, the second thing I want to do is to cause some damage. The second part was going to be easy. I went into the spare bedroom and dragged out my old cricketing kit bag. I took out my cricket bat and approached our bedroom, they were still having at it. With an almighty kick I smashed the door open. The look on their faces was amazing. Gerald's face was even more amazed when the bat caught him on the side of his chest and he flew off the bed into the wall. I grabbed Sally by a back of her long hair and threw her off the bed into the corner next to him, shouting, "What the fucking hell are you doing?" As if I couldn't see. 
"Mike babe, it's not like it seems." 
"Oh yes. It is exactly like what it fucking seems, you are shagging that fucking twat in our bed." Gerald was now standing up holding his ribs. I grabbed him by his long poncy blonde hair and threw him on to a bedroom chair, "Sit there before this cricket bat comes in contact with your bollocks." 
I got my phone out and showed him the video I had recorded and said "You sit there or I send this video to your wife," He sat still. I looked at my wife huddled in the corner, I shook the cricket bat in front of her face and said, "If you move, this bat will come in contact with your pretty face and you'll look fucking ugly by the time I have finished."  
I had some nasty, nasty thoughts, this twat was going to be scared for the rest of his life, he will never come near my wife again. I went downstairs and grabbed some rope, 2-inch-wide black tape and some wire, the sort of stuff we used on aircraft to stop nuts and bolts coming undone. It's stainless steel at about half a millimetre thick, looks like cheese wire. 
When I got back upstairs Gerald was still sat in the chair, Sally was still crying in the corner. I told Sally to tape Gerald's body to the chair and to tape his arms behind the chair. She did exactly as I told her and then went back to her corner. I then pulled out a piece of rope and tied it to Gerald's left ankle, took it up across his thighs and tied it to his right ankle and pulled it tight. His heels were tucked up either side of the chair, almost touching his thighs.
This is the yukky part, I then took a piece of the steel wire, wrapped one piece around one ankle rope, then took it up across his thigh, around his testicles and penis down to the other ankle and wrapped that around the rope tied to his ankle. His legs are now being held in place by the rope, should that rope snap he would lose all of his man parts.
I took out my Swiss army knife and opened up the large blade, I placed it under the rope, looked into his eyes and said, "Do you know what happens if I cut this rope," Through the tears now pouring down his face he nodded. I think he knew the fuck he got himself into. 
That is actually too much. I had only looped the wire around the right ankle rope with one twist so if the rope did snap it would frighten the shit out of him but do very little physical damage, l just wanted this fucker to fear for his bollocks and cock now. I would gain nothing by completely crushing him. I think some Roman chap said that a few centuries ago.  
Now just to rub salt into the wound I told Sally to phone Gerald's wife Fiona, she can be a bit fiery but I was not going to do this alone. I heard Sally say to Fiona, "Can you have over to my house it's important." 
 I could hear over the speaker. "No, sorry I'm a bit busy at the moment." 
Sally said, "You need to come over."  
"No sorry I'm busy." 
 I took the phone off of Sally and I said, "Fiona, I have just found Gerald in my bed fucking Sally, I think you should come over."  
The phone went dead very quickly. It was about 50 yards from their house to ours and by the time I made it downstairs the front door nearly flew off its hinges as Fiona burst through it.  
"WHERE THE FUCK ARE THEY?" she shouted. 
Not wishing to get in the way I said. "Upstairs," She was like a tornado bursting into our bedroom and all she could see was Gerald taped to a chair, his ankles up by side of his thighs and a piece of cheese wire wrapped around his man parts.  
She started in at him straight away, "What the fuck, not again. "  
"No, no, no," he said.
"I told you I would cut your bollocks off next time, and here we fucking are, cock and bollocks ready to come off." 
I was amazed at her next actions. Fiona grabbed the knife off of me and placed it under the rope. "Right, you twat, you tell me everyone and every date you have fucked since we've been together." He went grey. She got out her mobile phone and starting walking round him videoing him, he was in no place to argue, you could tell he was scared.  
"Right let's have the names," He started spilling his guts, girls from work, neighbours, friends. Fiona sat down on the bed with a look of confusion on her face, which soon turned to disgust. "These are my friends, you're fucking my friends." she looked at me with imploring eyes and said. "Could I have a drink of water, this is too much." I went to the bathroom and got her a glass of water and took it back to her. She was standing by Gerald with the knife still in her hand. She drank it in one go, I bet she wished it was gin or vodka.  
I started on him, "And how many times with that slut?" pointing at Sally.  
"This is the first time, honest, we just got chatting about sex and got carried away." 
I sort of believed him about the first time with the threat he was under, not sure about the rest though. 
Standing in front of him Fiona said. "Right you twat you're holding something back. What is it?" His face dropped, "There's more. I think you're lying, I've not been with you for this long and not knowing when you're lying, okay." That was when she offered the knife back up to the rope.  
"Tell me you cunt, or you become a eunuch, in fact you will become more than a eunuch, at least they had a cock left to piss through." 
"Promise you won't do it if I tell." he said looking down at his genitals.  
"I promise," she replied.  
"Okay it was Felicity."  
"What! My sister, you cunt, when?" 
"At the weddings." 
 "What the one last month?" 
Looking down, he nodded at his trapped appendages and said, "You promise not to?" 
"I promise, now fucking get on with it. Which wedding? There has only ours and Felicity's last month." You could see the light come on in Fiona's head. "Our wedding," he nodded, still looking down, "Weddings, plural?" He nodded. "What! hers as well?" He nodded again. 
I will remember this part for the rest of my life, it all happened in slow motion. 
Fiona leaned to within inches of his face and whispered, "You cheated, I lied." 
The knife came up and parted the rope, released from their restraints Gerald's legs crashed to the floor. I saw the wire cut into the flesh of his thighs. "That shouldn't happen" I thought to myself, the wire should have come undone. Then I saw his penis and testicles shoot cross the room propelled by a stream of blood. That is a sight that will haunt me till the day I die. And the scream, probably the loudest thing I have ever heard, and I used to work on aircraft that had jet engines with reheat. 
The thought, "Fuck, now I am going to have to change the carpet and the bed" passed through my mind. Then the training kicked in. I rushed past him to the bathroom, knocking him on his back. I couldn't raise the damaged area but I could stop gravity helping. The screaming stopped, he either fainted with the pain or I knocked him out. I grabbed the towels and went back and shoved them on to the wound, I yelled at Sally, "More towels and phone the ambulance," 
There was nothing more I could do apart from apply pressure to the wound, and then I noticed Fiona had her phone to her ear. 
"Now the git has shut up. Yes I said I have cut my husband's cock and balls off with cheese wire." There was a pause as she listened, "Yes, I have got that, keep the bits cool, not cold, not the freezer. I have just the thing." 
Between her thumb and fore finger she picked up Gerald's appendages and went to the bathroom. 
"Ah, good idea, cold water, probably the best we could do at the moment." I thought, and then I heard the toilet flush, "Shit, has she just flushed his cock and balls down the bog?" 
She came back into the bedroom and said to the person on the phone. "Done that, nice and cool now." another pause, "No not a game, the bastard was cheating on me, won't do that again, will he." And she laughed. 
More towels, he was looking very pale now. 
The first to arrive was the Police, a young constable came through the bedroom door and said, "What's going on..." and that was as far as he got when his dinner joined the mess on my already dirty carpet. 
Fortunately, the paramedics were made of sterner stuff and had probably seen it all before. "Well done mate, we got this now. You probably saved his life. Where are the bits?" He asked. 
"I think she flushed then down the toilet." Nodding to Fiona. 
"O Fuck." Was the reply. "She must have been really pissed off." 
"Shagging you wife's sister at her and your own wedding will do that." 
Fiona was being escorted out to the Police car. Sally and I were asked to accompany the police to the station after Sally got dressed. 
The interview with the police was quite simple I told them exactly what happened from my point of view, including the wire not being twisted, and should have come off. 
Fiona told them her story and fortunately for me she admitted that she had tightened the wire as it was coming lose and she didn't want to ruin the illusion. She was just a woman, how would she know about how to lock off cheese wire. Nobody believed her, but couldn't prove it. 
I went down for 3 years for false imprisonment. I was fortunate in the judge, I found out later he had been cheated on by his wife otherwise I may have got a longer sentence. Apparently it helped that I saved his life by what I did. I only served 18 months. The GBH charge didn't stick as I pleaded temporary insanity finding my wife being shagged by one of our friends. 
Fiona got a suspended sentence for illegally disposing of human body parts or some such thing. And had to attend a psychiatric hospital. 
Sally was an 'Innocent' party and was not charged with anything.  
I divorced Sally and it came through whilst I was inside. Sally lost the house because she couldn't keep up the payments without my wages, she almost lost her job as Gerald worked at the same place.  
Epilogue. 
My time inside was quite easy, health care, television, reasonable food and when I was asked why I was 'in' I told the other lags that I cut the cock and balls off the man I found shagging my wife, bit of a fib really, but I did set it up. I was sort of held in high regard.  
I left the prison on a bright sunny morning, I had a train ticket in my pocket as the resettlement people had found me a job up North.
I was surprised to see Sally waiting for me, she had only visited twice since the divorce became final. Despite the warm day she was wearing a belted Macintosh, I had a feeling I knew where this was going, as this was one of my fantasies. As I approached her, I could see I was right. She gently undid the belt and gradually opened the Macintosh, holding it in front of her so that I could see she was naked except for stockings and a suspender belt. She closed the coat, leaving a lot of cleavage on show. 
As I walked up to her, she slipped her arm into mine and we carried on walking, she said, "Hello sweetie, now you're out. I'll start to make it up to you, I have a hotel room booked just around the corner." 
I was looking forward to a few beers after 18 months without any, but I could get beer anytime, sex was going to be harder to come by. I looked at her and said, "Lead the way my lady." 
 As we walked, she said to me as if trying to get it all out before we reached the hotel "I know we're divorced but I want to make it up to you, I do love you and I know I made a big mistake. I don't know what came over me, it's all my fault and I have to take all the blame. It was just a bit of fun, it didn't mean anything. Can you find a way to forgive me please, I will prove I can be faithful. I know it won't be easy for you to trust me again, but please give it a try," I grunted, "Please, just think about it?" She asked, I just grunted again. 
We went to the hotel, the looks we got as we walked through reception told me this was a fairly usual occurrence, people coming out of prison and jumping straight into a hotel room. She swiped the card and we entered the room. Sitting on the dresser was a bottle of gin and some tonic water. She smiled and said, "You better get undressed whilst I get you a drink." 
There was no finesse about this. I took a mouthful of the gin then tore her coat off and threw her on the bed. She must have been helping herself along because she was wet. I grabbed her wrists and held them over her head. I slammed into her, she put her legs around my back and pulling me into her. "You cheating fucking cunt, you slag, you fucking whore," I was almost shouting as I fucked her violently.  She took it "I know, I know, Oh God yes, I've been waiting for this," I didn't last long, five or six big thrusts before cumming.
I rolled off her and said, "Thanks, I enjoyed that." I took a more leisurely drink of the G&T and then looked at her and said, "Where do you think we should go from here?" 
She laid in my arms, looked me in the eyes and said, "I know it was my fault, I hurt you, I should have said no but I got carried away, it won't happen again I can promise you that." 
"But I heard you say he was good, was he better than me?" 
"No, he wasn't as good as you, he was slacking, I was trying to boost his ego so he would go harder, he's no match for you." 
I thought to myself, "He certainly isn't now." 
"So you risked our marriage for a bit of fun and he wasn't even as good as me, that's very disappointing." 
"I know I was wrong, it was my mistake. What must I do to get back into your life? I have been celibate for the last 18 months since that day, I don't want anybody else, I only want you. I know it's not going to be easy for you to forgive me, I'm not sure if you can. But I won't cock up again, once bitten twice shy, I'm not going to risk losing you again. I'm not likely to make the same mistake twice. Can we make a go of it please? Can we at least try?" 
I let her finish her little speech. The thing about being an estate agent and a supervisor is you become a bit of a psychologist and you learn to read people by their actions and words. Looking at her I said, "I think I've had enough rest, let's go again,"
I pushed her down the bed and she took my hardening cock in her mouth to get me really hard, she was good at that, I enjoyed the fact she was sucking her own pussy juice. I pushed her onto her back and entered her hard calling her "A filthy cheating cunt."
"Yes I am, yes I am, fuck me, fuck me." I could tell she was getting close from the shouting and squirming. I pulled out, hearing her make a pitiful squeal as I did so. I looked down at her dripping cunt and puckered brown hole, "Mmm, I wonder" I thought to myself.
I lined my cock up with her arsehole and started to push forward slightly, "Can I?" She never really liked it up the bum, I thought I would try it.
"Yes, go on, do it, I owe it to you. Do it!"
I did, straight in, one slow but firm thrust, lubricated with her spit and pussy juice. I shoved my fingers up her pussy and used my thumb to play with her clitoris. She started to orgasm and I waited as her arse hole pulsed with her cumming, with that massaging of my cock up her back side I came and dumped a load up her back passage, with very little effort on my part.
I got off her and went to the bathroom for a shower. When I returned, I could tell she was up for more and she had that coy, cute sexy look I had known so often when she wanted something.
I looked at my watch and began dressing, causing her to kneel up straight so we were the same height.



"Are you going?"
I looked at her, she was confused, but ever so cute, her tits still looking as fine as they did eighteen months earlier. I could get used to having that every day and fucking it anyway I liked.
"Yes, I have a train to catch."
"But why?"
I looked at her and said, "The resettlement people got me a job in an estate agent in Merseyside, it's just pushing paper for now but I think I can make a go of it. I will think about your suggestion," By then I was dressed and had reached the door, I opened it. I looked back at her and said, "It would have helped me make a decision in your favour if you had said you were sorry." 
I heard her scream "Noooo" as I closed the door.
I lied, I got on the train to Lincoln I went back to being an aircraft mechanic it didn't pay as much as an estate agent but at least the people weren't twats.
The last I heard of Fiona she was seeing a trick cyclist, and Gerald was now known as Geraldine, not Gerry, not Ger, but Geraldine.
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This story is inspired by the Troubador's excellent "How High a Price." He invited others to finish the story and many have, with excellent results. However, one of the follow-on stories had one sentence in it which got my goat. So, using the Troubador's theme I have generated my own story.
I walked into the pub and saw my wife Fiona standing in the corner with her boss Ralph, they were heads in and Ralph's arm was resting on Fiona's, probably talking about Fiona's new project. Both saw me, smiled and waved.
It was her company's project management team's bi-monthly get together. Fiona worked as an assistant project manager for a construction company in our town. This get together was a special for Fiona, she had just been promoted to full project manager, something she had been aiming at for quite a while.
It was not unusual to have other halves invited to these doo's, even if only to drive them home afterwards. As I walked towards them I came across Ralph's wife, Carol, she smiled, and as I got to her I said, "Taxi driver?"
She replied "Yup, You?" I nodded back. By then Fiona and Ralph were walking towards us. I noticed that they were now about two feet apart when before they had been standing very close together.
I notice these things, I currently work as a maintenance engineer in a food factory, but in a previous employment I had a secondary job as a maintenance accident investigator. Let me explain, people don't go to work to do a bad job, but sometimes mistakes and accidents happen. It was my job to find out why it happened. Did somebody not follow the correct procedure, or have the right tools, were they distracted, were they cold, wet, tired or all three. It wasn't to find a scapegoat; it was to genuinely find out what went wrong so we could put things in place to stop it from happening again.
My company liked what I'd done and I was off to Derby next week for a few days to teach the techniques to some of the chaps up there. When I was being taught how to investigate these accidents, I was shown how to read body language and facial expressions, they can give so much away. The change from the intimacy of when they were in the corner to walking across the pub struck me as odd. Their faces gave nothing away, in fact, I was pretty sure they didn't know what they'd done.
When they got to us Carol gave Fiona a kiss on the cheek and congratulated her on her promotion, they'd become quite friendly recently.
Ralph held his hand out and I shook it. "D'you want a beer?" He asked.
"I'll have a tonic water if you don't mind, I'm tonight's taxi driver."
I leaned in and gave Fiona a kiss on the cheek, and she returned it with a hug. She was happy, she had just received the promotion she had been working for and she was probably a little tiddly too. That was good, she deserved it; I was proud of her.
Ralph returned with my tonic water, "I was telling her we have a nice little project lined up just for her. You've got a good one here Bob," he said.
"I know," I slipped my arm around her waist, and she put hers around mine.
"She did a bloody good job with that project, dragged it out of the bin."
Fiona had told me this story before, but I had a feeling I was going to hear it all over again. It wasn't a problem; I was proud of my wife.
The project Fiona was working on as an assistant project manager hit a problem when Bill the project manager had a car accident, and it put him out of action for what was going to be a couple of months. There were already some small problems with the project and Bill had a solution which he hadn't fully explained to Fiona about before his car accident. She was asked if she could step up and save the project.
It wasn't a massive project that would've made the company go broke, but no company likes to see a failure on their records whatever the reason. Fiona came up with a plan which she cleared through Ralph first to tell the customer that it could be on time or on budget and they had to choose. Whilst Ralph agreed in principle, he pointed out an error Fiona had made. He got her to go back and check the contract and the change list. The customer had slid in a few changes in without any increase in cost or time.
Fiona presented the customer with a new budget and a new timeline and explained why the changes were needed, the customer chose to extend the timeline.
What impressed Ralph and the management was the way Fiona did it without ruffling the feathers of the customer.
"She did a good job," said Ralph, "The customer was happy and, hopefully, we'll get some repeat business from them."
Fiona said, "I couldn't have done it without you Ralph, I don't know how they slipped those changes in?" As she said this she reached out and touched Ralph's arm, I noticed, but I don't think anyone else did.
Ralph smiled, "I think it happened in the time between Bill having his accident and you taking over, it's something I always do, go back over the old documents to see if there're any loopholes or somebody's missed something."
Fiona told me, although she'd told me before. "I found it as an attachment to an addendum in the main document, there were so many attachments it could easily have got lost, and I think it was a genuine mistake. But I'll keep an eye on that next time."
We circulated a bit and chatted with a few people, and then we decided to head home. Fiona wasn't drunk, but not sober either. We said our goodbyes to most people including Carol and Ralph, I shook Ralph's hand and gave Carol a small air kiss. Fiona gave Ralph a kiss on each cheek, and a hug, it seemed a bit over the top to me, I glanced at Carol, she didn't seem to mind.
We got home, and I cracked another bottle of wine, not that Fiona needed any more.
"That was a bit of an over the top goodbye for Ralph wasn't it, kiss on both cheeks and a hug?"
"But he's helped me so much, and that help managed to get me the promotion."
Looking at her, I said, "Just make sure a kiss on the cheek and a hug is all he gets."
"Is my hubby poos getting jealous?"
"Let me take you upstairs and show you how to overcome jealousy," I did, the love making sex was fantastic, as it often is when a little wine has released her inhibitions.
I headed to Derby on Tuesday evening ready to start teaching Wednesday morning, and I'd planned to drive home Saturday morning to miss the Friday M1, M25 and M3 massive traffic jams heading south.
I phoned Fiona Tuesday evening, just a quick call to let her know I got there ok. I phoned again Wednesday; we chatted about how well things are going at my end and how her new job was coming on. The company had given her another new small project that she could do from the start.
As it happened the chaps selected by my company for the investigation techniques course picked it up very quickly, all of them had made the odd cock-up in the past and had, at times, done stuff a bit close to the edge. The company had taken my advice and we were going to turn poachers into gamekeepers.
Things were going very well; we were going to be finished early and I'd have everything wrapped up by Thursday evening. So, I changed my plans and decided I'd drive home Friday morning. At about half seven I phoned home on the landline, but I got the answer-phone, I left a message saying I'd be home between two and three on Friday. As I was away she was probably doing some overtime on her new project. I then phoned her mobile, but that went straight to answer-phone as well, I left the same message there. Then I sent her a text with the same message. She'd probably forgotten to charge her phone, she often did.
Just before breakfast in the morning I tried the land line again, but still the answer-phone. Before I left to drive home I tried her mobile, straight to the answer-phone. I left yet another text message saying I would be home today. I then phoned her office, a lady's voice that I'd never heard before answered the phone, she told me she was a temp doing Fiona's old job. I asked for Fiona, and she told me that she was in a meeting with her new customer. I asked the new lady to give her a message, telling her I will be home this afternoon. She told me she was just about to pop out herself but she would leave a post-it on her desk. I thanked her and set off home. I did consider phoning her whilst I was driving, but even though I've got hands free I don't like to be distracted, especially in traffic.
I got home about 3:30 on Friday looking forward to a bit of alone time with the missus and some decent beer. She doesn't normally get in until 4 o'clock so I started some tea, with the idea of a nice bottle of wine, a bit of steak and an evening in front of the fire, watching some rubbish on the telly before an early night.
Then I noticed the answer-phone light was flashing, and I wondered who it could be, because most people call us on our mobiles these days. So, I pressed the play button. It was me, now that was odd, why didn't she pick up my message last night, the second one was also from me this morning, why didn't she get that message? I got my mobile out and tried to phone her, again straight to answer-phone. Surely she must have charged it by now. Even if she forgot her mobile charger, somebody at work would have one for her to borrow.
Why had she missed all these messages, I was worried and a little pissed off.
Just after 4 o'clock, Fiona came bustling through the door; she was carrying her briefcase and a small overnight bag. Now I was really intrigued. She instantly had a shocked look on her face and she stuttered, "Er er I wasn't expecting you till tomorrow." She recovered from the shocked look, but her face went very red.
She dropped her bags and rushed to give me a hug, I gave her a hug back and then held her shoulders and pushed her gently back.
"I left you enough messages, there were two on the landline answer-phone, one I left last night, and again this morning at half seven. You'll find several messages and texts on your mobile. Have you charged it?"
"Oh, sorry I must've forgotten. I'll put it on now." With that she walked across the room and popped her phone on the induction charger.
As she walked away from it, I went over, picked it up and looked at it. I could see that it was charged but switched 'off'. I held it up so she could see the screen showing her it was charged and that it was switched 'off'.
Her body went stiff and she was struggling to look me in the eye. "Okay," I said in a gentle voice. "There were two unanswered messages from me on the answer-phone, the lights were still flashing when I got in. I checked, and they are both from me. You told me your phone wasn't charged but I can see it's got 95% and is actually switched 'off'. You weren't here last night were you? And you weren't here at half past seven this morning.
Three questions for you, where were you last night, why are you lying to me and what's in that small bag? And I will know if you're lying."
She looked at me, tears were pouring down her face, and she collapsed in a huddle on the floor. "Oh fuck, oh fuck," was all I could hear her say.
I left her there, I increased my voice level with a bit of gravel in it this time, I said, "I am waiting."
"I was with Ralph; you weren't supposed to find out. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."
"I have to ask this, what were you doing with him? Or do I have to look through that small bag you've got there? I'm sure that will tell me, but I think I can guess."
"I just wanted to say thank you to him for helping me."
"Am I going to have to drag this out of you? Did you fuck him?"
"Yes, No, not like that. Yes, but it was just sex, it wasn't making love, it was just sex, I just wanted to thank him for helping me, it was because of his help that I got the project done and that got me my promotion."
My life had just fallen apart; did I want to know more? Half of me wanted to ignore it and hope it would go away and the other half of me wanted to know how bad it was. What did I have to do to recover from this mess? I thought for a bit, whilst I was doing that, I went across picked her up sat her in an armchair facing me.
I was too angry to cry, I needed to know how much damage had been done to my marriage.
"I'm going to ask you some questions; one single lie and you're out that door with your small bag and what you stand up in. And I will be seeing a solicitor on Monday morning.
Who approached who, you to him or him to you?"
She looked at me a bit confused through the tears, "I think it was a bit of both really, I said I should thank him if only I knew how. He told me there was a way, and he pointed out you were away, and Carol was down at her mother's. Then kissed me; it was obvious what he meant. But I said I couldn't do it, I couldn't cheat on you and Carol, because I loved you, and she was a friend. He told me that he and Carol had an open marriage. And it will be just one night and you were away and you'd never find out."
She carried on, "I'm sorry sweetheart, it was just the once, it was just sex, you were never going to find out so it wouldn't hurt you. I'm really sorry. I won't do it ever again, please forgive me. I'll do anything I can to make it up to you."
My mind was in a turmoil. "Am I not good enough for you, d'you want more than I can give you, is he bigger than me, is he better than me, does he last longer, what actually happened?" I wasn't sure how much I wanted to know. I was frightened of the answers that I might get. But it was too late, I'd asked the questions. I would have to put up with the answers.
"No, it's not you, you're fine, you are excellent, and you do everything I need. It was just a thank you fuck. He's no bigger than you, and he's certainly no better, you know all the buttons to push, you are really brilliant at fucking me."
"So where'd you'd it?"
"We were Ralph and Carol's."
"So does Carol know about this, did you fuck in their bed?"
"I don't know if Carol knows, but they've got an open marriage, he wouldn't do it in their bed, he said that's against the rules. We did it downstairs. He made some dinner, we had some wine and did it in front of the fire. After we finished, and it was just the once, we cuddled and slept in front of the fire together. I had a change of clothes with me so I didn't go into the office wearing the same clothes as Thursday. I'm sorry sweetheart I didn't mean to hurt you, I was just saying thank you, it was just sex."
I was angry now, very angry. I went and picked up her phone and turned it 'on' then scrolled through her contacts, I knew she had Carol's number in there. I looked at her and asked her, "where is Carol now?"
"Ralph told me she was due back home about midday today."
I selected Carol's number and hit the dial button, I set up the speakerphone, it started to ring. Carol answered. "Hi, Fiona what can I do for you?"
"Hi Carol, it's Bob, I need a spot of advice, can you help me out please?"
"Certainly, if I can, is everything alright?" You could hear the query in her voice.
"We'll have to see about everything being alright. Can you tell me how you manage an open marriage; I didn't think you and Ralph were that sort of people?"
"Sorry Bob, what are you talking about, what open marriage. There's no open marriage?"
"Oh, sorry Carol, the open marriage you have with Ralph. The one he told Fiona about last night as they were having sex in front of your fire," the phone went dead. I looked at Fiona, her mouth was hanging open.
"Oh, for fucks sake Fiona shut your mouth, you look like a goldfish."
I paused for a while whilst I gathered my thoughts, "You really fucked up, and I mean really fucked up.
So, I believe Harry the other assistant project manager in your office went for the job?"
She nodded.
"So, how's it going to look to him and the rest of the office, when they find out you've been fucking Ralph, they will think you fucked yourself into the job."
"But I didn't!"
"They don't know that, that's the way it looks. How much respect and help are you going to get now with your next project? And I wouldn't rely on Ralph anymore, I think he has bigger problems right now, and you've just lost a friend in Carol."
She was crying quite hard now.
"Now it's time to come to me, you've lied to me, you cheated on me. I don't give a flying fuck why. The fact is you did and you thought you could get away with it. Ralph lied to you, so don't you think he will lie to you again about it being only once? Now answer these questions. It was just sex, right?"
She nodded.
"So you had sex with him in front of the fire, like you did with your husband?"
She nodded.
"Did you kiss him in front of the fire like you did with your husband?"
Again, she nodded, I could see she was wondering where this was going.
"When you'd finished, you cuddled in front of the fire like you did with your husband?"
She nodded again, now there was a look of anguish on her face.
"Then you finished the bottle of wine, cuddling in front of the fire, like you did with your husband?"
She looked at me and nodded, I think she now realised where this was going.
"And then you wrapped yourself in a blanket with your lover and you slept in front of the fire. Like you did do with your soon to be ex-husband."
Tears were absolutely pouring down her face. She knew exactly where this was going.
"If you'd come home after the sex I might, just might have almost forgiven you for a one-off mistake of fucking your boss. We'll never know. Because I cannot forgive you for showing him the affection that belongs to me."
I stood up and held my hand out to her; she took it and stood up. I said, "There's a bag by the front door with a change of clothes in it, pick it up on your way out." I walked across the front door and opened it for her.
After note.
I cannot remember which follow on story to 'How high a Price' generated my goat, but it was the one where Early forgave Susan, but she had been cuddling Stickner in front of a fire post sex. I can recommend reading the Troubador's "How High a Price" and the continuations. If I ever finish my long story you may see that theme embedded in there.
I also extend the invitation to continue the story of Bob and Fiona, and maybe Ralph and Carol.
There are a couple of editors out there who have helped me with my punctuation, it's not perfect, but I feel it's much better with their guidance.
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Trading up
Sometimes all the ducks line up.
This flash story popped into my head at 3:00 o'clock in the morning, I went to my PC and got it all down using speech-to-text. I had to get the words down to get it out of my head. It then took a lot of editing on my part, so there are going to be errors left in. It is supposed to be a short punchy story, I hope you enjoy it.
I was a logistics manager for a small engineering firm in our town, and I had the knack of being able to find tools, equipment and materials that the production lads needed, I got really grumpy when people called me a storeman. That was my assistant, Leslie.
Well, I got most of the stuff they wanted from a little shop the other side of our town, and they had just phoned with the latest bit of kit the lads wanted, and I was going to pop into the shop to fetch it. It just happened to be next to my wife's work.
I phoned her in her office to see if I could pop round and take her out to lunch.
She was a bit curt with me over the phone and told me she was busy, so not to bother. She had a lunchtime meeting. That was strange for her.
I told her I was still going to be in the area anyway.
I got her a coffee and a cake from a little artesian Coffee Shop and Bakery that she liked. I took them to her office building, I was going to leave them at reception for her, but the receptionist recognised me and phoned her office for me, but it kept on ringing. The receptionist told me she hadn't booked out so she must still be in the building. I phoned her mobile it rang eight times and then went to voicemail; I left her a message saying there was something waiting for her at reception. It's not unusual for me to pop in and see her at lunchtime if I was in town and I had met most of the staff at company functions, Christmas parties and summer barbecues.
Then I sent her a text saying, "phone me it's urgent." I know she doesn't like cold coffee and this was her favourite coffee; I didn't want it to get cold.
She phoned me back and I asked her where she was? She told me she was in her office.
I told her that the receptionist had just phoned her office, and there was no reply, she said to me that she must have been in the loo.
I asked her if she was in her office now, and she said she was. I told her that was strange, as the receptionist was still phoning her office and I couldn't hear her phone ringing. She replied that she must have put the ringer on silent.
She must have changed the ringer setting because she answered my phone call earlier that morning.
Something was amiss here.
I asked her to hang on a minute, I put her on speakerphone and whilst I was doing that, I pulled up the Find My Device app and said to her. "Remember when we first got these phones and you were worried about losing yours?"
"Yes," with a query in her voice.
"Well, that's when I installed Find My Device on our phones and yours is telling me that you're in the Holiday Inn across town, not your office."
All I heard was, "shit." and the phone went dead.
Her device began rapidly moving across town. I hid around one of the corners in reception and waited.
10 minutes later my wife came bursting in through the front door followed by a tall, handsome, very smartly dressed debonair young man hot on her heels.
She walked up to reception and the receptionist gave her the coffee and cake. She managed to hold them both in one hand. I couldn't hear what my wife said but the receptionist said. "You didn't book out, don't you ever put me in that position again or I will report you to management."
My wife walked rapidly to the lift with the young man in tow, they entered and the doors closed.
My wife's office is on the second floor, so I ran up the staircase, I was slightly out of breath as I stood in front of the doors as they opened. My wife had a shocked look on her face as I stepped forward into the lift, not letting them get past me and I pushed the button for the ground floor. The young man looked familiar and slightly effeminate. I looked at him and said 'hello,' he then looked at my wife and asked her, "do you know who's this?" Before she could answer I said. "Yes, she does, I'm her husband."
He just smiled at me. When we got to the ground floor I went across to the receptionist and asked if they had CCTV in the lifts. They were both hot on my heels this time.
She confirmed they did.
I asked to see a copy of the last five minutes, and she told me she couldn't show me as it was private and she would have to get authorisation.
I told her I believed my wife had been sexually assaulted whilst in the lift with the young man. That was why I wanted to see it. The receptionist sympathised with me but again told me she would still have to get permission. My wife was tugging at my sleeve and saying something. I ignored her. At this point, one of the Senior Managers came through the front door and asked what the problem was.
I introduced myself and I told him I thought my wife had been sexually assaulted in the lift and I wanted to see the CCTV footage. He was quite pragmatic and told the receptionist to show it to me, saying, if there is no sexual assault then this finishes now. If there was, she was to give me a copy and send him a copy which he would then send to the police.
The receptionist quickly found the clip and played it. It was obviously my wife and the young man who walked into the lift because she still had the coffee and the cake in one hand. As soon as the door closed, she used her spare arm to embrace him, she leaned into him and kissed him until the doors bonged to open and I was seen to walk in. I told the receptionist she could stop the video there.
I looked at the manager and said, "thank you, that looked consensual to me so there's nothing here for me now." I looked at my wife and said, "goodbye." and with that, I started to walk out.
My wife ran after me, she grabbed my arm and turned me around. "Stop, stop it's not what it looks like."
"Okay, tell me what it looks like?"
"It was just a kiss. I was thanking him for lunch."
"Who is he?"
"He is one of the MD's sons, I couldn't hold him off."
"It didn't look much like to me you were trying to hold him off. So, trading up are we, when were you going to divorce me for him?"
"I wasn't, nothing has happened, I love you, nothing was going to happen."
"So, a kiss that lasted 20 seconds that you started was nothing, when was the last time you kissed me like that? And you lied to me, you told me you were in your office, but you were across town in a hotel, were you in a room or the restaurant? So exactly what does it look like? I think I'll go home and pack your bags for you." she was crying as I walked away.
Just before I got to the door I turned and said, "so are you having an affair with him like you did with your previous manager, George?"
"No, and that was only once, I've been faithful to you ever since."
Then she paused and gave me a quizzical look through the tears. "When did you find out about George?"
"A few seconds ago, I suspected back then, but you've just confirmed it. Once a cheater always a cheater." I held up my phone showing her I was recording. "I'm off to see a solicitor. Then to pack your bags."
I got to my office and Leslie said to me, "are you OK?"
"No, not really, I just found my wife having a 20-second snog with a handsome young man. She's not kissed me like that for months and I've just confirmed that she had an affair with her former boss. I've just come from the solicitor to start divorce proceedings."
With that, Leslie walked up to me and said "I'm sure I can make it better." She slipped to her knees, undid my belt and pulled my cock out of my trousers and put it into her mouth. It wasn't hard, but she soon rectified that. She was good at that, she'd had quite a lot of practice. When she got it nice and hard, she looked up at me and said, "can I tell my brother to stop chasing her now? He's gay and he's a bit out of his comfort zone."
"That's up to him, he can try and give it a go if he likes, he can fuck her up the arse, she likes that. It'll be like home for him."
She was very good, it didn't take long before I had total relief and felt much better, she opened her mouth and showed me she'd swallowed. "Perhaps we can do it in a bed next time instead of just across your desk. Oh, and by the way, the boss wants to see you as soon as you get back."
"Well, I better do as I'm told." With that, I made my way to the boss's office, knocked on the door and went straight in.
I sat down and she asked me If I had any information for her, I told her I thought Leslie was stealing from the company, she thanked me for the information, I knew that when Leslie was searched on her way home there might be something incriminating in her handbag.
The Boss got up and walked around the desk, God she was gorgeous, she wasn't thin like Leslie, she was nicely rounded, had long flowing blonde hair and the cutest face with all its wrinkles and laughter lines, she got in front of me, grabbed my head, leaned down and gave me a kiss that made my toes curl. I hope she didn't want me to fuck her so soon after Leslie had emptied my ball bag. So, it was my turn to drop to my knees, I lifted my boss's skirt, she'd got herself ready, she wasn't wearing any knickers and her shaved pussy was framed by her suspender belt. So, I employed my tongue and fingers. I knew just how to please her; I'd had quite a lot of practice. It wasn't long before she shuddered with an orgasm. I stood up and helped her to sit down.
She had several things going for her, she was prettier than my soon to be ex-wife and my assistant. She was single and rich. Life was going to be good.
Just a quick one so I can carry on with the dozen or so other stories I have floating around. I find it quite funny when commenters try to tell me what my characters are thinking. They are my characters I do know what they're thinking or in some cases what they are not thinking. However, feel free with this one. Trolls, don't waste your, my and genuine commenters' time. I will delete you.
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This is a short spin off "What if" from my nearly completed longer story. This is probably a more accurate account of what would really happen. But if it was real it would make for very short stories. This story starts like a few of my others, but the end is different. In fact, I have two endings. There is no sex in this story.
It was a Saturday morning and we were having breakfast sat at the kitchen table. It was just tea and toast. I was knackered. I'd had an extremely busy week at work and Sally had nearly shagged me to death last night. Our sex life had been a bit up and down over the last 3 months or so. So, I took it when I could get it. She either turned me down flat or like last night nearly killed me. I put it down to 'the change'; she was that age.
"Sweetheart, can I ask you a big favour?" Where was this going? "You know I love you, right?"
I just nodded; I didn't like this.
She reached across the table and took my hand; she started stroking the back of it with her thumb.
She looked me straight in the eyes and said. "I want to sleep with another man."
I snatched my hand back. "No, no fucking way!"
"You slept with other women before we got married, you were my first and my only, I want to know what it's like to be with another man. It'll just be sex; it's you I love."
"Still fucking no way."
She came round to my side of the table and got on her knees, "Please, it'll be just the once, I want to know what it's like with another man."
"No, not a cat in hell's chance. You sleep with another man I will divorce you!"
She looked straight ahead; she was level with my chest. I knew this move; she had planned what she was going to say next. "If you really love me, you will let me do this." Guilt trip at me.
I put my finger under her chin and lifted her face so she was looking at me in the eyes and I growled at her. "If you really loved me you wouldn't ask to sleep with another man!" Guilt trip returned.
She stared at me and said, "I'm doing this."
"You've already done it?"
"No, no I wouldn't do that."
"Talk to me about it."
"I'm sorry, I can't, it's just something I have to do."
I stood up and stormed out the front door, I had to think. I walked around the local park and came up with a plan. I went home and dumped myself in front of my PC, a quick Google search for local divorce solicitors. As with all Google searches there were adverts at the top. 'Get divorced online.'
Shit, you could get divorced by applying directly to the court. I opened the website and started to fill out the form. In the drop-down box I selected 'irreconcilable differences.' and in the comments box I put, "she wants to sleep with another man. So, she doesn't love me." I completed the form, re-read it, sent them £593 off of her credit card and pressed 'submit'.
That was it, nothing ventured, nothing gained.
I went upstairs and started moving her clothes into the spare room, she must have heard me and came rushing up to see what I was doing.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she shouted.
"You want to sleep with another man, so I am moving you out of our marital bed."
"No, no please, I've changed my mind. Please forgive me."
"Then why?"
She just shook her head.
She was crying, tears were pouring down her face. My phoned bonged with the incoming email sound. Well, that was a surprise, Are Courts working on a Saturday, or was it a court bot?
I read the email, expanded the interesting part and turned the phone round and showed it to her.
"Your respondent will receive the divorce documentation within the next few days and has 10 working days to respond."
"You told me that if I really loved you, I would let you sleep with another man. I can't do that. I told you that if you really loved me you wouldn't sleep with another man. You said, and I quote 'I'm doing this'. So, it's obvious that we don't love one another, so I am divorcing you so I can get on with my life."
She collapsed on the floor, I had to walk over her as I continued to move her stuff out of our bedroom.
8 days later a letter arrived from the court, I was there when she opened it.
In a quiet voice, I said, "Now you can fuck whoever you like."
This one came to me, like so many of mine at about three o'clock in the morning, and if I don't write them down, they keep bugging me and I can't get to sleep. It wasn't initially planned to be a 750 word story, but strangely enough, this wasn't that hard.
The alternate last line is:=
In a quiet voice, I said, "Now do you want to talk?"
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"Well, that was a crock of shit." I said as my wife and I got into the car after visiting the marriage guidance counsellor she had engaged after I found out she'd been having an affair for the last two months.
She didn't answer, I didn't stop "How come it's my fucking fault that you had an affair. With the cruises, your new car, and the fact that I praised you for how good you looked, your hair, your dresses even though you're dressing up for him and not for me; how does that make me the bad bastard in all this?"
Looking at her I said. "But at least you stopped seeing him, we better try to get on for the sake of the kids."
I looked at her, she's looking down into her hands. Oh fuck.
I drank too much that night, about two o'clock I needed a piss, the other side of the bed was empty. As I walked to the toilet, I could hear her talking. That's strange because her mobile phone was on the charger next to the bed. It didn't sound like she was talking to herself, so who was she talking to, and on what?
I took the next day off work. I'd done some digging and knew where he lived. At 7:30 in the morning I was knocking on his door, this blonde Greek God opened the door and said. "Hello, what can I do for you?"
"You can stop fucking my wife."
He laughed out loud. "You must be the cucky wimp."
He stopped laughing when my gloved hand including a brass knuckle duster caught him on the left cheek. I pushed him inside and kicked him in the nuts. I dragged him by his poncy blonde hair into the kitchen and threw him into one of his chairs. He sat there looking completely shocked.
I'd a plan. I opened a tin of thick Tomato soup, poured it into a bowl and put it into the microwave setting it for 5 minutes on high power. I placed a phone in front of him and said, "You've got till the microwave pings to tell me everything, dates, times otherwise I'll cut your balls off." I pushed start on the microwave and then record on the phone. He blabbed, times, dates, places, including fucking her cunt on the day before counselling, and up her arse on the day after counselling to show what shit he thought counselling was, I had to agree with him there.
So, she was still fucking him after she told me she'd stopped. And up the arse which she never let me do.
The microwave pinged; it was finished. "If you know what's good for you, you'll say you fell over," I said.
He looked at me confused as I took the scolding soup from the microwave and threw it in his face. He wouldn't be so good-looking now. I could hear the screaming all the way to my car.
I'd arrangements to make before the next counselling meeting.
At the meeting I started with. "Trust, how can you build trust? By telling the truth." I looked at my wife and said. "Have you told me the truth that you've broken up with him?"
"Yes, I have."
"OK give me your phone." she handed me her phone, I threw it to one side, "No the other one. Either turn your bag inside out and show me it's empty, give me your other phone or I walk out the door."
She looked sheepish, put her hand into her handbag and pulled out the other phone and gave it to me.
It wasn't locked so I opened up the video recording that I used her phone for with her lover and pressed play. They heard him say he was fucking her before and after every counselling session.
I pressed a button on my phone and a tall imposing man walked in carrying a suitcase, he put it down in front of my wife. He had two envelopes in his hand. He looked at the counsellor and said. "Are you Mallory Hawkins," she nodded. "You're served with a misconduct injunction from the marriage guidance counsellors association." He turned to my wife and said, are you June Graham," she nodded. "You have been served with a divorce petition on the grounds of adultery." He walked out, I followed him. As we passed the receptionist I said. "You may need to find another job."
*
I am an engineer by trade so writing short sentences is normal for me, and it suits 750 word stories. I am trying to get out of that style for my longer stories. Many commenters have said that 750 words are too short and the stories expanded. To some extent I agree and I feel this story may have that potential. So if there is enough interest I will expand this story. I have ideas about some kinky sex before BTB. Let me know.
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This story comes from many little events that happened to me, my family and our friends and their families. A lot of this is very serious and very true. My respect and thanks go out to all servicemen and women and their families serving and veterans worldwide that do their part in preventing bad men from doing bad things.  
I would like to thank Lucy for all the help she has given me with this story, she makes it read a lot better. All mistakes are mine.
The Diary.     
I ruined my life; I almost destroyed the man I love the most in the world. My parents barely tolerate me. Whilst he talks to me, what hurts the most is my children will have nothing to do with me. And I fully admit it is all my fault.    
The item that led to my current situation is lying on the table between me and the man it affected the most, my ex-husband.
He had found the item clearing out the spare room whilst getting it ready for repainting. I can't remember what I did with it after it revealed its secret. I was upset, I probably put it back in its hiding place. 
We sat in a quiet corner of the Queen's Head; we had just finished lunch together, a first in over a year. In fact, we hadn't spoken in over a year.    
Yes, this is another cheating wife saga, and you've probably heard it all before.
He loves our children and missed so much of their growing up and after what they discovered what I did; I don't blame them for taking his side.      
It goes back to the 10th of November 1989; he was talking to his dad on the phone about the events in Berlin the previous day. His dad wasn't an educated man, but he was a wise man. "It's going to be mayhem in Europe and that will leach around the world, and that is where you, my son, are going to get dragged into. Air power is going to be first on the scene." How right he was.     
My Old Man was in our country's Air Force, not a fighter pilot but, as he used to say, "just a bloke who's become quite good at fixing aeroplanes." he told me what his dad had said and commented that things might get a little different from here on in. He was often away from home, training, practising and doing all those things that would probably be used in the coming years. And his dad was right; there were many trouble spots brewing around the world, and somebody often called my Old Man and his mates to do their jobs in hot and dusty places.    
A few years later, he got home from a trip to the latest trouble spot just before Christmas, and we went upstairs to see Debbie, our little girl; she was just over four years old. She knew her daddy was coming home, so she wasn't asleep; she was very bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.      
"Daddy, you missed my nativity play."     
I stood just outside the door, and I could see he was close to tears as he gently stroked her hair and said to her quietly. "I saw the video, and you were excellent, my little sweetheart. You were the star of the show." She recited her lines for him just to show she knew them, and then as the innocent are want to do, she asked him the question, "Daddy, why do you go away so much?" and I knew he wasn't going to lie but would try to explain it how a four-year-old could understand.     
"Sweetheart, there are bad men in this world, and your daddy goes with all of your friends' daddies to help stop these bad men from hurting people."     
"You're back home now, Daddy. Did you stop him? Did you kill him?" Oh, the innocence of youth.     
"No, sorry, sweetheart, we can't do that, but we stopped him from hurting other people for now. So, I'm going to have to go away again sometime. But not for a while; I'll be here for your birthday." It crossed my mind that he really shouldn't make promises that were out of his control to keep.     
"You're a good man, daddy; you're a hero."     
"I try to be a good man, my little darling; I try very hard. I'm no hero, but I work with heroes."     
She stood up, put her little arms around his neck, and in that serious voice that only four-year-olds have, "You're my hero, daddy." That cracked him. He took her in his arms and hugged her so tight I was worried he would crush her. I could see him shaking, but he managed to wipe away the tears before he laid her down and kissed her on the forehead.      
They all came home on that occasion, but some were not fit in mind and body.     
He came to the bedroom door, turned and said to her, "Night, night, sweetheart, don't let the bed bugs bite." Tears were pouring down his face.     
I took him by the hand and led him to our bedroom, We think that was the night a little brother was made for Debbie. I hope so.     
That was the day I started my diary. It would be my innermost thoughts, so I hid it away.    
He was there for Debbie's 5th birthday, just. But he wasn't there for her little brother Jack's 4th birthday. I was getting out the Jelly and ice cream for the hordes of children running around in the back garden and all through the house, overseen by many other wives whose husbands were with mine. There were a few husbands who had done their turn and were waiting to go back. I heard Jack ask Debbie, "Why isn't Daddy here?"     
I peered through the door jamb as Debbie knelt, placed her hands on her brother's little shoulders, looked at him and said, "Jack, there are bad men out in the world, bad men who want to hurt people and our daddy is with Susan, Steve's and Tony's daddies trying to stop that man from hurting people."      
"Nobody is going to try and hurt our Daddy, are they?"     
"No, Jack, he's safe." She was lying to protect her little brother from the truth. She knew about the 28 servicemen that died in February 1991 when a SCUD missile landed on their barracks in Saudi Arabia. And about the mortar attacks on the air bases. There had been some close calls, even for the ground crew. Sometimes Google search can be a bad thing.     
"Is our daddy a hero?"     
"He says he isn't, but he's my hero."     
"Then he's mine too," said Jack, and he seemed to grow an inch when he said that. I think he was proud of his father, just like his big sister. That made three of us. Debbie took his little hand, and they walked off into the garden.      
I barely saw my best friend Carol through the tears as she walked up and hugged me. Tears were pouring down her face too. She'd seen and heard it all as well. We got ourselves together and started delivering the jelly and ice cream. The other wives could see we'd been crying. That wasn't unusual, and when Carol told Julia, Sherry, Dave and the other wives what she'd just witnessed, there wasn't a dry adult eye in the place. Dave had collapsed with heat exhaustion while helping change an aircraft engine and was invalid home. He didn't look at all well, and his eyes were full of tears too. He knew the pain.   
There were many diary entries now, but this, like the first one, was underlined.     
A couple of years later and we could see the end in sight. Our time in the service was over in a few years, and My Old man was getting tired, just like the aircraft he worked on. It was hard work keeping them safe and serviceable. He was no longer, "just a bloke who's become quite good at fixing aeroplanes," he was the bloke who had become excellent at fixing aeroplanes in strange places, even if half the stories I heard from his mates were true. When I asked him about it, he'd just reply, "I have more experience than the younger lads, and I've probably seen it all before and need to pass that experience on; anyway, it's what they pay me to do. "    
It was a Sunday afternoon, and we had just returned from paintballing and ice cream, boys versus girls. We don't know who won, but I do know who laughed the most. By the way, my Old Man was walking; I could tell some of the old problems were flaring up. I sat him in a chair, gave him his newspaper and went to fetch him a beer. Debbie turned the television on to catch some music programme or other, and there was a news flash rolling across the bottom of the screen. Another bad man had done something nasty.     
I'd returned with his beer and glass when I heard Debbie say, "You're going away again, aren't you, Daddy?"     
"Probably, sweetheart, if not this time, then the next." He didn't even lower his newspaper. Less than a week later, he was gone.     
Another diary entry. Underlined.    
As usual, we went with him to the airfield to say our goodbyes.    
Looking around the departure lounge, groups of women and children are either crying or holding back their emotions. You never get used to the goodbyes.
Some wives wouldn't come to see their men off; they couldn't do it. Unlike the wives of our aircrew, we were pretty confident our men would come home.    
There was a slight distance between the aircrew and their families and the ground crew and their families. Each group were on different sides of the lounge. The aircrew wives were intently more apprehensive than the groundcrew wives as the airmen were putting themselves in harm's way. Because of this anxiousness, we didn't want to intrude.
As we waited for him to board the Hercules with his mates, he dragged all of us into a corner. He put his arms around all three of us and said in his melodic, soft, calming voice, "this is probably the last time I'm going to have to go away. But I have to tell you three this. I couldn't have kept on doing this for so long if it wasn't for the love, the support and the help I've got from the three most important people to me on this planet. I know it's been hard for you, and I can't even start to comprehend how hard. But when this is over, I promise I will make it up to you in any way I can."     
As he walked away, I ran after him, grabbed his uniform sleeve, he turned round, I said, "be careful my hero. I love you."    
He looked at me and smiled, "Oh, my job's easy," he looked across to the aircrew and their families. "It's my job to do all I can to make sure that those little pink bodies come home to their families. They are the ones that put themselves in harm's way, and they are the heroes, and the men on the ground who they're trying to protect, not me."     
We heard his name called to board the aircraft. He beckoned the kids over for one last cuddle. He kissed the kids on their foreheads. He smiled, kissed me on the cheek and walked away. He didn't look back as he walked into his other world, where people looked up to him, just as we did.      
When I got home, that was another underlined diary entry. I hid the diary in its hiding place, as I didn't want my family to see my emotions.    
He returned after three months, not the usual four; they'd posted him to a maintenance unit. That was normal in our service. It gave people time to get their lives sorted out before they left the service. Time to become a civilian, to start looking for jobs, houses, schools, all that sort of stuff civilians have to do. It meant I could get a job too. I'd had jobs, mostly temporary, as we moved every three or four years. Now I could settle down as well.     
Those years flew by, and My Old man was offered a job by the people who made the jet he'd been working on for so long. There was always a need to fit new bits of kit to keep the aircraft updated for the different threats they were meeting and the latest systems and weapons they developed. They wanted his experience.     
We settled into a lovely house not far from where he worked. We had to pay a little bit more for it because it was close to the biggest employer in the area. It stretched our finances a little, but it was close to work and we were surrounded by people who worked at the airfield. They weren't ex-servicemen, but it was almost like returning to the Air Force. Many of the people he works with now, he had worked with when he was in the service. It's a small world.      
He would still go away to test the new kit, but it's only for a day or two. I got a nice job at a local solicitor four days a week. Debbie was off at university reading aeronautics, and Jack had decided he wanted to be a fighter pilot and was planning to go to Cranwell for officer training. Their dad was so proud of them, and I was too. It had been a hard slog, but we'd got through it.     
I don't know how it happened, well actually I do, I suppose, the first time. The second time was more confusing. I know how, but I don't know why I did it. I had an alternative after the first time, but I didn't use it.    
He'd gone away for a few days to test a new bit of kit for the aeroplane to combat against a new bad man. It was just to justify the modelling. Unfortunately, the new kit wasn't up to standard, the real life and the modelling didn't match. The team were going to have to carry out a full trial. He was going to be away for two or three weeks, depending on how the testing went, and with the writing of the test procedures and carrying out the analysis, he wouldn't be able to get home for the weekends. Although it had been a few years, we had done this sort of thing before. At least no one would be trying to kill him this time.    
I went up to the hotel he was in for the first weekend, but he was in his other world, looking after the aeroplanes that took little pink bodies into harm's way.     
He worked Saturday morning, but made time for me the rest of the day. We walked the coastal paths. It was a warm autumn afternoon, I was wearing a light summer wrap over dress that I knew he liked, and I was feeling frisky and hopeful, so I'd neglected to wear any knickers. We found a secluded spot, we just looked at the sea it was lovely, I was relaxing when he leaned across and kissed me, it was warm and sensual. I felt him slide his hand up my leg under my skirt it was lovely; he looked at me with a raised eyebrow when he found my lack of underwear. He gently massaged me down there, and I was breathing heavily. He kissed me again, getting quite vigorous.
I liked that, and I reached down for the belt of his trousers, "Oh no, not yet" he said, flipping me over onto my front, grabbing my wrists and pulling them behind me, then used the belt of my dress to tie my hands behind my back. He didn't tie them tightly; I could have got free, but I didn't want to. He was in charge, and I liked that. He stood up and looked around. "I can see a couple about a mile away and sheep. I hope the sheep aren't voyeurs." He lay down beside me, lifted my skirt and used his fingers to bring me almost to the edge. He slid down, lifted my skirt and buried his head between my thighs. He opened my lips and licked; I wanted him to finish. The couple couldn't be far away, and I was worried about getting caught, it was exciting. It was tempting to free my hands and drag him up to me, but I knew what he was doing, and again with his tongue, he nearly bought me to the edge; I was breathing hard. I was so close, and then I heard his belt coming undone and his trouser zip lowered. He moved on top and entered me hard. I cried out, he placed his hand over my mouth. We can't go disturbing the sheep now, can we or give ourselves away to the couple that was just over the rise, I felt him erupt, and that sent me over the edge too.  
He untied my hands, and we lay there, cuddling and comfortable. We even waved to the couple who he had seen earlier walking. We made it back to the hotel in time for dinner. There was banter in the bar about grass stains on our clothes, so we left and went to bed early. He undressed me, I undressed him, and we made gentle love that evening.   
We had breakfast early on Sunday, and when we'd finished, just like all those years ago, he kissed me on my cheek and walked off to his other world. I sat there feeling lonely. When I got home, the house was empty. Debbie was away at university, and Jack was away training in the Air Force. He didn't make it as a fighter pilot, so he decided to follow in his father's footsteps as a technician.     
The following weekend was when it happened. It was an office party in a local hotel on the Saturday. I'd had a drink, but I wasn't drunk, I was feeling alone, and there was no one there I felt any connection with, just work colleagues; I almost wished I hadn't come. I was missing my Old Man.   
I am not using this as an excuse.
I should have been stronger. I was standing in the corner when one of the partners came up to me and asked if I was okay, I told him I was a little lonely and missing my husband, and he suggested he could do something about that by just dancing with that he asked me to dance. After that, I danced with him and several other chaps from the office, even the odd woman. But the partner claimed almost every other dance and kept on bringing me drinks, most of which I didn't drink, just in case he had an ulterior motive. But I was with work colleagues I liked and trusted; what could go wrong? We had a slow dance, and it was nice to have a man's arms wrapped around me. I didn't feel so lonely; I half imagined it was my old man, he was a similar height and build.
I woke up slowly my eyes opened. Where was I? everything was fuzzy. I rolled over and clasped the man next to me. It didn't feel right; it wasn't my old man next to me. It was all wrong, the shape, the hair, all wrong.
My eyes flew open. fuck where was I? I was in the hotel. I felt sick; I rushed to the bathroom and threw up. Did I throw up because I drank too much? No, it was because I'd had sex with another man, not my husband.    
God, what had I done? I quickly dressed and left, sneaking out, so nobody saw me. What the bloody hell to do. I got home, but I am not sure how. I calmed down on the drive home, it gave me time to think. As soon as he returned next weekend, I would have to tell him face to face; you couldn't do this over the phone. I'd have to throw myself on his mercy. There is no excuse for what I did. In the old days, I would have found one of the squadron wives and talked it through with them, but now there was nobody. I went to my diary. I poured my heart and soul into it. I don't know how it happened, but I would have to tell him.    
I felt better now that I had a plan, just one problem I would have to stop the man I slept with from talking about it. I got to work early on Monday. I managed to catch him in his office. I said I needed to speak to him about what happened on Saturday. I explained I was a married woman and I'd made a mistake. I didn't want my family and friends to learn about it, and I didn't want to hurt my husband. I told him I would tell my husband, but he had to hear it from me. We talked about it, and he asked me to go for a drink with him on Wednesday night because he was busy up until then. That seemed like a trap to me, so I refused, but I said I would meet him for a coffee on Wednesday afternoon after work. He agreed to that and promised not to talk about it, he realised I was married and I wouldn't want it spread around, so he had told nobody and didn't think anybody had seen anything.     
On Wednesday, I met him in a pub on the far side of town after work; I only had coffee.    
We skirted around the issue, talking about work for a while, but then I stopped him and said we had to talk about what brought us here. He told me he never intended for it to happen. And that we seemed to be two lonely people, and it was fun.
It was the best he'd had in years. He looked at me sheepishly, "I'd like to do it again."    
I looked at him in disgust and told him no, never, it made me sick, I don't remember any of it, and I won't risk my marriage.  
He seemed very apologetic; he told me his ex-wife had cheated on him with a married man and that's why he was now single and looking for companionship. He missed female company; I told him not to bother, and I was not on the market even for companionship. He told me he would keep it quiet. If it got out that he had seduced one of the staff, he would look no better than his ex-wife and her married lover. That wouldn't go down well at the practice. So, we would both keep quiet about it.  



Okay, he asked if he could make it up to me by buying me dinner. It was later than I thought, and I was hungry, and after all that he said, I felt I could trust him, so I agreed. He said the food wasn't that good here and suggested going next door to the hotel and trying for a table in their restaurant.
I was very wary. He put his hands up and said, "No, just dinner, trust me."    
We did manage to get into the restaurant, and although we were quite late in being served, I still stuck mainly to coffee, But I did have one small glass of white wine. We talked a lot, him about his family, his ex-wife and his children. I about my children, my Old Man and the things we'd done together. It was quite nice, and I let my guard down. A small band was playing in the corner, and a couple of people were dancing. Just one dance, he said, and I still don't know how it happened. I woke up at 11:00 o'clock at night in a bed with him again. I threw up all over the floor. I left it there as I dressed; I do remember driving home this time; how the fuck, why the fuck, what the shit to do now? I had really fucked up. I was hopeful the Old Man would forgive me once, but certain he wouldn't forgive me for doing it a second time. I had no idea how, or why I did it. It wasn't even that good from what I remember of it, which wasn't a lot.    
I got home had a large drink and poured out the anguish into my diary and in big letters, 'never again' triple underlined. I pushed so hard that I scored right through the paper. I closed the diary, but it opened itself again on that page. The bloody diary reminded me what a fucking idiot I'd been. I put it away in its hiding place, vowing never to get it out again.    
I went to work on Thursday and handed my notice in. The partner came out and asked me why I was doing it, and I told him I couldn't continue working there with him. Again, he apologised and offered to write me an excellent reference. Probably the thinly veiled threat of violence from a furious woman, willing to go to gaol made him make that offer. It may have also been the reason I got a phone call on Friday for a position in the legal department at the company where the Old Man worked. I took it.
My Old man came home, and I vowed never to tell him. I was reasonably confident he would have forgiven me for the once but not for going back. He was happy but tired. They had sorted out all the problems, and everything was working as it should, including him; he took me to bed. It was wonderful to lay in his arms in that post-coital slumber.
I tried to remain as normal as possible, the sex was great, but there again, it always had been. I pushed it away in the back of my mind. I took the diary out a few times to record family events and every time I got it out it opened up at that dammed page. It was a good reminder.
I got the diary out to put in an entry about Debbie's graduation we attended a couple of weeks ago. She passed with full honours, and a few firms contacted her for their post-grad schemes. She'd taken the one where her dad worked and had started last week. That came as no surprise; many families were working for the company.
It had been a few years since I'd got it out, and it still opened up that page. It reminded me, and I deserved it. Debbie is a bright girl, and she realised that her dad and I had been on our own for so long that moving back into our house might screw things up for us, and she liked the independence she'd become used to whilst at Uni. She found herself a nice little flat in a nearby town but still comes round for Sunday dinner; and to get her Mum to do her washing. One day she bought a young man called Harry home.     
On Monday morning, out came the diary with a proud entry that our girl was growing up and how her dad had taken Harry into the corner for one of 'those' chats. When they came back, he looked at me, smiled and gave a slight nod. That had an underline.    
That's when things started to go wrong. The phone rang; it was an emergency. What sort of emergency can you get in Aircraft Makers' legal offices, you may ask? A leaking water pipe into the archives, which had paper documents going back to the original company and the airfield in 1917, an awful lot of information was still on paper. They needed every hand they could to get the paperwork out and dry it before the ink ran in some of the older paperwork, and it had to be legal staff to do it. I rushed off.    
It was busy. I didn't even get time to phone the Old Man to tell him what was happening. I sent him a text informing him I would be late. Around 6:00 o'clock, we had it under control, and they sent me home. This is where things finished going wrong. The house was quiet and empty, and it felt cold as I walked in shouting to the Old Man, letting him know I was home and telling him what the problem was at work and there on the kitchen table where I left it was my diary open at that page. And the worst thing was that his wedding ring was sitting on the diary.
He wore his wedding ring on a chain around his neck.
I didn't even swear, I just grabbed my phone, and called him, it went straight to answerphone. I didn't leave a message; I phoned Debbie, and after three rings, that went to answerphone. She rejected me.
Oh shit. No, try it again; the same thing happened. I tried to track his device it wasn't on. This was bad, terribly bad. I drove to Debbie's; his car was there.
I knocked on the door, nobody answered, I beat on the door, then after a few minutes it opened. I'd never seen Debbie look like that, that rage. She shouted at me, "Go away, I never want to see you again," and she slammed the front door in my face. I had to wipe the spittle off my face from her anger.  
I went home and went to bed. I didn't sleep, but I did come up with a plan. I had fucked up; I had to make this right. In the morning and packed a bag, I sat down and wrote a long text. "I made a mistake. It's all my fault. I will move out of the house, find a flat and let you know where I am. I suspect you will need an address to send the divorce papers. I won't fight it. I love you so very much. I have no comprehension of how much finding that diary entry has hurt you. I'm sorry I did what you read about. I'm sorry you found out. I never meant to hurt you, that's why I didn't tell you. It was my mistake. I have no excuse. I am so very sorry. Please, can we talk?" I sent it to both my Old Man and Debbie.    
I saw the wedding ring and chain laying on the table, I took them, they were part of him. My old man had worn them for so long through thick and thin. I put them in my purse.
I phoned my parents, then his parents. I told them we'd had an altercation and that I had made a mistake, and not to blame him if we got divorced. They wanted to know more, but I told them I would speak to them face to face; it wasn't fair to do it over the phone, but I reiterated it was my fault.    
I went to a B&B and after a week or so I managed to find a flat close to where I work. I had no food in the flat, so I went to the nearest supermarket, where I literally ran into Debbie. I wasn't looking where I was going, I was lost in my own private world when our trolleys crashed.
I'd never seen such anger on my daughter's face. I was so shocked. Then she started shouting at me. "What the fuck did you think you were doing, he nearly killed himself. He couldn't do it because at the last moment he thought of us. He loved you, trusted you, worshipped you and you fucking threw it all away for a simple fuck. You nearly killed him you bitch. He cried for a week; I've never seen him cry. He felt betrayed and unloved, the last 20 years a fucking waste. It was all Jack I could do to get him to eat and stop drinking too much. He just wanted to blot it out. You're no longer my mother. I never to see you again, you whore." Her face full of rage she stormed out. Everybody in the aisle was stood silently looking at me. I felt the shame. I walked slowly out leaving both trolleys where they were. I deserve every name she called me and every one was a stab to my heart, and I deserved every single one.
I made my little girl's hero cry, and she will never forgive, ever.    
To save time and pain, I got his and my parents together and told them the truth. No embellishments, no excuses. His parents just stood up, went to my parents, hugged them and walked out the door without a backward look. I was going to have to get used to that, I could barely stand the look of hurt on my parent's faces; I knew they loved me, but this damaged their trust in me. I looked at them both and said, "I'm sorry," then I left and went to my lonely flat. I deserved the hate.   
I didn't fight the divorce; it was finalised within six months.   
I didn't try to move on with my life. I just survived day to day. We work on the same site so you can bump into people, I tried to avoid him as much as possible. If I saw him coming, I would take a different route. I didn't want him to see me and cause him anymore pain. I went out a few times, and that was when it happened. The girls from the office dragged me out. They did the usual 'get over it', 'stop being a miserable bitch', and 'you've got to make yourself a new life'. That was when it happened. We walked into a pub and my ex-old man was sitting there with a good looking lady. God, that hurt. I was about to leave and go home when he saw me, he gave me a little smile and a wave. The lady he was with gave me a little smile and a nod; but it looked cold with no feeling. I didn't know what to do; I couldn't just ignore him. Do I go across and say hello? Shit, fuck, damn and blast. I love that man, and he was sitting there with somebody else when he should be sitting there with me, and it was all my fucking fault. I had to stop pussyfooting around, so I decided. I told the girls I was leaving as I had a headache.    
I walked up to him and smiled at both of them, "Hi, I hope you're having a good time; it's nice to see you again. You're looking well. I'm just off home. Maybe we can chat later?" It all came out in a bit of a rush, and with that, I walked away; as I left, I heard him say, "Yes, that's her." I went home and cried my eyes out; he was moving on. I had no urge to move on at all. I just wanted to curl into a ball and die.    
In the morning, my phone did that post-horn sound. That's the ring tune I'd given my Old Man, he is a bluff old traditionalist, and mail should be announced, even texts. I'd dreaded to open it. I picked up my phone and, through my tears, opened it and looked at the blurry text. It wouldn't be nasty; he wasn't like that. But what he said frightened the shit out of me. "Can we meet for lunch on Sunday, Queens Head? 1300 hours table booked in my name, but I can cancel?"    
Through my tears, I sent a one-word answer. "Yes."
Was there a chance, bloody hell, what to wear? Respectful, sexy, dowdy, what did I want to portray? What did I want to say? Dress, demeanour and body language can say so much. And I certainly didn't want to fuck this up. I wore a summer dress I knew he liked, but not sexy. I got to the pub early, and he was already waiting for me. He looked good but somewhat deflated, shit I did that to my man.    
We sat and ate dinner; I believe it was excellent roast pork with everything that belongs with it. I didn't taste a thing. We talked about the children, and I wanted to hear everything I could about them. Neither of them would have anything to do with me. As sad as it made me, I could almost understand it.    
We were on the coffee and mints, and he put his serious face on. Bloody hell, here it comes.     
"I can't do this anymore," he said. "I love you; I will always love you. I can forgive you for the first mistake, but it's tough on me, you going back the second time. That I cannot forgive. But, through all those shitty years, you looked after me, supported me, helped me and loved me. You took care of the kids whilst I was away. You put up with all that shit. I would feel guilty if I didn't give us one more try. I can't forget your number two, but I really should try to forgive." He had his handkerchief out, ready for me. I was crying. He handed it to me; he was prepared as usual. Was he genuinely saying what I thought he was? Did he truly want to give us another go?     
Then, damn him, he got that bloody diary out of his pocket and laid it between us. The dammed thing still opened up at 'that' page. "I found this at the back of a drawer in the spare bedroom. I've read all of it, not just that one page."     
I'm confused. If he wanted to give us another go, why was he with that woman?
"I shouldn't ask this, but who was the lady you were with the other night? I felt awful when she looked at me, like she wanted me to die. I thought you were moving on."    
"Oh, that's simple. She is the company psychiatrist; she normally deals with aircrew but sometimes has time for us ground chaps. We've had long chats, and that one carried over into the pub. She's getting me to look at it from your side."    
"The look she gave me wasn't very professional."    
"Yeah, that's why she's working for a company like ours, not in general practice. She discovered she couldn't stop wearing her heart on her sleeve, and sometimes her emotions get the better of her. But she's quite a good psychiatrist.    
"Sandra made me talk about it; she pointed out that we have never talked about those diary entries. I hurt so much. I felt dismayed, upset, and let down, I just left and went to Debbie's. I didn't talk to you about it. You left the house and walked away; then, when you didn't fight the divorce. I thought you didn't want me. We never sat down and talked, and that's partly my fault."    
I had tears in my eyes as I said, "I couldn't stay when Debbie told me you nearly killed yourself. I couldn't hurt you anymore, and I'd also hurt my babies. I had to leave to prevent any more pain, and the easiest way to do it was to go away."     
We paused for a while; I think we were both gathering our thoughts after letting our feelings out.  
He carried on. "Sandra thinks she knows why you did it, but she won't know for certain unless you have a chat with her. She's seen it in ex-military families before, although ours is probably the worst case. You have that defence mechanism in the service, you're far away from family, but you're with your friends; they're all going through the same sort of shit as you are. There's a bond amongst the wives in the service, just like there is with the men. But it's not here in Civvy Street. And oddly enough, she says the loneliness is greater when I was away as a civvy when there is no danger. A sort of 'as there is no threat why are you not here with me'.   
"She thinks, but she doesn't know till she talks to you that you substituted him for me, and when he put his arms around you and held you, you felt it was me, and in your mind, it may have blocked out the fact that it wasn't me. It's just a theory until she talks to you about it, but it makes sense to me, as you work for the company, she is expecting your call on Monday."   
He reached across the table and took my hand. "If you have me, I'd like you to move back into the house. The spare bedroom is there, ready and waiting for you."    
I couldn't take it; my face went bright red, and tears started streaming down my face as I ran to the toilet, sat in a cubicle and cried. "Did he really want me back?" After a couple of minutes, there was a knock at the cubicle door, "Madam, are you okay? People are worried about you."     
"I'm fine. I've just had a bit of a shock." I said, "please tell my husband I'll be back out in a minute." then I realised I had just called him 'husband', and it felt so right. I knew what precisely I had to do.
I stood up and went to the mirror to repair my makeup as much as possible. He wants me back; is his love that strong? I really couldn't mess this chance up. I might not have the children, but I'd have my Old Man. But I had one change I wanted to make in mind.    
I sat back down opposite him and reached across the table. I took both of his hands in mine, "Wild horses wouldn't drag me from coming back into your life, but I must insist on one thing."    
I saw his face drop; shit, I fucked this up again.    
"I would crawl across broken glass to get back to you, but I will not sleep in the spare bedroom. If we're going to do this, we do it properly, and we'll sleep in your bed, our bed." 
He looked at me and smiled, nodded, shit, went back to the lady's toilet, and wiped my makeup off. 
When I returned, he was still smiling, and I sat down next to him this time. We were sat there now with the diary in front of us, "What do we do with this?" I asked, pointing at it. "I've read all of it, and it's a history of our life together. I think you should keep it, but whether you carry on putting stuff in it or not is up to you, but I think you should keep it."    
"You're right, it's the good and the bad of our life together, and most of it was very good."    
I moved back in the following day. As you may have guessed, it wasn't easy; but when two people accept who they are and their mistakes they can overcome any problems, and we did.    
I did visit Sandra, and she told me what I'd done was the classic substitution, and she'd seen it so many times, but most couples talk through it, and that was where we went wrong.
Sandra pointed out that the partner was a predator, he saw a lonely, vulnerable, pretty woman and he took advantage of my feelings. He is the worst kind of man. It didn't make me feel better.
One thing she did do was point me to a Facebook group which was full of ex-Military Wives. I discovered all my old friends were on there, Carol, Julia, Sherry and a few others. I joined the group, and a couple of months later, we were reunited. It was like we'd never been apart, we carried on chatting just like we did 15 or 20 years ago, and we swapped new stories; we'd all had our problems; most survived, but one or two didn't. I put myself and my Old Man in the 'survive' bracket, just. It went to prove the old saying you're not civilian, your ex-military, wives included.  
After about two years, he asked me to marry him. It was a hope beyond hope for me, I screamed, "YES," and hung onto him for dear life. The following day I made a trip to a local jeweller. I still had his wedding ring and the snapped chain. I got the chain repaired; the jeweller argued it would be cheaper to buy a new one. But that really wouldn't do. Our parents and a few old friends were at the registry office when we were married. He cried as I placed the chain with his wedding ring on it once more around his neck. I believe they were tears of joy.  
He tried hard, I tried hard, and I will be honest, life between us was fantastic, but for the children. No matter how much he tried to persuade them, they would not forgive me. Debbie didn't invite me to her wedding to Harry, but I sneaked into the back of the church after the service had started and left before it finished. My Old Man bought me all the photographs and videos and told me all about them, but there was a pain in his heart when he did it; he tried to balance my need to know, without causing me more pain. I didn't go to the christening of their firstborn; nor their second. I missed Jack's passing out parade. They wouldn't let me on camp to see it, but I saw the video. I also missed Jack's wedding to Cheryl. I couldn't get into the registry office, but I still watched them from afar. The Old Man went to the occasional Christmas and birthday party. He was trying to balance his love for his family and me; every time he walked back in from one of those events, he'd look at me with sadness in his eyes and give a slight shake of the head, and every time he'd asked them to forgive me, but they always said 'No'. I felt sad, dreadfully sad, but it was my cock up.    



Life went on for many years, and I tried every day to make it up to him. I think I succeeded. The way he hugged me, kissed me, made love to me and looked into my eyes with a smile made me think I had succeeded. There was just one hole in my life.    
Years later    
Now we come to the present day. I know I'm poorly, I'm in a hospital bed and pipes coming out of my arm, and he's sitting there in one of those NHS armchairs that are actually quite comfortable.    
He smiles at me, and I feel a warm glow. There was a gentle knock at the door, and a nurse put her head around the door and said. "Are you up for visitors?"
I looked across at him, and he nodded, so I said, "Yes," she told me it would be a couple of minutes. He smiled at me from his chair, and I closed my eyes just to rest. I wondered who it would be. Carol popped in the other day. She was on her own now as Paul had passed away a couple of years ago. Julia and Alan popped in last week, and I swear they hadn't changed one iota.    
There was a noise at the end of the bed, and I opened my eyes. There was a small tribe standing around the bed. Bloody hell, there was me 20 years ago with longer hair, but still me. There were a lot of people that looked familiar as well, but I couldn't place them. My Old Man was still sitting in the chair over in the corner, smiling at me.    
The one that looked like me twenty years ago smiled and said, "Sorry, Mum, It's taken us a while to find you. When we found Carol, she told us where you were."    
I hadn't spoken to her for about thirty years, but she called me Mum. A single tear rolled gently down my cheek.    
I knew who she was now; this was my daughter. I'd seen her for so very long only in photographs, but she was so much prettier in the real world. There were others that I recognised from the pictures, her husband Harry and Jack with his wife Cheryl and some babies whose names I couldn't remember. He was still sitting there in his chair, smiling. He looked so handsome.    
My family were here. I know I hurt him and them; I hurt their hero. Nobody should do that; I know I caused it; he forgave me, and they didn't. They were all here; perhaps they had forgiven me now.    
"We got married again, you know," I said.   
She approached the side of the bed and took my hand; Jack was beside her.    
Jack smiled. "We know, Mum, we were there. We watched from behind a bush, like you did at our weddings and the christenings. We knew you were there. I'm sorry we couldn't forgive you, we were wrong." He looked at his big sister just like he used to when he was little.     
She squeezed my hand, and a tear ran down my cheek. Debbie said, "Dad sent us a letter asking us to forgive you for what happened and how much you've looked after him these last twenty-five years. He also sent us this," and she showed me that damn diary, "he told us to read it from the beginning where it opens, it took us a while to pluck up the courage to read it, but when we finished, we knew we'd been wrong, and we had to come and find you. We're not here because of the letter; we're here because of the diary, Dad kept telling us everything you two did together, and he kept on asking us to take you back, but we couldn't; we almost lost him that night. He should have been safe; he wasn't at war; no one was trying to kill him; I couldn't shake that thought. But he loved you, and you love him. We were wrong. Can you forgive us, please, Mum?"    
I looked at my family. "Yes, my babies, I can because I understand the fear of losing him, and it will make him a very happy man."    
There were many tears, "I'm sorry; I've tried to make it up to him all my life." I lifted my hand and pointed to the chair. "Look after him. I love him so very much. Sorry, but it's your turn now. I've done the best I can. He's a good man."    
My daughter looked across at the chair; she took hold of my hand in both of hers and said, "I'm sorry, mum, Dad has been gone these last seven months."    
I looked at the chair; it was empty.    
I felt a warm, comfortable feeling engulf me as I used to when he wrapped his arms around me.    
I smiled and closed my eyes.    
The End.    
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Mirror.
Home.
"Sweetheart, can we have a chat?" The words every man in a relationship dreads. I thought I knew where this was going, the Mediterranean beach holiday we'd planned wasn't enough and she wanted a cruise liner instead or the car wasn't big enough or too old or she wanted us to spend a weekend with her sister, whom I loathed.
I'd seen it coming, you haven't been with someone for 24 years and married for 21 without picking up the signs, and with Julia they were so obvious. She would cook my favourite dinners, fetch me my beer in the evening without me asking, but the sex was the big giveaway. She would initiate sex including the kinky stuff we both liked but that I'd normally have to suggest. Without being asked she would wear her Basques and stockings and ask me to tie her up, my bedtime favourite. Basque, stockings and bondage, known to us as BSB. And with the kids now gone, Steve in the RAF and Susan at Uni, there was plenty of time to play.
But I was so wrong.
It was early Friday evening and we were lounging on our sofa in front of the log fire after a nice chilli with wild rice, sipping a pleasant glass of Malbec, the telly was on, but we weren't really watching it, everything was quite mellow.
She leaned across the sofa and stroked my arm "You know I love you, right," and she looked right into my eyes. This was different, I perked up a bit. Did she have a new kink she wanted to try out?
"Of course, sweetheart, how could I miss it this last couple of weeks, what do you want, don't beat around the bush, come on, out with it." I smiled guessing where this was going.
She moved her body round to face me, she put her hands into her lap, dropped her head and look at them and said, "I want to sleep with another man."
Fuck me I didn't see that coming, my chin was on my lap. I got my chin off my lap enough to shout. "What!" Where the fuck did that come from?
"I want to sleep with another man," she repeated, I managed to keep my chin away from my lap this time. One look at her face told me she wasn't joking, who would joke about such a thing?
"No!"
"Can't we talk about it?"
"What's to talk about it, it's not going to happen, you sleep with another man I will divorce you."
She started to say, "If you really..." I held my hand up and stopped her right there and glowered at her. "Don't you fucking dare pull that one on me. Because if you really love me you wouldn't ask."
The room suddenly got colder, the roaring log fire had no heat in it and the Malbec not so pleasant anymore.
Despite my protestations, she carried on, in that quiet, but firm way that she has, there appeared to be a touch of guilt in her voice. "You've slept with other women before we met, and you were my first and only, I want to know what it's like to be with another man. It'll just be sex, it's you I love." Funny way of showing it I thought.
I calmed down a bit, just a bit. I needed to get to the bottom of this, to get it sorted, so I asked what had brought all this on? She told me it was the girls in her office, there were five of them. Anne and Jane both married, about the same age as Julia, they both had children, Jane had been married before, but she divorced her first husband because he cheated on her. I'd met both of them and their husbands at company parties, they seemed nice. Then there was Charity and Chardonnay known collectively as the 2Cs, both around their mid-20s, unattached I believe and playing the field, good luck to them. I didn't know much about them.
Julia and I worked for the same small engineering company, she did a mixture of HR, accounting, clerical work and a spot of project management, and I was the head of maintenance for the multitude of machines we had. Both Julia and I had picked up extra duties, she was First Aid coordinator, and I was Health and Safety, Transport Manager, Security and IT, all little jobs with no real effort required, but they gave me a lot of freedom to wander around the factory. I didn't know how useful that would be.
It was a family-run company, which specialised in small production runs; we could make your component in anything you wanted, wood, plastic, aluminium, steel or carbon fibre and we were looking into more exotic materials. If you wanted a run of 10 or 10,000, we the people, if you wanted millions, you needed to go elsewhere; but we'd advise you on that. We specialised in pre-production runs of small numbers, concept proving, that sort of thing.
There were about 50 people in total, there were a couple of designers for small stuff that wasn't farmed out to Centrix, a design company that we worked with for the more complex designs, a sales manager, the admin staff, my small team, John and Chris; and Bob the production manager with his team. Mr Barstow with the aid of Mrs Barstow ran the company. They have a son Mr Barstow junior, Phillip, who was currently at university reading Engineering and Business studies. Although Mr Barstow's name was over the door, Mrs Barstow had a fair amount of say of how the business was run, in fact, we called her 'Matron', it was a term of endearment, we felt she had a guiding hand in a lot of things.
Julia carried on that the 2Cs were always going on about their sexual escapades and how much fun it was, even Anne and Jane both admitted they'd slept around a little bit before they settled down with their husbands.
"And I feel left out."
"So, you want to risk our marriage because you feel left out?" I was incredulous.
"No, no, it will just be sex, one time only, I promise." She said pleadingly.
"I told you, if you sleep with another man, I will divorce you. Part of the marriage vows we said when we got married was to remain faithful, that was a promise, and now you want to break that promise," then a thought occurred to me, I wasn't thinking particularly clearly at the time. "Or have you already done it and you want permission after the event?"
I wasn't shouting, but I wanted to, I was barely keeping my temper, but I'd learnt years ago that losing my temper doesn't make things any better. But I was still very angry; the last 24 years seemed a waste. She looked me straight in the eyes and said "No, I would not do that to you, please believe me," Her look was so intense I did believe her. I calmed down a little, just enough to control the shouting.
Then a wave of fear hit me like a sledgehammer, wasn't I good enough, was I inadequate, was I a failure, had the kinky stuff been too much?
"Right," I said," A couple of questions, and do not lie to me, I will know, I can tell after all these years, and I will stop this conversation. Am I not good enough for you, where did I fail, what have I been doing wrong all these years?"
"You've done nothing wrong, sweetheart, you're fantastic, when I wear a Basque and stockings, I know I am going to get right royally fucked, when you tie me up, I come like a steam train, it's as if you have removed all the guilt of having such wonderful feelings, I have no option but to lay there and accept the pleasure you give me, and when we make gentle love, I feel warm, protected and loved, you have done nothing wrong, darling, it's just me."
"Next question then, do you have someone in mind?"
She looked down at her hands and whispered. "Yes." I waited.
"WELL WHO FOR FUCKS SAKE." I shouted.
She cringed, "A chap from work, you don't know him; he's only been here six months or so. I can't tell you. You'll have a go at him." Too fucking right.
That was strange, I knew everybody in the company, there weren't that many of them. And she said a man so ruled out the women.
"And does he know you have designs on him?"
She looked at me and she had tears forming in her eyes. "He may do." She knew where this was going.
"He may do or yes. Right, I've had fucking enough, just one lie and this conversation stops right now, and I will see a solicitor first thing Monday morning, so how come he 'may know about it'."
She took a deep breath looked at me and explained that the 2Cs were talking about their sexual experiences and the chap overheard the talk. Then one of the youngsters mentioned to him that Julia had only been with one man, and then he offered his services if she wanted to increase that number to two. She said it was done in a joking voice, but the look on his face was more of lust than fun. She was embarrassed and told him that she didn't cheat on her husband, she carried on talking, telling me that but he kept on pestering her, and the two girls said how good he was in bed; they'd both slept with him.
She told him that she would ask me, and if I said 'yes', she'd do it. She was planning on going back to him the next day without talking to me and then telling him that I'd said 'No', and that would be the end of it. However, he told the 2Cs that she was going to ask me. So not talking to you wouldn't work, I didn't want you to find out second-hand what was happening.
The 2Cs kept on saying that it would broaden her experience and would make her a better lover for me. They kept on at her saying If you really loved me, you would let me do this, it's just the once anyway, it'll be just sex. And it sounded sensible to me, they said, it was one way you could prove your love for me.
And the more she thought about it the more she realised she did want to do it for herself and me. But she would have to get my agreement first so it's not cheating.
Could this get any worse, yes and it was probably going to and promptly did.
I asked her. "So now you want to do it, you want to have sex with another man."
She looked at the hands in her lap "Yes," she added quietly. "It's for us."
She was going to risk everything for one night of sex, her whole future. This was unreal, I really had no fucking idea what to do.
"FUCKING BOLLOCKS, this is for you, with no thought about my feelings. You're looking to destroy 21 years of marriage because you feel left out. Who else knows about this?"
"The 2Cs know and Anne and Jane may have guessed."
"And your Shithead boyfriend. Fucking Hell!" I shouted at her.
"He is not my boyfriend," she shouted back at me.
"How far has this gone?" I asked, "have you kissed, held hands, has he taken you to lunch, how far has this 'it's just sex' gone?"
"He has taken me to lunch once, we haven't kissed or held hands, that would be like cheating."
"No that wouldn't be 'like' cheating, that would be cheating." I thought for a second. "You didn't tell me about the lunch?"
"It was just work, nothing more, don't you trust me?"
"Actually, I don't know if I do right now."
I stood up and drank the rest of my wine, I'd been thinking, very quickly, I looked down at her. "When you said you wanted to sleep with another man, you set us on a path to a divorce, you; and only you can stop that right now, do that and we will try to forget we ever had this conversation, if you carry on with this I don't know where we will end up."
I carried on. "I need to think, I'm going to the pub. You talk to no one about this, understand me," she nodded, I repeated myself louder. "You talk to no one about this, understand me. Do you agree not to talk to anyone? Don't just nod your head, say the words."
"Yes, I understand. Talk to no one. Shall I come with you to the pub?"
"What the fuck do you think? I suggest you spend the time thinking what you want to do and if you do carry on with this, think about where we will end up; and if we divorce what you will tell the kids and our parents? Because I will tell them the fucking truth. Don't wait up; I might be a bit shitfaced when I get in."
I walked out the front door slamming it behind me. I got halfway to the pub when I thought, Shit, it's chilly, wish I'd brought a coat, too late, I wasn't going back now. Instead of turning right to go to the Rose and Crown, my local, I couldn't face my mates if there were any in there, I turned left and headed to the Mallard aka the Mucky Duck, even if it was named after the steam locomotive. I wasn't well known there, and I could do some thinking instead of talking.
Fuck, what just happened to my life. As I walked to the pub I was thinking, probably muttering to myself as I went. "Did she really want to do it, was this just a test to see what I would do? How far would she take it if it was a test? Oh fuck, what was the answer? I had no idea what I was going to do, getting drunk might ease some worry and then when I wake up it will all seem like a dream. This was no dream. This was a fucking nightmare.
The Pub.
I got a pint of Guinness, the ale in the Duck was pretty ropey, actually it didn't matter what beer soaked my tears up. I had to think; what would I have done in the mob fixing aeroplanes for Her Majesty when faced with a problem, did I want to fix this problem, what the fuck was the problem, was it a test to see what I would do, what was the right answer, 'yes' or 'no'? Had she already slept with another man or even a woman, did she really want to have sex with another man? What if he was better than me would she stay with him? Was I being played? I don't think so, she's not that sort of person, but then again, I didn't think she was the sort of wife that would want to sleep with another man. I am so fucking confused.
There was so much shit going round in my head. Fuck, what a can of worms.
Right, I have to calm down; write a list, that's what we used to do. A list of faults and their solutions. They used to give us a flow chart for fault finding, it wasn't always right but at least it was a start. I bet there's no fucking flow chart for this problem. Did I want to fix this? Yes, actually, but again, what was the problem that I had to fix? This is not an aeroplane. Did I want to stay married to Julia? Still yes, would I let her sleep with another man? No fucking way. How to stop it, can I stop it?
Time to start the list. I went to the bar. "John, have you got a pen and paper?" I asked the landlord.
"Nah mate, just got a pen," which he gave me, "what's wrong, wife problems? We barmen are trained to listen and help with wife problems."
I was not going to let on the real reason to a barman, so I said, "Yup, she says I am doing too much overtime, but still wants the money for the Mediterranean cruise, she can't have it both ways so time for a list or two."
I grabbed a couple of beer mats and split them down the middle so I had the white insides to write on.
First half beer mat, what happens if I say 'No,' would she go behind my back? I felt she'd made up her mind to do it, could I trust her, would I trust her? With some of the looks she gave me, the pressure from the 2Cs and Shithead, probably not. I would worry every time she was late home from work, worked late or went out with 'the girls' or went to visit her sister on her own.
I carried on writing, what if I said 'Yes'? Bloody hell was I even thinking about letting her do it. What if I set conditions or rules that she agreed to, ones that she would fail to meet so it would be her fault when it all went wrong? She would have to call it off, not have me stop it. I could find out who it was and cut his balls off. Sounded good but I might end up in gaol. Then if she did have sex with this Shithead, that would lead to divorce. That was one point I was not going to be moved from. Or was I? I really didn't fucking know.
Fuck, what was the best way to handle this, I was so confused.
As I was calming down, I reverted to normal and I phoned Julia on my mobile to let her know I was in the Duck, not the Rose and Crown. I phoned the home landline, and it went to answerphone after it timed out, so I phoned her mobile and it went straight to answerphone, she was talking to someone. I sent her a text which would pop up. 'Hang up and phone me now!'
30 seconds later my phone rang. "Who were you talking to?"
"Mother."
"Bollocks don't fucking lie to me again. You never phone your mother on your mobile, you always use the landline because that's the number that has on her caller ID. May I remind you that if you lie to me this conversation stops. I can go onto our phone provider website and see all outgoing and incoming telephone numbers." Ok a fib, we can see outgoing but not incoming phone numbers, "so who were you phoning?"
"Andrew, he who you call Shithead, he phoned me."
Now I knew who it was, Andrew fucking Davis, the smarmy sleaze ball salesman that joined the company five months ago, he looked at people who wore overalls and had dirty hands as if they were beneath contempt, that just made things worse.
"I know that cunt," I said to her. "He and I've had several run in's, he keeps promising stuff we can't deliver then blaming me and the lads for failing and making him look stupid." And he lost his sales bonus for that one, it was a couple of thousand pounds or so.
I was trying not to shout; I didn't want everyone in the pub knowing my business. "For fuck's sake why, you agreed to talk to no one about this, you agreed, you have broken the one rule we'd already agreed on, did you tell him it was over because, that's the only reason I can accept you breaking the rule is if you are telling him it's not going to happen; did you tell him that?"
There was a pause, a long pause probably a two whole seconds "No, I told him you were thinking about it."
I was sat in the pub trying not to shout over the phone, in a low growing voice I said. "Why the fuck would you do that, are you trying to get divorced already."
"No, no, sorry sweetheart, I did it to stop him bothering me at work. He phoned me, I didn't phone him." I'll stop him bothering her with a piece of 2x2 I thought to myself.
"Well, it's not fucking going to happen now because you told me a lie and you broke the one rule we had, I suggest you look to packing your bags and phoning your parents to let them know you're staying the night."
I hung up. God, I was seething, what the fuck was she doing? If she was going to break the one rule we had set, it would take some serious work to sort out if I wanted to stay married to her. Did I want to stay married? I really didn't know; but I knew I had to try; I had to give her the chance to fuck this up and stop this shit. What I did know, is that I loved her, I had from that first kiss, but that love felt slightly tarnished now. Did she love me? Was she relying on my love for her to get through this?
I went to the bar to get another Guinness leaving my phone on the table with the beer mat halves. The phone started to ring and John asked if I was going to get it, I said, "No," but on the seventh ring I rushed across, and saw it was the house landline, it was Julia." What, are you still in the house?" the house, not our house, she probably missed that.
"Alan I'm sorry, I didn't think you meant him, he is involved, I'm sorry, really sorry, please come home, I'm sorry."



I turned away so no one could hear me, "Julia, what part of 'no one' do you not fucking understand, he is not involved, he is just the cock that is going to destroy our marriage. Do you know, for an intelligent woman you can be really fucking stupid?" I hung up, again.
I had her right where I wanted her, without any effort or planning on my part. I could set the rules with her agreement. Then she would break them and either give up and stay with me with lots of BSB or she would move out and I would have to start all over again and coming up to 48 years old, do I want to swap someone I love with the uncertainty of a new relationship, even if I could find someone. Bollocks, I am going to have to work on this. Fuck I might have to say Yes. Fuck, fuck, fuck. I had to calm down and stop swearing so much.
My mind was a fucking mess, I was so confused, what the fuck to do?
Right, make a basic plan, say 'yes' but make the conditions so difficult it was unachievable. After a few seconds pondering, there may be more than one way that I could approach that. I had to be careful; I couldn't stop it too soon, otherwise she would feel she didn't have a fair chance. She had just given me a reason to stop this mayhem and she'd already shown she couldn't keep to the rules, so this might be easy. Shit, this was going to have to play out longer. But in the end, I could get her to call it off and it wouldn't happen. We can sort out her state of mind later.
I was much calmer now that I had a plan, well at least an outline.
I was feeling quite smug until I remembered whenever I'd felt smug in the past, in most cases it quickly turned to rat shit.
The problem was looking at the numbers I'd written on the beer mats: -
I say 'No' she stays, distrust = divorce.
I say 'Yes', he is better than me she moves out= divorce.
I say 'Yes', she enjoys it, wants to do more= divorce.
I say 'Yes', it's shit, and she comes home to me with her scratch itched.
That's 3:1, not good odds. But I'm sure that's not the full SP.
At least if I said 'yes', I would have some control over it, if I said 'no', would I ever be able to trust her not to go behind my back? For the last 24 years I've trusted her absolutely, but would I be able to after this? I really didn't fucking know what to do.
I saw four options, make a set of rules she will fail to keep and get her to call it off, she'd already shown she couldn't follow one simple rule, so that should be easy for her to break others. Scare him off and make him a shit lover, there was a risk in that last one. And of course, the physical abuse with a cricket bat. But I had another idea bubbling under the surface which I didn't know how to achieve, so go with the first three and leave the fourth as a backup, although it was my preferred choice if she really wanted another man.
The smugness returned for a few seconds, but then I shoved it away.
I had to open up another beer mat and started scribbling, I soon had a list of rules, several I didn't think she would be able to keep, but the last one was my pièce de résistance.
Right, I had a plan, time to go home, as I finished my Guinness I remembered that a plan rarely survived first contact with the enemy, it's just damage limitation after that and waiting for opportunities to exploit. But who was the enemy here?
Back Home.
I headed back home, bugger it had got colder, halfway home I was shivering. Worse than that, I was still thinking and the closer I got to home, the angrier I got. How could she do this to me? By the time I reached my front door, I was seething.
When I went in Julia rushed up to me, she could see I was cold. "You're shivering, let me hold you, let me warm you up."
"Don't fucking touch me!" She stood back shocked.
The fire had nearly gone out so I threw some kindling and some logs on, I went to the kitchen and got myself a beer, one of my strong ones, I was hoping I would calm down. It wasn't working. The kindling had taken hold, I stood with my back to the fire trying to warm up.
I mustered up some calm. "I have to ask, is this a test to see what I would do if you had an affair or if I would be into an open relationship?"
"What! No, no nothing like that, I don't need to test you and I defiantly do not want an open relationship. This will be a one-time event; I promise you sweetheart."
The anger bubbling under the surface came back. "Then how the fuck could you do this to me. What have I done wrong to deserve this?"
"You've done nothing wrong sweetheart it's all me, it's just something I have to do to get it out of my system."
"So when were you planning for this fucking fuck fest to happen?"
"No, I haven't, I'm not planning, I swear." She cried.
"But you've been thinking about; it haven't you." I gave her that hard stare that she sometimes uses on me to get to the truth. "You have thought about doing it behind my back haven't you? Don't fucking lie, I'll see in your eyes."
I was barely keeping my anger in, but I managed it. I said as quietly as I could. "And you were tempted, weren't you?"
"Yes, but only for a second," she whispered.
Fuck! "So pray tell me how I can fucking trust you now, you have just admitted that you have planned to go behind my back and get shagged by Shithead."
"NO," she shouted at me with that look, "There was no plan, it was just talked about," again with that look. I believed her. I was not sure what the other three had been planning though.
Quietly I said, "After the talking there generally comes a plan, and I wouldn't put it past the bimbos and Shithead to already have one up their sleeves."
She looked at me and you could see the cogs going round in her head and after a few seconds she said "Fuck, you're probably right. So, what do we do now?"
"That's simple, you call it off. But even then, I don't see how I can ever fucking trust you again, you've just admitted to me that you thought about going shagging behind my back."
She looked at me with tears pouring from her eyes, "Yes, I can see that. So where do we go from here? I don't want a divorce. I love you."
I went to get another beer; I didn't realise the bottle I had was empty.
"Now that you've brought this up how can I ever fucking trust you again." I really must stop fucking swearing.
She was crying. "No, no we can work this out, please don't throw 24 years away."
"I haven't thrown fuck all away, you did when you wanted to sleep with another man not your Husband!"
She stood up and reached for me. I pulled back. "Don't fucking touch me." She sat down again.
I started on at her again. "All the kinky sex, the nice dinners all to butter me up for this sordid shit. You didn't do all that for me, you did it for your selfish self. I thought you were doing that because you love me, and you know I like that stuff. But no, you are a conniving bitch, it's just so you go fucking other men. You make me fucking sick." My anger was not subsiding.
I was on a roll, all the things I had thought about on my walk back from the pub came pouring out. "Do you think so little of me that I would just roll over and give in because you wore a Basque, did kinky, cooked liver and bacon and fetched me the odd beer. Do you really think so fucking little of me. The man you say you love with all your heart. I think you've just thrown 24 years away with those seven words. You can't just take them back."
She looked at me straight in the eyes through her tears. "No, I didn't see it like that, I was feeling guilty for having those thoughts, I saw it as guilty sex, I didn't see it as bribery. I'm sorry it wasn't supposed to be like that, I didn't see it like that, honestly."
I could see from the look on her face that she hadn't thought of it that way. Tears were absolutely pouring down her face.
I could see she was losing the argument, that doesn't mean to say that I was winning. I could see she was thinking. I went got another beer; I even got her a glass of wine. Perhaps now that I'd ranted and got it out of my system, I was calming down a little.
"What was I supposed to do once it was in my head?" She asked.
"Simple, you talk to me about when it started not fucking weeks later dropping it on me as a fucking fait accompli. Then I could have helped, but now it's too fucking late for me to help. So just fuck off and leave me alone." I could see that hurt her as I turned away to try and warm up the front of my body on the fire.
"It's not a fait accompli, just say so and I won't do it."
"YES IT FUCKLING IS, at some time in the future, 5, 9 or even 12 years' time you will fucking drag this crap up and blame me for not letting you have one of your desires. And it'll be all my fucking fault. That's what you do, you save stuff up to blackmail me, most of the time it pretty nice, but this is just dark."
I stared at her. "Just fuck off and leave me alone."
Then I was cruel. "Fuck it, I don't want to live like this with the worry, the distrust. I might as well go for the divorce on Monday. Fuck it all."
I could see things going round in her head. "So even if I stop it, you will still divorce me, is that what you're saying."
Shit. I was not thinking straight, I had backed myself into a corner, I could see what see was thinking, she might as well do it anyway. Was she that shallow? If she was, where was the woman I'd married?
"I don't know, I am so fucking confused; you dropped this on me not even four hours ago to deal with and you've had weeks. It's all sorted out your head, but I've never had to think about anything like this before."
"Two fucking weeks you've had to think about this, and I get four fucking hours." The trying to stop swearing wasn't working very well.
"If I say 'No' now, can we work out how I make it up to you, can we work it out and not get a divorce. Please." She was begging. She laid her hand on my arm.
So, I put her to the test. I glared at her. "Right, you stop it, promise me you will never bring this up again, never think about this, never talk about this ever again."
She failed. "I don't know if I can do that." she said quietly. Fuck.
"I don't know, I really don't fucking know. I'm going to have to learn to live with the fact that my wife wants to sleep with another man. And I don't know if I can do that, I don't think I'm that strong." I snatched my arm away from her and turned back to the fire. Fuck my beer was empty again. Is there some fucking gremlin drinking my beer, it keeps disappearing.
I stood staring at the flames, a calmness returned. Thing started going round in my head. There was a nudge on my arm and a there was Julia with a bottle of beer.
All this arguing and the drink and we were both worn out, I was feeling shattered and destroyed. I had no idea what the time was. "Are you coming to bed?" she asked.
"I will be sleeping down here till this is over, throw me some pillows and a quilt down the stairs please."
"No! You belong in bed with me I want to start making it up to you."
"I'm not into guilty sex, and I am not sleeping in the same bed as my wife, the wife that wants to get fucked by another man, an arsehole she has already selected, an asshole that I don't like to do the filthy deed with. And she has been planning to do it behind my fucking back. She has already admitted she has been tempted to cheat on me, and I am not sure if she hasn't fucking done it already. Are trying to humiliate me even more now?" Ok bending what she actually had admitted to, but I wanted to make a point.
"Don't bother with the bed stuff I'll get it myself." Realising my beer was empty I went to the kitchen for another, fuck it make it a G&T, a big one.
She went upstairs and came back with the quilt and pillows "Come to bed please," I just looked at her.
She went back upstairs crying.
I refilled my G&T and sat looking at the fire with the quilt wrapped around me and I started to plan. I had to go outside to fetch some more logs, the coldness woke me up and sharpened my thoughts. It was a long night, but by the end of it I had a plan, well actually several little plans that could be rolled into three plus a spare. I was hoping a set of rules that may stop her, which was going to be plan 'A' make it too difficult for her so she calls it off. Plan 'B', dissuade him, or plan 'C' destroy him physically, whilst I might prefer the plan 'C' option if I could get away without going to gaol. There already was a plan 'D'.
The thing that bothered me the most was, and the 2Cs were probably correct, I did love her with all my heart, it's not something I can just turn off like a light switch. So, I will probably let her do this, I can't believe I'm even thinking that. But I had no idea what the fallout would be if she went through with it.
The Morning.
I think I might have dozed off for half hour or so throughout the night I stumbled into the kitchen at about 7:00 o'clock and started making some tea and popped a couple of slices of Hovis in the toaster, although I probably wouldn't eat them.
Julia came down she must have heard me banging around. She looked as bad as I felt and, that was pretty fucking shit. I poured two mugs of tea. And we sat in our usual places, facing each other over the kitchen table. In between us were the beer mats. I started buttering the toast and I saw her reading them. This was going to be hard. And we were probably going to go over a lot of the stuff we talked about last night.
I started. "I've been awake all night thinking and I still don't know what the fuck to do. You want to sleep another man; I don't want you to. I've known you for 24 years, and when you set your mind to something you usually get it so. There are always going to be doubts in my mind so I'm still very tempted to just say fuck it and go straight for the divorce. I don't know if I can trust you."
I didn't say it, but the reverse would also be true, if she said she wouldn't go through with it and she wouldn't cheat on me she would have the same level of determination not to do it. But I'm still in a quandary, she'd been thinking about this for weeks and I'd just had a few hours.
"Do you still want to do this?"
"Yes, but if you tell me not to, I won't." She paused and looked at me. "I would never cheat on you. I won't go behind your back." she said quietly.
"But I can no longer trust you because you want to do this, and you usually get what you want, have you already planned to go behind my back? Egged on and helped by those two young bimbos."
She dropped her head and looked at her hands in her lap "They've been trying to convince me to do it even if you said 'No', they said it could be arranged so you wouldn't find out."
"So, you have thought of doing it?"
"Yes, but only for a second," she whispered. "Long enough to know it was wrong, and I couldn't do it."
Fuck! "So pray tell me how I can trust you now, you have just admitted that you have planned to go behind my back and get shagged by Shithead."
"NO," she shouted at me with that look, "There was no plan, it was just talked about," again with that look. I believed her, but I wasn't sure what plans the other three had.
Quietly I said, "After the talking there generally comes a plan, and I wouldn't put it past the bimbos and Shithead to already have one up their sleeves."
She looked at me and you could see the cogs going round in her head and after a few seconds she said. "Fuck, you're probably right, fuck. So, what do we do now?"
"That's simple, you call it off. But now can you see why I can't trust you?"
She looked at me with tears pouring from her eyes, "Yes, I can see where you're coming from. So where do we go from here? I don't want a divorce."
"Then don't do it! It is that simple. There is a 3 to 1 chance you're going to get one whether you want one or not, better get those stories straight for the kids and parents." At times she hates being married to an engineer who looks at situations and numbers and comes up with a solution. I pointed to the beer mats on the table. She had read everything that was written there. "I have only just learnt that the woman that I have loved since our first kiss wants another man. So, you just might fucking get a divorce anyway."
"But now I've got this thing in my head, it's not that simple my love, it may be for you. It's not for me. I can't just turn it off like a switch. But if you tell me to stop, I will."
I growled at her, "I know how this fucking goes, I say 'No' and it's forever my fault. You started this; you have to finish it. The ball is entirely in your court. You have to be the one that says 'No'."
I went and poured some more tea to give myself time to sort out some thoughts, yes, I know I had all night, but this is not a simple problem.
I sat back down. "Right." I said. "Here are my thoughts, if I say 'No' you will do it anyway with the pressure from the 2Cs and Shithead. Even if you didn't do it, I would be worried that you were cheating behind my back. Every time you were late home from work, worked late, went out with 'the girls' or went to your sisters, I would worry. I would be constantly watching you for change of attitude, dress, make-up, hair, anything. I'd find myself going through the dirty washing for tell-tale signs of your fucking around. I couldn't trust you so it would soon lead to arguments and then to a divorce."
I stood up behind my chair, the moral high ground. "Don't take this as a 'Yes' but if I don't let you do this, I am frightened you will go behind my back. And I will find out about it because I will be looking for it and then I will divorce you and lose you forever." She looked at me eyes wide open, shocked. Tears were pouring down my face, I was openly crying. She hadn't seen me cry this much since Steven was born.
"If I let this go ahead, and don't get your hopes up, I am still going with 'No', there will be rules, and there will be consequences if these rules are not followed. I need a little time to fully get them together and present the rules and the reason behind them, I think the reasons are only fair to you so know where I am coming from. There are only three consequences. You stop this, you do it but never mention it, or I divorce you. And you might still get the divorce if I can't convince you not to do it"
"I love you; you're the only one I love; I don't want a divorce."
I turned one of her comments back on her, "If you really loved me, you wouldn't do this."
"I have to," she said, in that hard voice I knew so well when she was determined. Now both of us were crying.
"If you go on with this, I'll have to doubt your love for me for the last 24 years and there is a good chance you're going to get a divorce." OK it was cruel to keep mentioning a divorce, but I wanted to keep ramming it in. I wanted her to stop this, so I had to be cruel.
I went for a mouthful of tea to find the mug empty, again I didn't remember drinking any of that one either, I made some more. The beer drinking gremlin had turned into a tea drinking gremlin.
I had calmed down just enough not to shout, and I started on the things I had been thinking about all night. "Just off the top of my head for a start. We never, ever talk about it, it's as if it never happened, you keep it all to yourself, I want to know nothing about it. You do not mention this to me or anybody else; I do not want this getting out, ever. If I hear about it from anybody else the consequences will be the same. This is a one-time event, never again, if you so much as look at another man, even hint or joke you want to do it again. I will divorce you, but for now, just to carry on I want your agreement that if any of that happens you will leave our house with only the clothes you stand up in and then I divorce you and tell the whole family why."



She looked down into a lap but said, "I get it, you can just blank it out. As far as you're concerned nothing ever happened."
"That's exactly it, or at least that's what I hope; I'm not sure I will ever forget it but for the moment it's the only way forward I can see. We just have to get to that point."
"What if Andy Davis mentions it will I get the blame?"
"You leave that fuckwit to me, if he talks about it, he'll be eating hospital food through a straw, I know some nasty people."
I carried on. "Before the event, you talk about this to no one, absafuckingloutly no one unless I am there and agree. Not Shithead, the 2Cs, fucking no-one, you do it the answer is 'No' and it stops, and a divorce is certainly not ruled out.
"This is over by next week, I don't want this hanging over my head for ages, and I want to sit here with you for Sunday lunch with it all behind us."
I took a mouthful of tea and carried on. "He wears a condom to enter you, any hole, mouth, cunt, arse, he has been shagging the 2Cs and we don't know where they've been.
"You do nothing for him that you don't do for me, so that rules out fucking you in the arse anyway.
"This is just sex, that's what you told me, just sex, there will be no affection, no holding hands, no kissing, no coffee dates, no 'nice meals' out. You save your affection for me. You do not give that away.
"You have no contact with him unless I am there, no phone calls, no texting and if he comes to your office, you had better make sure Anne or Jane are there. In fact, what contact have you had with him so far?"
"None."
"Ok prove it? Show me your phone." She fetched her phone and entered her passcode, we've both had the same passcode since we had mobile phones, part of my old RAF service number. We did that because it was easier, and we had nothing to hide from each other, well up until now that is. I saw her put in a different one, "so a different passcode, when did you change that? We've always had the same one. What are you trying to hide?" She passed me her phone. "Nothing, look at it, see if you can find anything that shows I've had any contact with Andrew," she shouted at me.
"Then you must have been planning to hide something, or just getting ready to hide something," I repeated, "why did you change your pass code then?"
"Someone saw me put it in and I didn't want to let them get on to my phone."
"Who saw it?"
"Charity." I could see why she wouldn't want to let her get on to her phone.
"So why didn't you just tell me you changed it?"
"It slipped my mind with all this other stuff going on; I didn't think it was important. Shit, that doesn't look good now, does it? Please love, it was a simple mistake." I really didn't know.
"If you're lying to me, this stops, and I will still have to consider our marriage. You do realise that divorce is still on the cards right now, don't you?"
She looked at me with that hard stare and said. "Don't you think I know what happens if I lie to you, I can't take that risk, I have to be completely open or it will fuck our marriage," again I sort of believed her, but she wasn't going to get away with it. By not telling me about the passcode change did give me more ammunition. I did check her phone and found nothing incriminating, she had Shithead's phone number, but that was to be expected considering their jobs, there was only the one call from him earlier in the call log. I changed her passcode to the other numbers from my service number, picked up my phone and changed that as well so they were again both the same. I told her what I'd done.
But it gave me an idea, we had an old mobile phone lying around somewhere, I might have to dig that out, no idea why really, it might be useful, probably wouldn't be able to find the charger for it anyway. But If I had it, she couldn't if she remembered that we had one lying around.
"And don't think about getting another phone, I will find out about it." You daft fucking twat, I thought to myself, if she hadn't thought of that, I'd put the idea into her head, bollocks.
Staring at her I said. "Answer me one question, just one of the many I have going round in my head, why that fucking twat, give me one good reason why you want to fuck a bloke I don't like."
She gave me a sort of a small grin. "That's the easy bit, it's because we don't like him, he means nothing to me, he's just the tool for me to use to get the job done, he's almost like one of your spanners. I've been told he's very good, so it's like using cheap Chinese import instead a 'Snap-On'. It's not done to humiliate you, I thought you'd be pleased, I could just throw him away when I finished, like a worn-out cheap Chinese 'Snap-on' copy that you moan about, they do the job but don't last."
Shit that sounded almost logical, even for a woman. She used my engineering back at me.
She had to decide to call it off, if I forbade it, I would be the bad bastard that wouldn't let her do what she felt she needed to do, and I had to make it too difficult for him, and I had several ideas how to do that. The first was a set of rules he would not stick to, and she would have call it off because he wouldn't follow the rules, plus I had some other ideas floating around in my head to make things difficult for him.
Bloody hell my life was fucked up, there must be another way around this and still remain married to Julia, but for the moment I couldn't think of one. I'm not sure I could even think straight at the moment. At least I'd made a decision, even if it was the wrong one, not making one would be a recipe for disaster. I could always change or amend the plan as we went along. 'We', what was I thinking, there is no we in this plan, it's all me.
The Rules
I stood up. "I've got maintenance to do, I'm going to work." She didn't believe the maintenance part, although we did often work on a Saturday, it was always planned, and she would've known about it. But she didn't try to stop me. I went upstairs to get changed, but when I reached the bottom of the stairs, I turned to her and said. "I love you with every fibre of my being, But I feel like you have stabbed in the back with all this shit." I carried on upstairs.
As I left the house I picked up some empty beer bottles and collected some fuel cans from our garage. I popped into the petrol station to fill them up. A passing thought as I left the petrol station, I probably shouldn't be driving after what I'd drunk last night.
Being in charge of maintenance I had my own set of keys. I dropped the fuel cans in the inflammable store, went to my office and fired up my computer, I ordered some stuff from the Spy Shop, paid for next day delivery addressed to Barstow's c/o our house, I used my secret slush fund that I was saving for her Mediterranean cruise next year. Next a quick trip to the roof to place some stuff up there, then pop to stores for some electronic gadgets. Then set to work in the stair wells and an office door. Internet over mains is brilliant, by 11:30 all was set up. Now the hard bit, getting the thoughts in my head onto paper. I ended up making two lists, one for him and one for her with stuff that Shithead didn't need to know about. She would be aware of some of the rules, but I wanted them in print. I emailed them home and then deleted them from my outbox and deleted item folders.
I was home by 12:30, I crept into the house to see if I could catch her out, I could hear her talking, it sounded like she was on the phone.
"Jane I can't talk about it, If I talk about it to anyone Alan will go mad, he made a rule, I agreed to it." There was a pause. "Jane I can't talk about, yes I know I am risking my marriage."
"It's just something I have to do, Alan doesn't understand, but I think he's trying to, I feel he may let me do it."
That was it! I stormed in and took the phone off her. I was outwardly calm. "Jane, this is Alan, she shouldn't be talking to anyone about this, I told her if she talked to anyone about it, it was off and it wasn't going to happen. And if she lied to me, I would see a solicitor first thing Monday. So now she has talked to you about it, it's not going to happen, there will no talking about it, or how or when or where, it's done, it's finished. Can I ask you a favour please, don't say anything about this to anyone, it's hurt me enough as it is, in fact I might still see a solicitor."
"Alan, you can trust me I know the pain, I won't say a word, nor will Anne. We warned Julia this was a stupid thing to even contemplate when we worked out what was happening."
"Thanks, not even your husbands please, it's embarrassing enough without everyone knowing."
"We won't tell Dave or Steve; I think you're very brave to even talk about it. Please be careful, don't do anything stupid Alan. Oh, by the way I phoned Julia, she didn't phone me, and I wanted to know how she was and what was happening, I pushed her, she didn't want to tell me. Please go easy on her, Bye."
"Thanks Jane, I owe you a drink. Bye."
I looked at Julia, she was looking down at her hands again. "I tried not to talk about it, but she kept on pushing me. You're not seeing a solicitor on Monday, are you?" That comment must have worried her.
"I'm seriously considering it." I thought I might have made her think about calling it off, but her next comment shattered that notion.
"Jane thinks you've called it off, so can we at least keep talking about it, please?"
I was flabbergasted, would this never end. Right on with plan A and the multitude bits of plan B were in place.
I had printed 2 copies of both sets of rules. I made myself a strong pot of tea, oh how I wish it was beer, or even gin, but strong tea would have to do for now. After it brewed, I poured a cup and sat at the kitchen table, I had the four sheets of paper in front of me, but kept them to myself, I didn't want her reading ahead. I suggested she sat down opposite me. "Don't I get a cup of tea," she asked.
"You know where the pot is," I nodded to where the tea pot was sat. She poured herself one. I got my mobile phone out and set it to record. Looking at her I said. "Just so there is no mistake as to what is being said."
I started straight off, "There are two sets of rules, one for you and one for him, he does not need to know your rules, you are not to tell him, got that?"
"Yes."
"If either of you disagree with these rules it's off. For you if you break some of these rules I will divorce you, and you leave here with the clothes you stand up in, got it?" That was a bit of an expansion to what she'd agreed before.
"Sweetheart, I don't want a divorce, but yes I agree."
"Then you know what to do." I waited, she said nothing just looked at her hands resting in her lap, "I am not your sweetheart, I am just the poor fool you want to cheat on, if you don't want a divorce, then stop this right now, or don't break the rules." I carried on knowing she would not stop at this point, hopefully later with all the rules explained she would. But at the moment I wasn't getting my hopes up. I had a feeling that this was going to play to the very end. She'd had that determined look on her face several times whilst we were talking about this, I knew that look all too well, when she set her mind to doing something nine times out of ten it happened. I will have to make this the one out of the ten.
"You've heard some of these before, but for the recorder and as a reminder, here we go."
I passed across to her a printed sheet of paper and started going through them.
"Rule one. This is a one-time event, never again, if you so much look at another man or hint or joke about you want to do it again, I will divorce you, and you leave with just the clothes on your back. the reasons for that should be obvious.
"Rule two. When you walk back through that door, we never, ever talk about it, it is as if it never happened, you keep it all to yourself, I don't want to hear a fucking word about it and if I do it's a divorce. I will not be reminded of the worst day of my life, and as you know I have had some pretty shitty ones.
"Rule three. Before the event you talk to no-one about this, absa-fucking-loutly no-one unless I am there and agree. Not Shithead, the 2Cs, fucking no-one, not even Anne or Jane. You do it, the answer is 'No' and it stops. You talk to no one about this after the event, you keep this all to yourself, I will not have my face rubbed in it, you talk about it to anyone after the event then it's a divorce, oh and by the way when I say divorce that includes full disclosure to the whole family why I am divorcing you I will not take the blame for the divorce. Got it?" She didn't answer "Got it?" I growled.
"Yes, you will tell the family everything."
"Rule four. You have no contact with him unless I am there, no phones, no text and if he comes to you your office you had better make sure Anne or Jane are there. I don't trust him and my trust in you is seriously dented, that happens before the event it's off, after it's a divorce."
She tentatively held her hand up like a timid schoolgirl, I nodded at her, "I can't stop him coming to talk to me, I can't guarantee Anne or Jane will be there, so I'll record everything that happens on my phone," she looked at me, she hadn't finished but she was thinking, "I can't stop him bumping into me in the kitchen or anywhere else in the factory. So, every time I leave the office I will take my phone and record everything."
I looked at her, "No, not fucking good enough, you can still hide stuff. What's to stop you not recording your meetings, who would know?"
I carried on. "Rule five. This is over by next week, I don't want this hanging over my head for ever, I want to sit here for Sunday lunch with you and it's all behind us. Not done by Saturday it's off.
"Rule six. He wears a condom to enter you, any hole, mouth, cunt, arse, we have no idea who he has been shagging. I don't want to get the clap. And that even includes fingers if he finger fucks you. No condom, instant divorce.
"Rule seven. This is just sex. Your words, so there is no affection shown, no holding hands, no kissing, no 'nice meals', just fucking. If any affection that belongs to me is given to him. Divorce.
"Rule eight. You do nothing for him that you don't do for me, so that rules out shagging you up the arse. Divorce due to lying.
"Rule nine. You do not wear any clothes that I have brought for you; in fact, any clothes you do wear get thrown away as soon as you get in."
This is the one he won't go for.
"Rule ten. The whole event is recorded, and streamed to my laptop, it's not that I want to watch, for fuck's sake, I don't want it to happen. It's to prove to me you followed the rules and it's for your safety, and will you have a safety word to call it off, and it will not be the same as our safety word. One of you is visible on the recorder at all times, you will even have to sleep with the lights 'ON'.
"Rule eleven. If he tries to humiliate or denigrate me, gives me that shit eating grin or talks about it in any way, it's off.
"Rule twelve. It happens in a hotel on the far side of town, I take you there, so I can reinforce the rules to you and Shithead, and you're back in this house by 09:00 the following day, one minute late I divorce you.
"Rule thirteen. We three meet sometime this week so Shithead gets to see the rules, if he doesn't agree to them, it's off with him, but I have another solution that will fill your desire to get fucked by another man.
"Rule fourteen." This would get her, I was certain, but I still had a small nagging doubt. "I get to shag another woman with the same rules as you have."
"No, not going to fucking happen, you are not fucking another woman, you have already slept with two before we met." She stormed out. Bingo got her. Quietly smug but not trying to let it show on my face, but I didn't reckon on her logical thought process.
She came back in a couple of minutes later in tears and said. "If I am going to have sex with another man, I'm going to have to let you do it aren't I, good for goose is good for the gander and all that I suppose." Shit.
"You got that lot, there are some new ones in there, most you have already agreed to, even if you have broken the one about not talking about it several times. But no more, break the rules you will feel the consequences, got any questions on that, can you live with these rules and the consequences if they are broken?"
"I need a few minutes to go through them." She sat there looking through them, "I have a few questions, but If I want to do it, I'm going to have to agree this, aren't I," she replied, quietly.
"Fucking right you are, no second chances and no negotiation," I was getting angry again, more tea.
She ran her finger down the list, "What if Andrew isn't available next week."
"Fucking tough, I am sure a chance of free cunt and to have a dig at me, he will make himself available."
"Condoms I totally agree with you on that one, I won't let him near me without one."
"I'll have to have contact with him at work, are you happy with my solution?"
I was curt with her. "Of course I'm not fucking happy, it's your problem to prove to me you've had no contact with him outside work business, can't prove it, you know the outcome. And I don't trust the little shit. Once he's had you, he will think it's given him permission to do it again, and he will try. So to protect you and me, work out a way to stop him seeing you alone, your problem, record your conversations I don't care, just make sure you don't spend time alone with him or I will divorce you. But I will give you some help in the rules for Shithead. Don't like the rules, stop this now."
"What about if Andrew talks about it, will I get the blame?"
"You leave Shithead to me, as I said I will give you some help in the rules for Shithead."
"He will never agree to record it."
"I don't fucking care. Then it's off. I need proof that neither of you broke the rules. But I think he will agree just to get one over on me and as I said, he will think that once he's had you, he will then be able to get another go at you without the rules. He is wrong and if he tries, he will get hurt."
"You could use the recordings against me, for a divorce, proving adultery."
"That's a risk you're just going to have to take." I hadn't thought of that.
"One minute late, that's harsh."
"That's the rules, I don't want this dragging on, no nice sit-down breakfast to re-live your night of shagging, you have breakfast at home here with me at 09:30, you don't like that rule, it doesn't happen, oh and by the way, I'll cook breakfast.
"Do you agree with these rules then" she nodded. "Then sign them as agreeing to the rules and the consequences", she did, "Now say it for the recorder," again she did.
"One final thing, if I do say 'yes', if it goes ahead, I may still divorce you."
"But why, if you agree to it?" she said, startled.
I was feeling very sad, this was my biggest worry. And I'm certain she hadn't thought it, this is no trick, this was no ploy, this was going to be real life. "This is all new to me, I may never want to hold your hand again, share an ice cream or stick my cock where he's had his. Oddly enough I've never done this before so I don't know how I will feel when it's over. I may not be able to live with it."
"But he will have a condom on, so he won't actually be in contact with me."
Growling. "But he would have been inside you, and that's my fucking place, not his."
I went to make some tea, I needed to calm down, and I wanted a cup of tea.
I put my tea it in front of me on the table, I didn't get her one. Now to push it some more "Right if I let you do this what do I get out of this arrangement," I asked, it worried me she had the answers straight off.



"I will never refuse you sex unless I am ill," she rarely did anyway, so no big deal there.
"I'll take it up the arse."
"Anytime," I asked, she said yes. We'd done that a few times, but it didn't do anything for us; it was quite uncomfortable for Julia. There is a perfectly good purpose designed hole right next door to the shit chute, but I might give it a go again.
"Full BSB anytime, anywhere as long it doesn't humiliate me." Sounds good, but not startling.
"In fact, I will do anything sexually for you."
My turn, "Ok then, role playing, anything, anytime, anywhere?"
"Yes."
"Outdoors?"
"Yes."
"Masturbate in front of me?"
"Yes."
"A Threesome, two women, and I get to choose the woman?" That shocked her.
"No, never," got her!
"Ok, it's off then, you sleep with him, I divorce you. You said anything."
"Bollocks I did, then yes, threesome, as long as I am one of the three." Fuck, I thought that might tip the scales. I was used to getting disappointed.
I told her. "Don't worry, as good as it sounds, that's not on my cards just yet. But I might change my mind." I did want to say that I don't share, but that would have been cruel, actually I was saving that up for later.
I told her that I was worried she had the answers straight off the bat. She replied that if we went ahead with this that she knew I would want something back, and it had given her time to think about what I would like. She wasn't expecting my next demand.
"I want all that just to keep talking about it, all those things forever, just to keep talking, say 'No' and this conversation stops right now."
I didn't hold out much hope that that would change her mind, there was nothing really radical in there, I know she wasn't keen to Jill herself off in front of me, wasn't particularly keen on getting caught by doing it outdoors, these were a couple of things in there that were outside her comfort zone, especially the threesome, but I had to try. "Except one," she said. "If I don't sleep with Andrew, you don't get another woman, apart from that OK."
Got her! "Nope, that stays in, you want to sleep with another man, that violates our vows, so I get to do the same thing." I could see she was thinking, my smug feeling was slipping away inversely proportional to the time she was taking to answer.
"Ok, I agree." she leaned forward, looked at me and said, "Only because you love me and I don't think you will go through with it."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck." Was the only thing going round my head. Because she was correct, I struggled not to let the disappointment show.
"One more thing," I said, "I get the final say on all big decisions, next car, holidays, visiting your sister. I get the final say," before she could answer I got up and walked to the lounge and came back with a car magazine and a holiday brochure. I opened the page of the magazine at a picture of an Aston Martin and dropped it in front of her, "our next car." I opened the brochure at a Norfolk Broads sailing yacht, as I dropped that in front of her, I said, "your next cruise."
She leaned forward and took my hand. I let her. "You drive a hard bargain, but yes, and only because I know you love me, and you'll think about what I want as well. I don't think you will go through with most of it."
Shit, she did it again, she knows me all too well. Although she may be surprised, I had some plans.
I looked her in the eye and told her I would give her an answer on Monday before we went to work, I was tired, all this had worn me out, but now I had to come up with a set of rules that Shithead would not be able to cope with, but I didn't think they would do the job, Plan 'A' looked like it was going to fail, Plan 'B' it would have to be.
I finished coming up with Shitheads rules then went and cut the grass, it didn't need it, but I needed something to do, the evening was lack lustre to say the least, we had a mediocre take away, watched shit on the telly, I didn't even bother to light a fire. Knowing I would have to drive to work some time the following day I couldn't even have too many beers.
At about 10 o'clock Julia got up and as she walked past stroked my arm smiled at me and said. "Time for a little BSB?"
My reply was quite harsh, "What offering me another guilty fuck, and what did I say yesterday?" That startled her.
"Lots of things," she said.
"The one that went 'I am not sleeping with my wife that wants to get fucked by another man'," with that she stormed off, I grabbed my quilt and pillows and failed to get a good night's sleep.
The courier arrived Sunday with the package in a plain brown wrapping from the spy shop, Julia accepted it and popped it into the garage and told me it had arrived. I managed to slice it open, remove the four smoke detectors, a Co2 alarm, power supply socket all with Wi-Fi video camera and sound recorder plus two wi-fi audio recorders, I linked them all to my personal laptop and mobile phone. I resealed the package and left it in the garage.
I told Julia I was off to the pub, she told me to be home at five as dinner would be ready and not to be too pissed. I went to work, I put one smoke detector in Shitheads office over his desk, I should be able to see everything he did. I replaced the two normal ones in the stair wells and the one in the kitchen with my spy ones. The Co2 alarm went into the entrance so I could see when Shithead was in the building. The power socket in the girl's office was replaced, fortunately it was at waist level and had a good view of the whole office. I popped the two audio recorders in my desk and went to the Rose and Crown hoping to find some relief with my mates. But I couldn't get in the mood, in fact one of my mates asked what was wrong, I said I had things on my mind, work and shit. The rest just called me a miserable bastard, which was probably true. I got home just before five, sober, well sober ish.
Julia looked absolutely lovely, little bit of make-up, nice hair, lovely dress with lots of cleavage and I suspect stockings. "Nice try, you do look very lovely, call it off and I will give the best loving I have ever done, otherwise my 'I am not sleeping with my wife that wants to get fucked by another man' still stands. Of course, you could be dressed like that to convince me to say 'Yes'."
She was aghast at that suggestion, I could see that hadn't crossed her mind that it was going to come across like that, "No, No I want to go to bed and make love to you, or just fucking if that's what you want, please sweetheart."
"As I said before I am not your sweetheart, I am just the poor fool you want to cheat on."
Dinner was quiet and exceptional with all my Sunday roast favourites; we spent the evening sitting close watching telly. She went to bed at about half past ten, as she left, I said, "I'll see you at breakfast at seven with my decision. There is one thing I want you to consider, instead of Shithead I will purchase for you, for one night an escort, call it a gigolo if you wish, think about it, he will be clean, almost certainly good at what he does and there will be no romantic involvement, just sex and no work conflicts." Plan D.
"Sweetheart, you may not like that name at the moment, but that's what you are to me so get over it. You really have thought about this and if you let me do this thing, I promise it will be just the one night. I'll think about your suggestion." I let her give me a kiss on the cheek.
Well, that's it, plan 'A' halfway through, probably on the way to failure and plan 'D' out in the open. Plan 'B' will start tomorrow. But still with the option of plan 'C', but gaol time didn't attract me.
I didn't sleep well, only one beer as it was a school night and work early in the morning. And I was wondering with everything in place what mayhem I could cause Shithead, I was certain he was behind this but what opportunities might raise their ugly heads. There will be some!
I find it quite funny when commenters try to tell me what my characters are thinking. They are my characters I do know what they're thinking or in some cases what they are not thinking.
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Chapter 2
This will make absolutely no sense if you don't read Part One. But as a reminder Julia wants to sleep with another man. Alan is torn with what to do. He realises the Julia has to call this off otherwise the itch will always remain, so he plans to say 'Yes' but make it impossible to achieve, and he starts his campaign. Enjoy his antics.
Monday
Breakfast with us is normally a quick cup of tea and a biscuit, or slice of toast if there was time, this one could take longer. I still wanted to be at work early to get my laptop and phone set up. I'd already made my decision. Against my better judgement I was going to let her do it.
We were both up before half six, tea was made and poured and we sat at the kitchen table, so far not a word has been spoken. I got my phone out again and set it to record. She started. "I appreciate your offer of an escort, but that's too impersonal, I want it with someone I know but don't care about, so none of our friends or neighbours, don't worry I didn't even consider them, so it's going to have to be Shithead." She called him 'Shithead'. In a way, I sort of understood her female logic. Fuck.
"Right," I said, "against my better judgement and in an attempt to save our marriage, you can do it." A small smile started to gently spread across her face, I growled at her. "Don't go looking fucking smug or I will wipe that grin off your face, not with a slap but a divorce petition." The smile disappeared instantly at the mention of divorce. "You don't know how fucking unhappy this has made me. Just keep in mind rules three and four but don't forget the others, and rest assured I will be looking for you to fuck up and I will use every opportunity to break this up if either you or Shithead break the rules. And if this goes sideways because you can't keep to the rules you've agreed to, it's your fault, not mine and it stops or we get divorced, maybe both, got that." She was no longer smiling and nodded her head. "Say it for the recorder." I told her, she did.
"I'm going to work." I walked out slamming the door behind me and leaving my mug full of tea on the table, I normally drink a whole pot before I leave each morning, so to leave a steaming mug on the table would not go unnoticed.
In my anger I had forgotten to tell her that I would contact Shithead to set it all up, so I sent her a text, I didn't feel it was worthwhile wasting time talking it over, I was really, really hoping he wouldn't accept the rules and I would offer her plan 'D' again.
I started work and tried to get everything done as soon as possible to free up some time. The two lads who work for me, John and Chris came in and I heard them say. "Bollocks, the Chief's got a shitty on, best we stay out of the way." When there was no maintenance on, my chaps went and helped the production boys, good for everyone, it also meant they left me alone and that could be useful. I got on with stuff but just before eight, when Julia normally starts, she walked into my office with a hot tea, it was machine crap in a paper cup, but I accepted the peace offering with a small smile.
I phoned the doctors and tried to get an appointment, you don't get to see a doctor anymore, however I did manage to talk to one and complained that I was stressed, worried, and not sleeping and it was a circle that I couldn't break out of; and it was getting worse and was affecting my work. She gave me a prescription to help which I could pick up at the chemist later. That was a relief, at least a decent night's sleep tonight.
A quick walk round and check that all the devices and cameras were working, and all the factory machinery as well. And now wait. I was hanging around the front of the factory, clipboard in hand, making notes of absolutely nothing when I saw Shithead arrive, Ok I was waiting for him. He got in the lift, and I thought, "shit, I've missed a trick here." I rushed round to the control box and circuit breaker panel by my office and tripped the circuit breaker for the lift. That was when I heard the alarm go off, I rushed back round to the front, and no Shithead, he must be stuck inside the lift, fucking excellent. Mr Barstow turned up and asked if there was anything I could do? I pointed out that we weren't trained for lift machinery, it was a different contract and the lift people got grumpy if we started messing around with their equipment, but I told him I'd have a look and see what I could do. Fortunately, everybody was waiting by the lift door.
I went back around to the circuit breaker panel, but I didn't rush and closed the circuit breaker for a few seconds and then opened it again, just enough to make it jerk. I rushed round the front and asked how everything was, not fixed. "Bugger, ok something drastic, leave this to me Boss, if this doesn't fix it, it's the lift contractors." I rushed to my office grabbed a large spanner and as I reset the circuit breaker I bashed a metal pipe, and everything worked. Magic.
Shithead was a bit shaken, not stirred. I was there when he came out of the lift and he tried to have a go at me, "fucking spanner monkeys," he said under his breath. Mr Barstow looked at Shithead quizzically as if he'd heard the comment and promptly said. "You should thank Alan for fixing the lift, otherwise you would've been in there till the contractors got here." Shithead didn't.
The game was 'on', and he didn't even know he was playing.
I watched him log on to his laptop on the smoke detector camera, I made sure it was recording, and then I had another brainwave, two in an hour, flippin' 'eck this was hurting my head. I took note of his login and password, that might be useful. Whilst I waited for something to happen, I searched for, found and printed off 3 copies of fake divorce petitions. I managed to change the headers to our local solicitors and popped these in envelopes and put them in my drawer.
I saw Shithead leave his office and, lo and behold a few minutes later turned up in the admin office where the girls were working, chatting like only women can. I couldn't wait, I would see what was said later.
Now for the first of my planned actions. I shot up to the roof and looked over the edge for Shitheads company 3 Series BMW, it was in his parking slot, right below one of the concrete bricks I'd placed there Saturday. All sorts of stuff gets left on the flat roof of factories, sometimes it's useful, like now. Over it went, I didn't wait to see the results, but I heard the crash and then a car alarm go off, by then I was waiting at the top of the stairwell, Shithead ran down the stairs, probably scared to use the lift. I operated the retractable trip wire I installed on Saturday and the turd went flying, not far only two steps, but his head fetched up hard against the wall.
I rushed down looking surprised at all the commotion. Bollocks, I wanted it to land on the bonnet so it would have to go to the main dealer for repair, it went straight onto the windscreen, a massive crack went right across it. That would just be a windscreen replacement job. Shithead was storming around using the 'F' word a lot. He was already looking on his phone trying to find a windscreen replacement service. I had to step in with my transport manager head on. "Hang on, that needs to go back to the main dealer, I want it checked out, don't worry Mr Andrews I have a nice 1 Series for you, I'll bring the keys up later." With that, I walked off. Nice bump coming up on his forehead. I checked the recording of the girl's office, nothing much on the video but the crash and the car alarm going off, but they did seem to be a distinct coolness in the air, especially with the married ladies.
I waited to see if Shithead went to get Julia to look at his head with her being First Aid, that was my first trap. It appeared he was so angry he forgot about falling down the stairs.
I needed his car to go to the dealer as I wanted a Dash Cam fitted, the 1 series already had one. It was one that I could download all his driving data and video to my phone.
I popped into the wood store found a three-foot piece of to be 2x2 and got the chippy to turn down one end as a handle for me. Ideal for beating lift control panels, and possibly other things. I even gave it a name; it was my box bashing stick.
Lunchtime came around and I popped to the local supermarket and collected my prescription for the sleeping tablets, some other medication and a sim card for the old phone. Just before one o'clock, it was time for a little more fun, I took the 1 series keys, went to the car and moved the seat to the most forward position and set it to the spare key memory. I kept the spare keys. Walking up to Shitheads' office I operated another actuator and popped in to see my wife as the admin office was just down the corridor from Shithead's office. The office was still chilly; Jane looked at me and mouthed "Are you alright?"
"Not really," I said in a normal voice. All of a sudden there was an almighty crash along with the sound of Shithead's voice.
"This fucking door won't open, all I want is a fucking cup of coffee," with much shaking of door handles.
Mr Barstow turned up in the corridor just before me, I still managed to get to the door first and as if by the magic of electricity, the door opened. I said to Shithead. "Seems to work alright for me Mr Andrews." Ignoring the look on his face. I said to him, "I have a set of keys for you, you pop and get your coffee and I'll wait here." I went into his office and put the keys on the edge of his desk and popped a sleeping pill from my prescription into my hand, when he returned, I pointed to the keys and 'accidentally' knocked them off. We had a staring match, which I won, and he bent over to pick up the keys, I dropped my sleeping tablet into his coffee. 'Fuck', it floated, I kicked the desk and grabbed his coffee and managed to push the tablet under the posh coffee froth. Fuck that was hot, I struggled not to stick my finger in my mouth and suck it.
"Sorry, old war wound playing up."
I didn't bother him for the rest of the afternoon, I just kept an eye on the videos, at about four I saw him packing up and watched him pop into the girl's office telling them he was feeling tired and was going home early. His door only jammed for a few seconds, enough to piss him off. He wouldn't use the lift, would he? I saw the call light go 'On'. I listened for the doors closing and popped the circuit breaker, just too good a chance to miss. He wasn't very tired at that moment if his language was anything to go by. I waited for the alarm, gave it 30 seconds jerked the lift again. I grabbed my trusty bit of wood and sorted the problem. I met him as the lift opened.
As he came out of the lift, I held my hand up to him and said "Andy, I need a word with you tomorrow morning."
"Whatever."
"08:30 hours, don't be late and Andy, have a good night," he grunted at me, he hates being called Andy.
I got home before Julia and collected some clean clothes from our spare bedroom, including some I hadn't worn for a while, I hope they still fitted; I hid those under the sofa. Words were sparse that evening, she asked me if I had spoken to Shithead about 'it'. I told her with all the goings on I didn't have time, and I would do it in the morning. About ten I said it was time for bed and turned the telly off. Julia got up and walked to the foot of our stairs and held her hand out to me. I shook my head and said. "You know what you have to do to get me to follow you," she carried on upstairs.
Just after twelve I got up, retrieved my clothes from under the sofa and dressed in my old combat Disruptive Pattern camouflage clothing. It was a tight fit; it had been some years since I'd worn it in anger; some black gloves and a black scarf. I didn't have a ski mask, I don't ski. With the spare keys for the 1 series in my pocket, I got on my old trusty bicycle and did the 20-minute ride to Shithead's house for a bit of fun with the car keys. He lived in a nice quiet cul-de-sac; Google Maps Street View was useful, nice open plan front gardens with a shrub in a large pot by his front door. It wouldn't be very quiet for the next half hour or so if I had my way. Leaving the bike round the corner I unlocked the car using the key, not the remote and then opened the door, the car alarm went off, I rushed and hid by a shrub, no one ever looks downwards.
A light came on upstairs in Shithead's house, then I saw the downstairs light come on and the car alarm went off and then all the lights in the house went off. I waited three minutes and did it again. I was getting to like this shrub by his front door, we were becoming quite friendly, it had got much larger from the picture on Google. Four minutes next time, but this time there was an angry shout from across the road. "Shut that fucking alarm up Andrew's you twat, before I come across there and shut you up." Ok I said to myself two more and then go home, I gave it five minutes. I had a bit of a one-sided conversation with Mr Shrubbery about how he had grown, at least he was company. And it had started to rain. Bugger.
Probably due to the threats from across the road, this time Shithead burst from his front door and ran to the car. In a blinding flash of complete and utter stupidity, I stepped inside his house and closed the door behind me. I quickly looked around the room. The lights were off but there was just enough light coming through the curtains to see even though they were fully closed. The front door opened into the main room. There was a large flat-screen telly; pictures were hanging on the wall, sofa, armchair, coffee table a small table by the front door and a flight of stairs. By now he had noticed the door was shut and he was beating it with his fist, I think my heart was beating louder. Shit, backdoor, I rushed to the back of the room and found the door opened on to a fair-sized kitchen with a back door, there was a key in the back door lock, I gave it a twist to make sure it was locked.
I thought to myself. "You stupid twat Harris, he's on the outside, you're on the inside and you have to somehow got to swap over, and it would be really good if you didn't get caught doing it." I stood for a minute, my heart only beating now at the speed of a Spandau machine gun and probably just as loud. The beating stopped at the front door and there was a sound like a wooden gate being shoved open. Did he have a spare key hidden round the back? There was a crash of a plant pot being knocked over, so I assumed he'd hidden one under a plant pot, a key rattled in the back door lock, but as the key was fitted on the inside, it wouldn't go all the way in. I looked at the back door and saw another key hanging from the key ring that was in the lock. "Mm maybe that's another spare key, that could be useful," I thought. It was quiet outside, it was a risk, but I pulled the key from the lock and compared the two keys, they were the same. I separated them and shoved one back in.
Ok, he was at the back, and I was going out the front, but as I moved towards the lounge door there was an almighty crash and the sound of breaking pottery, the double glazing on the back door must have held. For some reason, I paused wondering what was going to happen next, then a large plant pot including a small hydrangea plus lots of soil and compost came flying through the glass. I got covered in compost, shit! I shook most of it off.
I quickly slipped out the front door, closed it behind me and stood very still by Mr Shrubbery, ah, back with my friend. My heart was only going at the speed of a Bren gun now. There were lots of lights going on up and down the street, and I was worried they will hear my heart beating, it was almost deafening me. I stood there until most of the lights went out and I made my way back to my bike, I was tempted to do the car trick again, but I thought Shithead's neighbour had had enough for one night, I knew I had. However, I did move the seat fully forward before I left. It had just stopped raining, that was good but unfortunately, I didn't see the puddles and my feet got soaked.
I got home in about 15 minutes, put the kettle on for a cup of tea, turned it off and grabbed a strong beer from the fridge, my heart had slowed down to double speed now. I looked at the key I had taken from his back door, oh what mischief could I carry out now. Then I realised what I'd done, and that breaking and entering was illegal even if I didn't break in, I did enter, and I could end up spending time at Her Majesties pleasure. I pondered it for a bit and decided it was worth the risk to save my marriage, I would just have to be careful. I slept surprisingly well.
Tuesday
I was up early the following day and had a pot of tea made when Julia got down, I poured her a cup.
"How did you sleep?" She asked.
"Guess?"
"Yes, I know, I can stop it, but I have to do this, please, just the once."
I finished my tea and headed towards the door, but I paused and gave her hand a small squeeze as I passed her.
I got to work and got a piece of metal rod from stores and did some fettling so if the key was fitted on the inside of Shithead's back door, I could use this gadget to get it out and then fit mine and unlock the door. That done I waited for Shithead to turn up. Julia walked into my office with a hot tea, it was machine crap but in a proper mug, again I accepted the peace offering with a small smile.
Shithead turned up just before nine, I saw him go up the stairs, and he fell over, it was nothing to do with me that time. I knew he had meetings with Centrix during the day, so I had to strike now. I got a couple of tablets and waited till he had his coffee and then headed to his office. I burst in and started in on the attack.
"You said be here at 08:30 and it's almost nine before you get here, what the fuck do you want?" I kept my voice low, but grumpy.
He was confused, he didn't look too good either, a bit jaded round the edges "What are you on about, why would I want to talk to you?"
"My very same thoughts, I have absolutely no need nor wish to talk to you, but look at your calendar, you requested a meeting at 08:30 which I accepted, now what the fuck do you want?" He checked his calendar and there it was, 'AH at 08:30 sales brief'. It's useful being IT administrator with access to company logins and passwords at times.
"I didn't do that, it's a mistake."
I leaned across his desk and growled at him. "You did it just to piss me off didn't you?" He leaned back in his chair to get away from me, that was when his chair fell apart and he hit his head on the wall as he fell. Bugger, the chair wasn't due to fall apart till tomorrow, never mind, two tablets into his coffee whilst he was sprawling on the floor. I feigned concern and helped him up.
He looked at me and said. "Look, I'm sorry, I don't know how that happened, if I'd seen it, I'd have been here, I was going to give you a call anyway. The car alarm keeps going off and I was up all night and my neighbours got pissed off at me. And to make matters worse I locked myself out and had to put a plant pot through the back window to get in, and it was raining, I got wet and covered in shit. And when I asked my cleaner to clear it up for me, she quit, now I've got a fucking mess to clear up when I get home and do you think I can get a glazier to come and fix it, not before next fucking week, and I've got to get ready for a meeting with Centrix, Oh and the seat in the car keeps moving." I think he'd caught verbal diarrhoea. And he might have confused me with somebody who gives a shit about his life.
"If you let me have the keys, I'll look at it for you, but the only other car I have is the old run-around Fiesta, you're not really going to look good in that, but you can have it."



"Thanks, I will stick with the BM, don't want to look too shabby when representing the company, do we, I'll just not lock it."
"As transport manager, I'll pretend I didn't hear that." I said as I left. Yeah right.
Looking at his shabby state, a thought crossed my mind, "well you failed in the 'not looking too shabby' today didn't you, not surprisingly," I smiled on the inside to myself and said to him. "Look if you've had a rough night why don't you take Bob the production manager with you, I'll pop and see Mr Barstow for you and clear it with him. Bob and the Centrix people get on alright." I didn't want him to do damage to the company, they paid our wages after all.
As I passed the admin office I slipped an envelope onto Julia's desk, and said to her, "That's your copy, I haven't signed mine yet." She opened it to see the words divorce, adultery, unreasonable behaviour and broken down irretrievably on headed paper. Tears welled up in her eyes as she looked at me "unreasonable behaviour?" was all she whispered, I took a pen and on a post-it, I wrote. 'Wanting to have sex with another man whilst married to me is unreasonable behaviour.' I left the office. That should reminder her where this could end up.
My work's mobile rang on the way back to my office, it was Anne. "What's going on with you two, Julia is a mess."
"Ask Julia, I can't talk about it." Actually according to the rules I could, but she couldn't, it was a trap. When I got back to my office I checked the admin office spy cam, it wasn't a trap she fell into. Bugger.
Centrix are a design company just outside town with which we have a sort of symbiotic relationship, if we got a job that was too much for our small design team, we would go to them and possibly sub-contract the design or recommend to our customer to use them, if they had a customer that needed something making that was within our scope, they would recommend us or sub-contract us. It all worked very well.
I gave Bob a quick call, he was available and up for it. I popped into Mr Barstow's office and suggested to him that as Andrew had had a bad night, car alarms going off; locking himself out and all that, sending Bob to accompany him might be a good idea. I didn't mention how shabby Shithead looked; he would see that for himself. Mr Barstow gave me a quizzical look and commented that I was being kind to Andrew, I replied that I had the company's best interest at heart, not the individuals. He seemed happier with that state of affairs, he knew there was friction between us. I did mention to Mr Barstow that Mr Davis seemed to be swearing a lot, and in front of the ladies. That wasn't conducive to a good working atmosphere. He said he had noticed it as well and he would have words with him about it. As I was about to leave, I turned to Mr Barstow and said, "Boss this is something that has been bothering me a while, why this re-contracting with Centrix for every job, why not a proper contract that covers what we do." Then jokingly I said. "Or even become one company?" Thinking that'd put Shithead out of a job.
Shithead seemed to walk around with an odd gait as if he was tired but with a hard-on, that'll be the sleeping pill and the Viagra I put in his coffee. He'd have to concentrate on the job at hand whilst trying to keep awake and with a hard-on. Especially as one of Centrix's designers was a cute MILF, she tended to use her 'assets' as a distraction during negotiations, we were all well used to it now, but how would it affect Shithead? It would be interesting, good job Bob was going.
Oh, Shithead's door stuck again during the day, but only when he was using it. It even stuck just as he was about to leave, and then he was heard cursing about the car seats being too close to the steering wheel and he couldn't get in. They were a tad late for the meeting, again good job Bob was going.
Just before I went home, I checked what the camera had recorded in Shithead's office. Wow, lots of good stuff on there, that'll need a proper looking at tomorrow.
We had a quiet evening; although she did ask me why there are a pair of socks drying on the radiator. I just grunted at her. I am sure Julia was thinking I was coming round. No, I was just plotting to stop it. She didn't try to entice me to bed.
Another bike ride, I knew where the corners were, and the puddles so I was a bit quicker getting there this time.
I went in through the back gate, shit, he had a security light, I didn't see that yesterday, I'll have to get indoors as soon as possible. My work with the key adapter was not needed, he didn't even lock the back door, no point really, I suppose, as there was only a plastic sheet covering the hole where the glass should be. Thinking back, I should have picked up on that when he had his verbal diarrhoea. I still wasn't thinking straight.
I was extra careful in case of a trap, but he was probably fast asleep, well, long may that continue. I had a few ideas throughout the day, so here goes. I drank most of his milk so there was only enough for one coffee, and I popped a crushed sleeping pill in it.
I put a slice of bread in the toaster, turned it on full and retreated to the back garden. Time to sort out that security light, I tried to disable it with a swift accurate throw of a stone, I managed it after several inaccurate throws.
Smoke alarms are noisy, I waited for 15 minutes after it all went quiet and the lights went off then carefully crept back inside, quick check, looks like the battery was still fitted to the smoke alarm. This time I propped the freezer open just a bit and replaced the fuse in the socket with one that I had brought with me that I had previously blown. Whilst in the freezer I had another idea. I took a frozen pork chop and put it in the grill and turned that on high. He may think something funny is going on with this one, hopefully he will be too tired to realise, then another brain wave, I searched his cupboards and found plates, cutlery and condiments, and set up a place setting. Back into the freezer and a handful of frozen chips went into the oven and that went on full. One of the cupboards revealed some bottles of gin, vodka and whiskey, a large slug of vodka went into the milk in the fridge. Time to go home for a well-deserved beer before all the noise started again. Oh, and he would find his car parked on his front lawn in the morning.
Wednesday
Breakfast was a little different this morning, I made the tea and poured her a cup, I indicated she sit down. "I'm going to talk to him this morning, I will tell him what it's about and arrange to meet in the Red Hart at six this evening if he's interested. We can go over the rules, but I will tell him the main ones this morning. It's the stuff we talked about, condoms, it's a one-time event and It's over by Saturday and he doesn't talk to anybody about it. But if he can't do tonight and be done on Saturday, it's off."
"To go through all this pain and effort you really do love me, don't you."
"Yes, I do, more than you would believe, but I still think it's going to end up in a divorce. I'm off to work, I like the tea by the way."
As I left, I gave her hand a squeeze and a peck on the cheek.
Bob came and found me and told me how embarrassing Shithead had been at the meeting, he thinks he's rescued the project, but he suspects there may be a complaint coming in from Centrix management about Shithead. An unexpected bonus.
Julia arrived with tea in a cup, proper tea made with a teabag, not machine crap. She was rewarded with a small smile.
I waited until I saw Shithead come in and I watched him, he looked a mess. He went for the lift; he must have forgotten. I waited till it had started and clicked the circuit breaker quickly off and back on, just enough to make it hiccup. His office door was jammed till I got there; it was as if I'd arranged it. "Ah Andy, good job I was passing, here you go," as I opened the door for him. "Gosh you look a state, bad night?"
"I thought Monday was bad, I'm so tired it appears I put dinner on then went to bed and burnt it, which is funny as I thought I'd had it earlier, the bloody smoke alarm went off twice, the fuse blew in the freezer and I must have not closed the door properly and now all the food is wasted."
Why was he talking to me, he doesn't like me. He must be desperate or tired, or both. I could build on that!
"You're not having a lot of luck are you, anyway I was coming to see you with some news about your car, it'll be back Monday," it was ready now, but I wanted him to have a car that I had a spare set of keys for. "I also need to ask you a favour, a very personal favour, can I shut the door?"
"No," he said as I closed it and took the liberty of sitting down. I had taken to carrying the box bashing stick around with me because I never knew when I would need to fix the lift. I laid it across his desk.
"Before I ask you the favour, I must tell you, that it needs to stay in this room, I know you don't know what it is yet, but trust me you will like it, however, once I start, if it does leave this room there will be dire consequences for you, it will be very painful and you might find yourself eating hospital food through a straw." I patted the stick.
I paused for effect, "I'm ex-military and I have some nasty, nasty friends with whom I have been to war with, and that brings a special bond, so one phone call and a whole world of hurt will fall on you from a great height, the last couple of days bad luck will seem like a pleasure boat ride. You up for it?"
I am ex-military but the only time my friends and I have been nasty was when we got drunk and threw up, the war bit and special bond is true though.
"Sounds too risky for me, so 'no', I am not, goodbye." I think the implication of the box bashing stick laid on his desk struck him.
I stood up and made to leave. "OK fine by me, Julia will be upset though."
"Wait Julia, your wife, what's she got to do with it?"
"The only way you'll find out is if you agree to it," I carried on to the door.
"Stop, look if I agree to your conditions, and I don't like what you're asking, and I refuse, and it still stays in this room, is that OK." I think he was frightened of being shown as weak. I hadn't thought of that.
"Absolutely, that is what I am hoping will happen, I don't think it will, I think you will leap at the chance."
"Ok, the chance of what?"
I paused, he took a mouthful of coffee and I said. "Have sex with Julia," as planned his coffee went everywhere.
"You want me to make love to your wife, are you shitting me, you hate me!"
"No, I said have sex, not make love, that's my job, and I don't want it at all, and no I don't hate you, I just don't particularly like you, that's all." That wasn't true I did hate slimy, inept, overbearing, condescending, braggard, bastard. I explained the reasoning was taking him up on his offer of increasing the number of men she'd had sex with to two, pointing out particularly, especially, that she wanted to do it with someone she didn't care about.
I told him there were additional conditions. This is a one-time event, never again, never even try to, do not speak to, or have contact by any method with her outside her office unless I am there, do not humiliate or denigrate me in any way, if he does that before the event, it's off, after the event I give my friends a call and I come with them with a piece of 2 x 2 each and I will personally help them remove his bollocks, and finally we three meet tonight to discuss this and the additional conditions. A slow smile crept over his face. I leaned across his desk and slapped him, hard.
"That smile counts as humiliation, you get that one for free, don't do it again or it's all off, and the original promise of violence against your body still stands."
"Ok," he said, "where and when do we meet?"
"Red Hart 18:30."
"I can't make that I have plans." I have access to his calendar; he didn't, it was the start of his power play.
"Change them, be there or it's off," with that I got up and walked out. He followed me out to get himself a coffee, he was already tired, but I managed to follow him and drop a sleeping pill in just to make sure, and a Viagra to make him uncomfortable. I popped my head into the admin office door and told Julia it was on 19:00 at the Red Hart, but wanted to be early, and I reminded her not to talk to Shithead. Telling them different times was part of my trap.
His door jammed a few times during the day, and he stumbled down the stairs again, the 2Cs suggested it was because he wasn't getting enough sleep, some of that may be true, sometimes he may just have had some help.
Julia and I arrived at the Red Hart at 18:45, we were late, I did it on purpose and he wasn't happy. Good. He was halfway down a pint, I fetched us a drink, I didn't offer him one. The beer was Ok for a hotel.
He sat opposite me with Julia at my side, I started talking. "Right for a start, I don't want this to happen, but it's the only way I feel I can save my marriage, but there are going to be some conditions for my protection, if she breaks them, it's off or I will divorce her; if you break them, it's off and hospital food for you." I reiterated some of her rules that I thought he should be aware of and started on his.
I didn't like being sat here with this twat. He was trying to keep a smug smile off his face, and was mainly succeeding, there was something else going on here, I just couldn't put my finger on it. I just wanted to smack him. Julia was fidgeting; she wasn't comfortable being sat here either.
"Andy, for you I am going to go over them one at a time, if you disagree then feel free to fuck off at any time. Firstly, the rule about not talking about this, in fact, not communicating this to anyone still stands. You have no; I repeat no communication with Julia unless I am with you and can hear everything you say to one another. This is just sex, there is no affection shown, no holding hands, no kissing, no 'nice meals', just fucking, oh and you kissing her down there is OK, that's foreplay. This is a one-time event, never again, if you approach her for a repeat, it will hurt you, a lot. It happens this Friday, in this hotel, I don't want this hanging over my head and she is home by nine o'clock Saturday morning. You wear a condom to enter her, any hole, mouth, cunt, we have no idea where you or your other lovers have been, and that includes finger fucking." That thin layer of latex was my belief that his genitals would not actually come in contact with my wife's genitals. A slim idea to hang on to I know. This might get him "The whole event is recorded." His response was immediate.
"No fucking way, you pervert."
I leaned forward and put my hard face on. "Just you fucking listen twat, before I slap you again, I don't want to watch, for fuck's sake I don't want it to happen. It's to prove to me that the rules are followed, and I don't have to give my mates a call. It's for safety too, she will have a safety word that the computer and I will be listening for and raise the alarm, I won't be watching but, I will be listening for the alarm, you happy with that"
He thought about it for a while and said, "Yeah, that's understandable." I was surprised he gave in that easy, that put me on edge. He must have an ulterior motive?
I carried on, "One of you is visible on the recorder at all times, you will have to sleep with the lights 'ON' again alarmed, if the lights go off or the computer is turned off the alarm will go, and I will be there very, very quickly, with bat in hand. Finally, if you try to humiliate or denigrate me by any word's deeds or actions, it's off and I make the phone call to some mates, that includes that shit-eating grin you come up with every so often." The slight grin that was slowly starting to creep up his face rapidly disappeared. Probably helped as I kicked his shin under the table.
I got a printed sheet of rules out of my pocket and slid them across to him.
He looked at Julia, then me, he was struggling to keep the smile off his face. I needed more beer, I said. "You have got until I get back from the bar to decide, do you want one?" I offered.
"Please, there is a bit to think about."
"I don't care, when I get back you better have a decision, and as I won't be here, remember no talking, that will be a violation of the rules and it's off, trust me I am looking for either of you break the rules so it's your fault it fucks up, not mine."
I placed my phone on the table and went to the bar. I ordered a proper beer for me, a larger for Shithead and a treble vodka, Julia didn't want anything. She'd have to drive tonight anyway. As soon as the barman's back was turned, I took a big mouthful of the lager, poured the vodka into the lager and spat my mouth full of lager back into the glass till it was full, I had to swallow the rest of the lager. Wasn't too bad actually, there might be a place for a cold lager on a hot day.
As I sat down, he looked at me with a serious face and said. "Can we change it to Saturday night, I am planning to see my mother on Friday otherwise yes, I agree to all of it." More power play, I felt Julia tap my foot under the table. She knew he was lying, so did I, I had his calendar, that visit was the following Friday.
"If that's the way you want to play it, fine, but Julia is back in my house by 9:00 o'clock Saturday morning, that won't give you much time, and oddly as it may seem I want you to do a proper job, I do not want my wife to be disappointed in her choice."
"Ok, I'll change it." He prevented a smile from creeping up his face, he was already thinking of ways he could carry on an affair after the event, I could tell. Was that his ulterior motive?
I lifted up my phone and replayed the last few minutes whilst I was at the bar, they didn't talk, I didn't think they would. It was to show them, worry them, how devious I could be.
"Let's drink to that," we clinked glasses, and he took a swallow. I said. "Come on, be a man take a real drink and it's your round," he took a couple of large mouthfuls and finished it off, then burped. Such class. He declined to get the next beer saying he had had two pints already and that put him close to the drink drive limit, and he couldn't afford to lose his license; but as there weren't many coppers around this time of night on our roads, he wasn't too worried. I wondered how much of this morning's vodka was still in his system. He was also extremely tired after all that had gone on last night at his house. He said he needed to make his way home, he stood swaying slightly and offered his hand. I refused to take it. He grunted at me and then headed towards the hotel door. He seemed to struggle to put one foot cleanly in front of the other.
I told Julia I wanted to make sure he left before we carried on talking. As I went to the door, I pulled my old phone out and dialled 101, the police non-emergency number, but before it connected, I saw the hotel landline, even better. I used that and dialled 101 and put on a snobby voice. "Hello, this is the deputy manager at the Red Hart, I am sorry to inform you that one of our patrons has left here in an inebriated state and I am concerned that our hotel will get a bad name for drunk driving." I passed his make, model and registration number of his car, plus the street he lived on. I went and sat with Julia; she was near to tears. I was just angry to be put in this position.
The whole exchange had taken a little over 30 minutes.
"Are you happy now?" I asked her.
"I wouldn't say happy, sad really because I've put you through this and whilst you think it will end in divorce, I don't, and I am going to make sure that you never doubt me or worry about me cheating ever again."



I looked at her despondently and said. "You do realise that as soon as you said those seven words you set us on a course for a divorce, you can't take them back, they have been said and the damage has been done and I'm not sure if it can be undone." I will keep repeating that phrase, so it gets embedded into her mind.
"I just have to do this one thing, this one time to experience something different, I can then just throw him away like a broken spanner. I know we can work this out sweetheart if you..." I held my hand up and she stopped. That was a wasted route.
I went on a rant. "What's this 'we'? I don't want to have sex with another woman, yes, I know I said that, but I am not going to, I don't share." I paused to try to control my anger. "Because I love you with all my heart, I will try to help you to work through this problem, now that the thought of another man has been put in your head, you can't shake it. The same as I can't shake the worry that, despite what you say about it being just the once, it has been planted in my mind that it won't be. You may want to try somebody else or that Shithead will be a better lover than me and you will leave me for him. I don't care what you say, I cannot shift that nagging doubt and that will lead to distrust and then divorce. And as far as I can see that's probably what's going to happen. And when I'm asked 'why' by parents and children I will tell them, even if it makes me look bad because the truth will be better than the distrust from family." She didn't look happy. "Right, as we've had no dinner, do you want a bar snack whilst we're here or a restaurant meal, and you'll have to drive home, I've had too many beers."
On the drive home, I noticed a 1 Series parked in a layby that looked just like our 1 series from work, ok it had the same registration number as our company car.
When we got home Julia again offered me a warm bed, as much as I was tempted, I still had plan 'B' to carry on with. I made her a cup of tea and used one of my sleeping tables, I didn't want her getting desperate and coming downstairs during the night. I felt bad about that, but it was our marriage I was trying to save.
The bike was getting used to the run.
I entered Shithouse's house quietly, not knowing if he was home or still at the police station, his car wasn't there, but I was careful. What mischief shall we get up to now? Ah, he'd got his coffee cup ready for the morning, right crushed sleeping pill in there, oh and a Viagra just to mess him up. Fridge/freezer was working now, so I took the 2-litre plastic milk bottle and with the saw on my Swiss army knife abraded the bottom so it started to weep, I put it back in the fridge after loosening the top, closing the fridge door firmly, a good seal. And I fitted a ruptured fuse again, hope he didn't notice it was a different make from the original one.
I moved some furniture around in the lounge, just a little bit and tripped the circuit breaker for the lights. Then I saw headlights sweep across the front of the house, I was frozen for a few seconds and a thought passed my mind, if this was Andrew and he drank the doctored coffee he wouldn't be at work in the morning, and I needed him there. I took the coffee cup and went outside into the back garden and hide in the corner, I heard a thump and a lot of swearing, and then what looked like a torch flashing around. Then all the lights came on, he must have reset the circuit breaker. I heard him fumbling around a bit.
As I sat there waiting I noticed a hard lump under my backside, I had a look and it was the water stop tap for the house, bugger why didn't I think of that before, oh well never mind; I have it now. So, I turned his water supply off. I waited until I saw the upstairs light come on and go off. I gave it a few minutes and then crept back inside. He'd had some tea. A jar of dried decaffeinated tea was sat on the worktop. "Bloody heathen." I muttered to myself. Probably better than coffee at that time of night anyway. I put the coffee cup back and even washed and put away his teacup, if he noticed it might spook him, I left the spoon out he had used for the tea.
For my fridge plan to work, I had better make sure it was properly shut, then I thought about the top on the milk container, if he did it up tight the milk wouldn't leak out, I checked, he had tightened it, I had left it loose, that was easily solved. Oh, and before I left, I adjusted this central heating to come on 'full' at 2 AM so the house would be roasting by three and it might wake him up, he would be uncomfortable anyway.
His car was outside, must have taken two, two hours stints to blow clear and be released. I just moved the seats this time. I headed home. This would have to be over soon; I was getting knackered. I said goodbye to Mr Shrubbery as I passed.
Thursday.
We were up at the usual time; I had made the tea and did a slice of toast for each of us. Julia looked at me. "Sweetheart you look shattered, take the day off, I can sort it out at work."
"What and sit around here worrying all day about what was happening at work, and I don't mean the machinery. No, I need to keep myself busy," and keep an eye on you and Shithead I thought.
She put on a semi-hard stare and said, "I wouldn't break the rules, I wouldn't risk a divorce or the event not happening by not sticking to the rules, trust me."
"I would like to remind you that you are risking divorce by just doing it. And, no, I don't trust you, and Shithead even less, and who would keep an eye on you, nobody knows it's going to happen, so how would I know if you cheated?"
"I hadn't thought of that, I was only thinking of you, you look shattered, please be careful at work, let Chris or John do most of it."
As I left, I gave her hand a squeeze, a peck on the cheek and gave her hair a ruffle, she likes having her hair ruffled.
Julia arrived with a teapot and a cup, proper tea in a pot. She was rewarded with a smile and a stroke of her arm.
I watched for Shithead to arrive and wondered if he would report his attending the police station to anyone. He didn't, he did fall up the stairs and that was nothing to do with me this time, he stopped halfway up to adjust himself. I did arrange for his door to stick closed though. I watched on the spy camera as he went into the admin office and asked Charity to contact me as his door was stuck again. He purposely stayed away from Julia, and this caused Anne and Jane to look at each other with a slight nod.
He was a mess. He looked pale, hair all over the place, dishevelled clothes and the grey bags under his eyes that were bigger than mine. I'm not sure if he'd shaved. When he left Charity said that he stunk and he'd tried to hide it with aftershave. I made his door work as I got there "What's wrong with that." I said as I pushed it open with my box bashing stick. I don't think the implication of me carrying stick around was lost on him. "Flippin' heck you look a mess, another bad night, I thought you'd be over the moon with what we talked about."
"Fucking awful night, got home late, lights had fused and I fell over the furniture and hurt my knee, it's all swollen now and hurts like buggery, no water in the house, so I couldn't take a shower, the toilet stinks the house out, but at least there was enough water in the kettle for coffee this morning, the bloody milk bottle split and when I opened the fridge door milk poured fucking everywhere, and no water to clean it up so that's going to stink like shit when it dries. And I am so fucking tired; the only bright thing on the horizon is tomorrow night." No mention of the police and having a hard-on. "I bet you're loving this?" he said.
"What the fuck do you think? But no, not really, if you don't do your job, the company loses money and people get laid off, and odd as it may seem I want you to do a proper job tomorrow, so I don't have to go through this again if you're crap."
He giggled. "Trust me, I'm never crap." We'll see tomorrow I thought to myself sadly.
"Anyway, how did all this start with you volunteering to be number two?" I asked.
"Oh, it was the 2Cs winding Julia up after she had admitted to only having been with one man." That confirmed what I thought, that was all I wanted, now to wreak my revenge on those two. It seemed like it was a bit of a joke to them. This is no joking matter.
I burst into the admin office, all five of them were there, I was angry, well it was mostly fake anger, I had more control over it that way. "Andrew has just told me someone in here put the idea of having an affair into Julia's head." Staring at the two bimbos letting them know I thought it was them.
"It was just a joke, a giggle, a bit of fun, that's all," came from Chardonnay in a timid voice, she seemed a bit scared.
"A joke to destroy a 20 year marriage, a joke to cause a divorce, a joke that when Sue comes back from Uni she'll have to split her time between her parents, that is if she is even still talking to her mother after ruining my life. My grandchildren will never know both grandparents because Steve certainly will have nothing to do with his mother, a fucking joke. Did Andy Davis have anything to do with this? I bet he did."
"No nothing, nothing at all," said Charity quietly.
It was Jane who spoke first as Anne couldn't get in fast enough. "You're lying that's not true; he offered his services to sleep with Julia." Looking at me she said. "We all know you are the only man she has slept with, and he offered to make it two." Looking back at the 2Cs, "and you two slappers have been egging her on. 'You won't get caught', 'it's just a bit of fun', 'it's only sex', 'he's quite good', 'we'll cover for you'. You two make me sick. You don't know the pain divorce causes, my kids see their Dad four days a month and he leaves every time they are in tears, and worst of all is that they are like that every time, even after all these years. You make me want to puke." She got up and stormed out.
Quietly Julia said. "We've been married for 21 years, and I knew you for three years before that."
Looking at them both I said under my breath, but I think Anne heard me. "I will get you two, any infringement, one punctuation mark out of place, one misspelt word, one minute late getting here or bogging off early, just one thing and I will be straight to the Boss, not just next week or next month or next year but forever and in any job you get I will chase you and do as much damage as I can."
As I stormed out of the office Mr Barstow, popped his head out of his room and asked if everything was Ok, I replied "No Boss, but it will be by next Monday one way or another." I carried on walking but realised that was a bit rude, so I asked if we could go into his office for a few minutes, I told him that the 2Cs have been encouraging Julia to do something that I didn't like, it was a personal matter and I was dealing with it. I didn't mention Shithead, but Mr Barstow isn't stupid. He offered to help, I declined and left his office but whilst I was standing outside, I heard him on the phone to Mrs Barstow and heard him say "You had better come in, we have a problem."
When I got to my office, I checked the recording of what happened in the admin office after I left, it was Anne's turn to let rip at the 2Cs. "Now Alan knows what you two have done I suggest you both start looking for another job, preferably in Outer Mongolia." The 2Cs burst into tears. Shithead came in to see what was happening followed by Mr Barstow, he gave Andrew a disparaging look and appeared to sniff. "I hope you're not meeting customers today?"
"No David, sorry, problems with the house."
Julia said, "I think you mean Mr Barstow, Mr Davis."
Mr Barstow smiled at Julia and said "Quite correct Julia. Thank you. Julia, can we have a word in my office please." Even over the video you could feel the tension in the room.
Julia told me later that he asked what was going on between us, she didn't tell him anything, saying there were rules and if she broke them, she would be single again and she couldn't manage that, but it would be over by next Monday. He told her that what was happening was affecting the whole factory, people had noticed the disquiet, and if it wasn't sorted by next Wednesday, the following Monday some people were going to be out of a job.
I generally messed around with Shithead the rest of the day, did the usual, door jammed, tripped him up, he was still afraid to use the lift. I moved his car seat, in fact, I moved the car and fitted one of the audio recorders in the car. I even managed to get a couple of pills into his coffee.
Right, time for the 2Cs, I know where they park their cars but not sure who drives what. Small French cars all look alike to me. They're both diesel cars, I got the petrol from the flammable store and I put a gallon of petrol in one and a couple of glass bottles behind the wheels of the other.
It appears Charity had two punctures as she drove away, and Chardonnay only got as far as the main gate before her car stopped working. I got a call asking if I could help. I took great delight in walking up to them and saying. "What the fuck do you think. Best you call the AA and they better be here before I lock up at 5:30." Lots of tears. I had some broken beer bottles to discreetly clear up. Word must have got round because no one else offered to help. Ok, they pushed Chardonnay's car into a nearby parking slot, only because it was blocking the exit and they wanted to go home. I did offer to ask Andrew to take them home, they were grateful for small mercies. I convinced Andrew it was a good idea to take them home and if he did, I would promise to fix his door from jamming shut. He agreed, he shut his computer down and headed to collect the 2Cs. I opened his door, took a wooden wedge out of my pocket and jammed his door open, job done, promise kept.
When I got home Julia had dinner on the table, one of my favourites, liver, bacon and mash with onion gravy, she is pulling out all the stops as I know she isn't keen on liver. There was even one of my best beers waiting for me. She looked and smelt very nice, she was wearing my almost favourite blouse and leather skirt, hair brushed to a shine, delicate make up and 4 inch heels. The secretary look, one of my favourites. There was something going on here, it didn't take a rocket scientist to work that out. I just wondered what it was.
After dinner we sat and watched telly for a while and she sat next to me on the sofa and started stroking my leg, I was getting a bit hard with this attention. I went to get another beer, Julia rushed to get it for me, but I stopped her, telling her I had to visit the little boy's room. I hoped she didn't pay attention to the fact that I used the upstairs loo. Whilst I was there I checked the Viagra that I got in the chemists on Monday, she must have found my hiding place, I know how many I had used and there was one missing, the crafty cow. It actually fell in with my plans, so I thought I'd let her have this win.
Just after 9 o'clock she lifted her skirt to show me her stocking tops and said to me, "Would you like to see what else I have on?"
"Most certainly, especially if I can take that skirt off."
"Well, you can't do that on the sofa, you'll have to come to our bedroom." I allowed her to take me by the hand and take me upstairs. In the bedroom I removed her blouse to reveal a black satin Basque with her nipples poking over the top. I lowered her skirt revealing her stockings and no panties, all topped with a cheeky grin. My crotch was very uncomfortable by now, she helped me by taking off my shirt, then kneeling she undid my trousers and lowering them, pulling my underpants down at the same time. She then took me fully into her mouth and started bobbing her head whilst gently fondling my testicles, it was lovely, I had to stop her or the night would be over too soon and I had work to do. I lifted her up and started taking the Basque off. She stopped me and said. "This is special for you; don't you like it?"
I kissed her passionately and said. "I love it, but tonight I want you naked," she smiled at that. Once the Basque was off, I pushed her back on the bed and removed the stockings, I lifted her legs and started licking around her vagina and across her clitoris, teasing it gently making her gasp, I placed two fingers inside her, she was very moist. Neither of us had had sex for over a week and I had a raging hard on. I bent my fingers up whilst still assailing her clitoris with my tongue, took me a few minutes but it wasn't long and she gave in to her first orgasm, it wasn't a big one. I lifted myself up and entered her hard and deep, I held her hands over her head and gave her two or three hard thrusts, and she came again. I kissed her around her neck as she came down from her orgasm.
When she had settled a bit, with me still inside her, hard. I looked her in the eyes and said. "You know what I am doing, don't you?"
"You're staking your claim to me, what do you think I am doing?" she replied.
"No, I am doing this for you, so you know who loves you, and you come back to me Saturday with all this behind us. So, what do you want me to do, this is for you."
"Tie my hands to the headboard and fuck me hard." Crafty, she picked one thing that is the favourite of both of us.
"No. I will tie your hands and lick to orgasm, tease you with the vibrator and then fuck you hard."
I reached across to my bedside table and got our soft white rope and tied her hands to the headboard, I eased myself out, slip down her body and applied my tongue to work around her clitoris and gently over the top, lapping at it, it didn't take long, she screamed. "Carry on, more, more, gag me."
"No, scream," I lapped her clitoris and inserted two fingers again and moving them rapidly backwards and forwards, with each thrust in I bent them upwards to her G spot. After a couple of minutes, she came hard. Leaving my fingers inside I started massaging her G spot, I applied the vibrator to her clitoris again, she screamed again. Her eyes rolled back into her head, and she almost stopped breathing. I inserted myself and waited till she was coming down, she looked at me and smiled a satisfied grin, I hadn't finished. I placed my hand over her mouth as a hand gag and pumped hard and deep. She liked to be hand gagged. Just as she started to come, I moved the hand I had covering her mouth up to cover her nostrils as well, so she couldn't breathe, just for a second, a little bit of breath play. She came. I came and collapsed onto her.
As much as I wanted to stay, I had things to do, I rolled myself off her, untied her hands and gave her a kiss, then went to get a drink. I made her a cup of tea with a sleeping pill for the same reason as the night before. I had a very strong cup of coffee, yuk, but I needed it. She pulled the bed covers back, I looked at her and said. "My comment still stands." But I didn't say the words, that would be too hurtful to the woman I loved. I had hurt her as it was, but I could live with that. What I said next was probably worse. "You stop this and I would love to crawl in there and cuddle you. But until you stop 'it', I sleep downstairs." I paused for a bit, looking at her in the eyes. "I love you, I can't change that, and I am really looking forward to Saturday night, if you come home in the morning, I will just want to cuddle you, I miss it so much." Guilt trip started, I left.
I gave it five minutes and crept out, quick bike ride to Shitheads, I was getting it down to 12 minutes, but bloody hell I was knackered, but this would be a quick one. The back door was still not locked, just a few simple things to do this time. I turned the stop tap back on, put the plug in the sink and turned the sink tap on, that should flood his kitchen nicely, coffee cup prepped, did the same as previously nights with the drugs and the vodka in the milk. No Viagra this time though. I did the heating thermostat thing again, turned it on full to come on at 02:15, he should be nicely overheated by three o'clock again just in time to find his kitchen underwater.



On leaving I moved his car down the street, adjusted the seats, he was probably used to it by now, but I like to be consistent. My main reason for coming was to download the data and voice from the Dash Cam and retrieve the audio recorder. Hoping they would have some damming evidence of him talking to the 2Cs. That would have to wait till the morning, I needed sleep. I did do the car alarm trick again; nothing came from the house and after a few minutes the alarm stopped. I became re-acquainted with Mr Shrubbery, or is it Mrs Shrubbery, or even Ms Shrubbery whilst I waited. I really must have a chat with a brain doctor sometime when all this is over.
I find it quite funny when commenters try to tell me what my characters are thinking. They are my characters I do know what they're thinking or in some cases what they are not thinking. And I don't tell you everything they're thinking.



        Reflections Pt. 03

        Can he stop if, if not what's the ending?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/reflections-pt-03-1

Title: Reflections Pt. 03

Author: LJA644

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Can he stop if, if not what's the ending?

Tags: cheating, revenge

Series: Reflections


Chapter 3+G
This will make absolutely no sense if you don't read parts one and two. But as a reminder, Claire wants to sleep with another man. Alan is torn about what to do. He realises that Claire has to call this off otherwise the itch will always remain so he has said 'Yes' but tries to make it impossible to achieve, if he can. It hasn't gone well for Alan so far. And of course, the fall-out. A longer chapter with a lot going on. And for those of you that are still here, I hope you enjoyed the ride it's going to get a bit shouty towards the end.
Friday
Julia was up before me, tea and toast were ready, she looked at me and said. "Bloody hell, you look worse than yesterday, I could put a week's shopping in those bags under your eyes."
"Well, whose fault is that do you think," I said giving her a weak smile. "All finished one way or another just after this time tomorrow." Had I done too much to upset the apple cart? I didn't want to risk more, like actual physical abuse with a cricket bat, or even my box bashing stick, but I had been tempted, it might still happen. As I sat there quietly eating my toast I thought, "I will have revenge, but let's try and miss out going to gaol bit."
I gave her a hug as I left. The first thing I did was to go to Shithead's office and make sure the door was still jammed open by the wooden wedge. Then I went down to my small office to see what was on the Dash Cam audio recorder that I had downloaded last night. I extracted the audio files and started listening to them, for the first 10 minutes it was the 2Cs crapping on about their cars, and how they needed them, and it could ruin their weekend and how they didn't know how it happened. Why them? the usual blonde airhead stuff, after a while they seemed to calm down, probably because they'd run out of breath. Then there was a loud scream. "Look where you're going, you nearly ran off the road, you prat. Can't you drive." I gather Shithead nearly crashed.
That seem to wake them up and I started to hear the stuff that I was really interested in.
Shithead was moaning about the car, it was rattling now he said, it was the sound of something vibrating in the central console. Charity said. "What's this, this is what's making the noise?"
"Devious bastard, that's an audio recorder." There was a pause for a while. "He's recording what we say, he must be on to something. Get that bottle of water pour it in the cup holder and drop that in it. That'll fuck him up."
Looks like they found the audio recorder, bugger I should have thought that out better. But they seem to have completely missed the Dash Cam.
There was a pause for a while then Chardonnay said. "Do you think it will work then? If you do shag her that's 100 quid you owe us each."
This was it, all I needed was for one of them to say her name or even mine, and I'd got him. I was praying to hear a name.
"It's not in the bag yet, you'll find out Monday, that bloody husband of hers keeps getting in the way."
Charity went on. "It's up to you now, we did our bit, led her on, hinted, suggested ways around the husband problem, embarrassed her a bit, actually even embarrassed the other two old two biddies. Hey, are you going to go after them next," they both giggled. "Well, you could do with the practise, we've had better," more giggling.
That is when I heard Chardonnay's voice pop up. "Actually, I think 100 quid is a bit short, hey girlfriend, don't you think £200 would be more like it, what do you think?"
"That's an excellent idea, listen, lover boy, it's now £200 each or we go to management and tell them you blackmailed us into helping you seducer her, and anyway it's not about her it's about getting even with that husband of hers, she's just an added bonus, what do you say lover boy?" There was more giggling from the pair of them. I didn't find it very funny.
"Oh, I don't think so," he said, "that would drop you in the shit just as much as me."
Charity said, "Hey girlfriend, have you still got those recordings on your phone, you know the ones that back mine up. The ones where he explained his plan to us and asked for our help? I think the price has just gone up to £500 each."
There was a screech of tyres and the sound of what it sounds like when someone beats their fists and head against a steering wheel. I know it didn't happen but would have been nice if the airbag had gone off.
"I don't have that money to hand, £250 each this month and the same next," he said.
Charity calmly carried on. "So, is it still in your plans to fuck up their marriage and get him sacked?"
That was his ulterior motive to get me sacked, fucking hell.
"I don't think so, she's not that good looking, she scrubs up well enough but bit dowdy normally. It's just to get one over on that git of a husband, but you know that, he made me look stupid, and lost me 2 Grand. I don't think I can get him sacked, I was hoping by me making a play for her he'd lose it and have a go at me. But he's not taking the bait, he's far too calm. Bit of a wimp really. Anyway, he's too far up the Boss's arse."
"What, you mean, up the Boss's arse because he does what he's paid to do, and you keep bunking off to give us a fucking. That's rich. And you haven't done much of that lately." Then the other bimbo carried on in a more serious tone. "I don't think he's a wimp, I think he loves her, and he's giving her something she wants. And if you go through with it, I'd watch your back, don't go down any dark alleys. I wouldn't like to get bashed with that stick of his, that could hurt."
I was almost screaming at the recording. "Just give me a fucking name, please!" It was pretty obvious who they were talking about, but without a name they could deny everything. And so could Julia. But at least I had those two.
He was lying about the money, some of the information I got from the camera over his desk was his online banking details. I'd had a look. He had thousands of pounds in his current account and 10's of thousands in his savings. It was his usual power game.
Fuck, still no names, too tenuous; but it did prove this was a set-up. And I was hoping what they'd said about him being not very good was true and not just a wind-up. Unfortunately, I might find out later. They reverted to that inane drivel that these two bimbos do, I listened to the end, but got no more from this. Fuck! I was getting used to hoping and then having my hopes dashed.
I had just finished when Julia arrived with a tray, a teapot, milk and digestive biscuits. This girl knows my soft spots. She just put them down, smiled at me and left.
Just after 09:30 I was summoned to Mr Barstow's office, when I got there Julia and Mrs Barstow were there. Mrs Barstow was in full blown Matron mode. "What the bloody hell is going on with you two?"
"Sorry Mrs Barstow, I cannot say, it's a family problem between the two of us." I replied.
"It's not a family problem when it affects the whole bloody factory, everyone has noticed you're having problems and they're walking around the pair of you as if on eggshells, and it's David and Sylvia in here."
"Mrs Barstow." That got a frown from her, I carried on. "Julia can't talk about it or I will divorce her, and I have to give her the same respect, she will divorce me if I talk about it." The last part wasn't true, and Julia could talk about it if I was present, I just didn't want to share what was happening with anyone. I didn't want to look as weak as I felt. And I didn't want the Barstow's to put two and two together and come up with four and realise Shithead was involved, they aren't stupid.
"But I can promise you it will all be over by Monday, well Saturday actually, by eight o'clock Monday it will be resolved one way or another. If you are not happy to give us until Monday, I will resign and walk out the door right now." I felt very brave, there were only six hours left in the working day.
Julia spoke for the first time, "and I will follow him."
The Barstows looked at each other and there was a slight nod from Mr Barstow, looking at his wife he said, "Yes, go on."
Mrs Barstow was still in Matron mode. "You say finished by Saturday?" Julia and I just nodded under the assault. "Right, you two, our place Sunday for lunch, we need to sort this out, 1pm, if you're not there you will be sacked Monday morning. We need to be prepared for whatever you two do. Got it?" We both meekly nodded. "Now get out." That was us told.
Mr Barstow held the door open for us to leave and he saw Shithead coming up the stairs, he looked a mess, crumpled suit, no tie, unkempt hair, unshaven, he actually looked grey. In a tone of voice I've never heard from Mr Barstow. "Andrew, my office, now!"
Julia made a beeline for her office; I think she wanted to get out of the way.
"Sorry Boss, I overlaid, the kitchen was flooded, I didn't get a wink of sleep all night it was so hot, the bloody heating was jammed on full. I had to call out the water people and the heating people to get someone to fix it all, as soon as I get the call that it's fixed, I'll go home and change. I had to call somebody out to fix it." He was repeating himself.
I smiled myself, there was nothing wrong with his house if he bothered to look.
My thermostat trick worked again, brilliant.
Shithead looked at his door and shouted at me. "You promised me you'd fix it."
"I promised you I would stop it being jammed closed, I've done that, I think Mr Barstow is waiting." I nodded to the door that Mr Barstow was still holding open for him.
Pointing to his office door as he walked past, he growled at me. "That's not good enough."
He entered Mr Barstow's office and as the door closed, I took out the screwdriver I had in my pocket and started to unscrew his office door hinges. Suddenly John appeared and supported the door. As I got the last screw out, Chris appeared and grabbed hold of the door then the pair of them walked away with it. John looked at me smiled and winked. "Fuck, what do they know? I didn't want them involved." I said to myself.
I soon found out. I got back to my office, and it appears I had a spare door. John and Chris came in, and Chris said. "Chief we don't know what's going on between you, the Mrs and Andy Davis, but we don't like the smarmy shit, so we're on your side, if there's anything we can do let us know, but you seem to be doing Ok on your own."
A few minutes later there was a strange sight, a salesman on the factory floor, walking, well more like storming down the floor towards my office. "Put that fucking door back on you shit," he shouted.
John stepped forward and quietly pointed out that they had taken it off to get the edge planed so it wouldn't jam, they couldn't do it whilst it was fitted, they both stood there with supercilious, grins on their faces.
He growled at me. "You're just doing this to fuck me off aren't you." I added my supercilious grin to the other two. "I have to go home and get cleaned up and changed; have it back on by the time I get back."
"You do look very shabby to be going out to meet a lady, I don't know what they'd see in you. Oh, and by the way, I don't take orders from you and finally you smell like a brewery, don't get caught drink driving." He didn't smell like a brewery, just stale sweat; I'd said that to wind him up. It worked.
His face went white, and he shouted. "Fuck off," as he stomped off like a small little child.
John looked at me and held out his hand, in it was the micro actuator that I had used to jam Shithead's office door, he smiled and said, "I filled in the hole where this came from, you don't need it now as you've got his door. Oh, and by the way we found your trip wires. Strange they only seemed to trip up the sales creep, and the lift only failed when he was in it."
"How did you find out?"
Chris said. "We needed an actuator on Tuesday, we didn't want to bother you as you obviously had something on, so we went to stores, there were ten last week and six this. We saw what was happening to sales creep, put two and two together and had a look around, they weren't hard to find if you knew what you were looking for. Oh, and the Internet over Mains transmitter behind your desk told us just about everything we needed to know. Nice job Chief, by the way."
I smiled at them, the gits, they had known something was up from at least Tuesday and said nothing. "Stop calling me Chief, haven't you got work to do, and thanks?"
John replied with a cheeky grin. "No Chief, Yes Chief, we've got your back Chief. Bye." They knew using my old service rank would wind me up, that's probably why they did it. As they reached the door of my office John turned round and asked where the other actuator was, I just smiled at him. It was in my desk as a spare. That would keep them busy looking for the other one. They left with smiles on their faces.
Shithead was away getting cleaned up if his house had been fixed. So I did normal work stuff, but I had to let Julia know that Chris and John knew something, without her knowing what I'd done. I messaged her. "Need to talk, Costa, round the corner 12:00." She replied. "OK."
His talk about money on the audio gave me an idea, a quick search through the video records of his office and I had all his bank details. I did wonder if this would work; if not it would just fuck him up anyway. I went to his Online bank and opened him a two-year bond savings account. High interest rates but locked in for two years, with massive penalties for early withdrawal. I wasn't sure if this next bit was going to work. Quite often large transactions will get a security phone message with a security number on it. I transferred all the money that was in his current account, including his maximum overdraft to his savings account; I then transferred all in his savings account into his new bond. It appears transferring money between your own accounts didn't use a security number. It wasn't too criminal, he still had all of his money. He just couldn't get at it.
I was monitoring the admin office camera but not paying much attention when I saw Julia stand up, shit it was 5 to 12. I heard Julia say she was off to lunch, Anne commented that Julia didn't normally go out for lunch, was everything OK? Then one of the 2Cs piped up, couldn't tell which one they both sounded similar over the camera. She suggested that it was with our sexy salesman. I saw Julia give her a withering look and said. "It's my husband as if it's anything to fucking do with you." I can image the shock in the office when Julia used the 'F' word.
I heard Jane say. "Charity, you really are a stupid cow."
Julia got there first and had a cup of something for me and a Garibaldi biscuit for each of us, I like them. I picked up my cup and had a smell, tea, it was going to be shit tea but that's alright. I looked at her and said, "it's not drugged, is it?" She pulled a funny face and poked her tongue out at me, I took a sip, I was right it was shit tea.
I explained to Julia how Chris and John had turned up just in time to help me with Shithead's door and I told her about what they'd said later in my office. I didn't go into the details of the things Chris and John had found out. After what Mrs Barstow said, it appears that our little problem had been spotted by pretty much the rest of the factory, we didn't think we were that important. Julia said things would have to be resolved this Saturday, I said they would, and we would either be in the same bed Saturday night, or a divorce started Monday. She could call it off now and still have the male escort, but this was the last time I was offering it. When we left the coffee shop that offer was no longer on the table.
She did tell me that everyone in the office heard Shithead shouting over the phone, it sounded like he was talking to his bank. It appears there was no money in his account, and he was in fact overdrawn past his limit. An added problem to not having a door on your office was that you shared all your personal financial secrets, especially if you shouted.
Shithead wasn't going to be a threat much longer, I was tempted to bubble him to management about the drink driving, but people would wonder how I found out, it hadn't been published in the local newspapers yet. I think he was hoping to not tell anyone and get away with it.
We got back to the factory, and I watched for Shithead, he looked much neater. But from the state he was in before, that wasn't difficult.
He must have been in a good mood with the thought of his upcoming evening, he used the lift. He was spitting feathers when he eventually got to the top and then fell over coming out, nothing to do with me. He was even more pissed off when there was still no door on his office. He got himself a coffee and put it on his desk, I saw him straighten his tie, smarm his hair down and walk to the admin office. He still looked grey and tired, but a dapper grey and tired. Excellent, I was up those stairs like a rat up a drainpipe and a crushed sleeping tablet went into his coffee, a quick stir with my finger, bugger it was hot again. Will I never learn? Obviously not.
On leaving his office I headed to the admin office to see how things were, we passed each other, he called me a cunt, I called him a twat. On entering the admin office Julia grabbed me and took me into the kitchen and closed the door. She was livid. "We need to go to the supermarket on the way home tonight, I need some clothes to throw away when I get home tomorrow, I am not wasting any of my clothes on that shit." That was always part of the plan anyway, not wearing anything again she wore that night. She must have forgotten.
"What happened?"
"Chardonnay asked Shithead if he had any plans for this weekend, he told her he was going to fuck a married lady and do it so good that she wouldn't go back to her grease monkey of a husband after he'd finished with her, he turned and looked at me and said. 'That's on Saturday, nothing special on tonight,' he smiled, winked at me and walked out. I think I know what he was on about. He wants to take me away from you. Just to fuck you up. It may not be about him fucking me, it's about him fucking you over."
Finally, she has got it!
I changed my mind. "The offer of the gigolo is back on the table." I told her.
"No fucking way, I'll show him he can't fuck around with our lives like that, I have to prove him so wrong." This time I really couldn't see her logic. Women!
I really wished I could tell her all the things I'd been doing just to make him useless. Maybe one day. I was quite proud of some of the things I'd done, very ashamed of others, but I'll get over it.
On finishing work, we went to the supermarket and she selected granny bra and knickers, a plain grey skirt and a simple white blouse. She spent ages looking at shoes and after a few minutes she approached me and said. "I can't find the sort of shoe I am looking for; can I have a dispensation to wear my red FMS, the ones with six-inch heels and not throw them away when I get home." I wasn't happy about that, I like those shoes they make her legs look great, why would she wear boring clothes and six-inch FMS?
"Why?" I asked her.
"None of these are tall enough, I want to be taller than him, I want to put him in his place from the word go."
I could see where she was coming from. "Ok, you can do that." I told her.
We got to the hotel at about 17:30, I booked in, got two key cards and gave one to Julia, I told her I was going to set up her laptop to record the event and make sure it streamed to my laptop so I could listen for safety words and the alarms, like if the lights or the computer went off as per the agreed rules. I ashamedly didn't mention it would be my proof of adultery if it came to a divorce. Nor did I tell her about the additional Co2 and smoke detector video cameras I had taken from work and was going to put them in the room, these would record, and I would download the files onto the laptop for later use. Just in case something went wrong with the laptop set up.



After I'd done all that I asked Julia to go to the room and turn the lights 'off' so I could test if the alarm worked, it did, I'd already tested it, but wanted to get her out of the way. I had already got Shithead a beer so I could slip another crushed sleeping tablet into it, and I also wanted to make sure that the laptop would automatically lock onto Julia's mobile phone as a hot spot as a backup to the hotel's internet.
Shithead turned up trying not to have a smug grin on his face, my face was like thunder. He looked a mess, his clothes looked tidy and he'd had a shave, but his skin had a grey pallor, the bags under his eyes were worse than mine and his eyelids looked half closed. And he yawned, he tried to stifle it and failed.
He picked up his lager and took a big swallow, shit I missed a trick I should have put a big vodka in that, "finish that I will get another one, you're not driving. And I gather you're financially embarrassed at the moment." That made him give a grimace, how did I know about that?
"You having one?" He asked.
"Nope, I need to drive when you fuck up."
"Not going to happen."
"We'll see. You're only doing this to fuck me over aren't you."
He had that confident, arrogant air that the slimy salesmen all over the world have, they think they know better than the rest of mankind. He leaned into me and whispered "What do you think? I will prove that I am a better man than you. I will be so good you will always be second best from here on in. When she's with you she will be thinking of me, she will be fucked up for you."
I had the recorder running, but there was nothing there that broke then rules. I was seething, so as I didn't smack him with a fist, I went and got the beer, I did the Vodka trick this time.
I was still standing up when Julia got back, she came and stood beside me; she leaned into me and whispered. "Sweetheart if you tell me to stop this now, I will. I'll go home with you right now. And I will spend the rest of my life making it up to you."
Bollocks, I now had the same problem I started right back on Saturday in the Duck. She has to stop this. That was what I needed to happen, she needed to walk away. "It's your choice not mine, you need to call this off. Otherwise in 3, 7, 10, 15 years you will drag it up that I stopped you fulfilling one of your dreams, I stopped you having an experience that you wanted. I know you, that's what you do, you save up stuff and use it on me later. You have to walk away."
"Sweetheart I know you doubt that I will come back." She nodded at Shithead and said. "Anyway, who would want that more than once? But trust me I'll never do anything like this again. I promise, have I ever broken a promise to you?"
It wasn't difficult, I couldn't think of a time she had, but!
"How about the one you are about to break?" She looked confused at that, "The one where you said, 'forsaking all others'. I don't agree with you doing this, but I can't stop you. I still class it as breaking your promise. To me you are still cheating." That hurt her.
That's when Shithead stood up, he yawned again. He'd finished his beer he must have been thirsty or in a hurry. "Come on, we're wasting time, let's get this show on the road." That was when he realised Julia was much taller than him.
She stared at him. "Shut up, it's not your choice, you don't call the shots here, you're just here to do as you're told, you're just a tool to achieve my aim. And you'd better be as good as Charity and Chardonnay say you are." He suddenly realised he was not in control. I know I certainly wasn't.
I carried on at her. "It's your decision, you know the risks. You do what you have to do. But trust me if you go upstairs with him things will never be the same again." I sat down completely defeated, tired, out worn out and completely disillusioned. I felt like a failure.
Julia leaned down and spoke to me. "I do know how much this is hurt you, I do know how much doubt this is putting your mind. But I know I will be a faithful, honest and loving wife for the rest of my life when I get back, and I will be back as soon as the job has been done, I will see you before 9:00 o'clock tomorrow. Please trust me on that."
I looked at her. "As much as I want to trust you, I can't. I will never know when you're going to pull this trick again. So, if you're going to do this, just go and get it fucking done because I've just about enough. As I've said several times it's your choice. And it will be my choice to divorce you to save me all this fucking pain again later down the road."
She leaned down and whispered into my ear. "I love you so very, very much, even more so for letting me do this. But please close your eyes I don't want you to have the memory of me walking away."
I actually saw sense in what she said. "No, I'm going to watch you walk away from our marriage, because I don't know what tomorrow will bring." I was tired and fed up with this fucking game, I had done my best and failed. "Just fucking go before I kill the both of you even if I have to spend the rest of my life in gaol."
But I couldn't watch, I sat down and buried my head in my hands. I waited till I heard the lift door close, picked up my laptop still switched on and logged on to my mobile hotspot and I went home, I had considered staying in the hotel, but I couldn't. I wanted to be in my own surroundings for the next few painful hours.
I had no recollection of driving home or going indoors. I set the laptop up with the screen facing away from me, I must have made coffee as the cup tipped over and I spilt it on myself, I made another one drank that and then made another, I couldn't even have a beer in case I got the alarm or safety word, the car was parked facing down the street with the keys in the ignition just waiting for the call. I probably cried. But whilst sat there I made a decision.
I vaguely registered a set of lights sweeping across the room; I was still concentrating on the laptop. I hadn't even closed the curtains. The alarm went off, shit, I looked at the screen it was dark, no lights, that was it. I rushed to the front door and yanked it open and there stood Julia, I nearly knocked her over. She had the laptop open balanced on one arm, her mobile phone torch shining in her face, and she had her door keys in her other hand. "Sorry, I couldn't keep the torch on the screen and get my keys out, I didn't want to worry you. The taxi driver thought I was bonkers, he's probably right. Can I come in now please." She was nervous, and it showed in the way she talked. I opened the door and let her in.
She put the laptop down on the living room table, looked at me and said. "Can you sit down, I need to ask you something, but first I have a job to do." She was now extremely calm. I was extremely confused. I sat down and she walked to the kitchen. Fuck, shit, bollocks, damn and blast it's all gone fucking wrong, she's leaving me, he is a better man than me despite everything I did. Hang on, don't be an idiot. if he is better than me what is she doing home here at half past eight instead of tomorrow morning? I felt better but still confused.
I heard the kitchen bin lid closing; and some beer bottles being opened. Julia walked in stark bollock naked apart from her red FMS's and carrying two beers, she knelt in front of me on her knees, and she gave me one beer and said. "This is yours; you'll probably going to need it. Can you hold this for me please? I'll need it in a minute," passing me the other one. She placed her hands on my knees. "I know one of the rule was never to talk about it once I walked through the door. But I need to talk about this, as I have made the biggest mistake in my life and hurt the man I love the most in the world and he is the only one I can talk to get this off my chest, even though it may hurt him some more. I'm not proud of myself or what I've done and what I've done to him, but I think he will be happy with the outcome. Can I please have 15 minutes to talk about what happened, then I will never, ever mention it again?"
"Are you staying with me?"
"Yes, yes, yes if you will have me?"
"Then you have 15 minutes, and I don't want details, that would be too much."
She took a deep breath looked at me and said. "It was fucking awful. Nothing happened. He was arrogant, and he expected me to do all the work, it felt like he was God's gift to women, he told me to undress him. I told him to undress himself, I was not his slave. He undressed himself and took hold of his penis and said to me. "You will be my slave after you've had some of this."
"It was okay I suppose, I haven't seen many, but it didn't seem that impressive. I needed to go the toilet. After I'd finished, I washed my hands and looked in the mirror. I didn't recognise the woman in the reflection looking back at me. I didn't like the woman looking back at me. The woman looking back at me was not a happy woman, she was going to get something she had wanted for weeks, months. She should look happy, she should be happy, and I wasn't.
"I remembered you telling me that when you were in training, a Drill Instructor told you that when you had a shave in the morning, did you like, did you respect the person looking back at you in the mirror. And at that moment I hated the person looking back at me. I hated myself for putting the man I love the most in this world through all the pain he has endured for my own selfish wants."
"I made a decision there and then, it was not going to happen, I was coming home to you untouched. And I would never do anything like that again. I went back into the room and he was asleep, in fact, he was so deep asleep for a few seconds I thought he was dead, I had to make sure he was still breathing, he was, and I couldn't wake him, mind you I didn't try very hard. He was out cold.
"He was out of it, and I wondered how we got to this point, I put the kettle on and made a cup of tea, I sat in one of the uncomfortable chairs that hotels have and pondered the last couple of months. This was the first time I'd sat down and thought about what's happened, we've been so busy living our lives, and worrying about this. I spent the time sat there thinking about how we ended up here, where I was now. Sweetheart, hindsight is an exact science, but that doesn't excuse what I've done.
"When he got here six months ago, he was polite enough to us oldies, to me, Jane and Anne, but he didn't really bother with us. He paid attention to the 2Cs and as it turns out he has bedded both of them. Then about four months ago, he changed his attitude, he would come into the office and compliment all of us oldies about how efficient we were, how without us, his job would be much harder, mature ladies had a better grasp on the real world and how things actually worked, that sort of thing, we thought that was nice of him to recognise that.
"He started turning up in the kitchen when I was there, I now know he was following me. He started complimenting me on how I did things, how thoughtful and how efficient I was, that turned into him complimenting me on how I looked, he'd mention how nice my hair was, or how a blouse suited me, how I carried myself, he wished he had an older girlfriend he could share things with. He said that I carried my age well and he made it sound like a compliment.
"I realise now that this was going on for weeks the increasing compliments and it felt great having a man 10 or 12 years younger than me complimenting me on how I looked, it felt good."
I looked at her and was about to speak when she held a hand up to stop me. "Yes, I know you do it as well, you bring me flowers when I am not expecting anything, you compliment me all the time, you notice when I make an extra effort, new clothes, new hairdo. You do notice and compliment me on it, even if it's not what you like. But here was an almost stranger years younger than me noticing as well. I know now it was a crock of shit, but at the time it made me feel good."
I interrupted her. "Hang on a mo, four months ago, that would be about the time Bob and I had a run in with him, he'd promised a customer something stupid that we couldn't possibly deliver in the time he set, there was a massive reconfigure of the machinery required between each process. We went to Mr Barstow and he sided with Bob and me, Shithead had to go back and renegotiate the deal, we didn't make much money on that contract, he looked bad, and he didn't get his sales bonus. Now it's becoming clearer. You'd better carry on." That confirmed what I heard from the Dash Cam.
"I got to work one day about a month ago and Anne said that I looked good, did I have anything special to do with you, was it your birthday or something, were we going out for lunch? I made some comment about fancying a change. I went to the kitchen and Shithead followed me in and said to me. "Wow you look flipping gorgeous." I wallowed in the compliments for a little while, but when he left, I worked out that I had dressed and put on a little extra make-up just to elicit a compliment from him. If you remember I took you to lunch one day, well that was me realising what I'd done, and trying to make it up to you. I made sure I didn't do that again. That was the day when I got back from lunch that the chat about how many men the girls had slept with was going on. So now you know how we got to this point, I've only just worked it out for myself."
"You know the rest of the story; the 2Cs convinced me it was a good thing to do for the both of us. They kept on at me, they told me they could arrange for you not to find out, I could do it behind your back, they would cover for me, I was weak and so wrong, but again that's no excuse.
"Now can we go to bed I have some serious making up to do the man I most wronged in this world, who loves me so much, that against his best desires, he let me have mine."
She stood up held her hand out to me and said. "Let's go upstairs and get kinky if that's what you want, oh and by the way, we're going to need some new handcuffs."
"Why, what's wrong with ours?"
"I left him a few surprises, I handcuffed his hands behind him, don't worry the key is on the bedside table."
"You can't do that, what if there's a fire?"
"He can still get the door open with his hands behind him, I've done it, anyway that's the least of his problems, his clothes are in the bath."
"Is there water in the bath?"
"Of course." The evil bitch.
"I have to ask, why handcuffs, were you going to get kinky?"
"No, my sweetheart that's just for you, they were going to be knuckle dusters in case you didn't get there in time."
She was leading me towards the stairs when a thought struck me like a bolt of lightning out of the blue. Shit, I'd booked the room in my name. I didn't want anybody checking up and finding out she was going to a room that he'd booked in his name. And 'I' didn't want to be found naked, handcuffed with no clothes to wear in a hotel in our town. Fuck this was going to bite me in the arse. I stopped her. She looked at me, quizzically. "Quick, get dressed there's a problem." From the look on my face she could see I was serious, she let go and went towards the stairs quickly, "no get the clothes out of the bin that we don't have time for you to get changed, and it might look better."
As she was getting dressed, I explained the problem and my plan, what I had of it anyway, I was making most of this up as I went along.
I was glad that I'd only had a mouthful of the beer she'd brought me, we got in the car and set off, I told her I'd have to go via the bank, I wasn't using my credit card to pay for this, so I had to get some cash. She looked at me and giggled and said. "I've got a better idea, but you're going to have to trust me."
I wasn't sure about that.
We got to the hotel and went into reception, she said to me. "Wait here, give me the key card. Please trust me I'll be back within 3 minutes of the lift door closing." she was.
She gave me his company credit card and said, "his pin number is 5722, he's written it on the back, but it's all jumbled up. Come on let's book in."
We walked up to reception and she pulled a hair forward so you couldn't see her face fully, then she slipped her arm through mine. I booked the room asking for the same floor as Shithead's room; I filled out all the usual stuff with his home address and car details, and then Julia did something strange. In a funny accent, she said to the receptionist. "Can we have an early call, at six o'clock, and would you do me a favour? if we don't reply to the phone will you send someone up to get us up? He's been away for long time, we could be bit tired, if you know what I mean. And still we have a long way to go tomorrow." With that she laid her head on my shoulder and gave my arm a squeeze.
What the fuck was she doing now.
The receptionist said it wasn't company policy, but she would see what she could do, Julia smiled sweetly at her and said thank you.
That was the easy bit.
We got to the room, Julia went in first just to make sure he was still asleep, she came back out and then whispered to me. "He hasn't moved he's still dead to the world, did you have something to do with that?" I just smiled.
He was completely out of it. The room we'd booked in his name was about 10 yards away, Julia went and opened the door, whilst I took off the handcuffs and retrieved his wet clothing from the bath. She came back and told me everything was ready. Now, this was the dodgy bit, we dragged him into a sitting position and managed to get his trousers and a shirt on, it was difficult them being wet. Then with me on one side and Julia on the other we put his arms around him and dragged him towards the door, a quick peek outside, the coast was clear, we moved as fast we could to his new abode, a strange thought crossed my mind as we went down the corridor, as it sometimes does. How will he explain the carpet burns on the top of his toes, mmm, not my worry. We tried to make it look like a drunken party going back to our rooms. It wouldn't fool anybody who really looked at the security tapes.
We got him into the new room, Julia popped back for his wash kit and stuff, I got the rest of his wet clothes and dropped them into the bath and turned the tap on slightly just to make sure they stayed wet.
Julia held up the handcuffs, looked at me and said. "What do you think? I'm never going to wear them again." I nodded, and she did. We did our best to make everything look as normal as we could, and then I saw his car keys. That reminded me I still had his spare car keys in my pocket, and in case I needed it, his back door key. I asked Julia if she was okay and was she up for a little bit more adventure. She had a naughty grin on her face, and she said to me. "Well, we have paid for the other room we might as well use it."
"Oh no, this is going to be much better than that." I said. We made our way to the car park, fortunately, the receptionist was busy and didn't see us go. I found Shithead's car by pressing the unlock button and seeing which lights flashed.
Julia was well confused. The tiredness I'd felt earlier just melted away; I was going to take my wife on a similar adventure to what I'd been doing for the last four days. When we got into the car, I leaned across and turned off the Dash Cam, I said to Julia, "it records where we go, what we do and what we say inside the car, I don't want that getting out."
I drove towards Shithead's house, but I had to make a slight detour, firstly into a petrol station to get some of those crappy gloves that they supply when you're pumping diesel. And then go past the nearest speed camera. Doing 50, in a 30, that should help with his drink driving conviction. I hadn't told Julia where we were going. When we pulled up outside Shithead's house, she looked at me and said. "Where the fuck are we, and what the fuck are we doing here, wherever the fuck here is?"



I leaned across and kissed her on the cheek. "I think you're going to like this, follow me."
She walked round the car and I grabbed her hand and I pulled her towards the back gate, the kitchen window had still not been fixed. We got inside quite easily, we were in the kitchen, I could see a light dawn in her eyes, she could vaguely see where the door to the front room was, she made her way there and found the light switch and turned it 'on'. She looked at me and said. "This is Shithead's house."
Again, I just smiled, I've been smiling a lot in the last two hours. "Right, time for some revenge for fucking around with us. I've got a few ideas, let's go upstairs, and no I'm not fucking in this bed." I could see that was in her head, that would be the ultimate revenge, but he would never know, so there is no point.
I'd never been upstairs; I always had a few plans in my head, and now was the time to put them into play. I went into the bathroom and looking around I saw he had a bath, shower, a wash hand basin and a toilet. Right, plug into the bath, hot water tap 'on'. Hot water does more damage than cold. Next the toilet cistern, I whipped the lid off and unscrewed the ball, so the system starts filling up. I left the ball floating on top. I thought the overflow going on all night outside the house would really annoy the neighbours and flood his garden, until I noticed that the overflow vented into the toilet bowl, well that's simple, I dropped a whole toilet roll into the bowl, that would soon flood. When I turned round, I found that Julia had been into his wardrobes and gathered several suits and she'd laid them across the edge of the bath as if he was trying to choose which one to wear, she got several shirts and left them in the bath, when the bath got full that should block the overflow as well. I looked at her, her face was alive, this was my fifth time in his house, I didn't quite have that level of excitement, this was almost old hat.
Right, that was it for upstairs, I had a few ideas for downstairs, and I think someone's old favourites could stand a revisit. I Indicated to Julia we should go downstairs; she was bouncing as she went down, she really was excited. We got to the living room and I explained what I wanted to do.
"This is the plan for this room, I want to move everything round 90 degrees, so it looks the same, just out of place."
"Which way? If you swing it this way, he won't be able to get in the front door without falling over his furniture." She got it. "I'll close the curtains, that'll make it dark as well." Did she know about my plans to trip the circuit breakers?
And that was what we did, it took us a couple of minutes, it didn't have to look tidy, just different.
As he would come in the front door, his feet would be wet with the water running down the stairs, He would be confused, would he rush upstairs to sort out the water or will try and get some lights on?
That finished, we went into the kitchen. This was an old playground of mine, this was going to be simple.
I pointed to a set of cupboards and drawers by the sink and said to Julia. "Can you get out a place setting, knife, fork, spoon, plate, dishes and whatever then lay them up on the table."
She went to the indicated cupboards and started doing what I asked, "one or two place settings?"
"Three I think."
I went to the fridge and got out the milk, there were about three pints in the container, I took the top off and poured most of it down the back of the fridge freezer, "what are you doing?" asked Julia.
"Before we go, we're going to turn off the electricity, when the fridge starts to get warm after he switches it 'on' this will stink like hell in a couple of days." I retrieved the bottle of vodka from the cupboard and added a large slug to the milk that was left. I told Julia that we were going to get his next meal ready for him. She gave me another quizzical look.
I was getting used to this now, a couple of frozen steaks into the oven along with a couple of handfuls of frozen chips. I set the oven to full, that would take a few minutes to warm up. I left the fridge and the freezer door ajar. Julie went to the fridge, got out four eggs, two she threw down the back of the fridge, the other two she cracked into a frying pan and poured some oil on, quite a lot. "Don't forget to turn this on before we go." she said.
I got the coffee ready for him, I put a spoonful in his cup, and then dropped in the crushed sleeping tablets and Viagra I had with me, I didn't let Julia see what I was doing, she may work out why he was so tired. Seeing that I had got his coffee ready, she got the kettle and filled it to the very top and turned it on. We all know how annoying boiling water is when is bubbling out the top of a kettle.
I looked at Julia and said. "I think that's about everything, clothes upstairs trashed, water flowing down the stairs, living room moved around, table set up for two people, he would think he's expecting somebody. The fridge and fridge freezer doors open, food in the oven set to high. The ring under the frying pan set to high, Yep, I think that's about it. Time for us to go."
Water was starting to come down the stairs, as we made our way to the back door. Julia put her hand on my arm and said, "what if he comes in the back door all the work in the living room will be wasted," she had a point.
"He doesn't seem like a back door sort of chap to me, but I can fix that."
I put the key in the lock of the back door, turned it and then gave it an almighty kick and broke the key off in the lock. So now unless he wanted to climb in through the back door where the glass used to be, he would have to come in the front. I tripped the circuit breakers, not just the main one but all of them. Just in time, the frying pan was starting to smoke.
We had done what I intended, the adrenaline was starting to seep away now, to be replaced by tiredness, so it was time we headed back to the hotel. We went out the front door. I said goodbye to Mr Shrubbery; I told him it was probably the last time I was going to see him; I gave his branches a little shake, almost like a handshake. Julia gave me a funny look when I did that.
We dropped off Shithead's car and left it parked on double yellow lines. I turned the Dash Cam back 'on'. He should be seriously fucked up by the time this weekend is over.
We started home in our car, and then it started to rain, hard. Fuck.
We drove home rather sedately, after losing all that sleep during the week and with what I'd done today I was absolutely knackered. However, Julia was still hyper; she was obviously still flooded with adrenaline after what we'd just done. She couldn't stop talking, and to be honest I wasn't paying a vast amount of attention. Until I heard her say, "that obviously wasn't the first time you've been in there; how many times have you done that?"
"Oh, a couple, just so as to put him on edge a bit, you know, not knowing where the next problem's going to come from." I lied. "I did the trick with the toaster like we did the oven to set smoke alarm off, and I messed around with his central heating controls, so it got hot early in the morning. But that was all." I might tell her the whole truth one day, probably when I'm on my death bed.
"Is that why you look like shit recently?"
"Probably, that and lying awake all night wondering what the fuck I'd done wrong, and was I going to still be married at the end of the week, were you still going to come back to me, would I want you back? Things like that kept me awake, how about you did you sleep well?"
As I was driving, the tension after what we had done over the last couple of hours and what I'd done the last week was still easing away, but it was being replaced by anger, the more the tension eased, the more the anger took over. I was trying to keep a cap on it, but it was hard work. And I was failing.
Whilst concentrating on my driving out of the corner of my eye, the comment. "Would I want you back," really struck home. I think she took it as a given that once she had done the deed, I would welcome her back with open arms.
And to be honest, if she had gone through with it, I'm not sure if I would have. In fact, I probably wouldn't.
Quietly she said. "Are you telling me, that if I'd have gone ahead with it, even though you agreed you would have still divorced me?" She sounded worried.
I glanced across at her for a second or two and said. "I never agreed to it and I did warn you that might happen, and I think I said something along the lines of not holding hands, eating ice cream or sticking my cock where he's had his, and that I'd never done this sort of thing before, so I don't know what was going to happen, or something like that." I paused and it all became clear. "Yes, I would have divorced you and then taken my cricket bat to his fucking bollocks, and with pleasure. If I ended up in gaol, so be it. At least the kids would come to see me."
"Fuck." I heard from the other side of the car. "I really fucked up, didn't I. But I didn't do it." She sounded hopeful.
I lost it. "BUT YOU WANTED TO!" At the next set of traffic lights, I got my mobile phone out and told her to play the last recording, an edited one from inside Shithead's car with the 2Cs.
She listened to it. "I was set up." After several seconds, through the tears it all came out in a rush, "the bastards set me up, this was all a put-up job, how long have you had this, why didn't you show me, this could have saved us a great deal of pain, why did you keep this a secret. How did you get this?" I waited till she stopped crying, and then I had to point out a few facts.
"No one's mentioned any names, they could be talking about Anne or Jane. If I had brought this to you, you may have said I was just trying to screw up your plans.
"It's from the Dash Cam in his car, he knows the Dash Cam is in the car, he knows it records internal voices. He must be either stupid, arrogant or he was so tired he forgot. Or it's part of his plan to fuck us up."
Then I lost it. "BUT IT DOESN'T FUCKING MATTER IF YOU WERE SET UP, YOU STILL WANTED TO DO IT, YOU COULD HAVE JUST FUCKING SAID 'NO'."
I then played her the other clip I recorded in the hotel about ruining our marriage. She was aghast, her head was in her hands, and she was crying again.
"HE WAS DOING THIS TO FUCK UP OUR MARRIAGE, JUST TO GET AT ME. He didn't even fancy you.
"Are you now starting to see the damage those seven words have done?"
Fuck, another set of traffic lights on red, even the phasing of the fucking traffic lights was against me, all I wanted to do was to get home drink heavily, go to sleep wake up in the morning and hope this was just all a bad fucking dream. And then get my cricket bat.
"Get your head out of your arse, did you not hear them, what they said? it's not about you, it's about Shithead getting at me, he was trying to get to you so I would twat him one and get sacked. You were just a tool to do it, to fuck you was just an added bonus.
"You could have just said just said 'No', but no you didn't, and you went and FUCKING DUMPED IT ALL ON ME."
Looking ahead we were only about half a mile from home, but all I could see were more fucking red traffic lights. I slammed on the brakes; we were opposite a bus stop. I got out of the car and went and sat on the bench in the bus shelter, at least I was out of the rain.
Julia got out of the car and came and sat next to me, the internal car lights stayed on because she didn't close her door. She sat next to me, she held my hand, "how do I make this up to you." I was crying, tears were pouring down my face. Now it was all over, all the stress, all the worry, all the anxiety had just faded away I was left with a deep unhappiness and anger.
"You traded on my love for you to get what you wanted, with no thought of the consequences. You don't do that to someone you love.
"Do you know what I was thinking about whilst I was lying awake downstairs." She shook her head, "I was wondering how come this had become my fault." She looked at me confused; she hadn't seen it. "Do you remember you starting to say 'If you really loved me, you would let me do this'? Well, the implication is that if I didn't let you do this, then I didn't really love you and that would give you the excuse to go fucking behind my back because 'I didn't really love you'. Then of course you gave me the other choice, if I let you do this, it will be my fault because I gave you permission. Whatever I decided, I was going to be wrong. This to the man you profess to love more than anybody else in the world. So yes, divorce is still on the cards."
"But I didn't see it like that."
"It's not how you see it it's how the other person sees it, and that other person is me."
I looked at her, copying that hard face she sometimes used. "Now let's turn that 'if you really love me' comment around. I said 'if you really loved me, you wouldn't do this. Then you went ahead to do it, so as far as I am concerned you don't really love me."
She was squeezing my hand so hard it hurt. "No, no, I do love you with all my heart." she cried.
I was very angry now, I almost shouted at her. "You selfish cow, you thought you could go and fuck this Shithead then come back to me as if nothing happened, but it has. I don't know if I can trust you, or if I want to stay married to you, what will you do next, what will I do next, I just don't fucking know, I really don't fucking know?"
I wrenched my hand out of her grasp, stood up and walked to the car, got in and drove away leaving her at the bus stop. Her door closed on its own. I was having problems seeing through the tears, the rain and the fucking seat belt warning alarm started going off, and the buzzer for the fucking door which wasn't shut properly. I completely missed the turn into our road. I carried on another half mile, took a left and ended up in front of our house, I walked in leaving the front door wide open and went straight to the fridge.
To drink beer that good, that fast is a waste of good beer.
I heard Julia come in, she found me on the sofa in the living room on my third beer. She looked a mess; she was soaked through to the skin and shivering. I didn't move. "I thought you'd left me." She said.
"No, not yet, I just drove away, and I couldn't see through the tears and all that fucking noise, I missed the turning. Sorry, didn't mean to scare you like that." I had calmed down a tad and was feeling a little contrite over my outburst and leaving her at the bus stop.
"I thought you'd left me forever, you were so upset, I thought if you weren't here then I couldn't make it up to you, I'm sorry,"
With that she walked into the kitchen, I heard her go to the fridge and recognised the sound of bottle tops being taken off, there was a rustling of wet clothes, I heard the kitchen bin lid close for the second time that night, she came back in stark bollock naked, we were at the same place we were about three hours ago. But this time it was different.
She knelt in front of me again, looking at me in the eyes and she said quietly, "I'm sorry sweetheart, I didn't realise I was doing all those things to you, I must have hurt you massively. I will never, never do that again, I just didn't realise the pain I was causing you."
I finished my beer and took one from her. "I know you didn't, trust me, if I thought for one nanosecond you realised what you were doing, you would not be sitting here now."
"Come on let's go to bed, let me start making this up to you,"
I looked at her with a sad look on my face. "Sex is not going to fix this, cooking my favourite dinner is not going to fix this, telling me you're sorry and that you love me until you're blue in the face is not going to fix this. You wanted to sleep with another man, with little or no regard for how it affected me. This is not a simple 'I'm sorry sweetheart' and then get back into my bed, I thought I had a partner in life, for life. We do sexy kinky shit with me in charge, but even then, I'm not really in charge. We're always equal partners in everything we did. But you fucked that up with those seven words. I think you're sleeping on the sofa tonight; I gave you the marital bed so you could think about what you wanted to do. Okay at the last minute you called it off, that doesn't stop the week of pain you gave me."
She hung on to my hand, I could see her thinking. "I'm sorry sweetheart I will do anything, absolutely fucking anything to sort this out, buy you the Aston, go sailing on the Broads, you can take my arse, you can sleep with another woman I don't care, I will do anything you say." She took my other hand and squeezed it almost as hard as she did in the bus stop. "But what I will not do, is sleep in a different bed in the same house. I shouldn't have let you do that last time and I'm not doing it now."
"No, you see, you really haven't got it, I want what we had before, an equal partnership, I want you to buy me the Aston because you know I like them, not as penance. I want you to go sailing on the Broads with me because you know I like sailing, not because you have to make it up to me."
"You've always liked Astons and Sailing, and I will admit some of my offers are as penance, I can't get away from that, but some of it is because it will make you happy, and I need to make you happy." She paused for a little while. I saw stuff going round in her head. "Oh fuck, that's the same thing isn't it." I think she could see the quandary she had got herself into, nothing she could do would be right. Every decision she made would be the wrong one. I knew the feeling well.
She stood up still with my hand in hers, and in her forthright manner she said. "Right, we're going to bed, if we make love that's brilliant, but what I want to do is to go to bed with my man, you can't have a partnership sleeping in different beds, that was a mistake I made all through last week. I should've come down and slept here with you.
As she led me upstairs, I thought to myself. "If she had come down that would have buggered up my plans, but I suppose she's right." We didn't do sex, it was past 2 o'clock in the morning, and I'd just heard the grandfather clock strike two and it was a bit slow, like me at the moment, I just wanted to sleep. But cuddling up to her was nice.
I was being gently shaken, when I managed to open my eyes, Julia was knelt on her haunches beside the bed, I half expected her to be naked or at least in something sexy. But she was in one of her old nighties and a house coat.
Bollocks, had what Shithead said about her being dowdy gone straight to heart? That's something else he would have to pay for.
I swung my legs out of bed and sat up, she shuffled across to me and took hold of my hands. "Breakfast is nearly ready, but before that I have something to say, well a couple of things. I've been up all night thinking about what I have done to you and our marriage. I was finishing the thinking I started in the hotel room. And you're right, I was a selfish, narrow minded, shallow cow; who gave little thought to the man I love, and it's no excuse that I was set up. I should have said 'No', but because of my stupidity and the love I knew you had for me I thought I could get away with it this just once. And trust me it was only going to be the once. I've occasionally wondered what another cock would feel like inside me, and this was the opportunity. Again, that is not an excuse.
"I don't know how to make it up to you, but I want to try. You were correct when you said that saying sorry, food and sex won't fix this. So, from here on in I will say this for the last time, and I really mean it. I am sorry I hurt you, I'm sorry I put my selfish wants before you and our life together, and I'm sorry that I didn't believe you when you said he wanted to fuck with you. And when I say sorry, it means I will never do any of those things again. I will not apologise again unless you ask me to.



"I will cook normal food every day but reserve the right to cook you something special because I love you, not because I'm sorry. I want sex back how it was, but I agreed to all those things you wanted so I will stick to that, even you sleeping with another woman and a threesome under those rules.
"And finally," she lifted herself up onto her knees, "If you want a divorce, I will not oppose one, and if you wish I will be open with family and friends about how I fucked up and ruined our marriage."
I too had been up thinking during the night, probably not as long as Julia, well I was knackered after all the running around during the week, and my decision was simple.
I stood up and lifted her onto her feet and told her I would be down as soon as I'd got dressed. I wanted to phrase this correctly, so I used the time to run through my head what I was going to say.
My mind went back to something that happened to us many years ago whilst I was still in the mob. I had applied for an overseas posting but had been told there was a five year wait. That was it, done with the globe-trotting, we started house hunting. Two weeks later I was 'invited' to take another posting to Germany for four years. It was a job I'd never done before, and if I cocked it up, it would ruin my promotion prospects. But if they didn't think I could do the job, then they wouldn't have offered it to me. I phoned Julia at work and told her, especially about the risk with the new job. That would give us both time to think about it before we got home in the evening.
When I got home that evening Julia was sitting at the kitchen table with reams of lists. The ones she always made when we moved house. She looked up at me, smiled, and said, "if we don't give this a try, we'll regret it for the rest of our lives."
And that was it, decision made. If I didn't try to make this work. I would regret it for the rest of my living days.
I went down to the kitchen and sat at the table and watched her as she finished cooking breakfast. My tea was already poured, and I noticed a Classic Car magazine and a holiday brochure on the table. She smiled at me as she placed my breakfast in front of me. I could see she had several things running around in her head, but not sure which one to say first, if any of them. I do love this woman, so I must find some forgiveness, I put her out of her misery. "Do you remember the reason we took the second tour in Germany?" She burst into tears, we both stood up at the same time, she rushed round the table and grabbed hold of me so tightly I thought she was going to crush my ribs. When she finally untangled herself from me, she took my hand and led me back upstairs. Bugger my tea and breakfast we're going to get cold.
This is the end of the main story, but some people may like to know what happens to our characters, so there is a fourth chapter on what happens to them if you wish to read on. Alan will do no good in gaol, and he doesn't intend to go there. Will he get his revenge?
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What happened after.
Some of you may wonder what happened to the people in this story, if you do, then carry on. If not, I suggest you stop here. There are little links to future stories of the adventures of these two. If life and work doesn't get in the way, that is. Will Alan get his revenge and be able to stay out of gaol. And I've got the names correct this time.
We made it to the Barstow's place on Sunday and on time, just. I had a large bunch of flowers for Sylvia, Julia was a bit miffed as it was bigger than the bunch I'd got her, we haven't got a vase big enough to take all these flowers anyway. And buying vases isn't man's work.
We only just made it as I had a phone to make, and it went on longer than I expected.
Mr Barstow Junior, Phillip was there, we had a nice dinner doing the usual Brit chat, weather, gardens, Cricket, Rugby, Holidays, Cars. We were a bit quiet on the last two subjects, we hadn't decided yet what sort of boat we were going on, sailing yacht or cruise liner or which car.
After lunch we moved into the lounge, David fetched himself and me a whiskey, whilst Sylvia and Julia had wine. Phillip was drinking beer. It was a little early for strong drink for me, and anyway I wasn't a fan of whiskey, and it wasn't a fan of me. We didn't get on. I took a sip and Sylvia noticed my grimace as much as I tried to hide it. She stood up took the whiskey glass from me poured the contents into her husband's glass. She sailed into the kitchen returning with a bottle of beer and a glass for me.
David leaned forward and said, "Ok, you two, what the flipping hell is happening?"
Julia and I had discussed roughly what we were going to say. And we had to be careful not to drop ourselves in it. I nodded to Julia. She started "One of your staff tried to seduce me and it nearly worked. They had the help of other members of staff, but I was just the added bonus. It was done to mess Alan around and get him sacked."
Sylvia leaned forward this time, it would be Phillip's turn next to lean forward. "What do you mean nearly?"
"I came to my senses and left."
"Can I ask where?"
My turn, "this is a little difficult for us, we don't want to get into trouble because I was trying to save my marriage. So, to answer that question. Not at the factory."
"When?" was the next question from Sylvia.
"It was due to finish yesterday."
"Has it finished, have you two sorted yourselves out?"
"Sylvia, yes and and we are working on it."
"So, the rumours about you two getting divorced aren't true?"
"Not now," I said and to reinforce it I squeezed Julia's hand. That was for her, not the Barstows.
"Okay, who was it? I'll sack the bastard." David was quite loud.
Julia spoke up, "you can't, it would be unfair dismissal, there is nothing preventing two people having an affair as long as it's not on site."
"Bollocks." Not often you hear David swear and with that he got up and refreshed his glass with whiskey.
Phillip stood up and fetched the two ladies some more wine and brought the pair of us back a beer, as he handed mine to me, he winked.
When he sat down, he leaned forward and said. "I've got it. It's simple. Bear with me. Who keeps falling over?"
He paused so I answered. "He has been having some bad luck at home recently and he's very tired. That's why."
"Whose door keeps jamming?"
"Well, if he opened his door properly not like a bull at a gate it would be Ok, worked for everyone else."
"Whose company car got damaged, and it was relatively simple damage covered by the works insurance, nothing has fallen off the roof for the last 30 odd years that I know of, and that was the only car on-site without a Dash Cam. Even the old Fiest has a Mobius cam."
"Cheaper car insurance for cars fitted with a Dash Cam. It would save us money." I am the transport manager.
Young Phillip didn't let up, I like this young man. He had the right of it. "Chardonnay has had her car for three or four years and never put the wrong fuel in it before and why did happen in our yard?"
"It can take several miles in a frugal car for the wrong fuel to get to the injectors."
He raised an eyebrow at me, David and Sylvia were watching me intently, so they missed it, Julia didn't "And Charity, two punctures at the same time!"
"Just plain bad luck, I guess."
Phillip stood up, "I need another beer, Alan I can see you're nearly ready, will you give me a hand please?" He was drinking from a bottle and there was plenty in it. But I complied.
As we got to the fridge, he whispered, "And whose office is right next to the circuit breaker panel with the lift circuit breaker in it. I don't know how you managed to catch him every time he used it on his own, and only him. I'm impressed?" He didn't give me time to reply as he walked back to the lounge.
Sylvia said, "so it was Andrew Davis and the 2Cs, what did they do?"
Julia was nodding, we'd decided that if the Barstows worked anything out we would agree with them only up to what they'd worked out, no more. Not all of the story. And certainly not all of my story. She went on to tell them about Andrew's offer to make it two men that she had slept with and how, the 2Cs had egged her on saying she wouldn't get caught, it's just a bit of fun, it's only sex, they would arrange it and cover for her. They'd put the thought in her head and she couldn't shake it. The only way to get rid of the thought was to do it. She didn't want to cheat on me behind my back, so she talked to me about it. We had several arguments hence the friction at work. And she got as far as being in the same room, but she looked in the mirror and didn't like the person she saw. So, left.
David and Sylvia looked dumbfounded, then Julia went on with something we hadn't planned, well I hadn't. She went on to explain that I'd really had no choice. If I said 'No' then I didn't really love her, so that would be her excuse to do it anyway, if I said 'yes' it would be my fault because I'd given her permission to cheat. She was crying now. She had fallen on her own sword in front of our bosses.
David just said, "those three have to go, shit, we'll have to go through that restoring efficiency bollocks."
Philip just quietly said, "I wouldn't worry about it just yet Dad, I've got a feeling that something is going to turn up to help you."
Sylvia took Julia by the hand and they went to the kitchen so she could regain herself. Then I just sat there, amazed at what she'd just said. None of what she'd said was in the plan that we'd talked about. I mentioned we'd have to get a taxi home and one of us would pop round to pick up the car tomorrow. David told me to take the day off along with Julia. He suggested we needed some time together; he was probably right, but we both had things to do at work.
The girls came back refreshed and we carried on chatting. It was a bit stinted for a while, so to break the tension I asked David if there was something I could bring up? It's about work, we should do it at work but if David and Sylvia didn't mind, we could do it now.
With that Julia stood up and said she needed to pop to the loo, as she left she did that childlike horse imitation, like Monty Python and the Holy Grail but without the coconuts. The Barstows looked at me quizzically. "She knows I'm going to get to my hobby horse and that was her hobby horse impression." They all laughed, that lightened the atmosphere a bit. I went straight into it, it would make this less painful for Julia when she got back, she'd heard it all before several times. "Succession plan, do you have one?" All the Barstows looked confused, David shook his head.
"If I or Julia had gone last week who would have taken our places, who you have replaced us with?" The next bit was planned, but would anybody notice, Phillip probably would. "When Andrew goes next week who are you going to replace him with?" I was wrong, they did all noticed that I said 'when' not 'if'.
Silvia said. "No, we haven't but it looks like you have, let's hear your thoughts."
"When Andrew goes, replace him with John who works for me." Phillip noticed I said when again. "He's got a bit of a gift of the gab, he knows the machinery, he knows what it can do, and he knows the people who work the machinery. He's worked the machinery himself, he's a likeable chap but doesn't take any crap, I think he'd be good at it. And if you send him and Bob out together for the first couple of months, I reckon he'll soon have it buttoned down."
"That seems quite reasonable, I might have a word with him tomorrow, who are you going to replace him with or just let the two of you do it?"
"Adam the apprentice, he's a switched on lad, he's already approached me and told me he wants to do maintenance. His bosses think he'd be OK. But I don't really want to take on an apprentice, he needs to finish his apprenticeship first, and that's nine months away, we can either get a contractor in if John takes the job offer when Shi... Andrew goes or Chris and I bite the bullet and just muddle through."
Philip spoke up, "I'm here two days out of five, I could give you a hand. I'd like to see how you waste my father's money." He said laughingly.
"Actually, it'll be three days out of six, we work Saturdays."
"Bugger there goes my Saturday afternoon golf then," he said with a smile on his face.
Phillip carried on, "okay the big one, who's going to replace you?"
That's when Julia came back, and she threw her tenpenny worth in. "Nobody can replace him, he's irreplaceable." That lightened the mood a little bit more.
"Chris will be fine at the job, I've been slowly teaching him the paperwork and bits and pieces, well, I've been teaching both of them. it doesn't hurt to have a second string to your bow."
"You really have given this some thought, haven't you?"
Julia piped up, "not just him, both Jane and Anne would be ideal doing my job, Jane would be the better, she's that little bit harder, probably something to do with her divorce, it's probably given her a broader outlook, but as I said both could do the job well."
A worried look passed across David's face, they had finally twigged it that we might both be leaving. It was get rid of those three or we go. "Does that mean you're thinking of leaving us? Because we've got plans for Ju..." Shelia's hand shot across and touched her husband's leg, she looked at him and shook her head. All of a sudden it got a bit icy in the room. Julia and I waited, this was not our ball game.
Philip jumped in. "Well before I get some more beer, are you staying or going?" That was two questions in one.
I smiled. "Well, as we have no plans to leave at the moment if things turnout how we expect, I think another beer is in order." That seemed to ease the tension in the room a bit. There was more than one question answered there too.
When he bought the beer back, I suggested it would probably be the last one and it was about time we ordered a taxi, Philip said he had that in hand and it'd be here in about half an hour which would give us time to finish chatting and to finish our drinks.
The taxi horn sounded, and we all moved to the front door, before we went out the front door I gave Sylvia a hug, shook Davids's hand and I was about to shake Phillips when he put his arm around my shoulders and guided me to the far side of the taxi. He opened the door for me and in a quiet voice asked. "Did you have anything to do with the happenings in Andrew's house?"
"That would be breaking and entering and that's illegal." I didn't say I didn't do it.
He clasped me on the shoulder and said, "I don't like the twat either, he wasn't good for the business, but he didn't do anything wrong, just not good. And I think Dad's got enough to sack him." another swear word from a Barstow. A rare event getting less rare.
I smiled at him "And you're correct by the way, he might have more reasons in the next few days. Keep an eye on the local newspaper."
"We need to go out for a beer sometime soon so you can tell me some of your 'war stories', next Wednesday suit you. Rose and Crown or the Mallard?" That was an order from the boss's son. I had no problems with that and said so. How did he know where I drank?
I got in the taxi and Phillip closed the door.
As we drove home, I looked at Julia and we both almost said at the same time. "What the hell was that all about?"
We both slept well that night something to do with the alcohol and getting something off of our collective chests.
I didn't go to work on Monday, Julia went in in the afternoon, Shithead didn't turn up either, or answer his phone. Tuesday was going to be interesting.
I picked up a local newspaper on my way to work, something I rarely did, I found it on page two. 'Local businessman mugged in hotel'. It went on to say that a local businessman had been found in an uncompromising position by hotel staff. His wallet and credit cards were all missing. The Hotel and Police declined to comment, although an unconfirmed source remembered him booking in with a foreign sounding lady, Russian, German or Dutch accent or something like that. I wonder where they got that story from? I opened the paper at the right page and dropped it on Julia's desk.
About an hour later Julia came down to see me in my office, she'd booked an interview with Mr Barstow in about half an hour and I may want to hang around outside his office. This sounded a bit official.
I was there on time to see Julia walk into Mr Barstow's office with a couple of sheets of paper and the newspaper I'd given her. She didn't close the door behind her. Mrs Barstow was there as well. I heard Julia tell them that the story in the newspaper caught her attention, why would a local businessman be in a local hotel? We hadn't seen Andrew for a day or so, so she checked his company credit card account and saw that it had been used in that hotel on that day and used again later that night in an off licence the next town over. She had put a stop to the credit card. She suggested to Mr Barstow that Andrew was using the company credit card for personal business. It was well known that he currently had money issues. It went quiet for a long time then I heard Mrs Barstow say. "You'd better get your husband in here so we can track his car by his dash cam."
Just then my pocket beeped. I pulled out my phone, you know the one that was linked to Shithead's car, it was on the move. I made my way into Shithead's office; it was easy as there was no door on it. With my other phone, I phoned the police's non-emergency number again. I suggested that I'd seen a Mr Davis who I thought was still inebriated driving his car to work.
Julia caught my eye and waved me in. It was quite hard to judge the tension in the room. There was no preamble from Mr Barstow. "Can you track Mr Davis's car for us please?"
"Yes Sir," I got my works phone out and held it up. "He appears to be on his way in and should be here in about 10 minutes."
"We should go and meet him in the car park, Alan I would be grateful if you could join us and if either of your two chaps could be there, that might be useful."
I gave John a quick call and gave him a quick brief and asked him and Chris to meet us outside in the car park.
It couldn't have turned out better. Shithead arrived and parked in his slot, rapidly followed by a police patrol car with lights and music. Before Shithead could get out of his car a police constable stood by the driver's door and one by the passenger door. We couldn't quite hear what was said but the breathalyser appeared. There was lots of to-ing and froing with a lot of chat on the radios and we gathered Mr Davis was being arrested for something.
That's when it got really interesting.
A small crowd had gathered, and I was stood at the back. Shithead looked across at us and he could see the smile was a mile wide across my face, I gave him a double thumbs up. Then it hit him, I'd been the architect of all of his woes and misfortunes. I think that may have tipped the balance, he swung round and his elbow caught one of the police constables in the face. He charged across to me, bursting with anger, the small crowd shrank back in fear, and he could get to me. He was brought up short when the box bashing stick poked him in the chest. I saw the light go out of his eyes, his head went down, and his shoulders slumped. The constables caught up with him and he was rapidly forced to the ground and handcuffed. I looked at him he was crying, sobbing his whole body was shaking. The policeman picked him up and dragged him to the patrol car. There was a broken man. That'll teach him to prey on my wife.
I wonder if he will think of me every time he gets bent over in the shower, if that sort of thing still happens. I hope it does.
One of the constable's stayed with him and the one that got clocked in the face walked across to us, notebook in hand, pen at the ready.
"Excuse me Sir does this man work for you?"
Mr Barstow replied, "He does at the moment, but that is about to change."
"I gather this is a company car? "
"Yes." he then turned and indicated to me and said. "This is my transport manager. I'm sure we can help you with anything you need."
Looking at both of us he said, "are you aware that Mr Davis has been banned from driving for a drink driving offence?"
We both said 'no' at the same time, I added that I hadn't seen it in the papers yet, the policeman told us it was probably in today's if not Thursdays.
I stepped forward a little bit, "if he's banned from driving, he's not covered under the company insurance." Much scribbling in the notebook.
"Sir, I would be grateful if you could keep the car here and secure until our investigations are complete."
Mr Barstow nodded to me. "Not a problem constable, the car is fitted with a Dash Cam which tracks speeds and locations plus voice. would that be of any use to you?" I said.
The constable looked at us quizzically, he probably wasn't used to people being helpful. "We don't know until we see it, but if you could download us a copy, we'd be grateful. "
"I can do better than that, I can give you the whole SIM card." And that's what we did. As we walked back upstairs, I asked Mr Barstow if he had chatted to John yesterday about the salesman job. He smiled at me and said he had and that he thought a slot had just become available. He then took on a serious note and asked me if any of this have anything to do with me? I replied that it was me that tipped off the police that he was moving, and I suspected he was drunk, so as my civic duty I report him. Mr Barstow clapped me on the shoulder, smiled and said. "Very honourable, well done, just those other two to get rid of now."
Wednesday afternoon I was summoned to Mr Barstow's office. There was a policeman constable there, he had a bit of a shiner on his right eye.
"Constable Johnson has just informed me that Mister Davis is being charged with assaulting a police officer, resisting arrest, driving under the influence, driving without due care and attention, driving without insurance, and driving whilst banned and he would probably not be returning to work in the near future. I've told the constable we're in the process of letting him go, as it is a prerequisite that he drive to carry out his job. There are also several cases of speeding and ignoring traffic lights that were found on the Dash Cam, hence the driving without due care and attention. One of the worst cases he's ever seen." I looked at the policeman and smiled, he looked about 12 years old, I don't think he'd seen that much, but never mind. "I've told constable Johnson that our lawyer will be in contact because we're going to bring charges of theft and fraud onto Mr Davis for using company credit card for his own ends." He pointed out the monitor and carried on. "He bought us this recording that we might find useful. I'd be grateful if you collect your wife as an HR representative and ask Charity and Chardonnay to come in."



I was struggling not to smile, but I managed it. I told the 2Cs that they were required in Mr Barstow's office. I can only imagine the look of shock on their faces when they found a policeman in there. Julia was quickly beside me with a notebook and pen in hand, almost as if she knew what was going to happen, and I had a pretty good idea.
The 2Cs were already in tears. As soon as we all assembled Mr Barstow played the audio, and yes it was the one where they were blackmailing Andrew for £500 each.
Constable Johnson looked at the 2Cs and said. "That's evidence of blackmail, but the sums are so small it's not worth our bother. I feel you may have other problems." With that, he left after shaking Mr Barstow's, Julia's and my hand. I wonder if he put two and two together after listening to the audio.
Mr Barstow looked at Julia. "Can get on to the temp agency and order us a replacement Clerk, and when you've done that, do the paperwork for letting these two go, I think you know what the grounds are."
Mr Barstow said to me. "Alan as soon as these two have collected all their personal belongings would you be so kind as to escort them off-site. Oh, and Julia no references for these two or Mr Davis."
It was a good day.
Phillip and I had a long chat in the pub on Wednesday night, he already knew about the lift, he'd worked it out. He suspected about the 2Cs cars but didn't ask, he learned about the sticking door from some strange marks in the door frame. I told him what happened to his car, moving seats, alarm going off, none of which he knew about. I didn't admit to the windscreen incident. I told him about me turning his water off but didn't admit to entering his house. I took it as a compliment that as we parted, he said, "I think there's a lot more you're not telling me on the grounds you might incriminate yourself. Andrew was far too tired just being woken up a few times by a car alarm."
I just gave him a big grin and said, "there might be, there might not be?"
As he shook my hand to leave, he said. "Remind me not to cross you."
I added, "or Julia, but I don't think that's likely, even if you weren't the boss son. You're not as stupid as Davis."
A couple of days later I happened to drive past Shithead's house and saw a for sale sign on it, OK it's a cul-de-sac, I was checking to see if he was still around. I contacted the estate agent and asked him to pass on to the vendor if would he mind selling the shrub that was in a pot by the front door. A week later I got an answer, he'd sell it for £250. Bit expensive I thought, but it might go some way towards the redecorating the kitchen after the frying pan fire.
With Chris, Adam and a palletiser to help we got Mr Shrubbery onto the back of the truck I'd borrowed from work. We managed to get it beside my front door, and I'd just finished trimming it into a nice shape when Julia turned up, "what the flippin heck."
"Ah sweetheart meet Mr Shrubbery or it could be Mrs Shrubbery, I don't know."
"It's a Bush," she said
"It may be, but he was introduced to me as Mr Shrubbery so that's what I'll call him."
"Where did 'he' come from?" she asked.
"Don't you remember our little adventure at Shithead's house?"
I saw the light coming on in her head. "I wonder what stories he can tell," she said as she smiled at me.
She grabbed my belt and pulled me indoors heading towards the stairs I started whistling that old Don Estell and Windsor Davies tune. "Whispering Grass don't tell the trees, the trees don't need to know". Or something like that.
Talking of Shithead, he got 6 years at Her Majesty's Pleasure. It appears he was known to the Police. I got my revenge and managed to stay out of prison.
The 2Cs, I don't know what happened to them. They're probably looking over their shoulders waiting for the hammer that was never going to fall. I have more interesting things to do, like pick my nose.
Did I get the Aston? Unfortunately, 'No'. We don't have 100k to spare, but I did get a fully restored 1969 Jaguar XK8 convertible for just over 10k, it looks a bit like an Aston and Julia loves to drive it. Sailing, oh yes, and Julia spent a lot of time pulling on ropes, not all topside if you know what I mean and I was really glad we took the big ball gag, so we didn't disturb our neighbours or the wildlife.
There are more adventures planned for Julia and Alan.
Some people saw the humour in Alan's antics. Good you were supposed to. Some people took it far too seriously, I'm sorry you didn't like it. Please remember, It's fiction.
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I was not sure which category to publish this in. LW always gets a good response, whilst there is a real Loving Wife, but she is not a cheater so that ruled out LW. There is fetish, BDSM and some silliness. So, let's see when I have to make a decision.
Here I am sat in a hotel bar sipping on a pint of beer, and I'm working. I'm with a couple of work colleagues, just watching the world go by, talking about Life, the Universe, and Everything. And my company was paying for the drinks. What could be wrong with that you might ask, well normally my wife would be with me, but she had to stay at work whilst I was working away. My colleagues and I were people watching. People watching was a little hobby of my wife and mine. But here we were really watching was the interaction, facial expressions and body language of people in the bar.
Let me explain, my name is David, I answer to Dave or most things as long as they are not too rude. I'm a service engineer for a large food producing company which makes a whole range of foods and has factories all over the UK. As a service engineer, I look after the machines that bake your pizzas, and puts the lid on your cans of baked beans. Although, I was based at a factory in the South, I was currently in Nottingham teaching some employees about maintenance error investigation techniques.
A bit more information for you, most people don't go to work to do a bad job, but sometimes things go wrong. It was my job to find out why it went wrong. Did somebody not follow the correct procedure, push the wrong button, did they not have the right tools, and were they trying to make do with what they had, were they distracted, were they cold, wet, tired or all three; did they have problems at home? Or as in most cases did the machine just breakdown. It wasn't to find a scapegoat; it was genuinely to find out what went wrong so we could put things in place to stop it from happening again. And so as the machinery manufacturers couldn't blame our operatives when their machines were at fault.
That was why I am in Nottingham and why Harry, Diane and I were in my hotel bar at half past five. Yesterday in class I talked about the importance of understanding body language and facial expressions when interviewing. Harry and Diane were not going to be interviewing criminals, but normal people who'd had something go wrong with the machinery they were working with. Body language and facial expressions can give so much away. I had been in the hotel bar with the other two from the course yesterday, which was a bonus because I had already selected some subjects for these two to study. Harry was on the admin side of the business, whilst Diane was a Service Engineer like me.
Normally, Sherrie, my wife, would be with me on one of these trips, she would help with observations, she'd give a different perspective from mine on the examples I'd chosen. She liked our trips away, a sort of mini break for her. I would teach, she would shop and sight-see during the day.
Ah, Sherrie and me, we have been married for nearly 20 years, we met when I was in the service. I thought she was gorgeous, and with attention that other men paid her, some other chaps must have thought she was pretty good-looking too. She was the love of my life. I always wondered what she saw in a crusty old bugger like me, I would mention it and she would just smile at me and say, "Beauty is only skin deep, it's the character that really matters." I'd always thought of myself as an ugly bastard, so I was a happy man.
Sherrie was working as an assistant project manager at a large construction firm back home, the project manager she was working for had driven his car into a tree at 60 miles an hour. It appears that being drunk didn't ease the pain of a cheating wife, even with the help of a 300 year old oak tree. The project she was working on with him was due to finish and as she had most of the information and she was asked to step up and finish off the project. She was promised that if she finished the project, and did a good job, she would be promoted to full project manager, more than likely to take the place of the previous project manager because he'd probably be let go.
Whilst she was overjoyed at this, this was something she had been training and aiming for, for a couple of years, she was starting to have second thoughts about the promotion, we were going to talk about it this weekend when I got home. She was having help from the current department boss, Ralph. She was happy with that because we knew Ralph and his wife Carol, in fact, Sherrie and Carol had become quite good friends. Although, one had to be a bit careful around Ralph, he was going places, his father, Richard, was on the board of directors and Ralph was spending 18 months to two years in each section of the business to gain information on how the company worked so that when Richard retired Ralph will get his place on the board. It seemed like quite a good idea.
I had watched Ralph over the last couple of years, he was an interesting bloke. At a party he and Carol would circulate and everything seemed normal, but when Carol was not around, Ralph would go into people's 'private space', if they backed away, he would stay away, however, if they stayed close, he seemed to take that as an invitation for more contact, never anything inappropriate mind you, just a bit more intimacy. I thought it was something he did naturally, and he was probably not aware he was doing it. The thing that bothers me was, that given who he is, were people playing up to him or genuinely interested in him. And did they know what they were doing? It was a tad confusing, but good practise at observing people interacting with one another. If he didn't know he was doing it, then it was all innocent. If he did know what he was doing, then he was a devious bastard. And there was just something about him that didn't sit right with me, he was a tad creepy. I didn't dislike him, there was nothing to dislike. There was something just not quite right, but as Sherrie and Carol were friends, I gave him the benefit of the doubt. I did tell you I watched people.
We were in the bar to observe people. To watch their facial expressions and body language, plus the interaction between people. A hotel bar with business people in before they got too drunk was a good place to see this.
The first of my examples turned up, there was an attractive, smartly dressed lady in business attire about 35-ish years old or so and she sat at the far end of the bar. A very smart dapper looking, more mature gentleman approached her, they chatted for about 5 minutes, he bought her a drink and then passed something along the bar to her, she glanced at it and nodded. He smiled and walked away towards the lift; she waited for 5 minutes and then went to the same lift. Neither Harry nor Diane observed the lift stopped at different floors.
I asked my two companions what they thought had gone on there? Diane immediately leapt into her opinion that the lady was a high-class hooker and she had just been booked for an evening of fun. Harry disagreed, they appeared to be more intimate than you'd expect from a hooker and her John. And it was probably a tad early for that sort of naughtiness. I pointed this out to Harry and Diane that the lift stopped at different floors.
At least it got them thinking.
I'd watched that pair the previous evening and it appeared completely innocent. The previous evening, they had turned up later in the bar in much relaxed dress and spend some time going over something on the laptop. There is no sly holding of hands, cute sideways glances, they seemed to be totally concentrating on what they're doing on the laptop. When they parted there was no hugs or kisses on the cheeks, not even a handshake so I'm guessing it was completely innocent. It was just two people going about their work business. But I told them to keep an open mind, it looked innocent and probably was. There was nothing stopping the lady walking up one flight of stairs after getting out the left, just to put people off who were watching.
Next, I pointed to a couple that had just walked in, I told them to watch him, they too had been here the previous evening and I had noted these two as being good subjects for discussion.
The chap went to the bar, she got her phone out and started doing stuff. He came back with a pint of beer and a glass of white wine. He placed the wine on the table in front of her, before he could sit down, she looked at him with a hard stare and said, "It's white," he seemed confused. The look seemed to go on for 10 or 12 seconds but was probably only three or four. He left and went to the bar and came back with a glass of red. He sat down got his phone out and started doing stuff. Fortunately, after a minute or two they both put their phones away and seemed to carry on a normal conversation.
I thought it was strange because that was almost an exact repeat of what happened the previous evening. Was he just plain stupid, or is he making a point? I decided not to bother too much about it. Just to use them as an example.
I asked Harry and Diane what they had noticed about the couple? Harry, commented on the stare she gave him and how long it lasted. I asked them if they thought they were married, they both said yes. I asked why they thought that. Lovers wouldn't have a tiff like that in public. I pointed out a few things to them. Yes, they were married, and to each other because there were wearing wedding rings. Did they notice, the red wine was a much smaller measure than the white, was that him getting his revenge? possibly, it could have been just a genuine mistake. You have to keep your mind open to any outcome. And that after she had drunk the red wine, she seemed happy enough to finish off the white.
"So investigating is about asking the right questions, observations, body language, and facial expressions?" Said Harry, "you don't even have to be an expert on the machinery."
"And it's about building trust, the people you are going to be dealing with are probably scared of losing their jobs because something has gone wrong, they didn't come into work to do a bad job, and they believe their jobs are important, they were doing a service. But, yes, that's the basics, it helps if you know the answers to some of the questions you're going to ask them, but it's often a case of you sitting down and talking through what happened, but yup that's it."
That was when Harry said, "Hey Chief," they had picked up on my old Navy rank and it seemed fun for them to use it, so for this course, I answered to the name of 'Chief', "Is that the lady over there that the others told us about, what do you think about her, is she working, is she on the hunt for a man, or is she a lady of the night?"
I glanced across at her, trying not to be too obvious. She had been here the two previous night's wearing smart business attire but was now sporting a rather cute dress with quite a lot of cleavage on show.
"Oh, she is very interesting, she sits there nearly all evening with her laptop open and so far has had no more than two small glasses of wine each night. She is normally dressed quite formally as if for a business meeting, but tonight she seems to be a bit more dressy up. I think some man, or possibly lady is going to get lucky tonight."
With that I stood up and excused myself to pop to the gents, the beer was going straight through me, or was it the dozen cups of tea I'd had throughout the day. On my way back the business lady was walking the other way, probably heading to the little girl's room. She looked at me and smiled as she passed me. I did seem to keep on walking past her over the last couple of days, and she always seemed to smile at me, probably because I was such an ugly bastard.
I sat down and we carried on chatting and observing people when the business lady came back and sat down again in front of her computer. Diane leaned across to me and said, "That's a bit strange, as she walked past you, she looked at you and smiled. But she hasn't done that with any other man, and there have been a few. A couple have even tried to join her, and she's turned them down. Looks like it could be your lucky night tonight Chief."
I raised my left hand showing her my wedding ring, "I don't play away."
Actually, Diane was completely correct I had noticed, but she seemed to be walking past me a lot and even once touched me whilst we were standing at the bar when she asked me what the time was. Which is a really strange thing for Brits to do. But what I hadn't noticed was that she didn't smile at other men.
It was getting towards 7 o'clock and these people had a long way to drive, and drink driving conviction can seriously mess up your day, so they excused themselves and left me on my own.
We'd come straight from work I'd had nothing to eat since lunchtime, so I wandered up to the bar and I asked for a menu, and I got myself I beer this time. All of a sudden, the business lady was stood beside me. "Have your friends left you alone?"
"Yes, we were just discussing business, they've got a bit to drive to get home and I've had no dinner so I thought I would grab a sandwich."
"I've not eaten either, would you mind if I joined you as we both seemed to be alone."
I think Diane had clicked on well, there was something not quite right here. "Excuse me this is a little rude, but I need to send a message. I took my phone out of my pocket and looked like I was doing something. I was actually turning on The Voice recorder. I then placed the phone on the bar top.
"Actually, I'm quite happy to sit on my own and eat, I have things to think about and I have to phone the wife shortly just to let you know everything is on track for me going home tomorrow."
"Oh, come on, it won't hurt to share a table, in fact I'll even buy your dinner for you. My name is Jasmine by the way." She held out her hand and I shook it.
I was starting to get interested where this was going. I picked up my phone looked at it to ensure that it was recording and said, "OK then, that'll save my company paying for my dinner tonight."
We both ordered and I indicated an empty table in the middle of the room, but she pointed to the booth I'd come from and led the way. I had chosen that booth earlier because it gave us some privacy whilst watching people, but we would still have full view of the bar area. As she walked away I noticed she was swinging her hips more than she had done before.
As we sat down, I excused myself for leaving my phone on the table as I was expecting an important call. We sat down and she started chatting, what was I doing here, how long was I going to be here, did we have children? She already knew I was married from the earlier chat at the bar. I told her about my wife, Sherrie and I how proud was of her. I told her Sherrie normally comes with me, but she had to work. I told her the whole story. I tried to bore her, but she didn't seem bored. I told her I was looking forward to getting home and making her feel loved and relaxed. All throughout the chat she wanted to talk about work, what machines did we have, what did they do. She seemed to accept there was a wife, but she kept on trying to keep the chat away from her.
If nothing else these will be good examples of open questions for my students tomorrow. However, when I tried to draw her with similar sort of open answer questions, I got nothing back. Again, good examples of how to answer questions. What she did tell me was, that she was married to a wonderful chap, but they spent so much time apart that they had agreed to an arrangement, with that she reached a hand under the table and stroked my thigh. This was getting even more strange. I removed her hand from my thigh. I said for the benefit of the recorder, "please don't touch my leg it's spoken for," and I moved away from her.
After we finished eating, she slid around the booth so she could sit much closer to me. I slid away again to keep a reasonable distance between us. I was running out of seat.
"What, not scared of me are you?" As she said this, she put out our hand and placed it over mine.
As I withdrew my hand rapidly, I said. "I'm not scared of you, but I'm scared of where this might end up."
"Well how about my bed, or yours I don't mind."
"Sorry Jasmine, I don't do that. I don't play away from home. I notice you're wearing a wedding ring; don't you believe in what that stands for."
"Oh, my husband and I have an arrangement whilst we're working away, don't ask, don't tell"
She started playing with it twisting it around her finger. I put my hand out and said to her, "Let me have a look at that." She placed her hand in mine. I rotated the ring out of the way, and I saw the very thing I was expecting. I quickly removed my hand.
I held my left hand up showing my wedding ring. I said to her, "Because I work on machinery, I normally wear this wedding band on a chain around my neck. When I'm not working it's on my finger. So, I only wear it about half the time, and it has still left a dent and a white patch around where it normally sits. You don't have one, either a dent or a white line. You don't normally wear that ring. So, let's stop this pissing around."
Her face clouded over, and she withdrew her hand from the table.
I continued. "I am scared of where that picture your friend over there is taking of us will end up, and the story it's supposed to tell." With that I pointed to another attractive lady who was sat at a table in the middle of the room but facing us. "If she's checking her phone she's holding it at a strange angle, not so much to talk to it but to take a picture. Would you like to invite her over?"
She let out a big sigh and her shoulders sagged, she got up and walked across to the other lady, I heard her say quietly. "We've been rumbled, come on let's sort this out," they both walked across to me and sat down, the other lady put her hand out and said, "My name is Darlene," I shook her hand; however, I didn't believe either of the names they'd given me.
I started. "Let's cut straight to the fucking point, this is a honey trap, isn't it?"
Without batting an eyelid Darlene said, "Yes I've been trying to get pictures of you holding hands and kissing, we've been paid to see if you're sleeping around whilst you're away."
A shiver ran down my spine, Sherry wouldn't do this, Sherrie often came away with me. Was it her fucking bratty sister? She never liked me, she thought I'd married above my station. I don't know how much these things cost, but I thought it was out of the scope of her budget. So, I had no idea who it could have done this, except Sherry, but why would she?
I needed to get to the bottom of this. "Who are you working for?"
Darlene answered, she seemed to be the boss, "We can't tell you that, it's confidential."
"Bollocks, that's your rules, not mine, I'll get a court injunction and make you reveal the name. It'll cost me money, but it'll put you out of business."
"If we did tell you, it would ruin our business."
I stood up picked up my phone checked it was still recording and whilst doing that I took a picture of Darlene and Jasmine. I needed another beer, so I went to the bar. Whilst I was there, I enquired of the barman what the hotel's policy on prostitutes was. He looked over my shoulder at the two ladies sitting in the booth. He informed me the hotel didn't like them at all, it gave the hotel a bad reputation and that was not the sort of business they wanted. There were places that welcome that sort of thing, but this wasn't one of them.
I hadn't been back to my room since getting back from work, so I had my laptop with me, I sat back down, pulled it out, opened it and fired it up and logged on to hotels Wi-Fi. Whilst I was doing this, I informed the young ladies that I had just told the barman that they were prostitutes. That made their jaws drop. When my laptop was up and running and I downloaded files to it and posted an update on Trip Advisor.



I looked at Darlene and said. "Have you got TripAdvisor on your phone?" she nodded, "I suggest you look up the last entry for this hotel."
"Fuck." was all I heard. She had just seen a picture of her and Jasmine with the comment "People, be careful, these two are a honeytrap. Go near them at your peril."
"Right, you tell me now who it was that paid for this and what you had to do or I will post this on every hotel's website on TripAdvisor and any other website I can find including all of the hotel's Facebook pages, Instagram and any other social media outlet I can find. And when I have finished doing it in Nottingham, I will do it in Derby and then in Lincoln."
Darlene spoke, "if we tell you will you take that post down?"
"I should be able to edit it, if I can't I'll post a retraction. That will have to do."
"It was a Mr Ralph Hutchinson, he wanted us to send him pictures of you holding hands and looking intimate, better still kissing another woman."
"Fuck, that's Sherrie's boss." I pondered for a few seconds, "The bastards trying to get something on me so he can fuck Sherrie, we're not mates but we do know each other, his wife Carol and Sherrie are friends."
"I'm sorry we thought you were just another cheating husband."
Jasmine then added, "it seemed a bit strange to me, you spent most of your time talking about your wife and your life together. None of the cheating husbands we have come across in the past have done that before. They steer away from talking about family."
I realised I had finished my beer, I stood up, looked at these two and said, "Do you two want a drink?" I needed to think and going to the bar will give me some time.
"Yes please, a large G&T and a V&T would go down well right now."
"Okay, but you're still getting dinner, you could charge it to that bastard Hutchinson as expenses."
Fortunately, there was a bit of a queue at the bar giving me more time to think, the barman said to me, "Ah, so getting the prossies a drink then?"
"It appears that they are not ladies of the night, but a honey trap for cheating husbands."
"I suppose that's better, but not much and still not good for the hotel. Again, it can give us a bad name."
Walking back to the two ladies with the drinks, they got singles, not doubles; I had come up with a plan. It was only just after 7:30, I used the "find my device" app on my phone and checked if Sherrie was still at work. It was where I expected her to be, it was a pity that I couldn't track that wanker, Hutchinson.
"Right ladies, I don't like what you do, but I like cheating spouses even less and I think that wanker Hutchinson has set this up in an attempt to screw my wife. I would like your help to warn my wife."
"If he's doing that to your wife surely there are rumours in their company about what he's like? We hear that a lot," said Darlene.
"I don't work for them, but I'm sure Sherrie would have mentioned something in passing if there was. He's the son of one of the managing directors, he's been going around the company spending 18 months or two years in each section to see how the company works."
"Okay what do you want us to do?" asked Darlene.
"How are you supposed to report to him?"
"He was fairly insistent that we get a picture of you in a compromising position by no later than 8:00 o'clock tonight. You've been busy the last two nights so all we could do was set up the groundwork. And when your friends left you earlier this evening we thought we had a chance."
"Do you know how to take a video and then send a screenshot?"
"Of course, we do that a lot, especially when the customer wants a rapid reply, what are you thinking of doing?"
"I would like you to video of Jasmine holding my hand. But she turns the camera and says something like, 'This is a set-up, we have been sent to trap your husband by Ralph Hutchinson. Despite our best efforts, he did not succumb to our charms. He has recorded the whole evening to prove to you nothing happened. And I swear my mother's life that nothing did happen. Or something like that.' then you are going to send the still of Jasmine holding my hand to Ralph Hutchinson. But before you do that, you're going to send me the still and the video which I'm going to send to Sherrie."
That's pretty much what we did, they did the video using pretty much the words that I had suggested, but added a bit on the end so, as soon as I got the video and the still photograph, I phoned Sherrie.
"Hello sweetheart," I said when she answered the phone, "I can see from your phone you're still at work, is Ralph there?"
"Yes, we're just wrapping up a few things ready for the presentation tomorrow morning, he just popped out to get us a drink, actually sweetheart, as it's just me and you, I don't think I'm going to take up this promotion, it's too stressful. Ralph keeps on piling on the pressure, but at least he's here helping."
Things were starting to fall into place now. I said to Sherrie, "Sweetheart make sure you're sitting down, I've got something very disturbing to tell you and it can't wait, if Ralph comes into the room make your excuses and leave, I need to talk to you privately. I need to get on with this so I may rabbit on a bit, please let me finish."
"What's up Dave? This sounds serious."
"It is, Ralph has set up a honey trap to try and get compromising pictures of me, it failed. He was going to show you a picture of me being indiscreet. And I think he's going to try and hit on you. He shouldn't be putting the pressure on you, most of the work was done when you took over. I think he's making it overly difficult so you rely on him. And when he shows you the picture you will fall into his arms. I'm going to send you a picture, the exact same one he will show you. And I'll also send you a video that will explain everything. Sweetheart, I know this is a lot to take in but please be careful, I love you more than anything in this world so please be careful around that bastard. I've got audio recordings of everything that happened tonight." With that I sent the still and the video I then nodded to Darlene to send Ralph the still.
"This all sounds a bit cloak and dagger-ish to me, Are you sure about this?"
"More than anything in this world."
"Okay, my phone just pinged" she paused, "I have the still picture but no video yet, I can hear Ralph coming back now. We should be done in about half an hour I'll phone you as soon as I get home." Sherry hung up. She sounded tired, and I was getting tired, and very pissed off, I turned to the two ladies "Do you know, I think you two are amongst the most despicable creatures I've ever met. I don't like cheaters. But trying to seduce a man who you don't know, and don't know the reasons behind why you've been asked to do what you're doing, makes me sick."
Jasmine sounded put out "But men cheat, well some of them. We're just giving their wives what they need to do to prove it."
"That's bollocks, you go too far, Jasmine, if that's your real name, you look absolutely drop dead gorgeous, you were stroking my thigh, very close to my man parts. Oh yes it was working, things were coming up. But take this scenario, just before a man comes away, his wife picks a big argument with him. He comes here, you seduce him get a kiss or something for a picture, and you send it to the wife. But it's a setup, she wants a divorce, she is the one having an affair but wants to put the blame for the pending divorce on him. They may even have a prenup? She picked a fight with him just to upset him, he's feeling down, upset, unloved, not cared for, he may even suspect she's having an affair, so why shouldn't he. You come along, looking stunning and start to stroke his man parts, he's already down and upset and you're playing to the man's basic instincts. And that's just one scenario I can think up and I'm sure there are plenty more."
The two women looked at each other, the one calling herself Jasmine said, "it's Laura actually, and this is Alice, we hadn't thought of it like that, we thought we were doing the wives a service."
"The thing that disgusts me is that you approach the poor bastard, if you just sat there looking lonely and gorgeous and he came to you that would be a different matter. Granted you get approached by lots of men who are not your target, but at least you're being honest. As I said you pair disgust me. I'm going to get a drink and go to my room and see how much damage you've done to my relationship with my wife. But credit where credit is due, even though I blackmailed you, you gave me the name of that bastard Hutchinson. I think he was going to show her the picture of us holding hands and was going to try to have sex with her. And I wouldn't put it past him to blackmail her for more sex afterwards. He's the sort of bastard you should be going after. Goodbye and I wish never to see you two again."
As I stood up to leave, gathering my drink and laptop the hotel duty manager strolled across and asked me. "Have you finished your discussion with these two ladies Sir?" I nodded, he turned to them. "Get out, I never want to see you in this hotel again, this hotel does not want to get caught up in any of those sorts of shenanigans, good night ladies."
I went to my room and awaited the phone call, after about an hour from when I called Sherrie I was getting a tad worried and was about to phone her when my phone rang and there was, and she was in tears. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I'm really sorry." she was gasping.
I was worried now what had happened and I was 150 miles away and I had been drinking, although three beers, the rest soft drinks since this started. "Okay sweetheart calm down, be calm and tell me what happened."
"He kissed me."
"What did you do?"
"I'm sorry I kissed him back. But not for long only a second. I know it's wrong, I'm so sorry." she was still sobbing.
"Right calm down, take a few deep breaths and tell me exactly what happened." I said quietly, trying to maintain a calm that I really didn't feel. It would do no good me going off the edge now.
"Just after he came back into the room his phone buzzed and he looked at me and told me he had some bad news for me, then he showed me the picture of you holding hands with that woman. I still hadn't seen the video you said you'd sent me, I felt so tired I just burst into tears. He came and held me. It felt good, he reminded me that he had been telling me that you must be cheating whilst you're away and that you're afraid of me getting a promotion and that would make you look bad. I know that's rubbish, but I felt so weak and tired. He lifted my head then kissed me, and just for a second or so I kissed him back, I'm so sorry sweetheart, I shouldn't have done that. He tried to get me to drink the coffee he bought me, but I didn't. I told him I'd had enough, and I needed to go home and get some sleep ready for the morning, he told me I shouldn't drive in the state I was in and he offered to drive me. That was when my phone buzzed, the video had arrived. I didn't open it there and then but waited until I got to the car. Everything you told me was completely true. Not that I doubted you for one minute, but when I kissed him back, I felt I let you down. So sorry sweetheart."
That bastard had tried it on, he was picking on a vulnerable female that he had made vulnerable. I'd get him for that. "Don't worry sweetheart I know the pressure you've been under, and it was a simple mistake, they happen. When he was holding you, it would be reassuring after all the stress you've been under. He's supposed to be a friend. I'll be home tomorrow and we can sort it out then. I've had too much to drink otherwise I'd drive home to you tonight."
"No, I'm OK now, I've admitted it to you what happened, and I feel better now. But I'm really not going to take that promotion if it means working for him. We'll talk about it when you get home. I took a leaf out of your book, and I recorded it all."
"See, you really are a smart girl, it doesn't actually prove anything apart from the fact he got no further."
"Okay sweetheart, it's been a long day I need to get some sleep, I need to get this presentation done tomorrow then we have the whole weekend to ourselves, let me know what time you're going to get in."
"I'll give you a call when I leave, and you can track me on Find My Device. What time does your presentation finish?"
"It starts at 9 and should be finished by 10 give it an hour for questions and then I'm going to leave, so about 11:00 o'clock."
"Right then my little sweet thing, two things for you to do tomorrow, book a room in the Red Lion and pack an overnight bag, we're going away for the weekend, I know it's only just down the road but I'm sure you can put up with the pampering."
"That is a brilliant idea, sounds just like what we need. You do come up with all the best ideas. I know just the things to pack." She sounded much better now, "I just might have to get one of the four-poster bedrooms. I'm sure you would know what to do with one of those. I must go now sweetheart, I do love you and I'll see you tomorrow, drive carefully and I will see you sometime in the afternoon. Night, night."
Now he had really pissed me off. I didn't really like being on my own but didn't want company. I took my phone and my laptop down to the bar just to be around people. And to check the two girls had gone, they had. After another tonic water or two, a calmness settled over me. I was going to have to get that bastard back somehow it might take some thinking about to do but let's get tomorrow out of the way and enjoy the weekend. Feeling much better I went to bed and slept surprisingly well.
I got quizzed by the team on how I did with the business lady. I told them the truth, then we played some of the clips of how she had asked open questions, but to my open questions she eluded me by giving one-word answers, but still tried to drive the conversation the way she wanted. She was very good at that.
We got all wrapped up by about 10:30 and I was on the road by 11, I took the scenic route home a little bit more in miles but quicker in time. And that's what I wanted today. I don't drive and phone so about 45 minutes from home I had to stop for a comfort break, and I gave Sherrie a quick phone call. I asked her how the presentation went, and she told me it went very well, and she got some excellent feedback. I double checked she'd booked a room packed her bags and was ready to go. She told me everything will be ready by the time I got home, strangely she then giggled.
I parked the car outside the house and almost sprinted to the door, put the key in the door but the key wouldn't go all the way in, I couldn't get in. I knocked on the door and rang the doorbell at the same time.
I heard Sherrie shouting from inside, "Hang on, hang on a second, I have a surprise for you."
Sherry knows I hate surprises, this had better be good. I heard the key being withdrawn from the other side and Sherrie shouted, "OK you can come in now."
I turned the key and flung the door open, "Fuck, that is a sight I wasn't expecting."
Sherrie was wearing her off the shoulder PVC French maid's dress, including the cute little white cap which was perched on her hairdo. She had a waist clincher on laced tightly giving her a superb figure. She had on stockings because I could see the stocking tops, 5 inch heels and a black choker adorned her neck, with a pair of glasses perched on the end of her nose. By fuck she was gorgeous. I think the Red Lion will have to put up with a late arrival.
She took up a cute pose, looked at me peering over those glasses she said, "allo, allo, monsure, yur 'ouse maid haz been veery naughty. Listen very carefully for I shall zay ziss only once, she haz not booked zee hotel." a very unconvincing comedy French accent. I dropped my bag, kicked the door shut with my foot, I walked up to her, I took her into my arms and kissed her long and deep.
She pushed me away. I whispered to her, "I love you, but can we drop the French accent."
"Certainly, master of the house, but your maid should be punished, for she has been naughty. She has not booked the hotel as she was instructed. It might be better if we stay at home this weekend."
I had a feeling I wasn't going to miss going to the Red Lion after all. When we play these games there's no master and no submissive, but there is somebody in charge and somebody not in charge, we don't play master slave games.
"I think then, my naughty maid should fetch me a beverage, kneel at my feet and tell me what she has done wrong. And then if I decide, we will discuss the punishment. But I can already see there are no bags packed for our weekend and she has told me she has not booked the hotel as she was instructed. So, punishment is guaranteed it's just how much." She smiled at me and giggled and went to the kitchen. I settled myself on the sofa.
She returned with a glass of dark beer for me and a glass of red wine for her, she placed them on the coffee table and knelt in front of me. She placed her hands in her lap, head down slightly so she had to peer across the top of her glasses. That makes her look very cute, and she knows I love that look. There is only one look better than that and I was pretty certain that was coming my way later.
"I'm sorry Sir, you warned me on what that evil dastardly Ralph was going to do. And although fully prepared, I was weak, I gave in to my emotions, and I returned the kisses the evil dastardly Ralph. It was only for a second, but I may have given him the wrong idea."
"How did you leave it with the evil dastardly Ralph?"
"This morning I told him that I had proof, a video that proved you were completely innocent, and it was part of the training you are doing. I apologised for kissing him, I said that would never happen again." She took a long drink of her wine.
"My maid did well, however, she needs to be punished. Has my maid sorted out sustenance for the Master of the house?"
"Sir's favourite Chinese will be delivered at 8:00 o'clock, that gives Sir four hours to treat his maid as she deserves." she took another long drink of her wine stood up and held her hand out to me and said, "Please follow me Sir,"
She led me from the sitting room into the dining room and there laid on the dining table was a selection of our toys. Handcuffs, our soft rope, a ball gag, our biggest one, the big blindfold, the one that the nose pokes through, our leather armbinder, some of her favourite vibrators and a ping pong bat. The bat was new, we didn't normally indulge in that sort of thing.
"I think my maid should show the master of the house how sorry she is, turn round, put your hands behind your back." I took the armbinder and sliding up her arms I placed the two straps around her bare shoulders. I tightened the laces of the armbinder, her elbows nearly touched when it was fully done up. I led her back into the living room I lowered my trousers and underpants, that was difficult, there was an outstanding piece of my body.
"I think my maid knows how to make it up to the master of the house."
With that comment she opened her mouth and took my hard cock in as far as she could, she looked up at me with that cute little face, with those glasses perched on the end of her nose, her arms trapped behind her back, that to me was one of the most gorgeous sights I have seen for quite a while.
She bopped her head two or three times taking me as deeply as she could, then she pulled out and started biting around the end of my cock, gently, she then started nibbling down the side and then back to sucking it, it felt larger than normal and I thought it was going to burst, and not just white stuff from the end, after three or four minutes of this I had to stop her, I was going to come and it was too soon. I lifted off her knees and laid her back on the sofa, I spread legs her legs wide and lifted up the PVC dress. She was completely bare, she shaved down there, that is a special treat to me, she knows I don't like getting hairs in my teeth.



All of her charms were laid open to me I spread her lips and gently moved my finger over her clitoris, with my other hand I placed a single finger inside her pussy and moved it in and out slowly, I built up speed with my finger and started licking her clitoris until I heard a gasp, I quickly inserted two fingers into her cunt, but only pushed them in and out once, before I withdrew them completely. I stood up went into the dining room and collected the rope, blindfold, ball gag and the ping pong bat. I got her to sit up in the centre of the sofa then I removed her glasses, I placed the blindfold on her and buckled it tightly behind her head, I said to her, "The maid has been naughty, she's bought down her favourite vibrators, not the master of the house's favourite ones." Actually, it didn't matter which vibrator I used they were all good, I was just making a point. With that I slapped her thigh hard and as her mouth opened to scream, I jammed the ball gag in. She twisted her head so I could buckle it tightly behind her neck making sure the ball was firmly fitted behind her teeth. Using the rope, I tied her legs well apart so her bottom was just on the edge of the sofa, when she was secured, I eased my fingers inside again I move them rapidly she was again approaching an orgasm.
"Stay there," I said giggling, trussed like that she was going nowhere. I rushed upstairs opened her bedside cabinet and grabbed the other vibrators plus the bum lube. I crept downstairs trying to be as quiet as possible, I think I managed to reach her without letting her know where I was, I very quickly turned on the vibrator and applied it to her clitoris, she screamed as loudly she could through that large gag in her mouth, I now inserted two fingers into her pussy and started pumping quickly, watching for her to come, just before she got there, I stopped pulled my fingers out and started licking a clitoris her again. Now she had nothing inside her. I watched her breathing, it was getting deeper and deeper, as my hands were free, I grabbed the small pinkie finger sized vibrator and managed to get a dollop of lubrication on it before I turned it on and slipped it up her backside, this is not a big vibrator only the size of your little finger, but by gosh it is powerful.
I was hard as rock so I entered her in a long slow push and stayed fully embedded and just let the bum vibrator do its job. I wasn't far off coming myself, I started moving slowly at first and then faster, her body arched and shook, a growling came from behind the gag, I started to move, I went as hard and fast and deep as I could, her thrashing around having a massive orgasm, her clenching pussy brought me off.
I collapsed on top of her but quickly recovered, it wouldn't be good having my extra weight on top of her with her arms trapped behind her back. I stood up and looked down at her, I quickly released her legs, unbuckled and removed the ball gag then the blindfold, I unlaced the waist clincher and quite unceremoniously rolled onto her front and removed the armbinder. I pulled off the unlaced waist clincher and then unzipped the maid's dress. I wanted to carry her upstairs to bed but I was knackered and was frightened of dropping her. I went and got a quilt from the spare bedroom and we both curled up on the sofa.
We were both awakened by the doorbell ringing, bugger that must be the Chinese for dinner, neither of us was dressed to answer the door. I only had my shirt on, I quickly slipped my trousers on, went to the door grabbed the Chinese and gave the delivery girl a tip, I just wanted her out of there I think she was surprised at the size of the tip.
I put the Chinese on the table in the kitchen and returned to the living room, got completely undressed and snuggled back under the quilt with my wife.
Just after 9:00 o'clock I had the call of nature, Sherrie woke up as well and suggested we retire to bed, seemed like a good idea to me, so with her still wearing just her stockings and her 5 inch heels we went up the old apples and pears.
After the kip on the sofa, we weren't that tired, so I popped downstairs got us a couple of drinks and we spent some time catching up, she told me about her new project, still wasn't sure if she was going to take the promotion after what Ralph had done.
This annoyed me, quite a lot, she worked hard to get to the position of project manager, so she could be in charge, she had some ideas on how to make things easier for everyone, she wanted to try a more earlier flexible approach to the planning and have a say in how things were done not just follow instructions.
As we lay in bed, she's still wearing her stockings and resting her head on my shoulder I said to her "I'm going to get that bastard back" with that I pulled the quilt across us and went to sleep, we would reheat the Chinese for tomorrow's dinner.
Chapter 2
I was up early in the morning and I was frying breakfast, back bacon, sausage, eggs, mushrooms even fried bread, I know it's not good for you. When Sherrie came downstairs, still wearing her stockings but one of my dress shirts and still looking very sleepy. She came to me and put her arms around me and hugged me as I stood at the cooker, she rested her head on my back and said, "That smells good but, can we talk about my job over breakfast?"
"Of course, you've worked hard for this promotion I don't like what he's done. We had better talk it through to see if we can work out what happened."
After we sat down, we talked about the promotion, she told me she didn't want it if this was going to be the workload involved every time, it wasn't worth the respect or the extra money. She told me Ralph kept on finding problems that had to be sorted before the presentation, although she didn't think they were a problem, but he was her mentor, so she did as she was told, but took note of them so she didn't make the same mistake and she could look into them later to see how much a problem they would have been. She had told me the majority of the work had been done and it just needed the final touches and the presentation to be produced and delivered so she didn't really see the need for the additional work.
I was wondering, was Ralph making the job extra hard. When I suggested this, she said she would have a quiet word with somebody else on the project management team on Monday, but she'd suspected the same. She also mentioned to me that over the last two or three months even though we were friendly, she had noticed Ralph started to do me down, not much, just a little bit, just little snipes about 'only' being a service engineer and that was it he kept on adding 'only just' before some comments when I came into the conversation. It hadn't really struck her until last night what he'd been doing. Hindsight is an exact science.
She told me she'd been awake for a couple of hours during the night thinking now that all the pressure was off that the job should get easier, I also did my usual waking up at 3:00 o'clock and I thought about things too, but I came to the conclusion that he was trying to wear her down so he could have sex with her and the honey trap was supposed to be the final opening of the box. I told her all about what happened with Jasmine and Darlene. I came up with a very rough plan on how to get him back, but any getting him back was always going to hurt Carol, was she up for that? She told me as much as she liked Carol, and they got on very well together, he couldn't get away with this. As he only spent about two years in each section, she was wondering how many times he pulled this stunt before he was about to move on, he only had a couple of months left in the project management section before he was moved on to his next position.
We had a very pleasant Saturday; in the evening I cracked a bottle of our decent wine and had the warmed-up Chinese for dinner. Throughout the day I'd give it some thought to our revenge. We were sitting in front of the fire when I told Sherrie that I had an idea, but wanted some information that she could get about Ralph and his plans for the next few weeks, when was going away, where to and what for. She knew he was going to a symposium in Reading the following Friday and Saturday, and Saturday was his birthday. She had a quizzical look on her face when she asked me what I was thinking, I told her she'd have to wait as I needed the help of somebody else, but she would have a part to play.
I was up early on Sunday, I did some Googling, around early afternoon I told Sherrie we needed to find out which hotel he's staying in Reading next week so we could arrange for Carol and us to secretly meet him in his hotel on Saturday for his birthday and hope he gets caught with his pants down. I had a cunning plan, but I needed help. I told her I had to phone some acquaintances in Nottingham, but she should listen in. And if she wanted to, she could stop it.
I dialled the number I got from the Internet, I started before they could say anything, "Hello is this Alice?"
"Yes, who is this please?"
"This is probably your most disliked man on the whole planet, it's David from Thursday night."
"Yes, you're right on about that, you are not our most favourite man right now, but you did give us something to think about. May I ask the pleasures of this call?" She didn't sound like it was a pleasure to her.
"Well, I'm going to eat some humble pie, I'm going to ask you to do the very thing that I slagged you off for on Thursday."
"You don't sound very humble, OK who's the mark, or shall I guess, may it be someone with the initials RH."
"There are no flies on you are there, do I call you Darlene or Alice?"
"I prefer Darlene it doesn't sound as mundane as Alice, and there is no Wonderland in the business we do."
I explained how I thought Sherrie and myself had been set up by Ralph Hutchinson, the extra workload, the gentle denigration, and the honey trap. I told her a brief outline of my plan, but it had to be next Saturday in Reading. I asked if they were available. She said she would have to check with her diary and Jasmine, and she would get back to me. I did warn her that it may be Sherrie answering my phone. She paused for a short while and said she would live with that and if this went ahead, they would probably have to meet her anyway.
My phone rang after about 20 minutes, it was Alice, sorry Darlene. I put it on speakerphone and told her so, she started. "OK we've talked about this and we're up for it, he's worse than a cheating husband. We want to arrive Friday to do our usual "come hither look."
"That's good," I said. "We will be there as well, and we can go over the plan, do I have to sign a contract or something?"
"No, oddly enough, we trust you. But you haven't asked how much it will cost."
"Mmm, oddly enough, I trust you as well not to rip us off, but to be honest I don't care. He tried to damage my marriage, my wife and me, he's also cheating on his wife, whom we both think is a very nice lady."
"You said "not rip us" off, can we assume that Sherrie is up for this as well?
From the other side of the room, came the shout, "Too fucking right I am, I want to screw this bastard to the floor with his bollocks."
"Does that answer your question," I said, laughingly.
"We assume that is Sherrie, believe me, we will do what we can."
"Yup that's Sherrie. OK if you can keep next weekend free, we have to confirm a few things and that we're not barking up the wrong tree. We have no intention of destroying somebody if we're wrong. When's the latest you need to know?"
"Midday Friday, that will give us time to drive down, Jas has already started planning her wardrobe, and mine. But the more notice you can give us the better."
"See, I may not sound humble, but I have eaten some pie. Don't take this the wrong way but I hope this is a storm in a teacup and we don't see you next week."
"Actually, when you ripped us both a new one last Thursday you made us rethink our plan of attack, so we've planned to change how we do things. We've got a couple of marks this week to test out but we think yours will be the real test. And we think it would be nice to meet Sherrie, we think we owe her an apology."
Still from the other side of the room, the shout came, "I drink gin and tonic, and the first one is on you and it's a large one."
There was a pause on the other end of the line. "Hey Dave, we have to ask, why is Sherrie shouting, have you got her tied to a chair in the corner of the room or something?"
"Nothing so kinky I'm afraid, she's just doing the ironing. Right, we'll be in contact sometime this week and I'll try and keep you updated as we go through the week. It's been quite nice to talk to you when you're trying not to trick me."
There was another shout from across the room, "Dave stop it, actually, if this goes ahead it might be nice to meet up with you." We said our goodbyes and I hung up, what I didn't tell them was, yes Sherrie was doing the ironing, but she was only dressed in stockings, five inch heeled thigh boots and an under bust corset. I'm cooking dinner tonight.
We returned to our mundane weekday lives. On Monday Sherrie mentioned to a couple of her colleagues about things that Ralph had come up with that she'd had to fix for the presentation, people generally thought he was being a bit picky, but there was also a feeling there was a sense of 'don't mess with Ralph, he's going places,' so yes, he was being picky and these things were probably not necessary. But you had to do them because he was the boss, and the son of a managing director. She started making discreet enquiries around work and at the other divisions where Ralph had been. She told me she got a few negative responses but generally she was met with a wall of silence, which made her suspicious. She didn't want to push too hard in case word got back to Ralph.
On Tuesday she spread her search a little wider, but this time there was more of a wall of silence, and some people even hung up on her. A couple of people that did answer came back with "not my place to say," she was now even more convinced there had been something going on, but we were running out of time.
We decided Wednesday was the last day. Ralph popped in to see her and asked if she was alright as she seemed a little quiet, she told him she'd had a busy weekend with me just coming back from Nottingham. He indicated they go and stand in a corner, so she followed, he started off by apologising for kissing her on Friday, it was very inappropriate. She was just beginning to think that we were doing the wrong thing and there was nothing here, when he stepped forward, took her hand and said that he enjoyed even that little kiss very much, and if there was a chance, he'd like to do it again; she didn't think he was talking about under the mistletoe. Now that changed her mind, she was convinced he had done something, somewhere. Just with that one sentence.
She was just packing up to leave at about 4:30 when her phone rang, she picked it up, but before she could say anything a female voice on the other end said, 'you're asking about Ralph Hutchinson, meet me there Coster in the High Street in 10 minutes, I've got a black coat on' and then they hung up.
She phoned me and told me what was happening, I couldn't get there in 10 minutes so I'd be no help to her, I was up to my armpits in a marrowfat pea canning machine which had decided to jam a can sideways. Anyway, I couldn't drive to the coffee shop in 10 minutes.
Just before six, she sent me a text saying she was on the way to get some fish and chips then she was off home, she had a lot to tell me, I texted back, no peas for me, I'm sick of the sight of them.
I got home just before seven to find the table laid and the fish and chips in the warming oven with a bottle of wine on the table, wine with fish and chips on a school day, must be something important. Sherrie came into the kitchen with a smile that would have made a Cheshire cat proud. "Got him!"
She repeated the story the lady in Coster had told her, four years ago she had an affair with Ralph, and it appears he did pretty much the same thing, running down her husband, who was accountant, knocking her down, then building her up. They went to a conference together and he got her drunk and they ended up in his bed. The worst part was as they already had two children her husband had, had a vasectomy, Ralph didn't use any protection and she got pregnant. When she confronted him, he denied everything. She threatened that when the baby was born, she would demand a paternity test and screw his ass to the floor. She admitted it was an idle threat because if her husband found out she would be divorced, and she couldn't do that.
Ralph owned up, paid for the abortion in a discreet clinic and paid her several thousand pounds to keep quiet, Sherrie asked if she had any proof at which point the woman pulled out a cheque for seven and a half thousand pounds signed by Ralph, and two photocopies of the receipt for the hospital stay for the abortion with Ralph's signature on it. She also told Sherrie she could put in contact with others as she no longer worked for the company. We weren't barking up the wrong tree. The plan would go ahead.
I phoned Darlene and Jasmine and told them we were on; I would book and pay for a hotel room, did they want a twin or double or two separate rooms, Darlene laughed and said a double of course, what was I thinking. Sherrie got on the phone to Carol and suggested a surprise meeting with Ralph in his hotel on Saturday to celebrate his birthday, Carol thought it was a brilliant idea because she was struggling to come up with something.
I spent the next day booking rooms in a couple of hotels and the hotel restaurant at 8:00 o'clock for four people. I sent the details of the restaurant booking to Carol and I told her we'd meet her there as we had things to do. I booked Sherrie, myself, Darlene and Jasmine into a hotel around the corner, we didn't want to be seen by Ralph prior to the event.
On Friday Sherrie and I booked into the hotel, and we stood at the bar waiting for Darlene and Jasmine, Sherrie looked over my shoulder and said. "That's them, isn't it?"
I turned and looked, although they were dressed down, you couldn't miss the style, "Yep that's them."
They saw us and started heading our way, Sherrie leaned into me and said, "They're gorgeous even dressed like that, you turned them down."
I put my finger under her chin and I moved her head round so she looked at me and I said with all seriousness, "I love you and only you, I think it was you who said beauty is only skin deep, it's the character that really matters."
When they got to us Darlene she said in a usual forthright manner, "I don't know whether to give you a hug, a slap or shake hands."
Sherrie sorted that out for us, "With what we're about to do, I think a hug is more appropriate than shaking hands, and definitely better than a slap." So, we all hugged. We found a quiet corner in the bar ordered some food and drinks and started the planning, there wasn't much planning required really, just some timings, these two girls knew exactly what they were going to do, they'd done it all before, even down to getting caught by a PI or the wife. The girls went and got changed and then went to the hotel where the conference was to start to 'bump into' Ralph. We arranged to meet them at breakfast.
In the morning Jasmine started. "We did the usual smile and walk past, I even managed to get to stand next to him in the bar and smile. He seems a nice person, nothing may come of this, he could be like you Dave and all our womanly wiles will fail."
Sherrie replied, "if that happens so be it and we were wrong, but I don't think so," we went over the timings for tonight because this was the awkward part. The conference was due to finish after a buffet liquid lunch at about 4:00 o'clock the girls were planning to be there from 5:00 o'clock.



The girls and Sherrie chatted about the things that the girls had seen in their line of business, the conference was what they called a target rich environment, so many men obviously looking for something on the side, they had even been approached as if there were a couple of prostitutes, they were used to that, and after the odd slap around the face or stamp on the foot, word soon got about that they were not ladies of the night. All we have to do now was wait.
That evening Sherrie and I dressed, she looked stunning. I looked, well just like me, a service engineer in a suit, not so much a silk purse out of a sow's ear, more of sow's ear out of a silk purse, I made the handmade suit I had on look like a sack of spuds with a rope tied round the middle. When I mentioned this to Sherrie, she just smiled and kissed me and said. "Character."
We went to the conference hotel and found ourselves a quiet corner so we could watch the girls about their business. The girls looked hardly any different from the Friday night, OK the clothes are gorgeous, but it was the confidence and manner that would be attractive to a bunch of men and maybe some women.
Sherrie could see exactly what the girls were on about with this crowd of men, on one trip to the ladies she got approached herself three times, whilst she wanted to use the girl's approach of giving them a slap, she didn't want to draw attention to herself so she said she just whispered to them, "fuck off before my husband comes over here and beats the shit out of you." That generally did the trick.
Sherrie what amazed and how the girls operated, they would walk past Ralph arm in arm and smile at him. On more than one occasion after they had passed, he would stop turn and look and you could see the lust in his eyes. We weren't paying much attention, we thought it was a bit early, but all of a sudden it happened. He left the crowd he was with and walked across the girls and without being asked sat down next to them.
Spot on time, well close enough, all three got up and walked towards the lifts. Now it's up to Carol, about 10 minutes later Carol walked in, she was not alone. All I heard was Sherrie say, "Shit, that's Ralph's mum and dad and Carol's mum and dad too." Oh fuck this was going to be good.
Carol waved and came across to us, she apologised for being late, she wasn't late at all. Introductions were made, I'd never met Ralph's mother and father, although Sherrie had, neither of us had met Carol's parents. I said it was about time we went to include Ralph in this party, I had to go past the restaurant to get the bigger table, just in case things didn't work out as we expected.
Once that was all sorted, we headed towards the lifts, as we were going up in the lift, I suggested everybody stood to one side whilst I knocked on the door and called out room service, then as the door opened, they could all step from the side, they would have to keep well to the side so they couldn't be seen through the door spy hole. I also suggested that Sherrie and I record it for posterity on our phones. That met with great approval. Right, just before 8:00 o'clock with everybody in position, I rapped on the door and called out, "room service" in a loud voice, really to let the girls know that we were on time and then I faced away with my phone ready.
We heard a muttered sound from the other side of the door and then the door being opened I turned and everybody appeared in front of me, Sherrie had her phone up recording. The look on Ralph's face was fucking amazing, but I wish I could have seen the look on Carol's and Ralph's parent's face's because behind Ralph, were two stunning ladies both with their dresses around their ankles, that wasn't part of the plan we talked about earlier. One had a hand covering her crotch and her other arm across her bare breasts. The other one had one hand to her face, and the other covering her crotch, she didn't need to cover her breasts, her hourglass figure was encased in a tight corset. Both were wearing stockings, neither were wearing knickers.
At this point I spoke up and said, "I think we had better go, we're not family." There was a whooshing sound and Ralph collapsed to the floor holding his groin, that was when we stopped recording. Carol and the parents shot off down the corridor heading towards the lifts. Looking back into the room there were two giggling girls with huge smiles on their faces and nobody was covering any breasts. We couldn't leave Ralph lying there like that, so Sherrie and I picked him up and put him on the bed. I looked at the girls smiled and said, "You bloody minxes. That wasn't the plan"
Jasmine said. "You're right, it's all a front, he's a fucking arsehole."
It was time we made ourselves scarce.
Sherrie and I left and headed back to our hotel, I didn't bother stopping in the restaurant, the table was booked in Ralph's name anyway. I really needed a beer, and I think Sherrie could do with a large G&T. After getting our drinks we found ourselves a quiet booth, once settled, we looked at each other and smiled we both took a deep sigh and then a long drink. It didn't take long for two stunning girls to join us. They were also doing impressions of Cheshire cats. I was dispatched to get more drinks, to be honest both mine and Sherrie's had gone down in one go.
When I got back the three of them were deep in conversation about what had happened, Ralph had come on to them quite heavy and arrogantly, telling them what to do and how to entertain him. They both thought he was the worst kind of man that they had met. And that was when they decided to drop their dresses. Sherry then started quizzing them if it was always like that, Jasmine replied sometimes better, sometimes worse, but it was always exciting, Sherrie wanted to know where Jasmine got that corset from, it was stunning, she wanted one like that, she was told it came from Axford's, unfortunately, they closed in 2019. But Vollers has an amazing range. The girls kept on chatting; I was a bit of an outsider sat with three beautiful intelligent women just listening. I really didn't mind. At some stage Darlene went to the bar and Jasmine went to the toilet.
Sherrie leaned into me and whispered, "I like these two, they have the B and the C."
"Well, you should know, because so do you." she smiled at me and kissed me. Darlene came back with the drinks and Jasmine came back from the toilet, Jasmine was walking very quickly and was clutching something, she slid in next to Sherrie and slid the corset she had been wearing across to her. Shit, she was naked under that dress, that wasn't good for my heart rate. We carried on chatting till about 10:30 o'clock when the girls said they were going to bed as they had to be up early in the morning. They had a job in Derby tomorrow evening. They even suggested that Sherrie open up a branch of their business down here. One look from me put the kibosh on that.
Sherry looked at me and I nodded slightly, she faced the girls and said, "It has been amazing meeting you two, if you're ever down here again, please give us a call, we would love to meet up, this has been a real eye-opener, and thank you so much for what you've done, I think he's going to get his just desserts, and that's down to you two. I've had a fantastic weekend, and I don't think it's over yet." Gently lifting the corset that Jasmine had given her.
We all stood up so the girls could say their goodbye's.
I surprised myself next when I opened my mouth, "If you do get business down this way and you want our help just give us a shout, I may not have approved of your initial strategy, but after what I saw people approaching you in the hotel, I think your new one can stand up to scrutiny. So, if you need any help down here give us a call. And you better send me the bill."
At that Darlene opened her handbag and took out a till receipt, I looked at it, £84.54. I gave her a quizzical look.
"It's our petrol bill, we're doing this at cost."
What happened next amazed me even more, I didn't think I was the girl's best friend, they weren't into men anyway.
Jasmine grabbed hold of me and gave me a huge squeeze, "You are an honourable and lovely man, Sherrie is lucky to have you, and you are lucky to have her. If there are more men like you Alice and I may not be like we are. It has been a real pleasure." She used Darlene's real name.
I was surprised at that, and I said. "No you are wrong, most men are like me, most of the men I meet are honourable and honest. Unfortunately, in your business you seem to meet the dregs and the scum, next time you look at a football crowd of men just remember that most of them are like me. Apart from the fact that I don't like football. Oh, and by the way, you are who you are, don't change."
Jasmine went to Sherry and gave her a big hug and a kiss on the cheek, Darlene came across to me and wrapped her arms around me and she whispering to my ear, "Thank you lovely man." I got a kiss on each cheek and a quicker one on the lips. The girls headed towards the lift.
This was getting embarrassing, it took me a while to get my shit together, then I took hold of Sherrie's hand and led her to the lift, she was clutching the corset to her chest. As much as I would like to have done something tonight after being around all those sexy people, I was too knackered for anything, and when Sherrie collapsed on the bed she probably was too. I think a good cuddle was in order.
We got up for breakfast late, a quick enquiry revealed the girls had booked out at about 7:00 in the morning, they were probably home by now. We heard nothing from anybody all day Sunday, and Sherrie admitted to some trepidation about going to work on Monday.
Epilogue.
Monday Sherrie phoned me about midday and said we had both been requested to meet Richard in his office at half past five and she had agreed on my behalf, Okay let's see how far the shit was going to fly from the fan. She also told me, that she had turned down the promotion.
I turned up in my work clothes, oh I might have put a little extra grease and pea juice down my front, just so they knew exactly who I was. As we waited, Sherrie filled me in that Ralph hadn't been seen all day, and the whole place was subdued, that was about all she had time to say before we were ushered into Richard's office, we were asked if we wanted a drink, I asked for tea, white, none, Sherrie had a coffee. I thought Richard was trying to compose himself for this difficult situation, the secretary bought the drinks in, Richard told her he was finished with her for the day and she should go home now. She seemed to accept the dismissal.
Sherrie and I had talked about this, the collateral damage that this was going to cause. She had explained to me the outlines of a plan. Ralph's philandering was always going to come out eventually, so sooner rather than later, and it could be done in an almost controlled method, not sheer mayhem. And she started in on it on that plan now.
She didn't give Richard time to say anything, "Sir, David and I have talked about this and have already deleted the videos off our phones, it's a family problem to sort out, we have not, and will not discuss this with anybody else that wasn't there at the time. I was the only one there from the company, so only I know about it. Is there anything else you want to know?"
"Please, we were introduced as Richard on Saturday, I would feel better if you used that." He sighed but seemed to pick himself up a bit when he realised, that there were friends sat across the table from him. "Actually, no I think you've covered about all of it, you seem to have stolen my thunder, I had several questions and a request but you seem to have sorted it all out for me. I can see why Ralph and the team thought you would make a good PM." he paused, "but I gather you've turned the promotion down?"
"That's correct Richard, I don't think that lifestyle is for us."
"Ah that's a pity, I have a new contract here for you, if you would be so kind as to look over it before you make a final decision, there is a precis on the first page." He slid a package of papers across to us. Sherrie picked off the top sheet and held it between us, the salary had gone up, not massively, probably not enough to raise eyebrows amongst her work colleagues, but there were added benefits, extra holidays, private medical insurance for the both of us plus a couple of other little things.
I looked at Richard and said. "This is very rude I know but please excuse us for a couple of seconds." I leaned across and whispered into Sherrie's ear, ear she just nodded.
"I'm sorry Richard I can't accept this; I feel it would be dishonourable to accept these extra benefits if my colleagues aren't getting them. I find the hours that some of the PM's work is not what I want, this man sat here beside me comes first, some of the hours your people are putting in would ruin my family life. I'm not going to do that. There is a work-life balance, so I'll go back to being an assistant and go home to my husband every night at 5 o'clock. But thank you very much, it's a kind offer." What she was really saying was we thought the extra holidays and medical insurance were a bribe.
Richard steepled his fingers and rested his chin on them for a bit, he looked at the pair of us and continued. "I would need to get this passed by the board, but how about this as a basis, you average a 37 hour week over a rolling six week period. We will not give you large projects and you will have the right to refuse those that may impinge on that work life pattern. The extra holidays are there if you want them. But I must insist that you accept the medical insurance for two reasons. One, we don't want you off sick, I want you back at work as soon as possible after any illness, the company is being greedy. We want you working at maximum efficiency, not off poorly. Two, David through his support to you has shown support to this company, I and the board think that he should be rewarded. Also, this whole scheme is planned to be rolled out to all sections over the next couple of years, you're just the first person to receive it, oh and we don't want you off looking after a poorly husband. Please go home and think about it."
I leaned folding in my chair. "Richard, may I ask a question or two?" He nodded." Does the board know what happened on Saturday night, where is Ralph, what is going to happen to him, but most importantly how are Carol, her parents, you and your wife holding up?"
He stood up and went to the corner bar and poured us a drink without asking, I don't like whisky, I like beer, but I accepted it. We could see he needed time to think. He did the steepled fingers thing again, and said," That's actually very kind of you to consider the family. The board know some of the details, basically, Ralph may have been indiscrete with two ladies of the night in his room."
I felt Sherrie bristle at the mention of her two new friends being called "ladies of the night" I reached across and squeezed her arm.
"Ralph still works for the company, he is my son, but I don't think you'll see him get a seat on the board. You may come across him if you go to some of our smaller concerns if he decides to stay with the company, that's up to him, that is all I'm going to tell you about him. Family, now that's a different matter, Carol is almost certainly going to divorce him, she has suspected that he has been doing stuff like this for a while, but she could not find any proof, she admits to not looking very hard because she loved him. Carol's parents are fine, they are busy looking after their daughter and their grandchildren. I'm doing reasonable, I've got my work and this mess to sort out. It's Ralph's mother that's taking it the hardest, she's going over to see Carol and the grandchildren tomorrow and I'm hoping that will pick her up a bit, but she's a tough old bird, and she'll work out how to live with it. Thank you for asking." He looked at Sherrie and said, "Would you be so kind as to give Carol a call, I think she could do with a friend, and she really likes you," looking at me he carried on, "Seems to like you as well."
I thought it was time we went, so I stood up and held my hand out to Richard, he took it, "Please pass on our best regards to all the family, we are thinking of them, tell Carol she can phone us anytime or bring the kids over If she wants to, we've got lots of boy's toys they can play with."
Sherrie also stood up and offered a hand which Richard took, "Broadly I accept your verbal contract but we will still need to see the details in black and white." We walked towards the door, I held it open for Sherrie, as she was about to leave, she turned and said to Richard. "The two ladies of the night you mentioned were staying in our hotel, when they saw us they came across to apologise, they were just two girls out for a good time and he seemed such a nice fellow, a gentleman, polite considerate, he never mentioned he was married and he wasn't wearing a wedding ring, they told us they don't play with married men. He wasn't paying for their services; I hope that makes you feel a little better about him?" We left.
"That was nice of you," I said.
"Fuck that twat, I was trying to lessen the pain for the family, it would really hurt Carol if she thought he was paying for sex." I gave her a funny sideways look, "okay, okay I was defending Jas and Darlene as well."
Sherrie got the new contract by midday Tuesday, and it was everything that Richard said it would be. She accepted the job.
Walking home from work on Thursday Ralph popped out of an alley and fell in beside me, "I have to know, did you set me up?" he asked.
I stopped and looked at him. "Did you set Sherrie up?"
"You can't answer a question with another question,"
"Oh, I think I can in this case." I just smiled at him and walked on. We never saw him again.
And that corset looks stunning on my sweet wife.
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A short punchy one, and a bit of silliness. Again, nothing new here for LW fans. No editors were harmed during the production of this work. And it probably shows.
I awoke in our bed and I reached across for my husband, he wasn't there. I looked at the clock, it was a quarter past three. The house was silent, he wasn't in the bathroom, I crept out of bed and went to the bedroom door. I could see the light on downstairs.
I crept along the landing making trying hard not make the floorboard creak, I think I managed it. I could just see him in the lounge, he was looking at a mobile phone. His was on his bedside table so it must be mine.
No, no he couldn't find out about my affair. I had deleted all of my messages from my lover and the call log immediately after I got them. I love my husband; I love him so much. So why did I do it?
There was nothing on my phone from him, I've memorised his number and deleted everything after I sent it. There was nothing on there.
I do know why, to have the attentions of an attractive younger man and the excitement. Come on! what a shabby excuse, my husband gave me excitement. Shit how do I put this right. How do I get back to normal, what was normal.
I'd have to stop the affair straight away. I'd already told him I wanted to stop, but he didn't. We had only done it three times. Shit, three times, once was too much. He will never forgive me.
One message to him ending it all finally, I was not even going to risk a meeting. Not even a final fling just to finish it off. I will have to find something to threaten him with. Tell his wife or HR? We work at the same place. I had to stop this and never let it happen again. But how do I get back to normal with my husband?
I'd denied him nothing, in fact, I did more, I let him have my bum, I asked him to tie me up, his favourite. And for some reason I came harder than I have ever done before, I think I fainted. Did he notice, was that the change, did he think it was guilty sex I was giving him, I don't think so, but may be he notice? Did I change my clothes, my makeup? I don't know; thinking back, I don't think so, but I can't be certain.
Did I give away little signals, did my husband notice? He does notice lots of things. If he did, why didn't he confront me. Shit, what do I do? Do I confess or do I keep this to myself forever? I have to stop this, but how do I make it up to him? If I do extra things, will he notice, will he recognise my guilt? I have to be normal. But I don't know what normal is now.
Bloody hell, I wished to hell I'd never started the affair; it seemed so simple back then. Just the odd meeting. the chase, the excitement, it wasn't worth it. My mind was full of confusion. I crept back to bed. I lay there awake, trying not to cry.
My husband came back and got into bed. What would I normally have done when he came back to bed. I slid my hand across the bed and touched his back, he shrugged me off. Shit, he knows something; he's never done that before. I try not to cry; I have ruined my life and my husband's.
He rolled onto his back and his foot came across the bed and touched mine. He often did that when he wanted contact and to let me know he was there for me. I felt guilty now. But at least he touched me. I went to the toilet. I had to blow my nose and stop crying.
I got up at my usual time and made him a cup of tea like I normally do, don't do anything different, don't do him a fried breakfast as a treat. He will think I'm trying to get round him. We only did toast normally, so that is what I did. Normal.
I hadn't had time to check my phone before he came downstairs, I was trying not to cry. He didn't say much; he looked sad. I could swear there were tears in his eyes. How much did he know? What had I done to this man, I had destroyed him and if the children found out, or our parents; it would hurt them as well. Shit if we got divorced, I couldn't hide what I'd done. Those short mediocre bouts weren't worth it, I have to make this up to him but how, and if I did anything other than normal, it would look suspicious. We just sat there. He didn't even look at me, I felt so ashamed. I still didn't know what to do.
Then a glimmer of hope, my phone bonged with a WhatsApp message, I picked it up it was from Jane, my sister. She told me it was on the news that one of my work colleagues had got mugged last night and was in the hospital. I didn't think it was important. I had other things to worry about. I carried on looking through my phone and then I said to my husband. "I've got a text message from a strange number, must be a wrong number."
The message said, 'Come on, Thursday evening was fantastic.' oh shit, I'd told my husband I was working late that night, but at least I got home early. If he'd seen that I was in the shit.
My husband looked at me and told me he was sorry he shrugged me off last night, his back was giving him real gyp and he couldn't sleep. He didn't want to disturb me, so he got up, and went for a walk to get some movement back in it. Just ignore that message and delete it he said.
I did, and with that, I deleted my lover. Now to spend the rest of my life trying to be normal whatever normal was.
I have about 25 stories in the pipeline, a few need a final tweak, a few need the attention of an editor. Six are 9/10 finished, five are half finished the rest are just outlines.
Now on with part two.
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More silliness to follow on from Thoughts of an Adulterous wife from the husbands point. Still no editors were harmed during the production of this work.
I'd been downstairs looking through the phone, wondering what to do with it. I heard the floorboards upstairs give a little creak; a quick glance and I could see she was spying on me. I waited till she went back to the bedroom and then I went back upstairs. I hid the phone under one of the sofa cushions for now.
It started about three weeks ago.
I went to my wife's office to surprise her at lunchtime, I saw her leave the building, she was alone. I headed towards her car to intercept her, but she walked the other way, she was looking around nervously. I recognised that spring in her step, she was excited.
I saw her get into a car on the passenger side, and it drove off. I just managed to get to my car in time to follow it, it went to a large car park on the other side of town and parked in the corner under the trees, it was dark there. Then I saw them both get out and get in the back. He was a young, handsome, a fit-looking man. Shit.
I tracked her phone; it was still in her office building. After only about 20 minutes or so they got back into the front of the car and drove off. I couldn't be sure if they'd had sex, but why get into the back of the car if you were only talking? I guessed where they were going so, I managed to get into her office car park before them. They got out of the car and went into the building separately. Shit, what to do? She was hiding something.
I thought I'd push it a bit that night, I asked her for anal sex. She'd denied me that for years, but she let me do it this time, and even seemed to like it, and showed an interest in doing it again sometime. Was it guilt on her part?
The following night she asked me to tie her up, one of my favourites. She came like a steam train. I had to put my hand over her mouth, so she didn't wake the neighbours. Was she just getting more adventurous, or was it guilt sex?
I thought about how she'd acted recently, had she changed anything, her makeup, the way she dressed, coming home late, going out with the girls more? Was she doing anything different, apart from the bum sex and bondage? No, nothing, everything seemed normal. But now I'd had my interest piqued.
I went on her company website and found out his name. After a little digging around, I found out he has a wife and a four week old baby girl. He wasn't getting any sex at home.
I kept an eye out for any changes in my wife. She asked me to answer her phone and read out messages she'd been sent, just like I normally do. So, she wasn't trying to hide anything on her phone. Did she have a second phone? I don't think so because she asked me to go into her handbag and get stuff for her. There was no walking out of the room when I came in when she was on the phone. She was either very good at hiding things or I was wrong.
I used the next couple of weeks to track him down and work out his routine. He went to his local pub on a Friday evening, probably his time away from the screaming kid and wife.
She told me she was working late on Thursday but would be home by seven o'clock. I watched her like a hawk for any signs, nothing. And she actually got in at half past six, looking exactly like she did when she left. I tracked her phone, it was at her office building all the time, but she could have left it behind like she did when she went to the car park. She didn't rush to the shower or any of the warning signs I expected.
Right, time to find out what was happening.
Friday, I plied the wife with drink and gave her the best sex I could, she soon fell asleep. I put on some dark trousers and a hoodie and headed to his pub, picking up a stout stick on the way.
I saw him leave the pub alone swaying slightly, good, because he was younger, taller and probably stronger than me. I followed him and when we got to a dark area, I tapped him on the shoulder with my stick and invited him to give me his phone and wallet. He turned and in his drunken bravado he swung at me, I just stepped back and fell off the pavement and ended up on my back, he took his opportunity but instead of running away he charged me, I lifted my leg and he ran his bollocks onto my foot, he crumpled like the sack of shit he is. I picked up my stick and got him to give me his wallet and phone. I threatened him again for the phone passcode and credit card PIN, and after a little persuasion with my stick, I got them. His right hand didn't work too well after that. I checked the phone code, and it worked. And there it was, my wife's name and phone number in his contacts with lots of messages; I could see times and dates, including Thursday. I'd study them later. He still wasn't out of it even though he was laying down, he swung his leg and tried to kick me, I just stepped smartly out of the way and brought the stick down on his arm and then out of sheer spite, nothing else. I jumped in the air and landed with both feet on his knee, I imagine the bones cracked but I couldn't hear it over his screaming.
I went and found a quiet spot and went through his wallet, a nice picture of a woman and a baby. I guess that was his wife and child, a bit of cash, some credit cards and pack of three condoms with two missing.
I made my way to the nearest cash point machine, and still with my hoodie on to hide myself I took as much money out of his account as I could. I threw the wallet in the river on the way home.
I got home just before three and I threw my clothes in the laundry basket. I sat on the sofa in my underpants, as I would normally do, and checked through his phone. It was all there, times, dates, everything, I was upset. But I liked the last one the best of all. She had messaged him. 'Never again, it was a mistake; if you talk to me ever, I'll tell your wife and HR.' And then she put the boot in. Hard. 'I don't know what I saw in you, you and your limp cock are not very good, my old man is much better, I'm going to make it up to him.'
Then I had a nasty thought, I sent my wife a text from his phone 'Come on, Thursday evening was fantastic.' That would put the cat among the pigeons. It was then that I heard the floorboards creak upstairs. I stood up and stretched and now the adrenaline had eased my back was giving me shit where I fell off the pavement, it was going to hurt for a couple of days.
Time for bed and my new normal, with a wife who wants to make it up to me and lots of guilty kinky sex.
Right time to complete the next Adventure.
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This is a serious story, I would have liked someone to scan this over, unfortunately it didn't happen. As always, all mistakes are mine. This one is a little bit sad, not as sad as my 'The Diary' offering.
LJA
I arrived at the party with a four pack of Doom Bar amber ale, a four pack of Stella and a bottle of Shiraz. That should cover just about everything. I hadn't been invited, but my best mate, Brian, was going to be there with his long-term girlfriend Claire. And he'd asked me to go along. Well actually, he phoned me and asked if I would pop to the party and look after Claire, he had a problem at work and was going to be late. He didn't like leaving her alone with all those office lotharios.
I was single at the moment. It was a birthday party for a girl from Claire's office, she was a secretary for a local solicitor, one of quite a few, so it was expected there would be one or two unattached girls there. And it was cheaper to go to a party with a carry out than go to a pub on a Saturday night.
The front door was open, so I walked in and dropped my drinks in the kitchen, which was full of men and beer, I headed to find Claire. I could see her talking to a bloke in the corner of the living room. I saw him shrug his shoulders and walk away.
As I walked up to her, she smiled at me and said. "I'm glad you're here, Brians going to be a bit late, some sort of broken down delivery van or something."
I told her I knew that, as he'd asked me to keep her company. She touched me on the arm. "Thank you for that, I keep on being chatted up. Is there any chance you could fetch me a drink please; I'd rather not go into the kitchen; it would be like walking into the lion's den."
Brian was a transport manager for a local delivery firm and he'd phoned me saying he was going to be late as he was off to either fix a van or transfer the load to another one so the driver could finish his deliveries. He'd be with us as soon as he could, so could I look after Claire for him until he got there? He was a bit nervous about her being on her own. It was a party for a girl she knew from the office, so that shouldn't be a problem, she should be able to find someone to talk to. I thought he was being a bit paranoid, never mind, He was my mate and he asked, and I'd do it.
Brian and I had been friends since we started in Primary school at about four years old, so that was nearly 22 years or so ago and, we've been helping each other out along the way. He helped with my first broken heart when I saw my then girlfriend Sharon, kissing Charlie, he pointed out that we weren't exclusive, and anyway it was Charlie's 7th birthday party.
I helped him when he failed to get into the football team when he was 13 years old in grammar school, the Sports Master told him to come back next year when he was taller, fitter and faster. I commiserated with him, and we started going running together. The next year he got into the football squad, and he found he liked running as well. The running also helped me get a place as a winger in the school rugby team. We got into several scrapes together over the years, mainly about broken windows and being late to class because we were farting around. Setting fire to the dustbin behind the sports pavilion when we tried our first cigarette didn't go down well with the Headmaster. Two weeks detention plus extra homework looking into lung cancer put both of us off smoking for life.
The bullies decided it wasn't worth taking the two of his on and tended to leave us alone after a while.
College came along, Brian did business studies, I did accounting. Whilst in college we continued our sporting. I called him poncy because he ran round kicking a ball and falling over as if in pain. He called me poufy Neanderthal, because I ran around throwing myself for other men. And to be honest there's definitely a look of Neanderthal about most of the players I play with. With all this exercise Brian and I got quite fit.
Brian got himself a job as an assistant, assistant transport manager; which really meant office dogs body and driver when needed. I got a job as an assistant under accountant in a local engineering firm; which meant office dogs body and someone who could use a calculator and do the simple boring jobs.
Then cars and beer were added to girls, endless days of fun for two fit young lads.
Over the years his company found that Brian had a knack for organising, spotting potential to expand the business and to operate more efficiently. In a few years he was promoted to deputy transport manager. I found that numbers that were wrong just leapt off the page at me, whether in error or done on purpose to hide something, and after a few years I became deputy chief accountant.
I called him a noncy van balancer, I couldn't think of anything worse, he called me a Neanderthal bean shuffler, which wasn't far from the truth.
Then he met Claire, that was okay. It was always going to happen, we always knew we'd meet the girl of our dreams one day, and things would change, we'd talked about it. I just hoped it be me first that found the woman that I was going to spend the rest of my life with. I liked Claire, she was good for him. He wasn't quite so reckless; he was a bit more down to earth. It didn't hurt that she was very good looking. She was about 5 foot 6, long black straight hair parted in the middle, she was very pretty and when she smiled it lit up whole of her face. I know I shouldn't, but I must say the body looked pretty good too. They'd been going out for just over 2 years. She'd moved in with Brian about six months ago, but I'd heard a rumour she hadn't sold her flat, just rented it out.
I didn't very often get the chance to talk to Claire on her own, so I asked the question that's been playing on my mind for some time. "So, when are you two getting married then?" Subtlety wasn't a strongpoint of mine.
She looked a bit sheepish. "Brian's hinting, but I keep telling him I'm not ready yet." She looked me as if she'd let a secret out. "Don't get me wrong, I love him very much, he is kind, considerate, cute, funny and he's really, really nice."
I felt there was something missing, something she wasn't saying. "So why haven't you made a date yet? I've known him for the last 20 odd years he's a brilliant bloke, a brilliant mate. and I'm looking forward to being best man so I can have a go at some of your bridesmaids." She had got a bit serious, and I was trying to lighten the mood.
It didn't work, we were stood in the corner, so it was quiet, she turned to face me and put her hand on my arm. "Dave." She looked me straight in the eyes, that was a little unnerving. "I've known you for a few years now, so I know you can keep a secret, as brilliant as Brian is, there is something missing."
Now I was confused, I'd seen these two together for the last couple of years they were amazingly perfectly matched, it seems like they could always tell what the other one was thinking. I never know what a woman is thinking even after she tells me what she's thinking.
"It's just, well, that he's. Shit, this is so embarrassing."
"Surely you've got girlfriends you can chat to about this sort of thing?"
"Oh God no, I know what they'd say right now. But they're not in love with him, but at least you're his best friend."
I put my hand on hers. "Look you can trust me; I love you like family. Anything I can do to help."
"I don't know if you can, it's just that, oh shit, he's not very good." She whispered.
I just got more confused. "What do you mean?"
She just raised her eyes up to the ceiling. "You mean, oh you mean?" I discreetly pointed my finger upstairs where the bedrooms would be and then I whispered. "You mean in the bedroom?" She nodded her head.
She stood up slightly straighter, it was almost as if a weight was lifted off her shoulders by sharing. "Can you think of anything?"
What, how would I know. FFS. "Have you tried talking about it?"
"I've tried but he keeps shutting me down. I'm sorry, but I need more.
"David, I know you can keep a secret is there anything you can do to help me?"
She had her hand resting on my arm, I shook her hands off and took a pace back as if I'd been stung. "Well fucking hang on there, I'm his mate."
Now she looked confused, then she smiled. "No, no you silly boy. Not like that, I like you a lot, quite a lot. What I mean is can you talk to him, educate him, the rumours are, well, that you're not bad."
Phew I was relieved; I don't shag married women, well only the once, okay several times with the same one, but that wasn't my fault. She didn't tell me she was married, and she wasn't wearing any rings, and I certainly don't sleep with my mate's girlfriend.
"I don't know, I've never been asked this before. This is uncomfortable but, what actually is the problem." We'd spent enough time in the shower rooms together after matches to realise it probably wasn't an equipment size problem, he was about the same size as me flaccid. I assume he'd be about the same as me hard, yuk what a thought. Eeuw.
"It's like he knows he's not going to last long so he rushes it, he gets me there most times. And then it's all over and done with, it's not very satisfying." She had tears in her eyes now, "I love him, I need more of him, if you know what I mean."
"This is so unreal; I need another beer and you probably need another wine; I won't be two shakes." I just wanted time to think. I sent Brian a quick text to see how long he was going to be, I got a reply, he was on his way to their flat to get changed because he was dirty. He'd be about 20 minutes maybe less. That gave us 10 minutes to chat and five minutes for Claire to recover herself.
I got back and handed her, her drink. She finished half of it in one go. She told me she'd a text from Brian, he'd be about 15 minutes or so, I said to her, "right we've got 10 minutes, so it might be a bit crude, he gets you off, yes?"
"Yes, but only about half the time."
"And it's over and done with within 5-10 minutes, no long slow leisurely screws?"
"That's about it." I felt she was going to say something else, but I held my hand up. I had too much information in my head as it was.
"Foreplay, oral sex?"
She was looking really embarrassed now, not as half as embarrassed as I felt. But she started this. "I do Bj's," she said looking into her wine, "he's good with his fingers but he's not keen on returning the oral side if you know what I mean.
"When he spends time with his fingers is when I get off, but it's still, like there should be more." She didn't go any further, but I knew Brian wasn't her first, as in fact Claire wasn't his.
She touched me lightly on the arm. "If you could just get him to talk about it, that would be a start."
"Right, I'm going to go fetch him a beer ready for when he gets here, you go and repair your make up and I promise you, I'll think about it." I could see why she couldn't talk to her girlfriends; they'd just say dump him and find somebody else, but she loves him.
"OK, thanks," she looked up at me put a hand on my shoulder and give me a kiss on the cheek. "You're like the big sister I could chat to that I never had."
I waved my hands up and down my body as I towered at least three inches over her. "Big sister!"
"Okay, the Big Brother I could chat to that I never had. I'll have to start calling you 'big bro.'" She went off to the toilet to repair her makeup. I went and fetched some beers, two for Brian as he was behind us, and he'd probably need a beer.
He got there before Claire got back from the toilet. He'd grabbed two beers on the way through the kitchen, he got one for me so we couldn't shake hands, they were all full of beer. We had to do the man hug thing with beer in our hands. Just then Claire reappeared, I ended up trying to balance 4 beers whilst he gave her a proper hug and a big, long smouldering kiss. He apologised for being late and thanked me for looking after his girlfriend. He asked me to go out for a beer on Monday after rugby training to make up to me for him dumping her on me at short notice. I told him it's no problem, I liked her, anything for a mate. But as he was buying the beer, I was up for it.
He told us he would have been later but when they got halfway moving the load from one van to another the mechanic managed to get the original van started. So instead of moving everything back he split the delivery notices in half and sent the two drivers off. They could make up some time and probably have an early finish. Right now, he was here, and it was time for me to circulate and try to find some of these ladies that might be available. I chatted with a few girls, managed to dance with a few, even got a few slow smoochy ones. I swapped some phone numbers with a promise that I would phone them, but my heart wasn't really in it.
It was about half 11 when Brian and Claire came and found me to tell me they were going home. Brian was off on a course on Tuesday, so they had things to do. Brian grinned that silly grin he's got and winked at me. Oh dear. They asked if I wanted to share a taxi as they don't live far away from me. I declined, I'd let the love birds go and have their fun. Well one of them at least.
I stayed till the party started to die down and made my way home, still a little confused.
I met Brian in the pub about half seven on Monday, he dragged me over to a table instead of standing at the bar like we normally do.
He hit me with it, with no preamble. "I think Claire's seeing somebody else."
Fuck, "why'd' you think that?"
"Well, she wants more sex, and to try other things. I thought we were OK. We do it two or three times a week at least, but she wants more."
"Sorry mate can't see the problem with that."
"it's almost like its guilty sex; I don't know; I can't put my finger on it."
"What other things does she want to try?"
"Licking, you know down there."
"That's brilliant, what's wrong with that, fill your boots, mate."
"No, it's horrible, it stinks awful and tastes nasty."
I couldn't believe that; Claire was quite hygienic, and she always smelt nice.
"No, it's brilliant, it's almost as good as a cold pint of bitter on a hot summer's day, warmer of course."
"No, it's all fishy and skanky."
"Doesn't she shower?"
"Of course she does, don't be daft."
"So why does she stink down there if she's just come out of the shower?"
"If I do it then she tastes of soap, and then it gets in my mind's eye of blowing soap bubbles up her... oh shit I'm going to stop, but you know what I mean. And I hate the taste of soap."
I could understand that, we'd both been caught swearing in our first year at school and we'd had our mouths washed out with soapy water. That was awful.
He paused. "I've only, you know, gone down... a couple of times with Claire, but it reminds me of Sharon White."
"You mean Sharon 'pongy' White?" Now, that would put you off? Sharon stank all the time, all over. I'd never gone down there on her; in fact, I'd never touched her that way at all. But I imagine it would smell quite awful, it did up top.
"No sorry mate you've got this one wrong the taste of a lady down there is fantastic. If you don't mind me asking, how are you doing it?"
Shit why would these two be talking to me, why aren't they talking to each other?
He told me he liked to play with his fingers without expanding and when he went down 'there' she tasted of soap and that was almost as bad as Sharon White. I explained that whilst I wasn't an expert at it, I did find that as long as the lady rinsed well down there, it shouldn't taste of soap.
I told him when I was with the married lady, I'd discovered that if you used your fingers and got them, how can we say, wet, well lubricated, moist after they'd had a shower and rinsed well, it would taste fine. The ladies' natural flavours took over and that was a lovely taste.
I told him the story of Katie, the married woman who used me as a toy boy. Oh, I wasn't complaining about being used as a toy boy. I was complaining that she had told me she was divorced, she wasn't, he was In the Navy and was away a lot. Apparently, that's why she always came to my place, and I never went to hers. I found out when she turned up one day and she'd forgotten to take her wedding ring off. It was in the days when I didn't check for a white band or a dent on the third finger of the left hand.
Anyway, she wouldn't let me touch her down there as soon as she got in from work, she would shower first, it could then take a couple of hours before we got down to business, she didn't get time to get sweaty down there so when I when I managed to get her moist the taste was fresh. The better the food tasted, the better the meal.
I was red with embarrassment now, but at least I had an insight of what Claire had told me.
"Listen mate this is a bit embarrassing for me so here goes. When Claire gets in and has a shower, just give it a couple of hours and then get down to business, but let your fingers do the walking, and do a lot of walking and I mean a real lot of walking." I dropped my head into my hands, I couldn't believe I was doing this, but carried on whispering. "Look mate this is embarrassing it's almost as bad as hearing your mum and dad have sex." But I carried on. "When she gets a certain level of, how can we say, moist, lubricated, damp, wet. oh, fuck you know what I mean. That is when she will taste the best, well in my experience anyway.
"But this is what I do, it works for me, you'll have to work out for yourself what works for you two. I let my fingers do the walking and my tongue do the talking until she's had at least one, if not two or even three of those things that women have, you know."
He looked at me and whispered. "Orgasm."
I nodded and carried on. "Well, when she's a few of those things, I go straight in and give it to her hard, if she hasn't come down too much it's not difficult to give her another one of those things you just mentioned. Now if I want to take my time for a long slow one, and I'm getting too close I have a couple of techniques to slow me down. I clench my bum cheeks together, or dig my fingernails into my skin, pain normally slows things up for me. If I'm really desperate I think of Margaret Thatcher or the Queen. That really slows me down."
He nearly spilt his beer. "Mate that would stop me not slow me down." I could see him think a bit "But you like Margaret Thatcher and the Queen."
"Yes, but not as bedpartners you prat.
"That generally gives me enough time to get another one out of her. That's how I do it mate; how you do it is up to you, my secret is the fingers walking tongue talking approach. But for Christ's sake mate you at least need to talk about it. You need to be able to talk in a marriage if that's where you're heading?"
I went to the bar; I know he said he'd pay, but I needed to stretch my legs and think about something else. Whilst at the bar I came up with a cunning plan. When I got back, I suggested to Brian that as he was away for a couple of weeks and home at the weekend it was a good time for him to do some research. But not the hotel late night adult viewing, I told him not porn, or he would end up watching latex lesbian bondage or something like that. Yes, that would be interesting, but it might not help. I suggested he use the time to use his laptop and Google stuff like 'how to improve your sex life' or 'how to drive your women crazy in bed'.
I then came up with another idea. Whilst he was away and as I had quite a few hours of flexi time off which I had to use or lose. I would keep an eye on Claire discreetly on her lunchtime. She goes to a hotel not far from where she works, she was a member of the gym there, so I could check there was no hanky pancky going on there. I could also keep an eye on their flat. I was happy to do that because I was absolutely certain she wasn't doing anything. He seemed to like the idea and it put his mind at rest.



We both went home quite happy and not just because of the beer. He had a plan for improving his sex life and then she might marry him. And I'd given him peace of mind. I'd given two of my best friends hope.
I did what I told Brian I would do, I went to the hotel at lunchtime on Tuesday, found a quiet corner, I saw Claire arrive and head towards the swimming pool, on Wednesday straight to the gym. Thursday was different and it worried me, she came in and went straight to the lift. It went up to the 4th floor. There is no way was I going to get up there to see where she went.
It was just over an hour later when she came out of the lift at the same time as a young man. They didn't appear to be together. They seemed to ignore each other, they didn't talk. In fact, they seemed to studiously ignore each other. The young man went to the desk and Claire went out of the hotel. Just a little off I thought. The hairs stood up on the back of my neck for no apparent reason.
All three of us got together in the pub on Saturday night, I got some light hearted stick from Claire because I hadn't phoned any of the girls in her office. It appears me in thinking mode, trying to help my friends portrayed me as a dark, silent, handsome, enigmatic, mystery man that some of the girls in her office wanted to explore. That's bollocks I was just thinking about my mates. But hey let's take advantage of it, Claire suggested that Shirley was a bit of fun. I had her number so made a date with her for Sunday night. Whilst Brian was at the bar getting some more drinks Claire leaned across to me and said. "I don't know what you told him last week, but last night was definitely an improvement. There's a way to go yet, but he even seems to want to talk about it. Although I thought I heard him say Her Royal Highness Queen Elizabeth the Second at some stage of the game."
I went to watch Brian play football on Sunday morning; Claire was there as usual. I stood next to her, not too close, she's not my girlfriend but she's nice to be around. Without probing too hard I asked if the chatting have got any better, she gave me a sideways glance smiled and said. "He's talking about stuff, thank you."
Brian caught me in the bar after the match whilst Claire was away powdering her nose. "Hey mate thanks for the tip, Googling how to improve your sex life took me to a whole load of women's magazines, not what I was expecting, bloody hell women are weird. It appears they want to talk, anyway I've got nothing to lose, if I want to marry her, I'm going to have to give it a go. Thanks mate you should try taking your own advice."
I responded in the usual mate's way, "fuck off twat."
I felt guilty on Tuesday when I went to the hotel at lunchtime, but Claire went straight to the swimming pool, and on Wednesday straight to the gym. I was still unhappy about Thursday, so I arrived well early, and I saw the young man that had come out of the lift with Claire go to reception. I had an uneasy feeling. I went and into the lift with him, and we went to the third floor, I got out at the same time as he did and tried to look confused. That wasn't difficult. I watched which room he went into and found myself a quiet corner hoping upon hope for nothing to happen.
I was wrong; about 10 minutes later Claire came out of the and lift and went to the same room. Fuck, now what the fuck was I going to do. This could easily destroy people that I loved. Thats if she hadn't done it already. I went downstairs and waited in the lobby. I decided to give her one chance and see what she said.
The same as last week they both got out of the lift together, this time before they could separate, I placed myself off in front of the pair of them. Claire's face dropped. "Oh fuck." The chap stepped towards me, Claire laid a hand on his arm and shook her head. She looked at him and said, "Richard. goodbye. I won't be seeing you again, do not contact me." He walked away looking confused.
She reached a hand out to me and I could see her eyes were filling with tears. She pulled me towards a corner of the lounge with an alcove, I followed her.
The first thing she said surprised me full stone cold. "Dave, this is exactly what it seems like. And I'm going to throw myself on your mercy. I will answer any of your questions, absolute truthfully and honestly. And at the end if you feel the need to tell Brian what you have seen and what I'm about to tell you, it will still be absolutely and unequivocally my fault. No blame will fall on you." With that she picked up her phone and I heard her tell her office she wasn't coming in this afternoon, she had something much more important than work to sort out.
I was caught off guard, I had nowhere to start with this. And Claire could see this, she waved across a waiter and ordered a Guinness and a white wine, she was very professional and business like. I'd never seen her like this before, why would I, we don't mix in the same work circles. Tears were still in her eyes when she said to me. "Have you got the rest of the afternoon; this may take that long." I just nodded.
We sat there in silence waiting for our drinks to arrive, Guinness can take a long time to pour, she sat there patiently and calmly but the tears were now trickling down her cheeks which she dabbed away occasionally with her handkerchief.
I took a drink of my Guinness; I think I sank half the pint in one go. She waved to the waiter for another one. Looking at me with sad eyes she said. "After our chat at the party you have probably worked out some of this. Do you want me to tell the story, or do you just want to ask questions?"
I hadn't got a fucking clue. I put on a confidence I didn't feel and said, "you tell the story, and I will ask questions as you go along."
She wiped her tears away, again. "It's like I said at the party the other night, I need more than Brian can give me; and he wouldn't talk about it. I couldn't see a way around it. Richard just feels that fills that hole; shit I didn't mean that, fills that need. This may be hard for you to believe, a lot of men can do this, but I can detach sex from making love. Sometimes I want to be cuddled, made love to and wake up engulfed in arms of a man who loves me. And sometimes I just need a good fucking. I'm sorry, this is going to hurt you; Brian can't give me the second one yet. He came bloody close on Saturday. Richard just fulfils the second part. I couldn't see a way forward, to stay with Brian and get the sex I needed. And before you ask, I don't work with him, he was somebody I met at a get together for solicitors across town. He's married and has no intention of leaving his wife, I'm just his bit on the side. We met up once or twice a month when I have the need, it's rare to do it two weeks on the trot, but he's ticked the good fucking box so when Brian comes back on Friday, I can do the cuddling in the arms of the man who loves me. That may not sound like sense to you, but it does to me, any questions yet?" She was still very business like, it was as if she had a shield up.
"Several, but I'm trying to sort out how much I really want to know, which questions are important, which answers are important. So, some of these are not relevant because I don't know what is. Like where did you meet him and who propositioned who. Doesn't matter where you met him but who made the first move?"
"That one's easy, he overheard me saying 'I could do with a good fucking', he turned to me and said, 'I could do that for pretty lady as long as my wife doesn't find out.' I thought he was joking. Later he caught me that coming out of the ladies' loo, took my hand and led me into one of the partners offices. I'm not going to go into the details, but I got what I asked for.
"Are you sorry?"
"That's the difficult one. Am I sorry you caught me? I don't know. Part of me says I'm glad I got it out in the open, part me says I'm glad you've given me a reason to stop, even if Brian dumps me. Part of me is sorry that I'm not going to get a good shag any longer, I will miss it. Sorry I had to step out on Brian, yes absolutely. I don't want to say anything against Brian because it's not his fault, it's all my doing. I should've been stronger. Was I going to carry on, I don't know but probably not, now that Brian is getting better. Brian and I have started to talk, and he took some of my suggestions on Sunday evening, so I could see a time when there is no need for Richard. Anyway, you forced me, there is no more Richard, I'm not sorry about that."
She'd answered several of my questions all in one go. even those I didn't know I wanted the answers to or in fact was going to ask. I didn't want to know how many times, once, was enough. I wasn't Brian and this was going to hurt him, it hurt me and whilst she was dear to me, I didn't love her like Brian loved her.
"Do you love Brian?"
She didn't answer as I expected. "You've seen us together, what do you think? I know you seeing me with Richard puts a doubt on that, but to answer your question. Yes, absolutely; I was planning to grow a pair and the next time he asked me to marry him I was going to say yes.
"You're going to think me a conniving, cheating bitch; and of course, you're right. You're also going to ask me if I would do it again. I've thought about that a lot and if Richard hadn't taken the lead, then 'no'. I never went looking to get shagged.
"You're going to ask me if he is better than Brian, yes of course he's better than Brian in the pure fucking stakes otherwise I wouldn't be doing it. This is not an excuse. but if both Brian and I could just talk about it, and he would listen to me he could be so much better. Bloody hell he got better just chatting to you for one night. We're not there yet and I would still love to know where Margaret Thatcher comes into it?"
Looking across at her, "you seem to have all this planned out, you've answered all my questions as if you knew you were going to get caught. In fact, you've answered some that I wasn't going to ask."
"No, I never expected to get caught, they're the excuses I've been using to justifying this to myself. But to be honest with you once I leave Richard, I forget about him until I get the itch. How did you catch us by the way. When we walked out of the lift, we could've been anybody, but the look on your face almost killed me and I wasn't going to lie to you."
I told her Brian had doubts with all the increased requests for sex, almost as if it was guilty sex, she looked aghast at that, and to put his mind at rest I offered to follow her because I was certain there was nothing happening, and I'd got receipts from the hotel to prove to Brian that I'd been here, and I was going to make him pay for my coffee and beer. I told her I saw her last Thursday and although there was nothing inappropriate, when I saw her with that chap, it put the hairs up on the back of my neck. So, I got here early this week and saw Richard booking in and followed him to a room and saw her go into the same room.
"Shit." she said, "it wasn't guilty sex I was just trying to make him better; I was just trying to make him into the lover I know he can be, he's good at everything else he does, he just needs a little help with this, oh fuck."
I had several things to think about. "I've got a couple of questions. Why haven't you asked me not to tell Brian?"
That seemed to throw her. "I wouldn't do that to you, that would be unfair to the both of you. I wouldn't ask you to choose between me or him. I know some of the things you two have got up to in the past and how you've looked after each other. I wouldn't ask you to put me before him. I know you like me, but not that much. Sorry, I like you, you're a good friend, so I couldn't do that to you either."
"Before you tell Brian can I ask you a favour? One last one because he will surely leave me, throw me out. And I don't expect you'll be my friend much longer." She reached across the table to take my hand. I pulled it back as if I'd been bitten, I didn't let her touch me. "I suppose I deserved that." Tears welling in her eyes. "Let me tell him please. I will be honest with him even down to the fact that you caught us, and I've asked you to let me be the bearer of bad news. I couldn't let his best friend tell him when I'm the one that's breaking his heart."
I looked at her and stood up, "I want to scream and shout at you and call you all the names under the fucking sun. I need to think about this, if I get this wrong, I'm going to fuck up a whole bunch of friendships, mine and Brians, yours and Brians, mine and yours, and a whole many more." I paused. "Up to an hour ago I treasured our friendship." With that I walked off, I even left nearly a pint of Guinness on the table, this is more important than good beer or even Guinness.
Shit, fuck, damn, blast and fuck again, what the fucking hell to do now. First priority, protect Brian. But how and from what. His inadequacies, her cheating, his heartbreak, fuck. I didn't sleep much that night, I also didn't drink too much beer; solutions would not come through an alcoholic haze, but by the morning I had a plan.
I knew Brian wasn't home until about five o'clock this evening, but I know how these courses can go especially on a Friday. I wouldn't put it past him to turn up nearer one o'clock than five o'clock and I didn't want to be caught in a deep discussion with his girlfriend.
I sent Claire a text, 'go shopping in Waitrose at ten o'clock, I will bump into you, we will have a coffee and I will give you some choices. Delete this message now.'
I got to the supermarket and picked up a basket and wandered round generally throwing stuff in it. I don't use wet wipes, I wash my hands in soap and water, so what the hell were they doing in my basket. I knew what the bottle of gin was doing there.
We 'ran' into each other just outside the coffee shop. We went in and she sat down whilst I fetched two coffees. As I passed hers across to her, I got the first good look at her face. I'd seen my face in the mirror, and I looked rough, and I knew what I felt like, but she looked much worse and must have felt it to.
This time I grew a pair of balls and I started. looking at the straight in the eyes, in a voice I didn't quite recognise as my own I started. "Part of me fucking hates you, part of me loves you like a sister. I got no sleep last night. As a man I can see where you're coming from being able to separate sex and love because I've done it. Katie was a prime example. So as much as I want to hate you for it, I can't. I can't be that much of a hypocrite. I've decided that if anybody tells him, you can do it like you said. But I have an alternative." I saw a look of confusion in her eyes, to her this was only going to end one way. "We never tell him what you've done." I judged it so she didn't have a mouthful of coffee or a cup in her hand. I've never seen anyone look so surprised. When I sat down with the coffee, I think she saw the Grim Reaper sat on my shoulder.
"What, how, when, how, what?"
"This is my suggestion. We never tell him. There're a couple of things you've said. He is getting better; he is starting to talk; he's listening to you. Whilst he's been away, he's Googled some stuff on the Internet and it led him into a whole bunch of women's magazines. He says women are weird, he's probably not wrong about that. But that's the reason he was more inclined to listen to you this week. You told me stuff you should be telling him. He's told me stuff that he should be telling you. You two need to talk together, I know you tried, and he rebuffed you, but from what I gather from both you it started to happen last weekend. So, if you promise me on your mother's grave, and I know she's not dead yet, that you will never ever cheat on him, and you would love him until the day one of you passes this earth, I will not tell him and I will leave it up to you. I will still listen and help the both of you because I love you both."
The look on her face was as if the Grim Reaper sat on my shoulder had just fallen off his perch. "You'd do this for me, for Brian and me?"
"Yes, I'd do this for my two most dearest friends, all of their parents and quite selfishly, for myself too. But if you ever, ever let him down again I will spread the whole sordid details far and wide."
She was openly crying now and she's running out of paper napkins I even passed across my handkerchief, I'd bought a clean one and a spare. She'd been crying a lot the last few times we'd met.
"Yes, yes fucking yes, anything, absolutely anything."
"Right now, some harsh realities, and hopefully it'll help more."
I preceded to tell her about Sharon 'pongy' White, I hinted about rinsing down there and the taste of soap made him think of blowing bubbles. I didn't expand on that. I sucked up my embarrassment and I told her how I treated Katie and that was what I had told Brian. I was trying to give her a hand to help him. She sat there with an amazed look on her face, I don't know what surprised her the most, what I'd done, or that I'd gone out on the limb to tell her what I've done with Katie.
I stood up, I had to get out of there now, and I said to her. "Right over to you now, I'm absolutely knackered, the pair of you have worn me out. I'm playing rugby tomorrow afternoon. Maybe I'll see you there, maybe I won't. If you're not there as a pair tomorrow, well, I'll see you around." I walked out. I paid for the Gin but left the wipes.
Right, that was It, job done, time for me get on with my life, at least Brian would still be there, of that I was certain.
We limbered up, slapped each other on the back, shouted at each other called each other names as we ran from the pavilion. Right at the bottom of the steps was Brian and Claire, she had the biggest smile on her face. And he was as happy as Larry, he gave me a double thumbs up, he was laughing his head off. I don't remember much of the game, people told me I ran like the wind, and we won the match.
I didn't see either of them that weekend or the next, they went away for a few days. I got a phone call from Claire the following Wednesday asking if I was going to be in the club Friday night, it sounded like she was telling me to be there, so I told her I would be.
There was a little bit of disco going on, not much loud music, more of background noise. We three were sitting in an alcove. Claire had a serious look on her face, and I noticed she hadn't been drinking much. She was sat between us, then all of a sudden in a lull in the music she turned to Brian, I felt a hand come across to me touched my thigh which was a bit strange, but then she found my hand and squeezed it whilst looking Brian straight in the face she said. "Are you going to ask me?"
"Ask you what?"
"You know, the question you've been fucking around with for the last six months."
"Oh, fuck, oh, does that mean you're ready?"
"Dull twat," I thought to myself, perhaps it was the beer.
"Well, you won't know till you ask will you."
Surprisingly he did it properly, he shuffled to the edge of the bench got down on one knee and said, "Claire Wolstenholme will you do me the great honour of being my wife?"
Everybody noticed Brian on his knees and the place went quiet.
"Yes, yes, a 1000 times yes," she said.
She gave a slight squeeze of my hand, let it go and slid right across to him and crushed her face into his.
They were married six months later. And yes, I did get off with one of the bridesmaids, not the Chief Bridesmaid, she was married. It was Harriet, in fact, Harriet and I dated for next 18 months. I got very serious about Harriet, and she moved in with me for a while.
18 months after they married young Daniel turned up, I was his godfather. That was when Harriet left me. When the christening party had died down and there were just a few of our close friends left I got down on one knee and asked Harriet to marry me. She didn't beat around the bush, she stood up, said 'No' and walked out the door. Everybody was stunned, my two best friends hugged me as I cried. When I got home Harriet had moved out. We met for coffee a couple of weeks later and her explanation was that she couldn't share me, she couldn't share the love. I had no idea what she meant.



14 months later Daniel was joined by Kirsty, again I was godfather. I went to that christening on my own.
Things moved along; over the years I had several girlfriends. None lasted more than a couple of years and I resigned myself to passing this world as a bachelor. I was rarely lonely; my two best friends made sure of that. Daniel joined the Army, I went to his passing out parade at Sandhurst and to Kirsty's graduation from university. The two kids had hiccups along the way, but they turned out to be good people. I was getting on a bit now, at 53 you're too old to play rugby, the bones don't mend as well, and I was nowhere near as fast as I was.
I got a phone call from Brian asking me to meet them both in the pub across town on Monday. We hadn't met in that pub on a Monday since the day he told me he thought Claire was cheating on him. It sort of worried me a bit, it worried me even more when we got there, he was sat in the alcove that we sat in all those years ago and he looked rough, very rough. I saw him last week and he looked rough, but nowhere as bad as now. There was a sadness about him
I started, "you look a bit shit mate, everything alright?"
"Actually no, it is a bit shit really. Do you remember when we set fire to the dustbin having our first and last cigarette and had to do the research on the lung cancer? This is not lung cancer, but it is cancer, leukaemia."
I reach my hand out and grabbed his, my world collapsed. I opened my mouth to say something, he held his hand up, so I stopped, "sorry mate it's bad, I've only just discovered it and it's past treatable. I've got a month at the most." I'm never coming back into this fucking pub ever again.
That was when I noticed Claire stood on the other side of me, she slid in beside me the three of us cried our eyes out. "Is there nothing, anything they can do?"
Claire answered. "No, it's too far gone, we didn't know he had it, he just felt tired, so we just kept going to bed early. It was when he woke up last week looking like this that I made him go to the doctors, he's been refusing, saying it was work and he was just tired."
I'm not going to go into the next three weeks they were pretty shit. A week before Brian passed, I was in the hospital seeing him, he gave me an envelope and told to open it when he'd gone. He made me promise that I wouldn't open it until then. I promised
The funeral was busy, we went to the club. Daniel was married now with children, so was Kirsty, we tried to make it a joyous occasion, a celebration of life, but it was hard work.
As we walked in Claire asked me if I had the envelope. I did, it was in my inside jacket pocket, I just tapped it, she smiled at me. I forgot all about it until I got home, then I was in no mood, so I left it in my jacket.
I didn't know how my relationship with Claire was going to carry on. We got together for a coffee during the week, she was holding up well really, probably better than me. About a month after the funeral I got a phone call from her, could I go round to their house and give Daniel a hand. They wanted to shift some beds around.
I duly turned up as requested Saturday afternoon. Daniel wanted a hand to remove his old bed from his bedroom because he was taking it to his house. Then take the double bed out of Brian and Claire's room and put it in his old room. Claire was having a new bed. I couldn't always see the logic that Claire applied to a situation. But that's what she wanted, that's what she'd get. The new bed turned up just as we finished moving the others, so Danel and I put it together.
After the sweaty work we were sat in the kitchen drinking a couple of cold Old Speckled Hens when Daniel said to me, "Uncle David," he hadn't called me uncle since before he joined the Army. This was going to get weird. "You've not read the letter yet, have you?"
"No, knowing your dad he's just going to go on about thanking me for the stuff that I've done, and really there is no need. And once I do it'll seem like he's really gone, all the time I leave it unopened it's like part of him is still here." I thought for a bit and said to Daniel, "it's not that is it, do you know what's in there?"
"I don't know, but I have an inkling, I think mum wants you to open it."
I promised him I would read it as soon as I got home. We had a few more beers and I wandered home. As I'd had a few beers Claire asked me to let her know when I got there just in case I wandered off into the woods or something. I sent her a text.
This is going to be hard, I poured myself a large gin and tonic, heavy on the gin light on the tonic. I opened the letter and started reading. It was handwritten and there were some crossings out.
Mate, you think this is letter me saying thank you to you for being my best mate for over 50 years. And it's going to make you cry, It's going to be a trip down memory lane. Sally kissing Charlie, as well as throwing up into the dustbin we just had set alight to with our first and last cigarette. Both of us getting the cane for that, but not telling our parents because they would have given us another thrashing as well. Pooling our pocket money to pay for the greenhouse glass that we broke with the cricket ball. We really should have been throwing a tennis ball. That old banger of mine, 20 miles to the gallon because the other 20 miles to the gallon was leaking out of a fractured pipe and getting stuck at Skegness overnight. God that was bloody cold sleeping in the car.
The girlfriends, there were a few until we met Claire. And then I realised she was the one for me. Yes, that month I thought she was cheating on me was hard. She was different from all the others. I cared, I really cared, but I got it wrong. I was a bit macho thinking I knew it all how to please a woman. But I didn't, as usual you stepped up and helped me out, oh by the way I found the phrase that really slowed me down. You try remembering this let alone saying it when you're a farts end from dumping your load. Not that you need to, but it does work 'The Right Honourable Margaret Thatcher leader of the Conservative party, Prime Minister to Her Royal Highness Elizabeth II of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland and Queen, Head of the Commonwealth, Defender of the Faith.' what a bloody mouthful that was, but it worked.
I know the help you gave Claire in that couple of weeks before she accepted my proposal. Your decision was the right one. I didn't think so when she told me, but we talked about it and I'm grateful. Because that decision must have hurt you a lot. Rest easy now old mate, it was the right one. Thanks to you I've had a great life, I have lived and loved a wonderful woman, and she has given me two wonderful children and lots of grandchildren, without your clear thinking on that day, that would never have happened. Thanks mate.
Now to the kids, the times you spent talking to Daniel whilst he was at Sandhurst and struggling, the times you ran with him for miles and miles saying nothing. When he got back from Iraq he told me how you hugged him, and he poured his heart out to you when he lost that chap in his platoon. He wanted to show me he could handle it so I would be proud of him. I was glad you told him to come to me, crying together with your son after what he had been through can be humbling.
You were there for Kirsty when she got into that bad crowd. She was doing things her Mother and I would not have approved of. She told me how you screamed and shouted at her, made her feel so small, you told her she was better than that. We never did talk about that little trip we had to her university with the baseball bats. I remember staring at the flames of the bonfire we made of the clothes and baseball bats and you hugging me. And thank you for being there for me and for stopping that twat from blindsiding me. This is the first Claire has herd of that little escapade.
I hope we helped you especially when Harriet dumped you, we saw how much that hurt. But when she did that, and how she did it and with what you she told you made us think, and we looked at things differently. Claire and I also think it's the reason you're alone.
Now this is the hard part for you, not for me because (a) I'm not here any longer. (b) Claire and I have recognised it for some time. In fact, you are probably the only one that doesn't see it.
You love Claire. Because you love me as a mate you pushed it away, you buried it. Harriett saw it, and so did many of the other girls. That's why they didn't stay, they loved you, but they couldn't share.
It may come as a surprise to you, she always liked you a lot, but after your decision not to tell me what happed whilst I was away, that 'like' turned into a 'love' it started as a brotherly love but after all the things you did for us it grew. It didn't bother me because I knew she loved me more me than you, and anyway I love you as well.
So now I would like to ask you another couple of favours 1. Look after my wife any way you can, she is very, very dear to me and I know you will do a brilliant job. 2. Don't get married to her for a year and a day after my funeral. It's not for me, I'm not here, I'm only in your heart. But the parents may not take it well. Oh, I think Danny and Kirsty will be over the moon if you do ask her.
One more thing she's warm, wonderful woman, so please don't wait a year and a day to consummate your love, you have my full blessing.
Okay mate that's it, I'm tired now, and by the way Claire is sitting beside me as I write this. She is helping me when I struggle with the writing.
So over to you mate, I'm going to ask you to keep on looking after my family like you have done for the last 30 odd years.
Goodbye and thank you from the bottom of my heart
Your best mate ever, Brian.
The letter was soaked with my tears, I couldn't think, I finished the gin and tonic and nearly choked.
All of a sudden I felt a hand on my shoulder and nearly jumped out of my skin, I spun round and there was Claire, she was crying. I really should have locked that bloody back door, suppose it didn't matter, she had a key to my house anyway.
"Was Brian and I right, do you love me?"
"I, I don't know." Have I been hiding it all this time to protect Brian? "I really don't know?" I pushed her back at arm's length she tilted head slightly to one side and smiled, her face lit up.
"I think you're still trying to hide it," she said, "let me make this easier for you, since that day in Waitrose I've grown fonder and fonder of you and that turned to love, don't get me wrong I love Brian a whole lot more, but who could not love a man for all the things you've done for us."
I didn't mind being second best.
She took my hand and led me to the stairs, looking at me and said. "I think it's time."
It was a strange party between Christmas and New Year and almost everybody was there, my parents, Brians and Claire's parents, Daniel and Kirsty with their tribes. It's almost as if people were walking on edge. The three dads caught me in the corner, they kind of boxed me in. Brians dad, Jonathan looked me straight in the eye and said. "When are you going to ask her?"
"Ask who what?"
"Claire to marry you of course."
"Whoa who said anything about that?"
Claire's Dad then had his say. "Well, it's plainly obvious to everybody else except you. Daniel and Kirsty can't wait, you've been part of their family for so long this would round it off. You're not taking the place of their dad you're an added bonus, it's almost like they've got two dads."
I gave in, "Jonathan, Brian wrote me a letter before he passed, he told me stuff I didn't know about myself, and yes I will ask her, but he asked me to wait for a year and a day because he didn't want to upset you, he wasn't sure how you would take it."
It was my Dad's turn. "We watched you two scallywags grow up and saw the mess you both got into, and if some of the rumours are true there is some stuff you've done more recently."
Jonathan carried on. "Look son you have our full blessing, don't wait, don't waste any more time. And we're not getting any younger."
They let me go, I walked back into living room and there was silence, I looked around the room everybody was looking at me. This was a bloody set up. Brian's mother was fiddling with her fingers. She walked up to me and placed something in my hand, I looked down, it was an engagement ring. "I'm only lending this to you until you can get a proper one." That one action settled my mind, I was about to walk towards Claire when she came across to me. I got down on one knee and said the words. She held out our hand and as I slipped the ring on the finger the room erupted in a cheer. Not very romantic. I kissed her and whispering into ear, "this is a set up, how much of it did you know?"
"All of it, who do you think set it up? love you."
We were married six weeks later, I instructed Daniel and Kirsty never to call me dad, never to call me uncle. They never did call me dad, but just to annoy me occasionally with a smile on their faces they called me uncle.
Then it came pouring out after all these years yes, I did love her, strangely enough I think from that day she was brutally honest with me in the hotel lobby. Her willingness to look at stuff dispassionately, and still take absolutely all the blame and to try and protect me and Brian and our relationship as mates.
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The grass is not always greener. 
"Sweetheart, I'm going out with the girls on Saturday night. Is that OK?" 
"Of course, it is, I'll go for a few jars with the lads down the pub. Where are you thinking of going?" 
"Oh, just dancing or something, that new club on the far side of town probably, Kirsty says it's brilliant." 
"We haven't been dancing for a while, can I come?" 
"Sorry sweetie, this is a girl's night, we've been so busy at work we're going to let our hair down a bit." I try not to belittle her work, she's a beauty technician, she does other people's nails, their makeup, advises them how to achieve the effect they want, that sort of stuff, you know. I suppose it makes them feel better about themselves. Being a beauty technician, you've got to be pretty damn good looking yourself. I have to say my Jayde is bloody good looking, she's 5 foot 8; with a mass of blonde wavy hair which I know she gets done in the salon's hairdressers. She has just the right amount of curves for my hands, her boobs are just the proper size to overflow my hands and despite her age, they are still as perky as they were when we first met. She has a gentle all over tan from the use of the salon's sunbeds and she has the cutest little nose, ok she had a tad of help from the surgeon's knife with that. She always looks bloody good. 
I don't think I'm too bad looking myself. Yes, I've put on a couple of pounds since the day we got married, but that was 20 years ago. I'm an area manager for a company that services large earth moving vehicles and the like, you know the sort of stuff that makes roads and digs open cast mines. Half my time is spent sitting behind a desk and the other half crawling over large broken vehicles. I run 5 miles twice a week, a bit of healthy eating and not too much beer, so I'm not unfit. My dark hair has started to turn grey at the temples, hey that's distinguished, right. 
So that's what we did. I saw her getting ready to go out on Saturday. She looked great, bright red shiny figure-hugging dress, hair brushed till it shone, some high heels and superb but subtle makeup as always. I'd noticed over the years that when she goes out with the girls, either with or without me, they always tried to outdo each other with how they're turned themselves out, so it was not unusual. 
I went up behind her. "Hey sweetie, you look gorgeous, have we got time for a little you know what? It's been a while and you do look so good." She moved away gently.  
"No, I haven't got time, anyway I don't want a quickie." Good, that's the answer I wanted. 
"Okay then how about we have a day in tomorrow, and I mean a day in bed." 
"Honey, I've got things to do tomorrow." 
I wasn't expecting that, but never mind, carry on. I turned her round and gently grasped her by the shoulders, looking into her eyes, I said. "Do you know the last time we had sex?" 
"Yes, it was last week." 
"No, it was two weeks ago, and when was the last time we actually made love?" She didn't answer that question, she just gently extracted herself from my arms. 
"You're right, a day in tomorrow, provided I haven't got too much of a hangover. See you later, don't wait up." 
So, out she went and jumped in her Mazda MX5 RF Coupe, the one with the folding hardtop, she doesn't like to mess her hair up with a real convertible. I wandered off to the pub. I had a good time with my mates chatting about football, rugby, machinery, women and the bad weather, hey we're Brits. I didn't drink too much; I didn't want a hangover in the morning. There was a bit of lock-in, so I didn't get home until about half 12. Jayde wasn't there, but I wasn't surprised. 
My phone bonged, who would be sending me messages at this time of night? I got myself a light beer from the fridge and opened up the phone, there was a video. I didn't recognise the number of who sent it. "Somebody sharing some fun." I thought to myself with a smile, I played the video. I instantly recognised Jayde, she was dancing, that's what she went out to do. But she's dancing with a young, tall, blonde haired Adonis looking type of man, they were dancing quite slow, but when I turned the sound up, the music wasn't slow. Perhaps just not synced properly. I was a tad jealous, but she's coming home to me. The next clip was her dancing with a much more mature man; a bit like me but possibly a bit older, maybe a bit fitter as he was thinner than me and a lot more salt and pepper hair than I currently had. Again, she's coming home to me. 
However, the next clip hurt, another chap walked up to her as she was sitting with her mates at the table, probably a bit younger than me and he asked her to dance, she declined, he obviously wasn't pretty enough after the other two men I'd seen her with.  Then a voice said, "he's nice, why'd you turn him down?" 
"Eww, why would I dance with him, he's like my husband, I want something exciting, new and different. I can get boring at home."  
Now that hurts! I could see her face; I could see her lips move, there was no sync problem there. 
The blonde Adonis approached the table and took her by the hand. This was a slow dance, there was some fumbling on the dance floor towards the end. And it looked like he got his mobile phone out. Hey, she was gorgeous. I'd take a picture of her. 
At the bottom of that clip there was a text message, but I didn't read it, I was thirsty. 
I got myself another beer, not a light one this time. It was about 1:30 when I heard a car stop outside, I peered through the curtains and saw a taxi with a bunch of giggling girls. 
Jayde came in the front door; she saw the lights on in the kitchen and came to join me. She gave me a big, long hug and a kiss. She was not sober; she'd have a hangover in the morning. OK perhaps a bit of afternoon delight is on the cards then. 
"Hi sweetie you're still up, did my hubby wubby wait up for me?" She knows I hate being called that. I'll get over it. She went to the fridge and helped herself to a glass of white wine and sat opposite me with that silly grin on her face when she's had a few too many to drink. I didn't think one more would make that much difference to her hangover. And I suppose we'll have to go and collect her car tomorrow. 
"Did you have a good time?" I asked. 
"Yes, it was great. How was your drink with the boys?" 
"Fine we just talked about shit and drank beer, did you get much dancing done; that's what you were planning on doing." 
"Not much really, we spent most of our time chatting, normally about customers." 
"So not a lot of throwing yourself around the dance floor with young men?" 
"No sweetie, why would I do that? I've got you at home." The clip with her saying 'why would I want to dance with him' sprang to mind.  
"So, no dancing with young six-foot blonde Adonis looking types then?" A worried look flashed across her pretty face.  
"Oh, there might have been one." 
"Just the one dance, was it?" 
"Yes, I have to share my dances around you know." She said, smiling. 
"And no salt and pepper haired dapper corporate lawyer types either then?" Another worried look. 
"What's all this about, don't you trust me?" 
"Of course, my sweetheart, it's the men I don't trust." 
She didn't answer my question, just the deflection, there was something going on here and as she wasn't sober this would be a good time to take advantage of it. "I'm off to bed, you coming?" She said and headed up the stairs. 
I pressed send on my mobile phone. She had hers in her hand, it made a noise, but she didn't look at it. I called after her, "you might want to see what that is?" 
"It can wait until tomorrow, it's probably one of the girls telling me they got home alright. I'm sure it's not important." 
"Oh, I think you'll find it's very important." She turned around and sat on the stairs and opened her phone. I went to the fridge, got myself another beer and brought back the bottle of wine. She was probably going to need it, because all I heard was, "oh." I'd sent her the clip of her and the Adonis with their phones out. 
"Tell me that isn't you swapping phone numbers with the blonde?" 
"I'm not," she said. 
"Prove it, give me your phone." She knew if she refused there would be a lot of fuss, we didn't hide our phones from each other. She just looked down into her hands, she came down the stairs and handed her phone over, there it was, the last entry 'Gary'. She was sober all of a sudden. She sat in the chair again. 
I continued; I tried not to show my anger. "I suppose the blonde is Gary?" She nodded her head. "So, what's this all about, why are you lying to me? 
"You're lying to me, why not just tell me the truth, what are you trying to hide? You just asked me if I trust you, well you've just lied to me, so tell me why I should trust you now?" 
She went off on a tangent again. "We were talking about our customers and all the fun they have; I want some of that. I want to have some adventures. I want some excitement. And to be chatted up by somebody is exciting. It was exciting to be chatted up by him. Nothing was going to happen." 
"Christ you look fucking gorgeous who wouldn't want to chat you up, but you're married to me; you're wearing my wedding ring, so you don't swap phone numbers with strange men. And if nothing was going to happen, why have you got his phone number?" 
She just looked down into her lap and said nothing. 
I leaned forward and looked at her with a hard stare. I was still trying to stay calm, and mainly succeeding. "Why won't you tell me why you have his phone number?" 
She stayed silent. 
I thought I'd try a new tack. "Okay, you want excitement, just tell me what you want, and we'll do it, hiking up the Hindu Kush. I'll get the camping gear out and we can go camping, I can learn to ride a motorbike again, it's been a few years but I'm sure I can pick it up, anything you want to try, just tell me and we'll do it." 
She was still looking down into her hands. 
"Or is it something more personal you want?" 
She nodded her head slowly. 
"OK, I can be more adventurous like that, we can have date nights, get kinky, we've got loads of toys upstairs, in fact, we can even get kinky outdoors. We can even play with the toys outside and I know some nice secluded beaches in Cornwall. Hey, even our back garden is not overlooked. I think we can afford a holiday somewhere exotic if you wish. What do you want, what do you suggest we do?" 
She kept on looking down at her hands in her lap. 
"Oh, I get it," it was all becoming clear now. "You want to get personally adventurous but not with me. 
"That's why you've got Gary's phone number, were you planning to go out with him?" 
"No." But she still looked down into her lap. Her demeanour didn't match the words coming out of her mouth. 
I was trying not to get angrier, but it was building, I managed to keep control of it, just, but now there was an edge to my voice. 
"Then why have you got his number if you're not planning to see him again?" It was all becoming clearer now. "Were you planning to phone him?" 
She raised her head but didn't look me in the eye. "No." 
"I don't believe you, why can't you look me in the eye and say that?" 
"It's just a fantasy. I was going to use him in a fantasy." Still not looking at me. 
"You don't need a phone number for a fantasy, I still don't believe you, when were you planning to fuck him?" 
She looked me straight in the eye now and was quite forthright in her reply. "I wasn't." 
"I don't believe you; I think you were planning to see him behind my back. May I suggest when you do you make sure his wife isn't there." 
Now that brought her up sharp. "He's not married." 
"How do you know that, did he tell you; did you ask? I bet you didn't notice the wedding ring I could see in the video?" I lied, I couldn't see fuck all like that, but what I could see was the woman behind him glaring at him. I could be wrong of course, that could have been just another bimbo he'd dumped. But I bet he noticed Jayde's ring. I just had the feeling he was the sort to hit on married women so he could dump them with no complications on his part. 
"I hear these people talking to their friends about what they've done, where they've been, who they've been with, and it isn't always with their boyfriend or husband. All these people are having so much more fun than me. I've got a boring job and a boring life. I want some adventure." 
"So, it's my fault now. I'm boring, am I? I wanted to go dancing with you tonight but you wouldn't let me."  I sent her the video of 'I can get boring at home'. 
"No, I didn't mean it like that." She paused then and continued, but she was looking at me now. "Well, yes, a little bit, we don't do anything anymore and these people are off having all sorts of fun. And I want some." She looked at me and gave me a small smile, "you're solid, stable, reliable, honest and I love you, but it's not fun anymore, I just want a little bit more fun before we settle down." 
"Okay I'll admit we've been busy at work, both of us have. But how come this is all my fault all of a sudden. It's your fault as well you know, you never suggest anything, I wanted to come with you dancing tonight, but you wouldn't let me. So, it's not just my fault. As I said, I'll do anything, well almost anything, you tell me what you want and if we can do it, we will." 
She gave me a small smile, but I carried on. 
"Don't you think my life is boring? I get up in the morning, drink coffee, go to work and sit in front of a computer all day. I come home to you; we have dinner, watch telly, go to bed; weekends I paint the house, cut the grass, wash the cars. But I know I'm going to spend time with you so that makes it alright. So, I could do with some adventures that we can do together. What do you want to do?" 
Actually, that wasn't true, I did enjoy my job, I wasn't always sat in front of a computer. When I look back over a well-manicured lawn, I have a feeling, a sense of achievement. Taking that lump of mud, she calls a car into a prime example of shiny Japanese engineering was satisfying as well. And there is a great deal of satisfaction walking away from a half million pounds worth of machinery that's now running almost as well as it did when it left the factory.  
But I could almost see where she was coming from, we had got into a bit of a rut recently. She had told me some of the stories the salon's customers had told their beauticians; a lot of them sounded a bit tenuous to me. 
Then a thought struck me. "Have you been shagging around already and just want permission after the event? Because if you have, I will start the divorce right now." I managed to maintain my calm as I said that. 
She stopped and looked me in the eyes with her pretty mouth wide open, she hadn't thought of that. "No, no I haven't, I promise. I really promise I haven't." She thought for a bit. "Ask anyone at work, or family they will tell you. I haven't, I promise you." She was panicking, she paused a short while and gave me her phone again, "check it, all of it," she said.  She went and got her handbag and emptied it out in front of me, she told me to look at everything, she hadn't cheated. That was so over the top and spontaneous. I knew her, and I believed her, for now at least. 
I wouldn't ask family, but her work mates might be a different kettle of fish, especially as someone from her work had probably bubbled her to me.  
You can't tell your heart or head who to fall in love with, she might be a bit ditzy, but she's beautiful to me, she's caring, loving, cheerful and sexy as hell, if not always the brightest. The sex is fantastic, apart from the last couple of months we've never been short of it. OK we're not doing it every other day like we used to when we were in our 20's, but certainly regular enough. She'll try almost anything once, and twice if it doesn't hurt too much, and there was a whole range of sex toys upstairs. 
I looked at the clock, it was bloody late. "We'll talk about it in the morning, I'm going to bed when I've finished this beer. And you'd better think about what you mean by an 'adventure'." She went upstairs to bed whilst I sat there finishing my beer and thinking. That was when I read the text that accompanied the videos. That confirmed that it must have been one of her friends sat round that table that sent those videos. 
Last night's drinking may have affected her more than I thought or perhaps it was the conversation we had before she went to bed, but she looked awful. I had woken up on the sofa. She came downstairs by nine o'clock. She didn't look her usual bright chipper self, not that I could speak, I'd looked in the mirror and I looked like fucking shit. 
We sat around the kitchen table with tea and toast, and I said to her, "This is your ball game you start." I had run several scenarios through in my head, with solutions. I just had to respond to the one she came up with. 
She held her mug of tea in both hands and looked down at it and after a few seconds she lifted her head up and looked at me. She didn't beat around the bush. "I want some adventure; can we have a short separation? Just a couple of months." 
"So, you want an open relationship?" 
She pondered a bit and spoke. "Yes, I suppose I do." 
This was one of the scenarios that ran through my brain. Almost the worst one. 
I was short, sharp and straight to the point. "Not going to happen!" 
"Just for six months." 
"A couple of months, now it's six. No! Still not going to happen. Generally, when somebody asks for an open relationship, they've already started fucking around, so who is it?" Now I was getting angry.  
It all came out in a rush. "No, no I really haven't. Please believe me I haven't; ask anybody you like go through anything of mine, I haven't, I love you. I wouldn't do that to you, I've never done anything behind your back, please believe me, I haven't." She hadn't thought that was how it would look, there is no pre planned speech in there. She was panicking again, her body language gave her away, she was scared, and so very vehement, and how open she was last night with her phone and handbag I believed her.  
I calmed down a tad. "So, how does this work, you think you can go screwing other men and leave me at home. How would you do that, would you move out, would you want to bring them back here? How would that work? Because as sure as runny dog shit smells I'm not going to let you bring strange men into our house and fuck them here."  
"I don't know, I haven't thought it out." 
"And have you thought after you've been shagging other men and had other cocks in your cunt, I might not want you back." 
"But you will because you love me." She was right on the point that I love her, but whether I'd have her back was a different matter, she still couldn't get it. 
This was going the way I expected, but it didn't stop me getting angry; I was trying not to shout. I'd thought about it last night. I do love her more than anything. So do I let her do this, or do I just say 'No' and be worried for the rest of my life. I'm an engineer, I came up with a solution but like with most engineering solutions, it's not the best, it's the best you can do with what you have available. But it didn't stop me from being angry. 



I continued staring at her. "Well, I have thought about this. It may need some finessing but here goes. I will not be a cuck or wittol, so if you want to go screwing around, we're going to have to get a divorce." 
Her eyes went big and wide as she looked at me, "I don't want that." 
"Then don't go fucking other men. The choice is yours, it's that simple. And I will do my level best to make your life an adventure." 
There was a pause and I could see things going round in her pretty head. 
"Sweetheart it'll only be for a couple of months, six at the most." She paused for a bit. "And after I come back, I will never do anything like this again, I promise. And you can go and have adventures too." She looked at me with her serious face, so I knew what she said next, she really meant It. "When I come back you can do anything to me tie me up, spank me, and you can fuck me in the arse, anything except swapping." Apart from the bum stuff, I do most of that now so it was no big deal. 
I'd calmed down a bit, so I thought I'd use the time to bring some more realities into play. "What if I find somebody else that will let me do that to them without running off to fuck somebody else when they get bored. Don't you think I might want to stay with them? And what's to guarantee that you've done it once so that you won't go back on your word and do it again?" 
I took a breath and carried on in full flow. "And what's to say that you won't find someone else and not come back to me, just run off with your new young lover." 
Still she didn't get it, so I leaned on the kitchen table and stared at her right in the face and said in a low growling voice. "I don't want you fucking other men at all. But if it is going to happen it won't be whilst you're married to me, this is non-negotiable. And whilst you're off screwing other men, I will be off having my own adventures, having sex with other women. So, if you still want to have an adventure screwing other men, we'll get divorced." 
I was on a roll. "And another thing, if one of us runs off with someone else the house gets sold and we split everything." I could tell by the look on her face she hadn't seen that outcome. She loves this house.  
A small smile crept across her face as if to say, 'who would want boring old you?' 
"Did you read the text on the bottom of the last clip?" 
She got her phone out and read it out to me. "I wouldn't do this to you if you were mine." 
I had to point out to her that the message must have come from one of the girls sat around her table with her. From one of her friends. They were all beauty technicians; they were all gorgeous. That wiped the smile off her face. 
I carried on. "Right, here's the deal, we can be divorced in five months, let's call it six in case things go wrong. Six months after the date of the divorce you can come to me and ask me to marry you again and I will say 'yes'. We should both have got our 'adventurousness' out of our system by then." 
"You'd take me back?" 
"There is something I haven't said to you for a while, and I should have done. I love you; I always have, and I always will, it's not something I can turn off like a light bulb. So yes, I probably would." 
She came round and gave me a big hug. "You'd do this for me?" 
"Yes, but there are problems." 
She was intrigued, she couldn't see any, all she could see was her off having fun for six months and then coming back to me as if nothing had happened. I could see a lot. It was just the practical things for now. "You're going to have to move out, I will not have you bringing another man in this house, and I will not bring another woman in this house, that would taint it if we got back together." 
"I thought I'd be staying here?" She really hadn't thought it all through. It was also simple in her ditzy mind. 
"Can you afford the mortgage?" I knew the answer to that, beauty technicians don't get paid a great deal. However, area transport managers looking after heavy machinery do quite well, that's why she drives a nice little red Mazda. 
"You can stay in the house with me until the divorce is final, but you'll have to sleep in a different bedroom, we will have to live different lives. We will divide all of our savings. But you will have to pay for your car, food and drink in the house. Although we're living under the same roof, we must live separate lives. I won't charge you rent. But for the six months we are divorced you will have to find somewhere else to live. Perhaps Gary's got a spare room, but you might have to ask his wife. Or you could go to your parents?" That made her face frown, she didn't like either of those suggestions, but it didn't last long, she was very quickly looking on the sunny side of life again. 
She couldn't see any problems, I could. I was on a roll now, "and if we get back together, we will continue to have separate accounts, not the one like we do now just in case you want to run off again. So, if we go on holiday; you'll pay your half and I'll pay mine, happy with that?" She nodded her head. I didn't mention the car insurance, tax, fuel or the servicing. All the things that I paid for out of our joint account, which was fine, up until she wanted a separate life. Even if it was only for six months. 
"One final thing for now but I'm sure there will be others. If you sleep with another man, no, let's start again. If any part of another man, or woman enters your body before the divorce is final the whole deal is off." She looked confused. 
"That means if you give a man a blowjob, he takes your cunt or arse, sticks his fingers in you or even French kissing. If he puts his tongue in your mouth, the whole thing is off and the same goes for women in case you get inclined that way. Oh, and the same rules apply to me. I'm not allowed to put any part of my body into somebody else's until the divorce is final.
When the divorce is final you can do what you like. But up until then we stick by the rules 'forsaking all others' like we both promised at our wedding." 
"So kissing is OK but French kissing isn't?" 
Sometimes she can be a bit thick, OK not just sometimes. "French kissing is just a prelude. Tongue mouth cock cunt. It's quite simple really." She got it, well what my interpretation was. 
But after that set back I could see she was still getting excited, it looked so rosy from her point of view. 
"Oh, and another thing, monthly STD checks after the divorce." 
"What!" 
"I don't know who you're going to be sleeping with once we're divorced and what protection they are taking or who they've been with. If you come back to me, I want you to be completely clean. oh, and the same goes for me. And another thing whilst I'm thinking about it. Make sure you're on the pill; I will not have another man's baby in this house. In fact, if you get pregnant, even if you get rid of it, I will not remarry you." 
She didn't notice that the 'Yes, I will marry you was now dotted with the words 'if' and 'probably'. 
I think the harsh realities of life were just starting to strike home on her, there will be plenty more in the next couple of weeks. I could see her thinking a bit. 
"I have a question, when can we start dating?" 
Bollocks. She had obviously swept everything I'd said under the carpet, she was so keen to get started. 
"I think as soon as the separation paperwork is issued it would be a good time. That should take about 10 days. I can't stop you going out with someone now. But I tell you right now, I will take a really dim view of you if you start going out with other men before the separation, and that might affect how I treat you when all this is over." She smiled and things were looking very rosy for her. Couldn't she wait just 10 days? 
"When does all this start?" She asked me. 
"I'll see the solicitor as soon as I can tomorrow and get it all started. You'd better take the day off as well. You'll have things to do." 
"Like what?" 
"Open a bank account so I can pay half of our savings into it, arrange for your credit cards to be paid from your new account, you may want to take out more credit cards because I'm going to cancel our joint ones, there's nothing on those at the moment. I'm going to buy a fridge to keep my food in, you can use the one in the kitchen till you move out, you may want to do some food shopping as well because when what's in the freezer and the fridge is gone, you'll have to get your own. We can share pots and pans and stuff like that, but I'm not doing your washing up. I think that's about it for now but I'm sure some other stuff will come up." 
Again there's a few things there she hadn't thought about. 
I looked at her. "I do have one suggestion before I see the solicitor. I do love you so very much, this is going to hurt both of us an awful lot." I could see from her face she didn't believe that. "As neither of us is going to get any sex for the next six months, can I suggest we go to bed and make love." We did, I got my day in bed, but not how I wanted. 
The following morning was very busy, I was quite tired, she'd worn me out. I was lucky to get an appointment with a solicitor for 1:00 o'clock. It was all fairly straight forward for a no contest divorce. I managed to pick up a second-hand fridge which when she'd moved out would become my beer fridge. I went to the bank and cancelled the joint credit cards and paid all of mine off. Whilst I was there, I opened a separate account for myself and transferred about 3/4 of our savings into it. OK so I'm a shit.  
I made time to visit a private investigator and had a chat with her. I didn't beat around the bush and told her exactly what was happening and that I might call on her to check that Jayde was sticking to the rules. We set up a method of communication where I would inform her if I had any concerns and any information I had that she might find worth investigating. I gave her £2000 from what was left in our joint savings account as a retainer. 
When I got home Jayde was there still brimming with enthusiasm for her new life. I didn't think she realised how hard the next six months were going to be for her whilst we waited for the final divorce. She gave me her bank account details. I went online and put half of the remaining quarter into her account and showed it to her. She commented that she thought we had more savings than that. I told her we'd had some heavy expenses recently, council tax, electricity bill, heating bill and my car servicing, it all adds up, I told her. OK so I'm still a shit but she needed to learn the facts of life and all the money in the savings had come from my work. 
She went upstairs and I heard her moving stuff around, so I went upstairs to her. "What are you doing?" I asked. 
"I'm moving your stuff into the spare room." 
Right, first reality check. "Oh no, I'm paying the mortgage, I stay in the main bedroom, you go into the spare room. And you may have to buy some more wardrobes for all your clothes, because when we live separate lives, you won't be allowed in my bedroom, nor me in yours." 
That shook her up, but she just smiled and started moving her stuff. As she hadn't got enough room for all her clothes, she asked me if she could leave some of her clothes in my bedroom, I told her she could. After she'd moved all she could I made sure my door lock worked. Yes, I really am a shit. 
As we were using up all the food in the fridge and the freezer, I made dinner. Over dinner I told her that I had engaged a private investigator to check that she was sticking to the rules, and she wouldn't know when or where he was checking up on her. I also told her that she could do the same to me as that would be only fair. I even gave her the name and address of different private investigators, well, there was only one in our town, so if she wanted one it would have to be the next town over. I'd never seen her face look so stunned. I think she had the idea that she might be able to break the rules and get away with it, who would be checking?  Now it became plainly obvious that she couldn't cheat the system. I also had an idea that whoever sent me that text worked in her beauty salon and they would be on my side. I would have to find out who that was, I had an idea who it may be. That would probably be very easy as Jayde wouldn't be able to keep this quiet, and it would soon be all around the salon. 
After we finished dinner and I was washing the pots, it was her turn to dry. I wasn't going to use the dishwasher, I wanted her to do her share; she sidled up to me and said. "Can I ask you a favour please?" 
"You can ask." 
"Can I go on a date with Gary, just the one without you taking it the wrong way? He's been phoning me constantly, but I need to tell him what the rules are. Anyway, he's very clingy and I haven't even been out with him yet. I think he needs putting in his place." 
"The man obviously has no morals because he knows he's chasing a married woman. Are you sure that's the sort of man you want to be hanging around with?" 
"Oddly enough I'd thought of that, well Marcie mentioned it last Friday whilst we were out, and I think you're both right about him so it will just be dinner nothing else. So, can I?" 
My brain worked double overtime at double speed, and I came up with a cunning plan. "Yes, but only if I know where you're going. We're still married and not separated. That's what you'd normally do if you were going out with someone else. Being a wife and married to me you would tell me where, when you're going and with whom, so until we get the separation paperwork that's what you should do." 
"Okay that seems fair, I'll let you know where and when." She smiled at me, she tilted her head to one side in that oh so cute fashion that I like and said. "Well as a thank you, I think we should have an early night." 
I put on my angry voice "Oh, so now you're trying to bribe me with a guilty fuck because you're going out on a date with Gary. I don't think so. Today is basically day one, we split everything from here on in." I got up and stormed out. Again, not quite true, the separation paperwork hadn't been issued, but it felt like a mercy fuck. Ok, the anger wasn't fake. 
That shook her. 
She told me where and when she was going with Gary. I had a chat with one of the blokes from work, I told him most of the truth, that my wife was going out with a bloke, and I wanted to make sure there was no hanky panky going on, and I would pay for his dinner if he followed them. I bet that was going to cost me, it wasn't a cheap place they were going to. It was a bit naughty of me, because Harry wasn't the most subtle of blokes, he was over six foot and built like a brick shit house. 
She came in after her date with Gary. She was not happy. "Well, that was a fucking bust."  
"What went wrong?" 
"He was an arrogant asshole, oh by the way he isn't married, he was, she divorced him. He only wears the wedding ring to stop women chasing him. The arrogant fucking bastard. And he made me pay for my dinner, what gives?" 
"How much was it?" 
"£75, and he drank most of the wine." 
"37 quid, that's not bad for that place." 
"£75 fucking each." I hadn't heard her swear this much since she crashed her car a couple of years ago. 
"Things have changed, why should he pay for your food, it's not like he was going to get anything for his money was he?" 
"Well, he's certainly fucking not now, Oh and l spotted your PI as well, not very discreet. 
"Yes, tall chap, well-built, looked a bit familiar." She paused. "I've just had a thought; how did he find me? Did you tell them where I was going, that's not fair if you did?" 
"No, I didn't, but I've told them where you work, where you live and your car registration. They must've followed you either from here or from work." That had her worried, what she didn't know is that I had given the real PI's her phone number and tracking details. 
I carried on. "So, going back to paying for the food, why should he pay for your food?" 
"That's what gentlemen do." Oh dear, she hadn't realised how much the world had changed since we were courting. 
"Well, he's obviously not a gentleman then. But look at it this way. If you had gone to bed with him and I'm not saying you did, and he'd paid for dinner wouldn't that have made you a £75 whore. Sex for money just with food in the middle." She didn't see it; I was wasting my time on that track. 
"But you always pay." 
"Ah, but that's different, you see we both pay into the same account, sorry paid into the same account, so when I paid for dinner, it came out of our joint account, so we shared the bill. It doesn't matter that I put the vast majority of the money into that account, you still paid your bit. So even though I paid the bill, you did your bit. You're going to have to pay your way on a date now." That confused her. She was shaking her pretty little head and I watched those lovely blonde tresses bounce as she went upstairs to bed into her room. 
When she came down in the morning, I had the tea and toast on the kitchen table and my phone to my ear. As she came into the kitchen, I went into the sitting room but didn't close the door. It sounded like I was talking to somebody on the phone. 
"What the bloody hell am I paying you for, your bloke was so obvious she spotted him, it's no good bloody telling me nothing happened, of course it didn't, your man stood out like a sore thumb."
I paused, "OK you're not going to charge me for that one, but don't use him again she knows what he looks like." 
I walked back into the kitchen looking like I was fuming. She had a slight smile on her face, "problems?" 
"Nothing that I can't put right." 
We hovered around each other the weekend, I did the usual house stuff. And she went shopping. We were sitting watching telly enjoying one of our last bottles of wine and I think she was having some second thoughts, good. "We're going to be alright when this is finished, aren't we?" She asked, there was doubt in her voice. 
"Probably, I hope so. But what if you find you don't want to come back? Or I find I like the single life and don't want you back?" I don't think these possibilities had crossed her mind until she was out shopping for wardrobes on her own today. 
"Are you happy with this?" She asked timidly. 
I turned to face her. My voice was not timid in my reply. "No, I'm fucking not. I don't want this. You do and because I love you, I will do it for you. But I will not be humiliated by you sleeping around whilst married to me." Then I got really upset. "You want excitement, but instead of coming to me so we can do something together, you want to find your excitement with somebody else. You want to go off shagging other men. So probably we won't be all right." I got up, took the bottle of wine, went upstairs to my bedroom and slammed the door. The anger was not faked this time either. I was hoping that outburst might change her mind. 
We spent some time over that weekend going through the house splitting stuff up we had to share in the sitting room and the kitchen. I moved all my pictures across to my side of the room, she to hers, I put all my books and my personal belongings on my side of the room, she put all of hers on her side. All a bit petty really, but I was trying to make a point. There was some discussion about things like batteries, staplers, stationery and stuff like that. Stuff that she wasn't interested in, so I had all those. 
I took a couple of the flower vases, and she asked what I wanted those for? I told her I like flowers, and to make a point next time I was out I bought a bunch and put them on my side of the room. It sort of made her side look bare and empty. We worked out some sort of rota for the household jobs, emptying the bins, cutting the grass, cleaning, that sort of thing. I would make sure she emptied the bins and did her turn at cutting the grass, she wouldn't like that. She was more interested in a rota for watching the television. We decided to record most things and allocated time for each of us to use the system to watch our programmes. We agreed we would watch the programmes we both like together. But anything on the video that was over a month old would get wiped. 



I was hoping after my little outburst last night she would have changed her mind. She had a worried look on her face most of the day. But by the evening it appears she hadn't. Shit. 
We co- existed for the next week, most of the food in the house got used up. I gave her a cupboard to use for her tins and dry stuff. Thursday was good, I saw her use the last of her milk for her coffee, she went to my fridge and picked up the milk. "Hey, what are you doing?" I asked, loudly. 
"I need some milk for my coffee, you know I can't take it black." 
"Then you should have got some on the way home last night." 
"I'll get some tonight; can I have some of yours? Please." I was tempted to say 'No'. Fuck it, I did. 
"No, you can't, you're going to have to plan your life better, I won't be doing it for you anymore. You wanted this single life, live with it." I went to work taking my milk with me. Yes, I'm a real shit. 
When I got home the next day her parents, Gerald and Marjorie were there with her. Gerald, he's a nice chap, starts to quiz me on why I want a divorce? I tell him that Jayde wants 'an adventure' and I'm not happy for her to do that whilst I'm still married to her. I point out to Gerald that she wants to have 'adventures' and 'fun' on her own. Not with me. Gerald asked what's wrong with having a bit of fun in life.  
I looked at Jayde and said. "You haven't told them the whole story, have you?" 
She looks down into her hands and says. "No, I've told them that I want some adventure, but you won't stay married to me, but you'll marry me after I've finished."  
"I think you need to tell them the whole story, I think you need to expand on your version of what 'adventure' and 'fun' means." I did air quotes. 
Marjorie clicks on. "Oh, you mean that sort of fun." Jayde went bright red. 
I said. "Yes, that sort of 'fun'." again with air quotes, I fucking hate air quotes but sometimes they're useful. 
Gerald has a quizzical look on his face, I don't think he got it yet, "and you say you're marry her again after she's had her 'fun'. I can't see the need to get divorced?"  
"That's the plan so far." 
Marjorie pipes up. "Is it that simple, it seems a bit too simple to me?" 
"Well, actually, no it isn't that simple, sometimes things go wrong." 
I could see Jayde was still confused. "Like what?" She asked. 
Marjorie looked at her and answered for me. "What if you find somebody else and you don't want to come back to him?" 
"But I will come back. I love him, and I promised." 
"You promised at the altar as well, remember. And what if he finds somebody else? Somebody else that doesn't want to go off running around having 'fun'." 
The look on Gerald's face was amazing, he finally got it. He was shocked that his little baby girl could do something like this. I think I know where Jayde got her brains from. 
Jayde had that 'who would want him' look, forgetting the text message on the bottom video. 
Marjorie noticed the 'look' and said her piece. "You be careful girl, he's not a bad looking man." 
Not bad looking! I wasn't ugly, so I suppose that's about right. 
Marjorie carried on. "He's reliable, honest, hardworking, intelligent, he can even be funny at times. Be careful, daughter of mine because when he becomes available there's going to be a queue." 
I like my mother-in-law. 
I'm sure Jayde said, "yeah right," under her breath. I think her mother heard her. 
"Are you sure you love him, or just the lifestyle?" 
"Of course, I love him, I just want a bit of fun before we settle down." 
"I thought you had your fun before you met him, before you got married?" 
"Yes, but I was younger then, it was a different sort of fun, I'm older now. I can appreciate it better." 
"OK I've warned you. You're going to lose him and it will be all your fault." 
"He loves me; he'll be here when I get back." She sounded so confident, time to dent that. 
"Will I? Can you guarantee that I'll still be here waiting for you? If you're not here to find out what I'm doing. You know, some of the things I like doing that you don't, what if I find a woman who likes doing those things too. I've said you can ask me to marry you again, but would I want to take the risk though? You might want to run off and have another adventure."  
I was tempted to say you don't like to shag up the bum, but what if I find someone that does, would I come back to you, however it's not the sort of thing you say in front of her parents, that she doesn't like bum sex. 
"But you said you'd marry me again." She said, but there was a hesitation in her voice. 
"Perhaps I've changed my mind, or I lied, like you did at our wedding." 
That shocked her, so I carried on. "We both said forsaking all others, and now you want to have ' fun' whilst married to me. Ergo you lied." Not actually true, but ho hum. 
"You can stop this right now, just say so." I gave her a last chance in front of her parents, she just looked down into her lap. 
Gerald and Marjorie did not look happy, but we were at an impasse, they had tried their best, well Marjorie had, Gerald was still sitting there trying to catch up. We were getting nowhere. As they left Marjorie touched me in the arm and said. "Stay strong, we'll try and make her see sense." They loved her, but they couldn't see how ditzy she was. I really hoped they would succeed, but I doubted it. 
I thought the first week after the separation paperwork arrived, she'd be out every night, I was wrong, she only went out twice that first week. I didn't ask her any questions. I did get a report back on her Saturday night antics and it appears she behaved herself. 
Whilst we were sharing one of the last meals from the freezer, cottage pie I think it was. I asked her why she was not out every night. She got that grumpy look on her face and said to me, "I'm not a slut you know, I'm not going to jump at every man that comes on to me, I have standards." 
But I think she couldn't have sex with anyone, and that there might be a PI around that took the edge of it for her, and her experience with Gary. 
She seemed to go a little more overboard the second week she was out four nights. I only got a report of two of the nights, but she still behaved herself. She went out with the girls, and she danced with lots of men and generally let her hair down. 
It was the fourth week that was interesting, I was doing my laundry but hers seemed to be piling up, we still talked to each other, there were no secrets between us. She told me she had a big night planned for Friday out with the girls from the salon. I told her I was going out for a few beers with the boys, I'd probably go straight from work. 
We were sat in the pub and my phone rang as soon as I pushed the accept button I had to hold the phone away from my ear. "Your fucking doors locked I want my clothes out of your room. Get home and get it for me now."  
As she drew breath I said, "Which one do you want?" That sort of threw her off; it wasn't the answer she was expecting. I was just curious.  
"My knee length red satin one." Ah that one, it might be knee length, but it was split to mid-thigh. 
"No," and I hung up. I did send her a text. 'I told you we couldn't go into each other's bedrooms once the separation had started. You should have got your clothes out whilst I was there'. I didn't hear from her again. I did ping the PI a message saying if they had somebody available tonight it may be a good night to check on her. I got a message back saying they were already on it. 
I got a preliminary message with photo's the following morning. Breakfast time would be interesting. I was sitting at the kitchen table with a full English breakfast, toast and tea, just what I needed to soak up all of last night's beer. I knew the greasy frying smell would turn her stomach. She did not look well, she also slammed around the place until it hurt her head, I did have some sympathy and got her a glass of water and some pain killers. She was still mad at me for locking my bedroom door. 
I looked at her and said, "I warned you about the bedroom thing, still, you looked good though." That made her raise an eyebrow. 
"Oh, you know, word gets around; I thought that slinky black dress looked good on you." She had quite the worried look on her face. 
I carried on. "Do you remember about not allowing somebody else to put their body parts into yours, including French kissing?" 
Adrenaline is a wonderful thing; it can cure a lot of things including hangovers. 
She sat bolt upright, completely awake. 
I didn't let up now that I had her full attention, I got my phone out, opened up the video, playing it, I turned it towards her and said, "if I think you're swapping tongues there, the deal is off, and I will change the separation to divorce on the grounds of infidelity, and put the house up for sale. You should not be putting your tongue inside another man's mouth who is not your husband." 
The gentle overall tan looked good on her, but now she could have been a porcelain doll at that moment in time 
"No, no, no there was no tongues, we didn't do that, he tried but I stopped him." 
"I think you're lying, but I can't prove it. But if I suspect you're doing anything like that again, I tell you now, when and if you ask me to marry you, my answer will be' no fucking way bitch'." 
"But I didn't, there were no tongues." She was crying. 
"OK, prove it." I said, it was obvious she couldn't, and I wouldn't expect her to. I just wanted to worry her. From the look on her face, I think it worked. 
"It doesn't matter, if I think you swapped spit, that will be enough for me. The deal will be off, and I should go start chasing some of those MILFS that have been coming on to me." There wasn't any, but she wouldn't know that. 
After that Saturday night on the following Monday, I popped into the salon to give Jayde a message. I could have done it by phone or text, but I wanted to stir things up a bit and see what was being said. Also, to see if I could find out who might have sent me the videos. There was a change of attitude as I walked into the salon, it may be because a man doesn't normally go into these places, but it may be because Jayde had told them about what was happening between us. 
After I passed the message to Jayde, Marcie the salon's owner invited me into the back, I had a sneaky feeling she may have been the one that sent me the messages. 
She asked me what was going on, what was my side of the story? I told her basically that Jayde wanted some fun and I wouldn't stay married to her while she slept around, so we planned to get a divorce for six months but after the six months was up, she could ask me to marry her again. I quickly skimmed over the plan stating no sex before the divorce was final as that still counts as cheating. She asked if I had the same rules. I smiled and said to her, "absolutely,"  
My thoughts were given a boost that she was the one that sent me the videos as she leaned into me and said to me. "The day the divorce is final you call me. I could do with a good man." I pointed out that we can date now, just can't have sex. She told me she realises that, but that might not be a good idea as Jayde works for her. 
But I did convince her to go out for lunch some time as I wanted to make a point to Jayde, she smiled and agreed to just the one lunch date the following Wednesday. 
As I was leaving one of the other beauty technicians, Kirsty grabbed my arm, to say how sorry she was that Jayde and I were splitting up, perhaps it was Kirsty that sent those messages?  
I could just overhear a customer talking to Jayde at the counter who was taking her money. As I left, I said goodbye to Jayde. The customer asked. "Who's that?"  
"That's my husband, but we're separated." 
"Oh, you poor girl, what's he done wrong?" 
"Nothing, he's done nothing wrong." 
"So, like that is it?" With a hint of sarcasm in her voice. 
As I left the salon the customer caught up with me. "What have you done to that nice girl?" She asked me. "I've been coming here for years, she's a lovely girl." 
Men always get the blame. Okay sometimes it is their fault, but not this time and I wasn't going to let it go. 
We were stood in front of the window of the salon, and I don't like to air my dirty linen in public, so I said to the lady. "Excuse me Madam, I have no desire to discuss my personal business with a complete and utter stranger." Then I had a good look at this woman, she was a couple of years older than me I guess, but she had just come out of a beauty salon she would look good, but the way she dressed and carried herself, she had class. Perhaps in a couple of months' time she might be fun. But I had a problem now. "I don't know what my wife has told you, but after my previous experiences with her she may not have told you the whole truth. So, if you'll excuse me, I'm required at work." 
I turned to walk away. "Hang on, hang on, my name's Christine and I'd be interested in your story; it doesn't seem as simple as Jayde makes out." She held her hand out for me to shake; I did. We were still stood in front of the salon window and out of the corner of my eye I could see we were being watched. Christine said. "Would it be too forward of me to offer you dinner to get the whole story?" 
"No, that would be fine." We swapped phone numbers and arranged a time and date. 
I met Christine for a drink and dinner in a local hotel the following Thursday, she was very attractive and she did have a certain class about her. I told her the story of Jayde wanting some fun because she had heard all the stories from her clients. Christine was aghast, she told me that they make most of those stories up. "I told Jayde I went on a cruise with a young person, but it was my daughter, not a man. I sort of missed that bit out." She giggled and added. "I did manage one, err encounter, it was fun trying to dodge Sonia. Since I've got divorced, fun has been a bit hard to come by, that's why I spend so much time at the salon." 
I asked her why she got divorced, she told me they just grew apart. But in hindsight they realised they both stopped working at it. She told me Sonia was at university reading some sort of engineering. Christine worked as an accountant three days a week, but since the divorce she didn't need to work, it was just so she could feel useful. We had a pleasant meal and when we finished, I offered to pay my half, but she wouldn't hear of it, she invited me, so she paid. 
"So, there's no chance of a more intimate get together?" She asked. 
"I have your phone number; you have mine. Let's see what happens when I'm divorced. Could I ask you a favour in the meanwhile?" 
"Depends on what it is." 
"Would you tell Jayde a little bit more about your stories, but be a little bit more honest with her?" 
"But that would mean you would go back to her, and I'd lose my chance of having a bit of fun with you," she said with a twinkle in her eye. 
I liked her. "Okay fair enough, I will make you my first date when the divorce is final. We can put that in our diaries right now. And let's just see what happens when there are no restrictions." I smiled. 
"Okay sounds like a deal." 
We finished the evening off chatting and then headed towards the hotel lobby. She approached me for a kiss, but I just offered her my cheek, I returned the kiss to her cheek. I didn't let on, but I had spotted Jayde in the corner of the hotel lobby, her disguise wasn't very good with all that hair. Oddly enough just behind her was one of the PI's I'd engaged. I had a little chuckle to myself, the follower being followed. 
I was about to hold the door open for Christine when I had a thought and stopped. I'd enjoyed my time with her, there was no pressure; she knew the scheme and I felt she would stick to the rules, so I made a suggestion. "Christine, I've really enjoyed my time with you, can we make this a regular thing, say, every couple of weeks or so, just a meal nothing else?" 
She stopped and pondered and looked at me tilted ahead slightly, smiled and said. "Yes, I think I'd like that, in fact I think I'd like that a lot' how about a week Saturday." 
"OK, that's a date then, but one proviso, I pay." 
I was about to start asking for details when she said to me. "Send me your address and I'll pick you up at 7:30, and you can tell me where to go, and we'll take turns paying." It looked like this could be a regular thing. Good. 
I managed to get home before Jayde, and I was sitting on the sofa drinking tea when she came in. 
"Did you have a good night?" she asked. 
I had nothing to hide, "yes, I was out with Christine, one of your clients, a nice lady told me about her cruise. Seemed like she had a good time with her daughter. Perhaps we should try that if we get back together." She looked a bit confused at the 'daughter' comment but said nothing. 
I think she missed the word 'if'. 
"How was your night, a hot date?" I asked her. 
"Oh, quite boring really just watching people." I could see she was thinking. But you never really know what's going round in that blonde head of hers. 
From then on, every two or three weeks, normally on a Thursday, Christine picked me up in her Mercedes SLK or I would take my Audi and we would drive to a country pub or hotel restaurant, and a couple of times we even went dancing; she was much better than me. She told me about her work, her daughter and her ex-husband, she didn't dislike him, she just didn't love him anymore. They were civil to each other when they met, but I had a feeling she was lonely. I told her about my work and the people I worked with, if I bored her, she never let it show. I talked about my hobbies and she talked about hers. We both steered well clear of talking about Jayde. All in all, we had some very pleasant times. 
Jayde went quiet for the next couple of weeks, I think she wanted to keep an eye on me, she couldn't afford a private investigator. She went out a couple of times. So did I, and now I had more time on my hands I started taking lessons in things I wanted to do. 
The PI admitted there were places she couldn't go so she suggested I purchase a couple of pens that were audio recording devices, the type she suggested were not cheap but were tuned to pick up human voices and discard all the other stuff like music and there was software that could help with that. I did and I slipped one into Jayde's handbag, she would never notice another pen with all the stuff she carried. Preplanning, I am sure would come in useful. 
Every week or so I swapped the recording pens in Jayde's handbag, and so far, I'd found nothing. Which was good, it gave me a warm feeling. 
She came in from a Saturday night out with the girls from the salon, I was up early in the morning to go for a run, to help get rid of the beer from last night. Her handbag was there, so I removed the pen and replaced it with the spare. I downloaded the audio files and listened to tracks; they were very interesting. I heard her say 'no' she couldn't give him a French kiss, but he could feel her tits. Shit, I didn't think of that, there was lots of fumbling and groping and I heard a slap and Jayde say. "You can't go in there," I don't know who the chap was, but she was enjoying herself. She seemed to have the situation in hand. But now I had something to go on. 
It would be an interesting chat when I got back from my run. 
She came down to breakfast, we had sort of fallen into the first one up would make the toast. It was only a slice of bread; it didn't make that much difference in the great scheme of things; she made her own coffee. I asked her how the night went, she said she had fun. She asked how my date with Christine went? It was good, Christine talked about her daughter and her work. I told her about some new things that I was planning. I'd had a pleasant evening and told Jayde about it. 



She was sat there quietly chewing her toast looking off into the distance when I said. "So, you didn't swap spit then?" She sort of came out of her daze and looked at me, smiled and gently shook her head. She took a sip of her coffee, excellent timing. I carried on. "But you let him feel your tits." The coffee splattered all over the table. I went and got some kitchen towels and cleaned it up and then sat back down and carried on drinking my tea. There was a look of shock on her face. I'm not sure if it was from the fact that I'd found out somebody had felt her tits or that I was so calm about it. 
I looked at her and said quietly. "It's my fault, but another man feeling your tits would not pass the husband test, the same as wanking him off. I didn't mention that when we started, so as much as I would like to complain I can't. I got that wrong.
But that doesn't mean I'm happy you let another man touch your sexual parts." She was still there with her mouth wide open; I had no idea what she was thinking, so I carried on. "Of course, if you wanked him off you would have had to close your hand around his cock and that could count as entering your body, bit of a longshot, but I don't think it matters. We made the rules before the separation, so I can't complain this time. But I am really upset that you let another man touch those fantastic breasts of yours on that fantastic body that I have loved and admired for so long." Now I was cruel. "But if you let somebody else feel your tits again, I might have to rethink your proposal to me." Her light tan had gone very red and her mouth was still wide open. I stood up and went to my room to get changed to go for another run, just to let her stew. 
It got interesting a week or so later, I was in bed just dozing off, it was gone 11, when I heard the drawers opening and closing in the living room, so I popped down. And there was Jayde, naked, bugger she did look good. "What's the matter, what are you looking for?" 
"I was looking for batteries." 
"What for at this time of night?" 
She got embarrassed, something I've not seen in her for a while. Looking down at the floor she said. "My vibrator, as we can't have sex it's all I've got." 
"You gave me all the batteries, you didn't want them, couldn't see a use for them." Then I got a nasty thought. 
"I'll do you a deal, neither of us have had sex for a couple of months now, I'll give you batteries for your vibrator if you give me a blowjob." 
"That doesn't seem fair, I give you sex, but you just give me batteries." 
"Well, the supermarket down the road is open 24 hours, you can go there, they'll have batteries, but I suggest you get dressed first. Or you can give me a blowjob, which you know you like doing anyway, you like being in control. And I'll give you batteries so you can use your vibrator to get yourself off. We both win that way." 
A smile swept across her face. "Wait there," she said, then she turned and went upstairs, she came back pulling on her long bright red PVC over the elbow gloves. Oh, she knows how I like the feel of the smooth PVC on my cock and balls. She knows I won't last long; she was going to try to get this over and done with. She got on her knees in front of me, I sleep naked as well. 
With one hand she cupped my balls gently fondling them with her other hand she gently stroked my cock up and down. Looking at me in the face and smiling, then she opened her mouth and gently sunk it onto my cock, she nibbled, she sucked, she bopped her head backwards and forwards. It was gorgeous, I leaned back in on the sofa and closed my eyes; I was just about to unload when she stopped. I struggled to open my eyes. Next thing I know her knees were beside my hips and she impaled herself on me all the way to the hilt. I managed to open my eyes to see her sitting there looking down at me smiling, she had one gloved hand on my chest and the other was buried between her thighs, I suspect she's playing with her clitoris. I couldn't hold on any longer.
And I came. I felt her shudder, I could see her head thrown back and broad grin on her face. She collapsed forward on me breathing heavily. 
After a minute or so we managed to disentangle ourselves. As good as it felt, that had buggered up the divorce agreement. We would have to talk about that later. 
We both made our way to our own bedrooms, a little bit embarrassed, but satisfied. 
We were both up early in the morning. I made her coffee and toast with jam, which was something I didn't normally do. But after what we'd done last night, it was small beer. I told her we needed to talk this evening. She looked a bit worried. I was a bit worried; I didn't know how we were going to play this. 
At work I came up with a cunning plan. I picked up a Chinese takeaway on the way home, set the dining table in the sitting room, I got one of her bottles of wine out of her fridge, and a bottle of beer from my fridge and waited, and pondered, how I was going to put this 
She got in later than her usual time, she had the late shift this evening, I think she volunteered for that shift. Some ladies need to visit the salon after they'd done a full day's work. 
We picked at the food she drank quite heavily at her wine as we edged around the elephant in the room, but it couldn't go on. "I really enjoyed last night, but if it gets out to the solicitors, we will have to start the six months separation all over again." 
"But nobody else knows, there was only me and you." 
"I know and we've got to keep it a secret, can you do that, not tell anybody at work?" 
"Yes of course I can. I didn't tell anyone today" 
"Well, if you're sure, I've got another suggestion." She nodded her head; the food was forgotten. "This is just a suggestion, and you can say 'no' if you like. I really have missed making love to you, and the sex. Apart from last night and using our hands and toys, neither of us have had sex for nearly two months." I could tell she was interested; was I going to relax the rules? Not a cat in Hell's chance. 
"I suggest that up until the divorce is final we put from 12:00 o'clock midday to 12:00 o'clock midnight on the first and third Sunday of every month to have a sex day. The whole 9 yards, just plain sex, love making, role play, anything goes for those 12 hours. But we can tell no one. what do you say?" 
I could see the cogs going round in her head. "I like that idea, but as we've got to keep it quiet, I suppose doing it outside is off the cards." 
I like the way she was thinking, but she was correct. "Yes, that's it, so I'm afraid no screaming orgasms for you." In the past, sometimes she was known to be quite vocal. 
"OK that's a deal, I'll mark it in my diary. Gosh I'm hungry now." And with that she attacked her dinner. 
And that was what we did, sometimes it was just sex sometimes she got kinky like the day she came down wearing her red PVC gloves, Basque and thigh length boots. She could have had all this all the adventure she wanted, she only had to ask. But perhaps I should have offered sooner. 
The last Sunday before the divorce I thought I'd try something different, we'd tried it before, but she wasn't keen, so we never got round to trying it again. "Jayde, how do you fancy something kinky?" 
"Oh, what are you thinking, something new or something old?" 
"Bit of both really, I want to tie you up." 
"We haven't done that for a while so 'Yes' let's, your bedroom or mine?" 
"Neither, come here and bend over the back of the sofa." 
I steered her around the back of the sofa and bent her over it. I had our toy bag to hand; I took the ropes and quickly lashed her legs apart. I went around the other side and lashed her wrists to the front legs; she was completely open to me. She had seen the toy bag and knew what was in it. 
She peered at me over her shoulder and said. "Oh doggy style with a difference." She didn't know the half of it. I got down on my knees and started licking her fanny, I pushed my finger inside, getting it nice and wet, she was starting to moan, then I cheated and got her vibrator and started playing over her clitoris, as soon as she got close I stopped, she was pulling on her ropes but there is no way she was getting free. Then I did it all again, stopping just as she was about to climax. She swore at me. She was very wet; I got my finger covered with her love juices and then I pushed it gently inside her arsehole, that made her tense up. "No not there!" 
"Why not, you wanted an adventure, so here it is, something new." And I pushed my finger further in. "And you know you're in no position to stop me, are you?" I said with a giggle in my voice. "I can just slip it in and bang away." And with that I moved my finger in and out faster of her arse, after sliding the vibrator into her pussy. I saw her body strain then relax as if she was resigned to it. But I'm not like that, so I leaned over the sofa down to her ear and whispered into it. "You have a safety word; just say it and I'll stop. Nod your head if you understand." She nodded her head. Game on. 
I shot into the kitchen, went to my cupboard and came back with the extra virgin olive oil, I smeared it liberally over my two fingers and gently easing them inside her anus moving them slowly backwards and forwards, slightly deeper every time. I started moving the vibrator in and out of her pussy. I cranked the speed up a bit. She was breathing very heavily and starting to grunt. I wasn't sure if it was because of the attention I was paying to her arse or her cunt. If she got much louder, I'd have to find something to gag her with. I managed to get three fingers just started up her arse. I wasn't going to get many more in there without causing her pain. With my other hand I pulled the vibrator out of her pussy and started paying attention to her clitoris with it. She was grunting loudly now. I looked at her pretty face, her mouth was wide open. She was getting loud, that had to stop.  
I took the ball gag from the bag, grabbed her hair, pulled it back and jammed the ball gag in, strapping it around her neck. She likes to be gagged; it keeps the pleasure in she had told me once. I carried on playing around her clitoris. Then, just as she was about to come I moved the vibrator away. She'd been straining quite hard against the ropes, suddenly they went slack.
I pulled my fingers out and inserted my cock in her arse, not much, just a bit. I poured some more olive oil on it and slowly worked it backwards and forwards going slightly deeper every time it was a bit of a struggle. I managed to get the vibrator somewhere around her lady parts at the same time. 
I must have occasionally made contact with her clitoris because she shuddered now and then, but she didn't come, she just pulled on the ropes and grunted. After a few minutes and a lot of olive oil I managed to get fully embedded. I had to go slow otherwise I would have come. She was very, very tight up there. Not wanting to move, I kept still. I'd been concentrating on getting the vibrator inside her cunt, I did and turned it on to full. The vibrations through the perineum sent me over the top, I spurted, she screamed into the ball gag, I wasn't sure if it was pain or an orgasm, she collapsed completely, hanging on the ropes. I eased myself out; it didn't take long; I'd gone very soft, very quickly. I pulled the vibrator out but still managed to stroke it across her clitoris, which made her jump again. I know I reached the spot because all I heard around the ball gag was, "no, stop, enough, safe word, safe word." That wasn't our safe word, but I knew what she meant. 
I untied the ropes and took the ball gag out, she stayed where she was. After a couple of minutes, I helped her stand up and we went and sat on the sofa. She managed to open her eyes, she looked at me and said. "Fuck that was good, I didn't think it would be that good, we're going to have to do that again when we get back together."  
Although I'd had the idea a couple of weeks ago, I had to wait until the last of our arranged weekends. If there was another weekend to go it would have probably been me bent over the sofa with a dildo shoved up my arse, and that wasn't going to happen. 
We weren't up too much after that, I cleaned up the mess behind the sofa, there was olive oil all over the floor. We dozed on the sofa for a while and then I decided that we would send out for Chinese. To keep up the illusion we both ordered and paid separately. I think the delivery man was somewhat confused. 
Monday evening after our anal adventure with about two weeks to go before the divorce was due to be final, I asked her how her search for a flat or somewhere to live was going. She told me it wasn't going well. Actually, I don't think she was looking. I suggested she move in with her parents as she only had two weeks to find somewhere, that went down like a lead balloon. She could hardly go out most nights adventuring from her parents' house. She asked me if she could stay here like a house mate. Still not bringing anybody home and she would pay rent. She offered either cash or in kind, I insisted it be cash. I thought about it for a day or two then I agreed, I must be getting soft in my old age. 
I was hoping after everything that we had done she would call it off, but I was disappointed, I could see she was getting excited about the thought of her adventures. Yes, I was disappointed, but not surprised. 
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Chapter 2   
Right now they are divorced, let's see if they sort it out and make up. 
The BTB crowd might like my alternative ending. 
The grass is greener for some people. 
It was a Tuesday and I was at home when the divorce paperwork turned up. We were officially divorced. I gave Marcie a quick call, we had planned for this. I went and got my leathers and helmet; I pushed the motorbike out of the shed.  I kickstarted it and rode to the salon and parked outside. It had an electric starter, but I didn't use it. I climbed off, removed my helmet and walked into the salon, as is normal most people looked to see who was coming in the door. A lot of jaws hit the floor when they recognised it was me in black leather, including Jayde's. I went up to her, I gave her the envelope addressed to her and said. "If this is the same as mine, we are divorced." I kept on walking towards Marcie's office at the back of the salon. I knocked on the office door and Marcie opened it, stepping out, she was also wearing motorcycle leathers and carrying a small bag. I indicated, and she led the way. I thought she looked good in leather. As we left the Salon, Marcie turned back inside and said. "Jayde, do me a favour, lock up please, I probably won't be back before closing time." I kick started the bike, it looks more manly. Marcie put her helmet on, climbed on the pillion and we rode away. 
I'd been taking refresher lessons. It often happens with men in a midlife crisis who had motorbikes when they were younger, go out and buy a big motorcycle and because they're not used to the power end up killing themselves. At least it's a supply of organs for transplant. So, I took lessons. I bought myself a second-hand midrange BMW Tourer, one that had a kickstart fitted, it just felt better!  
Marcia and I had a long ride into the country. Did we have sex, it's been two weeks, you bet your bottom fucking dollar we did. At short notice I'd managed to book a room in a small country inn, we got there about three o'clock, I went the long way round. After a small bite to eat, I could tell Marcie was getting frisky. We went up to the bedroom. It was a lovely country style room with a four-poster bed. Marcie must have thought that I looked quite debonair in my leather motorcycle trousers, braces and a tee shirt because she pushed me back onto the bed and leapt on me. That kiss will be burnt into my brain. She pulled back and looked at me. There was lust in her eyes. "I don't know what the fuck Jayde is doing, and at this moment I don't fucking care. I've not had a good fuck for about six months so you'd better produce." 
"Babe, that's not going to happen the first time round. I've not had sex for ages either, how long do you think I'm going to last?" 
She laughed at me. "You've got a tongue and fingers haven't you, and from what Jayde has intimated you know how to use them." All the time she was talking she was pulling my trousers off and as soon as she'd done that, she started undressing herself, then there was a surprise. Under her motorcycle leather's all she was wearing was a black leather waist clincher, a black leather push up bra and stockings. No knickers. This girl had a thing for leather, I wasn't complaining, it suited her, she looked good. 
It was my turn to be demonstrative, I stood up, grabbed hold of her and threw her on the bed, bloody hell it squeaked. I hoped the bar downstairs was empty.
Shit it wasn't, we'd just left; it was full of locals trying to enjoy a quiet afternoon pint. I slipped up beside her and started kissing her on the lips, then moved down to her neck, with one hand I grabbed her hair and pulled it back to expose her neck. My other hand slid down over the leather waist clincher and found that lovely soft passage. I slipped a finger gently inside, she was wet, I shuffled around a bit until I could get my arm fully down and I inserted two fingers all the way in and moved them rapidly backwards and forwards, she started to breathe heavily. I used her hair to pull her up so I could kiss her on the lips. Now my fingers were fully wet I moved them out up onto her nub and started rubbing round and round it gently, she was breathing heavily still. It wasn't long before she came, bloody hell it hadn't been long. I was so hard it was aching, I desperately wanted to put it inside her warm soft channel, but I wanted her to get a few more ahead. 
As she was coming down, I slid down the bed, I nearly fell off the end. I pushed her knees up and open so I could see that delightfully little pleasure bud of hers, she wasn't shaved down there, but I got the impression she trimmed it just leaving a gentle light furry covering. I like that. I could smell the leather from the waist clincher, I've said it before, but I do like leather. I licked the moisture that was easing from her quim, she tasted nice. Holding her legs apart with my hands I pushed gently eased round and round her clitoris with my tongue not daring to touch it, but occasionally whisking quickly over it, she shuddered but didn't come, I kept on going round and round increasing the times I went across the clitoris. She was getting closer and closer and so was I, if I didn't bury myself inside that quim quite soon, I'd make a mess all over the bed. I lifted myself up and took hold of her knees and pushed them up. I poised myself, I said to her, "Are you ready?" 
"Too fucking right, I am, just get on with it." 
I did, I sunk myself in up to my nuts, she was so wet and tight, a couple of thrusts and we were both there. I do remember the bed squeaking but didn't care less, the old boys downstairs could be jealous. 
I must have rolled off her because I remember waking up after that post fucking sleep that we men tend to do, I had my arms around her, and she was there looking at me. She smiled and said, "stupid fucking bitch." She leaned in and kissed me. "Time for round two?" 
Pointing down at my worn out cock I said, "I don't think so." 
"Oh, I can do something about that." 
She slid herself down until she was laid between my legs looking up at me, she smiled; opened her mouth and took my flaccid cock right into it, it didn't take long. What's the past tense for flaccid. I love the way she looks up at me with my cock in her mouth. She put her hands behind her back, and the leather bra fell off, I haven't paid much attention to her breasts before, but they look bloody good from where I was seeing them. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back just enjoying the sensation. Not as good as Jayde, but still bloody good anyway. I was losing track of time. There was a shuffling down the bottom of the bed. I opened my eyes as she took her mouth off my cock, and she shuffled up the bed. She had both hands on my chest, she smiled at me as she sunk onto my cock, her breasts were fantastic, small brown nipples perched on perky little breasts. She was moving up and down slowly, she still had that smile on her face. "This one should take longer, let's just enjoy it." 
She carried on moving up and down gently, she leaned forward to change the angle, it was so nice, I again lost track of time again. She just sat there for a while, then she started rocking backwards and forwards, all the time smiling at me. Then she started moving faster, her breathing got heavier, the bed squeaking got louder, I still didn't care. She was getting close and so was I. Do I stay here and let her ride me, or do I flip her over and give her a hammering. It was taken out of my hands. She must have been practising with her muscles, she leaned forward and squeezed me tightly. I hope my pumping upwards a couple of times helped. Her eyes closed and her mouth opened, but nothing came out her whole body shuddered, and she collapsed on to me. It didn't take me long with all that squeezing of her fanny muscles, I emptied myself into her. 
We fell asleep in each other's arms. We awoke at about eight o'clock and went downstairs for a bite to eat, there was quite a lot of sniggering in the bar like a bunch of school children. It was either about what they'd heard from upstairs or the tight leather dress that Marcie was wearing, she really did seem to have a thing about leather, I still wasn't complaining. We didn't care what the locals thought, we're probably not coming back here again. I told the landlord we would be leaving early in the morning and wouldn't want breakfast. I had to be at work and so did Marcie. 
We weren't late to bed, and we made gentle love this time and soon fell asleep after all of our exertions. We were up early in the morning, it was absolutely lovely to ride that bike on the open empty roads. I may have broken a few speed limits. I dropped Marcia at her salon before it opened, she used her spare keys to let herself in. 
When she got to the door I said to her, "Please don't say anything to Jayde, don't rub her nose in it, please." She looked thoughtful, "I might have done that as we left yesterday, I wasn't thinking. I will apologise to her, and I won't do it again, stupid fucking bitch." That phrase again. As she went into the salon, she turned to me and said, "You won't mention the leather, will you?" 
"Definitely not, our secret; as long as you wear it again." 
"I might have other things for you to see." She smiled. 
"I look forward to that then." I smiled back at her and rode away. 
I just had time to get back to the house, park the bike and get changed into normal clothes and drive to work in the car. It was just after midday when my phone bonged at me with a calendar reminder. It just said "Christine." I sent Christine a text, "do you have time to talk? Or phone me at your convenience." 
Christine phoned me later in the afternoon and I told her that I'd had my divorce paperwork through, and I was now single, we had already arranged to meet that Thursday and I asked if she wanted to change anything. She told me everything was OK as it was, and she'd heard about the divorce because she'd been in the salon this morning. She'd also heard something about a large motorbike and a man all in black leather. I kind of guessed she'd heard about Marcie and I riding off into the sunset as it were. I thought to myself oh shit I've upset her. But she just carried on as if nothing happened and we agreed to continue our meeting on Thursday. I had to think for a while; dating mature sensible people was going to be different from dating when I was younger. 
Christine and I had a pleasant evening that Thursday, she joked with me about black leather, but told me she wasn't interested in motorcycle rides, then I realised she was talking about my motorcycle leathers. I wondered how much she knew about Marcie and me. I drove us back to her place, she was a lady of class, so I was going to tease her, and to be honest I wasn't sure how far she wanted to go. As we reached the door of her house I pulled her to one side and pushed back against the door jamb and kissed her, nice and slowly and gently. It was the first proper lip kiss we'd had and I wanted to make it last, she didn't push me away. I ran my hands down her body, she was breathing heavily. I felt her hands grab my hair and she pulled my head into her neck. It looks like she likes being kissed on the neck. I ran my hand up her skirt, she was wearing stockings, I pushed her knickers aside and found her love channel; I was stroking it and it was very wet. "Just tell me when to stop." I told her.  
"Don't you bloody dare." Was all I got. We were stood outside her front door, and she was hanging on to me with her arms around my neck, she was breathing heavily as my fingers were inside her when all the sudden the front door opened and there was a mini-Christine, a young Christine. "What the bloody hell is going on here?" 
We disentangled ourselves rapidly with some difficulty. 
Christine got all embarrassed. "Sonia, you're not due home until tomorrow." 
"I thought I'd surprise you mummy dear, you two had better come indoors, this could get embarrassing." 
We went indoors. "John this is my daughter, Sonia, Sonia this is John, a gentleman friend of mine." 
Sonia put a hand out to shake hands, I looked at her in the face and gave a gentle shake of the head. It would not be right to shake hands with her mother's love juices all over my fingers. 
Sonia said. "Nice to meet you, please come in, mother has mentioned you." She held the door open, and we both went in. Christine was embarrassed, and I felt like we were two teenagers being accused of doing something we shouldn't have been doing. I decided to give them some space and asked where the toilet was. I was pointed to a small door across the hallway. I washed my hands. On leaving the toilet Sonia called to me that they were in the living room, I followed the sound of her voice. I had a glance around the place, it was big but tastefully decorated, big comfortable armchairs, that sort of thing.  This was going to be strange. 
Christine patted the sofa next to her, on the table in front of her was a bottle of Crafty Old Hen and a glass. Christine had obviously taken note of what I like to drink. Sonya lightened the mood by saying, "now I know who the beer is for," and with a little chuckle added, "I didn't think my mother had become a hardened real ale drinker. She much prefers crisp German white wines." I had a thought Crafty Old Hen is quite strong. Was she trying to get me a little tiddly so I wouldn't drive home? We chatted for a few minutes, and I asked her what she was reading at university as her mother told me it was something to do with nuts, bolts and stuff like that. She told me it was mechanical engineering design. It appears Christine had already told her what I did for a living and she was interested in my machinery. I think Christine was getting a bit bored, so she excused herself.
As soon as she left the room Sonya leaned forward in a quiet but firm voice said to me. "Can we meet for a coffee tomorrow please; I would like to know what your intentions are towards my mother." Bloody hell that's a turnaround, normally it's the father asking what the intentions are of a suitor. Oh well times are different. We arranged a time and a place for tomorrow after I finished work. When Christine came back Sonia stood up and said, "I've had a long day, it's my bedtime. Be good you two and don't do anything that I wouldn't do." 
Sonia came across to me, I stood up as she held her hand out to me again, I took it, she said quietly, "You seem nice, thank you for not shaking my hand earlier. I appreciate that." 
Having Sonia in the house somewhat cooled our ardour, so we chatted for a little while and then I decided to go home, I think Christine was slightly relieved as I think she was a little bit embarrassed, but she did give me a toe-curling kiss before I left. 
I met Sonia in one of the smaller restaurants in town, she thanked me for coming but she didn't beat around the bush; she asked me what my intentions were towards her mother. She'd pre-warned me the previous evening what she was going to ask so it was fairly easy. I gave her a quick, shortened version of what happened to Jayde and myself and some of the conversations I'd had with her mother. Christine had told me she was in no mood to marry so my situation of planning to go back to Jayde fitting in well with her plans, she was looking for companionship. What I didn't tell Sonya was she wanted a more intimate relationship, which we would have achieved had she not been home last night.  She took it all in but didn't say much more about it. We talked about her university, my machinery. She was interested in some work experience on my machines, so I suggested we meet up in a few weeks' time when she was next home from university. 
But as we were finishing dessert, she looked at me with a serious face. "Please don't hurt her, the breakup with my father hurt her more than she lets on." 
"I like her a lot, I wouldn't do that to her, when and if I do go back to Jayde, she will probably be the second person to know. I can't be any fairer than that." 
"Thank you, that's all I can ask." 
I didn't expect to see Jayde that first weekend after the divorce became final; she went out in the evening but got home at a reasonable hour. I didn't care she was single now, well actually I did, but I had to get over it. I was going to have my fun. 
That following Saturday I took Marcie for another ride on the bike down to some nice little secluded coves on the Cornish coast. We swam in the sea even though it was summer it was still bloody cold. We found a way to warm up in the sand dunes though. She told me that when she apologised to Jayde, she got the impression that Jayde didn't think I'd be off the starting blocks so soon after receiving the divorce paperwork. And she might have been a little hurt about that. I told her that Jayde gave me the impression that she thought I wouldn't get much luck on the female front.  
"Then she's stupid because if I hadn't nabbed you Kirsty was lining herself up." 
I had a phone call from Christine prior to our usual Thursday evening, she asked if I could get to her place, and we would go out from there. I was tempted to take the bike but decided not to. I turned up. I rang the doorbell, and nothing happened, after a few minutes I rang it again; it was now nearly five minutes since I first rang the bell. I was worried that I was being taken for a ride and not on my bike, so I stood back when I heard the door latch opening, the door swung open. There stood Christine in a red satin over bust corset with a lace overlay, stockings and shoes that must be at least 5 inches high; she had one knee slightly in front of the other, a cheeky smile on her face her eyes were bright. 
"Wow." was the only thing that came out of my mouth. All the thoughts of food went completely out of my head. 
"Don't just stand there, come in and take advantage of what you see." 
I stepped inside the door and closed it behind me, as I did, she walked up to me. She curled one arm around my neck pulling my head towards hers and putting her lips on mine, her other hand went round my waist pulling me into her whilst she gave me another proper kiss. I think my heart melted and my toes curled again. 
When I came down from cloud nine, I gently pushed her back and took in the full view. "You look flipping gorgeous." It was hard to keep the lust out of my voice. 
"This old body needs a little bit of help; do you like it," she took a pace back and slowly turned round. 
I got a bit chivalrous. I looked her in the eyes. "To start with, you're not old, you're only a year or two older than me. You look beautiful, you are beautiful but the most beautiful thing about you is your character and your attitude, that is the best thing about you. Although you do look absolutely gorgeous." I stroked her face with the back of my hand. Her eyes seemed to mist over, she leaned forward and took my hand and led me into the house, we got to the bottom of the stairs she turned and looked at me and said, "beer or bed?" 
"Silly question my beautiful lady, beer of course." With that I stepped in front of her and with her hand still in mine we started up the stairs. We got to the top and I turned to look at her, she giggled as I said. "OK now which way?" 
She pointed to the one open door; I led her into that way. It was a well-appointed bedroom, plush with a lady's touch as you would expect. It was her turn now, she led me to the bed and turned me round so my back was facing the bed and she pushed me backwards. 
In a stern voice said. "Stay there." I did as I was told. She undid my belt and fly and managed to release my manhood from its confines. She took me completely into her mouth and then looked up at me, I love it when they do that. She got me nice and hard. She pulled off and then crawled up my body and placed herself over my cock, gently easing herself on to me. She was wet already; she must have been looking forward to this. She lifted herself up and down gently. She was starting to get there, she then used her hand to play with herself.  There she was. In a Red Satin Basque sat on my cock gently easing herself up and down and her fingers gently playing with the clitoris. Probably the most erotic sight I have seen with a woman. She had her head back, breathing deeply, it didn't take long to feel her muscles clenching. That pushed me over the edge. She collapsed forward onto me. I was getting used to ladies taking what they wanted, it all seemed familiar. I wasn't complaining. 



I did the usual man thing of falling asleep after we'd finished making love. I always tried to cuddle my partner. Christine accepted me pulling her down and laying her head on my shoulder. It was a little cheeky, give it 10 minutes and my shoulder would go dead, and I would wake up. Then hopefully I will be ready to go again. That's what happened. I opened my eyes and there she was. She looked content, I'm sure she had a small smile on her face. I moved slightly to ease the ache in my shoulder, and that woke her up. I thought there was a flash of embarrassment across her face, but it didn't last long. She moved and swung round and sat on the edge of the bed, I think she was going to the toilet. I got up behind her and said, "hang on a minute, let me help you off with this." and I started to unclip the back of the corset; when I got it fully undone I eased it forward and slipped my hands round the front and grasped her breasts, she was quite top heavy there was more than a handful. I fondled them gently and rolled my fingers up over the nipples. She leaned back into me, "oh that's nice, I like that." 
With my left hand on her breast, I let my right hand slide down between the crack of her legs, I moved it gradually and she opened her legs allowing me access to her labia, then I eased my fingers up to her clitoris and carefully easing the hood aside, I slowly ran my fingers gently over her clitoris. She shuddered, but then stood up pulling away from me. I think she had another small one, she was slightly unsteady on her feet. Turning she looked at me and said, "before we get too far, I think I need a shower." I straightened up onto my knees in front of her and carried on removing the corset which was hanging from her shoulders. I pulled that off and then helped her remove her shoes and stockings.  
"May I join you?" 
"I was hoping you'd say that." 
It took us nearly an hour to get clean, we were like a pair of prunes when we came out. 
The next time we got into bed I took charge to make sure she was satisfied. 
Over breakfast in the morning, she said to me, "When's your next weekend off. When can you get a long weekend?" 
I had planned to go out with Marcie the following weekend, so it was the weekend after that and that's when I told her I was available. 
"Do you fancy a small adventure?" 
"I'm always up for an adventure, but you'll have to explain yourself a bit more than that before I accept," 
"OK let's say a little bit more of an 'exploration', do you have a passport?" 
"Yes, but where are you planning on going?" 
"Oh, that'll be my surprise, can you be ready midday a week on Friday," I nodded my head. "Okay then, pack enough clothes for three days, casual stuff, slacks, shirts, jumpers, some walking shoes if you have them, you won't need anything posh." 
I was intrigued. She told me nothing else, but admitted she hadn't got it fully planned out yet. She would let me know next week, but plan to be ready at 10:00 o'clock on that Friday. 
That was the week when Jayde told me she'd be away for the weekend, I didn't ask where or with whom, I told her to have a good time. I said goodbye to her Thursday evening. I spent the weekend doing work around the house and washing cars, well mine anyway. And a ride on the bike, with Marcie. 
We settled into a routine of seeing Christine Thursday evening and sometimes a Saturday if I wasn't seeing Marcie on Sunday, Marcie and I took to taking bike rides along the South Coast. 
On Monday Jayde was at home when I got back from work, I inquired if she'd had a good weekend, she smiled at me and said she did, fortunately she didn't give me any more information that would have been too much. She asked if I'd had a good weekend, I told her I did some household jobs and went for a ride on the bike, no more than that. 
As the week progressed Jayde got grumpier and grumpier, on Thursday after I got back from an evening with Christine, I could see Jayde had been crying. As much as I wanted to go to bed, she was just a house mate paying rent; she was my ex-wife and despite what we're going through, I still loved her. So, I asked him what was wrong, as a good house mate would do. I was aware I could be opening a can of worms, and I was. 
"He won't answer my calls; he's ignoring me, I think he's ghosting me." I assume she meant the paramour she spent the weekend away with.  
I went and got a beer from my fridge and some wine from hers, I was going to regret this. "Tell me about it." 
"His name is Paul, I met him at the club a couple of weeks ago, and we seemed to hit it off. We went to Paris for the weekend he had some work to do there, it didn't take him long. We got the Eurostar, it was lovely, I thought we'd had a good time, we laughed, we drank and well, you know. But now he hangs up on me. I think he's blocked me." She was crying now. 
I sort of guessed this was going to happen, she is gorgeous, and everybody's eye candy, the sort of thing you'd be proud to show off and I had a feeling that was all he was doing, as well as the sex of course, which would have been good, as much as I hate to admit it. I had no words to say that wouldn't hurt her more, so I just stood up and cuddled her. "Sorry girl, welcome to the real world." 
I wanted to ask her if she was a weekend in Paris whore, you know a weekend in Paris for sex. I didn't. 
She asked if she could sleep with me in my bed, she felt lonely. I did point out, but you didn't normally do that to a house mate. She came back with we were both single, so we could do what we liked. I suppose she was right. We just cuddled, there was no sex.  
Christine and I went out the next Thursday night as we regularly do, we had started going out most Thursdays, we didn't always end up in bed, most times, but not always. She told me everything was set up and to be outside my front door at 10:00 o'clock. 
I was ready at 10:00 o'clock on that Friday and quite worryingly at 10:15 there was no sign of Christine, and that was most unlike her. I was just about to reach into my pocket for my phone when her white SLK came round the corner, not slowly. She opened the boot I put my bag inside, it wasn't big. She looked at me and said, "Passport?" I got it out of my pocket and showed it to her. Then we were off, I decided not to talk too much as she was driving quite quickly. I let her concentrate; it's almost as if we were late, it was plainly obvious quite soon that we were heading towards Dover. There are lots of ferries that travel from there. We pitched up and boarded at the last minute. I could see we were going to Calais. 
We got off the ferry and she was off; it was quite obvious she was following the signs to Brussels. Not happy about that but I said nothing. The sat nav was set up, but she didn't seem to be paying any attention to it and every time I tried to play with it, I got my hand slapped. But I noticed where we were going was over 250 miles away and would take us about five hours. Although at this speed I suspect somewhat less. We didn't talk a lot, she was still driving quite fast, well very fast actually, quite often over the speed limit. We bypassed Brussels and the signs said 'Liege'. That's better. Just before the German border we swung off the E40 and I didn't recognise any of the names.  
What I did recognise was a big river and being in Germany I assumed it was the Rhine. After driving through a bit of the Old Town.  We pulled up into what appeared to be a small hotel overlooking the river, she parked the car and said, "we're here." 
"And where is here, might I inquire?" I had an idea because I'd seen the town sign as we drove in. I saw the name, but it meant nothing to me.  
"Knob head." That's how she referred to her ex-husband, "and I used to come here years ago, he hated it, I loved it, the people, the wine, the ambience, as long as the river is not in full flood It's great." 
She went inside telling me to leave the bags. We can get them later; it wasn't the sort of place to have a porter. She walked straight into a small reception area where she dinged the bell. A little rotund lady came out and her face lit up with pleasure, "Frau Henderson, how lovely to see you again, it's been too long, far too long. We have saved your old room for you." Then this little lady grabbed hold of Christine and kissed her on both cheeks. She pushed her back and looked at me. Christine said. "This is my friend John, but, wir werden jetzt Deutsch sprechen, mein Freund muss Deutsch lernen." I guess I was going to learn to speak German over the weekend. 
The little lady looked at me and said, "If you are the reason that this lady has come back to visit us then we thank you." With that she grabbed hold of me and kissed me on both cheeks as well. That was the last time she or anyone except Christine spoke English to me.  
I found out the river was the Moselle, and the village was Bernkastel-Kues. The room we had overlooked the river with a balcony, this looked like being a good weekend. 
And what a weekend it was, we walked the Old Town holding hands. We drank the sharp, clear, crisp wines of the Moselle and Rhine valleys. The Germans like their sausage, and Christine had a lot of sausage that weekend. And she showed me her sausage eating skills, they were fantastic. I remember standing on the balcony, I was stood behind Christine, and I was fully inserted into her. We just stood there comfortably as I rocked slowly backwards and forwards, she didn't have a big orgasm, she just stood there and shook. The sex over the weekend was fantastic.  
I did learn to speak more German as well. My teachers were very considerate and didn't laugh at my many mistakes, confusing ears with eggs and vice versa was only one of them. 
We got back home, and she dropped me off at my house at about five o'clock and I was mentally fully relaxed, but physically knackered after all the exertions. Christine must have been as well, because on the way back she asked me to share the driving, she actually let me drive her SLK. 
Jayde perked up after the Paul thing, she went out a couple of times with Kirsty from the salon. She wasn't late home often and she never stayed out overnight. Not that it's any concern of mine. When the girls from the salon went out altogether, I heard from Marcie they all had a good time. I think she wanted to tell me more, but I held my hand up and told her I wasn't interested. I was really, but I wasn't going to let on. It was actually nothing to do with me what Jayde did.  
It was a couple of weeks later when I met up with Christine and Sonia in a local hotel bar to arrange some work experience for Sonia. 
After we arranged times and dates, Sonia and I left Christine in the hotel whilst I escorted her to her car. I held the door open for her, she leaned and kissed me on the cheek and said. "Thank you," 
"For what." I asked? 
"You've given my mother her confidence back, you make her feel attractive again, why do you think she was going to the salon so often." 
I hugged her and kissed her on the cheek and closed the door after she'd sat down. She drove away, I was about to return to Christine when I noticed Jayde over the road leaving a hotel with a dapper looking gentleman. She looked good. She saw me and waved; I waved back, the gentleman leaned in, I could see him talking to her. I could see her talking back to him, but no idea what they were saying, he tried to lean in for a kiss. She turned her head away. 
I had an idea, just a fleeting one, that he had tried to stake his claim to my ex-wife in front of me, she looked absolutely gorgeous. But she turned her head away so he couldn't kiss her on the lips. But I could have been wrong.  
I didn't see Jayde until the following morning, she had little quip that my dates were getting younger, I wasn't sure if she was being sarcastic or not. I just smiled. I asked if she had a good time and was that Paul she was with. 
"No, that's Harold, he works for the bank that I took my account out in." 
"I seem to have gone younger; you seem to have gone older."  
"He's not that old, really just a couple of years older than you." 
"Did you tell him I was your ex-husband when you saw me?" 
"Yes, why?" 
"Just wondered." Yes, he was trying to stake his claim and she stopped him. There might be hope. 
I didn't want to ask anymore, it was none of my business, and I didn't tell her the reason Sonia was there or who she was. 
The following week, we went through the same incident as she had with Paul, he'd taken what he wanted, he had a good time with her over the weekend, but then he just left her. I did a little digging about Harold and found out a bit more about him and now I know why. He lived in the next town over and was married. I had to let her know, but I was too much of a coward to do it myself. So, I enlisted Marcie's help, and she told her. We drank more beer and wine the night she found out, and I cuddled her in bed again. Still no sex.  
Marcie and I tried not to rub our relationship in Jayde's face. Marcie might have done that the first time, but we realised that it was not cool, so we wouldn't do it again. But it all went wrong the next week. Marcie lives in a nice flat above the salon and I picked her up there for a run to the New Forest on the bike, a Sunday lunch in a pub by a river just outside Beaulieu. She came out for this bike ride wearing her leather jacket but instead of leather trousers she was wearing jeans and over the knee thigh boots with at least 4" heels. Bloody hell that looked good, I was getting to like this Leather fetish of hers. We would probably end up with people following us just to look at her boots. Never mind. It all went well despite not being able to have a beer, until we got back to the bike after lunch to find the front tyre was flat, we went back into the pub whilst I phoned my recovery service, the Automobile Association. 
They couldn't get a bike transporter to me until late that evening. The landlord was paying attention and after I finished the call to the AA he came over to us. 
"I couldn't help but overhear your problems, I've got a couple of spare rooms and you could stay here the night, I'll give you a good rate and then you can get your tyre sorted at the tyre place down the road in the morning. One of the lads has got a van and he can give you a lift down there." 
I didn't get a chance to answer before Marcie jumped in, "we'll take it." 
"Right follow me. I've got some toothbrushes and toothpaste as well, as you don't seem to have any."  
He showed us a quaint little room with a shower En-suite. It was quite nice.  
The pub was open all day, so we popped down for a few drinks, not too many as I was still riding in the morning. We both made calls to let people know we wouldn't be at work as there had been a vehicle malfunction which would be sorted in the morning. Marcie didn't ask Jayde to open up the salon. Neither of us let on who we were with. 
After a chat with some locals and a couple of beers Marcie suggested we go to the room so she could have a shower. She had that glint in her eye that I had come to know, that and she was stroking my cock under the table. 
We managed to shower together; it was very cosy, there was not enough space for naughties.  
I laid on the bed watching her as she dried and brushed her hair. She was a fine-looking woman. 
"Marcie, will you do me a favour?" 
"I might, what is it?" 
"Will you put your boots back on?" 
"Oh, you kinky man, of course I will." And she did. 
I think I had scratches on my back from those heels, and that's not a complaint. 
With the landlord's help I managed to get the tyre fixed the following morning and we headed home.  
I tried to park away from the salon, but as it was midday, the street was full, the only space was in front of the salon. We tried to make it as quick as possible, but things had a habit of going wrong that weekend.  
Marcie quickly got off the bike and went into the salon and then my bloody phone rang, it was work, they had a problem and wondered when I would be in. Whilst work was telling me what the problem was, and whilst I was desperately trying to cut the call short, I watched Marcie walk up to Jayde touch her gently on the arm and whisper into her ear. Jayde spun round and saw me. That wasn't on at all, I was upset with Marcie, we weren't going to rub our going out in Jayde's face. But I did notice Marcie was stroking Jayde's arm. I will never understand women. 
I had a phone call from Marcie a couple of days later, we normally did everything by text, so it was a surprise. She told me that Jayde wasn't handling this well, after finding out Harold was married and Paul just dumped her, there may have been others too. She felt like she was just being used. She was muttering that she'd made a terrible mistake. And she told me she wouldn't be surprised if Jayde called the whole thing off early, she asked what I thought about that? I told her I didn't know; I'd have to think about it. It's been over two months since the divorce was finalised. Then Marcie surprised me. "Can we meet up on Thursday and chat about it, oh I know it's your night with Christine, but I've asked her and she's okay with it." I suppose after Christine's comment about not being into black leather I should have realised that they knew about each other. 
We arranged to meet in a pub on the other side of town, one that I didn't normally use. I walked in and found Marcie, I went and fetch both of us a drink then she told me that she thought that Jayde was going to call it off. Jayde told her that she felt she was just being used as a sex object.  
Marcie then asked what it would mean for us. I sort of turned the question round and asked her what she wanted. 
"I like you a lot, and in time I could see us spending a lot of time together, but I can't see it being permanent, you're fun, pleasant to be with and a real gentleman." She giggled, "and you're not bad in the sack either. But there will always be Jayde in the background, the silly bitch." 
"So, this is it, for us then?" 
"Oh, I hope not just yet, I'd love a few more rides on that bike of yours. And I have some more outfits to show you." I could hear the innuendo in her voice, she could barely suppress the giggle. "But as soon as Jayde calls it off and if you accept it there's no more 'us', we'll still be friends but no more bike rides." 
"Well, we'd better get a few in before she does that. Let's see what we can arrange, I know a nice country pub where we can embarrass the locals if you're up for it?" 
"Oh yes definitely," she gave me a quizzical look and said, "does that mean if she asks you to marry her, you'll say yes?" 
"Part of me is not sure, she's done this once, will she do it again that's the bit that worries me? You have been brilliant; I've had real fun with you, but as you say it's not permanent. But I do miss her terribly and having her live in the same house is quite hard work. I constantly want to help her when things go wrong, slap her backside gently as I walked past like I used to do. It could have been a mistake letting her stay on after we got divorced." We'd got all serious now. We took a drink of our drinks and sat there just pondering what we just said. 
Then the damnedest thing, Christine walked in, this pub is a little lower than her standard watering hole, so I wondered why she was here, and then Marcie waved at her, and she walked across towards us smiling and sat down. This was bloody strange. 
I went and got some more drinks; I needed time to think, when I got back those two were thick as thieves. Christine started. "I gather you two have sorted yourselves out, my it's my turn now with him I suppose?" 
I held up my hands, "hang on, what the bloody hell is happening here?" 



They both gave me a pitying look. Marcie nodded to Christine, who said. "What do you really think we talk about when Marcie is giving me a massage or Kirsty's doing my nails. Don't worry, we don't do it in front of Jayde, that wouldn't be very nice of us." 
"Fucking hell that's how all this bollocks started from you bloody lot talking, filling her head with crap about adventures that weren't true." I was getting quite grumpy now. 
They look shocked they'd never heard me swear before, Marcie said. "Yeah, we tried to sort that out; we only tell the truth there's no exaggeration and I've warned everybody that was our customers say may not be true, in fact on Friday nights when we go out, we have a new game trying to work out which ones are true and which ones are just bluster." 
Then something struck me. "Have you two been looking after me to make it up after what Jayde did and to keep me occupied so I would be here when Jayde finished her adventure." 
"No." they shouted together. 
They were aghast, the look of shock on their faces made me think they were either very good actresses or telling the truth, they both couldn't be that good actresses made me think they were telling the truth.   
"So have you two been discussing me?" 
It was Christine's turn this time. "No, well little things, but nothing intimate, how do you think I knew what beer to get you for that first evening, just little things like that. What you and Marcie do is between you." 
"So how long have you two known about me going out with the other one?" 
Christine spoke up. "Listen, none of us are spring chickens, we've all been around the block a few times and as long as there's no commitment, we are good with it. But as soon as you commit to one or the other it all stops." 
I felt a bit stupid, how much had they really discussed me behind my back, with the rest of the girls in the salon, how much did they know? Too late to worry about it now I suppose. 
That appeared to be the end of it, we made our pleasantries and Marcie went home. I haven't had too much to drink so I followed Christine home to her place. We made gentle love that night, when we finished, I asked her the same question that I asked Marcie, what about us now. She gave me almost the same answer, I was entertaining, good to be with and she felt safe and comfortable around me with me. But it was never going to be permanent because of Jayde. Both her and Marcie had talked about it a couple of weeks ago whilst she was having a massage and thought that Jayde seeing me having a good time might have made her think about what she'd done. And feeling like being used as a sex object didn't help either. It wasn't planned like that. But meanwhile they were both going to get all the pleasure they could. 
Christine looked at me and took my head in her hands and said. "I'm really very fond of you, you have been a wonderful friend, companion and lover this last couple of months, and I would like to stay friends when you and Jayde get back together." 
I noticed she said 'when' not 'if'. 
It took me a while to realise that Jayde wasn't going out as much, she still went out with the girls on a Friday, but wasn't home late, saying she had work on Saturday. She started doing stuff around the house and even washed her car. I think she tried a bit of wet 'T' shirt thing with me. It almost worked. 
I had asked the PI to keep an occasional eye on Jayde, more to pre-warn me of another Paul or Harold incident. I had reports from the private investigators,she behaved herself. She had fun with girls but rarely danced with the same man twice. 
Jayde asked me if she could cook dinner for me on a Sunday, that was a bit strange for house mates. She'd been very quiet the last couple of weeks, she'd been out a few times but was generally in by 11 or midnight. I got up at nine-ish to find her bustling around the kitchen. Seemed a bit strange for a Sunday roast for the two of us. Never mind it'll save me cooking or eating in the pub which had become my habit, she told me I was getting in the way so I could clear off to the garden, the shed or go to the pub. This was getting just like old times. I actually quite enjoyed it. So, I cleaned the bike, even though it didn't need it, but I did it anyway. She kept me supplied with tea so it didn't need to go into the kitchen, she told me I just got in her way. I cut the grass; it did need it. I was told to go and get some wine for dinner and Jayde suggested I might like a couple of pints before dinner. I was told to be back by two sharp, now it really was like old times. I got the wine, a Niersteiner  
and a Schwarze Katz. Ok heathen, white wine with beef. Blame Christine. I had a few pints with some mates, and I wandered home and was there a bit before two. As I walked up to the house there were a lot of cars parked around and I recognised some of them, my parents, her parents, her sister plus some others I didn't. I almost didn't go in, had I been more sober or more drunk I wouldn't have done it. but I was in that nice happy inquisitive mood. 
I walked in the door and as I expected with all the cars outside the place was full. There were the parents and siblings I've mentioned earlier plus a couple of Jayde's workmates. And confusingly, Marcie. She waved at me and smiled with a big open smile. "I wonder if she's wearing a leather bra and knickers." The thought flashed through my brain. Oddly enough no one said anything, they just carried on chatting and looked at me, smiled and waved. Somebody handed me a can of Old Speckled Hen, I was about to start chatting when Jayde's mum came in and clapped her hands and told everybody to come through and sit down. I don't know how many people we had around that table or how they fitted them all in; it was very, very cosy. I remember Gerald and my dad pouring me beer. Everybody seemed particularly happy, but when I glanced around the table there was the odd nervous looks on some people's faces. Especially Jayde's sister and my mother. I looked at Marcie and I raised an eyebrow as if asking a question. She just grinned back at me, what the fuck is happening. Half of me wanted to get up and run away, the other half wanted to know what the bloody hell was going on. 
We had a very nice Sunday roast with my favourite's cauliflower cheese and pigs in blankets. Something was definitely afoot, and it was more than 12 inches. 
My mother and Marjorie with the help of a few of Jayde's work mates cleared the table of the main course. And that was when Jayde stood up and tapped her glass. She got out a small piece of paper. Oh, fuck here it comes.  
Looking at the parents' smiling faces, this was obviously a set up. 
She looked at the paper then at the people around the table. "Dear family and friends, with the help of our parents I've asked you all here today." She took a deep breath. "Nine months ago, I made the biggest mistake of my life. I won't go into it; you all know what happened. We've made no secret of the fact that three months ago my loving husband divorced me so I could have an adventure. I remember him telling me that if I wanted an adventure, I just had to tell him what I wanted to do, and we would do it together. He gave me every opportunity and I turned him down because I wanted something that he wouldn't agree with.  
"What I didn't realise was that I was already on an adventure. I Just didn't know it. Over these last few weeks, I've realised how foolish and stupid I was. I should have grasped with both hands what he was offering. I was selfish, narrow minded and stupidly thinking only of myself. I didn't see what a gentleman, a loving husband and lover I had in front of me. 
"Over this past couple of weeks I have been wondering how I can apologise and make it up to my loving husband, ex-husband, for what I did to him. With the help of a very dear friend and our parents I decided to stand up here in front of my family and friends and tell you all what a stupid, stupid woman I have been, he loved me enough to let me have my adventure, and I was so wrong to do that to the man that I love. So, I now promise in front of all of you that I'll never, ever do that again, and I beg for his forgiveness." She looked at me. "And I hope that one day that he will forgive me." She leaned across and kissed me on the forehead and spoke to me quietly. "I'm sorry." 
She carried on. "I would also like to apologise to you; my family and friends for the grief I've put you through.  I also have to thank a very good friend of mine; she made me realise when she said. 'That should have been you on the back of that bike.' I realised what a mistake I'd made." I saw she was looking at Marcie, and Marcie was smiling back at her. 
She put her piece of paper down and turned towards me, took my both my hands in hers and said out loud. "I'm sorry my love, I should not have done that to you, and for that the pain I've caused you I will be eternally sorry." She moved her hands from mine, cupped my face and kissed me full on the lips. Then she sat down grasping one of my hands in hers. The room was very quiet. 
Jayde was not good at public speaking and that was probably the longest I'd ever heard her say something to a group of people. That must have cost her dearly to gather the courage to do that. She may have had help with the words, I recognised some of Christine's inflections in there. 
Thank God for mothers, I think most people had an inkling that something was going to happen but not sure what it was or what she had planned, except me of course, I had no idea until I walked in the door. I thought it was just a family dinner, stupid bugger that I am, and I didn't know what to say; so, I said nothing. Well Marcie may have known the whole story. The mothers took over at this awkward moment. They got up, bustled into the kitchen and came back with a huge Black Forest gateau which they proceeded to slice apart and put on side plates. The hubbub returned around the room. I felt like I had to say something but nobody was looking at me, so I just sat there dumbfounded and ate my gateau. 
After we finished the dessert all of the ladies started clearing away and the men went into a garden to stay out of our way, they were giving us some time alone. Whilst the ladies did their work Jayde grabbed me and dragged me into the hallway where we could be alone. "I didn't know how to say sorry to you and to get you to trust me again; Christine and Marcie both told me how worried you were about me doing this again, and this was the only way I could think of trying to convince you to trust me and that I won't ever do something like this again. And that was the only way I could think of doing it by being completely open to you and family and friends. Sweetheart, I don't want to keep on doing this. I know I made a mistake. I want to move back in with you, but I'm frightened you'll turn me down. I couldn't say this in front of the family, but I didn't need any other men. I didn't realise it, until I tried it. But you showed me when we played our little games whilst we were separated. I should have seen it then, but I'm so thick I missed it. I did almost call it off then, I should have done it. Then Christine told me that her marriage broke up because they didn't work at it. You did, you tried. I didn't, I took what I thought was the easy way. I now know it was the wrong way. And for that I'm really, really sorry.  
"I know you said that I could ask you to marry me, and you would say yes, but I finally picked up on the hints that you may not actually say 'yes'. And I'm scared. I don't want to embarrass you or myself. I know you've had fun with Marcie and Christine, and I wouldn't blame you to say 'no' to me and carry on seeing them. I wouldn't ask you to marry me in front of family. It would put you on the spot as I've been too unfair to you already, it would almost force you to say yes to save face. I couldn't do that to you. But I do want to marry you and go on that adventure with you." She smiled at me, "I want to ride that bike with you to the end of the world." 
I had a feeling that some of the females in the group had talked some sense into her and this time she listened. I would have to say discreet thank you to the mothers, Marcie and probably Christine. 
"It was all changing, things were becoming clearer to me what an idiot I'd been, but it was all confirmed when you dropped Marcie off after your last bike ride, and as she walked past me, she whispered to me, "it should have been you on the back of that bike, not me. You silly cow!" When she said that she was stroking my arm, she told me to see her at my next coffee break, she smiled at me and walked away. I didn't drink the coffee that she made me, but she did call me a stupid cunt and tore me another one. I realised then how unhappy I was and how I had cocked up and I decided to get you back, if you'll have me. If I wasn't too late and I hadn't already lost you to Marcie or Christine?" 
Thankfully to Marcie's warning, I was expecting something like this, but certainly not in front of the family and on this scale and not so soon. I thought she might have one more go at some 'fun'. I'd already made-up my mind that when she asked, I knew what the answer would be. I looked at her and then took a long drink of my beer and said to her, "I believe you should ask my father for my hand in marriage." 
"That's not right, I might be a bit ditzy at times, but that's the wrong way round!" 
*Yes, she is ditzy, so I had to point it out to her. "If you ask my father if you could marry me, and if he said yes, which I somehow think he will, I probably wouldn't embarrass him by refusing you in front of all these people." You could see the light bulb come on in the head. She leaned in and kissed me. There were tears in her eyes as she pulled back and said, "I do love you so very much, I am so sorry." She almost ran from the hallway into the back garden. I stepped into the lounge to see what happened. By then the women were there as well. There was a general hubbub, she rushed up to my father and dragged him to one side, I couldn't hear what was being said, but I knew. He turned slightly and looked at me, I gave him a quick nod of the head, and he had a smile that would have put the Cheshire cat to shame and nodded his head. 
I started heading towards the garden. 
Jayde put her hands to her face for a couple of seconds and I could see her body shake, she rushed back indoors, and I heard a clatter as she ran up the stairs; she reappeared within seconds, she shot back in front of me. Everything went quiet in the garden and with a velvet covered box in her hands she got down on one knee in front of me. 
"My dearest sweetest man, I love you with all my heart and I wish to give you my heart for the rest of my life. It will be yours and yours alone as well this body. Please will you marry me." 
For a fleeting nanosecond I was tempted to say no as a joke, I think it was the beer. But I don't think it would have gone down well. I reached down, took the ring out of the box, I gave it to her and held out my left hand. I said. "Yes." She put the ring on my finger. I almost don't know how she could see through all those tears. I lifted her up onto her feet and kissed her and then hugged her, and as I looked over her shoulder there must have been a dust storm come running through the garden because there were a lot of handkerchiefs wiping a lot of eyes and it wasn't just the women. 
I hung onto her for a while, then I eased her away from me to give her a kiss and it was lovely. It was like being home. 
It was quite obvious that the house was emptying. People were saying goodbye to us, but we didn't take that much notice. As Marcie came past us, she had her phone in her hand. She said to us, "Christine would like to know how it's going?" 
"Tell her she's lost a boyfriend, but she still has a friend." That was it, the house was empty except for me and Jayde. She took my hand and dragged me to the stairs as we were going up, she reached into her pocket and gave me a folded piece of paper. I had a quizzical look on my face. "I know who you've been with, so I don't want yours, but this is my health check as we agreed to right at the start." 
We made plans to get married, well the parents did. I wanted a simple registry office job. Other people had other ideas. It wasn't a big church wedding but it was a church wedding. It's not normal for divorced people to get married in church, but it appears a pair of ex-mother- in laws approached the Bishop saying that as we were marrying each other again it probably didn't count. So, we got married in our local parish church. There were quite a few less than our original wedding, but we didn't mind. Most people there had supported Jayde over the last few months. I did notice Christine and Sonia at the back, I didn't remember them on the guest list. It appears there had been a bit of forward planning. I know who was the last to know, as usual.  
I decided where we would go on the honeymoon. We took my bike to a hotel on the Moselle, where I was welcomed with open arms. Jayde had to wear her leather Basque all the way there because there's no spare space in the panniers and she didn't want it to get creased. Germany has many sex shops, which we visited. Again, because there's not a lot of space in the panniers, even for a small thin vibrating butt plug and Jayde was worried that customs would find it if we got stopped, Jayde carried it internally over the last few bumpy miles on the road to Calais and onto the boat.  Although I found some space for some soft rope. On one of our walking trips around the valley we popped into a local supermarket and purchased some extra virgin olive oil. 
Epilogue, if you want one. The BTB section is after this bit.
Some people like to know what happens after the main event, if you're not one of those then don't carry on, I like to leave things when people are happy, and this is one of them. Although the BTB crowd might like the bit that follows this part. 
Marcie and I formed a nice relationship, but we never went there again, Jayde and Marcie got on even better after that, strangely enough so did Jayde and Christine. I did see Christine every other couple of weeks. Sometimes Jayde came with us. As I walked into the church, I saw Christine and Sonja sat at the back. They hadn't been invited, but I didn't think it was going to be a problem. As we left after the service. Jayde had a quick word with Christine and told her where the reception was being held. Christine and Sonia turned up at a suitable time. These ladies know when and where to appear.  
I did see Christine and my boss tripping the light fantastic during the reception. 8 months later they were engaged. Four months after that they were married. Jayde and I were invited to the wedding. At the reception Sonia came and asked to dance with me, I resisted, she insisted, and I gave in. It was a slow one, she leaned into me and spoke. "Thank you so very much for the support and love you've given my mother," she looked at me and gently pushed me away a little bit and looked at me in the face. "And me, I couldn't have wished for a better friend for my mother." She smiled at me and said, "I've been offered a position in the company to try and improve the machinery," I knew that; I had recommended her to the boss, she was bright, and she had the right attitude. "So, look out, in seven or eight years' time I could be your boss." She laughed at me, but there's an element of seriousness in that. What she said next surprised me. "And if you think, if that happens that you will get preferential treatment and high pay rises, then you're absolutely correct you will unless you seriously fuck up, because you have done so much to make my mother happy, and I can't repay you enough for that. Oh, and for not shaking my hands on that first night." She laughed. 



Is the grass greener on the other side, sometimes it is, sometimes it's not. Now an alternate ending for the BTB crowd. 
*Yes, she is ditzy, so I had to point it out to her. "If you ask my father if you could marry me, and if he said yes, which I somehow think he will, I probably wouldn't embarrass him by refusing you in front of all these people." You could see the light bulb come on in the head. She leaned in and kissed me. There were tears in her eyes as she pulled back and said. "I do love you so very much, I am so sorry." She almost ran from the hallway into the back garden. By then the women were there as well there was a general hubbub, she rushed up to my father and dragged him to one side. I couldn't hear what was being said. But I knew. He turned, looked at me. I gave him a quick nod of the head, and he had a smile that would have put the Cheshire cat to shame and nodded his head. 
I started heading towards my dad in the garden. 
Jayde put her hands to her face for a couple of seconds and I could see her body shake, she rushed back indoors and I heard a clatter as she ran up the stairs. She reappeared within seconds, and she shot back in front of me. Everything went quiet in the garden and with a velvet covered box in her hands she got down on one knee in front of me. 
"My dearest sweetest man I love you with all my heart and I wish to give you my heart for the rest of my life. It will be yours and yours alone as well this body. Please will you marry me." 
For a fleeting nanosecond I was tempted to say 'No'. 
The assembled crowd had a look of expectation on their faces. 
I looked at them and said, "I gave this woman everything, I loved her with all my heart. It wasn't enough, she wanted an adventure. But now she finds out the grass isn't greener she wants me as a second option, a backup. However, I have found that I love another woman who is happy with me, I am her adventure. I am enough for her." 
I would apologise to my father and family later and even Jayde's parents 
I turned and walked away, as I did, I heard Jayde's mother shout at her. "You stupid cow, I warned you that you would lose him, and it would be your fault." 
I pushed the bike outside, started it and rode away, not looking back. I stopped at the end of the road and hit the speed dial on my phone. "Christine, you're going to have to find a new beauty salon." 
"I don't need to; that was something for when I was alone." 
I read my stories aloud to myself, and when I started, I liked the 1 st and then was swaying between the 2. Then after reading this numerous times, I think I like the second ending best.
What do you lot think?
Les  
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An Honourable deceit?
Just a silliness with this one. It got stuck in my head and I had to write it down to shift it. Many thanks to AnAverageGuy61 for his help with my 'Mistakes'.
It was a Friday evening and I was sitting at my computer when my wife Emma came down the stairs. Oh boy, this was going to be an interesting night. She was wearing her thigh-length black leather boots, stockings and her black leather corset that laced up the front, it squeezed her breasts together into an excellent cleavage with her nipples almost poking out the top. The look was completed with a black leather choker and her elbow black leather opera gloves.
"Right, upstairs with you young man." Whilst no longer being a young man and definitely older than her, I complied.
"Yes ma'am," I replied.
"It's my turn to be in charge tonight! And I have a few surprises for you."
Quite soon I was on our bed, naked and tied spreadeagled, with a raging hard-on. This is normally her position, but occasionally, two or three times a year, she likes to take charge. Then she did something quite out of the ordinary; she took our large rubber ball gag and offered it to my mouth. I hated this thing, and she knew it. She grabbed hold of one of my nipples and gave it a violent twist. I screamed and she shoved the ball gag in. I had tears in my eyes, and I was in pain, that gave her the chance to buckle the gag behind my head. She'd never been this violent before. I wasn't sure I liked it. In fact, I was bloody sure; I didn't like it.
Then she did something even stranger. She started getting undressed. I was thrashing around trying to get free. When she was completely naked, she walked up to me and placed her hand on my chest. She looked me in the eyes and said, "David, I know you fucked Mary in the changing rooms after cricket practice last Saturday."
I was still thrashing around and my head was shaking side to side whilst trying to shout. "No" through the bloody ball gag. I couldn't say our safety word, but I was clicking my fingers like mad, that is our safety signal.
"Don't try to deny it; Mary told me all about it, she even showed me the video. She said it was mainly her fault. She was randy and she's fancied you for ages and you were there alone and naked. She admitted she seduced you. She said you held out until she got your cock into her mouth.
"But I think you've got to take some of the blame. So, I'm going to fuck Jack, no affection, no kinkiness, I'm not going to make love to Jack, and it'll be just one fuck. I won't humiliate you; I won't do it in front of you, and I won't denigrate you. I won't rub your nose in it. I'm going to do it in the spare room. Mary and you will know that I fucked Jack; Jack and I know you fucked Mary. We have fucked each other's spouse. We will all be equal. I've talked to them both and we will never, ever mention this again."
What the fuck is happening here? I'd stopped thrashing around. I was going nowhere tied like this, and with the dammed ball gag in my mouth I couldn't say a thing. I was crying and tears were pouring down my face.
She leaned over and kissed my tears. "Don't worry sweetheart, this won't take long, and I will be back with you, and we will never mention this again."
I heard her walk downstairs, open the front door, and say. "Come in Jack, upstairs in the spare bedroom, it's in the same place as yours; let's get this over and done with." I heard a grunting reply and the front door closing.
Mary and Jack were our next-door neighbours. She ran the local Cricket Club bar and Jack was a farm labourer. Their home was a detached farm cottage adjoining ours. Emma and I bought our cottage 12 years ago, it was very similar to theirs, but we had some work done and had it modernised and extended. They rented theirs from the farmer that Jack worked for, and they paid a pittance in rent.
We'd known each other since they moved in just over two years ago. Mary and Emma got on well together, and I thought Jack and I did as well. We both played for the same cricket team and often spent time together. Jack did himself down by saying he was just a farm labourer, while I'd been an engineer. I let him know that he was just as important as I had been, probably more so, because he helped grow the food we ate.
Mary was an important linchpin in the village as we had no pub, and the Cricket Club was the only place where the whole village could socialise and get together. To Emma and I, these two friends filled an important role in the community.
Emma and I met and married when I was in the service, just a humble spanner monkey, fixing stuff. I did OK out of it, and I managed to learn a trade. Then I got made redundant from the service after about 20 years, with a nice healthy redundancy payment. I moved into another job doing pretty much the same sort of thing for a private company, but with none of the military bullshit. We both worked long and hard back then, for two nights during the week Emma would deliver for the local Chinese takeaway and when I was away, she'd do it for five nights a week. I did all the overtime that I could.
Two things happened to help our finances. A slapdash forklift driver knocked Emma over and damaged her left foot. The company paid a handsome compensation, and we had income protection on the mortgage, which basically meant if you were off sick you were paid £1000 a month, and this meant we could finish the mortgage early. I got made redundant again. I was getting used to redundancy by now, and this one had a reasonable pay out as well.
Along with my pensions, we were quite comfortably off. I had a large Audi SUV. Emma had the smaller version of the same car, and we had a motorhome. They were all between three and five years old. I also had a Triumph GT6 that I was in the process of restoring. We tried very hard not to rub Mary and Jack's noses in the fact that we were doing ok. Emma still worked in an office for a local estate agent three days a week; I did odd jobs around the village, normally for cash or beer in hand.
That was all about to change right now. I was angry but calm enough to look around. When Emma and I play these games there is a safety knife within reach on the bedside table. Looking across I could see she had moved it out of reach. There was a noise from the spare room, but it wasn't very distinct. Then I saw she had used a safety slip knot on my right hand, and I managed to reach the tail and after a bit of a struggle pulled it. I was soon free and got rid of that dammed gag. After a period of being calm whilst concentrating on getting free, the anger returned.
I picked up my mobile phone and set the video to record. I had not fucked Mary and I couldn't stand Jack fucking Emma, no matter what she said I did. I wanted proof in case this came to a divorce. And at the moment that seemed very likely. I couldn't stand my soul mate and my friend doing this to me. This is going to hurt somebody, physically. As I left our bedroom I picked up my cricket bat, and crept along to the spare bedroom, being careful not to tread on the creaking floorboards. I heard the headboard banging gently against the wall; I flexed my right arm, swinging my cricket bat. The spare bedroom door was open, why would they need to close it? I was supposed to be secured to the bed. I peered in through the door jamb, and I could see the top half of Emma's body. She was on her knees, and it looked like they were doing it doggy style to me. She had one of her hands hanging onto the headboard, and her other hand appeared to be down between her legs. I could hear her quite plainly now.
"Go on, fuck me harder, come on you fucking wimp give it to me or shall I go to my husband? Because right now he can do a better job than you are. Ah, that's better, come on keep going you can do better than this."
At least she wasn't slagging me off, but things didn't seem quite right. I held the phone up in my left hand, and I raised my cricket bat in my right and gently eased the door open with my foot, getting a full view of the room and what was going on for the camera. And what a sight met my eyes, there was my wife with her vibrating dildo, the one with the clit stimulator, plunging in and out of her cunt. All the time screaming for "him" to go faster, deeper. Now I could see the whole room. There was no sign of Jack.
It was one of my fantasies to have Emma masturbate in front of me, something she had refused to do as she thought it was degrading. I told her I didn't think so, but it was her choice. And now here she was ramming that dildo in and out of her cunt. As I lowered the bat, my cock came up. She shoved the dildo in as far as it would go, and I could see a massive orgasm ripping through her body. Her arm slipped off the headboard and she grunted. It was all I could do to stand upright.
She was still up on her knees; I dropped the bat and the phone onto the floor and walked into the room. I climbed on the bed behind her and took hold of the dildo and eased it out of her, and I very quickly replaced it with my hard cock. I grabbed her by the hips and rammed in as hard and as fast as I could. She looked over her shoulder and saw me, and I think she said something like. "How the fuck did you... Oh shit, just get on with it."
"Yes ma'am, your wish is my command." And I did. I repeatedly rammed my cock into her, hard and fast, and I'm sure she came at least twice more. The pulsing of her cunt made me shoot deep into her.
We collapsed together on the bed. I looked at her, but she had gone to sleep, and I was feeling post coital tiredness creep upon me as well. With all the hassle of the last half hour or so I soon succumbed and fell into a light sleep.
I woke up about 10 or 15 minutes later. She was in my arms. By then I'd calmed down but needed explanations. Just what was this game? Was I supposed to get free and find her fucking herself? If so, why did she move the knife? Extricating myself from her I went downstairs and put the kettle on for some tea. I would have preferred beer, but I had a feeling I might need to stay sober for this chat. But it was strong tea, three tea bags in a two-tea bag pot.
She came downstairs wearing my bathrobe. I poured her a cup of tea. She would probably have preferred coffee, but I wasn't feeling that generous.
"I suppose you want an explanation?" She said.
"I think that would be a good idea right about now, but I've got to say one thing, straight off, right off the bat, right now." I leaned forward, and I growled at her. "Get this straight, I did not fuck Mary last Saturday or any other day. I have fucked no one else since you and I got together."
"That's not what Mary says."
"So, you're going to believe a friend of 2 years over a husband you've been married to for over 25?"
"She had proof, there was a video of you walking into the showers naked and her following you in; then you both came out wet. And then there's the audio, I could hear everything that was said, I can even hear you trying to refuse, and trying to get her to stop."
I suddenly perked up, but I didn't like the past tense, Mary "had" not "has" the video.
"So, you haven't actually seen me fucking Mary; all you've seen are two people going in and out of the shower, have I got that right?"
She nodded her head. "And I heard the audio."
Going into full parliamentary grumpy mode. "I refer my honourable lady to my previous comment. I did not fuck Mary at any time. Have you seen and heard this video and audio tracks?"
"Yes, she showed them to me on Wednesday when I went to the club."
"Right, I want to see and hear these videos."
"You can't, she's destroyed them, she wiped them and then broke the disc. I watched her do it, she didn't want them to be found by anyone else."
"So, you have no proof why you carried out that charade upstairs?"
She leaned forward. "But I have seen it, and you were late home on Saturday. You didn't get home before I went to Mums."
"I told you I had a puncture."
It was her turn to get grumpy now, "You've got fucking run-flat tyres, that's no excuse, you just have to drive slower. It's only a couple of miles, no reason to be that late."
"I told you I had to get a new tyre; you've seen the receipt. It was completely shredded." And with that I went upstairs and got my phone from the floor of the bedroom where I dropped it. I opened up the pictures I had taken of the tyre and showed her the tyre. "It was completely fucked. I couldn't drive on that, I had to get the AA to bring me home."
"Oh, I just thought it was a hole in the side wall or something like that, so it couldn't be repaired." She took the phone off me and looked at the picture. "What the hell did that to that tyre, that's a bloody mess."
We were getting side-tracked, "OK what were all those shenanigans about upstairs?"
It was Emma's turn to pour the tea; I think she was using it as thinking time.
She sat back down in her chair opposite me, "After Mary showed me the video, she said I should get even with you by fucking Jack, we would then all be equal. But I couldn't do it; I can't cheat on you, although you can't say the same thing, apparently."
Time for some psychological warfare. "Okay for now let's just assume I did not fuck Mary."
"Okay let's "assume" you didn't." She used air quotes.
"What do they get out of this? Jack has fancied you for years, but I always thought he was too good a friend to do anything about it; jealousy, is it the money, because we've got better cars and house than they have? I can't see anything; tell the story right from the beginning. I'm going to get a beer; do you want anything?" She told me a glass of wine would be fine, in fact, bring the whole bottle.
"Mary phoned me Wednesday afternoon and asked me to pop into the club on my way home in the evening before the club opened. She had something to tell me. When I got there, she sat me down and told me that she'd seduced you on Saturday afternoon after cricket practice. She was very sorry, but she couldn't keep it hidden, she felt so guilty she had to tell me. She thought we were strong enough to get over it. She was feeling very horny and she's been attracted to you for years, so she thought she'd give you a try. She followed you into the shower. You tried to fend her off until she got on her knees and started to suck your cock. To prove it she got the DVD from the security cameras and it showed you going into the shower dry, her following you in, then you come out wet and then she came out wet.
"The cameras are motion activated and the audio is activated by noise, so the two don't sync up. She told me she had a plan. She said it was up to me, but she could have revenge sex with Jack. I was shocked, no fucking way I told her. She told me she had a cunning plan; she would tie Jack to the bed, blindfold him, I would ride him, and she would video it, then I could show you and that will be the end of it, we would all be equal."
"That's it!" I said. "Whose phone was she going to use, yours or hers, if she was going to use hers, she would have blackmail material. If she used yours that would be OK, did you talk about that?"
"No, it never came up."
"Okay, so what happened upstairs?"
"I couldn't go through with it; I couldn't cheat on you, especially with friends. Three out of the four of us would know about it and it all seemed a bit weird. So, I put that display on upstairs. I recorded it so sometime in the future I could come clean and let you know it didn't really happen, just in case you went down the divorce route."
"But if you had gone ahead and fucked Jack, Mary and I would know about it even without the video. Would Mary have kept quiet? Oh, and by the way, divorce would have happened, and it still might."
That shocked her, but she carried on.
"Mary promised me she would say nothing about it, I certainly wouldn't and I was pretty damn sure you wouldn't want to be shown up as a cuckold."
"You're too fucking right there!" I took a couple of mouthfuls of my beer and had a ponder. "Right, I'm going to assume you're not going through with this idea of hers," she nodded her head. "We need more information, give her a call sometime to see if you can find out what her plans are, whose phone was she planning on using, timings? That sort of stuff, you may have to make out like you're thinking about doing it. But I will tell you now, after all we've talked about if you do it and it's on a camera, anywhere then there's a serious chance I'm going to be seeing my solicitor the very next day."
She took a deep drink of her wine. "No time like the present, the sooner we can sort this out the better." With that she went upstairs and got her phone, and she phoned Mary. She put her finger to her lips to indicate I should be quiet, and she put it on speakerphone. "Mary, I've been thinking about your cunning plan, when would we do it?"
"The boys are away for their last cricket match next Saturday. I will convince Jack it's worthwhile for him to stay home and miss this last one, so that'll give us all day."
"Have you got a camera or are you going to use a phone?"
"I've got a new phone with a gazillion pixel camera, we can use that, and you can have yours on as well if you like. Does that mean we are on for it, actually it's a bit exciting?"
Emma and I looked at each other with that last comment, something is definitely not right here. Why would she be excited about Jack fucking Emma?
Emma carried on. "That gives me a week to decide, I'll have to see, you must keep quiet about you and my old man, promise."
"No problems there, it would show me up as well, and Jack may get to hear about it, and then I'll be in deep doo doos if that happens. Let me know when you decide, but don't leave it too late, I might have to get Jack worked up." As she hung up, I was certain there was some giggling in the background, just one more thing to add to the list of nagging doubts in my mind.
I did some more pondering, and whilst I was doing that, I asked Emma to go fetch our laptop and boot it up.
"I too have a cunning plan, let's still assume that I didn't fuck Mary." I was still trying to rub it in, if I said it enough, she might believe it a bit more. "We've got the key to their house for emergencies; just like they've got ours so they can feed the cat whilst we're away. I think we should have a look around their place, and maybe plant a few bugs."
"What do you mean bugs?"
"You can get all sorts of eavesdropping stuff these days, it can even be Wi-Fi and we know our Wi-Fi reaches their house so that should be simple to do it from here."
I quickly found the website I wanted. I turned the laptop around and showed Emma the page I was looking at, it was for the 'Spy Shop' down in Southampton.
Pointing at the screen she said, "Hey, they've got that sort of smoke detector in their house, and those electrical sockets look the same as theirs. Are you going to spy on them?"
"Yes, but not just me, us, we're going to spy on them. We need to get to the bottom of this, and at the moment this is the only way I can think of doing it."
I ordered a smoke detector, a couple of electrical sockets with audio and video recorder, and a couple of audio recorders, all with Wi-Fi. I set it for collection on Saturday. It was getting quite late now and after all this, I was feeling very tired. I held out my hand to help Emma up from the sofa "Come on let's go to bed, I think we've got a busy day tomorrow."
She looked at me saying. "You know, I'm starting to believe you didn't have sex with her. Why would you be doing all this to prove that you didn't, if you did?"
I just smiled at her and took her to bed.
We drove to Southampton the following day and collected all the stuff I'd ordered. We took it home and logged it all onto our Wi-Fi then checked it all worked. Mary and Jack would be in the Cricket Club until quite late tonight. So that was the ideal time to go about our business. We saw them leave and gave them a few minutes and then we crept across and went in their back door. It took a few seconds to replace the smoke alarm in the kitchen, I just clipped the old one off and the new one on.



I swapped one of the power sockets in the living room, but I wasn't getting too hopeful about what we would get from the video because it was at ground level, but the sound should be Ok, I did the same in the bedroom. Changing the sockets was a bit more difficult because I didn't want to turn the power off, I managed it without getting an electric shock. Emma took the mickey out of me for putting a video recorder in their bedroom. Was I some sort of perv, I looked at her, and smiled, she knew the answer to that was 'Yes'.
I pointed out to her that most talking was done either in the kitchen, the bedroom or the living room, so they were the places we had to stick our recorders. We found their PC and had a look around to see if there were any discs. There was, and they were stacked all over the place, a little untidy. There was one that stood out from the rest, it looked shiny and new. Where we live with all the tractors and farm machinery going about, just about everything gets covered in a fine film of dust and this one had no dust on it at all, so just on the off chance we took it home with us.
When we got home the first thing I did was to fire up the laptop and open the disc, there were half a dozen video clips and quite a long audio track. A quick opening of one video file showed the changing room. I wanted some time to study this. I downloaded it onto our hard drive and made another copy of the disc. This was a Saturday night and we'll be expected at the Cricket Club, so off we went, stopping off at their house to return the disc.
It was quite awkward in the club, as soon as we walked in Jack was all over us, and when she wasn't serving Mary was sliding up to Emma and trying to engage her in conversation. After a couple of drinks Emma feigned a headache and we made our excuses and went home.
When we got home we got ourselves a drink and then settled down in front of the laptop, the first thing we did was check to see if the bugs were working in their house. They'd recorded us returning the disc, so we deleted that straight away. Then we started playing the recordings and Emma was right, there was a video of me going in, a separate clip of Mary going In, and then me coming out followed by a clip of Mary coming out both of us wet. But again, something wasn't quite right. We both agreed that something was wrong but couldn't put our finger on it. Emma suggested we will play it on the big television screen instead of the small screen of the laptop; she does have some good ideas.
We had it on the big screen and put it on repeat to keep it running through; about the third time Emma grabbed my arm hard. "Stop it, pause it there, I can see what's missing, there's no date timestamp, this could be anytime," we stared at it, she was right.
"You're spot on sweetheart, brilliant." I restarted the video, then I saw it, "look, look the shadows, they're all wrong, look, me going in the shadow is here." I said pointing at the screen, "and when Mary goes in it's over there, and look when she comes out, and she's wet it's hardly moved." I fast-forwarded to where I came out of the shower, and I pointed out to her, "It's nowhere near where it was when she came out. This is fake." I heard a sobbing noise and turned and looked at Emma, she was crying uncontrollably, I took her in my arms and held her tightly.
She was crying into my chest, I heard her say, "Sweetheart I'm sorry I didn't trust you, I thought you'd done it."
"There's nothing to apologise for, well, perhaps not letting me watch you fuck yourself with that dildo till now."
I held her until the sobbing subsided, I took her face into my hands looked deep into her eyes and said. "My darling, you have nothing to be ashamed of, you were duped. I bet Mary played it on the crappy security monitor they've got in the club, so you couldn't see the details," she nodded. "But most importantly you didn't cheat on me, you had the fortitude and the faith in our marriage. You came up with a different, almost, and I say, almost, honourable way to seek your revenge. And you didn't lower yourself to their standards. I just wish that it hadn't hurt so much, my nipple is still sore. And when this is over, I'm going to have to take you to task about ignoring safety signs."
She smiled at me through her tears and said, "Now you know why I don't like nipple clamps." Then she got up and fetched my phone, "can you put the picture of your tyre on the screen?" I did, I had taken a couple of pictures and she asked me to scroll through them, she pointed to the screen and said. "Can we enlarge that bit." I did, "What's that white thing over there it looks like a snake."
"It looks like a rope or maybe a bungee. We'll have to pop down to the club early tomorrow to see if it's still there. I bet she knackered the tyre somehow as a delaying tactic so you would have gone to your Mums by the time I got home, and you wouldn't know what time I got in. Did she know you planned to go to see your Mum on Saturday?"
"Yes, I mentioned it sometime last week."
"A thought has just crossed my mind; would Mary have the where with all to do that amount of damage to my tyre? I wonder how much Jack is involved." I paused, something else crossed my mind. "Hang on, something has just popped into my mind, why are they doing this, what do they get from it?"
Emma stood up and stretched herself, "You're right, but all this cloak and dagger stuff is making me quite tired, so, before it gets too late we should go to bed and you could have your wicked way with me, again."
It was Emma that spent some time tied spread-eagled on the bed with that massive ball gag in her mouth and the nipple clamps; whilst I spent an enjoyable 30 minutes between her thighs tasting her love juices. By the time I'd satisfied myself, and her of course, we were both well and truly knackered. We spent most of the night with her sleeping on my shoulder.
The following morning, we took an early morning stroll down to the Cricket Club and looked around where I had parked the car, but apart from a few squashed branches in the shrubbery behind where it was parked, there was nothing.
It was quite hard, but we waited until we'd had breakfast before we checked what the spy cameras had picked up. There wasn't much, Mary and Jack got in about midnight and pretty much went straight to bed. We were right we couldn't see much in the bedroom, and there was a little more to be seen in the living room, but the audio was as clear as a bell. The smoke detector video in the kitchen was superb, but only if you wanted to see what they were eating. It's quite boring watching other people's daily lives, but there was a snippet when Jack said. "D'you think she'll go for it?"
"I'm not sure, she may need a little more convincing, I'll have to think about that," said Mary. But really that was all, and we didn't want to read too much into it.
Fortunately, Jack was out most of the day so there wasn't too much to watch.
Emma had a phone call from Mary on Sunday evening, which she put on speakerphone; Mary was asking if Emma had made her mind up yet. Emma said she hadn't, but she was unlikely to do it.
It got more interesting when Jack got home on Sunday evening.
We heard Mary say to Jack, "I don't think she's going for it; she seems a bit withdrawn."
"That's a bugger, I was looking forward to you shaving your pubes off, I like that bare feeling. That seemed a good plan that I would work out that it wasn't you because you'd got shaved pubes and she hasn't, of course, that's assuming that she hasn't shaved down there; that would have buggered up our little plan." He sighed. "So, it's back to fantasyland for us then I suppose. So, how's your little tryst with Jeffrey the wicketkeeper's wife going?"
"Oh, it's going fine, but I really did fancy spending some time between Emma's thighs and shoving my strap-on up her prissy cunt. I might have to had to tie her to the bed for that, but from what we've seen in their bedroom drawers, she'd probably enjoy that."
"Do you think she'd have gone for the blackmail, just a couple of hundred quid a month to keep it quiet, just like Samantha does?"
"I doubt it, that'd probably be a step too far, the same as trying to get David involved just so you could have your way with his arse."
"Pity I would've like to take him down a peg or two with his flash cars."
"The problem is my darling, he would more than likely take you down a peg or two with his cricket bat, and then where would you be?"
"I suppose you're right; I would've probably lost that one, never mind." We heard a big sigh.
Well, that sorted it all out for us; it was obviously some sort of setup. We had it all recorded, but now what to do about it? Especially without letting the whole village know about our kinky games.
And now there are two other people involved, Jeffrey the wicketkeeper and his wife Samantha. They lived in the posh new build houses at the other end of the village. He was a Stockbroker or a Solicitor, something beginning with 'S' anyway. Samantha didn't work. That could be our way in. Blackmail was illegal, but unfortunately, the way we obtained that information was also illegal, but we had the information, and we could use it.
We decided to invite Mary and Jack over for a drink and a BBQ on Tuesday when the Cricket Club was closed. We were going to be open with them, and try to convince them to stop their goings-on, or we would share what we knew about their little blackmail scheme.
On Monday I waited till the coast was clear and went to retrieve the recorders, I still managed not to get an electric shock. Whilst I was there, I noticed that the door to the back of their garage was slightly open, I opened it a little more and had a look around, like a lot of garages, it was full of things waiting to be fixed or thrown away. And then I saw it on a workbench, a length of bungee with some metal spikes on one end. Like a Caltrop, used in the old days to damage horse's hooves, this looked like it would well and truly knacker a tyre. I was tempted to take it with me but decided a photo with my phone would have to do. At least I could show Emma how the tyre got shredded.
Tuesday came around, Mary and Jack turned up at about 6:30, before they got here I set up the two audio recorders one in the kitchen on one in the living room.
We had some beers, Bratwurst and the odd beef burger thrown in, nothing much, although Jack was putting my Old Speckled Hen away at quite a rate, I tried to slow him down, I didn't want him pissed for this.
We sat indoors as it was getting a bit chilly outside and I said. "I've got a video that you two might be interested in, and as we go along, I'm going to point out a few things." Mary gave Jack a sidelong glance, which he completely missed, she started to look a little bit concerned. I pressed play and the video of the shower room came on. "Notice where the shadows are when I go into the shower, now notice where the shadow is when Mary goes into the shower; completely different. It was much later. And it was the same when I came out. Also, the time/date stamp is missing, this could have been anytime. This is fake. What are you two up to? Don't say it's a joke because we know this was some ploy to get Jack to have sex with Emma. Oh, and on the audio, if you use a decent audio system you can hear all the clicks where you spliced it together, and the volume changes depending on who's speaking, another fake. What have you got to say about that?"
Jack's face took on a look of thunder and he started to get up, Mary grabbed hold of his arm and pulled him back down, "Jack sit down, we've been rumbled," she looked at us and said. "No, it's not a joke, we're into swapping, we didn't think you'd go for it if we suggested it, so we tried to trick you, that's all it is. Jack fancies Emma, and I fancy you."
We knew that wasn't true either, it came out too quickly; almost as if Mary had rehearsed what to say if they got caught. She had a quizzical look on her face, and she asked. "Where did you get that disc? You saw me destroy it."
Emma stood up. She was now the one with the thunderous look on her face knowing that we'd caught them out in another lie. "So that's why you going to use your new phone to video us, and then you could use that to blackmail us. I'm sure the extra couple of hundred quid a month wouldn't go amiss. And the disc, you forgot to wipe the hard drive on the security system in the club."
Shit, had she just let the cat out of the bag by letting them know we knew more than we were letting on? Mary's face took on a concerned look and she said, "No we wouldn't do that to friends, it was just a sex thing. But I can see we were all wrong now. We're sorry. I think we'd better go home; we seem to have screwed this up. We really do like you two, we seem to get on so well." Mary stood up and indicated to Jack that he should follow.
Jack stood up, his anger was starting to show, the beer was working. "No fuck it, you two make me fucking sick with your posh fucking German cars, your posh fucking extended house, much better than our pokey little hovel, with your flash fucking kitchen. I work fucking long hours for fuck all and you've got it all, you make me sick. I was going to stick my cock up that prissy cunt of your wife's and show her a real man. And you'd have to pay to keep it quiet so you don't look like a silly cucky boy. You're as bad as the rest of this stuck-up fucking arse hole of a village, with its crappy little fucking no hope shite Cricket Club, and that goes especially for that twat boss of mine Rupert."
Now it's my turn to get angry. I could barely stop myself shouting. "You have no fucking idea what we've been through. I've been shot at, shat on and spat at, people have tried to kill me on more than one occasion, I've been outside at minus 20 and plus 40, I've worked more hours than I thought that there were in a day, just to defend twats like you. And that's not the fucking half of it. Emma has worked two jobs at times and had to put up with me being away from home a fucking lot, worried that some bloody terrorist had succeeded in his aim to kill someone. We've planned for our future, and worked hard for it," I paused a bit, and gathered my thoughts.
I went on a quieter tone of voice. "I think you'd better leave, I don't mean just our house, and now that you've let your thoughts known about what you think of us and the rest of the village, I think you'd better leave the village. It's probably the safest option for you; if word gets around what you've been saying, some people could come looking for you. We suggest you're out of the village in a week, it's just a suggestion mind you, but you'll have to live with the consequences if you're not gone by then. I'm going to take that disc to the Cricket Club committee, which I'm sure will get Mary sacked. Oh, and by the way, this is our house and we have recorded everything that's been said since you got here. I don't think Rupert and the rest of the committee are going to be happy with you Jack."
That's when Mary came into the argument, "You won't do that, whilst we've looked after your cat I've been poking around, and we've seen all the kinky shit you have, I bet you don't want that getting out into the village. So, no we won't leave, so you two can go fuck yourselves."
I walked to the front door and opened it indicating they should leave, as they passed me I said, "Seven days." I closed the door behind them and said to Emma. "Shit I'm glad that's over, didn't quite go as planned, didn't even get the chance to ask them to stop, I think Jack did our job for us." I was a babbling wreck, "I need another drink. Do you want one?" I managed to pause, then a thought came into my head. "I thought the club's security system was on videotape, didn't know it had a hard drive as well?"
"Hard drive, might do, might not, no idea myself. A large G&T wouldn't go amiss right now," flippin' 'eck she was good.
It didn't take seven days; on Thursday I got a phone call from Rupert, who was also the club chairman, asking if Emma and I could be at the club at 6 o'clock as some serious accusations had been levelled at us from Mary and Jack. I told him we'd be there. I phoned Emma and told her of the request. I went to the laptop and started doing some editing. I guessed where this was going. Emma and I got to the club at about a quarter to six. We'd some prep to do.
We were ushered into the committee room at 6:00 o'clock. Mary and Jack were there all done up in their best bib and tucker, obviously trying to put on a good show. Rupert started, "Mary and Jack have admitted that they carried out an inappropriate joke on you, and you have threatened to expose them if they didn't leave the village in seven days. That is unacceptable and possibly illegal behaviour. After we have finished this committee meeting, I may hand the details over to the police. What have you got to say?"
Emma and I stood up, we were both in work clothes, no airs and graces from us. Emma went into the other room and retrieved the big television on wheels that we had connected our laptop to. There was no preamble, I launched straight into it. "I hope what we're about to tell you will stay in this room unless, of course, you feel you do need to refer it to the police. We think you may have to do that." I didn't give them a chance to respond, just ploughed on.
"Mary and Jack tried to convince Emma that I'd had sex with Mary. I haven't, as some background here is a video that Mary purports of me having sex with her." Emma hit the play button and as the recording ran through, I pointed out that there was no timestamp and where the shadows were. Emma then played the audio track whilst I pointed out where the clicks and the different volume levels were. I told them the whole thing was a complete fabrication, intending to convince Emma to have revenge sex with Jack so they could record it and blackmail us.
At this point, Mary jumped up complaining that we had no proof. Rupert was not happy and told her to sit down and shut up or leave.
In a serious tone, I continued, "This won't stand up in a court of law, but that doesn't matter, we're not in a court, and I will not tell you where we got the recording from. I must reiterate, what is said in here, must stay in here because it will hurt other people in our community." With that Emma played the track we had recorded on Sunday night, the one where Mary admitted to having a tryst with Samantha and blackmailing her, and planning what to do with us.
A quick glance across at Mary and Jack showed them slumped in their chairs. I carried on.
"And there's more, this is admissible in court because it was recorded in our house, not as much damning evidence. Our initial intention was to get them to stop blackmailing Samantha, leave us alone and carry on doing their jobs, and that would be the end of it. Then Jack let slip their plan to blackmail us to keep quiet that we were having sex with them, and by revealing what we do in the privacy of our own home. That is our business. I have edited this from the whole evening's recording. The whole evening's recordings are available to you if you want them, but I think these are the important parts."
Emma pressed the play button on the laptop, and as the audio track played, a whole range of emotions we're moving across the faces of the committee, with Rupert's the most obvious. When it finished Rupert asked Jack and Mary if they had anything to say, they just shook their heads. We were then asked to leave whilst the committee discussed what they'd just heard.
We walked back into the bar, by now Mary was crying and Jack's shoulders were slumped, I think they knew they'd lost. I went behind the bar and poured four drinks, getting one each for Mary and Jack. I'll pay for them later. I hadn't finished my pint we were all invited back in. There was more calmness in the committee room now than when we left, I felt they'd made a decision.



Rupert looked at Emma and me, "You had no right to "suggest" to Jack and Mary to leave the village, however, if they had taken your advice, we wouldn't have done so much dirty washing in public. The evidence you have shown us proves to our satisfaction that you were the victims here, not the perpetrators. So, whilst your actions are not legal, we can understand you were trying to do the best for our village and the community. Therefore, the complaint from Jack and Mary is not upheld."
Rupert now looked at Mary and Jack, there was an anger in his voice when he spoke, it was slow, deliberate and full of menace. "I really don't know where to start with you two; you have shown yourself to be two untrustworthy, despicable people. And we have evidence here of blackmail which I may, or may not pass on to the police. I have to talk to other people outside of this room before I come to a decision on that. However, the committee's decision considering you two is as follows; Jack you are barred from the club forever. Mary, you are sacked as of right now. You will be given one month's salary in lieu of notice. That's the club business out of the way."
Rupert took a breath and continued. "I have asked the committee's indulgence to carry out some personal business during this committee time. Jack, you are sacked, you are paid weekly, therefore I only need to pay you one week in lieu of salary, however, I will extend that to one month. You pay rent on your house weekly; therefore, I only need to give you one week's notice of termination. I'm doing that right now. You have seven days' notice to vacate that house. Do you have anything to say?" They both shook their heads, they look destroyed. "Now get out of my sight," Rupert said.
They left, and we got up to go as well when Rupert asked us to stay, we sat down again. "Firstly, we've all agreed to keep this to ourselves; it'd destroy the village if this sort of thing got out. We'll have a quiet word with Samantha, we've assumed that Jeffrey knows nothing about this, and as far as we're concerned that's the way it'll stay, what we do will depend on what Samantha says, but you have evidence of blackmail, what do you want to do?"
Emma spoke up, "Village life can be fragile, so that'll depend on what Samantha wants, if she wishes to pursue it legally, we'll back her up, if she wants it to just go away, we'll agree to that as well. To be honest, we'd prefer it just go away, and you can tell Samantha that if you wish. If she wants to come and see us and have a chat, that's alright as well. We don't know her story so we're not going to judge."
We all stood up and went into the bar, I started pouring drinks and then I realised and said, "Bugger, we've got no one to run the club now."
Rupert smiled at me for the first time since we walked into the committee room. "You seem to be doing a fine job behind there now, and this is partly your fault, I think you should run it until we can find someone permanent," he looked at his fellow committee members. "Committee vote on this," to a man, and a woman they all said, "Aye,"
"Carried, Dave and Emma are now the new bar staff until we can find a permanent replacement, and you better look sharpish, you're due to open in 10 minutes."
Emma and I looked at each other, and both at the same time said. "Fuck."
The End
This seemed to go on for quite a bit longer than I intended, the idea for this story popped into my head at about 3:00 o'clock on a Friday morning, as things often do at my age. By midday the following Monday I had finished the first draught. The rest of the time has been editing and finding an editor. Samantha and Jeffery may get a chance to tell their story, don't be surprised if they are not kinky as well!
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Enough second fiddle  
I'd been planning this for nearly a year. For the first seven months I'd been gathering the funds together carefully, so my wife Karen didn't notice the money was missing, and at the five-month stage I'd made all the purchases I needed. It was easy to do as Karen works in the local advertising firm's project office from 8:30 until 4:30, and I work from home as a tech author and only pop into the office once a week, if that. Which is great because as long as I get my allocated tasks done in time my company doesn't care, so, it means in between my work jobs I can get things like the washing and cooking done. In fact, I do most of the cooking in the house, I've become quite good at it, I've learned what Karen's favourites are. It was okay, I enjoyed it. And the cats, Bozo and Peachy love having their own personal servant at home too. A love of cats, that was something she picked up from her parents and passed on to me. I love the little creatures.  
Then four months or so ago things started to change with her attitude. I was wary of women's attitudes. I'd been married before, it only lasted four years. I found out I was being used as a cash cow and that she was just plain lazy. I would work all day to come home to find the house in a mess and dinner not cooked; we'd have a blazing row and then things would change for the better for two weeks or so, and then slowly slip back into the old ways. The same with my sex life, good when I got it, which was generally after I moaned about not having one; but then after two weeks we were back to I've got a headache, I'm too tired, even if the house was still a mess. That was never going to change so I divorced her.  
I knew Karen back then; we didn't date or anything like that. We just hung around in the same circle of friends. When I got divorced, I was sad and she tried to cheer me up. Then one day as we were chatting about nothing in particular, life: universe and everything, she leaned in and kissed me. Well, one thing led to another and well you know. Two years later we were married, it was a completely different relationship to my first wife. We were partners.  
Karen was altogether different from the first one, more mature, sensible and she works bringing funds into the house, and she was much prettier than my first wife too. The one thing I do have to be careful about is that she cares about others more than herself, and sometimes, I think, me. I have to watch out for that. She thinks she's a bit of an amateur psychologist and can be like a mother hen at times. She often goes out of her way to help other people. Sometimes I have to remind her what her priorities are. She had some life experiences, as well; I wasn't her first, that was good.   
She is in her late 30s, a right MILF. Long flowing wavy Auburn hair, a nice curve to her body; something to hang onto, boobs just a little too big for my hands; with an arse just the right shape for a quick slap. And the prettiest face I've ever seen. She can be as kinky as you like, almost nothing is off the cards. We'd try something once, if we liked it, we'd do it again, if we didn't, we wouldn't go there. The only real exception I had was sharing or swapping. Not going to happen. Not that she brought it up.  
We had our favourites and were often experimenting, even now. A couple of years after we were married and still exploring, we'd had a particularly gentle love making session when she asked me if we could try doing it outdoors sometime. I had a bit of a think about that and told her to leave it with me. I had a few kinks myself.  
The following Friday I picked her up from work at three o'clock, and drove to a nearby wooded area, parked the car and helped her out. I took a rolled-up blanket with one of her scarves from the back of the car. I asked her if she trusted me? She gave me a quizzical look and said, "of course." The scarf was quite thin, so I folded it several times and used it as a blindfold, "oh kinky," she said. She had no idea.   
This was going to be several fantasies in one. I led her carefully into the woods and found the place I was looking for. I opened the blanket and laid it down. She couldn't see the other toys I had stashed in there. I sat her down on the blanket and told her to get undressed. Once she was naked, I got her to stand up. I asked her again if she trusted me, again she said yes. I took two pieces of the soft rope we used for our bondage games, and I very quickly secured her wrists to the trees on either side of her. I leaned into her and whispered into her ear, "colour?"  
"Can we be seen?"  
"No, not right now."  
"Then green."  
I think she missed the 'not right now'.  
I got her to spread her legs and tied her ankles to the trees so she stood spread eagled between two trees. Just in case we had to get away in a hurry I used slipknots everywhere.  
She looked stunning, stood there spread open for me, "you wanted outdoors, so here we are."  
I stood behind her and my left hand played with her breasts, gently tweaking her nipples, they were rock hard, just like a part of my body. My right hand gently stroked her lower lips, I eased my fingers slowly into her pussy, it was wet. I used this as lubrication to run my fingers over her clit, meanwhile, I kissed her neck, it didn't take long for a small shudder to run through her body.   
I stood in front of her and removed the blindfold, and draped it around her shoulders; as I moved away, she could see we were on the edge of the woods and could be clearly seen from the London to West Coast mainline railway. And I knew in a few minutes the express train would come past.  
I sank to my knees and where my fingers had been playing, my tongue now started. I inserted two fingers into her and gently moved them in and out and when fully in, bent them forwards to find her G spot. The train came past at quite a speed, I told her the next train was not an express but a slow train. I asked for colours again and got a green. I stood behind her and eased my cock up into her pussy. I just stood as stationary as I could, which was quite difficult with the way she was moving herself around. My hands went back playing with her breasts and clitoris.   
I had travelled on that train quite often, and I knew it sometimes stopped right opposite where we were, and it did today. "Oh fuck," she said. I lifted the scarf and placed it over her head so her face couldn't be seen. But she could see through the thin material. I whispered in her ear, "can you see all those people over there with their phones out taking photos and videoing you being fucked?"  
She started to shake; this was going to be a big one. "Just think when they get home, they're going to show their wives, husbands and lovers you having sex tied between two trees." That was it. She screamed as she came, and she hung there by the ropes on her wrists. I took hold of her and held her up whilst I pulled all the slipknots undone and eased her onto the blanket. The train had moved off by now. It took us a couple of minutes to get her dressed and head back to the car before the Bizzies of the local constabulary turned up. She was out of it until we got nearly home, facing me she said, "that was fucking amazing, but I'm not sure I want to do it again. And when we get home, I'm going to have to do something about that tent pole in your trousers because you haven't come yet." I just smiled at her.  
As soon as we got home, she dragged me upstairs and soon it was me tied, spread eagled on the bed, not between trees. She got out my favourite PVC waist clincher corset and pulled it as tight as she could. It was my favourite because it accentuated her breasts, and she looked stunning in it. I was rock hard. She rode me cowgirl, I was so pent up after the trip to the woods that it didn't take long. She closed her eyes, put her head back and I could feel her pussy muscles clenching. That was it, I was off. I don't know what happened for the next minute or so, but I found her laying on top of me kissing me.  
She slid herself up my body and put her knees either side of my head and said, "eat me." She'd never done that before.  
Right in front of me was her pussy leaking my spunk, yuck.  
"Amber."  
She slid off me, "what's wrong?"  
"That's disgusting, I'm not doing it; I'll lick your clit after I fucked you to finish you off, or to give you an extra orgasm, but I will not eat spunk. I keep my fingers in you to stop the spunk leaking out."  
I'd said amber instead of red because I'd said red she would have untied me and we would have finished. Amber, we just stopped and talked about it. 
She climbed off me and untied me. "OK sweetheart, spunk eating is red, I've got that. Now give me a hand to get this corset off so we can cuddle."  
Our sex life was pretty good back then, it still is now.  
It started when she came in talking about the new chap in his mid 30's, good looking, tall, blonde and witty. I didn't like him already the way she was going on about him, I was probably wrong, I often am. But being at home all the time you get more chances to notice stuff.  
When I warned her to be careful around him, she just said there were much younger ladies in the office that he would be attracted to. I put it to her that she was a very attractive woman and experience has its advantages. She just poo poo'd me. Anyway, she told me, he'd just got divorced from his wife and that was causing him problems, and he was looking to start a new relationship and, as she was married, that didn't count her in.  
I was not convinced; I've worked in too many offices with office Lothario's who think they're God's gift to women. I trusted her, but she can be a bit naive and susceptible to a good story. And I didn't trust the smooth-talking bastard that I didn't know. So, I wanted to keep an eye on this.  
She was a strong-willed woman, she had to make her own decisions. I was sure that if I warned her, she'd listen and see If anything untoward was happening, she would sort it and all would be rosy. But I would have to keep an eye on it. It was easy to spot after working in offices for a long time as I had, and I saw it straight away, a little bit of make up in the morning, slightly shorter skirt and brushing her hair 20 times so it shone instead of just a brush over it to get into shape. I let it go, but I made a note of it.  
Once a month or so the girls from the office would normally go out on a Friday night for a drink and a chat, normally I would go and fetch Karen and maybe give some of the girls I lift home as well. I had met most of them and their other halves at Christmas or New Year or one of the other excuses to have a work's party. So, three months before my planned reveal, Karen told me the girls were going out Friday evening, she didn't ask, she didn't need to, she didn't normally.   
I offered to collect her when she was ready and give some of the girls a lift home as usual, that was what I'd normally do. She told me it was okay she didn't need to as they'd get a taxi or an Uber, they didn't know what time they were going to finish. Now, you see that's odd, but nothing that I could complain about, why the change from what they normally did, so I just noted it.  
She didn't get in until nearly one o'clock, I normally pick her up just after eleven when the pubs close, this caused a bit of a discussion as she sat on the bed getting undressed.   
"Bit late tonight, not normally this late, well after the pubs close?"   
"Oh, we wanted to do a bit of dancing; sorry, I should have phoned you. I'll make it up to you, you're on a promise tomorrow night big boy.""  
"That's good, I'll look forward to that, it's been a while. Well, if you're in a noisy club that's why you didn't answer my phone calls. Where did you go?"   
"Just round the corner from the pub, you know Cinderella's."  
"How many of you went? I'm sure some of the girls have got sports to do with their kids tomorrow."  
"About half a dozen of us."  
"So, you went dancing, did you dance with anyone that I should know about?"  
"Just the new chap, Oliver," that was the first time I'd heard his name.   
"The new chap?"  
"Yes."  
"So, it's not just a girl's night out anymore then, men go as well?"  
"Well, it's more of an office night out really."  
"Did any of the other boys from the office go for drinks then dancing, or just Oliver?"   
"Just Oliver," she turned and looked at me, "what are you implying?"  
"So now that a new man turns up, a few drinks out turn into all night dancing. One man and five attractive ladies. Lucky him, and whilst I'm at it, did you plan to go dancing and that's why you didn't want a lift home?"  
"No, no it was a spur of the moment thing to go dancing. Oliver shared himself around, we all got equal goes." I gave her a funny look, "well it might have been mentioned during the week by someone, but I can't remember who."  
"So how many slow ones did you do?"  
"Just one, maybe two."  
"I wondered where the smell of aftershave came from. You must have danced pretty close to get that aftershave smell all over you."  
"Look, I tell you he's after a relationship, I'm the oldest one there and I'm married; he's not interested in me."  
I raised myself up on one elbow. "You are the most attractive woman in that office by looks, intelligence, caring and sexiness by far. Are you sure he's just not after no commitment fuck."  
She glared at me, "right matey, that's your promise off for tomorrow night."  
"So, I see, I compliment you and you cut me off again."  
"I haven't cut you off," she ponders for a bit, I can see her thinking, "have I?"  
I step in as fast as I can, "when was the last time we had sex, made love or played a game?"  
"Week before last?"  
I looked at her solemnly, "try last month. Too busy at work you keep telling me, big project to finish, the customer wants a quick answer. Well, how about making a project of your husband."  
She climbed onto the bed and faced me with her boobs hanging down. She knows I like that look. "Oh, I'm sorry sweetie, I really didn't realise. Your promise is back on for all weekend you won't be able to walk on Monday."  
But I wasn't going to let it go, it might risk the short term but I was planning for the long term. "We haven't had sex since your new chap Oliver arrived, and whilst we're at it; keep in mind I lay here in bed watching you get ready for work every morning. You've started to wear makeup to work which you never used to do, you've started to wear your shorter skirts and you brush your hair 20 times or more to an absolute shine every day this week. I'm not complaining but I wish you'd do it for me and not work. And finally, on Oliver's first office night out you all go dancing and you forget to tell your husband, who stayed at home here worrying about you because you didn't answer your phone."  
I paused for effect, "now I've told you all that, how do you think your husband feels?"  
You could see her thinking; she has a cute furrowed brow when she does that. "Sorry sweetie you're right, I didn't realise. It's just all the other girls starting to look smarter since Oliver got here."  
"But you've got me, you're not in a competition to get Oliver," or was she subconsciously? "And one more thing I know you're a caring person and Oliver is having problems with his marriage, but it's his problem. I don't want you getting involved trying to sort out his problems." She nodded.  
She was correct, walking was hard Monday, nothing else was. We caught up with all our old favourites. But I'm going to give it two weeks for it to sink back to normal. She continued with the make-up and brushing her hair but the skirts got longer. I started going downstairs and seeing her off instead of staying in bed for an extra half hour.   
I did pull a bit of a trick, her car needed a service so I took her to work, then got the car serviced whilst I waited and collected her from work in the evening. I wanted to look at this Oliver chap, just to settle my mind.   
I saw Karen and Oliver come out of the building; he was holding her gently by the elbow. Yep, he was everything she said he was and probably broader too. I was standing beside the car. She saw me smiled and waved, looking at me he leaned in, and I could tell he was asking who I was when she told him you could see him take a pace back. I really didn't like this twat. Her face however was completely open, she was hiding nothing.   
When she got in the car I said to her, "he wants to get into your knickers."  
"Don't be silly, I'm just an old maid compared with the rest."  
"You may be the oldest but you are still the most beautiful there with your class, experience and looks you outshine all the others. I don't trust him, be careful."   
As I was driving, I could see her look at me and she had a quizzical look on her face, "but you trust me, don't you?"   
This was going to hurt. I won't be getting anything tonight that's for sure. "I trust your best intentions, but I'm not sure I can't trust you not to get led astray. So just you be careful."  
I could still see her looking at me out of the corner of my eye as I drove, "you really do love me don't you."  
"More than you would ever believe, but there are still some things I will not stand for."  
The other thing I noticed whilst waiting for Karen, was all the girls from her office looked really good, some of them were making an effort to catch this man.  
Time for me to do some digging on the Internet, if I found anything I would have to make Karen 'find' it or I would be accused of interfering. Which I was. However, I didn't know what it was that I was looking for; I was hoping it would smack me in the face when it did.  
Oliver would take some digging into online. I tried her company's website with no joy, there was not any Oliver listed there. Without a surname I couldn't find anything, and I didn't want to ask Karen.   
Things went well for the next two or three weeks. The sex was back to normal in fact the weekends were fantastic. My favourite was to have her tied spread eagled on our bed, and I would spend a delightful hour teasing her with my tongue playing around her lady parts before I entered her. A ball gag was needed to stop her waking up the neighbours.  
I thought everything was going well, but with two months to go things started looking a bit, well not quite right. Karen asked if she could go with Oliver for a coffee in the evening; he was struggling a bit with his divorce and missing his children. I told her I didn't want her to but she'd have to make the decision and to be careful.   
She got in about half past nine, and she told me that after the coffee as they were doing so well at sorting out his problems that they had a couple of drinks in a pub. She was really helping him get himself sorted out. I told her I hadn't agreed to that, and why didn't she answer her phone, and why hadn't she phoned me. The dinner I had cooked was ruined. But she told me she was really helping out, anyway, they had a bite to eat in the pub. Now I got angry.  
"This has gone too far! Your husband spends his time cooking your dinner and you blow him off to go drinking and eating with your new boyfriend, without even a bloody phone call."   
"He's not my boyfriend, I'm just helping out," she giggled a bit, "is my old man getting jealous?"  
"This is no fucking joke, that's twice you've done that to me with him. Do not do it again! In fact, I don't want you to see him again outside work. But I don't own you, it has to be your choice, but be careful what you choose. Have you checked his story yet about the divorce?"  
She realised I was not happy and I was serious. 



She stopped giggling. "No, why would I? We trust people at our work."  
"I don't trust him; I've seen too many people like him in offices. I'm asking you to check to see the state of his divorce, how much maintenance is he paying, and little things like where he is living. What happens to him at weekends, is he going out with any of the single girls in your office?"  
"OK sweetheart, if it makes you happy, I'll have a look around, but I've got to be discreet if he finds out I'm checking up on him it will damage his confidence even more."  
She snuggled up close to me in bed and whispered that she was sorry, and it wouldn't happen again but she thought I wouldn't mind her helping out someone who was having problems. I let her know that her helping Oliver out was causing her own problems, she just had to see it.  
She got in a little later than usual the next day but she did phone to say she would be a little later than usual. We had dinner, and she suggested an early night. And having listened to all the stories from when I worked in an office gave me another thing to worry about. Yes, we had fun that night, but I couldn't shake it from my mind, was it a guilty or a mercy fuck.  
The following morning as she was getting ready for work, I broached the subject, "that was fantastic last night sweetheart, almost like you had to make up for something. There isn't, is there, I hope."  
She turned and gave me one of her lightning bright smiles, "no, of course not silly I just love my man."  
And then other signs started appearing, she would come home an hour late a couple of times a week, saying she'd had to finish something off. I always got a phone call. Whilst I had doubts, the extra flexi-time she earned would be helpful for my plan, I just had to worry about Oliver Beddows, I had a last name now.  
Then I remembered we had Find My Device on our phones. I know it's sneaky, untrustful and underhanded but I was worried about my wife and my marriage.  
I tracked her phone and when she said she was at the office, she was, but I didn't know if Oliver was there. So, a couple of times I waited outside the office, and yes, he did leave with her. She will see him at work, that's normal, that's part of the agreement. It didn't lessen my worry. I did see his car a flash new electric one. I wondered if his registration number would help, so I took a note of it.  
Yes, the sex was still fantastic, which gave me even more to worry about, but I had no proof anything was happening. There was no rushing in for a shower, no discreet phone calls, nothing. I would have to work on that, but without being caught. But before that could happen Karen came in and told me they were having another girls/office night out, she actually asked if I minded if she went. I told her it was okay as long as she stayed away from Oliver, to which she replied, "oh he's harmless."   
"Is it another night dancing as well?"  
"Probably, we'll have to see."  
"Then I insist, absolutely insist that I pick you up."  
"No, it's fine there's no need. We can manage, we'll get a taxi or an Uber."  
I put on my stoney voice, "look you just asked me if I minded, the answer is 'no' as long as I pick you up like I usually do. The answer is 'yes', I do mind if I'm not allowed to pick you up; it smacks of you hiding something. So do I pick you up?"  
"Then of course you can sweetie, then I can prove to you there's nothing to hide, my sweetheart. It's just that we are probably going to be a bit late and I didn't want you waiting up all that time," she said with a smile.  
That night she initiated sex again, something that didn't happen very often but has become more regular recently. It was welcome when she did, she even asked me to put her finger vibrator up her bum, that's another favourite of mine, that little 'bugger ' going full bore whilst my cock is in her pussy.  
Arrangements were made for the night out, if they went dancing after the pub, and the girls had talked about it and they probably were going to. She would give me a call before she left the pub and half an hour before she wanted picking up. And I would go inside to collect her and may even have a dance, just so I could see nothing was going on. All seemed good to me, but there may be a few changes on the times that I was going to turn up that she wasn't aware of.  
As Karen was getting ready, she showed me what she was planning on wearing to the night out, it was a nice dress, she did tell me she wanted to look classy, not slutty and certainly not dowdy with all the other girls looking smart. I assumed she was going to wear the underwear she was standing up in front of me, functional not sexy.  
On the evening I had my plan in place, when I got the phone call telling me they were going to the club, I was already there in the corner. I hate alcohol free beer, but at least I had to be seen drinking something and wouldn't upset the bouncers by looking like an old letch. It's not a big club, you couldn't miss them when they arrived. I spent the evening watching slightly tiddly ladies have fun and dancing. I kept an eye on who Oliver danced with, he wasn't the only man there this time. Most of it seemed to be quite innocent; however, Oliver did seem to dominate Karen for dancing, especially the slow ones, and his hands kept wandering lower than I thought was decent when dancing with a married woman; most times she moved them back up where they belonged, but not always. And as is my nature I kept note of this.   
It was coming up to half past twelve when I saw Karen go to her phone, my phone rang and went to answer the phone. Then I got a text saying 'we're ready now whenever you are '.    
I waited until I saw Oliver on the floor with Karen. Then I made my way around so I could approach Karen to her face over Oliver's shoulder. I wanted to see her reaction when she saw me, it was well before the time I was due to arrive. As I walked up to them, she saw me, and there was not an ounce of shame on her face. She immediately pushed Oliver aside, rushed across and threw her arms around me and we danced. She may have been a little bit tiddly but she certainly looked pleased to see me. However, I was concentrating on Oliver. He was not a happy camper.  
After the dance with Karen, I went with her across to talk to the rest of the girls. Janice the office manager dragged me aside, she was a couple of years older than Karen, she was an ex-military police, a big girl, not somebody that Oliver would hit on, and she was married to a nice cute little lady, Alice. And it seemed she had seen some shit when deployed to the trouble spots around the world that our country got involved in. She told me to keep an eye on Oliver, and that she thought that Karen was being a bit naive. She also filled me in that Oliver's surname was Beddows, which I already knew and that his ex-wife was called Cheryl and used her maiden name, but she didn't know what it was. She was some sort of executive somewhere up north where Oliver came from, and she earned a lot more than him. I looked around and Oliver was not to be seen.  
Allegedly that's why there were no maintenance payments and so he could afford the flash electric car, that was strange. I let her know that I was aware of Oliver and asked if she could keep a secret, she said she could. That was when I told her I've been sat in the corner since 11:00 o'clock. She patted me on the arm and said, "She's been talking about you all night, how you stayed up late to pick her up and take her friend's home and what a wonderful man you are. He is the risk."  
I managed to get the three other girls in the back of the car to put their seat belts on, we drove around depositing them at their homes. It was a good thing tomorrow was a Saturday.  
We got home somewhere around a quarter past two, I grabbed myself a beer out of the fridge and Karen went upstairs, she had flopped out on the bed. I had to help her undress; when I got the dress off, I could see she was wearing stockings. She had worn stockings all the time up until about five or six years ago. Now she told me she wore them for special occasions. I took that to mean my Birthday, when we went out together or when appropriate when we were playing 'games' if you know what I mean.  
She wasn't wearing stockings when she left this morning, so why was she wearing them now? There's no way we were going to play when we got home after all that drinking. This will have to wait until the morning.  
She was a little bit hungover when she came down for breakfast, just tea and toast, and a few paracetamols.  
"So, what was the special occasion?" I said after I gave her the tea, toast and tablets. In this state I had her at a disadvantage, and I fully intended to use it.  
"What do you mean?" She looked confused. 
"You were wearing stockings last night, you weren't wearing them in the morning when you left, and there was no way we were going to play around last night. So, I'm guessing you did it for your boyfriend, Oliver."  
"No sorry sweetie, yes, I did wear them for Oliver, he told me he liked them and he could always tell if a girl was wearing them. His ex-wife used to wear them all the time and it made him feel good that somebody had done something for him. But it would benefit you when you got home, I was going to make it special for you for being such a nice chap and picking us up, it wasn't just for him. I was thinking of you, but he would get the benefit as well, but I just got a little tiddly" I wasn't completely convinced.  
"You were so pissed you couldn't even get yourself undressed so there was no way you were going to make anything special for me last night. And let's carry on, you haven't worn stockings for me apart from we're playing games or my birthday for the last five years; but for some twat out of the office to make him feel happy you wear them. For one fucking moment will you get your head out of your arse and see what he's doing. He wants to get into your knickers. And if he does, I will leave you.  
I got up and walked out, slamming the door behind me. That probably hurt her head.  
After what Janice had said, and what I'd seen, I had my trust mostly restored in Karen, it was still her compassion for lame ducks and the needy that worried me.  
I had some more names now, but that would have to wait until the weekend was over. Karen got better throughout the day. For a change she cooked dinner. There were some candles on the table, a nice bottle of wine and she brushed her hair, a lot till it shone, a little touch of make-up. I think she was trying to make up for last night's cock up. She wore her short, tight, black leather skirt, a white blouse, and I can see black underwear underneath it. The old secretary fantasy. She looked gorgeous, and I was in the mood, so I was going to let her. We watched some rubbish on the telly till about 9:00 o'clock she stood up and put a hand out and said, "come on sweetie I've got something to show you," with that she went upstairs, I followed.  
When I got into the bedroom, she grabbed hold of me and gave me a big kiss and then pushed me back onto the bed, "you stay there." And with that she started to delicately take her clothes off, first the blouse came off revealing her black lace Basque; then the zip came down on the skirt, it was so tight she had to swing her hips around gently to ease it off of her hips. Very nice.  
It fell apart when I saw the stockings, which is strange because I knew she was wearing stockings, as you would with the Basque.  
I held my hand up, she stopped and smiled at me, "I hope they're not the stockings you wore last night for him?" I said. 
She looked worried, I didn't think she could see where this was coming from, "well yes, they are the same ones, they're expensive I can't waste them, but I wore them for both of you."  
She could see I was not happy, "so now I'm getting sloppy seconds on the clothing front. You wear stockings for him to make him happy and you deem to wear the same stockings for me as a makeup mercy fuck. I don't think so. Why the fuck can't you do something just for me and leave that twat out of it."  
"No sweetheart no, it's not like that I just didn't think, I knew you'd like stockings, so I wore them just for you."  
"I do like them, they are gorgeous, just like you, but you wore them for him first because he asked you to, and now you are wearing them for me second, probably because I moaned about you not wearing them. Get undressed, you've killed the mood. In fact, I'm going to sleep downstairs. You need to start putting me in front of your twat of a lame duck."  
She leapt across the bed and jumped on me, she laid on top and kissed me hard. "Sorry sweetheart I didn't think, I was only thinking what you'd like and I did it for you, he's not here, he's nowhere here. Stay here please; please don't go downstairs."  
I didn't go downstairs, but I didn't sleep very well either. This was going to have to stop; even if it meant physical harm.   
The following morning, I asked her how her search into Oliver and his marriage was going. She said she hadn't found anything searching under his name. She even tried his car registration number in case that got her anywhere, but it came up with one of those flash white electric things. She found a couple of Facebook entries but there are no pictures and no content; I asked her if she tried looking up his ex-wife's name on Facebook. She hadn't thought of that, she went straight away to our PC and did that search and came up with nothing. I knew that because I'd already done it before she got up. She did try several other name spellings that I hadn't even swapped the names around even though Facebook does that for you. We still didn't know her surname. She certainly did look like she was searching.  
3 weeks before the big reveal. Life had settled into a regular routine; Karen would work late Tuesdays and Thursdays; I would get a phone call when she was leaving. Yes, I did track her on her phone. There was nothing I could see untoward, she didn't rush in and go straight to the shower, our love life was back to what I would call normal, once or twice during the week and a bit of kinkiness thrown in at the weekend. During the day in between work I was still looking into Oliver but found nothing.  
Over dinner on Wednesday Karen told me she was going to be home much later on Thursday, she had some things to do with the girls from work, when I inquired what, she got all vague. The worry beads returned. I complained about this a couple of times in the last few weeks and it was getting a bit much, but I would still pick her up. She said if I didn't want her to go, if I really insisted, she'd call it off tomorrow when she got to work. I pointed out to her that with her working overtime she was spending more time with them than she was with me during the week. so going out Thursday and Friday was taking the piss. She could tell by the tone of my voice I was very unhappy about this extra night. She said she'd cancel it or let them go on their own.  
After dinner I started clearing the table and putting all the pots in the dishwasher when Karen said she was going for a shower. A shower sounded like a good idea and I thought I'd surprise her so I crept upstairs. As I got to the top of the stairs, I could hear talking in hushed tones. I could only catch the odd snatch of the conversation.  
Things like, ' no I can't make it ', ' he might get suspicious, ' ' no we'll have to do the planning later, another time. ' Now I was getting really worried because her phone was downstairs on the induction charger. I carried on creeping when I got to the door and opened it but all I could see was Karen stood there still dressed.  
"I thought I'd join you in that shower, sounds like a good idea. You can wash my back and I can wash your front." I carried on as nonchalantly as I could. "I thought I heard you talking, who are you talking to?"  
"I was just talking to myself, sort of practising for the presentation."  
I wasn't convinced, the shower was lovely especially when she got on her knees and use her mouth to clean the outstanding part of me. We left the shower together and continued on the bed what we'd started in the shower, she was very energetic, it was brilliant, but I had that nagging doubt there was a bit of guilt in this fucking after what I'd heard it talking to herself.  
I did my usual nod off for a few minutes and had a cuddle, but it was still quite early in the evening. Karen kissed me and got off the bed and told me she was going downstairs to fetch me a beer, she grabbed her bathrobe from the back of the bedroom door and went downstairs. I laid there for a few seconds and thought I'd go downstairs with her, so I grabbed my bathrobe and followed her down. I double checked yes; her phone was on the induction charger but it's at 90 degrees from what it was when I went upstairs. She's probably checking the state of charge so I gave it a quick nudge and it was on 25%. I was sure when I went upstairs it was on 75%. I must be getting old. We spent the rest of the evening sitting on the sofa just cuddling and sipping beer watching some old reruns on the telly. But things were starting to nag, I might have to phone Janice tomorrow.  
As we sat there, I started to let her know I had plans, "sweetheart I need you to have two weeks Friday off."  
I wasn't expecting an immediate answer, she'd have to sort it out with Janice, "we're very busy, that's the week before the presentation, I'll have to see Janice and see what I can do, but it's going to be difficult."  
"No sweetheart, I really need you to have that Friday off, and not be late that Thursday, I have something special planned for you."  
She twisted in my arms, looked at me and giggled, "I love surprises, especially from my sweetheart. What is it?"  
"If I told you, it wouldn't be a surprise now, would it," I said smiling, "but trust me it will be a bit of a surprise and a shock."  
"I'm not sure I like the shock bit."   
"Trust me you'll like this one."  
I didn't get a chance to phone Janice on Thursday, but I did on Friday. I told her I had a bit of a surprise for Karen for Friday in two weeks. I'd really appreciate it if she had the time off, she must have plenty of flexi-time with all the work she's been doing on Tuesday and Thursday. I was going to expand into what I'd planned for Karen; but what she said next surprised me, Karen already had booked that Friday off, but was using leave because she hadn't got enough flexi time. I was a little bit confused, but I was really happy she had the Friday off. Was the little minx trying to surprise me. That'll be interesting.  
That was the day the bank statements arrived, and I did my usual glance through to see that everything was about normal, but there was a strange £560 withdrawal from the account about two weeks ago. I smiled, the little minx bought me a present but didn't think to hide it. I love her but she can be so naive at times.   
We had an excellent weekend and I tried to draw out of her what she had planned for that Friday. She kept on telling me she was still trying to get it off. I didn't tell her that I'd had a chat with Janice and I knew she had that Friday off. I just had to make sure she was here on Thursday evening for the big reveal. It crossed my mind to ask Karen's parents across a few reasons, to show them what a good son-in-law I was, they would enjoy the surprise, plus we needed cat sitters and I liked them, they were really nice people. I needed them to do me a favour. They have cats too.  
The Wednesday before the big reveal. We sat down at dinner and I started to quiz her, "so we're okay for Friday then."  



"I'm still working on it."  
"Sweetheart, I assume you know what this weekend is?"   
She gave me a quizzical look, and said. "Of course."  
I got grumpy now, it should be obvious why the quizzical look. I told her she needed to be here by 5:00 o'clock tomorrow. Or there will be no surprise. And she loves surprises.  
She argued that she had stuff to finish before the weekend. I already knew she was having Friday off so I could understand that she may have to get things wrapped up. I gave her a bit of leeway, but that leeway was quite harsh.  
I looked at her square in the eyes and said, "you will be here at 7:00 o'clock, not one minute later or you will fuck the whole years' worth of planning, I repeat not one minute late."  
"One minute, that's a bit harsh."  
"It's a simple request, you've done so much for other people in that company. Can you just not grant your husband a simple request to be at home at that time, and he will have a special dinner and a surprise for you, please, is that so hard?"  
She looked a bit worried, but as I knew she had the Friday off, she was just teasing me, the same as I was doing to her.  
She rushed off upstairs and came down a few minutes later and all she was wearing were stockings and a pair of five-inch heels. She crooked her finger at me and bless me, I followed her. She took me to the bedroom by my hand, she laid herself back on the bed and opened her legs; pointing down at lady parts, she told me I knew what to do, and I did. She has the sweetest taste down there and I loved it. Just as she was coming down, I lifted myself up. I grabbed her ankles and lifted them up, she took hold of the bed head and said, "fucking do it, fuck me, just fuck me." I did one hard long push, it didn't take long, no more than two or three more thrusts and she was coming again and I followed right after her. We cuddled all night.  
I was awoken in the morning to that lovely soft feeling of having a mouth around your cock, it was wonderful. She finished me off and swallowed. Then she said to me, "And that is just a sample of what you're going to get this weekend." As long as she hadn't booked a surprise this weekend as well, this could be good. We'd cross that bridge when we came to it.  
Thursday morning, I phoned the in-laws and double checked the arrangements we'd made earlier; they knew I had something planned, but not what. I'd arranged for them to look after the cats for a couple of days and I'd have a special meal cooked for her when she got in.  
I had a surprise call from Janice with a little snippet of information, it took a bit of dabbling into local newspaper websites in Oliver's hometown, the information I got from them would soon slow down Karen's mother hen instincts for that leach.  
I'd taken the day off on Thursday because I had stuff to do, I went through her wardrobe and packed her bags, and then mine. I placed them downstairs in the hallway, along with a suit bag with all her best clothes in it. Her favourite meal was Lancashire hot pot with lashings of HP fruity sauce, so I prepared that to be ready at about a quarter past seven. It was the sort of meal that there was a bit of leeway if she needed a shower. I didn't care if she was smelly when she got in from work, we could shower later, but if she insisted, I could be flexible. I had the big reveal to dump on her.  
Everything was set, our best tablecloth was on the dining table, candles, wine and an envelope with her surprise propped up against her wine glass.  
At about 6:30 I thought I'd do a quick check on Find My Device to see where she was. That is when things started to fall apart. She wasn't at work; she was in a smart restaurant on the other side of town. She was supposed to be at work.  
7:00 o'clock came, but nothing. Not a phone call nor a text. I purposely didn't look at my watch, but when I did it was nearly a quarter past seven. So, it appears this weekend wasn't that important to her after all. Now I was getting angry. In a fit of pique, I rushed upstairs, opened up a large suitcase and threw a whole bunch of her normal clothes into it and I dropped it by the front door.   
I sat and watched my phone to see where she was. Then at about 20 past 7, it started to move. I could tell when she was in a car. I know the area, she appeared to be going quite quickly, I hoped there were no speed checks out there especially if she'd been drinking, that would really cock up my surprise. If it wasn't already.  
It was 36 1/2 minutes past seven when she burst through the front door, she almost fell over all the suitcases that were in there, a suit bag, two medium-sized suitcases and one large one.   
"What are these for?" she asked, looking at the cases. Then she noticed the table set with our best tableware, glasses and candles. Her hand flew to her mouth, "oh shit."  
She started talking straight away as soon as she got into the living room, "I'm sorry sweetheart I had to get stuff finished at work for tomorrow. But it didn't work. I've still got to go in tomorrow, but I will be home at five. I really must, I will make it up to you. I promise I will make it up to you."  
I couldn't believe she was lying that much, a whole years' worth of planning down the tubes for a lie. I surprised myself I was so calm; I was so excited with what I had planned. I obviously couldn't see the wood for the trees. Things were starting to fall into place.  
I picked up my phone, opened up the Find My Device app, faced it towards her, and said. "You lying fucking bitch, at 7:00 o'clock when you were supposed to be here, you were in Mario's. This is the third time you dumped me for that twat. I told you 7:00 o'clock for something special and you can't be fucking bothered.  
"So, I suppose you were with Oliver?"  
"Yes, I'm sorry he just needs help. His confidence is so shot after his wife left him."  
I went into the kitchen, and she followed me. I opened the oven door, pulled out the hotpot and poured it straight into the bin. I looked at her and said, "It's fucking ruined whilst you're out with that twat." It wasn't ruined but I was making a point, anyway, I wasn't hungry now.  
I went back into the living room.  
I still surprised myself with how calm I was. "Right, here's my problem, you just told me that you haven't got tomorrow off. Yet two weeks ago, Janice told me you had leave booked, not flexi-time. So, who's lying here."  
I carried on, "there's something not really quite right here. You know me, I like lists. You've been working an hour overtime twice a week, yet you have no flexi-time.  
"You've just told me you've got to work tomorrow yet Janice tells me you've got tomorrow off.  
"So where are you going tomorrow?  
"And I'm worried about the phone thing."  
"What phone thing," she said.  
"The extra phone you've got, the one that looks exactly like your phone." I was taking a guess here.  
I went to her handbag and turned it upside down onto the floor, out fell 2 phones that looked exactly the same, and amongst all the other rubbish that ladies carried in their handbag was a large envelope, very similar to the one that I had propped against her wine glass.  
"So why have you got two phones, one is for him isn't it. So, you're fucking him aren't you?  
"No, I'm not." She shouted at me.  
"You've got tomorrow off but not for me So what the fuck are you doing"  
My eyes fell on the envelope, I picked it up and opened it.  
It was a spa reservation in our name.  
I looked at her and said, "What the fuck is this. I hate spas, a waste of time and effort. And you've got one booked in our name."  
She looked at me and tried to put on a hard face. "Sweetheart this is for us, I just need to rest, it's been a hard couple of weeks I just need this." She was looking desperate.  
I had her there, "will you just stop fucking lying to me. So, if this is for us, you and me; why haven't you asked me to have tomorrow off. As far as you know I'm working as normal tomorrow. So just stop the bollocks, tell me what's happening. One more lie and I throw you out that door and you can go to your boyfriend."  
She's crying openly now, "he's not my boyfriend. it was a last-ditch attempt to build his confidence, it's something he always wanted to do with his wife, but she would never let him, it was something he and I could do together to let him know he wasn't a reject."  
"But you have a room booked for all day."  
"But I was going to be home by five, you wouldn't have noticed."  
I shouted at her, "but you've been late three times already. How can I believe you, three times you ignored me over him."  
A thought just struck me, "who's paying for this."  
"I am."  
"Where did you get the money?"  
"I took it out of our building society."  
"How much did it cost?"  
"Just under £700."  
"No, we, that includes me, are paying for this, so you're using our money to sort out Oliver's problems."  
"He hasn't got any money."  
"So why is he driving that expensive electric car?"  
I felt surprisingly calm at this stage of the game, "so you're going to a spa, you booked a single room, what did you think was going to happen next?"  
"I was just going to tell him to be a confident man and he can look after himself any woman will be happy to have him, his wife was silly."  
"And were you going to tell him this in the room, when you're alone with him?"  
I took the opened bottle of wine that was on the table and I poured myself a large glass, it was all becoming clear now.  
"You were going to let him seduce you, weren't you?"  
"No, no it's not like that  
"But you knew it might happen."  
"Well, yes, he might try."  
"And you'd give in just to build his confidence."  
"No, no that wasn't my intention."  
"Bollocks, I know you well enough now after all these years, you realised it might happen, he might try to seduce you, and you were going to let him just to build his confidence."  
I stared at her hard. "Look at me in the eyes and tell me that wasn't a scenario you thought might happen."  
She did look me in the eye. "Yes, I realised it might happen, I might give in to help him. it wouldn't hurt you; you'd never know."  
"So, admit you might have shagged him."  
She looked into her hands, took a few breaths and looked at me and said, "yes, I realised it might happen, it wasn't the plan, but it would just be sex, to build his confidence. I would be here for you for the rest of your life."  
The crash from the front door made us both turn and look, Karen's parents were stood in the doorway and David was trying to hold Miriam up, probably from what she'd just heard.   
Miriam picked herself up and rushed across to Karen. "So you were thinking of letting another man seduce you on your 10th wedding anniversary."  
Karen looked aghast all colour drained from her face, "10th wedding anniversary1"  
Her mother replied, "Yes, tomorrow is your 10th wedding anniversary, and you were planning to let another man have sex with you."  
There was an almighty slap and Karen fell over, Miriam was rubbing her hand.  
Karen was rubbing her face, she said, "I was just trying to help, he's suicidal with the stress with the divorce."  
I said, "Bollocks." I went and got my tablet and opening it up, I showed Karen the page, "I found this today," and read it out to her, "Cheryl Wright, the youngest executive officer at Harwell and Sons thanks her husband Oliver for support and love he has given her to help her achieve her aims." I expanded the page to show a picture of a pretty dark-haired lady with her arms wrapped around Oliver.   
Karen was crying so many tears I'm not sure she should see the picture clearly, I swiped the tablet, and showed her a Facebook page from last weekend, "lovely weekend at the zoo with my bonny children and my wonderful husband." The picture was of Oliver, the dark-haired lady and two young children. All with huge grins on their faces.  
I didn't need to say anything. Karen had collapsed on the floor.  
I helped her up and put her on the settee, her mother slid in beside her and put her arms around her. I felt a nudge in my arm and there was David with a bottle of beer. There was only the sound of crying from both the women for the next couple of minutes. I needed time to think. The big reveal was not going to happen now. And then it suddenly came to me. I would have some revenge for now.    
I took up the envelope off the table and opened it, I took out the tickets, and I said, "Miriam, David I've been planning this for a year. I don't want to waste it, will you do me the extreme favour of taking these tickets." Karen just looked at me, but I didn't give them a chance to respond, "two first-class return train tickets to London, it's the 11:05 from the station. There is a room booked in the Savoy for two nights. There's a table booked for tomorrow night at 7:30 for dinner.   
"David right next to the Savoy is the Institution of Electrical Engineers, and they have a lecture on Saturday morning about automotive electrics which I was planning to go to. I know it's not your bag, but you might enjoy it." I looked at Miriam, "whilst David is at the lecture, I had booked a Spa treatment for Karen," the irony struck me, and everybody else, the look I gave Karen made her flinch. I carried on. "Please feel free to use the ticket. There is afternoon tea arranged at four." I paused; because this was the big bit. "Two tickets for 'Cats, the musical' you may want to get a taxi. and finally, a debit card with £750 on it. The PIN is our wedding day.  
"You'll need a cat sitter, best you take Karen home with you."  
There was a stunned silence in the room until David spoke. "No son, you take her to London."  
"I can't, I need to be alone to think."  
Miriam stood up and took Karen by the arm and led her to the front door, she looked at David, "I'll take her to our place, you try and talk some sense into him."  
I pointed to the suitcases by the door, "Take the large suitcase, I packed it in a fit of pique, there is no underwear in there," now I was really nasty, "of course, all your nice underwear is in the small bag so you can always take that to wear for your boyfriend tomorrow."  
Miriam gave me a withering look and David said, "That wasn't fair son."  
"You're right it wasn't," then I said quietly. "And by the way Miriam, will you ask her where her wedding ring is; because it is not on her finger." Karen burst into tears again as her mother took her out. 



        Anniversary Ch. 02

        She tries to win him back.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/anniversary-ch-02-3

Title: Anniversary Ch. 02

Author: LJA644

Category: Romance

Description: She tries to win him back.

Tags: romance, bondage, reconciliation, fetish

Series: Anniversary


Very re-miss of me for not thanking AnAverageGuy61 for his proof reading, Sorry mate.
My wife was going to let a work colleague seduce her to boost his confidence, but it was on our wedding anniversary, and he convinced her to take her wedding rings off.  I sat with my Father in Law after my Mother in Law had taken their daughter to their house.  
My father-in-law was sitting in my lounge with me sipping a beer, and my mother-in-law had taken my wife to their house. My wife had ruined a surprise I had been planning for nearly a year for our 10th Wedding Anniversary. I had just given all the tickets for the train, the hotel and the show I had booked to my in-laws.   
"Come on son, a simple mistake, she didn't sleep with him," David said.  
"Sorry David I can't agree with you, it's not just the fact she was going to sleep with another man or allow him to seduce her, or that she forgot our anniversary, they are bad enough on their own. But this has been going on too long, far too long. I've been playing second fiddle to her lame ducks for as long as I can remember. Normally I can handle it because once she got them sorted, she came back. But this one really takes the biscuit."  
I carried on; I held my hand up and I started counting off on my fingers. I don't know if I have enough fingers for this. And I went on a rant. "She lied to me, she told me she couldn't get tomorrow off, she had It booked off two weeks ago, so she's been planning this for more than two weeks.   
"She deceived me, amongst other things she spent over £500 on a phone that looks exactly like hers so I wouldn't notice just so she could stay in contact with that married twat. She's been working late two days a week so she can stay and 'chat ' with the married twat to sort out his problems. I thought she was getting flexi-time so we could be away.   
"She's stolen from me, not just for the phone, but £700 or so on that bloody spa day. That was our money and she was spending it on him so she stole from me half of that money for that shit.   
"She ignored me. I warned her what he was trying to do. But oh no, she knew better, he couldn't possibly be like that. She spent evenings with him out dancing, and whilst I am absolutely certain there was complete innocence on her part, she ignored me and pushed me aside to help this fucking lame duck, who isn't a lame duck after all. Three times she has ignored me. He wanted to go dancing; OK the rest of the office was there but she went instead of coming home to me.  
She asked me if she could go out for a coffee with him in the evening, I told her I didn't want her to, but it was her choice. That coffee turned into a few drinks and a pub meal whilst I was sat at home with a ruined dinner. She didn't bother to phone me and didn't answer her phone. That pissed me off.  
"I told her to be home by 7:00 o'clock at the latest today as I had a special dinner for her and it was gone half past bloody seven when she got in. Because she'd been to Mario's with him.  
"Don't worry David not much more, this is a little delicate, I shouldn't be talking about this with her father. She started wearing stockings because he liked them and tried to fob it off that it was for me, she thought of me second and I've had enough. The sex has been fantastic, but now I'm not sure if it was love sex or that she felt guilty, or it was mercy sex. I'm not sure which. She forgot our wedding anniversary, and she was going to let herself have sex with another man, but the real crippler is where is her wedding ring?"  
He had a sad look on his face, he was trying his best to limit the damage.  
"I can see where you're coming from son, give us a chance and let's see what we can do." He looked at me solemnly. "Perhaps she has this mother hen disposition because you can't have children. We thought you'd both got over that and lived with it. Perhaps she's pushed that paternal love to the wrong place?"  
Oh bloody hell, David was being an amateur psychologist now, it must run in the family. "I'll tell you what you can do David, go on the weekend; because I would hate to see it wasted. And will give her some time to think about what she's done, and we'll see where we go from there."  
"And where do you go from here?"  
"I'm sorry David, I really don't know, I've had my head up my own arse for the last five months thinking everything was fine and dandy, until just after seven this evening when I found out she was with him instead of being here with me. Then I found out she was going to let herself be seduced and have sex with him tomorrow. I don't give a flying fuck that she didn't know he was married. Several times she's put him before me. So as far as I'm concerned at this moment in time, he can have her because if she really loved me, she wouldn't do this to me.  
"I've lost count of how many animals I've buried in the back garden that she's brought home or the amount we've spent on vet's fees or the number of times she's tried to sort out arguments at work and she's been a shoulder to cry on. I have no complaints about that, I knew what she was like when I married her, and part of me loves her for it. But making herself available to be seduced and fucked by another man. I'm not sure I can get over that. Maybe I will, but just now, I really don't know."  
He looked sad, "anything we can do just let us know." He phoned for a taxi; we sat there in silence just enjoying the beer with that silent companionship you sometimes have with a person. The taxi horn sounded outside, and I went with him to the door. We hugged each other, that was the first time we'd ever done that.   
"Please give her a chance, son. I'll tell Miriam we're having a weekend in the smoke if you promise me that you will talk to Karen over this weekend." He looked at me sheepishly, "And this is a difficult thing to ask after what she's done, please keep an eye on her. I don't think she's come to terms with what she's done yet. But she might over this weekend. And she'll need someone to turn to."  
"David I'm so confused at the moment; I really don't know what the fuck to do. But I love her and her quirky ways. So yes, I promise you I'll phone her at the same time you're getting on the train. Assuming it's not late of course." I gave him a weak grin at the weak humour, he gave me a weak smile back and a nod of the head.  
I didn't drink any more beer, I had a very large G&T which took me the rest of the night to drink as I sat there thinking, pondering and planning.   
I hadn't actually drunk that much; I hadn't slept much either. But in the morning I was standing in the window of our bedroom at the front of the house when I saw one of those flash white electric cars drive past, nothing strange in that, but it slowed down to a crawl as it passed our house and then took off, quietly.  
I had no proof it was him, I couldn't see the number plate, but he drove a car like that. What was he up to?   
I kept my promise to David, Karen was naïve, and my trust in her had been dented, but I trusted her enough that nothing would happen now. It was that married twat that I didn't trust. So, at 11:00 o'clock Friday I was sat in my car just down the road from David and Mirriam's house. I was surprised when Karen didn't phone me just after they left. so, I gave it until half past eleven and phoned her.  
"Hello," she answered timidly.   
"How are you doing?"  
"Not well," I heard a large intake of breath and a small cough, I knew she'd gathered herself together, I wasn't sure where this was going. "I love you; I know I cocked up big time, but I'm not sure how much yet. I need to work it out, my head is so confused at the moment. Please give me some time to think about what I've done wrong, please, I know it's my fault, give me some time to think about it." She Was repeating herself; she sounded a mess.  
"I have a question, where is your wedding ring now?"  
I heard her sob, "It's on my finger."  
"Prove it, send me a picture."  
"Okay, not sure how to do that whilst speaking on the phone, I'm going to hang up, I'll be straight back."  
I was going to tell her how, but she'd hung up.  
It was more than 5 minutes before the phone chirped and a picture of her hand with the ring on it appeared. 5 minutes, that was a long time just to take a picture and send it.  
The phone rang. "That took a long time just to take a picture." I was quite brusque.  
"Sorry, one of the cats was sick and I had to clear up the mess before the other one started eating it. I was wearing it all the time."  
"I'm not sure I believe you."  
"It's true, look at the properties you'll see what time it was taken not the time it was sent."  
I did and she was right, but there was still this element of distrust. I calmed down. 
"Shall I come round for a chat?"  
"Yes please, give me an hour or so, I don't want you to see me looking like this."  
Then I saw the flash white electric car drive up, Oliver got out and went up to the house, how did he know where she was? Karen was still on the phone, and I was going to warn her but decided to let it play out. She didn't know I was watching,  
"Hang on, there's somebody at the door, stay there, please." I heard her walk to the door and it opened.  
I could see from where I was that she had the safety chain on. "What do you want?" I heard her say to Oliver. She didn't sound pleased. This could be interesting, so I started the audio recorder on my phone. I'd had the phone messed around with because I kept on forgetting things, so I can now record telephone conversations, which this phone couldn't normally do.  
I heard him say, "I was wondering where you were, I thought we had a plan for a nice spa day."  
"No, go away, I never want to see you again." I heard her say.  
"Look, just open the door and we can talk about it."  
"No, just fuck off."  
"Look open this door or I'm going to make a scene and the whole of the street will wonder what the noise is."  
I saw the door open and he went in, but the door didn't close. What do I do now, do I go across a knock on the door and confront him or just wait and see what happens? I got out of the car and went and stood beside the house, still listening to the phone.  
As soon as she opened the door, she said to him, "How did you find me?"  
"I tracked your phone." Then he started in a pleading voice, "Why weren't you at the spa, I felt such an idiot standing there on my own; come on let's go now we've still got time."  
"No, I'm not going, my husband knows all about you and what you've been trying to do. I know as well."  
"No, you're just helping me get over my divorce, it's been so hard. You really helped and today would just finish it off just to relax with you, I wouldn't feel so rejected. It's just a massage and dinner."  
"No. Dinner was not on the cards, I had to be home by five, I told you that."  
"But I'm sure your husband wouldn't mind helping out a workmate, he was OK with it before."  
"He didn't know, I didn't tell him, he didn't want me to see you. But I wanted to help you so I went behind his back. That was the biggest mistake of my life. So now get out."  
"No, no what am I going to do I might just have to kill myself."  
She growled at him. "Well go on then, or you could just go home to your wife; you know Cheryl Wright, the youngest executive officer at Harwell and Sons; and the one who was on Facebook with her Bonny children and her ever loving husband Oliver at the zoo last weekend."  
He didn't give up, "they're old stories, that was before the divorce."  
"The dates on the newspaper and Facebook don't lie,"  
There was a large intake of breath and a small cough, she carried on, "You owe me £1200 for the phone you got me to buy and the spa, I want it here by the time the banks close today or I will tell your wife what you've been doing."  
"She won't believe you, and what about the children?"  
"So, you admit it then. Whether she believes me or not it'll put doubt into her head."  
He sounded dejected now, "Yes, I admit it, you're a sweet, beautiful lady and I wanted you. You're a caring person, please don't tell my wife, it'll hurt the children."  
"Trying to use your children against me now are you, you really are a despicable bastard."  
I heard this oofh sound and the front door opened some more, and Oliver came staggering out, he couldn't walk upright, he was bent over and had his hands on his nether regions. He got just outside the door and threw up.  
"Are you still there?" She was talking to me.  
"Yes, I'm still here."  
"Can you come round now please, you heard all that, I've been such a fucking fool."  
I was at the front door in about 10 seconds, she stood there shaking. I rushed up and held her. I was tempted to give Oliver a swift kick as I passed, but I don't kick people who are down. It was really starting to dawn on her what she'd done. I helped her into the kitchen, sat her in a chair and made a pot of tea. We sat there for about half an hour, she was sobbing, and I just held her hand.  
We were sitting there; the sobbing had stopped when there was an almighty crash as two cats came screaming through the cat flap instantly demanding to be fed in exchange for the live mouse they'd brought in and let go, that shook us into action. We went to our usual routine, she grabbed the cats, I went for the mouse and managed to get it. By the time I got back from putting the mouse down the bottom of the garden, she'd gathered herself again.   
"Can you come round for dinner tomorrow please I've got to get my head round everything that's happened?" She walked up to me put her arms around me and gave me a kiss, she pulled back a little looked at me and said, "I love you with all my heart, but I've made a huge mistake and I want to work out a way to sort it out, for you to forgive me and love me again."   
"I've never stopped loving you, I'm not sure about forgiveness. You know how much I look forward to wedding anniversaries; how important they are to me; and well, you know." I just dried up, I didn't want to say too much and make it worse than it was. "We'll have to see. I'll be here at four, is that OK?"  
She just nodded, we were still in each other's arms, I gave her a gentle squeeze, a peck on the cheek and went home to do some thinking myself.  
It was about half past nine, I was sitting on the sofa with two cats doing nothing in particular. I had thought myself all out when I heard the key in the front door and it opened. Karen walked in, she was wearing her mackintosh, it wasn't raining; she didn't look as bad as she did when I left her this afternoon at a parent's house.  
She didn't say a thing, she dropped her coat on the floor and she was stark naked, she leaned down grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. She pulled me towards the stairs and up into our bedroom, she undressed me, still not a word had been spoken. She pushed me back on the bed, climbed on the bed and took me in her mouth. She's very good with her mouth. When I was fully hard, she sat on top of me and eased herself onto me, she slowly moved up and down with her body. This was nice but it was getting a tad frustrating. I took control, I rolled her onto her back. Her legs went around my back. I could get in further. Her arms went round my neck and she pulled me down, then she hung on to me, she was pushing back, meeting me thrust for thrust. We came together and I collapsed on top of her. I rolled off of her, then she snuggled into my shoulder. We were both shattered and we both fell asleep. Neither of us had said a word.  
I woke up at about three, she wasn't there. I rolled over and went back to sleep. I got up in the morning and went downstairs to make some tea and toast and there was a note on the kitchen table.  
"Thank you for not turning me away, sex can't fix this, but love can. I love you. K. XXX."  
I got to the house just before four o'clock, she looked nice, we had dinner and talked about the usual stuff, she'd heard from her parents, her dad had enjoyed the lecture, didn't understand a lot of it, but it was nice to be surrounded by engineers even if in a different discipline to his old one. He was a mechanical, not an electrical engineer. Her mother loved the spa. We chatted about the weather, the cats and stuff like that till we had finished eating. There was no mention of last night.  
We went and sat in the living room; it was time to talk about serious stuff. She bought a bottle of wine, one of her dad's good ones and me a beer. David normally only drinks beer when there's no wine. She must have bought these on purpose. I waited.  
She spent a few minutes looking down into her lap, then she did her usual sigh and then cough, lifted her head, "I've been doing some thinking and I know what I've done wrong, you like lists so here it goes. I'm afraid there's no particular order. I lied to you; I went behind your back when you purposely asked me not to. You're right I did steal that money from you, I was planning to sell the phone the next week after the spa weekend because in my mind it would be finished with Oliver, but from what I learned yesterday that wasn't his plan. I was going to put the money back in the bank so you wouldn't notice it missing. I was going to put money out of my wages into the building society to make up what I used but I realised today that the money I was putting into there I should have been putting into our savings anyway.   
"I put him first, not the man I love. I never did anything for him that I didn't for you, and I didn't do anything for him where you weren't in my mind, I just did some of them for him first, and that was so wrong. I sort of got lost, you supported me in all the other waifs and strays that I've looked after over the years, I just assumed that this would be the same. I just got so wound up with this one. I seriously thought at some stage he was going to do himself harm. I know now that to be a total load of bollocks. and that makes me extremely foolish."  
She paused, and took a drink of her wine. "And I've realised that had I gone ahead with it, and you're right, I probably would have done; I'd have left myself completely open to blackmail and who knows where he would have stopped. I'd like to think I would have come to you and been open, but I'm not sure I would have. I ignored you and all the things you've done for me. The sex was fantastic, and I think subconsciously they were guilty fucks, I didn't think that at the time, but looking back, well, you know; hindsight is an exact science." She smiled a little smile at me, "But they were good, very good. and I'm going to miss them."  
She'd let something slip there.  
"I know how much the celebration of our wedding day is important to you, the passing of one fantastic year with all the problems we've overcome throughout the year and looking forward to another year together. I'm so ashamed, getting wrapped up with Oliver is a reason, but it's not an excuse. I should have remembered. OK, I didn't realise I might have had sex with another man on our wedding anniversary. But I completely understand that's how you see it, I thought about how I would feel if you had sex with another woman on our wedding anniversary and it doesn't bear thinking about."  
She was openly crying now; she wiped her nose on the back of her hand, stood up and went into the kitchen. I heard her blow her nose. She came back bringing me a beer. "I'm sure you've got other stuff I've done wrong, go ahead if you want to lay them on me. I need you to be honest, if you've got any questions, I will answer them and be completely honest with you."  
I had tears running down my cheeks as well. "It was so frustrating warning you and having you ignore me, even more so after I'd told you about wearing short skirts and brushing your hair that you realised what you were doing and you stopped. I thought then you were taking my warnings to heart, and it hurts me so much now that you didn't. I know why you didn't but that doesn't help. I feel I must take a smidgeon of the blame for having my head up my own arse, for not looking into that wanker sooner. But he was very good at hiding stuff. I have to thank Janice and Alice for the gen they got me. But I do have one question, why did you take your wedding ring off?"  



Her hands flew to her mouth, "fuck, oh shit." She looked confused, "Jesus Christ, I hadn't thought about that, he asked me to do it. Said it made him feel uncomfortable with another man's wife so he asked me to take it off so he wouldn't be reminded that I was married. Oh shit, bollocks sorry sweetheart, I hadn't thought about that. I probably pushed it to the back of my mind. I don't know, I'll have to think about it. I was probably ashamed, that's why I didn't think about it." She paused, "When I realised I was late and you said not one minute after seven I rushed, and I must have forgotten to put it back on. Oh fuck no wonder you were upset, bollocks. I don't think there's any way I can put this mess right." She had a long drink of wine. She was using the time to think. "I think I'm going to need some help to put this right."  
I expected her to ask me to help, if she had, I don't know what I would have said. But she didn't, but she did notice my beer glass was empty and she fetched me another. We sat there for a little while her crying eased.  
I needed to break the silence, what I said probably wasn't the best thing. "You didn't wish me happy anniversary yesterday evening,"   
"No, because that's going to be the problem every year, and, it would've seemed like a guilty, a mercy or I'm sorry fuck, but I just wanted to love my husband. Because I think you're going to divorce me. You can't go through life with me at every anniversary it's going to be in raising its ugly head that I was going to let another man fuck me on our 10th anniversary. You might have forgiven me but you'll never forget that and that's the reason you're going to divorce me." She was crying again. And she was absolutely correct, she knew me so well.  
"Every year on our anniversary you'll get angry with me, you will try to bottle it up, and then you'll get angry with yourself for getting angry at me. You will end up hating yourself and I can't do that to you." 
She stood up, wiped away her tears, took a deep breath, looked at me in the face and said, "If you do divorce me, I will not fight it. But the day the absolute is granted; I am coming for you. I'm going to win you back, you're a good man, not bad looking either, so I may have competition, but I know you, I know what you like, I believe you still love me and that will give me an edge. But I'm coming for you Mister!" She held out a hand, "but for now we're still married so please come to bed before you see a solicitor."  
I saw the solicitor Monday morning and started the proceedings; you can even do it online these days. It would take a week to get the paperwork issued, and after a 20 week cooling off period, we would be divorced. Everything was set in motion. Shit, but it had to be done.  
Karen phoned me and asked if we could meet, she wanted to talk about the splitting of assets, she told me she had what some might consider a strange request or two. She was quite open that some of it might have to be kept out of the eyes and ears of the courts. She asked me to pop round to her place.  
I knocked on David and Miriam's front door, they both opened it together as if they were expecting me. David said. "She's in our caravan round the side of the house, we think she wants a bit of privacy."  
I knocked on the door of the caravan, she opened it and it let me in, I'd never been in it before, it was quite big and plush, certainly very comfortable. I waved my arm around and said "Why?"  
"I'm nearly 40 years old. I can't go back to living with Mum and Dad. I have a plan and I'm going to need some privacy. Anyway, if my plan comes together, it wouldn't be right to do what I'm planning in Mum and Dad's house. Tea or a beer?"  
"I'm driving, let's start with tea."  
After she poured two cups of tea, she sat opposite me and looked me squarely in the eyes and she said. "I have been thinking about this and I have some suggestions to make it fit in with my plan, but I can't tell you what the whole plan is yet, because, basically I haven't worked it out completely myself yet, but my aim is to get you back, that's what this is all about. Please interrupt as we go through, if you save it until the end you'll forget. And I wouldn't want that.   
"I want to continue to pay my half of the mortgage; so, when I come back to you, we've both paid equal amounts. If I don't come back to you, if you find another woman at some stage, I will stop paying. Whilst that will be OK in the cooling off period. I don't think the courts would like it if we planned to do it afterwards, but we'll be divorced then if I want to give you money that's my problem, not theirs. But I'd rather they didn't know.  
"My car, I will take on the payments for it. But could I ask you for a hand on getting it serviced; you've always sorted that out in the past.  
"I would like to split all the savings in half, less what I spent on the phone and spa.  
"I would like visitation rights to see Bozo and Peachy, at least once a week, preferably twice. If you're there, that would be nice. If you can't make it, got a date or something I will understand.  
"Finally, I intend to take my maiden name back. You've been very quiet, no questions?"  
"No none at all, not at the moment, if I do, I'll get back to you. You seem to have sorted everything out. I think you've given it more thought than I have. The girls would love to see you, keep your keys, just send me a text when you're going to be there."  
"OK as long as you're happy with that. Oh, Mum and Dad would like to invite you to dinner next week, they want to thank you for last weekend."  
"Will you be there?"  
"Do you want me there?"  
I wasn't sure how to let her down gently, it was too soon, "I think I'll decline for now, let's see how the dust settles. Sometime in the future definitely. I'd love to know what your dad thought about the future of car electrics."  
"Okay, I'm sure they'll understand, I'll let them know. I've written a few lines about the car, the savings and me seeing the girls, so if anybody asks, we've agreed to it, are you happy with that, and if you're happy we can both sign?" She pushed a piece of paper across to me, I read it thoroughly, it said exactly what she said, she proffered me a pen and I signed it. It seemed so innocuous; I didn't see the trap.   
By the following Monday, I had a decree nisi and the 20 week cooling off period started. She popped around a couple of times to see the girls and get the rest of her clothing. I had no idea where she was going to fit it all in that caravan. As agreed, she sent me a text every time.  
I buried myself in my work and started going into the office more often. This gave Karen some time with the girls when I wasn't there. I know she was there more than twice a week. That was Ok.  
One evening I was sitting at my computer, working; actually, apart from playing with the cats, which I did a lot, there wasn't a great deal else to do, I wasn't a great television watcher. The front door opened and Karen walked in wearing her Macintosh. I thought, "Strange, it isn't raining." Then I remembered the last time she wore that to visit. She told me she'd come to pay the mortgage and visit the cats. With that she dropped the Macintosh and was naked apart from a pair of stockings underneath. She bent down, grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs to the bedroom. She looked at me and said, "Visitation rights, the court and solicitors can't know anything about this." We made love, when we finished, she played with the cats for a while and then went home. That's why she wanted to pay the mortgage and visit the cats. She wasn't going to let me, or herself, go without sex.  
Things carried on in the same vein for the next three months. She would visit the girls with her Mackintosh on once a week or so. I did go to dinner with Miriam and David after a couple of months, they told me how much they enjoyed the weekend. They gave me the credit card back unused. The only time Karen was mentioned was when David was out of the room Miriam leaned into me and said. "She misses you and she is not seeing anyone else." I just smiled at her but said nothing.  
Then an incident happened which caused a stir in our relationship. The company that I am a tech author for picked up a new contract to translate a manual from German into English and then apply engineering translation. As I was 'unattached' and had no other commitments I was asked to take the vendor rep out for dinner in our small but quaint town. I'd met Wendy quite a few times during the negotiations and the company wanted me to run the project and they thought it would be a good idea if I got to know the customer. I had nothing else to do of an evening except feed Bozo and Peachy so I said I would.  
I arranged to collect her from her hotel and take her to one of our better restaurants, I almost didn't recognise her, gone were the dowdy work suit and hair in a bun, she was now in a smart dress, a little make-up and her hair down. She wasn't sexy, just smart.  
The Matre'd showed us to our table and was rapidly followed by our waitress. Shit, it was Karen, what was she doing working here? She looked crestfallen for a few seconds but rapidly regained her composure. Wendy didn't seem to notice anything. However, I noticed a certain coldness as Karen was taking our order. As Karen left after bringing our drinks, I excused myself and followed her. When we were out of sight of Wendy I plucked at her sleeve. I started straight off. "She's a customer; before you say anything. And we are still married, it would still be cheating." She looked at me and I could see she was a little angry, "And what are you doing working here?"  
"I don't have to explain myself to you." She replied with a harsh tinge to her voice.  
"No, you're right you don't. But I have to explain myself to you, we are still married and that woman is a customer of mine, and incidentally, of this restaurant." With that I turned and walked away.  
Later Karen came to take our food order, I think she'd calmed down. She'd undone two of the buttons on her blouse, it looked to me like she brushed her hair until it shone, she knows how I like her hair. She stood in front of us and looked at Wendy. "Madam, I'm sorry, I may have come across a bit brusque earlier and I apologise. What would you like to order? I can recommend the Sea Bass if you like fish, the Aberdeen Angus steaks are particularly fine, and the chef is quite rightly very proud of his sauces, they enhance the flavour of the meat, not detract from it." Wendy ordered fillet steak with a mushroom sauce. She looked at me and said, "Your usual Sir?" The little tinker, it's like she was staking her claim to me. I smiled at her and said, "Yes please but I'll have the mushroom sauce instead of the Stilton." Just to mess with her head a little. She smiled at me and nodded.  
Wendy looked at me and said. "What was that all about?"  
"Sorry, it's personal."  
Then she cheated, "If we're going to work together, we're going to have to let a little bit into each other's lives, so I can see where you're coming from. If you have to take your cats to the vet, or I have to take one of the kids to the doctor. So, you could understand me a bit better. That's why I suggested coming out for this meal. So come on what gives?"  
"OK, but this is the abridged version because it involves other people. That is my soon to be ex-wife; she knows we have to divorce, but she's vowed to win me back. I'm not going to tell you why we're divorcing."  
"Ah, and she thinks I'm a threat, trust me I'm not, I'm a happily married woman. I'll make sure she sees my wedding ring when she comes back." She tilted her head slightly, and had a small slight smile on her face, "however, you're a good looking man, you seem very personable and if I was single, it might be a different matter."  
The rest of the meal passed off without incident, Wendy flashed her wedding ring, albeit subtly or so I thought and when Karen came up to the table she started talking about business. I like this lady; I'm looking forward to working with her.  
As we were leaving the restaurant my phone buzzed with a Karen signal, I was receiving a text, I waited till Wendy had been dropped off. Karen asked if she could have visitation rights tomorrow at 4:30 before she started work. I told her she could.  
Karen turned up just after four o'clock, the way she was dressed there was going to be no hanky panky. I needed a drink, so I brewed a pot of tea. She sat at the kitchen table and was soon joined by a black bundle of fur.  
"I'm sorry I was rude to you and your guest yesterday; it made me realise that I might have a competition on my hands. And winning you back may not be as easy as I thought. It was a nice touch her showing me her wedding ring and you can't talk about work the whole evening, but as I said it was a nice touch." She took a sip of her tea; I recognised the thinking time ploy. It was one I often used. Or she could just be thirsty. "I don't get paid overtime in my day job, so I've taken up waitressing in our favourite restaurant because we tip well, I assumed other people would. And they do. Oliver didn't pay the full £1200 I've got about 350 to make up and that shouldn't come out of my salary. And I have additional expenses.  
Another sip of tea, "I'm seeing a psychiatrist and that costs money." She looked down into her lap, I think she was embarrassed.  
"So, he didn't pay you the full amount of money, did you tell his wife about what he did?"  
"No, I was thinking of the children."  
"So, you've still got both phones, I thought you were selling the second one you bought?" I was tempted to add to keep in contact with him, but I didn't.  
She got both phones out and placed them on the table they had different covers on now one was her original purple and one was red. Holding up the purple phone she said "I've swapped the sims over, this is my original phone and it only has your number in it, oh and Mum and Dad's." She picked up the red one, "This is the second one and it has all my old numbers in, and yours, so every time I use it, I am reminded what a gullible fool I was and not to make the same mistake again."  
I thought she was being harsh on herself, and I told her so, she told me of something she had to do to toughen herself up, so she wasn't silly again. She told me the psychiatrist thought it might be a good idea.   
I didn't see her again until two days before the decree absolute was issued. I knew she'd been in the house because she had texted me that she was going to visit the girls, and the cat trays were clean. The mortgage money was left in an envelope on the kitchen table. That evening the mackintosh appeared again. She walked in wearing just her Macintosh, she dropped it and held out both her hands to me, "Please come and love me for the last time as man and wife," I did.  
I received the decree absolute through the post, and it left me with an empty feeling. Part of me expected to see Karen knocking on the front door with some sort of plan, I don't know, raping me pushing me back, giving me blow jobs. I knew she would turn up but when she did, it surprised the shit out of me.   
It had been three days since I got the absolute letter and I had to do some shopping; I was in the local supermarket on a Friday evening getting ready for the weekend, I'd nearly finished. I turned a corner and ran straight into another trolley. I was about to apologise when I saw it was Karen. I did apologise. "I'm sorry I wasn't looking where I was going, I was a bit distracted,"  
"That's okay, so was I." She looked into my trolley, tilted her head slightly to one side, looked at me and said, "You can tell an awful lot about a man by what he has in his trolley."  
"So, this was going to be the game," I thought to myself.  
"You've got cats, I love cats. You've got prick and ping ready meals, plus a lot of fresh vegetables, you have beer, quite a lot, if I might say and all of it strong stuff. Small packs of steak and pork and lots of stuff to make sauces, ham, mushrooms and eggs but not large amounts. And, because there is only one bottle of red wine and the amount of food, I'm guessing you're single, you like to cook, but you don't always have the time. That's why you have the prick and pings. How am I doing so far?"   
"Pretty good." With that she surprised me by just walking away. I saw she was smartly turned out, clothes I recognised, not sexy, not dowdy, but something was different I couldn't put my finger on it.  
I carried on with my shopping. There wasn't much left to do, just a bottle of Apple and Sage Gin to fetch then head towards the checkout. As I was unloading my trolley onto the belt I noticed she was behind me. She smiled and said, "Hello again," but did nothing else. I still couldn't put my finger on what was different about her.  
As I left the supermarket, she was just in front of me and I could see her car parked a few slots down from mine. She was loading her shopping into her car boot when she looked at me, and I saw it. Her hair, normally she parted her long wavy auburn hair in the middle. When we went out for a special night, she parted on the right so the left-hand side fell half across her face and she could peer round it sexily, giving me a cute come hither smile, sometimes she'd put a flower in it. And now her hair was parted on the left with the right tucked behind her ear. She saw me, she just smiled and carried on packing her car. 
I was expecting something from Karen on Saturday, nothing. I went out to the pub for a few beers with the lads, I kept an eye out in case Karen turned up, again nothing.   
Sunday morning, I was expecting a knock on the door, nope. Perhaps she decided to go her own way. I had a text asking if she could come round and play with the girls in the afternoon. I had already decided to go and watch the local cricket team. She arrived just after 12 as I was about to leave. Her hair was parted in the centre, perhaps I imagined it.  
I wandered to the Cricket Club, it was summer, so it was a Cricket Club. When winter comes around it will change to be a Rugby club. The young ones played rugby until they got too old and had too many broken bones, then they switched to the Cricket Club. Of course, the cheap beer had nothing to do with it.  
I found myself a nice chair at the edge of the pavilion and watched the cricket with a cool pint of bitter in my hand. A shadow fell across me. I looked up and there was Karen. The first thing I checked was the hair, it was left parted and tucked behind her right ear.  
She smiled at me. "Fancy seeing you here, did you eat the steak or the pork? And I hope you haven't drunk all that beer, there was quite a lot."  
There was a spare seat next to me. I indicated she might want to sit in it, she did. I told her I'd had steak with mushroom and Stilton sauce with some home cooked chips and peas, and there is quite a hole in the beer stock. I asked her if she would like a drink. Now let's see how far this game was going. I didn't ask her what she wanted and, as she had used her knowledge of me to start the conversation, I just walked away and got her a glass of Merlot, I refreshed my beer. When I sat down, she extended a hand to me and said, "My name is Karen, what's yours?"  
I stood up and shook her hand and said, "It's Brian, nice to meet you." I sat down again. This was a strange game, but I think I know where it was going. I wasn't talking about the cricket; it was all right by me.  
"I'm not sure about the rules of cricket." She said, "Is it something to do with two sides, one being 'in' and one being 'out', when the one that's 'in' is all 'out' then, the side that was 'out' goes 'in', is it something like that?" She asked.  



"That's quite close enough." Karen had always enjoyed the social side of cricketing, not necessarily the intricacies.  
"Are there things like 'silly mid-on' and 'back short leg' or are they just joke names?"  
"No 'silly mid-on' really exists but I think you mean 'forward short leg'."   
We talked some more about the game, some of the styles of bowling and batting, we had a few more drinks. By then I plucked up my courage, probably with some Dutch courage to ask her a question. "Why are you here?"   
She didn't falter, "I bumped into a nice chap in the supermarket, and I thought I'd like to get to know him better."   
"So, you followed him here, me here? "   
"Well sort of, I had an idea where he would be, the sort of person he is." With that she tucked her hair behind her right ear.   
That action still confused me. We chatted about cats and mundane things till the end of the match; which my team lost, by the way. Then I saw her make a decision, she stood up and said to me, "I would like to see you again if you don't mind, I'd like to find out more about you." She offered me a hand to shake. I must have looked confused, or concerned, she said. "Don't worry, if you say 'no', I'll be hurt, but I'll understand."  
I was tempted to say 'No'. I'd pushed most of the pain away, I hadn't thought about it all the time I was talking to her, I felt comfortable with her, it was only when she wanted to see me again that the pain came back. But that would have been the coward's way out. So, I said 'yes'. I followed her lead and we swapped phone numbers. She had her purple phone out. I had a little giggle to myself at that, we were just going through the motions. Then she said, "Call me when you're ready, even if it's a work day." She had left the ball firmly in my court. With that she turned and walked away. I went to the bar to get another beer and commiserate with my team. They saw me talking to Karen and asked me what the fuck that was all about, I said I had no idea. But I fibbed, I thought I knew exactly what she was doing, just not how.  
After the usual text, she popped round on Wednesday, she played with the cats, I made a pot of tea. Her hair was parted in the middle. I was tempted to ask her what days she worked. But I didn't want to mess up her game. I gave her time to get to her Mum and Dad's house and gave her a call. "Hi this is Brian, we met at the cricket match on Sunday, I was wondering if you had an afternoon or an evening off this week?"  
There's a little cry at the other end of the line. "I can be, I'll work something out, just tell me when. Most evenings except Sunday, Monday and Tuesday, but I do have weekend afternoons off. But if you want to make it work in the evening, I can get It off."  
"How about I take you to Sunday lunch?"  
"That would be lovely, I'll text you my address. What time?"  
"I'll let you know when I've booked the table."  
The line went quiet, there was hesitation in her voice, "Is this a date?"  
Bugger, didn't see that coming just yet. "I don't think so, not quite yet. I think we need to get to know each other more before we go that far. I want to know why a pretty lady like you isn't married."  
"I was hoping it was, but I see where you're coming from. One day I will tell you why I'm not married, see you Sunday, I look forward to it."   
"So do I, bye for now." I hung up.  
My phone text buzzed, 'Thank you.' It was from Karen, but which one, my ex-Karen or New Karen. I will have to sort them out on my phone to make them different. I had a beer and sorted through the numbers. It was from my ex-Karen. Did she mean thank you for letting her play with the cats, or for playing the game? I had a feeling I wasn't completely in control here.  
She came round on Tuesday and played with the cats until they got fed up and cleared off outside to look for more mice. I made a pot of tea. We chatted for a little bit, it was a bit tense, just a little bit. She told me she thought the trips to the psychiatrist were helping her. She explained a few things she was doing and by doing them she was hoping she could put things right, and at least not make the same mistakes again. I told her I'm not sure that was possible. That didn't go down well.  
I picked her up just after two o'clock and took her to a little pub for Sunday lunch, it was one we had been meaning to go to for a while, it was down by the river. I checked the hair; it was left parted. We finished lunch then we took our drinks and went to sit by the river, watching it flow past was quite therapeutic. It was all a little bit subdued, as if we knew what was going to happen next, but not how to start. We waited for the other person to begin and after a couple of minutes I said to her. "Why isn't a beautiful, caring woman like you married?"  
"Ah, you see that's the problem, caring; I was led into caring too much for the wrong person. I ignored the person I love the most in this world. I ignored his warnings. And I did some things that hurt him more than I could ever believe. I lied to him, I stole from him, I got my priorities mixed up, he should have been number one all the time, but he wasn't. Despite his warnings I let somebody else take over that spot. Not for long, only a few hours a week. But during these few hours I let him down, I Ignored him, and all that he did for me."  
"I assume it was another man, did you cheat on your husband?" This was going to be the test.  
This was truth time. "No, I did not. Almost worse than that, I was going to let a man seduce me. I guessed he was going to try, and I was going to let it happen. It wasn't my plan to let him seduce me, but I guessed if he did, I would give in." She was still looking at me straight in the face, I could see tears welling up in her eyes. This was hard on her, but it had to be done.  
She carried on, "Not only was I going to let another man have sex with me, I'd forgotten it was our 10th wedding anniversary and it was going to happen on that day, I let the man convince me to take my wedding ring off so he didn't feel like he was stealing another man's woman, and he would feel no guilt." Tears were pouring down her face now.  
She wiped away her tears and she looked me hard in the face. "I lied to him, I ignored him, I did things for the other man that I should have done from my man, I stole from him, money, time and affection and used them on another man. But what I think hurt him most was that I was going to have sex with another man. It wasn't planned to be like that but in hindsight, I probably would have let it happen, hindsight can be a nasty thing. And he realised I would not be wearing my wedding ring on our 10th wedding anniversary." She took a long drink from her wine, put the empty glass down and said to me, "It was the biggest set of fucking mistakes of my life. I hurt the man I love with all my heart to his core. And I don't think he'll forgive me"  
She got that about right. "So, what are you going to do about it?"  
Her next comment surprised me, "is there any chance I could have another glass of wine please, I'll pay for this round." I waved my hand and went to the bar. Halfway there I looked back and she was looking down into a lap, wiping her eyes with a hanky. I placed her wine in front of her and I had a tonic water. Bloody hell I wish there was a large slice of gin in there.   
She looked at me with that stern face again. "If this relationship is going to continue, I must let you know that I was a soft touch for any weepy story, I took in waifs and strays, I listened to anybody else's problems, I put these people and problems before my man.   
"I'm seeing a psychiatrist to find out why I did it so it doesn't happen again. And then I'm going to try and get my man back. If you'll have me?"  
Was that a Freudian slip? I think not, that was exactly what she planned to say. And I didn't have an answer for her.  
"So, what's your story, what's a good looking man like you talking to a wreck like me?" She said.  
My turn. And I wasn't going to go easy on her. "It's a similar story, but I was on the other side. The woman I loved, cherished, would die for putting me in second place for a cheat, a liar and a scoundrel. She was warned, but chose to ignore my warnings. One of the things that hurt me the most was whilst she seemed to accept my warnings, she actually ignored them and carried on. I thought I'd got through to her, she gave me the impression I did. I tried my best, I tried to protect her from predators like that, but she ignored me. And that hurt. Because I thought I'd got through to her I shoved my head up my arse and didn't see the problem. I did some stuff but it was too little too late. I feel like I failed her."  
At this she reached a hand across the table, took mine and gave it a squeeze. "I think she knows how much you did for her, how much you love her and that is actually making it harder on her."  
It was my turn to take a drink to think, "She was, sorry, is beautiful and the sex was fantastic. We'd been married 10 years and I had a warm comfortable feeling that things were going to be alright for the rest of our lives. I knew what she was like, she was a mother hen, and that she would try and sort out other people's problems, the odd animal would come home and we'd nurse it, pay the vet's bills. That's who she was, I didn't have a problem with that, that was part of her makeup and that was part of the reason I loved her."  
Now was the chance to let her really know how I felt. This was going to be both barrels. "I'd been planning a special weekend away for our 10th wedding anniversary, I'd been working on it for nearly a year. First class train tickets, best hotels, spa afternoons, and a show that I knew she had been wanting to see for ages. She was my goddess and, on that 10th wedding anniversary I was going to treat her like a goddess.  
"She had a lost soul, or so the cheat portrayed himself to be and despite my warnings, she let him entice her into something she really shouldn't have done. She knows how much importance I put on wedding anniversaries, the celebration of another year with the one you love, a team effort to make it work.  
"Look at this from my side. It all came out the day before our wedding anniversary, she had planned to stay with him in a spa, and allow herself to be seduced to 'build his confidence' after a divorce that was an absolute lie. He was still married. She's been planning this for weeks. I asked her to take the Friday off to be with me, and I was under the impression she had. I checked her work and found out she'd already booked it off. I was a happy man, everything was going to be good. I cooked her favourite dinner that Friday night. She couldn't be bothered to get in on time, she was with him. She had forgotten our wedding anniversary, she planned to allow him to have sex with her on our wedding anniversary. And because he didn't like the fact she was married she betrayed me by taking her wedding ring off.   
"I may have forgiven her for forgetting our wedding anniversary because she was busy with one of her waifs and strays.  
"I may have even forgiven her for being led astray and seduced by a twat who practises that evil art.  
"I may have forgiven her for removing her wedding ring because she didn't want to lose it or something like that.    
"But to forget our wedding anniversary, to be planned by to be fucked by another man and take her wedding ring off to appease this man, to save his feelings and do all of that on our wedding anniversary was too much for this human man to stand. And I divorced her." I had gotten angry throughout my rant, and I was still angry.  
She had that firm look in her eyes again; but tears as well, "so my turn to ask the question now. What are you going to do about it?"  
I looked back at her. "I truly loved that woman. But after what she's done, I couldn't stay married to her." that was no Freudian slip of mine. She looked sad, tears rolling down her cheeks. Time to give a little back. I put my hand on top of hers and said. "You wouldn't do that to me, would you?"  
"If I did what she did to you, I would kill myself."   
"Please don't, it will be a waste of a beautiful lady."  
Time was getting on a bit now and it was getting a bit nippy sitting by the river. I suggested I took her back to her caravan, she agreed. She invited me in for a cup of tea; she had that look that said it was just a cup of tea. To be honest at the moment I didn't want anything else. I was still a little bit angry after talking about it again and bringing all the old pain back.   
Most of the time we'd been together we'd sat next to each other and wasn't looking at one another, but whilst she moved around the caravan making the tea, I watched her and I realised how beautiful she was, the anger started to fade.  
We talked for a while again about mundane stuff, work, weather, cricket and the like. It was getting towards 8:00 o'clock and I had cats to feed and work to get ready for tomorrow. She came with me out to my car. I got a big proper kiss, she wrapped her arms around my neck placing one hand on the back of my head she pulled me in for a deep sensual kiss. She slowly pulled back, looked me in the eyes and said, "Now we know how each other's pain, is it time for a proper date now?"  
I wasn't sure if that was a good excuse or not, but I did miss being around her. "I think so, can you get Thursday off? I don't want to wait until Sunday again."  
"Nor do I, so yes, I will. Just text me a time, oh and a dress code too."  
As I got in the car I noticed the curtains on her Mum and Dad's house twitching. That made me smile, it took me back to when we first started courting.  
I had to go into the office on Monday, I hadn't talked much about my personal life, the boss knew but as far as I was concerned that was it. That was until Mary walked up, she was another tech author and I'd not had much to do with her. She was a widow, slightly older than me and very classy, if I remember rightly she had a young son. She plonked herself down on the edge of my desk, she moved her legs around so I could see she was wearing stockings. "There are rumours abound that you're no longer married, is it a rumour or is it true?"  
"Unfortunately, it's true. But I didn't want it getting out. Please keep it to yourself, I don't want the sympathy that you get when this sort of thing happens."  
"I can do that on the proviso that you let me take you out. To try and cheer you up you've been a bit grumpy and out of sorts lately. Not your usual bubbly self. You're not wearing your wedding ring so we just put two and two together. What do you say?" Bugger, I knew I should have kept it on, but I didn't want to give Karen the wrong idea.  
I knew she was looking for another man, and I had the feeling she had set her sights on me. She was a nice lady, cheerful, practical, very good looking and dressed well. I thought about it for a few seconds and said, "Yes I'll come out with you, but please let's not shout about this from the rooftops."  
She leaned forward to my ear and whispered, "It'll be our secret," and then she kissed me on the cheek. Some bloody secret, kissing me in the office full of people. I had a quick look round, it appeared nobody noticed. We would have to wait and see.  
It was a nice restaurant, the food was good, the beer wasn't bad; the wine was better. Mary was very good company, very entertaining, witty, she looked sexy but understated. I managed to hold my end up in the banter and chat. I had an excellent evening. It was quite late when we left, she didn't live far away; so, I walked her home, we got to her door and she invited me in. I hesitated, she gently pulled me in and kissed me lightly on the lips. She pushed me back a little while still holding on to me and said. "Thank you for a lovely evening. I'm sorry. It's too soon, isn't it?"  
"Yes, I had a very good time, but I'm afraid it is, thank you very much; you distracted me for a while from all my problems and for that I am grateful. We can do it again; I may even pay next time." We both had a little giggle about that.  
I was a little bit bothered about what Mary would do at work the following day, I needn't have worried. Mary didn't bother me apart from a small discreet wave and a smile.   
I was in a quandary about what to do on Thursday. I was running out of decent restaurants that I could use. This was a bit more than a pub meal. I didn't want to take her to the house just yet, I didn't want to go to the places we used to go as man and wife, where she worked or where I had been with Mary. But I managed to find a quiet secluded restaurant with dim lighting just outside of town. I phoned Karen and told her I will pick her up. I just told her about the restaurant and let her decide what she wore.  
She was waiting outside the house when I picked her up, the first thing I looked for was where her hair was parted; It was on the left. She was dressed a little on the dowdy side, not really dressed to impress I thought, never mind. I sensed a level of frostiness in the air coming from her. We chatted on the way to the restaurant; we got there and were shown to our table. After we sat down and she looked at the menu she said to me, "This is a bit special for a first date, are you trying to impress."  
"I thought somewhere a little discreet and to impress, yes."  
"Or are you running out of places you've taken your girlfriends to?" A bit more frostiness.  
I didn't need to stand for that attitude. "If you're going to get bitchy, I'll drop you off at your home right now." I stood up.  
She looked up at me, "No please sit down, give me a few minutes." with that she stood up and disappeared to the ladies' room.  
It was nearly five minutes before she got back and I was getting a little worried. She came back and sat down, smiled at me and said. "Can I have your hand please?" I put it on the table and she grasped it. There was a little sigh and a cough. "I'm sorry about that, that was unforgivable." She took a deep breath. "My friend Karen, your ex-wife, is getting a bit jealous of your girlfriends. She thought our new relationship wouldn't have any complications. But now I realise after seeing you with Wendy and hearing about Mary that I may have more competition than we thought. And it put me a bit out of sorts. It won't happen again and I need to up my game. I keep forgetting we're just friends and not exclusive." She was getting her different personas mixed up. Hell, I was confused. I don't doubt she would.  
"Can your ex-wife ask you a big favour?" She said. 
This was getting spooky. I knew what she was trying to do. The ex-wife Karen was re-inventing herself as new Karen to woo me. That I understood and actually approved. But the crossover was spooky. Were there actually two people? "Depends on what it is, but if I can help her, I will."  
"She would like you to see her psychiatrist. To meet her so she can get your side of the problem."  
"Will she be there?"  
"That's up to you, if you want her to be there, she will, if you'd rather she wasn't, then she won't. You are not a patient, so it's up to you. Personally, I think she would like to be there but it's not her choice."  
I tried to follow the game, "Please tell my ex-wife to arrange it, I'm happy for her to be there. It might help." I put my hand on top of hers and gave it a squeeze. "Right, now we've sorted that can we get back to our date now please. Let's order something to eat and drink and talk about cats and cricket."  
I think the worry about Mary and wanting to ask about the psychiatrist may have left her a little out of sorts.  
We ordered our food and drink; I must have looked sad when I ordered a plain tonic water. Karen stopped the waitress and said. "Would you be so kind as to put a double gin in that tonic? I think he needs a serious drink.  



"Give me your car keys, if all else fails we'll get a taxi. I think you need something stronger than just tonic water." She was so flipping right about that.  
We seemed to put the discussion behind us and the evening went swimmingly after that. The food was good, and the gin and tonic was good; I even splashed out on a desert. I think we had cleared the air a little bit, we had sort of set some boundaries for the moment. When it came time to leave, she drove, I was not drunk, but over the limit for driving. Mmm, that was awfully familiar, me driving to the pub and her driving home after I'd had too many pints.  
We got back to her caravan, and we started making out like kids on their first date. We ended up on the caravan bed and I touched her breast, it felt good, familiar. She looked at me with a semi stone hard look on her face, "That's nice, but that's as far as you go, I don't put out on the first date." That kind of sobered me up and slowed things down. Actually, I was worried things were going too far, too fast, I was glad she stopped it, it was probably time to go home for me anyway. Bugger I would have to leave the car here. It was a good job, I was working from home tomorrow.  
I got a text from ex-Karen telling me she would pop round for visitation rights to play with the girls before she went to work, and that she'll bring my car back. She got there about 4:00 o'clock, hair was parted in the middle. She looked a bit contrite; I made her some tea and asked her if there was anything she wanted to talk about while she played with the cats. Bozo was laying in her arms having her belly rubbed, some cats don't like that, Bozo does. Quietly she said. "Your new friend Karen and I are sorry for getting upset last night and for the confusion." Still rubbing Bozo's belly, she looked at me and said so quietly I could hardly hear it over the purring from the cat, "We think you know what's going on?"  
"I think I do. But I'm not sure I can handle it."  
There was another of her classic sighs and cough, which startled Bozo and she ran off. "I've arranged your meeting with my psychiatrist on Monday at 4:00 o'clock, I tried to make it as late in the day as I could. Doctor Jane asked me to be there, but she'd like to talk to you alone first. Is that okay?"  
"That's fine, I hope I can help you."  
"I really appreciate you doing this for me, hopefully, one day I can make it up to you." She gave a small smile, "I may have to have a word with my friend Karen about that."  
Seeing the vacant lap Peachy came rushing over and dumped herself on Karen for some ear scratching. We like to treat everyone equally.  
Just after ex-Karen left I got a text from new Karen asking if I planned to go to the cricket on Sunday. I'd had enough disappointment of seeing my team lose, plus I had garden stuff to do, there was only me doing it now, no wife to help, so I wasn't planning on going, but with this prompt I changed my mind and told her I was. She told me she'd be there at one o'clock and would I save her a seat. I told her I would.  
We had a lovely Sunday afternoon quietly chatting, watching the cricket; my team didn't lose. We went to the pub for a couple of drinks then back to her caravan for a quick bite to eat, As the evening progressed there was a certain nervousness. I think, new Karen and her alter ego were worried about the visit to the psychiatrist tomorrow. They weren't alone. When I left, I did get a smouldering hot kiss and somebody grabbing my bum pulling me gently into her. That was new, I wasn't complaining. I was still worried we were getting too close too fast. I walked home wondering what tomorrow would bring. 
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Karen tries to put things back together, with a realisation.
I arrived at the psychiatrist just before my appointment time, Karen was waiting, centre hair parting. Her nervousness was palatable. We just said hello to each other but that was all. A young lady with the classic secretary look appeared. She asked me to follow her. I was shown into a room. It was unassuming, it had books all around the walls, two large windows, a large empty fireplace and three chairs each with a small table beside them. There was a lady standing in the middle of the room. She came to me, put her hand out and said. "Thank you for coming, I'm Doctor Jane Trethowan, please call me Jane, Doctor Jane or Ms Trethowan if you wish I'm happy with anything." She was an unremarkable looking woman, the sort of thing I'd expect a psychiatrist to be, medium height, medium build, short blonde hair. But then she smiled and the whole atmosphere changed. That was her secret weapon. The smile was very disarming. I shook her hand it was firm but her hand felt cold. I decided on informal professionalism and went for Doctor Jane.  
We sat down and a few seconds later the secretary came in bringing me a pot of tea which she put on the small table next to me, she gave Doctor Jane a mug of coffee with a spoon in it. I had a feeling these were props for thinking time. It's a technique I had used myself. I smiled at Doctor Jane and said, "Do you drink much coffee during your day at work?"  
She smiled back, "I don't always finish the mug, but yes quite a lot, sometimes it's tea." That seemed to set a rapport between us.   
She asked me to go through what led up to the divorce, she explained she'd heard Karen's side, now she wanted mine. I told her everything. I've been through it so many times in my head and talking to David and going over it with the Karens, it didn't take long. Talking to Doctor Jane I wasn't angry like I had been in the past when I talked about it, halfway through I was in tears. When I finished, I poured myself another cup of tea and gathered myself together. The tea wasn't hot, but it did its job.  
Doctor Jane sat there stirring her coffee, she's giving me time to gather myself. She told me that Karen had told her almost exactly the same, even down to the reason why we could no longer stay married. She put her coffee cup down, steepled her fingers and looked across the top of them at me in that classic manner of someone who's going to ask a difficult question. "Who Is normally in control of your lives at home, is it you or Karen?"  
Bloody hell where did that come from? I had to think about it, "nobody really, the person most suited to the situation sort of took control, that's just how we did it, sometimes we shared it." I noticed she'd said 'who is normally', not who was normally in control'.  
"What about in the bedroom, who took control there?" Ah now we're getting down to the sex bit I thought.  
"Normally me I suppose, but not always; quite often Karen will be in control, initiate stuff or take charge"  
"Karen tells me you two can be a little adventurous in the bedroom?"  
"Doctor Jane, if you mean kinky, just say so." She smiled at me and nodded.  
Again, I had to think a bit. "Kinky sex normally me. but even when Karen was being submissive she could still have control. She knows how to have some control from the bottom. We liked it that way, we both got what we wanted."  
"How did you feel about giving up control of your wife to another man?"  
Then it hit me, I didn't give up control, he took it, and she let him. I was going to have to get his address from Janice. He was going to get a visit.  
Doctor Jane carried on. "Another man took control of your wife and got her to do things that she knew you would not approve of; how do you feel about that? Theirs wasn't a blatant equal loving relationship like you and Karen shared, it was sneaky, underhanded and devious; you like cricket so you see what he did as ungentlemanly."  
I didn't have an answer for that. I hadn't seen it like that but now she'd mentioned it, it was obvious. She'd put it better than I ever could. He was definitely going to get a visit!  
And I'd run out of tea by then.  
Doctor Jane smiled at me which put me at ease, shit what was coming next. She didn't let me rest. "I don't doubt you've seen there are two Karens, old Karen and new Karen. What do you think that's all about?"  
It took me a little while to gather myself and I noticed a fresh cup of tea on the table. I took a sip, it was hot, I didn't even notice it coming. "I'm not sure, but I'm pretty certain the old Karen knows I can't take her back. So, she's brought out a new Karen to try to win me. I think she's trying to show me that the new Karen is not the old Karen and she has learnt the lessons from the old Karen. A sort of 'Only a fool learns from his own mistakes. The wise man learns from the mistakes of others'. I think some German chap said that."  
"And if that is the case, what do you think about it?"  
Bugger, Doctor Jane didn't admit that was it. Perhaps I was wrong and there was something else that I hadn't seen. That gave me a bit to think about. Doctor Jane stood up, "Let's bring Karen in to get her view and hopefully you can sort it out between you. I need coffee and I'll get you some more tea."  
Only a fool learns from his own mistakes. The wise man learns from the mistakes of others 
"This is going to be interesting." I thought to myself, I haven't got my own feelings sorted out yet to two Karen's and now we were going to confront it. Perhaps that was a good idea.  
It was nearly 10 minutes before they came back. Doctor Jane must have chatted with Karen. It doesn't take that long to boil a kettle for tea. Karen put the tea tray on the table next to me, gave me a little smile and whispered, "Thank you."  
Doctor Jane looked at her watch, then said, "This session is probably going to overrun, are you happy with that?" We both nodded. "Karen, would you explain to Brian your theory behind the two Karens?"  
Karen swivelled around in her chair and looked at me and explained her thoughts behind the two Karens. I was spot on, she even told me it was Otto von Bismarck with the fools and learning comment. She also explained the hair, she knew I liked it, especially when it was tucked behind one ear or she could peek out and be sexy. But she had to do it the other side so I'd know it wasn't old Karen it was new Karen. She was also having problems separating the two, that's why they became 'friends' so new Karen would have a legitimate reason for using old Karen's knowledge in trying to seduce me. I was less confused. She asked if now that I knew, if I minded if old Karen and new Karen stayed friends, I told her I was okay with that. She looked happy. But then I told her I was worried but I didn't want the old Karen's old mother hen instincts rubbing off on the new Karen. If I saw that, the whole game, and I used the word 'game', was off.  
Doctor Jane sat there, and I'm certain she had a slight smile on her face. I must admit things were getting sorted out, some things we actually knew about, but hadn't talked about and this neutral ground seemed a good time and place. I was happier. Then Doctor Jane shattered it.  
"Would you like to explain to Brian how you let another man take control of your life?"  
"He didn't, I was in control all the time, I knew what was happening."  
Doctor Jane leaned forward, looking at Karen and said in a quiet voice, "Then why did you take your wedding ring off?"  
Karen looked like she'd been hit with a brick. Well, we both knew she took her ring off and the reason he gave her, but that wasn't it.  
Looking at me "Oh fuck, I let him control me, and convincing me into taking my ring off was just another ploy to separate me from you." She wasn't crying, she was angry.
She carried on. "After we talked on that Saturday, you know; that day. I had no doubt you were right, but now I'm absolutely flipping certain it wasn't just a one off he was planning. I'll kill the bastard." She looked at Doctor Jane and said. "Sorry I shouldn't swear."   
Doctor Jane just smiled. "Please don't, murder is illegal in this country and I can't carry on seeing you in prison. But swearing is ok."  
Doctor Jane told us that was the end of the session, I was a little concerned, Karen was still angry. I asked if she was OK, she told me she was. I stood up to go when Doctor Jane asked me to stay for a little while. I wanted to follow Karen to make sure she didn't do anything stupid, but she just looked at me and told me it was okay. She smiled at me and said, "I know what Doctor Jane wants."   
Doctor Jane asked me if we could have a private meeting in the pub around the corner, she had something to ask me of a personal nature. I told her I was concerned about Karen, that her last bombshell will do some damage. She assured me that Karen was okay unless she saw Oliver then a death may occur, but because he was up north, she would be OK, although a visit or a call from me later would probably help her out, so I agreed; we arranged to meet in 10 minutes in a pub around the corner.  
When I got to the pub Doctor Jane was waiting for me with a glass of wine in front of her, and in front of an empty chair was a pint of dark beer, she indicated the chair for me. Somebody's been talking about my likes and dislikes. I told Doctor Jane I thought she was rough on Karen at the end of a session. I thought you were supposed to leave on a high.  
Doctor Jane told me that Karen had manned up in her life and she wasn't going to get sad, she's going to get angry and that will put everything back into perspective. It was another step so Karen could see what she did wrong.  
Doctor Jane leaned forward, "here we go the nitty gritty." I thought to myself.   
"Karen's response to the problem she got herself into is unusual. I would like to write a paper on her recovery. But to complete the paper I would need your side of the problem and the recovery. Would you come to a meeting with me every other week so we can discuss how Karen is getting on and where you're going? I know it's very personal but it might help Karen and you as well."  
I thought about that for a bit I couldn't see any problem and it certainly might help Karen. And I could always stop if I didn't like what was happening. But I didn't think I needed any help. "Okay Doctor can't see a problem as long as you make the sessions towards the end of the day, I don't want to lose too much work time over it. I was a bit intrigued by your comment about helping me though. I didn't think I needed any psychiatric help."  
She used that smile again, "No you probably don't need any help, you seem to be handling this well. Especially now that you know what Karen's game is. But I've found it's good to talk to somebody not directly involved. I gather you've talked to Karen's Mum and Dad. But I'm certain there are things in your lives that you don't want to share with them that you can safely share with me. I won't get upset if you get angry with Karen, her parents might. Karen tells me you like them quite a lot and wouldn't want to upset them."  
"Would you mind if I spoke to Karen about this paper thing, I'll do it right now on the phone."  
"Please go ahead."  
I went and found a quiet corner and phoned ex Karen and explained to her what Doctor Jane had asked, she knew all about it. Doctor Jane had asked her permission, she was happy for me to do it. Then she asked me something strange, how much was I getting paid for it. I told her nothing, I was just going to do it.  
I walked back to Doctor Jane and there was a chap sitting next to her, as I approached, he stood up and put his hand out. I shook it. Doctor Jane said. "This is Roger, my other half."  
Other half, boyfriend, husband? Never mind. He said. "Hello if you've not finished, I shall pop to the bar and come back when you've done, do you want another drink?" he said looking at me.   
I told him it was OK. I thought we'd nearly finished and there was nothing that I wanted to keep secret. I also declined the drink saying that I was driving but thanked him for the offer anyway. I told Doctor Jane I'd spoken to ex-wife Karen and I was happy to proceed as long as she kept our names out of it. I was about to tell her what Karen had said about payment when her phone rang. She told us she had to get this, and she walked away.  
Roger said. "OK, I'll just pop to the bar, give me a wave when you've finished."   
She wandered into the corner of the pub and quite shortly came back with a smile on her face.  
"I've just been told off by your ex-wife, for not paying you for your time whilst you're helping me write my paper."  
That caused me to raise an eyebrow in a Roger Moore kind of way when he played the Saint.   
"You seem surprised at that?"  
"Yes, Karen's rarely, what can we say; that direct, upfront, or harsh when it comes to money."  
"You may see a few changes in Karen's attitude about a lot of things." She smiled her big smile, and I got the impression, and it was only an impression that her work with Karen was bearing fruit.  
I really had seen a few changes in old Karen in the last couple of hours, I might have to reassess my position with her. I told her I thought we'd finished and I had to get home, she waved to Roger who came across.  
As he approached, he put his hand out again, I took it and he said to me as we shook hands. "Please excuse us, I've managed to get us a table here as Jane and I need to talk about our wedding."  
Ah fiancé, in between boyfriend and husband then. I wished them well and headed home. I had two little girls to feed, and probably a half-eaten body of a mouse or two to clear up.  
I grabbed some fish and chips on the way home, I didn't feel like cooking. I did think of popping around to see Karen, but I had some thinking of my own to do. It wasn't cold, but when I got in, I lit a fire, it's therapeutic watching the flames. And the girls like it. I cracked open a beer. sitting in front of a fire on the floor helped me think. Has old Karen changed?   
Was the new Karen a product of that change? I hadn't finished thinking it through with an almighty clatter much louder than usual from the cat flap and a black ball of fur came strolling in with a small bundle of fur in her mouth rapidly followed by a ginger cat. It was a very small Tortoiseshell kitten which obviously needed attention. Bloody hell when Karen's not bringing home waifs and strays the cats are!  
We'd done this before; the kittens' eyes were open and she was fully formed just a little small. I warmed some milk with water and fed it using an eyedropper. I wrapped her in a small blanket and she was soon asleep. I assumed it was a she, she looked so flipping pretty. I had just settled down when my phone pinged a message from Karen, could she do a visitation. I replied that I couldn't stop her but tomorrow night would be better, she came back saying she'd be there at about 5:00 o'clock. I asked if she was Ok after the visit to the psychiatrist? I got a, "managing, thank you for asking."   
I fed the cats and the new kitten bits of my fish that I didn't eat, I wasn't that hungry. I resumed my thinking with two cats curled up in front of the fire and a small bundle of fur in my hand, she was that small. Looking around I felt there was something missing.  
I must have fallen asleep where I was because it was cold and dark when I woke up, and there was a small face looking up at me from the blanket in my lap and making a soft little meow noise. She wanted feeding again.    
I managed a few hours of sleep and, in the morning, phoned the vets and popped down with the kitten. It was a she and quite healthy apart from being malnourished. The vet said just to keep her warm and fed and she'd be okay, she was only about five or six weeks old, too young to be neutered yet so keep her indoors. Good job I had 2 girls at home and not a Tom cat.  
I'd forgotten about Karen's planned visitation so I nearly jumped out of my skin when I heard the key in the door just after 5:00 o'clock. I thought I'd better go and make some tea whilst she played with the girls. When I walked back into the living room a sight met my eyes.  
Karen stood there, her hair was parted in the centre, her makeup Immaculate but subtle. She was wearing her Macintosh, and I could see the boots disappear underneath. "I want you to do your ex-wife a favour, this is for me, but I know you'll like it too, but as I said, this is mainly for me. You will be helping me and maybe yourself as well." She dropped her Macintosh and she was wearing her underbust corset, thigh-length boots and stockings. She turned round, the sides of the corset didn't meet and there was a piece of the soft white rope that we used for our bondage games tucked in there. She looked at me over her shoulder. "I can't get it tight enough, will you tighten it so both sides meet, I want a 24 inch waist. Then you can use the rope that's there to do whatever you wish."  
Bloody hell, all thoughts of the cats and the kitten went right out of my head. And the small head started making itself noticed.  
I did as she asked, I removed the rope and draped it round my shoulders, it was a bit of a struggle but I got the corset done up as she wished. She looked at me over her shoulder and then placed her elbows together as close as she could with her hands trying to caress her breasts. We had played these games before, she told me I could do whatever I wanted but she showed me what she wanted. I complied like I normally did and I wrapped the rope around her elbows, they almost met by the time I'd done. She knew I liked that corset, and tying her elbows together.  
When I finished, she used her hands to unbuckle my belt, pull my fly down and release my cock out of my underpants. It wasn't hard for her to find, but hard to get out. She turned round, sank to her knees and took me in her mouth, she took me in as far as she could and bobbed her head rapidly. Bloody hell, she was sexy, she knew what I liked. She pulled herself off and started biting up the side of it gently.  
She looked up at me and said "I think you should spank your ex-wife before you fuck her."  
"Well, I'm not really into that sort of thing, as you should know"  
"It's not for you, it's for me. I don't think I've been punished enough for allowing another man to take control of me and for what I did to you. So please spank me, as hard as you like."  
"Safety word 'rhubarb'?"  
"If you wish, I'm not going to use it."  
I sat on the settee and she immediately laid herself across my lap.  
"Go on, do it." She said looking over her shoulder at me, so I did, one slap on one cheek of her backside, it made a nice sound.  
"Stop pussyfooting around, do it properly." So I did, on the other cheek harder. "That's better, now get on with it."  
I gave her several more slaps, the cheeks of her backside were getting very red, so I eased off. That got me another withering look over her shoulder, "For fucks sake, get on with it, spank me, I want to be punished, not bloody sympathised with." I think she was getting a bit grumpy with me.  
For some unknown reason that annoyed me, sympathy! If anybody was due sympathy it was me; not her. So, I started again and let her have it until my hand was stinging, she was crying, tears were pouring out of her and dripping onto the carpet, I stopped, I couldn't do anymore.  
"Colour?" I said to her gently.  
"Green you fucker now get on with it." She shouted at me through the tears, her backside was bright red, my hand hurt, my arm hurt and I just couldn't hurt her anymore. She may need it, but I just couldn't do it. I untied her elbows and lifted her off my lap and placed her on the settee, she immediately screamed and slithered onto the floor and I laid her on her front. I'd put her onto her backside and she couldn't sit on it. I undid the knots of the laces holding a corset together then went to the kitchen to get a cold wet towel. She was still crying but she screamed when I placed a cold towel on her backside. I didn't think tea would solve this situation, so I went and got a bottle of beer for me and a bottle of wine for her.  



Her crying had reduced to quiet sobs, she was laid on her side taking the corset off. I put the drinks down and unzipped her boots for her. She accepted the glass of wine I gave her and finished it off in one go. She just lay there sobbing gently. Around the corner came a small tortoiseshell kitten. I'm sure the other two were upstairs hiding under a bed after the noise and shouting.  
Karen looked at me and said through the tears, "who's this?"  
"Hasn't got a name yet, Bozo bought it home yesterday. The vet says she's OK, just undernourished." Karen moved slightly and sighed; the kitten rushed off. At least that brought a smile to her face. I went to gather a couple of cold plastic bags and another cold wet towel, one of my old bath robes and some vitamin E cream. I don't know if the cream will do any good but it's all I had. I started rubbing the cream into her backside, she told me to stop as it was painful. I managed to get the plastic bags and the towels on the settee and then got Karen to sit on it. She looked at me and said, "I'm sorry I did that to you, but I needed that. I still don't think it's enough."  
"I can't do that anymore; I'm not doing that again." I thought for a bit, this might be a bit nasty, "if you want somebody to abuse you like that, best you find somebody who doesn't love you."  
That brought on a sad look, and more tears. These were mental pain tears, not physical pain tears.  
"Can I stay the night please? I don't want to be alone." I still loved this woman with all my heart.  
"Of course." We sat there in silence for a while, she slid across to me, put her head on my shoulder, she whispered again. "I am so very sorry."  
For the umpteenth time I wasn't sure what she was apologising for, there was plenty for her to apologise for.  
I stood up, I had things to do, I lit the fire again, I knew Karen would appreciate it. I ordered Chinese to be delivered, put food out for the girls and the kitten and got some more beer. I sat back down on the settee watching the fire start to grow from a bit of kindling into a proper fire and only stirred when the Chinese was delivered. Throughout all that time Karen had her head on my shoulder and said not a word.  
We went to the kitchen to have dinner, which Karen had to do standing up, the kitten followed us to the kitchen and scrounged some chicken. The other two had popped in as well, then they went and curled up in front of the fire. We went back to the sofa; I took more beer and wine in with me. I threw some more logs on the fire. I stroked her hair with her head on my lap, she looked up at me, "Thank you that was nice" She gave me a slight smile, "I've got to lay like this, it keeps my backside off of the settee. But whilst I'm here, if there is anything you want me to do, just say so."  
I was not actually in the mood for a blowjob, strange as it may sound, causing somebody I love pain kind of dampens my sex drive.   
We stayed like that for a couple of hours. Both lost in our own thoughts, occasionally I managed to rub some cream into her backside. Very little was said. Definitely nothing of importance. We went to bed after I fed the girls and the kitten, again. As we laid in bed cuddling she asked if she could come round again tomorrow for a talk. There were things she was going to tell me today that she didn't get a chance to. She kissed me, not hot and sexy but loving and told me not to worry, she did think there was anything bad in there or that I would dislike. That confused the fuck out of me and I was confused enough as it was. I said she could. When I woke up in the morning, she'd gone, I suspect she had to go home and get some work clothes on.  
I spent the rest of the day worrying about what she was going to say, I had to get some work done, oddly enough, It wasn't the best I've done.  
She turned up just after 6 o'clock, walked straight in and popped a large dish in the oven and turned it on, her hair was parted in the middle. She laid the table including beer and wine glasses. We talked about the usual mundane stuff again, her parents, cats, weather, the kitten but when I asked about her work, she shied away from that and said. 'Later'.  
She'd got Miriam to make a cottage pie with lashings of cheese on top and the sprinkling of mixed herbs and there was a beer waiting for me. She had a bottle of wine and a wine glass, but the bottle wasn't open. I asked her why the bottle wasn't open and she told me she didn't want to drink and drive and she couldn't presume I'd let us stay another night. Even though she said she owed me one orgasm that I should have got last night. I leaned across and opened the wine for her and poured her a glass. We finished dinner she cleared away the plates. I expected to move into the lounge, back to the sofa but she stayed where she was. This was going to be it.  
"I didn't want to talk about work earlier, because I've been offered a promotion." I was about to say something when she held her hand up and said. "Please let me finish this, may it take a while.   
"It appears since I've been going to the psychiatrist my attitude has changed slightly, I've become harder, less mumsy. Previously they thought I was too soft to run my own team, always giving in to the stronger voice, but since our divorce and seeing Doctor Jane they think I've toughened up. So, I feel I've benefited because I fucked up. I hurt the only man I love, I made him divorce me, I hurt him so much he couldn't live with me and I've come out better off for it. That's why I came to you last night. I shouldn't benefit from my fuck up. If you say so, even though we're not married, if you say so. I will turn the promotion down. But taking the promotion does mean I can stop doing my waitressing job."  
I thought about it for a bit, it didn't take long, I had strong feelings on this. It would benefit no one if she did not take the promotion and if the company thought she was the best person for the job, anybody else wouldn't be as accomplished or good and that could cause problems.  
In the advertising business, Karen was always the one that showed the caring side of an advert, she looked at it from the mumsy side, the housewife side, the person who was caring side. Other people would hit hard with the bam this is what you want/need whereas Karen was more of the this will help you along, this will make your life easier approach.  
It appears after seeing Doctor Jane she'd lost a bit of her Mumsy and could be quite hard at times. She still retained her soft mumsy outlook, but at times she hardened it up from, 'this will make your life easier', to 'you need this to make your life more enjoyable', not much of a change to the uninitiated but management seemed to like her new approach. She didn't do it all the time but when she did it seemed to fit what the customer wanted. This worked to her benefit as management had thought she had been too soft for a managerial role but now they recognised her change in attitude and offered her the promotion.  
"No, I think you should take it. You seem to have learned from your mistakes, that's possibly the only positive thing to take away from this."  
"Thank you, is there a hint of forgiveness in there?"  
"There's a large slice of forgiveness, but I still can't be married to you, you know that every anniversary thing."  
"Ah, I fully understand that, And I think your girlfriend does too."  
This was the first time new Karen had been mentioned. I wondered where this was going.  
I carried on playing the game, "how does your new friend Karen feel about this promotion?"  
"Oh, she's delighted by it, we've discussed lots of things," she looked down into her lap and said quietly, "when we're alone together in my caravan." She looked at me with a small smile. "We often have a chat late into the night."  
"So has she learned much from you?"   
"Oh yes, she has learned what an utter fool I've been and not to make the same mistakes if she gets the chance to be with you. I told her you completely understood who I was, what sort of person I was, where I was coming from, you trusted me and you allowed me to do pretty much what I wanted until I abused that trust and stepped over the line. I deluded myself I could get away with it because I was helping someone in need. There is absolutely no excuse for what I did."  
She pushed her glass to one side, leaned forward, looked me square in the eyes, and said. "She will not make that mistake."  
I was a little taken aback by her ferocity. I had definitely got the message so now I tried to lighten the mood, "so you and Karen chat a lot then, what do you actually talk about." I was sure the answer was going to be interesting. What does she think about in her head?  
It didn't go as planned; she took it on a serious note. "She wants to know all about you, what you like, dislike both in and out of bed."  
"And what are you telling her?" I asked.  
"Well, she knows you're a bit kinky, I've told you like tying up pretty ladies and teasing them with an inch of orgasm, you like leather, PVC and latex clothing on your girl; you don't like to wear it. On the normal life stuff, I've told her what food you like, and you love cats and cricket, television shows you like and which you don't; that sort of stuff, your work, that you work from home a fair bit, I even touched on politics."  
"Well, I hope you didn't tell her about any specific incidents like you being tied between two trees opposite a stationary train."  
She put her hands to her mouth, "shit I'd forgotten about that, that was fantastic; why didn't we do that again it was such a turn-on."  
"Because you said you didn't want to. You would never do that again, as good as it was."  
She giggled, "Yes, I did, didn't I, perhaps that was a mistake. it's a pity we can't do it again, I did enjoy it. But there's nothing stopping you from doing it with new Karen, I think she'd like it."  
That was a strange comment, new Karen and I hadn't got as far as sex yet.  
"So, you've talked a lot, is she kinky?"  
"About as kinky as me, maybe a little bit more if you know the right buttons to push. Like being tied to a tree and being fucked." She gave a little giggle. 
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Things between Karen and Brian get worse.
Nearly a week went by and I hadn't heard from either Karen, they didn't reply to my texts and my phone calls went unanswered. This was strange. I knew it was my ex-Karen's last day at her waitressing job on that Saturday, so I popped round to the restaurant. I bided my time and when she wasn't busy, I walked in, went up to her and asked her if we could have a chat if she had time. She turned and looked at me with a stare so hard it looked like she wanted me to die. I told her I would wait outside. I was confused by how she greeted me. I went outside and stood beside my car. She came out 10 minutes later straight at me.  
"You've got a fucking nerve, coming here like this."  
I lost it. "What the fuck are you on about. I haven't got a fucking scoobies what you're on about. What have I done wrong now?"  
"You've been fucking Mary all this time whilst you've been leading us on."  
"No, I haven't where the fuck did you hear that."  
"Mary was in here on Sunday with some friends, she was going on about how she shagged the new single bloke at work called Brian, he was just divorced, she'd showed him a good time and he'd make an excellent stepfather for her boy. He just didn't know it yet but she could shag her way into his heart." She was crying now.  
"That's bollocks." I took my phone out and thrust it into her hands, "You know the passcode I've not changed it and unlike you this is the only phone I've got. Go through there and see if there is anything that shows we're sleeping together." With that opened the car door leaned in and ripped off the dash Cam, I thrust it into her hands and said. "Look at that, that's four hours of driving recorded there. Everywhere I've been in the car, it's just home, the vets and work. See if there is anything on there."  
She looked at those devices in her hands, then at me dumbfounded, "But she said you'd been shagging." She did one of her usual coughs and then a sigh, straightened herself up and said. "She was bragging wasn't she."  
Now she got it, I was fucking pissed off because she'd not come to me and asked, she just blanked me she didn't give me a chance, so I calmly loaded both barrels of the figurative shotgun and let her have them both.  
"You and I are not married," she nodded.  
"So, if I fuck Mary, it's got nothing to do with you."   
Again, she nodded, "New Karen?" she said in a whisper.  
"She's never said she has any affection for me, she's never given me any indication of a long-term relationship, all I've had is some sexy kisses. I really don't know where I stand. I've fucked you more than I have her. No one has said we're exclusive because nothing has fucking happened yet. So, if I do fuck Mary, it's got fuck all to do with her." A few things were wandering around in my head, it took me a few seconds to get them sorted out. "And I've just had about enough of this two fucking Karen's shit, I never know who I'm talking to. I might just give in and fuck Mary with all this pissing around." I grabbed my phone out of her hands, left the dash Cam and stormed off. The rugby club is still open, I might make last orders.  
I got to the club, it's full of happy smiling people, the last thing I wanted. The team captain saw me and came over, and grabbed me. He thrust a pint of beer into my hands, it was welcome, I finished it in one go. Another one appeared. "So, how's it going with this woman thing then, two women, the same woman, you're a lucky bastard." he smiled.   
"What the fuck do you know about that?"  
"For Christ's sake man this place is full of psychiatrists, psychologists, Doctors and lawyers we're not fucking stupid. Karen fucked up, we don't know how or why, but she's made an alter ego to get you back. Now drink that beer, it's your round." Shit, were we that so see through, right buy my round then go home. The next thing I know is Dave the barman shouting, "Keep the fucking noise down and turn those lights out." Oh shit a lock-in, this could be a long night.  
I managed to get away at about 1:30. I didn't drive, I staggered back to my house and as I approached the front door, I could see a huddle by the front door, far too big for a cat and anyway the time lock on the cat flap wouldn't let the girls out. Oh shit, I had to get in and feed the girls. The huddle got up, it was Karen. Her hair was a mess. Oh shit, which one had I got now. I was probably not sober enough for a decent conversation with either of them.  
"You're pissed."  
"What do you expect, I drink to forget all the shit you have brought into my life. Nine months ago I was the happiest I have ever been and you went and fucked that up. Now you expect me to work my bollocks off to get back there. Well, I've tried and I've had enough. If you want a future with me it's going to have to be all your work." That wasn't quite true, the Karens had done some work between themselves.  
She opened the front door and helped me in, I plopped onto the sofa. As she fed the girls, she told me she had walked past the rugby club with half the lights 'on and saw my car there and guessed what was happening. She had to speak to me, although seeing me now it would probably have to wait.  
But like a fool I carried on, I was still a little angry. "What the fuck do you want?"  
"I wanted to talk about us."  
"What fucking us?"  
You, me and new Karen, and maybe Mary."  
"Why do you care? We're not married, just fuck buddies," then a thought flashed across my drunken brain. Old Karen was trying to keep me busy so I didn't go off shagging the likes of Mary, to give new Karen a chance. "We're not exclusive, so it's none of your business and I haven't slept with your new friend. And in fact, I don't know how she feels about me, we've had a few sexy kisses but that is as far as it's gone. I don't know where I stand with her. Does she even like me."  
I got up and staggered into the kitchen heading for the beer fridge. Karen got there first and pushed it closed before I got a bottle out.   
"Go and sit down, I'll make you some tea."  
I'm sure she let me stew for a while. After a couple of minutes she came in with a cup of tea, I do like strong tea when I've had too much ale to drink. I had calmed down a tad.  
Karen looked at me and smiled, her hair was still a mess but she said. "Of course we like you; we love you. It's just that new Karen doesn't want to hurt you, you've been hurt enough already. And have you told her how you feel?"  
I leaned forward a little, "I didn't fuck up!" I paused for a bit, she was right I hadn't. "The ball is in new Karen's court, not mine. if she doesn't knock into mine, I can't send it back."  
With that wave of tiredness hit me, all this talking and thinking was wearing me out. I just lay down on the sofa. Then I thought the girls needed feeding, I'd better go and do that. I sat up and Karen pushed me back down and said. "Don't worry about the girls and the kitten, I've sorted them out." I just laid back down and closed my eyes. The next thing I knew, somebody was putting a blanket over me. I slowly opened my eyes and there was Karen still with messy hair. She kissed me on the cheek and whispered to me, "I'll tell new Karen to get her tennis racket out before it's too late. I'm sure there is more than one Mary on the horizon." Through the drunken haze, I think I got what she was saying.  
I woke up in the morning and the sun was streaming through the curtains then even through the hangover I'm sure I heard the front door close. I staggered across to the armchair, it was still warm. She must have stayed all night. I shall have to thank her for that, but confusion again, which one. Bugger, it's simple, say thank you to both they can bloody sort it out.  
I remember feeding the girls and making my way back to the sofa. I'd better see what damage was done, I looked in my wallet and it was empty. It looks like I've been mugged by the great old speckled hen. My head certainly felt like it. Around midday I shook myself up. I had things to do first of all was a cup of coffee. Then a plan, shopping to do, my car to collect from the rugby club, the lawn to cut, the windows could do with a clean inside and out. I decided just to keep myself busy to stop thinking. Thinking hurt, I still had a hangover.  
As I walked into the supermarket even through the fog I saw a bunch of flowers. Excellent 'Thank you' present. I picked them up and then I got a small greeting card and with one of the pens in the shop I wrote on the card, 'Thank you to the two of you.' Hopefully that will make them as confused as I was. I put the pen back when I'd finished with it.  
I kept an eye out for a ram raiding trolley in case one of the Karens should be around. There wasn't, however, there was Miriam, she came running up to me and threw her arms around me giving me a big hug. She pushed me back slightly, looked at me and said. "How are you doing?"  
She was still hanging on to me. I must have looked a mess. I looked at her, smiled and said. "OK I guess, I had a bit too much last night. And I'm a bit confused."   
"I can imagine," She gave me a little smile and said. "Hang on in there just a little longer, we had a long talk this morning and there were lots of tears. We don't think she's really got it sorted out in her head yet. But she will."  
"I hope so, and soon because this is wearing me out."  
"Look, let's go for a coffee in the café here, you look like you could do with one."  
I liked Mariam, I couldn't see a problem, "yes that would be nice, if I could be a bit cheeky a cappuccino and a bacon roll would go down well, right now."  
She put her hand on my arm, smiled at me and said. "It'll be my treat, I've just got to send a quick text, excuse me a minute." She turned away, got her phone out and was back within a couple of seconds. There was something a bit off, I couldn't put my finger on it, probably something to do with the hangover.  
She wasn't wrong, the Capuchino and bacon roll were just what I needed. We chatted, and she told me about what she and David were planning for Christmas and the New Year. I told her I had no plans as yet.  
As we got ready to carry on shopping, she hugged me, kissed me on the cheek again and said. "We'd love you to pop round for a chat and a coffee when Karen's at work, you know the hours she works, just give us a call anytime." With that, she toddled off. She couldn't help but notice the flowers in the trolley, but did she see the card?  
I shook myself, right decision time, let's get on with these jobs. I whistled through the checkout, got into the car and headed toward David and Miriam's place. I had thank you flowers to deliver. I didn't want to be seen so I parked down the road, I gently trotted up to the caravan, laid the flowers on the step, knocked on the door and left, then headed home.  
I went in the front door to be attacked by a little tortoiseshell cat, then she rushed off and started playing with a tennis ball. I don't like tennis, where the bloody hell did that come from. Thoughts were finding their way through the fog in my brain, and then something struck me. I gently wrestled the ball away from the cat. She got really grumpy with me, and started to crawl up my trouser leg. There was nothing on the outside but I noticed it was split. I opened it up and there was a note. I read it. 'Please will you have dinner with me tonight? Red Lion 1900 the table is booked in my name. NKxxx ' I sent her a text. 'See you RL 1900.'  
I got on with my jobs, I felt quite light headed and I don't think it was last night's beer. It appears some good may have come out of last night after all, and not just me filling up the rugby club's coffers.   
I got to the Red Lion a little bit early and asked for the table, she wasn't there. The Matre'd showed me to our table, he had just taken our drinks order when she walked in, she was radiant, gorgeous, stunning and her hair was parted on the left, I stood and pulled her chair out for her, she gave me a kiss on the cheek and we sat down. It was a little uncomfortable, then she smiled at me and said. "Thank you so very much, we loved the flowers they mean a lot to us." I was about to say something when she held a hand up. "No more talk of old Karen this is just me and you, but I wanted to know how much she appreciated them, as much as I do." She smiled, reached a hand across the table and gently grasped mine. I suddenly felt calm. We set about ordering dinner. We chatted, I told her about the jobs I was doing for Wendy, she told me about her new advertising campaign and she was in charge of recruiting a new member of staff. Because they had one leave, suddenly it appears he didn't fit in.  
The evening went well, she ordered me a glass of port and then said to me. "I've got my car, can I give you a lift home, or would you like to come to mine? I've got something I think you might like."  
She gave me a grin untucked the hair from behind her ear and let it hang across her face. She gave me that sexy look. She knows how much that turns me on. I smiled at her and said. "I would be honoured to see anything you can show me." With that we walked out to her car. We were just pulling into her street, I was looking at her with the lights from the dashboard, she looked good. All of a sudden her eyes flew wide open as she said. "Oh shit." I looked forward and I could see the caravan parked in the driveway and there was water pissing out of it.  
She unlocked it and we rushed inside and turned the water off, I had a quick look and saw a union that had come unscrewed from the wall and as it was a pressure system with the pressure released it kept pumping, and she was connected to the main water supply from the house.   
I asked if there were any tools in the caravan, there weren't.  
"Don't worry, Dad has a bag of tools for the van in the garage, I'll get him to fetch them." Karen tried the front door, it was locked. A bit strange I thought. She rang the bell, it took a while for them to answer the door, and they were a bit shy opening it.   
"David, do you have any tools? The van has sprung a water leak and I need some spanners."  
"Certainly, won't be long." With that he rushed away.   
Mirriam was wearing a little bit of makeup, she looked nice, she was an attractive lady and David looked well polished. It was just past 9 o'clock at night. I noticed that Mirriam kept on pulling the sleeves of her cardigan down. Then I saw the red marks on her wrists. We had interrupted something.  
I looked at Miriam, she was a bit nervous. "Sorry about that, we won't disturb you again tonight, even if the van catches fire," I said and smiled at her.  
She blushed and said, "Thanks, we would appreciate that." And two small lines appeared on either side of her mouth as she smiled. I had seen those marks before on Karen.  
I managed to sort out the leak in short order, but the carpets were soaking. Fortunately, they were removable. So, I took them out and put them under the van, hopefully, they would dry out. Meanwhile, Karen mopped up the water inside. Again, we worked as a team, the other one saw what needed to be done and did it. When we had finished, she sat on the bed and that was when I noticed there was a negligée set there. As I suspected she was planning something. I was certain that this was new Karen about to commit. Then she burst into tears. She looked at me and said, "I'm sorry, my dress is a mess, your suit needs cleaning, it's not how I wanted it to go at all, it's all ruined."  
I stood and held out my hand to her, "Let's go and see our girls and take it from there."  
She took my hand and smiled. Indicating the negligée set she said, "Can I bring these?"  
"The choice is entirely yours," I said with a smile.   
She let go of my hand and rushed into the back of the bedroom and I heard cupboards open and close. When she got back to me, she was carrying a small bag and the negligée set was gone.  
As we left, I took hold of the vase of 12 red roses I had sent both of the Karens, "Let's not waste these." I said to her.  
She promptly took 6 out and laid them on the sink draining board, "Don't they need to be in water?" I asked.  
"No, they belong to old Karen, they are her problem and she's not here." Taking hold of the vase, "These are mine." With that we left and went home.  
We got to the house, went in and she was mobbed by the girls, and there was a little tortoise shell face peering at her from the curtains, well halfway up them, going to have to stop her doing that. She wasn't sure of this Karen yet, but I was getting there.    
We got them settled down, I had a glass of beer and she had a glass of wine, she took my hand, looked at me and said, "I wanted to make this special, can I go upstairs and you follow in ten minutes?"  
I just smiled and nodded.  
I waited the required 10 minutes and went to the bedroom, it was empty, but the en-suite door was ajar with the light on. I sat on the bed and waited.   
The bathroom door opened and a vision walked in, the black negligée was showing just enough of her lovely body to make it enticing, the front was open, her breasts were peeking out. I could see a satin waspie with black stockings and shoes that must be at least six inches high. She did a slow twirl, when she said, "Do you approve for a first time?"   
"Oh yes!"  
I stood up and took her in my arms and we kissed. I thought New Karen and I'd had sexy kisses, but this blew my socks off.   
She took my hand and led me to the bed, and that wasn't the only place she took me that night.  
Breakfast in the morning was slightly subdued, I think we were both worn out. It was just the usual tea and toast. And the tortoiseshell face came and made herself a nuisance again. I would be glad when I could let her out, but then what would she bring me in. She'd come round to New Karen, but she still had no name, still known as 'kitten'. It was not unusual to see a furball of three cats rolling around the floor when the kitten jumped on either Peachy or Bozo. Seeing some of her antics I did consider calling her Cato after the Bert Kwok character in the Pink Panther series with Peter Sellers. But she was too pretty to be called Cato.  
Now with the awkward time, that morning after the first sex. Karen with her hair parted on the left broke the ice, "Where do we go from here?"  
I sort of turned it around on her. "Where do you want to go with this?"  
She gave me a funny look. "You know exactly what my aim is."  
Bugger, she turned it back to me. "I'm not sure, I'm nervous, can I trust you."  
"I know where you're coming from, I can understand why you would think that. But I've had long chats with my friend Karen. And there is no way I'm going to be that naïve again, I will listen to all of your warnings and will be completely honest with you. I will sign any agreement, do anything." She looked a little sad. Was she getting her Karen's mixed up, I think not. Then gave me a small smile and said "I'll even find the kitten a name."  
She carried on. "I know you're worried about being hurt again. I can't imagine how painful that must have been for you, and trust me I've had plenty of time to think. But I can't prove any of that to you unless we're together. Please give me a chance." She pulled herself up in the chair, looked me squarely in the eyes and said. "I love you; I have never stopped loving you. I made a mistake and I intend to spend the rest of my life making it up to you. If you let me."  
Tears were streaming down her face. "If you want me to go, just say so."  
"No, I want you to stay, I want to give you the chance to prove yourself to me. But I don't know how fast to move." I gave her a little smile. "I'm not sure the kitten's taken to you yet."  



"Kate, or Katie, that's the kitten's name, sounds like Cato. But a girl's name."  
I reached my hand across the kitchen table and grasped hold of it, thank you, that suits her." I paused a little while. "I think you had better leave your toothbrush behind when you go home. And why don't I give you my spare to take back to the caravan."  
She leapt off her chair, came round the table, spread her legs and dumped herself on my lap. She covered my face with kisses and said thank you thank you thank you. Only to be interrupted by a jealous kitten, now called Katie leaping in between us.  
"This little tortoiseshell is barking," I said.  
"Try looking up tortitude in the cat book, that'll let you know what you've let yourself in for taking this one on."  
As she sat there stroking the kitten's chin, almost as if giving her a name had made it right between them. She looked at me and said, "I've got a confession to make," with her one free hand she grasped my hand, brought it to her lips and kissed the palm. "Don't worry." She took a deep breath, she was still sat on my lap. "Mum and I followed you into the supermarket, we saw you pick up the roses. I wondered who they were for. So, mum found a way to bump into you, she saw what was in the card, it was quite easy. You weren't well, you were still suffering. She sent me a text. I already had a plan. I was in the supermarket to buy tennis balls or a ball of any kind would have done. But they still had some. Mum kept you busy with the coffee whilst I did the business with the tennis ball." She gave a little giggle, "I even used the same pen that you used to write the note. I then used Mum's car to drive here to leave the tennis ball on the table and get back. I'd had a long talk with Mum and Dad that morning about commitment and the things you said to me through your drunken stupor struck home. One of us had to take the first step and your tennis analogy. I decided it had to be me. Then when I saw you buy my favourite, red roses I thought you'd made that same step as well. I do love you so very much."  
I had just picked up the first bunch of flowers I saw, I knew they were her favourites but that wasn't the reason I was buying those flowers, they were just the first ones I came across, but I wasn't going to mention it. Was it subliminal for me to pick the red roses knowing what they mean, and they are Karen's favourite flowers. I will have to ask Doctor Jane when I see her next. No, she would only turn it round and ask what I made of it. That's what psychiatrists do.  
Then I realised what had confused me in the supermarket that day Miriam invited me for a coffee. Miriam had no shopping. Had I not had a hangover, I may have noticed that.  
I had to say something, "I love you too, but you need to get off my lap, my legs have gone dead." She did get off, but she gave me a kiss first.  
We had both confessed our love for one another, and the kitten had a name. The world was heading in the right direction.  
We spent the day together like young lovers like we did all those years ago and it was good. We both knew how to please each other. There were still things to overcome. I was still a little bit nervous and she was too enthusiastic. I felt she wanted to move too fast.  
It was strange, acting like we had to learn about each other when we'd known each other for 15 years, but she had committed to me and said those three words, and I had said them to her. It was a game I was prepared to play, and we could probably have a bit of fun on the way.  
I took her back to the caravan, and then she asked if she could leave some clothes at the house. When she moved out of the house her dad had got her some collapsible wardrobes and put them in his garage, but there were some things she couldn't put in there. She lifted up the bed and showed me her PVC and Latex catsuits and her leather thigh boots. She looked at me and then ran both hands through her hair and messed it up. "Who was I talking to now?  
"How do you bring these into play?" she asked  
I thought a bit.  
"You could ask your friend Karen if she has something you could wear to a Halloween party, and she could let you have one of these." I did like her in these suits and boots.  
"I can't go out in these, what would people think?"  
"I was thinking of a Halloween party for two," I said with a smile.  
"I like that, it's a date." And with that, she parted her hair on the left, well the best you can do with your fingers, but I got the idea.  
Then her agency put the mockers on that plan, and they decided to celebrate all hallows eve with a party. It was the first event the company had to get together and celebrate Karen's promotion, she was the special guest, so couldn't really turn it down.    
She asked me to pick her up, I knocked on the caravan door and I heard her say. "Come in."  
I pulled the door open and she was standing there in her mackintosh with a black bobbed hair do, it must be a wig, and a huge fedora hat popped on top at a cocky angle, and she was pointing a gun at me. "You'd better get in here and give me a kiss if you know what's good for you, buster." She said in an appalling American accent. I must have hesitated because the next thing I knew there was a squirt of water hitting my face. After that I did as I was told.  
I could only guess what was under that coat, all I could see were her boots.  
I drove to the party; we were going to have to get a taxi back. There's no way she can drive in those boots. She'd tried in the past and it almost killed us.  
It was a lively party; Karen and I danced a lot. I was careful how much I drank and in a quiet moment whilst Karen was in the little girl's room, I found Janice and asked her if people knew what happened between Karen and myself.  
"They know you've had problems and they've noticed the change in Karen, obviously, but they think you're all good now or at least getting there, you're working it out."  
She carried on. "Alice was up north last week and after a bit of wrangling just happened to bump into Ms Cheryl Wright of Harwell and Sons. She didn't look well. Alice told her she recognised her from a paper she had seen and realised that her husband used to work for her wife, she asked after him, Cheryl got very angry at first then burst into tears, that wasn't what Alice was expecting. It appears they are divorcing after he had been found having an affair when he worked down south, and it wasn't the first time. And unfortunately for Oliver, her brother found out and had a 'firm word' with him."  
"That's sad, it's the innocent that get hurt."  
"You're right, Cheryl and the children didn't do anything wrong. But we gather Oliver got his comeuppance, he's still pissing through a tube two months later."  
It was turning out to be a good night, especially when I saw Karen filling the water pistol with red wine. She pulled me into a corner so we could dance to a slow one. She told me to open my mouth and with one swift pull of the trigger I had a squirt of wine hit the back of my throat. She laughed and said, "My turn." She put the water pistol into her mouth and proceeded to give it a blow job, her eyes were sparkling as she looked at me. It was a good job we were standing in a quiet, dark corner.  
She still had the Macintosh on and it was getting close to 12:00 o'clock, the witching hour, she told me it was time to go home. She'd already ordered a taxi and she started to pull me towards the door, I managed to say goodbye to most of the people but managed an extra effort with Janice and Alice.  
On the taxi ride home I tried to put my hand under her coat to find out what she was wearing, but she kept on slapping my hand away. We got into the caravan and she pulled out her wine filled water pistol, pointed it at me and said in that awful American accent. "Get naked buster." I didn't want my clothes soaked in red wine so I did as I was told. "Get on the bed." Again I did as I was told, she was still pointing the water pistol at me, "hands over your head." Still doing as I was told. She leaned onto the bed and from under the pillow she pulled a pair of handcuffs and handcuffed me to an eye hook in the wall I hadn't noticed before. Who put that there, and what for, if not for this sort of play?  
She got off the bed. "I can't have you running away, now can I." She said with a smile and proceeded to undo the Macintosh. My question was about to be answered. Latex or PVC catsuit, she looked good in both.  
it was the latex but with a PVC waist clincher, she looked stunning even with the hat on. I was rock hard, she clambered onto the bed, looked at me, then she took me fully in her mouth. I didn't think I could get any harder, but I was wrong.  
"You want to be careful doing that, you could end up with a mouthful of something. and that could be a little deflating."  
"Thanks for the warning, I better get my fun now then." Not that I had any choice in the matter handcuffed to the headboard.  
She reached down between her legs And I heard her undo the zip, she moved up my body and placed her booted knees on either side of my head.  
"Do a good job down there and I might let you have some relief."  
I've always loved licking her pussy, but this was the first time I'd been handcuffed in the bed to do it. It was, how can I say, after being in all that latex, not the freshest she's tasted, but never mind I knew what I had to do if I wanted relief. I set to with a passion and it didn't take long to have her moaning in pleasure.  
I couldn't see her clearly but I'm certain she came at least twice. She eased herself all the way down my body and again took me in her mouth just to make sure I was hard. She didn't need to. Then she moved up and impaled herself on me. I looked up at her. That tight black latex squashing those wonderful breasts together, the black hairdo with the hat perched on top, her head back and her eyes closed.  
It didn't take long before we both went over the edge. She collapsed forward onto me and the hat fell off. I whispered into her ear. "That was fantastic but can you let me go now so I can cuddle you."  
"My pleasure." Fortunately, the key to the handcuffs wasn't far away and I was quickly uncuffed.  
She stood and started to take the catsuit off, I got off the bed to give her a hand; it was quite a job it was a bit sticky, but we managed it. I was ready for the cuddle now, but after wearing that catsuit all evening she needed a shower, badly. It's a pity that there wasn't room for two in the caravan shower, that would have been fun.  
As we were cuddling, I asked her who's handcuffs, ours or her Mum and Dads?   
She got up on one elbow, looked at me. "Ours of course, why would you think they were Mum and Dad...." She frowned and shook her head as she laid back on my shoulder.  
I woke up at about 5 for the call of nature, when I came back, I started to get dressed. Karen awoke and saw me, there was anguish on her face, I reached out and stroked her and smiled at her.  
"Don't worry, I've got 3 cats to feed, otherwise when they go out at six they will decimate the mouse population and I will end up with spleens and other body parts all over the kitchen floor."  
There were no taxis at that time of the morning, so the walk home gave me time to think.  
When I got there, I was hoping to be mobbed by 3 furry hungry bundles, but no. Bozo and Peachy were asleep in their usual spots and the tortoise shell was in my office laying on my keyboard. I did notice that all of my pens and pencils were on the floor. Mmm, I wonder who could have done that? I sat in my chair for a minute just to look at her. She lifted her head, looked at me then promptly climbed onto my lap and fell asleep again. Looking at the bundle of fur you wouldn't have thought butter would have melted in her mouth.  
I disturbed her to go and feed them. I would have to work something out if I was going to stay at Karen's more often. I was still pretty tired so after a cup of tea, I went to bed for a few more hours kip.  
It was about 9 o'clock ish when the ringing of the front doorbell raised me from my slumber. I grabbed the bathrobe and put it on. "Karen's early," I thought to myself," then, "she has her own key, no need to ring the bell."  
I popped a pair of jeans on under the bathrobe, I had to mind the man tackle as I didn't bother with underpants. "Hang on, I'm coming," I shouted as I rushed downstairs.  
I opened the door and there stood Mary. "Bloody hell!"  
She brushed past me and was followed by a little boy, 7 or 8 years old, don't know, not very good at that sort of thing. He was carrying a dish with what looked like a homemade pie in it. "Put that on the table Gerald, there's a good lad, and say hello to Mr Wallis."  
Like most males he did as he was told and then approached me, held his hand out and said. "Hello sir, nice to meet you."  
Ok, perhaps he was older than 7 or 8.  
"Don't you offer guests a drink?" came from Mary. I was a little stunned by her effrontery, but that's no reason to be rude.  
I put the kettle on and got the teapot ready, I didn't give her a choice of tea, coffee, water or juice. Well, I had no juice, only beer and wine and it was too soon for them. Today anyway. I was trying to take back a little control.  
I excused myself saying I had to put some more clothes on, I rushed upstairs and put on a dress shirt and socks. I didn't want to leave Mary alone too long, it was rude! I got back downstairs to find Mary had got the coffee out. Bugger! How rude.  
"I can see you're not been looking after yourself well since you split from Karen. I thought I'd bring you a steak pie, I made it from my mother's recipe. Perhaps we can share it this evening? And I wanted you to meet Gerald, he is such a nice lad. Not like his father, in fact, he's quite like you."  
I doubted that thinking back to what had happened last night.  
I made the tea and poured her a cup and then put the coffee away. I was tempted to tell her it was out of date. But that wouldn't have taken back control enough. "Milk, sugar?" I asked.  
"Just milk, no sugar. I have to look after my figure." She said as she pulled herself up. I had to admit it was a fine figure with all the right curves. Would look good in a corset. I pushed that thought away.  
Gerald was just sitting looking around, I poured him a glass of milk, poor lad, he didn't get a choice either.  
We chatted about work for a while and it was obvious she was angling for a visit to my house this evening. In fact, I could hardly get a word in edgewise. Gerald would be with his grandfather's this evening. How to heat the pie up safely, what would go with it, did I have any wine? What wine would compliment the pie. I committed to nothing.  
It must have been about 10 o'clock and on our second pot of tea, under duress. When I heard a key in the front door. Shit, it could only be Karen. We had no plans to meet today, we didn't really get a chance to plan anything.  
She walked in carrying two carrier bags, one had some boxes in it, the other vegetables. Without skipping a beat and as cool as cucumber she placed the bags on the table, came to me and gave me a kiss, then looked at Mary and said. "Oh, hello, didn't see you there."  
Mary looked embarrassed. "Are you two back together?"  
Karen and I looked at each other and probably came to the same conclusion at the same time because we both looked at Mary and said. "Yes."  
"You didn't say anything at work."  
"You didn't ask. But thank you for the pie. I'm sure we'll enjoy it."  
I turned to Gerald and held out my hand and said. "Nice to meet you young man. I think your mother wants to go home." She didn't bluster out of my house the way she blustered in.  
After Mary had left Karen turned to me. "I saw her car outside. I knew what car she drove when she came to the restaurant and I sort of guessed what she'd be doing. Anyway enough of that, I think she's sorted. I've got presents for you, well the girls actually."  
She started unpacking the vegetables and putting them in the fridge. Whilst doing this she said to me. "Oh, I asked my dad about the eye bolt by the headboard, and I found four more in the corners of the bed. He told me to clip the net so when they put stuff on top of the bed when they're towing the caravan, it won't get thrown onto the floor. He even showed me the net, seems like a good idea, don't you think if we ever get a caravan." I smiled, I certainly did.  
After what I'd seen, I think those eye bolts had more than one use. Bloody good luck to them.  
She went to the carrier bag with the boxes and unloaded 3 automatic feeders, bugger what's a good idea. "You need to feed them before you leave. I've programmed them to open up at about 10 o'clock, that's when you normally feed them, I think we should stay in tonight and have a practice run to see if the girls get it. Oh, where are the handcuffs."  
I smiled at her. "You might just find out later."  
"I prefer the soft white rope you have in the toy bag, it won't hurt as much if you make me pull on it, and I hope you do."  
She stayed at home all day. We did stuff around the house that needed it. And she stayed all night. There was no soft white rope from the toy bag. Just gentle love making. Breakfast in the morning was the usual tea and toast, I splashed out on a bit of marmalade, I know she likes that. She looked at me pensively over her teacup, I recognised something going around in her head. "We're having a firework party next week, it's Guy Fawkes. I'd like you to meet my Mum and Dad." I'd forgotten we were in the game, and I hadn't actually met her Mum and Dad.  
"I'm not sure they'll like me, taking their little girl away from home."  
She smiled. "Oh, I think they're going to love you for taking their daughter away, and they can have their caravan back, I think they've got a few trips planned in the summer. I might have to cat sit."  
"Do they know they're having a firework party?"  
"Not yet."  
Just as I suspected I thought to myself, they've been dragged into the game. But I don't think they minded.  
The cat feeders worked, in fact, to get them used to them, I used them every evening. I saw Karen almost every other day, if we didn't see each other, we'd phone or FaceTime. It was like back when we were courting, but it was actually so much easier, we both knew how to please each other. It was the Thursday night when I got the invite to a fireworks party on the Saturday. We could play a few more games. I went shopping. One should take one's host's presents when they are invited for the first time.  
I pitched up at the caravan half an hour before I was due to go into the house, she looked good in tight jeans and a white top, I checked, hair left parted. I did ask who would be at this party she didn't tell me, but I didn't really care. She took me by the hand and led me to the front door.   
She knocked on the door, and when it opened both David and Miriam were standing there. "Mum, Dad this is Brian, my boyfriend. You may have seen him around town." I put my hand out and shook David's hand, but Miriam grabbed hold of me and gave me a hug and kissed me on the cheek, like old friends. David was trying not to laugh, and Miriam was not trying to do an impression of a Cheshire cat. We walked into the lounge and I brought out the presents I'd been shopping for. I gave Miriam a bunch of Michaelmas Daisies, yes shabby I know but they are her favourites and a bottle of Mosel Riesling, for David, I had a bottle of Taylor's 'Quinta de Vargellas' Port. You can't get that stuff from a supermarket. I think David and Miriam were impressed, of course I cheated, I knew what they liked. But that also played to their advantage as well. David wandered off into the kitchen and came back with a bottle of Shepherd Neame 1698. One of my favourites. "I assume you're an ale man, not a lager man. Can we have a chat later?"  



"Of course, Sir." I grinned as he grimaced at my use of the word 'Sir'.    
David dragged me into the back garden, there were a few others there huddled around a log fire. I was introduced as Karen's boyfriend. Janice and Alice were there, plus a couple from Karen's work team, some next-door neighbours who I recognised. It was all quite convivial, I actually got a big hug from Janice and Alice, I thought Janice was going to break my ribs. Whilst in the hug Janice said to me. "Karen tipped us off a couple of weeks ago about the two Karens, is it working?"  
"So far."  
They both smiled and Janice said, "Good."  
We set fireworks off, there weren't many, this was just a shallow excuse to get together for a drink and to play Karen's games. I think most people there knew what was happening. This time even me.  
After we burnt some sausages on the fire David dragged me inside. I suspected the future father-in-law chat. I wasn't wrong, and he wasn't very serious. He was playing the game to keep his daughter happy.  
David popped into the kitchen and came back clutching another bottle of 1698. He said to me, "Come and sit down, let's have a chat. I want to know what your intentions are towards my daughter." Then he realised what he'd said had put pressure on me and his face dropped. I knew what my intentions were to her, but I wasn't going to tell anybody. He was not as practised at playing the game as I was but I let him off the hook. I smiled at him and said. "Yes, let's."  
We went and sat down in the lounge in front of the fire. I didn't have time to pour the beer into my glass when there was a furry cat ball landed on my lap. They remembered me as well, they'd been kept indoors because of the fireworks. The girls had left the room probably to leave us alone.
So I leaned forward to David and in a quiet voice I said, "Sir, my intentions are mostly honourable." He smiled back.   
"Mostly honourable, I like that. We would be grateful if you keep your noise honourable, not too loud. The sound insulation in the van isn't that good." I didn't want to tell him I had a ball gag just for that reason, that could be a step too far. "And the names David not Sir." Sipping my beer and playing with the cat and he looked at me in a serious tone of voice, "so son really, is her game working. I'll keep it to myself whatever you say. Can you play her game?"  
"I can play it. It was hard work in the beginning working out which Karen I was talking to even though she gave me lots of signs. But I think old Karen is fading away and new Karen is taking over. I like the new Karen. She's a slightly tougher version of the old Karen." I felt he wanted to say something, or possibly ask a question. But he didn't.  
He leaned back in his chair, looked at me and told me that they had seen the change over the Halloween weekend, they had trick or treaters knocking on the door. Karen asked for a trick and of course they didn't have one. She then put on a stern voice and said to them, "You need to be prepared better next year." And then she gave them an apple. He told me that the word must have gotten round because they stopped having callers. He leaned forward, looked at me. "She really has toughened up, you know, she thinks more about what she's doing. She will never make that mistake again." He clapped me on the knee as he stood up, looking down at me and said. "Another 1698 I guess." I smiled and nodded at him.  
Karen and I carried on seeing each other or at least talking every day. We sort of hedged around future plans, I suggested a holiday together and asked her where she would like to go. She told me boating on the Norfolk Broads. I asked her who she was suggesting that for; me or herself. By keeping you happy I'm happy, anyway it's something we've never done before and I believe there are lots of ropes on boats.. I was going to ask her if she'd asked old Karen about it. I guessed that was where the idea came from, but I decided this was a good melding of the two Karens and one I could certainly live with.  
I had decided it was about time that I took charge for a change. Now it's time for me to dig back into the adventures of old Karen and myself. I made my plans and kept an eye on the weather. It was an early November Friday, it dawned bright and was one of those days that you get in winter in England that is out of character. As long as you stood in the sun you were perfectly warm, go in the shade and it was cold. There was no wind to cool things down.  
I'd done my reconnaissance. And checked the timetable. I phoned Karen, asking if she could get off early at 2:00 o'clock and I would pick her up. She told me she could mangle it if she worked her lunch. I told her I would pick her up outside her office.
She was there spot on time, she got in my SUV and I drove off got to a quiet country lane, I pulled over, I looked at her and said. "Do you trust me?"   
"Yes of course, why?"  
I handed her a pair of red leather gloves and a scarf. "Put the gloves on and then blindfold yourself."   
"What's happening?" she said looking at me quizzically.  
"You'll see." Or perhaps she won't, I wondered if she noticed it was the same scarf I used in those games all those years ago. She did as I asked and giggled at the same time, I think she knew where this was going but, in my mind, it's going to be oh so much more.  
I carried on driving hoping not to get seen by anybody. We reached the car park I had planned. It was mostly empty. I went round the car and opened the door for her, she slid out, I asked her to take her coat off, she did, I quickly spun her around, grabbed her hands and handcuffed her hands behind her back over the cuff of her gloves. I didn't want to leave marks on her wrists like I'd seen on Miriam. "Wow, really kinky."  
"Safety is to shake your head and hum God save the King got it?"  
"Yes, but w..." was as far as she got before I popped the ball gag into her mouth and tightened the strap behind her head.  
I leaned into her and whispered, "last time we did this it was slipknots so I could get you free easily there are no slipknots in handcuffs. And the keys are staying in the car. I felt her shudder. I placed her coat back over her shoulders hiding the handcuffs. I adjusted the blindfold so she could see underneath it. She could see downwards where she was walking; the last thing I needed was a broken ankle. I grabbed the bag out so SUV that I'd placed there earlier  
What I didn't tell her was I had taken the link out of the handcuffs and it was held by a bit of string she could snap if she tried. And, yes, I did have the keys in my pocket. We walked down the path I had chosen, I then took a detour off into the woods I found the spot I was aiming for that I had reconnoitred earlier.  
From my bag I took out a blanket and laid it on the floor. It was relatively warm in the sun but we weren't going to lay down. I got her to stand in the middle of it. I slipped the coat off her shoulders then I undid her blouse and her bra and slid them down to her wrists. I undid her skirt and let it fall to the floor, she was wearing stockings but no panties. I think she guessed something was going to happen after I picked her up. I had a rope which I tossed up over a bough of the tree. I quickly uncuffed her hands, removed her clothes and re-cuffed her hands in front of her. I got the rope and threaded it through the chain links of the handcuffs. I pulled on the rope until she was stretched. She was breathing heavily and she wasn't the only one. Looking at her naked and tied up I was having problems walking. From the bag I took a small round paper black disc and put it high on her chest just above her left breast. It would look like a beauty spot from a distance. I looked at my watch 3 minutes before the express train, if it was on time.   
I got on my knees and started attacking her clitoris with my tongue, she was already wet. I put two fingers into her very much like last time. I moved them rapidly in and out, I could hear breathing heavily around the gag and then I stopped and stood back just as the express train went thundering past. I bet she remembered the next train was a slow train. It may even stop, I carried on my administration's she was breathing and shuddering heavily. I didn't let her have an orgasm, I kept teasing her, bringing up to the edge and then pulling back. I heard the slow train coming. A quick glance at my watch it was a couple of minutes early, it was going to stop. It did. I went behind her, I managed to slip myself in, she spread her legs slightly and pushed back at me I started to fondle her breasts and play with her pussy. I whispered into her ear that cameras are better on the phones these days.   
The train stopped. Then we heard the shouting start. "Go on mate, fucking give her one." "Fuck her in the ass." "Wank those tits." I had no idea what that last one meant. It looked like it could be some sort of Rugby or Football club outing or something like that. They were hanging out of the windows and shouting. They all had their cameras out. I whispered into her ear you've got a fan club over there as the train started to pull away, I let her come. If she hadn't been tied to the tree she would've fallen over. I managed to redress her as much as I could while she's still attached to the tree when I released her handcuffs. I slipped her blouse and bra back on but didn't do them up, again I placed her coat around her shoulders. Gathering my toys we headed back to the car. I had to be careful she wasn't very stable on her feet; I almost carried all the way back to the car.  
I didn't want to be seen; the car park was still empty. Now for a change in the plan over what we did all those years ago. I opened the tailgate and sat her on the edge of the boot still blindfolded and gagged. I handcuffed her hands behind her back and rolled her into the load space and said to her. "Colour red?" She shook her head. "Amber." There was a hesitation but she shook her head. "Green." She nodded, I pulled the load cover across and closed the tailgate.  
I drove gently to the house. I'd prepped the house for this. I reversed the car up and as we got closer, I used the automatic opener to open the garage door, I reversed the car up so half of it was inside the garage. I went round and opened the tailgate. She had no idea where she was. I pulled her from the car and bent her forwards over the tailgate, with my feet I pushed her legs apart then my fingers started playing with the clitoris. She was breathing heavily again, I didn't wait this time. I inserted myself fully into her and it wasn't long before she and I were both coming. My first time today but not hers.  
I had to get my breath back. We weren't finished. I leaned forward and whispered into her ear.   "Now I'll take you home." With that I eased her back into the load space, grabbed another piece of rope tied it around her ankles and hogtied her. I got down close to her ear and said to her, "We're going to drive home now. I want you to start counting when the car starts moving and stop counting when the car stops. Remember the number."  
I drove out of the garage and closed it behind me. I drove down the end of the road and turned around and came back. I reversed up the drive. I went round to the back of the car and opened the tailgate. I took the blindfold off, the gag out and untied her legs. Her hands were still cuffed behind her back. I helped her to swing round and sit up; she needed a bit of help.  
"What did you get to?" I asked.   
"35." she said.   
I whispered to her. "How far do you think we can drive? It's 35 seconds."   
She looked at me. "Not far." I could see her shiver when she realised what had just happened.  
"So, I shagged you in the back of our car amongst all our neighbours and friends. I wonder if we were seen?" She shuddered, I think she may have come again. I still wasn't finished  
"Right let's get you indoors." She rattled the handcuffs at me. I took the keys out of my pocket and jungled them in front of her. "If you want them, you'll have to come and get them." With that I walked away and went in the front door, I did leave it open. Her blouse was open and her skirt was around her waist and she was handcuffed. At least it was fully dark by now. She ran the best she could, bursting through the door.  
Even with her hands handcuffed behind her she squashed me against the wall and kissed me hard, when she finished. She told me it was fucking amazing. We are going to have to do something like that again. I turned her round, took the handcuffs off her, slipping them in my pocket so she didn't see the string link. We both needed to sit down and drink something stronger than strong tea.  
There were reports in the paper on Tuesday of shenanigans in the woods. A tied-up lady having sex and something about a large beauty spot above her left breast. Good job Karen's beauty spot was in my bedside cabinet.  
We spent the weekend together, as we had pretty much most weekends. She let me know that her parents were planning a Christmas dinner and I was invited especially if I bought more presents like the last lot. Over the weekend I went online and ordered the same presents to save me rushing around trying to find them. We talked about Christmas presents for each other. We decided there was nothing we needed. Then we made the list of what we're going to get the cats, they we're going to get more than we were.  
By the time Christmas came around we were settled into a comfortable routine and I was considering asking her to move in with me in the New Year, that was the next step. And on Boxing Day Karen and I were sat quietly in David and Miriam's lounge whilst they were doing the washing up, well stacking the dishwasher. I asked if she'd like to move in with me. David and Miriam rushed into the room at the squeal of her voice. To find the two of us sat in one arm chair and she was smothering me with kisses. I took it that was a 'yes'. She looked up at them and said. "Mum, Dad you can have your caravan back now." They both smiled, I wasn't sure if it was because they were going to get the mobile kink bedroom back or Karen was moving back in with me.  
There was a large New Years party at one of Karen's cousins, we all went. It soon became common knowledge that she was moving back in with me.  
After she moved back in, things settled down to how they had been before Oliver turned up on the scene. In fact, thinking about it they were better, she was that just a little bit harder, but still the same loving Karen. At the New Years party Janice told me, without being prompted, that new Karen was not the soft pushover she had been, as a few people in the agency had found out.  
Towards the middle of February, I noticed she went quiet, then I started to worry again. I did ask her several times, she just pulled herself up, looked at me, stroked my face and said "There's nothing for you to worry about my love. Old Karen is long gone." Then she would kiss me and smile, but I detected a sadness in her smile.  
I asked Miriam and David; they had noticed it but couldn't put their finger on it either.  
I even phoned Janice, she confirmed there was nothing going on, but they had noticed that she was a little bit quiet. Something crossed my mind but it wasn't a leap year.  
The 28th of February fell on a Saturday, Karen was up early and told me she had arranged for the two of us to have lunch in a pub down by the river. It was chucking down the rain, it was cold and it was windy and it was wet. A typical February in England. I wasn't looking forward to it. Anyway, I did as I was told. We got there and we had a nice dinner. I wanted to stay in front of the roaring log fire, it was better than the one we had at home. But she insisted we went home. I had a feeling this was going to be the reveal of what was bothering her. And to be honest I was a little bit scared. We were walking back to the car when she took my hand and dragged me under a tree. It was still windy and blowing a bastard, but it had stopped raining. Suddenly she pushed me back against a tree and kissed me. She stood back and looked me in the face. "I love you so very much, I don't want to lose you. I hope I've proven to myself to you but I will not do anything like that again. But I can't wait any longer. I know it's not a leap year. But will you marry me? I want to be the best wife I can ever be for you." Bugger I was going to propose on her birthday in a months' time.  
There was only a simple answer. "Yes."  
"Oh, thank God, I was so worried you'd say 'no' that's what's bothered me the last few weeks." I didn't tell her I planned to propose on her birthday.  
I think we both floated back to the car. When we got there, she asked if I minded her telling Miriam and David the news. I was party to the conversation over the phone and then Miriam said something I thought was strange. "Have you set a date yet?"  
Bloody hell she's only just asked me.  
Karen looked at me "How about the 7th of April, Brian's birthday. Two celebrations in one."  
The crafty moo, that was about five months from our old wedding anniversary and it would be a double celebration. I laughed. "Sounds bloody good to me. you'd better start planning. That's not far away."  
I heard Miriam say. "It's OK, we're on it." Karen hung up.   
We were stopped at traffic lights, watching the windscreen wipers, when she took my hand, looked at me and said. "Don't be surprised if mum hasn't done half the planning already."  
And on the 7th of April we became Mr and Mrs Wallis again.  
The end.
Epilogue. 
Doctor Jane did get her paper written and it helped her towards her professorship. I did ask about the flowers, and I was right, she turned it round.' Do you think you picked them up subliminally on purpose? ' Is what she asked me. We did invite her and Roger to our wedding, it was sort of showing off. But also, how grateful we were to her. She did help both of us. Although Karen was heading the right way, I think the "let another man take control of your life," comment really sealed it, that would not happen again. Rumour has it that Oliver has moved further north, to Scotland. I think he got fed up having ' accidents' around Cheryl 's brother. If I ever meet the man I'll buy him a beer, bloody hell I'd buy him a barrel of beer. He's probably saved me from going to gaol. 
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The boys and I were out for a beer just a few blokes from the factory where I worked. We popped into the Cockade of Feathers also known as the Cock, for some reason. It took bloody ages to get a beer and it was full of 18 and 19 year olds getting shitfaced. Someone suggested popping into the hotel next door. Bloody hell we were getting old at 23. I was leaving a pub and going into a hotel for a drink. Bloody hell.
Actually, it was better because we could talk about work and have a good laugh and a giggle. It was nice to get out. My live-in girlfriend, Dawn, had gone up north to Derby to see her parents for a week, so I was using the excuse for a few pints with the lads.
There was a dance or something going on in the ballroom, I stuck my nose round the door just to be nosey and then I saw her. My ex-girlfriend, Alice.
She broke my heart. We lived on the same street. She was the best looking girl on the street, small point. She was the only girl on the street. We played Cowboys and Indians, Robin Hood and Maid Marion. I would rescue her and fight off the Indians or the Sheriff of Nottingham's men with my string and stick bow and arrow. I'd get wounded, and she'd help me. We outgrew playing those games and I taught her to kick a ball and she taught me hop-scotch. I was rubbish at it.
But it all went to poo when I saw her holding hands with Tommy Withers.
She came running after me as I walked away.
"He made me do it," she said. "If I didn't, he would beat you up."
Tommy was a bully. Which is strange because he was one of the smallest kids in the school. But he had a gang. I might have taken Tommy, I couldn't have taken the gang. Also, Tommy was a coward. Even at seven and three quarter years old I could see that. But she held his hand, and she didn't say she was sorry. That broke my heart. I didn't talk to her for nearly a year, I just ignored her. Every time I saw her, I could see her with Tommy.
That all changed when I got invited to her birthday party. My mother insisted I go because she hoped it would help mend the rift between us. We had been friends for nearly all of our lives, before we could walk properly. And at nearly nine years old I felt a bit more mature. We became friends again. She always insisted she didn't want to do it, and he forced her, or his gang would beat me up. She constantly tried to make it up to me over the many years.
We did get on well together after that birthday party, we became more like brother and sister. We helped each other with our homework, especially maths. I was rubbish at maths, I struggled with arithmetic. She was brilliant. I fixed her bicycle for her. She even tried cutting my hair for me. That didn't go down well with any of the Mums and Dads, and I was duly marched off to the barbers to have the mess sorted out.
But she still never said she was sorry. And I never told her that was what bothered me.
But life goes on.
Alice went away to college to do accounting. She came home most weekends, and we stayed in contact quite a lot. We would often go out together, but just as friends. We would tell each other everything, well almost everything there were certain parts of our life we didn't share, if you know what I mean. I got an apprenticeship at Barstow's Engineering as a machine operator. But I found I had a knack for fixing machinery and soon got moved into the service department. All that time fixing Alice's push bike must have had some use. My boss Alan was very good as a mentor and later as a friend.
Alice and I had a good relationship now in fact I gave her away at her wedding. Her father refused to. In fact, he didn't even turn up at the ceremony
But why was Alice dancing with a bloke in the ballroom, although it looked a little strange? I saw him whisper into her ear. And she leaned into him and put her arms around his neck.
You see, whilst Alice was away at college, she found that she preferred the company of women to men, and I gave her away to her wife Carol. Alice's dad couldn't get over it. Despite me trying to tell him that they were in love, it shouldn't make any difference. It may have come from Alice's mother realising she was never going to get grandchildren. I tried to make them realise that there were other ways, but they would have nothing for it. I think Alice's father was upset because what they did upset Alice's mother.
I became friends with Carol, I think she was glad I stepped up to help out at the wedding. It was a bit strange because I gave Alice away, and Carol's father gave her away. Mmm never mind.
At that point the music stopped in the ballroom and they separated. I went back to the bar, I was going to suggest to the lads that we move on. But they were telling jokes and enjoying themselves and thought it was quite nice, so we stayed where we were.
I tried to stay hidden, but it didn't work. Alice saw me and came across. She had a worried look on her face. But she joined in the fun, most of the lads knew her slightly. I didn't see the bloke she was with. But I think she realised that I must have seen her, because after 10 minutes or so she asked if she could have a word quietly. And we wandered back into the ballroom. She asked me if I'd like to dance. That had never happened before.
"I suppose you saw me and Reginald?"
"Yes, but it's nothing to do with me. Where is Carol?"
"She's off seeing friends down in Dorset."
I wanted to say something about seeing her with Reginald, but it was none of my business. But the picture of her and Tommy sprang back into my mind. Bugger, after all these years I still couldn't shake it.
Reginald butted in and asked me if I minded if he carried on dancing. I gave way. I didn't like him. I liked him even less when he leaned in and kissed her on the lips, I think he was trying to stake his claim in front of me. I don't think she returned the kiss, but it was hard to tell. Still none of my business.
I went back to the bar to have the mickey taken out of me for losing the girl. I just smiled at them, I told them I was a one-girl man.
It was heading towards closing time and as we weren't residents, we tried to grab a last pint before the bar shut. That was when I saw Alice and Reginald come to the bar, order some drinks and I heard Reginald say to put them on his room.
We finished our last beers and as we couldn't get any more we were getting ready to leave. Alice looked like she was settled in for the night, she looked around nervously and saw me. The look on my face must have given something away, she whispered to Reginald then got up and walked towards me. I thought she was just going to say goodbye to me, but she leaned into my ear and said. "Carol and I have an open marriage. We try to be discreet; we didn't think any young people would use this hotel, we thought we'd be safe." She still didn't look happy. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and she told me she'd phone me tomorrow.
I was confused, but it's none of my business.
Alice did phone the following day; we didn't talk about what I'd seen or what she did. She told me that Carol will be back from Dorset on Monday evening. She sort of implied that they did things separately. A part of the agreement was not to tell each other about their assignations. She then went on about how her new job was going, she'd been promoted a couple of months ago, which I knew about. She was having problems with some of the people she had to look after, I told her machines are much better to deal with.
I thought that was the end of it. Until Dawn and I were out shopping and we bumped into Carol. I asked her how her week in Dorset went and she replied she'd been to Devon, not Dorset. Bit strange I thought, but I recognised she had a worried look on her face as well. I don't think that the open marriage thing was working very well for them. I hadn't mentioned to Dawn about what I'd seen in the hotel. Whilst we were standing chatting Dawn popped off, she'd just seen the fresh bread come out of the oven by the bakers, and I was going to make chilli con carne tonight. We like fresh warm bread to soak up the juice. I asked Carol, "You look worried, is the open marriage not going well?'' She looked stunned. she grabbed hold of a shelf to hold herself up.
"What open marriage?"
"I saw Alice and Reginald last week, and she told me you were in Dorset seeing friends." I had sort of assumed Carol was seeing some of her open 'Friends close' by.
"Oh God no," she had gone pale. I saw Dawn heading back towards us. "Can I phone you later, please? It's important."
"Yes of course." Things were obviously not right.
Dawn got back and dropped the still hot bread in the trolley, and we said our goodbyes and split up. Carol did not look well, in fact, Dawn accused me of upsetting her. I told her I didn't and she's going to phone me later this evening. She had a problem she wanted to talk about.
I did get the phone call, Carol knew that Alice and I had been friends for a long time, but I don't think she knew about the Tommy incident.
Basically, Carol told me that she thought Alice was having an affair with a man. She hadn't been down to Dorset, she'd been to Devon to see her folks.
But Alice had been unhappy and tetchy around the house for months since just after her promotion. And there were other signs, working late, especially on a Wednesday. Coming home, going straight for a shower. And she was worried. I commiserated with her, but I didn't see what I could do. Would she like me to have a word with Alice, to find out what was going on. Or was she going to come out right and ask her what was happening, now that I'd seen her with Reginald she could use that as a starting point. She didn't know, she was confused now. We hung up. It didn't feel good, they had only been married for a couple of years.
I did tell Dawn all about it, absolutely everything. We talked about it, we didn't think there was anything we could do, just be there for them.
Then I got another phone call from Carol. I told her that I'd told Dawn everything, she wasn't happy about sharing her secrets, but I think she understood. She asked if I could help. Alice normally worked late on a Wednesday could I be outside her work to see what happened. And Alice had just told her that she's going away Friday and coming back Saturday. She had a course to attend in Bristol. Would it be possible for me to get time off work and follow her, she told me she'd pay for my petrol and anything else. I told her I'd have to think about it.
I chatted with Dawn, we talked it over and she agreed with me that things didn't seem right, and we could help both of our friends. So yes, she thought I should do it. I corrected her, I told her I thought we could do it.
I had a word with my boss Alan to get Friday off, it was a bit short notice and as I've found out in the past with Alan, just tell him the truth. So, I told him some of our friends thought one of their partners was having an affair, but it didn't seem quite right. He didn't know Alice or Carol and I didn't expand. I told him I was going to follow her to Bristol to see what happened and Dawn was going to try to come with me.
Then Alan did something strange, he opened the drawer and gave me a smoke alarm, CO2 detector and a couple of small cameras. I think he muttered something like "shithead." under his breath.
"These cameras will need charging; the smoke alarm just clips on, and the CO2 detector has got a long-life battery. And if you stay late to work tonight, I'll get your double power socket. All have cameras that connect to the Wi-Fi."
"Wow, why have you got all these at work?"
"We used to have some people here who pulled all sorts of shenanigans, and it was my way of catching them out. But enough of that. I'm going to offer you a word or two of advice, to you and your friend. Don't go off half cocked, get as much of the story as you can, and then think before you act. Trust me I'm talking from experience here. I have been known to go off half-cocked and sometimes not go off at all when I should have. It's a balance, one you can so easily get wrong. I'm always here if you want to chat actually, Julia is probably a better person to chat about this sort of thing than me."
I knew Julia was his wife and she worked in the office upstairs along with a couple of other ladies. Julia was a bit of a MILF. I can't let Alan know I thought that, it would be rude.
"D'you know what, I might have some jobs to do in Bristol on Friday, I think you should take the company van. Your friend might recognise your car, men do that sort of thing." I didn't enlighten him.
We waited until nearly everybody had left the office and went to get the double power socket. It appears that it had a camera in it as well. Julia was there, it was obvious Alan had told her what I was about to do. Alan talked me through how to disconnect the thing so I didn't get an electric shock. It was a bit tricky. I only got one shock off the neutral wire. Alan went to make some tea whilst Julia and I had a long chat, Alan came back in and put his 10 penny worth in every now and again. I went home with a lot of advice and a box of goodies, not sure if I was going to use them, but they would be there if I had a need for them.
As soon as I got in, Dawn told me that she had managed to get Friday off as well. I sent Carol a text message asking her to phone me when she could.
She called me quite late; I told her I could help on Wednesday evening and on Friday. I also told her that Dawn was going to give me a hand. She seemed OK with that this time. She gave me details of the hotel that Alice was staying in, it was the same one the course was being held in. She was going down by train leaving here at 9:00 o'clock in the morning and she was due back late Saturday morning. I didn't mention any of the cameras I had. I didn't think they'd be needed.
Wednesday evening came round, and I saw Alice leave her work at her usual time. I had disguised myself with glasses and a hoodie. I tried to dress differently from what I would normally wear. That's quite hard, Dawn helped me. I followed her to a pub down the road she went in, got herself a drink and sat in the corner. About 10 minutes later Reginald came in, I managed to get several photographs of them sitting together on my phone. I zoomed in on her face in one of the pictures. Surely if she was meeting her lover, she would look happier than that. They had one drink and left. I tried to follow them. They got in I assume his car because he got in the driving seat and drove off, my car was far too far away to follow them.
I drove around all the hotels I could see in town to try and see his car in the car park. I didn't, I tried all the discreet places I knew that I had used with Dawn and my other girlfriends. Still didn't find it. Perhaps they were at his house. I took to driving around the middle income bracket housing estates, still didn't find anything. Then I thought she's got to go back to her car at her workplace. I should go and see them come back, and what an idiot. I know his car now, I wonder if Alan has a tracking device at all. Bugger then I had a thought, why doesn't Carol track her on her phone.
I got to her workplace and her car was gone, just after that I got a text from Carol saying that Alice was home and in the shower, we would talk tomorrow. I don't know what I could tell her.
The next morning Alan asked me how my detective work had gone, I told him badly, the mistake I made but not tracking her phone or getting a tracker. He told me he hadn't got one, but he knew where I could get one and he gave me the details. Amazon can be your friend.
Carol phoned me during the day and I told her the sad news that I'd seen her get into his car. I'd seen her go into the pub and have one drink. They got into a car, but my car was too far away. I didn't know where they went. I told her how I'd driven round looking but still couldn't find her, then I mentioned she could track her phone. She tried that but the tracker was turned off, and when she asked if she could turn it on, Alice got all bitchy and said 'Why don't you trust me', her reasons fell on deaf ears. I did point out to her that I had a photograph of them and when you zoom in, it didn't look like someone who was happy. From what she told me, Alice hadn't looked happy since just after she got her new promotion. But when she asked her about it she just said she had to work with some dickheads, and it was stressful. But she's getting used to it, and it'll be over soon.
She had more details of the hotel and the course that she was taking. I went and looked up the hotel online, it was a bit posher than my usual gaff. If I was going to sit in there my usual attire of jeans and sweatshirt would not go down well. I talked to Dawn about it, and we came up with a plan. Time was a bit tight, but it could be done. She would accompany me on the visit to Bristol because two heads are better than one. I was reminded about Alan's warning of not going off half cocked and getting the full story.
Dawn gave me a list of jobs to do which I went and did. It was hard to find a barber open that time in the evening. She went and did some shopping, and when we both got back, she set to work.
I drove to work to pick up the company van. Dawn came with me, there was a fair amount of piss taking when I walked to Alan's office. I had to go down to the shop floor. One cheeky blighter said I looked good with blonde hair, And he might fancy me himself. Dawn couldn't come into the factory, health and safety and all that but, she was now a brunette and not a blonde. I was wearing my best suit with a shirt and tie and carrying a briefcase with my laptop in it. Also in my briefcase, the Wi-Fi cameras that Alan had lent me.
When Alan saw me, he gave me the keys to the company BMW, not the van. He just smiled and told me to be careful. I drove a bit quickly and managed to get to the hotel and get the car parked before Alice got there. We found the room that the course was being held in and went to the lobby, we could see the room entrance from where we were. We ordered ourselves some coffee. I think we looked like a businessman and his secretary. We tried to look the part, in actual fact, Dawn looked so good, I could've been her secretary. She looked every inch the businesswoman with those glasses perched on the end of her nose and bloody sexy to boot.
We saw Alice arrive with Reginald which was no surprise. Watching from where we were, and I had the laptop recording. She tried to stay away from him as much as possible, but he kept on chasing her, this was definitely not right. They booked into the hotel and then went into the course room. Well, there's nothing more we could do now until they finish the course. I did use the time to log the Wi-Fi cameras onto the hotel's Internet and make sure I could get a picture. I didn't know how useful they would be. I did notice it was due to finish at about 4:00 PM. On a whim I tried to book a room in the hotel, they were full because of the course. I booked a table in the restaurant hoping they would all eat in there. I'm afraid this is going to cost Carol a pretty penny, but at least using the company car I'd saved her money on petrol. Super unleaded is quite expensive.
Dawn and I wandered around the city playing the part of posh tourists, it was good. We got back to the hotel in plenty of time for them to finish the course. We sat there in our disguises. It was the same coming out as going in. Alice was trying to stay away from him and he was chasing her. We saw them getting into a lift, we managed to catch them up: it was quite risky. I think Alice looked at me twice. I just nodded at her. I was certain everybody in the lift could hear my heart beating. The colour of the hair, the glasses and the fake moustache and suntan with some packing in my cheeks made me look different enough.



Dawn and I had already decided I would follow Reginald and she would follow Alice. It was fortunate, maybe, when we got out of the lift, they both looked at numbers and turned different ways. At least they were not sharing a room and there was a distance between their rooms. Both Dawn and I had a mobile phone recording, mine was peeking out of the top of my jacket pocket and Dawn had somehow managed to clip hers to her wrist. Again, there was nothing to do until it was time for dinner. I did manage to slip one of the cameras onto a small shelf that was looking down the corridor so should either go to the other's rooms we would see it.
On passing reception one of the receptionists caught my eye and told me a room had become available if I wanted it. I took it.
There's a lot of waiting around in this detective business isn't there? We sat in our hotel room watching the corridor from the spy camera, then just as we were about to leave for our dinner, we saw Reginald walk down and knock on Alice's door. We sat forward waiting for something to happen. Well, it did, Alice came out and they walked down the corridor, it looked like they were going to dinner. So, we went to dinner as well. Being conscious of the costs we didn't have the most expensive meals on the menu. I felt it strange for a high class hotel like this that fish finger sandwiches with Heinz tomato ketchup were on the main course list. I didn't have that.
We weren't sitting in the best place to see them, but we tried to do the best we could with our cameras on our phones. But Alice kept on looking across at Dawn and myself and she had a quizzical look on her face.
She had known me for years, but I thought our disguises were pretty good. They finished their meal and headed to the bar, we did likewise and sat in the corner. I did have the odd beer now as we weren't going to be driving home. It was about 10:00 o'clock when we saw Alice and Reginald leave and head towards the lift. Dawn wanted to follow but I pointed out to her that we had the cameras. The camera setup I checked was still working. And we were recording on the laptop. When they got to their floor, they both went into Reginald's room. It could be just an innocent nightcap. I had known Alice for many years. I'm certain there was reluctance in what she was doing. Well, that was it for us. We went to our room which is on a completely different floor. We decided to take turns watching to see what time Alice went to her room, if she did. We didn't realise that we could have recorded it and watched it in the morning. Dawn and I could have had some fun that night. Actually, I think we were both too knackered: this detective business can be hard work.
It was 4:00 o'clock in the morning when Alice left his room. She looked distraught. I was on shift, which was useful because I was taking time to download all of our footage from our phones onto the laptop and edited several hours into a 10 minute segment, all of them had date time stamps on the bottom. I did manage to zoom in on her face as she left his room showing how bad she looked.
We'd had several text messages from Carol asking what was happening, I just told her we will still watching. Alan's warnings were still rattling around my head.
I did manage a few hours kip before we were up early in the morning, had breakfast and headed home. I worried all the way about how I was going to break the news to Carol, this did not look good for her wife spending 6 hours in the room with a man.
Alice wasn't due until about half 10 ish, Carol was amazed when she opened the door to us. She did a double take until she realised it was us, and not Jehovah's Witnesses. I wasn't wearing the glasses, the fake tan had been washed off and the cheek packing had gone. But the suit and the blonde hair threw her a little bit.
Dawn made tea whilst I got the laptop out and set it up, I was not looking forward to this and from the look on Carol's face, I don't think she was either.
"Sorry, Carol, this is not going to be good." Her face fell, Dawn was sitting beside her and she grabbed hold of her hand.
I thought I would try some damage limitation before we started. "She doesn't look well in this, I think she's under some sort of pressure. I don't think she's happy with what she's doing, and I've known her since before primary school."
I pressed play and let it run every now and then I would comment. But when I got to the clip of her leaving his room of her face that I had enlarged, I did say to Carol. "That does not look like the face of a happy woman." I was going to add leaving her lover's room. If I said that I would imply they were lovers. and we didn't know the full story.
Carol was crying, she let me hug her whilst Dawn went and got some fresh tea. When Carol calmed down, we discussed what she wanted to do next. Was she going to confront Alice or was she just going to walk out and did she want us there?
With Alan's warnings going round in my head I tried to get Carol to listen, we needed to find out the reason for the whole thing before she made decisions, I think I got through to her. There had to be a reason why Alice would risk her marriage to the woman she loved.
Carol said she didn't think she was strong enough to deal with this on her own and would we mind being there. I think Dawn and I would rather not have been, however we did offer, and now I was wishing we hadn't.
Carol went for a shower and made herself look semi-presentable, but she couldn't get rid of the bags under her eyes. We sat and waited, wrapped up in our own thoughts. It was nearly eleven when we heard the key in the front door, the door opened, and we heard Alice call. "Sweetheart I'm home, I need a cuddle quickly please." With that she walked into the living room and saw Dawn and me in our disguises, she instantly recognised us. All we heard was, "Oh Fu..." and then she collapsed.
We rushed towards her and picked her up and put her on the sofa, Carol couldn't help it she went and held her. We just sat there like lemons wishing we were almost anywhere else but here. Dawn held onto my hand. Eventually, Alice came around. and we couldn't stop her from talking. She told us everything. there was no need to show the video we had.
Just after she got her promotion, which Reginald thought should be his. She had made a mistake; it was in the hassle of trying to learn the new job and people being bitchy. A lot of people, including Reginald thought she only got the job because she was lesbian. Not because she was the best person for the job, this was reinforced when she made the mistake. And she admitted it, she did make a mistake. Unfortunately, Reginald found it before anybody else and he corrected it.
But he'd recorded what he'd done. He now threatened he would make it known to management she had made a mistake unless she slept with him. They both knew the course was coming up and he wanted to spend the weekend with her. He even said he could fuck her so good he would turn her straight. Carol and Alice were hanging onto each other at this stage of the game.
Then Carol started to ask questions, "And why the showers when you got in most nights? Were you trying to wash away the sex?"
"No, I just wanted to wash the feeling of him away, I felt dirty."
"But you didn't leave his room until 4:00 o'clock in the morning, what did you do?"
"He wanted sex, he would give me his recordings of my mistake and I had to trust he wouldn't hold it over me again. So, I recorded him saying this was a once off and he would give it to me, the evidence." She got her phone out and laid it on the table but carried on talking. "I couldn't, it was the wrong time of the month, I think the stress brought it on early." She looked down into her lap still crying. "I did leave him a happy man, but he's not been inside me." And with that, she completely collapsed into a blob of sobbing woman. Carol held her and cried with her.
Dawn and I slipped away; Dawn was in tears. Dawn and I didn't make love that night, we were too shattered. I was getting angry at Reginald and wanted to go and buy a baseball bat in the morning, but Dawn reminded me of some of the things Alan and Julia had said.
In the morning we got a phone call from Carol asking us to go round, she would cook breakfast for us and they would like to discuss something.
Alice and Carol both looked like shit, but at least they were smiling. They wanted to know if there was any way we could trap Reginald into repeating the threats he had made to Alice?
We mulled it over for the rest of the morning and it was quite a simple plan in the end. Dawn and I went home in the afternoon still completely shattered, we both wanted to return to our natural hair colour, so that was the next job. I didn't want the piss taken out of me when I went back to work on Monday. I did pop round to Alice and Carol in the afternoon with a bag of goodies and a screwdriver. I'm sure neither of them would have had a screwdriver in the house.
We got the phone call on Monday evening telling us it was all set up for Wednesday. It went according to plan. Reginald had approached Alice telling her that as they hadn't done the nasty deed, she still owed him one. Alice told him that Carol was away for the week and they could do it in their flat. But he had to bring the evidence with him. He instantly agreed, probably the thought of doing it in the lesbian's bed turned him on even more.
Yes, the cameras are all set up, the whole flat was covered. Carol, Dawn and I were ensconced in the spare room with the laptop recording everything.
Reginald got there all smug and smarmy, Alice asked for the evidence, she took the memory stick which she plugged into her laptop, and looked up what came on the screen, she turned to him and said: "How did you get this?"
"Oh, it was easy once I saw the mistake, all I had to do was tweak it a little bit to make it look like it was your mistake, I even used your laptop to do it, you really should lock it when you go to the loo."
"So, there was no mistake."
"Oh yes there was, Gary did it he came and saw me because he didn't want to go to you, he didn't want to show himself up in front of the new boss. And it wasn't difficult to shift stuff around."
Alice looked at him, "So you fabricated this just to fuck me."
He smiled, "I told you I'm gonna fuck you so hard I'm gonna make you straight, and I love a tight pussy, so yes I did."
I was all for rushing out and beating the shit out of him, but Dawn hung on to me.
Alice carried on, holding up the memory stick. "And I bet this is not the only copy despite what you said?"
He just smiled and said, "Of course not you silly bitch, who's got the most to lose if this gets out. You making a mistake which could have cost the company millions if I hadn't found it. Or me promising something to you which I renege on."
That was it. Dawn let go of my arm, I burst through the door and the look on his face was amazing. Carol and Dawn were behind me.
This wouldn't take long. He stood there, just dumbfounded. Carol went round to Alice, I saw her whispering to her, I saw Alice smile.
Carol said. 2We have recorded every single word you just said. You tried to blackmail Alice into having sex with you, over an error which you created. If this goes to a tribunal you are going to lose. Alice will get a smacked hand, but you could end up doing gaol time for blackmail." I had absolutely no idea if that was true, we were making up as we were going along. But It sounded confident like she knew what she was talking about.
"I think it might be prudent if you hand in your notice tomorrow when you get to work, family problems or something."
He blustered around a bit and left. I looked across at Carol and Alice. They were in each other's arms. We left them to it.
Friday, I got a phone call from Alice inviting us round for dinner on Saturday night. We accepted, I have other plans, but I could save them for a week or maybe incorporate them.
We got there on Saturday, the place was nicely set up with candles, wine and the smell of what was probably a good stew on the hob. Alice does know my favourites. They were happy, they couldn't thank us enough for what we'd done to help them solve their problem. Some of it was a bit tenuous, I agree. But they were happy. Carol was a little miffed with Alice, why couldn't she go to her. They got over that and Alice promised she would in future. We finished dinner and it was all quite mellow. Everybody was happy. I decided now was the time, not next week. So in front of my first girlfriend and her wife I pulled out the little box I had in my pocket, opened it, and said to Dawn," I love you, will you do me the honour I'll becoming my wife?" She screamed "Yes." And threw herself at me. It was bloody pandemonium in that flat with three crying women all hugging each other. I got a hug as well and lots of kisses.
Epilogue
Alan got me in the office for a chat on the Thursday after it all finished, Julia was there as well. I told them the whole story from start to finish, no names, well Dawns of course. Alan didn't say much but when I finished, he stood up, clapped me on the shoulder and said. "Well done lad."
Julia got up as I did to follow Alan out, she kissed me on the cheek and said. "Congratulations, to you and Dawn."
It appeared Reginald fell down the stairs as he was leaving work. He had a couple of broken bones. For some reason, the lift had stopped working. But it was fine when the maintenance people got there.
About a month later we were asked round to Alice and Carol's again for a meal. We had seen quite a lot of each other recently, in fact, I think Dawn was round there planning the wedding, which we set for the end of the year. Then they hit me with it. They would like me to be a sperm donor, I looked across at Dawn. It was plainly obvious that she was in on this. They laid out all the bits and pieces, all three of them and their responsibilities and how everything would be arranged. And then uncharacteristically for them, they left me alone. I sat there thinking for the next couple of hours and actually couldn't see a problem. Alice was going to carry the baby, which was apt as she was my first love. The baby being part of both of us may heal the rift between her and her mum and dad. Especially if it was mine. I agreed. Bloody hell more crying women.
And no, we didn't do it the traditional way. Dawn did come with me to the clinic and gave me a hand if you know what I mean. Alice was four months pregnant as chief bridesmaid at our wedding. Her Mum and Dad were all over me. Mine were pretty pleased too.
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Sandra.
My friend Dee was standing beside my desk, she had only been with the company for about 18 months, and we really hit it off over the last year or so. She was fun to talk to, she'd a lot more life experiences than me. Some of the things she and her husband had got up to made me blush and trust me, Brian and I are no slouches when it comes to bedroom sports and not just bedroom. She mentioned a hotel in the next town over which brought back memories. I didn't tell her what we did In that hotel, Brian would have gone mad if I'd shared our sexy antics in that place, or anywhere else.
She was asking how I was getting on as I looked a bit down, I told her I had to go home and apologise to my husband. I wasn't down, just thinking. I had taken some of Dee's suggestions to heart for a while but realised that I had probably pushed Brian too far and I was wrong. Dee said that men were easy, just lots of loving and sex and they're a pushover.
Dee mentioning that hotel took me back to the escapades we had in that hotel. We wondered how many kinks could we fit in, in one fucking. That was the game. It was a while ago now; Mary was about 3 or 4 and staying with her grandparents.
We searched and found a hotel in the next town over with a corridor on the 3rd floor that looked out onto the high street. As we didn't have any latex yet, I was wearing my PVC waist clincher, I wanted to wear my Satin corset, but it covered my breasts and Brian wanted them free. I was also wearing stockings, thigh length leather boots, over the elbow satin gloves, I had my hands and elbows tied behind me, my elbows nearly touched and that made my breasts stick out. Oh, and a huge red ball gag. We weren't into bum play just then. Brian had wanted a blindfold on me, I did not because I wanted to see if anyone was watching us from the high street.
We made our way to the end of the corridor overlooking the high street, if anyone looked, they'd see us. It was dark outside, and we were back lit. Brian got onto his knees and licked me just to make sure I was wet, I nearly came there and then, there was no need, I was soaking, but it was nice anyway. He then went and stood behind me, bent me over slightly and entered me, it was a struggle but I held off coming until I saw a couple on the high street pointing up at us, I couldn't tell Brian because of the ball gag, I moved forward and got off of him that got his attention, I nodded to the high street and he saw the couple, cheeky bastard waved at them and pulled me towards our room.
We got in and he immediately rushed to the shower leaving me bound and gagged. The shower started running and he came back in a bathrobe and wet hair. And socks. I nodded to his feet and said "ok"' round the gag, he got it. He started to undo my elbows when there was a knock on the door, I nearly fainted. He looked through the peephole and said. "It's hotel management. He manoeuvred me to behind the door and then opened it.
"Excuse me sir, we have had complaint about people on this floor fornicating by the window, do you know anything about that?
"Sorry no, I've just got out of the shower, and my wife is in there now."
"If you do sir, will you please tell the management, or at least tell them not to do it again, good night sir, have a good evening."
I nearly came again at that. Brian made sure I did.
Why would I need anyone else after that?
We'll have to do that again with bum play to make it up to him. I would take my Lush vibrator and vibrating butt plug and let him decide what goes where. The cameras on phones are much better now, we would have to wear masks or we might get recognised and end up on the internet, now there is an idea, video ourselves and put ourselves on the internet. That would be fun.
I must have been smiling because Dee tapped me on the shoulder and said. "Penny for them."
"Not a cat in hell's chance, Brian would kill me if I told you what I was thinking."
"Come on Sandy, spill the beans," she said.
I just carried on smiling and shook my head.
But just the thought was making me tingle, down there, you know.
"You go girl, give them lots of sex and they are putty."
I thought to myself, "Not my old man. He knows what he wants."
I thought about Brian for a bit, he was a bluff old traditionalist. He saw it as his job to provide and protect us, he wasn't above asking for or taking help to do that, but he saw it as his job.
Right, I'll text him now, telling him I have been a naughty girl and he will need to get the rope and paddle out as I deserved punishing, and I would tell him why later. I had it all written out when the bloody phone rang. I didn't press send, it wasn't a number I recognised.
"Hello, Sandra Henderson speaking how can I help you?"
"Hello this is Barbara Smith from Harrison's Engineering; can you tell me where Brian is please, he hasn't called in sick and it is company policy to contact us if you're going to be sick by 10:00 o'clock."
I knew who Brian worked for because I had to phone in sick for him a couple of times over the past 20 or so years and that was strange because Brian had left for work early this morning just as I was getting up.
"Have you tried his mobile?" I asked.
"Yes, it goes straight to answerphone, this is very unlike Brian he's quite a stickler for the rules."
She was right Brian did like to stick to the rules, he was not above bending them when he needed to.
"I'll try our landline and I'll get back to you."
"I've tried that it just goes to the answer machine after eight rings."
"OK Barbara it's nearly lunchtime, I'll pop home and see how he is. He left for work just as I was getting up, I might have to check to see if there's been any accidents."
I told Dee I was going to have to take an early lunch and asked her to pass it on to our managers. There was something wrong with Brian. I drove home and tried several times through the Bluetooth to phone Brian, always straight to the answerphone.
I got home and Brian's car wasn't on the road where it normally parks, now I was getting worried I might have to phone the police if I couldn't find anything indoors. I went in and looked around. Brian wasn't anywhere and I couldn't see any difference from when I left.
Then my phone bonged with the message, it wasn't Brian's signal, but I had to check it just to make sure. It was the bank telling me we were overdrawn, that can't be right, there should be over 2 and a half thousand pounds in there. I'd better look that up and then transfer some money from our savings account into our current account, so we didn't incur any charges. I went and logged onto our PC and they were correct, we were overdrawn. Then I checked our savings. Oh shit, there's only half the amount in there that should be. I checked out the ISAs. We had one each. Brians had gone. We'd been robbed. I checked out other savings account that was half empty as well. There's about one and a half thousand pounds more than half. What the hell was happening!
A wave of fear swept over me. I rushed upstairs; everything looked normal; I checked the hiding place where we kept our passports. Brians was missing. Fuck, what have I done? Then I looked into the drawers and wardrobe, then I saw some of his clothes were missing, his outdoor working clothes, his outdoor boots. I rushed downstairs and into the garage. All the camping gear was missing. We did a lot of wild camping. The thought crossed my mind, he's left me, and he's gone off the grid, shit I looked round and his air rifle case was missing. Quite often camping we would live off the land taking rabbits, hares, pheasant and stuff like that. If he's done that I'll never find him shit, what have I done?
I tried to get him on the phone again but it still went straight to answerphone. I phoned our daughter, Mary and asked if she'd heard from her Dad, she said she hadn't, she asked what was wrong. I told him we'd had a little discussion last night. But that was all, then I phoned his parents, then my parents the same story, they hadn't heard from him for a week or so as was normal.
Over the years we had worked out a system. If one of us wanted to try something we'd say I fancy giving it a go, like the time I wanted to try golden showers Brian wasn't keen but I said I'd like to try it so we did. He was right, it wasn't very nice at all. He wanted to try anal, I said no, we talked about it, I said I thought it was dirty and didn't really want to, so we left it there. If he asked one more time I might have given it a go but he dropped it. Oddly enough several years later we saw it on a porn film and decided to give it a go. We tried it and after a while I actually liked it, not as good as pussy fucking but different. We had tried many things outdoors, toys, lingerie, bondage, exhibitionism, even voyeurism. We didn't like that, it wasn't our cup of tea watching other people live.
We had come up with a system, ask once and if you got a yes that was OK, but if you got a 'no', but you really wanted to try it come on you would ask again. but if you got a 'No' on that one then that was the end of it, it was not going to happen and this covered pretty much everything in life not just sex, but holidays, cars, houses, children., everything. OK there would be some discussion in between the 'No's' and we would try and change the other person's mind. Sometimes we did, sometimes we didn't. It worked well and it stopped things dragging on. But a second 'No' was a 'No'.
About 15 years ago some of our friends suggested swapping Brian was dead against that. "I don't share. everything I have goes to Sandra."
"It's only sex mate." Came the reply from our friends.
"I don't agree with you, it's not just sex. I swore to be honest and faithful to this one woman and I intend to be just that. You lot can carry on if you like, enjoy yourselves, just don't count us in."
And that was the last we heard about it, although that couple did end up getting divorced a couple of years later, that's not to say it was anything to do with their swapping but that was the rumour floating around at the time.
It was about 4 months ago that Dee started suggesting things. She told me it was great to have the attention of two men. You get fucking from one and love from the other. I might have to give Brian a three-some first to win him over. In fact, Dee offered herself to make up the third for Brian. I wasn't so keen on that, I didn't see me swinging into girl-girl stuff which she said she tried and liked it with the right woman.
One Saturday evening, after a few drinks I suggested to Brian that we got in the mood by watching a porno. It was one that Dee had lent me and there was a threesome involving two women and one man. It was what Dee and I talked about, and it sprang into my mind and I said to Brian. "That looks a bit interesting, would you fancy some of that?" He didn't hesitate, he didn't even look at me.
"No."
I put my hand down and stroked his thigh. "Why not?"
"I don't share all I have belongs to you. And if I did that, you'd want the favour returned, you and two men and as I said, I don't share."
I let it go at that, but I felt I'd upset him a little bit. I took that movie off and put another one on just boy girl with a bit of bondage and bum sex. He seemed to appreciate that more and when we got upstairs, I got out the ropes and the bum Lube. He made sure I was well satisfied.
But on Monday Dee talked to me and had asked him? I said I had in a roundabout way and got a negative reply. She told me every man wants the attention of two women and I should ask again. I wasn't sure, I thought I'd better leave sleeping dogs lie. I put the idea to bed and thought nothing more about it.
A couple of Saturdays later my company had a function for some awards for something or other, Brian came with me, he always supports me in this sort of thing. We hadn't been there long when Dee and her husband, Jake came up to us. Brian had met Dee and Jake before, and we seem to get on well. Jake went to get the drinks in. Brian stayed with us. Dee slid herself next to Brian with me on the other side, she put her hand on his arm, that was when Dee said. "Look a thorn between two roses, I'm sure we could all have fun together, just the three of us." She smiled at Brian.
I felt Brian shake her arm off, and inch towards me. Jake came back with the drinks, and we just sat and chatted for a while. We had a good evening circulating and chatting so Brian could have a few beers. I drove, the usual scenario Brian drives there, and I drive home. We walked up the path to our house arm in arm and we had been chatting as I got the key out to put in the door I looked at him and said, "What if Dee was coming in here with us tonight?" Brian had had a few but he wasn't drunk, all I got was "No!".
We went to bed and cuddled; it was too late for naughties.
But I had memories of our last adventure about a month before all this kicked off. We had hidden ourselves behind the bus station. I was in my summer dress, stockings, 4-inch heels and my short red leather gloves to stop the handcuffs chafing and a tape gag over my mouth. And Brian, he was in me, all the way in, with the small vibrator up my bum going full blast. We found out long ago that the ball gag didn't keep my pleasure sounds in, but the tape did, and it was needed that day. I even had a special make up bag so I could repair my make up after the gag came off.
We had a busy day on Sunday sorting out the garden, a spot of painting, car washing, the usual British Sunday stuff. Brian was a little quiet over dinner, I could tell he was thinking about something. We sat and watched telly for a while, there wasn't a great deal on, we went to bed just plain ordinary comfortable sex, no kinkiness, as I laid on his shoulder, I said to him. "Sweetheart, please just think about what I said last night as we came in."
And I'm wondering if that upset him. It was the only thing I could think of, we've not had any arguments, no falling out, no discussions. We didn't have much in the way of money worries. Mary was away at university; she was doing well. Our parents weren't a problem, they were all fit and healthy for their age. We had no big decisions to make. It was the only thing I could think of. And I was planning to come home tonight and apologise and make it up to him. Tell him to forget it. I'd got it wrong, a complete and utter mistake. I would get on my knees and beg him if that's what it took.
I'd been talking to Dee about it, and she said men are so fragile they have such weak egos, but as long as we give them sex and love they're OK and I realised she was probably correct, but telling him I wanted to try somebody else, it would be like saying he wasn't good enough. But there again the same as him having two women did it mean that I didn't measure up.
No, I was wrong. I should never have done it. I'll go home to him tonight and apologise and tell him where I came from and tell him why I got it wrong. He was more than enough for me and he should know that, but I suppose I put doubt into his mind. He was right, men want to provide and protect, it's in their DNA it's definitely in Brian's. It's what they do and if you look for that with someone else they feel let down, humiliated, abandoned and abused. No, I was wrong, really wrong. I just thought it might be fun, I didn't think it through properly when I listened to Dee.
It was her plan to let Brian have a threesome, then I could have one. Dee hinted that it might not include Brian. I wasn't up for that. Brian would have to be included.
I knew she'd been married before, but I've just found out that she's on her third marriage and she's only 45. At 45 I'm still married to the same man, and I want to stay that way. She's probably not the best person to take sex advice from. Shit.
I phoned the police, but they said I can't report him missing for 48 hours. I was a mess; I couldn't phone anyone else without giving it away that Brian had left. I didn't eat, I didn't sleep or go to work, I just waited by the phone. Dee phoned me to see how I was, I just hung up on her. Rude but I didn't want the phone engaged. Exactly 48 hours later I phoned the police, and I was surprised because he's already contacted them and told them he is not missing, he has just gone away. In fact, he found a policeman, showed him his driving licence and passport to prove it was him and told them I would more than likely report him missing. Why couldn't he tell me that? I tried tracking him on his phone, but it must be turned off or disabled tracking
When I got that message from the police, I phoned his work and spoke to Barbara, I told her what the police had told me. She told me Brian had contacted work and had arranged to work remotely, he had his laptop and he could write reports without going into the office. But he's gone into reduced hours; he only wants to work three days a week. "I've already said more than I should. I'm sorry," she said.
I asked if she knew where he was, she said she didn't, and they were under strict instructions not to tell me or anyone where he was, which is quite easy because they didn't know. He was sending stuff in over the Internet.
He could be anywhere, it wasn't cold. He could be camping in any wood or field. He had batteries and a solar panel he could be anywhere.
It was two weeks and still nothing. I just sat around the house hoping and praying. Family phoned. I just fobbed them off saying he was busy. I didn't tell them he'd left me because it was obvious now that he had. I would have to work up the courage to tell them and worst of all Mary.
I'd had to go back to work, I had bills to pay. Everyone stayed away from me, they could see I was not well. Even Dee, so much for friendship. I got a phone call from Mary the following day, she had just had a text from him, it just said. "I'm alive and well don't worry, I will contact you later."
Mary asked me what bloody hell was going on, I told her that her dad and I had a disagreement, she laid into me, you don't go leaving home and work for nearly two weeks over a discussion mother. That is more than a discussion. What happened?
I told her I asked him for something, and it upset him.
"Mum, Dad's pretty laid back. What on earth could you have asked him for that would make him leave home?"
So, I told her the truth, she might hate me. "I suggested a threesome."
"You bitch mum, no wonder he left you. I'm not sure I want to talk to you now." She hung up. Now I had no one.
I phoned her back, but she didn't answer. I sent her a text, "Please. I need your help."
She phoned me back
I explained exactly what happened, and how I got carried away but there was no excuse. I just wanted her Dad back. I know I made a mistake, but I haven't had the opportunity to apologise to say I was sorry to say I was wrong and how I wanted to make it up to him.
Mary came home the weekend; she helped me around the house. It had got a bit of a mess; she told me off for not looking after myself. "When Dad comes back you don't want to be looking an awful mess do you so pick yourself up woman." she said. "when." That gave me hope. And I did start to look after myself better, but it was hard work. I knuckled down to stuff at work. I'd let things slide a bit there. I'd had the odd telling off from my boss, I hadn't talked to Dee, and I think they thought it was a falling out between workmates.
I went and saw both sets of parents. I told them we'd had an argument, but I didn't tell them about what and that Brian had left. They were all too polite enough to ask what the argument was about.
It was a couple of weekends after Mary visited when she phoned me and told me that he phones her every other week or so. I was going to get angry at her, but she stopped me. "He told me I wasn't to tell you, if I did, he would stop phoning me." She heard my sobs over the phone. She carried on. "I told him that wasn't fair, if he loved you, he should at least let me tell you that he was OK. He told me I could tell you he was OK but that was it, in fact I don't know anything else, he doesn't tell me where he is or what he's doing. I can hear motorway sounds in the background. And as soon as he hangs up he turned his phone off."



"Is he coming home, when he coming home? I need him."
"He told me not to ask, or he will stop phoning. And Mum, he doesn't sound well, he's not happy. But he says he's fit." we were both crying now, what the bloody hell had I done.
Mary
I gave his phone number to a friend of mine and whilst I was on the phone to him, she tracked him. One week he was in the South of France, the next mid Germany, the next Poland. What was he doing? He once asked how mother was, but it was very quiet, I was wary of how I answered him. I didn't want to upset him now I knew what she'd done. "She's not well dad, I don't want to say too much and frighten you away. I don't want to get involved anymore than I am. She knows she's done wrong."
"Did she tell you what she did?"
"Yes." I was tempted to mention the word threesome to let him know she'd been honest. I didn't want to cause him any more pain. I also didn't let him know I knew that he was travelling all over Europe.
Then one day after about three months during the phone call he said he'd be in the local area and we could meet up for a coffee. I was over the moon. I couldn't stop crying. He told me not to tell my mother, if I did, I would never see him again. He must have still been in so much pain.
I turned up at the motorway service station that we had arranged, and I looked around for him, but I couldn't find him anywhere, and then somebody waved. Bloody hell he doesn't look good. I put on a brave face, he looks thin and grey, his hair is neat but longer than usual and he has a full beard. I would never have recognized him if he hadn't waved at me. I went up to him and hugged him. He smelt the same, he smelt like my Dad. I could barely hold the tears back.
We were sitting by the window. I think he wanted to keep an eye out of who was coming, I don't think he fully trusted me not to tell Mum. But I had checked her phone and she was still at work. He placed his phone on the table in between us. I started. "I don't want to become you between you and Mum. I know you don't want to talk about her. But she is my mother, and something might slip out about her." I held my hands up and said. "Just one thing and then I will never intentionally mention her again." He nodded, "She knows she did wrong, She's sorry and she's not well."
He gave me a small sad little smile, "That's three, but I'll let you have it."
We talked about how I was doing at university, he let me know he was a long-distance lorry driver. I didn't let on that I'd worked that out. He also told me he was still working for his old company; he was getting data and information over the Internet and then in the evening when he wasn't driving he would write a report. He had to keep himself busy. He told me he got a HGV licence when he was in the Army years ago, that was long ago long before I came along.
I thought things were going well and I was just about to go and get another coffee. I was trying not to push too much. His attention was drawn to the outside. He suddenly turned, scowled at me and said, "That looks like her car driving into the car park. I told you not to bring her, not to tell her you were here."
He got up and walked away leaving the phone in the middle of the table. It couldn't be her; I'd tracked her phone. I knew she was still at work. But I could see what he meant, it was the same make and colour and even had a similar registration number. I grabbed hold of the phone and ran after him. I got in front of him and pushed the phone into his chest and swore at him to stop running away, my father is better than that.
"I told you I didn't tell her. That is not her. Come on, we'll go and look. if it is her, I will take this phone and leave. but I checked, she is still at work." We went and found a spot and we saw a family of four get out of the car. He looked at me and held his hand out for his phone. I've never so willingly given up a phone as I did that day. It shows the depth of his pain.
We got back to the table I went to and fetched some more coffee. He took the stirrer and just endlessly stirred his cup. Looking down he started to speak.
"It's still too painful, she wanted to invite another man into our bed." He was talking quietly.
"She offered me a threesome with her and her friend Dee.
"But it was just an excuse so she could have a threesome with other men. And I don't think I was invited.
"I've worked my guts out trying to be the best husband for her, we've done some amazing things together but now I'm not good enough. So I've just cleared off and she can do what she likes."
Bloody hell no wonder he was upset. I would have to have words with my mother about this.
It was a risk, but I was going to have to talk about her, but he had started talking about her, he opened the door so to speak. "Dad, she knows she's done wrong. She hasn't been out anywhere. She's done nothing but go to work and wait at home for you."
He didn't look like he was going to run away, so I took the risk and carried on. "You need to let her explain, Dad. She's so very sorry. You can't keep on going on like this" He was crying now.
He explained that he kept himself busy either concentrating on driving or on his reports. He doesn't give himself time to think.
He looked at his watch and said. "Sorry sweetie I've got to go, I've got a delivery to make."
"This was nice dad, can we do it again next time you're through?"
He looked at me, he gave me the sad little smile I was getting used to, bugger that smile hurt. "Yes, I think we can. I'll give you a call next time I'm passing this way. But not your mother."
"Can I tell her we've met, and that you're fit and well; please Dad, she's hurting, and it will help her."
I thought for a second he was going to rush off, I think him and I talking has made him face up to a few things. He can't bury himself in his work. I hope I haven't screwed it up. I went up and hugged him, and to be honest, smell him.
"Yes, you can tell her but not where or when,"
I thought I pushed just a little bit more, "Can I tell her about what we've talked about?"
"Yes, but not what I'm doing, And I don't want to meet her. I don't think I'm ready for that yet. if I ever will be"
That last phrase hurt me. Then it struck me, he loved her, he still loves her, and he felt betrayed. She wanted to invite another man into their bed. Christ I was going to have a word with my mother. "I won't dad, I'm frightened of losing you."
He gave me a little grin and said, "No, I think we're past that now." He leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek and walked away. I did follow him discreetly to see what he was driving. It's a big unmarked articulated lorry.
I arranged to go home and see Mum the following weekend. I could feel his pain, but I could see a way to resolve this and get them back together. It was just getting the right words in the right place at the right time.
Unfortunately, I let the anger build in me over the week and when I got home on Friday night, I wanted to tear into her for what she had done to him. But as soon as I saw her, I knew that that was not the right way. After dinner we sat with the rest of the bottle of wine. And I told her that I'd met Dad. She was ecstatic, how was he, did he look well, when was he coming home, when could she meet him, how was he. She was repeating herself and she went on and on. I let her ramble for a bit and then I grabbed her hands and gave her a stern look, like she used to give me when I was growing up and I've done something a little bit naughty.
"Mum, Dad's not coming home," The shock on her face when I said that frightened me. I carried on rapidly. I thought about this. I didn't want to give her false hope, but I didn't want to destroy her. "He is well and he's busy, And he's looking OK. But he's not happy."
"Tell him to come home so I can make him happy please tell him I'll do anything." she was rambling again. I had to calm her down.
"Mum, Dad told me a lot more. It wasn't just the threesome with him and two women. That was just a ploy, a reason so you could have a threesome, you and two men. And he didn't think he was invited; it would be just you and two other men."
She was in absolute tears. "No, no, no it wasn't like that, well yes it was. It was an excuse so I could have a threesome. But he would have to be there. I wouldn't do anything without him." That revelation seemed to draw her up, she had a good blow of her nose into her handkerchief, and I saw her straighten herself. I could see she was thinking the next words out of her mouth surprised me. "Oh fuck now I know why he's so upset. Oh shit."
We had finished that bottle of wine, she went and got another one. I had noticed that all the wine in the wine rack had a healthy layer of dust on them. I didn't think she was drinking too much.
She came back in and told me the story of what Dee had been trying to convince her what to do. It seemed so glamorous and fun the way Dee put it. But that she realised was a mistake and she couldn't do it, didn't want to do it. Without going into details, she explained that she and Dad had been pretty adventurous in the early days and in fact up until this they still were. And they had a system between themselves for working out what was acceptable and what wasn't, and she'd overstepped the mark. She knows that. She just wants the chance to tell him she loves him and to apologise. She got it wrong. She stopped crying now and she pulled herself up. We didn't talk much after that. I went and sat right next to her, so we were touching, we just sat there in companionable silence, I glanced across at her a couple of times and she had a furrowed brow. She was thinking. I recognised the look. We finished the wine and went to bed. I'm sure I only slept well because of the amount I'd had to drink.
Mother didn't look well in the morning, well, she hasn't looked well for ages, but she looked worse this morning. But she gave me a smile which made me feel better. We talked a lot about Dad last night and how he wanted to keep separate. There was tea and toast on the table ready when I got down, there was the usual jar of Strawberry jam for me, Raspberry jam for her and a jar of marmalade; only Dad has marmalade on his toast. Her eyes were bloodshot, she had bags under her eyes, but she smiled at me and said. "Sweetie I want to ask you a favour, but I don't want you to risk your relationship with your father so if you said 'no' I'll find another way. Will you ask his permission to write him a letter? I don't want to write a letter and give it to you because that will put you in a difficult spot. So please just ask him."
What could I say, "OK Mum, I'll ask him, but I'm not sure how he'll take it."
"Thank you, sweetie, but I'll be honest with you. I'm going to start writing it now because if you don't get it to him, I will find a way. He thought I wanted to exclude him, and I didn't. That was never my intention, I was never going to do it anyway, it was just a flight of fancy for a few days," I saw her pause for a few seconds. She looked at me. "There is no way I can prove that. Is there?"
I just shook my head, but I believed her.
We spent the rest of the weekend doing mother and daughter stuff, but also Dad stuff like cutting the grass, washing the cars. She seemed happier. I think she had a plan. I think I even heard her humming at one stage of the game.
Just now how to broach this to Dad.
It was easier than I expected. I told him I'd spent the weekend with her, and that I told her some of his feelings. I also told him, but she thinks she knows why he's so upset, and she doesn't blame him for being upset if that's what he thought. But did not let on any more than that. I told him that she wanted permission to write a letter and that she was bothered that, by me asking that would upset him so he wouldn't speak to me. He got very silent on the phone, I was worried now.
"No, I think it's about time we started communicating, yes, she can write her letter. I don't know when I'll read it, but If she's got something to get off her chest and it'll make her feel better, she can write it and you can give it to me next time I'm coming through. But I don't know when that will be."
I had a feeling that he had started to think about things. I wasn't sure if that was good or bad.
I got on the phone to Mum as soon as I had finished with Dad, I told her she could write the letter and I would take it to him the next time I saw him. She told me she'd finished the letter. It was already written. In fact, she told me she'd written about a dozen until she got the right feeling, but she was still not happy with it, but it was the best she could come up with. She'd pop it in the post to me tomorrow.
Dad and I talked every other week or so on the phone, then after about 3 weeks he told me he was coming through again, he asked if my mother had written the letter, I told him she had. I didn't tell him, but I was sat looking at the envelope now.
It was a week and a half later when we met up again. I gave him the letter, we didn't talk about it. he slipped into his pocket and we carried on talking as if it never existed. I got a little bit more out of him, some of the sights he'd seen driving around Europe, some of the castles, the rolling fields and the mountains. He also mentioned there is a less than desirable element on the road that he had managed to steer clear of. But he admitted most of the time he was working. The time he had left before his next delivery was all too short, I know he had to juggle his times and routes to spend this hour with me, I was so grateful.
Brian.
I'm afraid I left Mary a little earlier than I needed to. I had to get that letter out of my pocket, it was burning a hole in it. Why had I ever agreed to taking it? I could always just throw it away unopened. But no that would upset Mary. And the poor girl had had enough sorrow.
I was just worried what it would say, show up more of my failures.
Then I shook myself and slapped myself around the head, I had been down that self destructive route before. There was nothing to be gained by it. In the early days I had convinced myself that I was a failure. But laying in my bed in the cab I thought back. No! I had not been a failure in anything I'd done. Okay, some things I could have done better, but I was no failure. if she wanted extra that wasn't my fault. It took a while, but I got myself out of that funk.
But I was back there now, then I remembered that Mary told me she hadn't gone out and she was just waiting at home for me to come back. And I trusted Mary.
I realised I had it in my hand, a glance at the cab clock. I had half an hour spare. I had to know. I tore it open and started to read, there was a fair amount of writing, I thought that I probably wouldn't have time to read and understand it all. but I had to get the first bit done
the letter.
My dearest sweetheart, I know I have done wrong, I hurt you. I am truly sorry. I love you with all my heart. Please come home. I need you.
I was crying, I couldn't read any more. I needed to dry my eyes and get on with my delivery. It's not good rufty tufty lorry drivers turning up with tears in their eyes.
I did my delivery and the next pick up. It was a bit early, so I got away to a truck stop. I closed the curtains on the cab, got on to my bed. I carried on reading.
You probably want to know why. I've had time to think about this. It's not an excuse for what I did. I got wrapped up in Dee's enthusiasm, when we talked about some of the games she played with Jake and this idea seemed so much fun, such an adventure and everybody could enjoy it. You would have the attention of two women, and I would have the attention of two men. And yes, you are correct, it was Dee's idea to give you a threesome as a reason for me to have my own threesome. I realise now it was her intention not to include you in my threesome. But trust me sweetheart you were always going to be involved. I wouldn't have done anything without you, we have always done everything together.
Forgive me but yes I did think about doing it. but you have to think about it before you realise it's wrong.
Then Dee mentioned the hotel, you know where we did that thing all those years ago. And that brought back the memories of the other antics we've done, even the one last month. And then I realised I didn't want or need the attention of two men, just your attention, you were enough for me, you are enough for me. I also thought later that by saying I wanted another man to share a bed may have made you think that you were not enough for me. I was so, so wrong. Again, it's no excuse but I got carried away by Dee. And I feel so ashamed of myself that I let her influence me like that, and that I had those thoughts. I'm sorry.
And I remembered our last adventure, the Bus Station, why would I want anyone else?
I fully understand why you'd be upset with me if you thought I was going to have two men and exclude you. Please don't take it out on Mary, she didn't tell me that's what you saw. But she did lead me to think about myself. I didn't see it from your view because we never really talked about it.
That to think you weren't going to be invited must've sent you over the edge. And I really can't blame you because if you'd done that to me, I would have done more than just leave.
We had a system, the two 'No' system, and it worked so well for many years and in a moment of weakness I discarded that tried and tested system.
Hopefully, if I explain what I have done wrong. I will prove to you that I know what I've done wrong so I will not do it again and you can find a way to forgive me.
Hindsight is an exact science, but I think now we were both just going to be a notch on Dee's bedpost. Apart from what I've had to for work, I have not talked to her since the day you left.
I have rewritten this letter about a dozen times, and it's still a jumbled mess. I'm sorry. it's still not right but I have to get it to you. I'm sorry but I can't write the words that show you how sorry I am.
I need to look you in the eyes and tell you how sorry I am and beg your forgiveness, please give me that chance.
Your ever loving wife,
Sandra.
I read it several times before tiredness overtook me and I fell asleep but one of the last thoughts I had before slumber took me, she now did see my point of view and she was really sorry. She had taken the first step, was I going to take the second. I didn't know. I fell asleep looking at the picture of the two of us on the bulkhead. When I woke up, I realised we couldn't go on like this. So yes, I would have to meet her.
Mary,
I didn't need to follow Dad, I knew where his lorry was parked so I watched for it to leave, it was a good 20 minutes or so before he left. He must have read some of it. I so wanted to phone him, but I had to let him make the running now. I did phone mum and I told her that I had delivered the letter. She asked if he read it, and I told her not whilst I was there. We chatted about nothing in particular for a few minutes. And I promised I would see her this weekend.
It was a couple of days later when the phone rang, it was Dad, I answered it in trepidation. Mother hadn't phoned me, so he hadn't phoned her first. God, I hope this is not bad news.
it wasn't, at least I don't think so. He told me when he was coming through again. Next Monday, and could I be at the same service station with Mother. I would have to take the morning off from lessons, but it will be worth it. I told him I would be there. There was no doubt in my mind that mother would move heaven and earth to be there. He told me the time he would be there. I phoned Mum straight away and told her the time and the place. Neither of us could stop crying for ages. I went home for the weekend. Mum spent time fussing over what to wear crying and laughing. I wasn't sure I wanted to be there, but Dad made it clear I had to take her.



We got there in plenty of time and I walked with her into the food hall of the motorway service station. She posed by one of the big mirrors to check herself out, while she looked smart, I don't think she was impressed with what she saw, the makeup couldn't hide the bags under her eyes or the colour of her skin. And she had been getting better since dad agreed to meet her, she shook herself and carried on walking.
She looked around, I could see him, but she didn't recognise him until he waved and stood up. She put her hands to her mouth and said, "Oh my God." she looked at me and said. "he's so thin, he's grey. What have I done?" I looked at him through her eyes. She was right, he was grey, gaunt, his clothes were hanging off him. I'd been so happy to see him in the past I didn't really look.
She almost ran to him and they hugged. At least he didn't turn her away. They sat down and I went and got drinks. As I walked away, I turned and looked, they weren't talking just looking at each other. When I got back they were talking but I didn't want to intrude. This was something the adults would have to work out for themselves.
Sandra.
I took hold of both of his hands, I didn't want to let go, my poor man looks so frail and fragile. And the beard, where did that come from? His clothes were hanging off of him, he had huge great bags under his eyes. But he was smiling, and the smile reached his eyes. I thought there might be a chance if I didn't screw this up. And then there was a coffee in front of each of us. Mary must have brought it. I think that kicked us into life.
"I have to ask," he said. "Why? I know you explained in the letter. but I want to hear it from you."
"I don't know, I think I got wrapped up in Dee's ramblings and got carried away, I realised too late that I had cocked up. I had forgotten the adventures we had. I had a text written out to you apologising, telling you that I had done wrong, and I was sorry. That was when I got the phone call from Barbara saying you weren't at work. I got so worried I never sent it. If I had I might have saved us all this.
"I've learned a few things about Dee that I didn't know at the time, if I had I probably wouldn't have listened to her so much. Jake is her third husband, and she's the same age as me.
"We had a system, the two 'No' system, we never talked about the system we didn't need to. It just worked so well for many years, and I will admit to being a little excited by the thought of two women with you and every time Dee and I were alone that evening she went on about it and her excitement just dragged me along and I was weak. I'm sorry. OK, the last one was just asking you to think about it, but that was more than two times of asking."
He squeezed my hands and gave me a little smile, but it didn't reach his eyes this time. "I did think about it that night. When did I ever show you, you weren't enough for me. How did I fail to show you that you were all the woman I wanted, and that was when it came to me this was just an excuse for you to have a threesome, then it got worse, when did I become not enough for you but you wanted to bring another man into our bed, in fact did even include me did you want to two other men. Despite all I tried to do for you, when was I not enough?"
"Sweetheart you were always enough. You filled every desire I had and more. I just got wrapped up in Dee's enthusiasm and excitement. I've seen her do it before and not just with sex. She drags people along because she's so engaging with her enthusiasm and excitement, it grips you and you go along with her. And she knows how to use it. I've seen her do it in projects at work. And that's how she got our new office young lad into her bed. He didn't know what hit him.
"I remember Dee saying to me. "All men want a threesome. I'll make up your third. I quite fancy your old man, he's a bit hunky." then stroked my chin. "And you're quite cute too." She told me she'd done girl-girl stuff before.
"that's when it came to me you were just another notch on her bedpost and possibly me too.
"But every time we met, she went on about her adventures and it all seemed so exciting, and I got it all day at work and then when we went out together when you weren't around, she'd point out a man and say, "how about him and maybe your old man together, or maybe a different one?"
"So, when did you think about inviting another man into our bed?"
Oh my God no wonder he was upset. He thought I wanted to invite another man into our bed. That's just another thing that would have been rattling around in his brain upsetting him. I had thought about that and it was never going to happen there, that was our special place. "No, no I would never have done it in our bed, that's just for us. That was where we made love, where we cuddled, where you held me when I was poorly, where we conceived our beautiful daughter. That was our special place. it would have to be in a hotel. Even your threesome would have had to be in a neutral place. That is our bed nobody shares it. Well, Mary did when she was little."
"So, you had thought about it?"
"Dee kept on bringing up these ideas, and I couldn't just shut them out. I'm sorry."
He didn't seem as angry at me as he was earlier.
"The day you left I realised what she was doing and I was about to send you a text saying I had to be punished because I've been naughty and that I was wrong. I meant to send it but I got the message from your works before I could and then the text about being overdrawn I didn't and before I realised it you had gone. please believe me I did realise what a mistake I'd made, but it was too late you'd gone. And when I found out all the camping gear and your air rifle was gone, I was never going to find you. I didn't even know where to start, especially after you contacted the police to say you weren't missing.
"Please forgive Mary for what she did, she knows it's all my fault I told her right from the word go exactly what I'd said and what I've done wrong. She probably knows more than you about my thought process." I smiled gently. "God you should have heard her when she tore into me, you'd have been proud of her. I never heard such words come out of her mouth. Oh, I told both the parents the truth. They were very angry at me, I think they still are a little bit" I had done pretty much all of the talking so far, but I needed to. But now I wanted to hear about him. "Sweetheart, why did you take all the camping gear?"
"I felt I'd failed you, I knew of Dee, she was your friend. But I didn't particularly like her, Jake was all right. She always seemed a bit arrogant and slimy to me." He gave me a small grin. "I would never have agreed to a threesome with anyone but least of all her. I didn't realise how manipulative she was until you just told me. I just thought she was your friend.
"I didn't want to be found, I took the camping gear and the air rifle for that reason. That first month I lived completely off the grid. Living mainly in fields and woods, I bought vegetables from the green grocers, I didn't go to supermarkets. I took the odd rabbit and pheasant. I got moved on a couple of times. Some I showed them my passport and driving licence and I wasn't causing any hassle; a lot of the farmers left me alone. I did spend the odd night in a campsite. I paid cash for everything. So, if you did look for me you wouldn't find me. I was doing everything remotely from work and I was applying for jobs as a lorry driver, and I had to wait till the right one came up, that took a month. Fortunately, I hadn't let my HGV licence lapse, there was some stuff I had to do but they're so short of drivers I had help with that. I used to go swimming just so I could get a shower. I didn't bother shaving. I stopped the swimming when I got the job and it was the one I wanted deliveries onto the continent.
"But I couldn't ignore our daughter, she'd done nothing wrong, so I had to keep in contact with her." he gave my hand a little squeeze, "and I'm glad I did."
And that was when I noticed there was another cup of coffee in front of us. I don't remember drinking the first one, I picked the cup up. I hadn't, it was still full, and cold. I had an outline of a plan when I came here, I wasn't sure if it would work but I had to try. "Will you show me where you've been living, will you show me your truck? I want to get an idea of what it was like for you."
He gave me a little smile, stood up and said. "Come on, let me show you Chez Brian." I fell in beside him and slipped my arm into his; he didn't push me away and it felt so good. I saw Mary follow us as far as the door and then she stopped. I think she knew I had a bit of a plan.
We got his truck. I couldn't believe how big it was up close. He opened the door, and he showed me how to climb up into it. I was glad I didn't wear my heels like I was going to originally. He followed me up. It looked so big on the outside, but it was so cramped inside there were just the two seats and a bed that was it. I could see the passenger seat would swing round and on the bottom of the bed he made a desk, and I could see his laptop set up there. I moved between the chairs and sat on the bed. On an impulse, I turned my head and buried my face in his pillows. They smelt like him. I didn't realise how much I missed that smell, it was a warm, familiar, comforting smell. I sat up and moved up and stroked the bed next to me. "Would you like to join me on here?" I said to him, trying to put on my most seductive smile. Yes, I wanted him in this bed; his bed. I would make it so good for him that every time he got in it, he would remember me. And I have missed making love with him.
But he just shook his head. I think he saw through me. "I'm not ready yet," he said to me, that hurt, but I tried not to let it show. I did manage to get much further than I thought I would, and I didn't want to screw it up.
Then I saw the picture at the end of his bed. He was in his dinner jacket, with medals, I was in my red gown with long gloves, and if I remember correctly, they were my leather ones. My hand was resting on his chest. And his head was tilted resting on top of my head. It had been a shitty year, but we had got through it. And we were happy, very happy and even in the photograph it showed in our smiles.
Then I had an idea, I said to him, "can I borrow this picture for a minute I'll give it to you back when I've finished." he just nodded his head. I climbed out and down and took him by the hand and led him indoors.
Mary was standing by the door waiting, she had a confused look on her face. I stood in front of the mirror, I got him to stand beside me. I pointed to the mirror. "I see two very unhappy people, who are just struggling through life, with very little fun and no future." I lifted the photograph so it can be seen in the reflection in the mirror. I pointed to it. "Here I see two people who've had a really crappy year, but they got through it together; helping each other, supporting each other. They had some bad times that year, but they had fun as well. and they have a future. And they are happy." I paused for a bit. I could sense Mary was standing behind us. "We might not ever get all the way back there again." but pointing to the reflection of the two of us stood side by side. I said. "But we can certainly do a damn sight better than that." I turned towards him and put my arms around him. "Please come home, I can make you happier than you are now and that will make me happy, and it will certainly make a lot of other people happy too. Please come home." I looked up into his eyes, there were tears. I wished I knew what was going around in his head.
Mary
I stayed close but I couldn't hear what they were saying. I caught snippets. I kept them supplied with coffee. I think Mother did most of the talking and Dad did most of the listening. Then I saw them both go out towards his truck. I think Mother was going to try and seduce him. I wished her luck. It obviously didn't work because they were back in about 15 minutes. Mother dragged him to stand side by side in front of one of the long mirrors. She appeared to have a photograph which she was pointing to. I went to stand behind them. She turned towards him and I heard her say. "Please come home." I could see tears in both their eyes. He was looking down at her. Then I heard him say. "I can't, I've got another woman." The bastard. Mother collapsed, her legs just gave way, I rushed to catch her, but he quickly had his arms around her. We were both holding her up. If looks could kill he'd be dead and I would have been the one to do it.
Why lead her on and then tell her that. After a couple of seconds Mother regained her feet. Still looking down at her, my father said to her. "I lied, I haven't. You are the only woman for me. But now for a few seconds, you felt the anguish, the pain and the hurt that I did for hours and days every time you mentioned bringing another person into our bed." I almost understood his need for revenge. As long as it stopped there. Then Mother ripped herself out of our arms and swung an almighty slap at his face. It was a good job he had that beard otherwise the sound would have reverberated around the service area, and then she started beating him on the chest with her fists, he just put his arms around her and held her, she collapsed into him and cried; her whole body was shaking and he was holding her up. All I could hear was a muffled I'm sorry I'm sorry, I'm sorry.
I helped Dad take her to some seats. I got them sat down then I went for more coffee. I'd better get Dad a tea, he hates motorway service area tea. When I got back, they were sat side by side holding each other. It was as if they both got something off their chests. Mother had explained everything, and Father got his revenge. I don't like what he did. It was cruel and unfair, but I can see why he did it.
We sat there in silence for about 20 minutes when Dad said. "I'm sorry I really do have to go." Mum and I knew he would have to go some time. But we were hoping for more than this. He stood up, he lifted Mum into his arms. And he kissed her, a proper kiss on the lips. "I love you, but I must go; I have a contract to finish, and I can't afford to fail. I will be in touch soon." He disentangled himself from Mum, came to me, gave me a hug and a kiss on the forehead like he used to, and said "Thank you so much, I love you too." and then he turned and left. It sounded like a final farewell but when he got to the door, he turned, smiled and waved. I was pretty certain everything was going to be OK.
I took Mum home. Over the next two weeks I got texts, I know Mum did too, and the old phone call, but he was just staying in touch. They didn't say much. I wanted to ask him what his plans were. But I was still a bit frightened of scaring him off.
I went home to see Mum two weeks after that Monday. I could see she was not getting any better but at least she wasn't getting any worse. Saturday morning we were sat at the breakfast table. Strawberry jam, Raspberry jam, marmalade and tea. It was quiet. Then the back door opened, and he was stood there. "Is there any toast for that marmalade, and I hope that tea pot is full? I'm parched." Mum screamed and leapt off her chair at him. She clung to him. He was looking at me over her shoulder. I mouthed at him. "Are you home?"
He nodded his head as much as he was able with Mum hanging on to him and mouthed back at me. "Yes."
I made toast and he explained that he couldn't make any promises to us when he was coming back. He should have given a month's notice, but as he had not taken any holidays since he'd started doing the job, he took that time off, but he had signed a contract to finish some final runs and he didn't want to promise that he'd be here and then find out he couldn't make it. And he contacted his old job and asked to go back to full time.
I decided to go back to university early and leave these two alone. I'm sure they had some catching up to do. And I didn't want to be around. I did phone both my grandparents. I told them not to come round. I assured them that they would be round to see them when he had time. I didn't want them walking in on these two.
Epilogue
Sandra.
It was the second night he was home and he found me sitting on the bed crying. I was going to give him a treat, I had his favourite leather corset wrapped around me, it was loose. I couldn't get it tight enough, how much weight had I lost. I looked an awful mess. He just held me and as I held on to him, I could feel his bones. I just sobbed. He whispered into my ear. "I think we both need to go on a diet. I had better find a nutritionist."
We did see a nutritionist who put us on a proper diet come and we both started going to the gym together.
It didn't take long, about 3 weeks after we started the diet, I tried the corset on. It fitted, I didn't take it off, I just put my stockings on and went to find my husband. That was a good night, but I had other plans.
I booked us back into the hotel the next town over, on the third floor. This time we had latex, and he folded the cups down so my breasts were exposed. I had my thigh length leather boots, stockings, choker, long leather gloves and a bigger ball gag than last time. He insisted on a blindfold and used belts to secure my wrists together and my elbows touched this time he wore an executioner's type mask. There was a small vibrating butt plug up my bum. He didn't lick me this time. The butt plug, the smell of the leather and his hands had me soaking. It didn't take long. I couldn't see but I felt the coldness of the window. He eased me over and slipped in me hard. He had to hold me up as I came. I think the pulsing of my pussy brought him off. I think we've been in the window for less than two minutes. But it was so exciting. He guided me along the corridor to our room. He stood me just behind the door and I heard him go off for the rigmarole with the shower. Just in case anybody saw us. I do hope he remembers to take his socks off this time.
I hear him come back. There is a knock at the door, "it's management, that was quick."
He opens the door "Sir I'm the duty manager. we cannot have those antics in this hotel, so I must ask you to leave."
"What do you mean?"
"Fornicating in the window Sir. We have CCTV on every floor, Sir, we saw everything. It will be deleted when you leave. Where is your wife?"
"She's in the shower, would you like to see?"
I nearly fainted, He couldn't invite him in. I was bound, gagged and blindfolded standing behind the door.
"That would not be appropriate Sir. But I must ask you to leave."
"I'm sorry we have nowhere else to go tonight, can we just stay here. We will stay in the room and leave early tomorrow." I heard Brian say.
"Please order room service for breakfast, but please be gone by the time I get in at 9:00 o'clock tomorrow, good night, Sir."
Then the manager said something strange. "There are rumours that about 15 years ago a similar sort of thing happened, was that you?"
"May have been, may not have been or we could have heard the same rumours and thought we'd try it out ourselves. Thank you for not interrupting us, that would have been too embarrassing."
"And for us too, Sir."
Brian came in and closed the door. I was nearly coming as it was, he manoeuvred me across to what I think was the back of the sofa and he bent me over it. I felt the bulb of the remote-control lush going into my pussy. I knew where this was going. Then I felt my booted ankles being lashed wide apart, and the small butt plug removed. I definitely knew where this was going. Fortunately, he had warmed the bum Lube and I felt him spread it around there. I tried to relax my anal muscles. It worked after a little bit of effort he got himself fully embedded. He then turned the lush on to full power. I don't know how many times I came. It was a good job I had the ball gag in.



I woke up in his arms. He must have undressed me. He was asleep as well. I kissed him and he woke up. I smiled at him and said that was fantastic. We will have to do that again. He smiled back and said there are plenty of other hotels.
Jake divorced Dee; he found her playing outside of their rules, and she gave him syphilis and gonorrhoea. She had even gave it to the young lad in the office as well. So that's four times she's been divorced before she hit 50. She claimed maintenance but he got the courts to overturn it because she had given him a life threatening disease and hadn't told him.
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Many thanks to AnAverageGuy61 for picking up my errors. All mistakes are mine.
This is longer than I normally like to write, but it took on a life of its own. I just hope you enjoy it.   
It has a British flavour to it. But please keep in mind it is fiction. There is no sex in this story.   
"As you walked away from me you looked over your shoulder and said, 'I'll see you in the morning. It's just one night.' You did that on purpose just to humiliate me in front of your friends. You chose him over me on a day you organised for us. And those friends of yours just sat there smiling."    
We were at for our first meeting with the Counsellor, and he had just asked me about my feelings.     
The Counsellor warned me, he said. "I'm going to be playing devil's advocate here." He looked at Linda. "Did you want to humiliate your husband?"    
I thought that was a strange question to ask, but there again since that night I haven't been really thinking straight.    
She looked at me, not him. "No, I didn't, it wasn't meant to humiliate you, it was to let you know I will be back with you in the morning."    
"That wasn't how it looked from where I sat, with my wife walking away with another man's arm around her waist. Just for fucking once look at it from my point of view."    
She looked down into her lap, then she looked up at me. "I have and I'm so ashamed of what I did."    
Since the incident we'd hardly spoken, I only said the barest minimum of words to her when I needed to. Just to give her the cold shoulder would have been positively balmy. I was in deep freeze cold shoulder mode. But I did try to talk to her when the children were around, just to try and give them some sort of normality, and I was failing miserably. I completely ignored her whenever I could. We slept in the same bed because there were no others. If she touched me during the night, I would get up and leave. If I had the choice she would sleep in another bed, by having sex with him she had left our marital bed.   
"My name is Doctor John Campbell, you can call me John, Doctor John anything you wish."    
Linda said, "I'll call you John."    
I replied. "Doctor Campbell."     
He looked at me and said, "I'm going to let Linda go first. Jim, Is that Ok?"    
"It's Mr Northover. I don't care." I got my phone out and laid it on the table. I set it to record.    
"I hope that's not recording?" Dr Cambell said.    
"It is, and if you object, I will leave right now." I said standing up.
Linda quickly gasped. "Please let him, he has the right after what I've done."    
The Doctor nodded his head, I sat down.
I'd had a long chat with my solicitor, she convinced me it was what I had to do, if only for the sake of the children. I don't know where Linda found this counsellor, I don't really care. It wasn't going to change the eventual outcome, but it might help me deal with the kids. I was worried about the kids, if I didn't manage to handle this, it would affect them. I knew I needed some help and I agreed to this. I had a plan; I would stay married until Sean reached 18 or until he left home before that.    
I wasn't impressed so far, but then I was never going to be. I even refused to shake hands when we arrived.    
She went first pleading with me that she would make it up to me. It was just one night. She was sorry she did it, it was wrong. She admitted she was weak, selfish and she thought she could make everything alright.    
"No, you didn't realise how far reaching what you did would be." I thought to myself.    
When Linda finished, she was crying, there was nothing there that I'd not heard before.     
Dr Cambell looked at me. "Your turn Jim, tell me how you feel and how you think you can get past it?"    
Get past it! Now he was showing his true colours, it was my fault she fucked that twat.    
I looked at him and said, "I think you mean Mr Northover."    
"Sorry Jim, Mr Northover."    
I looked at her. "Right in no particular order here goes." That was probably the longest sentence I'd said to her since that Sunday she came home just over a week ago.    
"It might have helped if you had come back at a reasonable time like 7:00 or 8:00 o'clock in the morning, and in a taxi or an Uber. Not driving up in his flash sports car at nearly one o'clock and getting out of the car whilst he held the door open for you."     
"Then walking up the path with that red dress that you bought for me. He wanted to rub my nose in it. 'I've had your woman, and there is nothing you can do about it because I'm a star'. And I've got a big, posh expensive car. So not only did you betray me in front of all your friends. Notice I said your friends, you let him show me up in front of the whole street. And you came back at the busiest time of the day just to rub it in more. The ice cream van was there with a queue of our neighbours, he held the door open for you, and you let him help you out. At least he only kissed you on the cheek you proffered. And you walked past the queue at the ice cream van with a smug smile on your face. And they all had their cameras out videoing my humiliation of you getting out of lover boys' car. It was all over the fucking internet in a bloody flash"    
"No, no it wasn't like that, I didn't even see the ice cream van, I was thinking of you." Linda said through the tears.    
"Shut up, you've had your turn, now it's mine."    
I thought he would have a go at me for being rude to Linda, but he didn't, he held his hand up and said gently to Linda. "He needs his time; you will get a chance to answer him."     
"You said, "I'll see you in the morning." but it wasn't, was it, it was the afternoon."     
"But darling I do love you." Linda muttered, I ignored that.    
"How can I believe you? As you walked away you said. 'Just one night. I love you.' How can you say, 'I love you' and then walk away with another man? I didn't know if you were coming back to me at all. And now I wish you hadn't.
"As you walked away, I stood up to go after you, but Dee was in front of me. 'It's just one night she'll be back in the morning.' she told me. I tried to push past her, then I felt hands grabbing hold of me. I had to use my heels and elbows to get free, I pushed past Dee. I got halfway across the dance floor and there were two of his mates with their hands up to stop me. "Just let it go, it'll only be one night, and we will stop you," they said to me."    
"I tried to push past them, but they pushed me back. I managed to dodge round them, but some bastard tripped me up and I went flying face first onto the floor. I scrambled away and got to the door, and I saw a set of car tail lights disappearing. I looked at the bouncers. They looked sad, they looked at me and just shook their heads. This obviously wasn't the first time he'd done this. I phoned you but it went straight to answerphone. You must have turned it off. How would I contact you if anything happened to the children? So, you dumped the kids as well.
"I tried to fight for you, but everybody got in my way."    
I was in full flow now and it all came out.    
"And I can't touch the bastard. Because if anything happens to him, I will be the first person the police will call, and when they find out it wasn't me, they're going to look at the next husband of the wife that he had a fling with and so on. When they don't find anyone they will come back and start all over again. So, I've got to make sure I have an alibi for every minute of every day. I've got the whole house wired with cameras so you can see where I am all the time. I've even mounted an action Cam, with a tracker in the car looking at me as I drive. I know work has video cameras that we record people coming and going, so you see I am covered 24/7/365. And I have to protect myself so you don't come off to me for abusing you or the children."    
She looked aghast, "Jim sweetheart I would never do that."    
"And I never thought you'd run off and have sex with another man, but you did!" I could tell that got to her.    
"If he had just dropped you off, that would be better. No, a big flash car which sounded loud drawing attention to everyone, and you just let him.    
"I can't go out in the town without someone shouting "cucky" at me. If I go out, I must go out at night so nobody can recognise me. I have to do my running at night. I can't even go to the pub, I've been barred from there, probably because I poured my beer over John Simpson for calling me cucky.
"And Fred Smith got a formal warning at work because of what he left on my desk, then when I went to sort it out with him, he pushed me away, so I got a formal warning and suspended for two weeks without pay for punching his lights out. I got off pretty lightly, probably because I'm the best designer they've got, but I did lose the promotion that I'd earned. You know the one we were out celebrating when you did this. And whilst I'm about it, Darren Jones won't be calling me cucky for a while with his jaws wired together after coming in contact with my cricket bat. So, that's another thing you can go running to your boyfriend or to the police and tell them what I did."    
Dr Cambell opened his mouth to say something, I pointed my finger at him.    
"You, Mr Counsellor, you told me it was my turn to have my say. So shut the fuck up!"     
He closed his mouth and indicated I should carry on.    
"How do you make that better; how do I recover from that night? I might just as well move to a different county. Or I could just disappear and let you survive on your own, and let you pay the mortgage. If I divorce you, I lose half of what I've worked and studied for, yet you're the one that cheated on me. At the moment, I feel like killing you and your boyfriend and spending the next 25 years in prison. I might get out in 15 years with good behaviour. Just about the only thing stopping me doing that is I don't want the kids to have a murderer as a father.    
"And whilst I'm talking about the children. I got a call from the school, it appears Sean got into a fight, someone called you a name and Sean hit him. I had to plead with the school to not expel him."    
"Your one night of passion has fucked the rest of my life, I hope he was that good. Because now you've shown you're an unfaithful hot wife every Tom, Dick and Harry will be after you. And as far as I'm concerned, they can have your pox ridden body. So that one night of passion has fucked my life, your life too, and that of the kids, so you will have to live with that.    
"So, after your one night of passion how the fuck are you going to sort that lot out? Or have I got to sit around and wait for you to run off with the next celebrity that catches your eye."    
Linda just sat there shaking her head, saying, "I won't, I won't, it's too painful I promise I won't."    
Then I got really nasty, "you also promised to forsake all others. Look how that fucking worked out."    
Her whole body was shaking with the sobbing.    
The counsellor turned round and said to me, "If you don't try Mr Northover, you will never know."    
I looked at him, "Why should I take that risk? The only reason I'm sitting here is because of the children."    
I actually felt better after my rant, I took a deep breath and I think I calmed down a little. It was the first time I had let out all out in one go.    
It was Linda's turn. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I didn't see the queue at the ice cream van, honestly. I was coming home to you that is why I was smiling; I had a horrible night. He made me come but it wasn't as good as you, he just rolled over and went to sleep. I felt so ashamed. I realised I made a massive mistake, but you love me, you would forgive me, and I would make it up to you for the rest of my life. I was thinking of the things that I could do for you to prove it, and it brought back happy memories. That is why I was smiling. And I've been tested, I should get the results this week."    
The Doctor said. "Well, that's given us a lot to think about, until next week."     
As we got up to leave, I looked at the Doctor and said. "And even your bloody receptionist is in on it. She has a signed picture of him on her desk and she turned it round so I could see it. I don't think I'll be coming back here if that's the way I'm going to get treated.'' That was it, session over, I walked towards the door.    
The Doctor got there before me, he held it open for Linda and she left. He looked at me and said, "That was unprofessional, what she did. Let me sort this out, please bear with me."    
He walked to the back of the office and turned on a monitor and he beckoned me over. "For safety we record everything that happens in these offices." I saw him rapid rewind the video in the outer office. He saw his receptionist turn the picture around, although you couldn't tell what the picture was. He walked to the office door, I followed him. He walked up to her desk and turned the picture around and saw who was on it. He spoke to her. "Which temp agency do you come from?"     
"Mercers, why?"    
"Because if you're the standard of receptionist they send I won't be using them again, now get out." She gathered her stuff including the photograph and left.    
The doctor turned to me and said, "I'm sorry about that, and it shows me some of the depth of the problems you're having. By the way, if the police asked me about your incident with Darren Jones, I will have to tell them I have doctor patient privilege. Which means I will tell them that I know something. But I won't volunteer anything otherwise." He held his hand out, I shook it this time and left.    
We'd arrived separately as Linda came from work, and I came from home because I was still suspended. I went to the other side of town and sat beside the river nobody would recognise me here and I wouldn't get called cucky.     
I thought back to the events that led up to this.    
I got home after work on Wednesday two weeks ago and Linda said to me with a broad smile on her face. "Sweetheart, to celebrate your promotion, I've booked us a room in the Red Hart, one of those with a four-poster bed, I'm sure you know what we can do on that, and they've got a bit of a dance on, we can make an evening of it." It sounded good to me, that would be something to look forward to.    
We got to the hotel and we were running a little bit short of time for the dinner she'd booked. She went into the shower first, there wasn't room for the two of us, otherwise that is what we would have done, save water, you know. I saw the lingerie she had laid out, it looked good. It doesn't take me long to shower and shave.
I came out of the bathroom and she was getting dressed, her hair piled magnificently on top of her head. She had on her long line suspenders. It's almost like a waspie. It's one of my favourites. She had a lovely red dress laid on the bed. She was picking up the bra, I reached over and took it off of her, and said to her. "As it's just us tonight, how about letting the girls go free?" She just smiled at me and took the bra from me and put it on. I poked a grumpy face at her, and she stuck her tongue out at me. I helped her into the dress. As I'm doing up the zip and coping a quick feel. I look at her and she looks fantastic, and I say to her. "My darling, you are the most beautiful woman in this town, and I love you so very much."    
I hold out my hand and she takes it and we go to the restaurant, we are too like two young lovers, I fed her dessert. I couldn't be happier.    
We finished dinner and headed towards the ballroom. As we walk in I saw a small table in the corner, it's quite dark and I head towards it. Linda pulls me in the opposite direction to the far side of the room. I groaned, as sat there were six of our friends, well mainly her friends. I play golf with Dave and Ed occasionally. Stephen isn't into golf, he's not very good at it, he is a social member of the Golf Club and is a member of the entertainment committee. They are with their respective wives Dee, Jane and Denise. I didn't like Dee much, too much of a gobshite, but she and Linda had been friends since Primary school.     
I pulled on her hand and I turned her around. "This was just the two of us?"    
"When Dee heard what I had planned they started inviting themselves, I can't stop them. But we won't be here long, I promise."    
"So that's why you wouldn't let the girls free, you knew they would be here. Right one hour and that's it we're off to finish celebrating properly, just me and you."    
"You've got it," she said smiling at me.    
I tried to make nice with the friends. We danced a bit, mainly the slow ones. Dee kept on asking me to dance but I refused. All my dances were for Linda, I kept telling her.     
When the hour was up I held my hand out to Linda and said. "Sweetheart we have places to be." She stood and took my hand and we bid our goodbyes with lots of knowing winks and nudges, as we turned to leave. He was standing there.
"The most beautiful woman in the whole town is leaving so soon. Can I have one dance?" I vaguely recognised him; then it came to me, he was a local championship league team football player. She looked at me and said, "Just the one sweetheart please, it's Marcus Vale."    
She'd done so much for me. "Okay just the one, no more, you and I have plans."    
I sat back down; Stephen asked me if I wanted a beer, I thanked him and said 'no' it would only be one dance. Dee slid in next to me. "Oh, come on don't be grumpy, it's only one dance and anyway it's Marcus Vale."    
"I don't care, he didn't have the decency to ask me, he talked straight to her ignoring me. He's an arrogant twat."    
That's when Dave stepped in. "But he's a brilliant football player, we stand a chance of getting into the Premier League next year if he carries on doing his stuff with his left foot."    
"I don't care, this is our night." It went unnoticed that whilst we were arguing there was another dance, and I couldn't see them on the dance floor. This dance wasn't as fast as the other one. I left the table and walked round the edge and there they were in the corner; I made my way towards them when all of a sudden two blokes I took to be mates of his turned up in front of me and I couldn't get past.    
One of them grabbed me by my jacket and said to me, "I can see you're upset mate, go and sit down at your table and we will bring her to you."
There were two of them and one of me, so I headed back towards the table, I saw one of them head towards Linda and Marcus. I got back to the table and got some banter from the boys, and Dee gave me one of her sly grins. There was another dance, and they hadn't got back so I stood up this time I was not going to be stopped. As I stood up, they appeared in front of me, she had her arm wrapped around him. His is arm was round her waist.    
She looked at me and said, "Just one night sweetheart, and then I'll be back with you for the rest of your life." She turned and walked away with him, as she left she looked back over her shoulder and said. "I'll see you in the morning. It's just one night. I love you."    
I was about to go after her when Dee leapt in front of me, and hands grabbed me from behind. "It's one night, just let her have one night and she'll be back, she'll make it up to you. It's Marcus Vale."
With the use of my elbows and heels, I managed to get myself free. I rushed across to be met by his two mates again, one placed his hand out onto my shoulder and said. "Leave it, she'll be back tomorrow none the worse for wear, I promise." I didn't know this twat, so I didn't believe him. I pushed past him to find myself being tripped and flying and landing on the floor. Thinking there might be some other shenanigans going on I leapt up and rushed out of the ballroom and through reception. I remember something about bouncers. And all I saw was the taillights of a car driving away. I pulled out my phone to track her, she must have turned her phone off because there was nothing there.    



There were no tears, only anger, and there would be pain, not only mine. I went back to the table; they were all still there. There was an obvious split as there was an argument going on, Stephen and Denise were shouting at the other four. As I walked up, they could see I was extremely angry. I said to Dee. "The next time you see her, you tell her this is divorce."    
I looked at Edward and Dave and said to them. "The next time I see you, you had better turn the other way and run. Because I will grab the biggest stick I can find and beat the living shit out of you. and I suggest you stay away from dark places from now on in."    
I turned and walked away from her friends.
I went up to our room, packed my belongings and went home. I left hers there. Now I cried.    
Our two children Sean and Carrie were at her parents, so the house was empty, they were due to be picked up Sunday evening.    
I spent the night walking up and down our living room wondering what the fuck I'd done wrong. I went to our home gym in the garage and started riding the bike harder and harder. That didn't work so I turned to the whiskey, but after a couple, that was not the answer either and then I saw the sun coming up. It was 4:00 o'clock in the morning. I went outside and watched it, still wondering what I'd done wrong. I think I finally dozed off in one of the garden chairs. I woke up to the sound of children playing. I wandered indoors and made some coffee, wondering what time in the morning the slut would get home. And I waited. I already had a plan of action, and she wouldn't like it, but I didn't care.
The sound of the ice cream van drew me to the front of the house, it would be nice to look at some happy people. I heard the car before I saw it. It was gone 1:00 o'clock. So much for "I'll see you in the morning." I saw them pull up, and so did everyone in the queue for ice cream. He walked round and opened the door for her and held his hand out. In that dress she would need a hand to get out of the car, it was so low. He kissed her on the cheek, looked towards the house and grinned. She walked to the house smiling, past the queue at the ice cream van. Could it get any worse?    
She got to the house, she didn't have her keys with her, so she knocked on the front door. I didn't open it. I just sat there waiting, I heard the back door open, and she came into the living room. She walked up to me and said, "I'm sorry sweetheart, that was a mistake. I shouldn't have done that."    
"If it was a mistake, why did you not get home till past one o'clock in the afternoon? I'm not sure I believe you, I bet you wanted another fucking from your boyfriend."    
"NO I DIDN'T, I was ashamed, I didn't want him to bring me home at all, but I had no money, it was all in the hotel. I had to get my mind sorted out with what I'd done. And he refused till midday.    
"I think when he heard me say I would be home in the morning, he kept me there so I couldn't get home. I had no money, and I wasn't sure where I was."    
"Your money is still in the hotel, with all your clothes, even the nice ones. If you want them, I suggest you go and get them." I got up and went to get changed to go for a run, perhaps the endorphins would help, alcohol didn't last night. As I came downstairs, she told me the hotel had seen what happened and saved her belongings.    
Then it started, as I left the front door, I heard the first shout that was going to haunt me for days. "Hey Cucky, how was your night?" I looked around but couldn't see where it came from, and there were plenty of people there who could have shouted it.    
After that I stayed in the house most of the daylight hours. I got up very early in the morning to go for a run or use our home gym. I used to go swimming once a week, but I wasn't going to go now. I did some digging around on the Internet about Mr Vale. I relented a bit with Linda, I even started cooking her meals. I still didn't talk to her unless I had to.    
We had another session the following week with the counsellor. This is where Linda pointed out that although we're sleeping in the same bed, so that the children don't see anything wrong. I will not let her touch me. I wear pyjamas, which I'd never done before. If she does touch me, I go downstairs and sleep on the sofa and then get up early in the morning and go for a run.
"The children aren't stupid and they know something is wrong because you don't talk to me, you ignore me, you talk to them, you play with them. You will have nothing to do with me, and they have noticed, they asked why you're not kissing me like you used to and you don't talk to me."    
I just looked at her, "What do you expect, you gave your love to another man, that means you don't love me and therefore I don't love you. I'm only here for the children."
I was angry but the problem was I did still love her, but I was not certain I would get over what she did, do it once she may do it again.    
"And how can I trust you? You ran out from me once, how do I know you won't drop your knickers and open your legs when the next film or pop star that just happens to pop around? If I forgive you that almost gives you carte blanche to do it again."    
That was when the counsellor turned to me and said. "If you don't try Mr Northover, you will never know."    
I looked at him, "Why should I take that risk? What's to stop her from doing the whole thing all over again, and I have to go through all this pain all over again? The only reason I'm sitting here is because of Sean and Carrie."    
He looked at her and said, "Linda, what have you got to say about that?"    
"I'm sorry Jim, I'm really sorry." She was weeping now, she looked down into her lap and carried on. "It was good sex; he got the job done. He is practiced but it was just sex. It was empty, it was shallow, it was meaningless, there was no passion. He just rolled over and went to sleep and I laid there. Then I realised what I'd done. Laying there I vowed to make it up to you and I would never do it again."    
I opened my mouth to say something, but the counsellor held his hand up. "Please Jim, Mr Northover, let her finish." It was almost as if he was reading my mind.    
Linda got up and came and knelt in front of me and took hold of my hands. "I know I said that before at our wedding and I meant it then, but I mean it even more now. Help me I don't know how to put this right. Laying there I thought you would forgive me because you loved me. We have forgiven each other stuff in the past. When I dented the car, when you smashed my favourite vase."     
"But I didn't realise the amount of pain and hurt I caused you until your rant last week. I didn't realise the level of humiliation, anguish, hurt and the pain that I gave you. I cannot even begin to believe how much pain I caused you. I can't take that back, I can't un-fuck him, I can't un-walk away from you. And I can't take away the humiliation that you've felt these last couple of weeks. But I can make it up to you, please help me, I need you to help me."    
She was crying fully now. And I was seething, she fucked up and now she's begging me for my help. I Helped her to her feet and took her back to her chair. She sat down. I went and sat in mine, I looked at her and said. "NO."    
She was crying even more, and I sat there in a fit of anger, I was bursting.    
Then a shadow appeared by my shoulder. I looked up, it was the receptionist. She had a mug in her hands. "It's tea, it's strong and it's very hot." There was a sadness in her eyes as she looked at me, she gave me a weak smile. And for some reason, I felt she was on my side. I took the mug in my hands. She was right, it was very hot. I grasped the mug. The pain almost felt good. I was starting to calm down.    
I knew Linda was seeing Doctor Campbell during the week and this felt like a prepared statement. But sitting there with the pain in my hands and looking at her crying, a glance at Doctor Campbell who didn't look happy. I had the feeling that she might have been sincere.    
After a few minutes we carried on talking about our feelings and how we were getting on. I said we were approaching a new normal. But I didn't say what it was. John looked at his watch and rapidly changed the subject. "Jim, let's talk about Marcus Vale. What do you think he gets out of this?"    
A flash of anger crossed my face at him using my first name, I think he got it, Linda looked down into her lap again.    
The time I had spent on the Internet investigating this twat came in useful, I had pondered on that a bit, so I had an answer. "I think he gets off seducing other men's wives in front of them, knowing he's got the backup of his teammates, he feels secure. It's not just about the sex with a beautiful woman."    
"So, you think he's done this before, have you heard any rumours?"    
"There is all sorts of stuff, rumours and innuendo on the Internet. I'm not sure what to believe, but now that I've seen him in action I think some of the rumours are true."    
"Tell me the rumours, who do you think he's been seducing."    
"I don't always believe rumours, but sometimes there's no smoke without fire. I've heard one was the deputy police commissioner's wife, one of our local MPs and a few more. Even the wife of the Mayor was hinted at. I believe after he stood down, he divorced his wife."    
"So, would you say these are people in power?"    
"Yes, I suppose so." I hadn't thought of that.    
"So, if they were to use that power to take him down, that can be seen as an abuse of power, do you agree?"
I could see exactly where he was going with this, not only did he want to take their wives, but he also wanted to do it in front of them and thumb his nose at their power.    
"So why do you think he picked on Linda, she's a beautiful woman but without being rude you're Mr average, you have no power."    
"I've no idea." I looked at Doctor Cambell, I'm sure he had. "But I guess you have. I think it's only fair you share it."    
He smiled. "I think he got fed up with taking powerful but physically weak men's wives. You're a fit man, you're not a professional sportsman but you keep yourself fit and healthy, and you look it." "You're slightly smaller than him. He wanted to take the wife of someone physically powerful. Linda was there, and as you say looking beautiful. You fitted the bill for his target. And he was perfectly safe because he had his teammates with him."    
Now it all became clear, and I was starting to warm to Doctor Campbell, he wasn't so bad after all.    
After the session finished Doctor Campbell asked me to stay. "Jim, Mr Northover, I know you're angry and I can see why. But I have a few suggestions that might help you." He held his hand up as I opened my mouth. "Just let me finish, please. I have a lawyer friend who I think will talk to your company on your behalf about you losing your promotion for what was basically self-defence, and HR condoning what Fred Smith did, it may leave them wide open to legal action. And I completely agree that should anything happen to Marcus, you will be prime suspect and you have to keep a 24/7/365 alibi. I have a policeman friend who would like to visit you or advise you how to do that. Is that Okay?"    
I just nodded my head, this wasn't the help I was expecting. I was expecting him to tell me just to suck it up and engage with Linda more. I might have to change my idea about this man even more.    
"Doctor Campbell, I would appreciate that, you have my address and phone number." I tried not to have the full anger thing going on and moderated my tone of voice. I think I succeeded because he smiled at me.    
"Please Jim, think about what Linda said. She knows how badly she fucked up, and she does need your help."    
I had never heard him use the 'F' word before and I didn't admonish him for using my first name.    
He held his hand out, I took it, he looked at me and said "I think it'll be over soon Mr Northover. Hang in there. The insults will die down and most people will forget about it, but let's not downplay it. It will always be there. Someone in the future will drag it up, and at the worst time when you least expect it. I want to help you, get you ready for when that happens."    
He was correct, people had stopped shouting cucky at me, but the sly looks remained.
I looked at him, "Jim." he smiled again.    
As I left, I looked at his new receptionist. I hope she was better than the last one. I almost had to look twice. She looked vaguely familiar. Never mind, I had other things to worry about.    
When I got home there was a package with a mobile phone in it, it just had my name and no address on it. I opened the package and there was a letter. 'Phone the first number.' I turned the phone 'on' and the address book only had 4 numbers. With the letters A, B, C and D.     
I phoned the number and it was answered immediately. "Hello, Jim. This is just a short call to let you know you are not alone. Can I phone you later for a longer chat? My name is Albert, and your other friends are Bertrum, Cuthbert and Dilbert. If you get into trouble, phone one of us."    
Before I could say anything, he hung up. The phone call never came, but I was intrigued.     
Two days later I got called into work. I had been suspended with no pay after the incident with Fred Smith. I was told I had an appointment with management at 1:00 o'clock. I pitched up at work, knocked on the door not waiting for an invite I burst right into my manager's office. If I was going to get the sack let's get this over and done with. There was my manager, the company lawyer and the head of HR, this was big. And a middle aged man I'd never seen before, he was wearing a smart suit.    
The head of HR started, "Jim, it has been pointed out to us by your friend, Mr Jackson, that our approach to you defending yourself from Mr Smith may leave the company open to prosecution. And to remove your promotion, could be seen as being vindictive to you and supporting the perpetrator of harassment. We have also had complaints from some of your work colleagues about your treatment, as you were defending yourself. Therefore, we would like to reinstate your promotion, however, the warning must stay but it will be downgraded to an informal warning. I must tell you the company lawyer believes it to be a tenuous case at best. But your friend Mr Jackson pointed out that it wouldn't stand the Daily Mail test. How do you feel about that? Oh, you will be paid for the time you have been off, and Mr Smith has been suspended without pay for a further two weeks."    
I had no idea who Mr Jackson was, but I liked him and up to this point he hadn't even spoken. I accepted their offer. Mr Jackson and I left the office, we didn't say anything till we got outside the building.
He held out his hand to me and said, "John Campbell said you might need a bit of help to get things in their right place. I was glad I could help and by the way the whole office has to take all of its mandatory training again, and they will be read the riot act with threats of dismissal if anything like that happens again. You have the phone?" I nodded. "Good, if you get into trouble, phone any number." We shook hands and he walked away. I was gobsmacked to say the least. But with that phone I didn't feel alone anymore.    
I went home amazed; I needed to get some work clothes ready for the morning. I hadn't been in the house for half an hour when the front doorbell rang, since the incident I haven't been opening the front door without having a cricket bat to hand. I peeked around the window next to the door and there was a chap wearing overalls he was holding up a business card which said, "Wakefield Securities." I opened the door on the safety chain and asked him what he wanted.    
"A policeman friend of mine said you needed some help on security, something about alibi 24/7. My friend can't come round, but he sent me to help you out, to give you some advice. Doctor Campbell asked him to pop round, but he couldn't make it, so he asked me."    
I let him in and I showed him the video recording system I had set up. He said I hadn't done a bad job, but I got a bit over the top, there's no need to have one in the toilet and the bathroom because the one in the kitchen and the bedroom would catch anyone going in or coming out and there was no other way to get out of those two rooms. I pointed out to him that I wanted to see what she was doing when she was in those rooms alone, but that was what I was worried about. I didn't want to point out to him that she might abuse herself and blame me for it in there. He sort of nodded his head and grumbled to himself. He suggested a few changes to the cameras for better resolution. He also suggested cloud storage to back up my hard drives. He gave me the details of a site that's giving excellent rates at the moment. He suggested replacing some cameras in the bathroom and toilet with listening devices and using the cameras from there in different places. Whilst a good suggestion I declined saying audio recorders wouldn't pick up somebody texting. He did set up two better outside cameras.
I went back to work and things approached the new normal at home. For the rest of the week people walked around me on eggshells. I made an effort to dissuade that, being a bit more over jovial saying I was glad to be back at work. It had settled down by Friday. I made more of an effort to speak to Linda at home, but it was still hard work. I still went running early in the morning or in the evening when it was dark. I'd spent a fair amount of time in the home gym, beating the shit out of a punch bag helped me relieve some of my anger which was still there. The ones you love betraying you can do that.    
The local newspaper, the Journal, reported criminal damage carried out to Mr David Brown's car. It had been vandalised in the Golf Club car park. The CCTV showed a hooded person in dark clothes jemmying the boot of his Mercedes open, removing a golf club and using it to smash every piece of glass on the car. And then the perpetrator beat every panel on the car, some even went through the metal. By now the car alarm was going off, but that didn't stop him from cutting the side wall of every tyre before he ran into the darkness. The whole thing took less than 45 seconds. It took people longer than that to respond. Oh, and they mentioned the golf club was ruined. The perpetrator was quite nimble and fit. The police were investigating but had no leads so far.    
The Golf Club increased its security, they even had a roaming security man patrol around the car park. And they increased the lighting. There were plans to increase the coverage of the CCTV into the corners.    
Being a member of the Golf Club, I am sure some of the rumours of the altercation in the Red Hart had reached the police, or Dave could have pointed them in my direction. I got a visit, I was expecting one.    
They were just doing their job, two uniformed officers turned up, they were polite, so I invited them in. They asked where I had been on the night in question. I told them I was probably at home but can't remember exactly everything I did last week. They asked if I had had an altercation with Mr Brown. I guess they'd heard. I admitted we'd had a falling out and were no longer friends. I also pointed out that they will have to prove my guilt, not me prove my innocence.     
That was when Linda walked into the room, drying her hands on a towel, she looked at the two policemen and said. "He was here with me every night for the last week." She looked at me and gave me a small smile and walked out.    
I tried my best to be normal around Linda after that and talk to her more, and for the sake of the children. But it was bloody hard work, and I kept on having flashes of anger at what she'd done, and I would just have to leave the room.    



Linda came in from work on Friday, she was fuming. She stormed up to me. "I got pulled over by the police. My car insurance has run out. Why didn't you renew it?"    
"Why would I, why should I do anything for you after what you did to me? Get used to it." I growled at her. "And you will have to pay the fine."    
"I got let off with a warning as long as I did it as soon as I got home." I just snorted at her and walked away.    
The next visit to the counsellor was a bit up and down. He asked how we were getting on and how our feelings were. I told him I was trying but I was having flashes of anger. I mentioned we'd had visitors to help me out and I had restarted work which made life easier, not only financially but mentally. To be busy was a help. I hadn't told him my plan to leave her as soon at Sean reached 18 or when he left home, which ever came sooner.
Linda admitted she could see I was trying. But then she went on about how I hadn't renewed the insurance on her car and she got pulled over but let off. She glared at me.    
I leaned forward and looking at Doctor John I said, "She probably only got let off because she's the girlfriend of a local football hero." Other things were going around in my head, the one about her being an easy lay or a hot wife. But I decided to keep them to myself, for now. But I could see she was taken aback, that hadn't crossed her mind.     
I didn't let up. "The bizzies were probably fans of his hoping he gets the team into the Premier League next year. I gather the young ones think he's great, the older ones are not so keen."    
Right time for some more home truths. I looked at her. "We were supposed to have lunch with your parents last Sunday but when I didn't go, what did you tell them?"    
She looked down into her lap, "Just that we'd had a falling out. I didn't say anything else because the children were there." She went very quiet after that. I don't think that was the whole truth.    
Doctor John looked at her and said. "We can talk about that later." I knew she was seeing him alone to help her out.     
Neither of our parents were into computers so social media was alien to them, thankfully. The session seemed to naturally wind up there and we made to leave.
As we got to the door doctor John said to me, "Jim please don't do anything else stupid. There are some things we can't protect you from." I sort of muttered a reply about being careful in future. I don't know if he knew the truth, or if he had just put two and two together and come up with four.    
That evening after the children had gone to bed, I said to her, "So you told your parents we had a 'falling out'. Did you tell your parents what falling out was about?"    
"No, I told them we didn't agree on something. But I didn't tell them what it was."    
"Well, I bet they took your side on that didn't they?" She just nodded her head.    
"So, you told them we'd had a bit of a falling out, but you didn't tell them what the falling out was about. Why not, were you ashamed?"    
"YES!" She shouted at me    
"But not too ashamed to let me take the blame for it, you told them I didn't see your side of the argument; no shit Sherlock."    
With that she got up, grabbed her handbag, her car keys and walked out the front door. I heard her car drive away. She came back an hour later in tears. "I've just told Mum and Dad the whole story. I don't think they're talking to me. And I don't think Dad is impressed with you for not fighting for me."    
I felt sorry for her, and I relented, I walked up to her and gave her a cuddle. I think it was the first time I'd touched her since that night. She cried into my chest. But when she tried to put her arms around me I called a halt. She went to bed. I went for a run. I was not taking the blame for this.    
I took my phone, it was only 20 minutes to her parent's house at a steady pace, I phoned them and told them I was on my way. I didn't give them a choice.
I wasn't sure if they were glad to see me when I got there, it was obvious her Dad was not impressed with me. I liked them both, but I wasn't going to take the blame for this. Her mum came in with the tea and I played my rant from the first visit to the counsellor. As it played through, I could see her Dad's face change. I didn't get the chance to fight for her. People kept on getting in my way.    
Her dad offered to drive me home and I accepted. A bit of a peace offering both ways. And it probably wasn't wise to run after two cups of tea and a large piece of fruit cake. It wasn't far and we didn't talk on the drive over. When we got there, he came round to my side of the car and gave me a hug. "Sorry son, if there's anything we can do let us know." I think he had tears in his eyes as he left.    
After Linda came back for her latest solo visit with Doctor John, she seemed very withdrawn, like she was thinking about something.     
Saturday came round, I got on with the usual weekend household jobs. I spent some time playing ball with the kids and sometime in the home gym. I was considering popping out for a beer later, there were a few pubs on the far side of town I probably wouldn't be recognised in. And to be honest, the insults had died down, but you could still see the odd smirk when someone recognised me.     
Linda said she was taking the children to see my parents. She told me she'd bring them back later that day. I'd spoken to my Mum and Dad, they were aware of what was going on. They took my side, but they loved Linda and would do anything they could to help. But they pretty much stayed out of it, releasing this something we would have to sort ourselves. They, like Linda's parents, offered to take the children anytime we wanted some time together. I personally didn't see the need.    
It was around 1:00 o'clock when I heard the ice cream van down the road. That was not the joyful sound it used to be. Then I got a text message from Linda. 'Please watch the ice cream van'. I replied instantly 'NO!' What was she trying to do? The phone rang this time, and it was Linda. I suppose one way to find out what she's doing will be to answer it, so I did. "WHAT?"    
"Please, please do this one thing for me, I'm begging you."    
Well, now she had intrigued me. "Okay."    
There was no fucking way was I going to stand at the window and watch another display of her antics. But I could watch her on the camera that was pointing out the front of the house.    
The ice cream van turned up and then there was soon a queue. Then the front door of the van opened and somebody got out. They appeared to be wearing a sack. They got down on their hands and knees and started to crawl towards the house. There was a sign hanging around their neck on a piece of string. I zoomed in, it was Linda. I went to the front door and opened it. It looks like she'd cut a hole in the top and the sides of a sack and there was a rope round the middle holding it together. She was crawling on her hands and knees past the very crowd that she had walked past when she came back from her night with that twat. Then the insults started, 'Slut', and then the other women in the queue started on her as well it was mob mentality. 'Home breaker', 'Whore'. Somebody threw an ice cream at her, and it stuck in her hair. The sign hanging round her neck may have given the crowd a hint because it said 'I'm Sorry. I was wrong. A whore slut.'    
All the phone cameras were out.    
But she crawled on her hands and knees until she got to me and then she prostrated herself in front of me. I put my hand out to help her up and put her indoors. The cameras were still rolling.    
I stormed up to the queue and shouted. "If I see any of that on the internet, I will be coming for you, have some bloody decency. Haven't we put up with enough?" I stormed off.    
I recognised most of the women in the queue, but there was one or two that I didn't, I think it was one of them that started the abuse. I don't think she lived around here, but she looked vaguely familiar, I was certain I'd seen her somewhere before. The hair was all different, she dressed differently, but I had definitely seen her before. I just couldn't work out where. Never mind I had other problems at the moment.    
I helped Linda inside, I sat her in an armchair and fetched her a towel for her hair, and some tea.    
I looked at her and said, "Just tell me why?"    
"I don't know." She said, "I was caught up in the moment, a famous handsome young man wanted me, of all the pretty women there he wanted me, and I knew you would forgive me. You'd built me up all night, I could do no wrong." She looked down into her lap at her hands. "But I was so wrong, you didn't forgive me, and when you ranted at me in John's office I can completely understand why. The shame and the hurt I put you through. You didn't get a chance to defend yourself. And turning up at home like that, I'm sorry I didn't even see the ice cream van." She lifted her head and looked at me. "I'm sorry about the kiss on the cheek, but he wanted to do it on the lips but I wouldn't let him, so I turned my head at the last second." She looked down into her lap again and whispered. "The same as I didn't let him have me in the morning, I wouldn't bring you sloppy seconds." Her whole body was shaking with the sobbing. "If you want to divorce me, I won't fight it, but we will have to have joint custody of the children. But I want to get my own back on him, I must take a large slice of the blame, I should have been stronger, I shouldn't have let him seduce me. But John has told me some of his history and this is a sport for him. Seducing married women in front of their husbands, but then not giving them a chance to fight back. It wasn't me he wanted, it was a power game for him and you were his target, I was just a pawn in his game. I'm not that pretty after all."    
She looked at me. "I want to hurt him for what he has done to our family." She was growling as she said it.    
I thought to myself, "How come the counsellor knows his history?"    
She carried on. I wish she didn't, but I think she wanted to get it off her chest. "Yes, I came, but he just rolled over and went to sleep, I laid there awake. I may have orgasmed, but I didn't feel satisfied. It felt empty. Then I realised what I'd done, well not all of it until you ranted in John's office. I'm sorry sweetheart."    
"Then why didn't you just come home?" I pointed it out to her.     
"I was ashamed of what I'd done, I didn't know how to face you. And I didn't know where I was, I was so enthralled to be with him I didn't see where we went, and I had no money."    
"You had your phone; you could have called me."    
"I didn't know where you were, or if you would even come for me after what I did."    
She seemed to have run out of things to say after that, just sat there sobbing. I think that was when I gave in, I'd seen the humiliation she'd put herself through. And she realised the total effect of what she had had on our lives and seemed to be totally remorseful for what she'd done.    
I held my hand out to her, "Come on, let's get you into the shower and cleaned up before I fetch the kids."     
"They're staying at your Mum and Dad's tonight." She took my hand, and I led her upstairs to the shower.    
We touched that night, in fact, I held her all night. I think she slept, but every now and again she'd shudder and sob. Forgiveness was creeping in. I didn't sleep much, I thought about what she'd done earlier, that was not a spur of the moment thing. That would have taken some planning for her to arrange that humiliation.     
The house was a much different place the following morning. I checked social media. It was her pages, not mine. I got rid of mine a couple of weeks ago for some reason. There were no posts, you could see several had been retracted.     
We didn't talk much, it was almost as if we didn't know what to say. We pottered around, doing jobs, she cleaned the toilet, put some washing in the washing machine. She made a couple of cups of tea, but she kept on walking past me touching me. It was almost as if she wanted to reassure herself that I was still there. I didn't shy away from her touch like I had in the past. I did some work on the cars that had been neglected over the last couple of weeks. I got dirty and went upstairs for a shower.
She was making the bed when I came out. She touched me. I don't know who started it but all of a sudden, we were both naked on the bed kissing and holding each other. I don't know how it got into my head, but I said. "We can't." She looked at me quizzically. I saw a light bulb come on in her head, she leapt off the bed and ran downstairs. I heard a clatter all the way down the stairs like a fairy elephant and then back up again, I'm sure two steps at a time.
She had a piece of paper in her hand. "I'm clean, I got tested that Monday." She looked down, "I didn't trust him." I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her back onto the bed. It had been weeks for both of us. It didn't take long and after we'd finished, she just hung on to me. After that I think we had the best couple of hours of sleep that we'd had for weeks.    
I was rudely awakened by the front doorbell ringing. All I heard was, "Oh shit the kids." With that she grabbed a bathrobe, mine I think and ran downstairs. I looked at the bedside table clock, it was past 5:00 o'clock. I assumed that was my parents bringing the children back. I thought I'd better go and say hello, so I grabbed the other bathrobe and went downstairs. I wasn't really thinking but seeing my mother's mouth open wide and her hand fly to her face, and my father standing there with a big smile, I think they had put two and two together and realised what had been going on.     
Mother started to cry.    
Embarrassingly I asked them if they wanted some tea. Fortunately, they declined. They told us that the kids had been fed and were shattered, they had kept them busy all day.    
It wasn't all sweetness and sunlight in the house, I was still having fits of anger, but they didn't last long. And I was managing to control them. She was still touching me every time she walked past.     
Things did get better and it became known that I was no longer banned from the pub. I still didn't go back. People at work commented on how much happier I was. I must have been a real grumpy bastard before then.    
For once I was almost looking forward to visiting Doctor John. It was interesting and I learned a little bit more about what Linda was thinking now. She had alluded to it after the ice cream van incident.    
As we walked into Doctor John's reception, I suddenly recognised the receptionist. I was pretty certain she was the woman that started shouting abuse at Linda at the ice cream van, she may have even been the one that threw the ice cream, but I couldn't be certain. It stood out because she was one of the few that didn't have her camera out.    
We didn't wait long before Doctor John called us into his office, he could see there was a difference and there was a huge smile on his face. For the first time we actually sat down next to each other.    
He started the conversation. "I believe something has happened since we last met, would you like to talk about it? Linda, would you like to go first?    
I realised he would have had the whole story from his receptionist.    
"Can you tell me and Jim why you did that?"     
She pulled herself up and looked at me with that determined face that I'd not seen for some weeks and said. "I cannot take away your humiliation, I can't take away what I did to you coming home that Sunday afternoon. However, I could join you in your humiliation. That was what I decided to do." She lost her composure a bit. "And to show you how sorry I am."    
"It was as bad as I thought, I wanted to get up and run, but I made myself crawl past those people who saw me on that Sunday. I hadn't been humiliated that day, but the humiliation started there for you."   
Doctor John looked at me. "And what do you think about that Jim? That must make you feel better?" That was unfair, two questions in one and the second one was that leading question.    
I had to think about those questions. "I'm not really sure what I think about it, but it was a brave thing to do, that's for certain. It does show how sorry she is if she puts herself through that." However, I was still confused.    
Doctor John said to me, "You managed to stop people putting the incident on social media. Why did you do that?"    
"I know the shame and the hassle it caused me; she probably couldn't have prevented that happening to me, but I could for her, I didn't want her to go through the shit that I did." I paused, "who came up with the idea?"    
Doctor John replied, "It came out of the discussion we had about the humiliation you suffered. And then Linda wanted to reduce it. We realised that would not be possible. So, she came up with the idea of getting down to your level. To suffer the same level of humiliation that you did. She didn't tell me what she planned to do. But I do know she recruited my receptionist to help her."    
That confirmed what I thought, it was her I had seen in the ice cream queue. She made herself look different by changing her hair.    
Doctor John carried on. "What you didn't see after you left was how all the women turned on the one that threw the ice cream, it appears that was a step too far. And your comment on. ' Haven't we suffered enough' may have hit home."    
I'd taken to having a short session with Doctor John during the week. If anything was bothering me, sometimes it would just be a phone call. And sometimes he would give me a call. I thought it strange that he always had time for me. It helped me control my anger, well most of the time.    
"Jim, I've asked Linda if I can share this. She's sort of okay with it. I know Linda wants revenge, not just on Vale. But on Edward, David and their wives as well after what they have done. She didn't realise what they had done until your rant on the first meeting with me."     
Linda took hold of my hand and squeezed it, "My Dad was right, you would have fought for me. And I think, I can't be sure, but if you had turned up in front of me, I might have changed my mind." She was crying again, "But we will never know, you didn't get the chance because they stopped you."    
Doctor John carried on. "I suspect you may have already started down the route of revenge on the latter, as your counsellor I must ask, please don't do anything else that might land you in prison. That would not help Linda at all"    
I smiled at him and said, "I'll be careful."    
She'd told me that she wanted to get revenge on Vale, but nothing about the others. I already had a plan and was gathering stuff together, discreetly, that I needed to complete it.    
Monday evening Stephen and Denise called round our house, Stephen was very apologetic that he hadn't been more supportive enough over the past few weeks and that they should have done more on the night. Denise was with Linda in the kitchen making coffee, but they had been there a lot longer than it takes to boil a kettle. He told me that he and Denise had fallen out with the other four. In fact, they've not spoken to them since that evening. And didn't expect they would anytime soon.    
"Look, I know you like a round of golf, but you haven't been since this kicked off. How about I do a round with you early in the morning before most people get there? I don't play well but I could keep you company."    
"Thanks, mate, but why?"    
"Because I feel guilty, I may have been able to help you if I'd been quicker to see what Dave and Dee were doing."    



I accepted his offer, even knowing we would spend most of the time looking for his golf balls. I had better take a lot of spares.    
Stephen and I hadn't been best mates in the group, but he was always a decent chap, and now he was proving it.    
We got to the Golf Club early. And true to his word Stephen kept up with me. We only managed 9 holes, but it felt good to get out and swing a club again. It wasn't my best game, but I enjoyed it.    
Walking round I thought, you know this is a good mate. He put himself in the firing line. Just so I can get out. Back at the clubhouse he mentioned there was a dance on Saturday night and would Linda and I like to go with them?    
I was a member; I didn't think I needed a special invite. I told him I wasn't sure I wanted to be held up to ridicule again, even though Linda and I were getting things sorted out it was too soon. He clapped me on the shoulder and said, "Whenever you're ready mate."     
But then he told me he'd had a word with the committee and it was generally let known around the members that should anybody say anything derogatory to me it would be considered conduct unbecoming of a member of the Golf Club and their membership would be reviewed. There was a waiting list to join the club, so everyone knew what that meant.    
I felt that after the initial burst of humiliation, there was now a wave of pity, that was almost as bad.    
On the way home I realised that my plan for revenge would be easier if I was in the club, I would have to think about it. When I got home it was obvious that Denise had been on to Linda about the dance. Linda was keen because she wanted to openly display her affection for me, and the Golf Club is a safe place to do it. I wasn't sure that I wanted to be seen to forgive her, would that make me seem a wimp, I'll have to talk to Doctor John about that.
Dave, Edward and their wives would most likely be there. I pondered for the rest of the day and a kernel of a plan I had had taken full growth. but I would need another round of golf early in the morning.    
I talked to Doctor John about it and he pointed out that it is something that would have to happen eventually, and the Golf Club was probably a safe place to do our first outing.
I phoned Stephen and begged another round of early morning golf, at the same time I could hear Linda in the other room talking on her phone to Denise, telling her she had convinced me to go to the dance. I let Stephen know I'd been talked into it.    
As we played the round a little part of me felt like I would be betraying him. But I felt if I asked him, he might have helped anyway. I just didn't want to get him into trouble if things went wrong with my plan. On the walk round, he told me that Linda had told Denise some of the problems and some of the stuff I had gone through. Like the promotion thing and being barred from the pub and the 24/7/365 alibi. He again apologised for not being there for me.    
After the round, I offered Stephen a cup of coffee as poor recompense for keeping me company. I had already decided he wouldn't pay for a drink tonight. I excused myself to go to the toilet. I made sure I had my screwdriver in my pocket. I had not forgotten about my need for a 24 hour alibi. There's only one way into or out of the toilet, except for the fire exit at the far end. Because of the need for decorum, there were no cameras in the passageway, however, they would know if somebody went out the fire exit because it was alarmed.    
We picked Stephen and Denise up on the way, and as expected Dave, Dee, Edward and Jane were there. I looked around and saw their cars Dee's X5, they probably hadn't got his Merc back yet. Edward's Overfinch Range Rover was there, not new but very nice, his pride and joy.    
Unfortunately, they were not parked together. In fact, there was a space next to the Overfinch, Linda used that.    
The evening went well, I kept my word and Stephen did not pay for any drinks. I insisted but I watched how much I drank. Then I saw my opportunity, the security guard had just got back from one of his walks around the car park.     
I excused myself to visit the little boy's room. I got out that fire door like a rat up a drainpipe. I grabbed the bag I'd hidden outside the fire door earlier, slipped on the gloves and took from it the first of the gas blowtorches and lit it, I got it under the X5 pointed it at the fibre undertray where I thought the fuel tank was. I didn't know how long that would take and as it's diesel, I don't know how fast that burns. Next up was the Overfinch, that was closer to the fire door and was petrol, that burns better than diesel I'll bet! I pointed the lit blowtorch at the tank and then ran like shit back through the fire door pulling it closed behind me. Good job I had been training, I wasn't out of breath when I got back and sat down. I got back to the table with the others, although Linda did raise an eyebrow and indicate that I smooth my hair down.    
I hadn't been back at the table for a few minutes and there was an almighty WHUMFF was heard. People rushed outside some through the front door and some through the fire door. Linda looked at me. We followed the crowd out of the fire door, I arranged to be last and I only had a few seconds to clip the fire door sensor back on, that was when the alarm sounded.
I don't think anybody noticed; they were more interested in the burning Overfinch. Unfortunately, one of the cars parked next to it was getting a bit singed. I had to look round and with the extra lighting in the car park you couldn't see the small flame under the X5 unless you knew where to look, I did. And all of a sudden it got bigger quickly, but everyone was still intent on the Overfinch. When they did notice it, it was too late and the X5 was past saving. It was well alight. People managed to move their cars away from the burning X5.    
People saw whose cars were alight, and quite a few looks were cast my way, I just smiled.    
The crowd in front of me parted and a very angry Edward came storming towards me, "You did this, you bastard." He took a swing at me, he was not very good at controlling his temper, especially when drunk or angry and now he was both. His swing caught me a glancing blow on the shoulder as I got out of the way. So I defended myself and my swing connected somewhere around his nose and cheek area. I felt something give, he went down.    
I heard Stephen shout. I looked up and saw Dave rushing towards me, his arms outstretched with Dee hot on his heels. His intention was obvious. It took one punch on his nose before he got his hands on me. He fell backwards knocking Dee over, then he fell on top of her.     
It was time I went back inside the club. We could hear the sirens of the emergency vehicles in the distance. I decided I needed to sit down and have a beer. It was going to be a long night.
Linda was never far away from me, she grabbed hold of me and hung onto my arm as we went back into the front door. She whispered to me with a smile on her face. "Happy now?"    
I replied, "Are you?"    
"Oh yes."    
Then she kissed me.    
The police interviewed everyone. Oddly enough I was last. But I could account for my every minute up in the very short time I had gone to the toilet, and as Stephen pointed out there's not enough time to get round and set the fires. I would have been seen on the CCTV and by security leaving the front door and the fire door was alarmed, and no one had heard that go off until everyone went to investigate the fire. There was some discussion about the assault on David and Edward, but it was deemed to be self defence after seeing the CCTV. The policeman said that David and Edward may find themselves charged with something. He will have to take it up with his superiors. Dee was taken to the hospital. It appears her leg got broken when David fell on it. Oh dear never mind.    
It probably helped that our car was parked next to the Overfinch, OK it wasn't our best car, it was Linda's school run bus. And if it was due a change anyway. Stephen and Denise volunteered to get a taxi home. We didn't get home until the early hours of the morning; the sun was coming up.    
Things were settling back into normal, Linda kept on walking past me touching me. Unfortunately, I was still getting bursts of anger. On one of our trips to see Doctor John, he came out with what I thought was an outrageous suggestion. We should go back to where it all started, have a good night and exorcise our demons, put it all behind us, me especially.    
Back to the Red Hart on a Saturday dance night, I wasn't sure. Now I like the Red Hart, it sells good beer. At Christmas there's a crackling log fire, and the best bacon and Brie baguettes you will find anywhere in the city. Shallow I know but I would miss the place. But yes, it may exorcise the demons.    
But I told him I was worried that that twat would turn up again. Doctor John assured me if he did, he wouldn't be interested in Linda. He'd had her once and he's never gone after the same woman twice. He had studied the man he admitted, I think Linda and I had both worked that out for ourselves. Linda agreed we should go to carry on showing people that we were back together, and if he was there, she would take great delight in ignoring him. I will admit I was scared, she'd done it once. Would she do it again? That was when I made the decision. Yes, we would go and if she did leave with him again, that would be the end of it. There will be no coming back a second time and I would take every bloody thing, some way or another. If she came home with me, Doctor John was right, it would exorcise all of my demons. And I could put it all behind me. Doctor John also assured me that there would be people, including himself, to watch my back in case anyone got antsy If someone was going to try something. That made me feel better, a bit.    
I felt I was being ganged up on by Linda and Doctor John, it felt like I was being set up. And I had nobody to talk to. It was a bit of a risk, and I wasn't sure if I would believe what he said. I phoned Albert, I told him my concerns, also that I might not believe what he told me as I was confused. He just laughed at that and suggested I phoned Dilbert because this was his area of expertise.    
I thought about it, so I kept an open mind. I realised that I had nothing to lose, so I phoned Dilbert. I think Albert had phoned him and pre-warned him. Because he started straight in. "Jim I can see why you might be worried, but we think John Campbell wants you to settle down and stop looking over your shoulder. Don't worry there will be people there to make sure that you are not disturbed." He had a little giggle, which I found annoying until he said. "I think you sorted your former friends; I don't think they will put in an appearance." Just how much did these people know?    
We got ready, I must admit I was nervous. She looked gorgeous, it was a purple dress this time showing off her cleavage and she let the girls go free this time. The dress was split to the thigh, and if you looked quickly, you could see she was wearing stockings. I was just hoping it was all for me.    
She could tell I was nervous about all this. "Sweetheart, please don't worry, this is my chance to prove to you I'm all yours."    
She looked gorgeous on that Friday night in the red dress, she looked even better now, and what worried me more is that she wasn't nervous. She was looking forward to this. I think that made me even more nervous.    
I started to calm down after we'd eaten. After we'd finished, we headed towards the ballroom. We danced a couple of times. She was smiling at me and hanging on to me. I could feel the girls brushing my chest, it felt good. It was heading towards the time we'd make our way to our room. I'd grab a beer on the way, I'd only had two glasses of wine so far, just in case, well you know.    
And then just like last time, just as we were about to leave. He walked in. He looked around, saw us and headed straight towards us. He had that smirk on his face, 'I'm going to have your woman again.' So much for Doctor Campbell's assessment. I felt for a second this was just another setup but then he was in my face, and I had to do something about it.    
"Get out of my way cucky boy, I want to dance with your woman."    
Linda was beside me. "Come away, Sweetheart, he's not worth it. He's not very good anyway, he just puts on a great show like he does on the pitch, all show and no substance." Now I knew whose side she was on. And who she was going home with, or to the hospital with if I got it wrong.    
I could tell that roiled him.    
"Linda, sit down, this is man's work."    
We were so close I could feel his breath.    
Out of the corner of my eye I could see people with their phones out.    
I felt a hand on my right shoulder and heard the words. "Come on mate."    
Without looking, I grabbed the fingers of the hand and twisted them violently, I felt a crack and heard a loud scream. Out of the corner of my left eye also another of his teammates came towards me.
I lifted my left hand and pointed at him without looking away from the twat in front of me and said in a loud voice, "Stay the fuck out of this if you know what's good for you." He backed away. It helped that Stephen had his hand on his shoulder. Where the flipping heck did he come from?    
I stared the twat in the eyes. "If you want her, you've got to go through me. But you're too much of an awful wimp, so just walk away."    
I saw the anger in his eyes.
I saw him draw his head back like he was going to head a football, expecting this I turned my head, but he caught me a glancing blow, it still hurt like shit. I sensed more than felt his right hand coming towards my stomach, but we were too close. He couldn't get a good swing and I tensed my stomach muscles. I took the blow and staggered back. I saw the kick coming towards my bollocks, I managed to deflect it on my thigh, but I didn't see the left hook which caught me on the side of the face I went down.    
I saw him take a pace back and swing his legendary left foot towards my genitals. I twisted and took it on my thigh. It still hurt.    
I looked up at him. He stood there grinning, confident, arrogant, looking round at all the cameras, smiling.    
Good, just what I wanted. I got myself with the aid of a table.    
He looked at me, but he didn't see the left hook that caught him full on the face.    
I was in just the right place. To put all my weight and strength into my right to his stomach, he let out a large gasp and doubled over. And I was in the right place to put my knee into his bollocks, and I did.    
He was doubled over but still didn't go down.    
That was when Linda stepped up beside me. She lifted her knee into his nose, it was a good job she was wearing a split-sided dress. He still didn't go down. Bloody hell.
Then I just pushed on the top of his head, and he collapsed onto the floor into a heap. I could hear him crying.    
By now the bouncers were rushing across, one of them on his phone.    
The whole thing took less than a minute, if that. I sat down    
The bouncer told me to stay where I was. I had no reason to move, my job was done. If I'd wanted to walk out of there, he wouldn't have stopped me. Stephen fetched me a beer. Denise appeared at Linda's side. I looked at them both and asked, "Why?"    
Denise reached a hand across the table and grasped mine. "Sherry, the ex-mayor's ex-wife and I went to school together." As if that explained everything, I suppose it did in a way.    
They had called the police and the ambulance.     
It didn't take long for the police to turn up, a couple of young coppers. They looked at Vale still crying curled up on the floor. There was chatter between them and the bouncers. The policeman came up to me and said, "I am arresting you for assault, GBH..."    
That was as far as he got, another man approached them from the side he flashed something in his hand. He pointed to Vale on the floor and said, "No, you arrest that man on the floor for Assault, GBH, affray and anything else you can think of. He attacked this man without provocation, and he was just defending himself."     
The policeman looked at the man and said, "Yes Sir."     
The man carried on "And you will collect CCTV from the club and the video from that chap over there and any others you need." he said pointing to a man in the corner with a proper camera, not a smart phone. The man looked at me and smiled. I recognised his voice.    
I looked around the room and there was our counsellor with his receptionist. Now they were sitting next to one another. I was certain they were brother and sister. He just nodded his head and walked towards a quiet corner of the bar. I looked across to the man with the camera and I recognised the chap next to him, he was an MP from the next constituency over.    
Whilst one paramedic was looking at Vale on the floor, the other one looked at me and told me my damage was superficial. I asked him if he could clean my knuckles as they had touched the twat's skin, they had been split and that was the only thing that had come in contact with his flesh, and I wanted to make sure the wound was clean.     
The paramedic got a swab and started to clean my knuckles. Linda looked at him and said. "If you don't mind, I would like to do that, that's my job."    
He smiled at her and gave her the swab as she was doing when a man appeared next to her with his phone out. "I'm from the Journal, would you like to comment on what happened?"    
What was the local newspaper doing here? I thought to myself.    
She mumbled something about 'No Comment'    
He said, "I'm sorry I didn't quite catch that, could you repeat that please."    
She looked at the reporter and said, "That man lying on the floor is not worth a comment. He's all bluster and no substance. He is a coward, his performance is just like his performance on the pitch, flashes of inspiration between a lot of running around trying to look good. And you can quote me on that."    
The counsellor waved us over to the corner where he was sitting with the woman. I now recognised her as the one who started the abuse when Linda did her crawl of humiliation, and his receptionist. The counsellor introduced us, "Please meet my sister, Sophie." That just confirmed what I had thought earlier. "So, I suppose this is all a setup?" I said, waving my arm around.    
"Yes, I'm afraid it is, well mostly. Let me explain. When I heard what happened from your solicitor, who is a friend of the judge whose wife cheated with Vale. I contacted Linda and offered to help with your marriage. I'm not actually a marriage guidance counsellor but I am a psychiatrist. I hope you don't mind.
"We didn't expect Vale to be here tonight. The team is playing away so he shouldn't be here, but something must have happened. Sorry."    
He went on to explain Vale had messed up so many lives and they couldn't find a way to take him down until we came along. But it didn't go according to plan. There was not supposed to be any physical confrontation. Doctor John leaned forward, looked at both of us and told us their priority was to get us two back together if they could, and show people that Vale had no effect and people could rebuild their lives. They were going to shove it back in Vale's face to show people that he didn't matter. It all seemed a bit tenuous to me, a bit far-fetched. My investigations had been right, there was a judge, an MP and the senior policeman who if they had taken action it would seem like an abuse of power.    
"So, I was right, this was a setup?"    



That was when Sophie spoke up, "Yes, but Linda didn't know anything about it, I had to do my bit to help because I know the pain. My husband left me when I had my one night with Vale. I don't know where he is, he just walked out and left me. I'm trying desperately to find him, but meanwhile I'll do anything to help the victims of Vale and to bring him down." She was crying.    
Through the tears she told us. "He picked on wives of powerful people, so they couldn't get back to him because they would be seen as using a position of power. He felt safe. He didn't even pick up the pretty ones. There is a rumour that he picked up a minor royal wife and she was not the best looking, a bit on the dumpy side. She took it that Vale was into her and she left her husband and chased after Vale. He ignored her and she ended up in a mental home after doing herself harm. The family managed to keep it under wraps, mostly." She couldn't carry on.    
Doctor John carried on explaining. "He got off cuckolding people who couldn't strike back, or they would be accused of abusing their power. The first one was the mayor's wife. He stood down soon after it happened, which was a pity he was a good man. As soon as he stood down, he divorced her and moved away. Then the MP the next constituency over. And Sophie." She was looking down into her lap crying. He carried on, "Sophie's husband was editor of a local newspaper. And local newspapers can't do what the big multinationals do. They have to play to the local crowd. And he couldn't print anything to malign a local hero, and if he had would have increased his humiliation. Anyway, when Sophie got home after her night, Adrian had gone. He just left and she still doesn't know where he is, although she's trying hard to find him. She's hoping now that we have a story, people will read it. She can get her message across to Adrian, he will realise she knows what a mistake she's made, and maybe he'll come home or at least be in contact so we know he's all right."    
"Why do you think he picked on Linda?" I asked    
"I'm not sure, but we all think he got bored playing the mental power games and he wanted to try something physical. So, he saw you. You're a fit healthy man and Linda was good looking, so he chose you. But he was still at no risk because he had his teammates. You just happen to be in the right place at the wrong time"    
"Did you set this up tonight?" I asked.    
"Well sort of, as we said Vale shouldn't have been here tonight, we wanted lots of people seeing you two enjoy yourselves. I was going to explain at our next meeting on Wednesday and ask if we could start showing you on social media. We didn't tell you because we wanted you to act natural, and not put on a show if we had warned you what we were planning on doing. I hope you don't mind."    
"I could have got the shit beaten out of me by him, so yes I kind of do mind."    
"Actually, there were two people about to jump on him. If he had pulled his foot back for a third kick he would've been taken out. In actual fact he shouldn't have gotten the first punch in, but they couldn't get through the crowds." Then he smiled. "They were going to stop it when you stood up, but I waved them off. I thought you might like closure and a spot of revenge, one where you didn't have a chance of ending up in prison, like some of your other exploits."    
He admitted that Vale had caught them off guard. He normally waited until half way through the evening before he approached someone, and he'd never before approached the same woman twice. But as soon as he saw Linda and me, he made straight for us, that caught them out. He apologised.    
It was late, and I had things to think about. I looked at Linda. She looked tired but happy. Looking at her I could feel her love. And I think Doctor John was right about smacking that twat around had given me closure. But let's see in the morning. We set our good nights and held each other as we walked across the dance floor and headed to our room. Stephen and Denise were there, he asked me if I wanted a round of golf early in the morning, with a big grin on his face.
I smiled back at him and said, "Sorry mate, I think I'll be otherwise engaged early in the morning." and I gave Linda a squeeze. We didn't make love that night, just cuddled one another. It was different in the morning, we almost missed breakfast.    
On the wall next to the kitchen door is a large picture frame. Inside it there's a piece of sack with 'Suttons seed potatoes' across the front. Linda said she put it in there as a reminder, every time she looks at it she feels slightly humiliated. A year after the ice cream van incident I took it down. That was enough.    
The Trial    
Strangely it didn't take long to get to trial, there were forces moving that I had very little knowledge or understanding of and absolutely no control over.    
I was called first and asked about the night, and the events that led up to it. I told them almost everything from when we walked into the Red Hart to Vale's arrest that last evening. Sometimes I was a little vague. It took over an hour to finish. They showed the video, it started with Vale walking across the dance floor towards me. He looked like he was heading straight towards me and Linda. I thought he had been picked up on his walk on the video a bit early, almost as if somebody was expecting it. It was professionally shot     
Linda was called next, she was asked to confirm what I had said. She sat there through the questioning and agreed with everything I had said, she was in tears when she finished. Stephen and Denise were calling in turn and they agreed with what had been said about the assault.   
The next people called confused me, but that wasn't difficult at this stage of the game. They had no bearing on the case. The ex-mayor, his ex-wife, Sophie, among a few others I didn't recognise. Vale's solicitor kept on objecting but in most cases, she was overruled.    
Nobody mentioned Linda's knee part, that seemed to get missed out.
It was a done deal, he was guilty, the video proved that. The lawyer's job was to keep his sentence as low as possible. A whole range of character witnesses were called, but his team management was noticeable by their absence. The prosecution pointed this out.
Representatives from the charitable organisations he supported, but some were noticeably missing. He was going as well as he could until they called a psychiatrist who explained that it wasn't his fault he tried to seduce married women. His celebrity status went to his head, and he was unequipped to handle it. It was the Football Association's fault for not training him how to handle celebrity status, and we should pity him.
However, my lawyer pointed out details of courses available on that very subject run by the FA which Vale had booked but had failed to attend. Vale lost it, he ranted and he shouted, the court was adjourned. When it reconvened, contempt of court was added to the charges.     
Sophie's demeanour changed halfway through her giving her evidence. I followed her eyes, her husband was sitting there. I recognised him from the picture on her desk in John's office.    
Marcus Vale got the maximum sentence in prison for GBH, affray, resisting arrest and contempt of court. Eight years because he took advantage of his celebrity status. He will probably be out in five years, unless his arrogance gets the better of him and then he will probably do the full eight years. His football career was over.
His lawyer immediately said she was going to appeal the sentence, the judge leaned forward and said, "That is your client's right, if you think that is wise?" His tone of voice certainly gave the impression she would be wasting her time and her client's money. So, she probably would do it as he had the maximum sentence so it couldn't get any worse. And she would get paid.    
I didn't know about the resisting arrest, it appears when he got outside he started shouting at the policeman, "Do you know who I am?" and started pushing them around. It is rumoured that some truncheons came into play and the paramedics were called back.    
It was also rumoured that the deputy police commissioner and the judge went to the same university but at different times.    
As we left the court a man I'd never seen before came up to me and held out his hand. He smiled and for some reason, I shook his hand. "Have you still got the phone?"    
"Yes."    
"Keep it charged, but not switched on, we will contact you if we need you again. Your name is Egbert by the way." He smiled at me. "Well done and thank you, thank you very much. You've made a lot of people happy."    
After the trial the local paper printed the story of Vale, a complete exposure of the antics of Vale and his teammates, without the victims' names. Although some of them did give permission to be named when the story was taken up by the national press. Our football team did not get promoted, in fact they nearly got relegated.
When Adrian found out how Sophie was involved in Vale's downfall, he contacted her. They are making a go of it; it looks like they will make it.
I don't know if the FA do run courses on how to handle celebrity status, but a very quick Google search reviled they are available. Yes, I have taken liberties with the English legal system.
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Whilst I like happy endings, sometimes they don't happen, or do they? I had a nasty one on me as I feel I have been a bit too nice to people, to my characters recently so this one's a bit harsh, not quite as bad as a Nasty Tale, but I hope it's interesting. Please enjoy the story, that's all I ask. Again, thanks to AnAverageGuy61.
Ofsted = UK School regulators.
Things had been a bit busy at home and at work recently, I'd been working hard with machinery breakdowns, and I had finally convinced the boss to instigate a servicing plan, and not wait until something broke before it got fixed and serviced at the same time. I'd spent ages gathering all the data I wanted to present it to him. I'd convinced him the way he was going about it was a false economy. I'd spent most of my evenings for several weeks assessing breakdown statistics and service plans. I did stop working on weekends to spend time with my wife, Caroline, my hot 42 year old MILF.
She was busy at work as well, she was an admin assistant at a local college, they'd had a major upheaval. They had an Ofsted report of 'Requires Improvement', and they were pulling out all the stops to find out where they needed to improve and get an improvement program started, so she had been busy as well and sometimes worked late at work, as well as at home in the evening. But she, like me, took the weekend off so we could be with each other, and our son Jason when he was home from university with his girlfriend.
I looked at the weather forecast for the next weekend, and it was good, we were getting towards the end of a long wet, windy, cold winter. We'd both been working hard so I thought I'd surprise the love of my life. We have a static caravan on the South Coast just outside Christchurch in a holiday park. It was winterized at the moment. It's a pain de-winterising it so I thought I'd take a day off work, the boss owed me one at least, and get it ready for the weekend and then surprise Caroline with a weekend away, just the two of us. It wouldn't take me long to de-winterise it and air out the bedding on my own, in fact, I had winterised it on my own the previous autumn. It was so much easier to do that sort of thing without ladies around.
I had a chat with my boss and told him I was having Tuesday off and told him the reason why in case Caroline phoned. I would take my laptop and if needed I could cover stuff from down there, the internet coverage was great. As the site would be pretty empty the speeds would be good. The site didn't close for winter and a few hardy souls used it all year round, in fact, a couple of years ago the whole family, including Jason and his girlfriend, went down there for Christmas and New Year, it was great.
I told Caroline that I had an early meeting, that way I would leave early and miss most of the traffic. I also told her I might be home late because of the traffic. I managed to get to the van in plenty of time and went into my usual routine. I had left the caravan keys on the hook at home so Caroline wouldn't see they were missing and ask about them, that would ruin my surprise.
I even picked up a bunch of roses with the intention of leaving them in the van to make the place smell nice for when we came down at the weekend, it can smell a little stale after the winter. And I know she likes roses.
There was a spare key hidden under the van, and if I needed it, there was a spare one in the site office. But I wanted to check on our spare as it had been outside all winter, drop a bit of oil on it. It was in a small box with a magnet attached to the bottom of the van. I always put it in exactly the same place. In the early days coming back from the pub, I'd had to crawl around underneath the van, it was dark, dirty and smelly and none of us were sober at the time. There was an awful lot of giggling.
So, I always put it in its little box in exactly the same place so I could just reach underneath the van and pull it out. Actually, we've never had to use it since that one event.
That was when things started to get a little strange. I reached underneath the van, and it wasn't there. So not wishing to get smelly or dirty and being sober; I used the light on my phone to see where it was. It was all wrong, wrong place, wrong orientation, it was a good foot or so from where it should have been and was at a haphazard angle, I always put it so it ran fore and aft along the van, it was easier to find that way, well that was the plan.
Then it got stranger when I went into the van, I saw the fridge was closed, now that's always left open otherwise it goes smelly. I opened the fridge expecting to see masses of mould and a nasty smell. There was nothing. And that made me think, the van didn't smell quite as musty as it had in previous years. I wonder if somebody's been using it, my mind immediately rushed to Jason. But I'm sure he would have told us and it's a long way from his university; he could have found somewhere much closer for a holiday.
I was a bit more careful now, I turned on the taps and there was a small spurt of water, that was strange as well because after I turn the water supply off in the autumn, I had drained down the taps and left them open in case it froze and burst the pipes, and these had been shut. Now Jason would know to leave them open. Right, now I am a bit concerned.
Electricity metre was next, from previous years I know how much it had used over the winter. And it's not a lot. A quick check of the meter showed that it was a massive amount compared with previous years. I didn't have the exact numbers with me, so I'll have to double check when I get home. I took a picture of the meter with my phone and at the same time sent Jason a text asking if he'd used the van over the winter.
I went round the van with a fine tooth comb now, but nothing seemed to be out of place. But I was wary. I started to get things out, I got all the bedding out and hung it outside to air, it had been in sealed bags and was washed before we put it away. That done, I thought I'd make myself a coffee. It would have to be black as I didn't bring any milk with me, but that's not a problem, I can drink tea or coffee without milk. I prefer it with, but I can make do. So, I put the kettle on, I had a quick look inside and there was a bit of water in the bottom. I would have expected that to have evaporated over the winter, even with the lid on, it normally does. Just another thing to add to the list. Then I started wiping stuff down and dusting, that sort of thing, waiting for the kettle to boil.
I went to the coffee jar; it was probably out of date, but that doesn't matter. But it was nearly full, I can't be sure, but I think it was nearly empty when we left. I checked it and it was in date, it had an expiry date of 6 months away. We tend not to leave too much in the van over the winter. It was a bit of a pain that Christmas we came down as we'd had to bring almost everything with us, even almost the kitchen sink. Just something else to add to the list.
I thought about phoning Caroline but decided not to, if somebody else had been in the van she would feel it was tainted and wouldn't want to come here again. I had to find out and possibly keep it to myself. Let's hope it was Jason. Anyway, I'm sure she'd be busy, and I didn't want to spoil my surprise.
I'd got the van sorted and headed home, I took the roses with me, there's no point in leaving them there. I could give them to Caroline as a surprise. I popped into the site office on the way out and asked in a sort of innocent way, if you could do that. If anybody had been seen around our van recently. The staff said they hadn't seen anybody, but they had noticed a fairly new red Mercedes estate about once every couple of weeks or so a few vans over from ours, it was parked next to a van that they knew was empty. They thought it was strange because people who drive that sort of car tend not to use holiday caravan parks, and it was red.
As far as they were concerned it must have been okay because in the winter it was swipe access to open the gate, so they must have had a pass. The office staff didn't have a great deal to do during the winter.
On my drive home, stuck in traffic jams, my mind began to wander. Who was using the van, and who would know where the key was? There were only the three of us.
Whilst in the traffic jam Jason phoned me. It wasn't him. I told him I thought someone had been using the van but to keep it to himself. I didn't want to worry his mother. She had enough on her plate at the moment with helping sort out the Ofsted problem. I did tell him I was planning to go to the van this weekend as a surprise for her.
So, if it wasn't Jason then who was it? Being stuck in a traffic jam just outside Salisbury gives your mind time to wander. And that's not good. Perhaps I read too many stories online? I started to put two and two together but unfortunately, I came up with either three or five. It wasn't me, it wasn't Jason, it could only have been Caroline, but why? I started going through the things in my mind, the telltale signs of someone having an affair. She didn't dress differently, she didn't rush to the shower as soon as she got in, she did work late, but I always knew about it, and I tracked her phone. She was always where I thought she should be. Although her phone wasn't always switched on, and you don't get a signal in some parts of the college. Our sex life was the same, it had probably dropped off a bit because both of us were working hard, but we managed it at the weekend, even the bit of the kinkiness she liked.
Right, a plan came into my head. As I waited by the Castle in yet another traffic jam, something popped into my head that I'd heard before, but I believed it to be good advice. Trust but verify, and sitting there I came up with a plan. In fact, several plans to do just that.
I carried on waiting and pondering. Had I spent too much time on the Internet, was she having an affair, and why would she drive all the way down there, there were plenty of hotels they could stay in? But somebody was using it. It's horrible being given time to think, your mind goes down dark alleys, but again I didn't think she was. I'd seen no signs. Or was she good at hiding them? Or was I too trusting and too stupid to see, or a bit of both?
Right, first thing to do, protect myself, the way the law stands if you separate for any reason, it's a half and half split. I love that house we've been living in for the last 15 years or so and we'd made it our own. I'd sweated blood over some of the work I'd done. And working long hours to pay for some of the stuff that I couldn't do. And then there was my pride and joy, a maroon MGB GT V8, almost completely restored. The savings account was quite healthy, mainly from the overtime that I got because machines kept on breaking down at work. If it turned out I was wrong, there would be no harm done. That was important.
Setting up some cameras in the van was my next ploy, I'll pop down to the van later in the week and detour by the spy shop in Southampton and pick up some Wi-Fi cameras and maybe a tracking device as well, one that I could stick on her car, or drop in her handbag.
The plans were all coming together in my head.
First test, she was warned that I might be home late, so I gave her a call on the home landline. She answered straight away, so at least she was at home. She told me she'd nothing prepared for dinner as she didn't know what time I'd be in. I told her I was 10 minutes away. She suggested I pick up something, fish and chips, a pizza, or even a Chinese. She also asked how the meeting went. I told her it was OK, but something had popped up and I'd talk about it later. I asked her how her day was. It was hectic, but if they pulled out all the stops, they could have a plan in a couple of weeks. But it might mean some more late nights. I told her that I was OK with that as long as we had the weekends together.
That was when she giggled and told me she looked forward to the weekends, and she had something planned for this weekend. I found it very hard to think that the love of my life on the other end of the phone was having an affair. I started to feel ashamed of myself and my thoughts. But I had to find out who was in the van so the plan would go ahead in its entirety.
OK then, the second test, I picked up a pizza, a meat feast, my favourite but not hers. I got home and everything was set up, even a bottle of wine, a bit strange for a Tuesday, but never mind. I opened the box, and she noticed it was a meat feast. I grabbed a couple of slices and deposited them on her plate.
"Sweetheart you know I don't like the meatballs on this." From the initial lightness when I walked in there was a tone of grumpiness.
"Just pop them over here, and I'll swap you my pepperoni for them." That was what we'd done before. But she'd never been grumpy about it, was I imagining it, was I looking for stuff that wasn't there?
Next test, she was carefully lifting a meatball from her pizza to mine, she was halfway across the table when I started on my story, "I heard a rumour that someone at your place is having an affair." She dropped the meatball on the table, I picked it up and ate it anyway. I like meatballs.
"Where did you hear that?"
"The meeting I was at someone mentioned your college, and somebody named Julian was having an affair with one of the fellow members of staff and got caught."
"There's nobody at our place called Julian. They must have been mistaken."
But because she dropped the meatball it raised a niggling doubt in my mind, did she know something, was it somebody with a name like Julian, who knows? But it's another thing to add to the list. But that was just the start of a list of comments to lead me to where I wanted to take the conversation.
I asked her. "Do you have some sort of moral clause in your contract? You can't go around young impressionable people with married people having affairs. It doesn't set the right standard."
"Er, yes, I think we do, I shall have to check. Why the interest."
"It was just the mayhem that it all caused, ruined lives, nobody left with any money. They had to split everything half and half, and there wasn't enough to go around, it appears both are now living in shabby digs. It ruined two marriages and four lives, one of them even lost their job. Could have been both of them. If you don't have a Julian, he must have got the college mixed up. But it's a bit worrying though, isn't it? The person who cheats on their wedding vows gets half of everything. Allegedly in their case it wasn't much."
I wasn't sure but I think her face paled slightly and she didn't talk much after that, just kept on eating the pizza with extra pepperoni and no meatballs. The hairs were standing up on the back of my neck and I didn't like the feeling.
We went to watch some rubbish on television, we normally discuss the stuff we see on there, but there wasn't much talking tonight, that was something else out of the ordinary. Was I reading too much into small events? I don't know. I'm just going to have to be careful, and not go down the investigating route so far that I can't recover it. The next step was going to be risky. But I had to do it just for my peace of mind.
I did notice she kept on glancing at her mobile phone, almost as if she wanted to use it. It was just after nine when her phone rang, she nearly jumped out of her skin. She looked at it and said to me, "It's my sister, I've got to get this." Of course she has, why would she need an excuse? With that she took her phone and headed to the kitchen. That was different, I liked her sister, I liked most of her family, her parents were a bit strange. She would normally answer the phone in front of me. We would just turn the sound down on the telly and sometimes I would even interject. I was looking for things out of the ordinary. And now I was looking for them, I was seeing them.
I turned the volume up on the television a tad, crept around the sofa and headed towards the kitchen. I was going to eavesdrop; it was something I was proud of. But I just had to ' trust but verify.'
I couldn't hear clearly because the bloody television was too loud, but it sounded like. "Sorry sweetie but we're busy now, I'll give you a call tomorrow, bye." That was a bit quick. I waited. Then I heard the words I'd been dreading. I heard her say. "I think he's guessed, don't come near me tomorrow." There was a pause. "He's acting out of sorts, I can't lose him." More pause. "No promotion is worth my marriage."
I'd heard enough. I went back to the sofa and carried on watching the telly. I had no bloody idea what was on. She came back in. I asked her how her sister was, she told me they were all fine. Young Emily had scraped her knee, that will be fairly standard, she was a bit of a tomboy. Then she cuddled up to me and hung on to me. She whispered in my ear, "I think it's time for bed if you know what I mean." oh fuck.
I tried my best, but for me, it's hard to carry on whilst thinking somebody else may have been sharing this pussy, but I managed it. After we finished with her in my arms I said. "That was a bit strange for midweek, what's come over you?"
"I just love my man, and we haven't done much during the week recently."
I went for a little dig. "It's not guilt then?" I was expecting a retort, but nothing came back.
In the morning I left for work as normal, but I phoned the boss and told him that I was having another day off, but I will be contactable in case something important came up. Enough doubts have been raised in my mind. I went to the local second hand shop and picked up a pre-used smartphone. A quick trip to the library to use their computer to open a Gmail and a Hotmail email account. Next stop was the local supermarket for a sim only mobile phone deal. All registered to my new email accounts. It didn't cost much and if she was innocent, I could lose them all. If she was guilty, it was money well spent. I popped into the spy shop in Southampton on the way to the van and picked up two Wi-Fi cameras and a tracker, one that I could pop it into her car or into a handbag.
I set up the two cameras in the van. I connected them to the Wi-Fi. One overlooked the bedroom, and one overlooked the lounge and kitchen area. I'd managed to get them plugged into the mains, no need for batteries. They were motion sensitive and would send the video straight to my new phone when activated. As an extra precaution, I took down a jar of coffee, it was some rubbish that had been lying around my workshop at home. I emptied most of it away and got some of the sleeping tablets that we had left lying around after Caroline's mum stayed for a week. I crushed them up and mixed them in with the coffee. I didn't know how many to use so I kept going until I could just see the white in the coffee. I must make sure next time I come down to bring another jar with me. I sincerely hoped I was barking up the wrong tree.
On my way back home, I drove past her college. And there was a recently registered red Mercedes estate in the car park.
Next step, I spent some time coming up with some paperwork. I was pretty certain by now she was having an affair. But I still wanted to leave a way out in case I was wrong. If I was wrong, it would be something I would have to live with.
We went to bed, and she got all amorous again, this was strange. I looked at her and said, "We haven't done it for months during the week, and now you want it twice in two nights. What's the matter, your boyfriend not giving you enough during the week."
The look of shock on her face was amazing. "Are you accusing me of having an affair?" She came back at me.
"I was just wondering about the change of attention I'm getting, weekends only for months and now twice in two nights, I can hardly keep up."



She repeated herself. "Are you accusing me of having an affair?"
"If the cap fits, wear it." That shut her up. That was bollocks of course, but it had a result.
It was a bit frosty after that and we didn't do anything, not even cuddle. It was going to get worse for her. But I loved her, and I was planning a way out for her, if she would take it.
But I was also planning to protect myself if she didn't.
Thursday evening I got home and I had everything prepared. When I got in Caroline looked lovely, I think she was trying to work out between making up and not coming over too needy. It wasn't one of my favourite dinners, but one that was pretty close. There was a bottle of wine, and it was a pleasant meal. We chatted about mundane stuff, my projects, her college, the plans they had to get out of the mess they were in, and how things were getting on.
Then to break the rhythm I did something out of the ordinary. She normally clears the plates and puts them in the dishwasher. But I did it this time. In a hurry, it all just went in the dishwasher, all in the wrong place, but I didn't care.
She was a bit taken aback by that, I sat down at the table, leaned across and indicated she give me both of her hands, she did. "Sweetheart we need to talk." Her face fell.
I looked her square in the eyes and said, "I love you with all my heart, I don't know how I would survive without you." I paused, then carried on." But this Julian thing has got me worried. We have both worked so hard to make this a nice place to live, a place we brought our son up in, a place we both love, but if one of us cocks up we both lose it. So, I've come up with a plan. You won't like it; I don't like it. But it's the best I can do."
She looked utterly confused. That was good.
I got a sheet of paper and a pen out of my pocket; I turned it round and showed it to her. The heading across the top said, 'Post Nuptial Agreement. ' I could see she was getting angry.
"Why?" She said.
"Look, in this country if I cheat on you, I still walk away with half of everything, and vice versa, if you cheat on me, you get half of everything including this house and the caravan and the cars. Anyway, you've not cheated, I've not cheated, so what's the problem."
She paused for quite a bit and then came back with, "I don't want to."
"Why?"
"It just doesn't seem fair."
"Why, what have you got to hide, I've got nothing. I love you and I would never cheat on you. I've got nothing to risk. And if you've got nothing to hide, then what's your worry."
"I just don't want to," she paused, "and it shows a lack of trust."
I acted like I was thinking about that, I had already thought that would be one of her replies, and she was right. I had an answer for her: it was bollocks, but I had an answer.
"But signing it shows you have faith in our marriage." Like I said, it was bollocks. I carried on. "What have you got to hide, what have you done? If you've not done anything or not trying to do anything, then why not. I'm happy I haven't cheated; I don't intend to cheat, I'll sign it." With that, I took up the pen and signed the paper. "The only reason I can see that you wouldn't sign this is that you have cheated on me or you're going to."
"I would never do that to you." She was in tears, there was guilt all over her face. I was pretty certain I had the right of it. I just need the confirmation.
"So why don't you sign?" I asked.
"This is a big step I need to think about it. This is for the long term you're talking about, forever. What if we just fall out."
She was correct, it was a valid argument because I had already thought of that.
I stood up. "I'll let you think about it, and I'll think about what to do if we just fall out. But I'm going to the club for a beer while I think." I'd already decided to pop to the rugby club. Thursday was always a busy night.
The thing about British rugby clubs is that they are full of learned people, doctors, solicitors, lawyers, psychiatrists and the like. But the one I was looking for was a solicitor mate of mine. We had both played rugby together, but we were getting too slow and too old, and it hurt more. So now we play cricket together.
I bought him a beer and asked him for a favour. I showed him my post-nuptial agreement. Without looking at me he said. "Do you think Caroline is having an affair?" I just smiled as he lifted his eyes off the paper and looked at me. "I need to confer with my colleagues." He said to me and walked away.
In our rugby club, there are corners where discussions happen, there is a doctor's corner, and sometimes they get into a huddle. I believe they are discussing symptoms and the like and the best way to sort out problems, no names no pack drill, that sort of thing. The same with solicitors, psychiatrists and lawyers. Us plebs get the rest of the bar. Can't complain, it seems to work.
My friend came back to me. The first thing he said to me was, and this surprised me. "You need to buy that crowd over there a beer or two. That way they've given you advice and you've paid them for it; therefore, you are their customer. And if your marriage goes to rat shit," with that he paused, I think he was on a bit of a roll where he wasn't normally talking to a friend. "Sorry mate, if it goes to rat shit, she has lost all the best lawyers and solicitors in this town, all those that are left don't play rugby or cricket." He smiled at me. I went and paid for several rounds of beer.
He took me to one side and we sat at a table. He started. "If everyone wrote their contracts like this, we'd all be out of business."
I cocked an eyebrow at him.
He said, "You lay things out simply, no nasty words like 'reasonably' or 'considering'.
"You say that if any of the two partners named, is caught having sexual relations with another person not named above, this agreement will come into force. A sexual relationship is defined as;-
Placing any part of your body inside another person's body not named above.
Allowing somebody, not named above, without objection to place something inside your body.
Cunnilingus on a person not named above.
Fellatio on a person not named above
Any contact with a sexual organ and this includes, but not limited to, breasts, vagina, anal passage and penile member from anybody not listed above is included as a sexual relationship."
"Will that hold up in court?" I asked.
"Our resident divorce lawyer took a photograph of it as an example, so I think so. There are some tweaks you could do, but it's pretty solid as it stands."
The financial side was quite generous, he said. The cheater gets one third of all savings and their car. But the offended party that keeps the house, two thirds of the savings and their car.
We've got about 160 grand in savings so the cheater wouldn't be destitute.
That was when he dropped the bad news on me. "This can't be retrospective. It can only be for the future. Otherwise, it would be seen as entrapment if she is having or has had an affair."
"Why?"
"If she is having an affair, and you know or suspect about it, this would seem like you're taking advantage of the fact to gain something over her, the house and most of the savings in this case, that would be seen as entrapment. If, however, she is having an affair and stops on the presentation of this paperwork, well, then you'll have to find another reason for divorcing her and keeping the house."
That wasn't my plan.
Bugger. But that would do even if she was having an affair, it would stop, and we go back to normal. I would sort him, whoever he was out later.
Well, that was it.
I thanked him and agreed to meet up next week sometime. I paid my dues and headed home. I love this woman that I've been living with for the last 20 odd years. OK, there's been changes. Jason arriving, growing up and then leaving. We've been good together. I was prepared to give this woman another chance, possibly stupid I know, possibly wimpish but I had loved this woman for 20 plus years, so I'll give her one chance, but if she refuses then the hounds of hell will come visiting. Well, actually I might just set next door's yappy Jack Russell terrier onto her.
I got home and she was sitting in front of the telly. I don't think she was watching it; I could see she'd been crying. She didn't look as pretty as she normally did, but I still loved her. I sat on the sofa next to her, and then I got her to turn around to look at me.
I could see there were several things going around in her head, but none of them made their way to her mouth. So, I started.
"Sweetheart, this Julian thing has worried me, and I have to do this. I've been to see my mates in the club with my postnuptial agreement. And they said I can't backdate it, if you or I have had an affair in the past, then that's it, It's in the past." Her face looked at me in a flash of anger. I ignored it and carried on "I know 100% I've not cheated on you, and whilst I believe you've not cheated on me, I cannot prove it. If you have, then it's in the past. So, when you sign this, and I know you will. It's only moving forward, what is behind us, is in the past."
I was utterly gobsmacked by the outpouring of relief and love and tears from the woman in front of me, it was hugely over the top. The woman was a wreck. Which convinced me even more she had been cheating. Fuck, now what do I do.
I laid awake all night, if she had cheated, whilst I was now certain she had, I had no proof. What the fuck do I do now. The woman I love, the mother of my son who I love. I did not sleep well. Whilst previously I was willing to forgive now in the cold dark night, was I so sure?
I awoke from my slumber; I did not feel rested. I smelt toast and coffee. I managed to make it downstairs and there was Caroline bustling around, she seemed awfully happy. And there was a pot of tea in front of my chair with a lovely tea cosy on top keeping it warm.
She got her coffee and sat down in front of me, she took my hands, she said to me, "Sweetheart I'm sorry I didn't see it from your point of view. I thought about it last night and you're right. What this Julian did, and whoever he was with, it was wrong."
With that she pulled out my postnuptial agreement and a pen, an ink pen not a cheap Biro like I'd used, and she signed it and more importantly dated it.
At that point, I decided that what was in the past, was in the past. I would have to get over any worries and concerns that I had. There were still going to be niggling doubts of course and I'd have to keep an eye on that, and on her.
I'd sort of forgotten about the weekend away in the van, there would always be next weekend, never mind. But then all the worries came back. Caroline came in on Friday evening telling me she had to go to Bristol for a meeting on Monday because one of the other admin assistants had dropped out. 95% of me wanted to believe her. 95% of me did believe her, but the 5% 'verify' stuck its ugly head up. I pushed it to one side for the weekend but planned.
Caroline was a happy bunny for most of the weekend. On Saturday I told her I was going to pop to the football club for a beer. She didn't bat an eyelid when I took the car, it's only a quarter of a mile away. I could have walked that far, and for Christ's sake I don't like football, I never go to the football club, I'm a cricket and rugby man. Her euphoria must have blighted her sight to the bleeding obvious.
I popped in to see another mate of mine, I wanted to borrow his car on Monday. That was all sorted.
We talked about her trip over the weekend. She's going to Bristol on the train first thing Monday morning and will be home Tuesday evening. They had a hotel booked for her and she would let me know where it was, and I always had her mobile number if I needed to make contact. She was going to go by train, so I offered to drive her to the railway station on my way to work, but she told me there were several of them going and the plan was to go to the college and get a minibus from there together. Couldn't quite see the logic myself. She would have to go past the railway station to get to the college, but I let it ride and added it to the list.
It was a fantastic weekend, I think that she nearly shagged me to death, and I did my best, she had problems walking Sunday. But in the back of my mind, it was guilty sex.
If my wife gets onto the train and goes to Bristol, I will be a happy man and when she told me which hotel she was in, she may get a surprise visit that evening from the man who loves her. But if she didn't, a little yappy dog from next door would get released.
Monday came around and I was definitely looking to verify, the thought was still popping into my head. I couldn't shake it. I managed to get the tracker into her handbag, like most women it was big enough to hide a dozen trackers in, but as long as the tracker and her mobile phone stayed in the same place, and headed West, I was going to be a happy man, well mainly. I would have to get over my guilt for doubting her. I'm sure I would manage it.
Another strange thing, there was a small carton of milk in the fridge next to the nearly full 2 litre one. I asked Caroline about it; she told me she'd been asked to bring some. Why would you take milk to a hotel? Now I was certain something was going on. With the aid of a very sharp knife and a syringe, I replaced about a third of the milk with vodka. She wouldn't have to drive anywhere so there's no risk to her licence or having an accident whilst drunk.
My boss was a bit pissed at me when I took yet another day off. I sat with my phone and tracked both her phone and the tracker. They both got to her work and then her phone went 'off', but the tracker stayed 'on', and it started moving South towards the coast, not West towards Bristol.
Now my plans swung into action. I gave my mate a call and arranged to pick up his car. I wanted to leave mine at home, along with my phone. I didn't want my car to be seen anywhere but here, if anyone checked my phone it was in our house. I set my computer up and another device I'd made over the keyboard, it would strike random keys every couple of seconds, and I was logged on to the Internet and it would stay logged on all the time somebody was using it.
I checked the cameras in the van. There was nothing there, nothing was moving, but they were working. I phoned the College, and I asked them for the hotel my wife was staying in. I got the answer I didn't want. They told me she had a day's leave. That was it for me, better call next door and see if the Jack Russell is available tomorrow night. Action time.
On the way out of the house I went through the garage and picked up a tube of super glue and some gloves.
I got into my mate's car and drove past the college, there was no red Mercedes estate. Was there still a chance?
I drove to the local sex shop to pick up some anal Lube, a couple of small butt plugs and a pair of handcuffs. Walking out I saw something else that took my fancy. I paid cash, and I tried not to leave a trail.
I got to the holiday park I didn't want to swipe into the holiday park, so I parked my mate's car in a nearby street and walked in. And yes, there was a red Mercedes Estate, it wasn't parked outside our van. The phone had made several notification sounds on the drive down, and as the only notification I had set up was from the cameras I guessed what it was. Now I logged on to the WiFi and I could see what was happening in the van and my worst fears were realised. She was in there with him. They must have had a quick one, there were clothes everywhere. It was all being recorded on my phone.
She got up and made some coffee, she moaned about how crap it was, but as I had removed all the tea, that's all there was. He told her to use more milk to help disguise the taste. They both got back into bed, and I heard her say. "This is the last one, I can't risk it. I would lose most of what we've worked for. You've been fun, and it's been exciting. I will miss the excitement, but I do love him. And I think he's starting to suspect something. Although I don't know how we've been so careful. And I have to worry about the postnuptial agreement."
"Oh, come on he'll never know, he's just a spanner monkey. I had a chat with the school lawyer. The post nup won't stand up in court. Anyway, you'd miss the sex."
That's funny, according to my friends in the rugby club, and one of them was a divorce lawyer he said it would and unfortunately, I was going to find out.
"I will miss this though," he said. "It was a good idea to use the van, I might have to persuade the old bag about getting one, a posh one though. She keeps a tight rein on my funds."
"But you've got that flash Merc."
"That's her money, you don't think a college Deputy Principal could afford one of those do you? But I do better than your spanner monkey."
"Don't knock him, it doesn't become you. I've just told you I love him, he's a good man and you try and run him down. And the sex, you're OK. He's actually better, it's just the excitement that makes the difference. I never say anything about your wife, and why you've got to chase young ladies."
He ignored what she said, and he carried on. "Perhaps we can restart when he's not so suspicious, when I'm Principal, I'll need a new secretary and you know what that'll mean."
I saw her smile at him. "Yes, I do, you'll want more of me. I'll think about it," she paused. "'No' this is the last time. I love him and can't lose him, you've been fun." She yawned; it must be catching because he did as well.
"Do you know I'm feeling quite tired? We've got time for another one then a kip before we go out for something to eat. I've got to be ready for his phone call at about 7 o'clock."
I didn't watch them, it was too painful, but I was still recording. The little I saw it was obvious something was entering her vagina and she wasn't objecting.
They didn't seem to last long, and I didn't hear any sounds that made me think she was enjoying it. I'm sure I was better than that, or perhaps it was because they were tired. It didn't take long for them to fall asleep. I knocked sharply on the side of the van whilst watching the video, nobody moved. Good
I went inside the van and found his trousers, car keys, his phone, her phone and her handbag. I got the carrier bag that I had brought from the sex shop and a bin liner.
I put the pair of gloves on that I had with me, I was not going to leave fingerprints on what I was going to touch now, and I certainly wasn't going to touch him with my bare flesh. I couldn't decide whether to put the cock cage on first or the handcuffs around his bollocks and cock. I went for the cock cage and a small brass padlock. I just managed to get one of the handcuffs around his bollocks and the cock cage. I enjoyed every click of the ratchet of the handcuffs around his man parts, I got it as tight as I could. Then I got the Super glue out and put a drop or two or three into the brass padlock on the cock cage and the keyhole of the handcuffs.
The next part was a little tricky, good job I thought of bringing the bum Lube. A butt plug went up each of their arses, they were quite small, uncomfortable I would imagine, that is what I was hoping for. But a great relief when they got them out after the super glue had dissolved, I possibly should have done the butt plug before the cock cage, handcuff skit. Then I smiled, who cares, it's all there.
I then handcuffed Caroline's left wrist to the other end of the handcuffs. I then set about removing every piece of cloth from the van that I could find, towels, curtains, I even rolled up the rug in front of the fake fireplace and threw that outside. Everything they could use to cover themselves up with.




Their clothes were already stacked by the front door. I even took all the sharp knives out of the drawer so they couldn't cut up the furniture. I then took photographs of them with their phones. I was planning to just use hers, but I managed to unlock his with his thumbprint. I then took the passcode off. The hardest bit was getting the sheet out that they were laid on. I had to cut it up. I even took the pillows and the toilet paper. I also grabbed the coffee jar and the cups they had been using. I left the milk.
Right, next stage of the plan, I took his car and parked it next to the one I was using and transferred the folding bicycle I had into it. I had all the clothing and clothes in a plastic bag in the back of his car.
I had pondered long and hard what to do about his car, there were no nearby gravel pits I could drive it into. I didn't want to drive it into a river or the sea. Setting fire to it in the woods meant it would still be found. I wanted it to disappear completely. No, there was something I'd read in a story online. I drove the car to the side of town where all the ne'er do wells hang out. I left it there with the doors unlocked and the keys on the dashboard. If this lot were sensible, it would be off the street and sold with the change of number plates or stripped down for spares in short order. But probably it will just be driven and wrecked, never mind.
I still had their phones with me, her handbag and his wallet, I took all the cash out of his wallet and her purse and put it in mine, there wasn't much but it would pay for some of the sex toys that I'd bought. His credit cards I left on the seat of the car, just in case some enterprising ne'er do well could use them.
I took her credit cards, broke them in half and dropped them down a nearby drain. His wallet and her handbag went into a rubbish bin.
I got the folding bike out and headed towards the holiday park. I just got out of the area where I was feeling a little safer and I got the slip of paper out that I had brought from home and phoned the number from his phone. It struck me that I didn't even know his name, to us if he was just Deputy Principal. I could have looked on his credit cards.
"Hello, is that the South Coast Gazette?"
"Yes, who's speaking please?"
"An informant."
"We don't take information over the phone unless you can verify who you are."
"I'm afraid I can't do that; I work for our local MP and I'm afraid he's doing something he really shouldn't. These Greens are so upright all the time, and they think that they are better than the rest of us. He is currently in a caravan with another man's wife. I think there's some kinkiness going on."
Now, MPs playing around is not news. But kinkiness adds to the excitement and being the local Green MP added more spice to it. I think they took the bait because they asked where this was happening, and I told them.
I carried on heading back to the holiday park and found myself a nice quiet secluded corner where I could see the van and watch what was happening inside, which wasn't a lot. I saw a car pull up just down the road from the van. It was a strange place to park. I occupied myself by sending small video clips from my phone to both of their phones. And then by sending pictures and videos to everybody in their contacts list from their phones, and even to the South Coast Gazette.
That kept me busy for 20 minutes or so, then it got too busy with their phones, they kept on ringing and texts kept on coming through, so I gave in and turned them off.
I saw a slight movement on the camera, I think they were waking up. I quietly slid around until I was by the side of the van and then I banged rapidly on it. The look on their faces when they woke up was amazing, there was lots of screaming from both of them, but his was slightly different. It may have had something to do with pain as she wrenched her wrist away, I could go on about how they ran, well hobbled around the van, but there was no running. They managed to get themselves together and then realised there was no clothing anywhere. He just shouted, she just cried.
The noise made the man in the car perk up because he got out and headed towards the caravan, they must have seen him coming. He leaned out of the window and asked the man if he could help by calling the police, as they had a bit of a problem. That was when he saw the camera from the man in the car. "Goodie," I thought to myself, that must be the journalist. The journalist asked what the problem was. All he was told is that they'd had a bit of an incident and he needed the police.
Well, the journalist was quite nice. After he'd taken a few photographs, he phoned the police. It was a quiet seaside town with nothing happening in the early spring. They turned up quite quickly. The pictures from inside were quite enlightening. The police called the paramedics. I could still see a lot of goings on, oddly enough the policeman's keys didn't work in the handcuffs, that may have had something to do with the Super glue.
One of the policemen came in with a set of bolt croppers and the two lovers were separated. The bolt croppers were used on the padlock on the cock cage, that was when they discovered that that was glued on as well, I must have spilt super glue on his cock as well. O dear, never mind. The paramedics could do nothing about the butt plugs up their arses or his cock cage. I think they may need something to dissolve the Super glue, I don't know if there is such a thing. They were both taken to the hospital. I imagine there's a lot going on there, so it was time I went home.
I had one job to do before I got home, I got out my toolkit and removed the batteries from both of their phones. I was tempted to throw them away, but they might be useful later.
It was dark when I got home and the first thing I did was try to phone my wife from my normal phone, which had been at home all day, next to my computer, oddly enough it went straight to answer the phone. At least I had registered an outgoing call.
I shifted the device from the computer, I had several pages of meaningless characters which I deleted, then went and filled out some online forms. I printed them, signed one and stuck them in an envelope.
About 8:30 there was a knock at the front door. A young policeman was standing there, he asked me to confirm who I was. I did, and then he asked me where my wife was. I told him she was at a hotel in Bristol, and I'd just tried to phone her but didn't get an answer. He showed me a picture on his phone of a lady and said, "Is this your wife?"
"Well, yes that looks like her, but she looks a bit rough."
I'm afraid she's not in Bristol Sir, she's down at Christchurch police station. I believe she was in the caravan you have down there."
"I don't know why she'd be there, she should be in Bristol at a meeting or something."
"I'm afraid you'll have to ask her that, Sir. Can you go and collect her?"
"Where's her car, why can't she come home? How did she get there, can't she come back the same way?"
"Again, I'm afraid Sir you'll have to ask her that. And may I ask you where you have been all day?"
"I've been here, you can check my computer log if you wish. I've been online all day working."
He took a note of that and took my word for it.
OK, my mate's car might be a problem if they looked into it, but I was hoping they wouldn't. Anyway, innocent until proven guilty they would have to prove I'd done anything. I'm certain if they could be bothered to look they would find something. But I'm sure they had too many hate crimes to investigate.
I got in my car and drove to the Christchurch police station, walked in and said, "I've come to collect my wife."
The constable asked if I had any clothes for her because, at the moment, she was only wearing one of those silver foil sheets and a blanket. I told them I hadn't. The fact that she needed clothes must have got lost, perhaps the young policeman that came to my house hadn't mentioned it, or if he had perhaps, I didn't hear it. I told him I hadn't got any, I must have forgotten in the hurry to get here, anyway where are her clothes, I got a reply I was used to, "You'll have to ask her Sir."
They went and collected her, she was a real mess, her makeup was running, her hair was all over the place, she looked awful. She ran towards me. She almost tried to put her hands out until she realised she was naked under the sheet. I held my hand up when she got within arm's length, and I gave her the envelope. I think she guessed what it was. She collapsed on the floor crying.
I had to help her up and out to the car, one of the policemen came and gave me a hand opening doors and the like. The nice policeman helped me get her in the car. I told him we were going to put her in the back.
As we were putting her in the car, I saw across the car park a lady I think I recognised, using a handbag to beat a man around the head. He was also wearing a silver blanket, the policemen helping me left us and rushed over and pulled her away.
I headed towards home, and she cried all the way, for the whole two hours. But I wasn't going to our house.
I didn't get on very well with her parents, we tolerated each other. They are very religious and whilst I am not a religious man, I think that the 10 commandments, the Magna Carta and Sikh belief in equality of everyone and whilst trying not to make the mistakes that man keeps making in accordance with Cicero's teachings are a good basic set of standards to live by. Although I must admit to having not always managed it, especially when younger and definitely in the past week or so.
I wasn't sure how they were going to take me turning up with her in this state, after all the pictures and videos I'd sent them and everyone else.
When the car eventually stopped, I went round and opened the door, I gave her my hand to help her get out, then she realised we were at her Mum and Dad's, not our house. She looked aghast.
She looked at me through the tears, "Please take me home."
"No."
"Please, why not?"
"I gave you a choice."
"What choice?" she said through the tears.
"To cheat, or not to cheat. You chose to cheat. I suspected you'd been having an affair, I had no proof, so I gave you a chance, if it was in the past we could have carried on, grown old together. But you decided to carry on cheating."
They saw me pull up, her mother came out and the first thing she did was slap her daughter round the face. She then looked at me and said, "Is there any chance?"
"None at all."
Caroline looked at me and said. "I'm sorry, please take me home."
I looked at her and with a sad voice I said. "I gave you a choice, you ignored it."
Her father was there. He started helping her towards the house.
With that I turned and walked back round the car, her mother followed me she asked me again if there was any chance. I got my phone out and played her the clip where he asked to restart after I wasn't so suspicious, and she had said "Yes, I do, you'll want more of me. I'll think about it." but cut it off before she said 'No'.
I got in the car and drove away.
Epilogue
The post-nuptial agreement stuck. She got advice from a proper divorce lawyer, actually one from my rugby club, it was only advice. He told her that she had signed the post nup and then willingly went and broke the agreement, she didn't have a leg to stand on. She didn't try to contest it. I got the house, just over £100,000 and my MG.
As you may have guessed they both lost their jobs. They didn't have a moral clause; they didn't need one. The reason given was 'bringing the college into disrepute'. I think the military used something like that. He got divorced, I think she took him to the cleaners. The rumour was that they had a prenuptial agreement as she was quite well off when they got married. He would never work in the educational system again. Nor I suspect, would she.
I gave Caroline the caravan. I wouldn't want to go in it again. I gather she got a small job down there, so I heard from Jason, who doesn't have much to do with her apart from the odd phone call.
I did see her at Jason's wedding, she looked awful. I was in between girlfriends at the time and didn't take one with me. She came up to me and said, "I'm really sorry, can we have another go."
"I gave you a choice, you chose to cheat." I turned around and walked away.
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This is a little side story to Julia and Alan set of tales, they are involved but it's not about them. This takes place some five or six months after the end of Reflections.
Although I've not read a story like this, I'm sure it's out there somewhere. Again, nothing new here for LIt in LW. It's only a story. It's not real life, it's fiction like Mission Impossible.
I write for my pleasure, and hopefully others enjoy my efforts
The Hen night.
I dropped Julia off at the rugby club on Friday night for a hen party. She looked very smart; she's wearing a nice pair of trousers and a blouse. I think she chose that outfit because she knows I still have nagging trust issues in the back of my head. I do trust her after everything that's happened but there is that teeny, teeny weeny, little bit of doubt. Which she tried to assuage. She tells me she doesn't expect that she'll be late, and if I was busy either Anne or Jane's husband could give her a lift home. I told her that's fine, if any of them are coming home early and she wants to, she can get a lift with them. I'm trying to show a bit of trust, which I actually do feel. But I let her know that I would prefer to pick her up. I'd done some work in the rugby club a couple of weeks ago, I wanted to have a chat with Jeff who was running the club to make sure everything was running okay.
Anne from the office, her niece Kelsey was marrying her long term boyfriend, Graham, they had been living together for the last six months or so. He was one of the young chaps that worked on the factory floor at Barstow's Engineering. He was a nice lad, worked hard, quite intelligent, the sort of chap we should hang onto. I was planning to try and get him on the service team, he was a good machine operator and seemed to understand what the machines were trying to achieve. He and Kelsey will be getting married next Saturday. Graham was having his stag night in the rugby club tomorrow night. I was invited along with most of the factory, even Philip Barstow, the Boss's son.
I got the phone call at about 9:30, a bit earlier than I expected. Julia asked if I could take Anne and Jane home because they weren't keen to stay either, things were getting a bit out of hand with the younger crowd. I got there quite quickly and went inside to collect them.
When I got there Jeff told me they were in the backroom, the big room in a part of the club which they rented out for weddings, funerals and anything else that needed a big room with a bar. It was known as the Function room for some reason. The hen night had booked the Function room and it all seemed to be going well. I asked him about the job I'd done for him and how it was, he said it appeared to work. But he hadn't checked anything apart from the odd glance, because he had no reason to. It was then that the girls came out of the Function room Julia walked up to me and gave me a kiss. Anne and Jane smiled and thanked me for giving them a lift home.
"What's going on in there?" I asked.
"Lots of drinking and stuff, they've got some strippers in, not my sort of thing." said Anne.
Jane added. "Nothing's happened yet, but I don't think some of the things they're joking about would pass the husband or boyfriend test."
I was going to have a beer and another chat with Jeff about the work, but the girls seem pretty keen to go home.
As we were leaving, Adam's girlfriend, Dawn ran after us and asked if she could get a lift to her place. She looked a little flushed, and she was very quiet sitting in the back of the car.
Saturday night was the men's turn in the Function room. It was all quite civilised actually, just men drinking beer talking shit and playing snooker. Graham's future father-in-law, Kelsey's brother Harry and most of the men from the factory were there including my team John, Adam, and Chris, who recently left my team and into the salesman's slot after the previous occupant left in a hurry. It was nice to have a get together in a social atmosphere. It got a bit strange when Adam came and found me, he told me that he had found a pair of lady's underwear tucked down one of the backs of the seats. I just wondered what he was doing checking down the back of the seats. Never mind, several pints of Greene King IPA had passed my lips. But I managed to store the information away. And lose another pound to Chris on snooker.
Early in the evening I tried to have a chat with Jeff about the work I'd done for him., I could see he was busy, but he seemed to be avoiding me. Never mind, I'll catch up with him later.
Then around midnight, everything seemed to change. Most of us were fully in our cups by then, but suddenly Graham stormed out. We just assumed he drank too much, so his future father-in-law took him home. We finished around one o'clock. Jeff was still avoiding me.
Kelsey had wanted a wedding breakfast rehearsal like she had seen on the television. Nobody was really interested, especially Graham, and Kelsey's Dad was a little bit bothered about the expense. But he said for his Princess if she wanted one, she could have one. Graham didn't. And that was that.
But then all of a sudden on the Monday following the stag do Graham changed his mind, saying it might be a good idea to have a practice as a lot of people weren't used to standing up and speaking. And we went along with it, we couldn't do the whole thing so just the main players, you know parents of the wedding couple, bridesmaids and there was quite a few of those and the best man, John, whose wife, Lisa, was the chief bridesmaid, the vicar and the ushers. That was where Adam and I came in and all with their partners.
Kelsey's Dad booked the rugby club for 5:00 o'clock on Friday evening. At least it would save Julia cooking, plus I could have a few beers and we could chat about stuff without the overarching wedding hampering us. The wedding reception was due to be held in the Rugby club Function Room. So, it wasn't difficult to arrange for the Friday evening and for most of us to turn up. It will be a little bit of a rush for the club, but they were used to it.
Graham seemed a little quiet throughout the week, pre-wedding nerves I suppose.
I tried to find Jeff again on Friday, but he wasn't around. It was his day off before the big day tomorrow.
After the meal Graham stood up and said his little bit about what they expected to happen the following day, he said he would just like the practice of standing up in front of people. The best man, John, stood up and muttered a few words, saying he'd save his speech for tomorrow. He didn't want to give anything away, and he hadn't got that many jokes that he could waste today. Graham's father-in-law stood up welcoming him to the family, he laughed, "Tomorrow."
Graham then asked if Kelsey would like to say a word or two, she declined. That's when it started. "Well, I have a few words," said Graham. "I've been very busy wondering what to say in this practice, I want to save my real speech for tomorrow. So, I thought I'd ask a few questions."
He sounded very confident, like he'd been rehearsing, he didn't need the practice.
"What would my darling future wife say if I'd had a good time with a stripper on my stag night?" There was a general hullabaloo around the room; Graham held his hands up. And he smiled, "don't worry I didn't. My future father-in-law can attest to that, because he took £5 off me playing snooker and I intend to win that back in the near future." That raised a laugh, and you could see some people visibly relax.
Graham carried on. "Marriages. Looking around here I can see marriages are built on love, trust, understanding and communication, and I can see lots of it around this table. I'm glad you're all here."
"I would like to ask all those men who think they are married to or with a gorgeous, lovely woman who they want to be all their lives to stand up." All the men stood up as you would expect. But I wondered where this was going. Julia looked up at me and smiled, but it didn't reach her eyes.
"Gentlemen, please sit down." The men sat down. "Ladies, stand up if you're married to, or with the man you love and want to spend the rest of your days with him." All the married women stood up, but there were some nervous looks amongst them. A lot of the women with partners stood up too, there was a strange undertone going around the place. I felt some shit and fan interface was about to happen.
Looking at Lisa, who was standing up next to her husband John, the best man, Graham said. "If you love your husband, why did you do this to him.?" The large flat screen TV at the end of the room came to life, there was a picture of Lisa on her hands and knees with a man entering her rear, we can't see the man. The picture had been cropped, but is obviously Lisa having sex. There was an uproar. Graham raised his voice above the hullabaloo. "And I can't see a condom being used, so I hope you've not had sex this last week. You never know what you might catch."
Lisa screams, throws her hands to her face and runs out, John follows her. He's shouting something but we couldn't hear what it is, could have been 'whore.'
Graham held his hands up, "Right now that's out of the way we can carry on. Please sit down and stay calm."
I thought Graham was exceedingly calm, I thought there was more to come and a quick glance around the room, so did a lot of other people. I think some people wanted to leave, but others had a morbid curiosity about where this was going. And some were wondering how far it was going to go. I didn't know Graham very well, but I thought we were about to find out.
Eventually, everything calmed down. And there were worried looks around the table. Julia was grasping my hand tightly.
Graham carried on. "I have a question to ask. Now, if you were John, what would you do about Lisa, would you forgive her? If he does forgive her, would you think him a wimp? If he divorced her, would you think he was being hard on her for one night? What are your views?"
It was quiet for a while, he let the silence hang, then the guilt took over and one of the other bridesmaids, Hilary, stood up and said "I would forgive her, it was a mistake, a one off silly mistake. And that would be a loving, kind and generous thing to do."
Graham looked at Hilary and said. "Do you say that because you're hoping your husband will be loving, kind and generous to you for doing this?" Up on the screen came a picture of her with cock in her mouth, which was not white. Two more people leave, with a lot of shouting.
Graham carried on after the uproar died down, everybody was wondering what Graham was going to say next. What was going to happen next? Some people wanted to leave, mainly the women, but you could see some people were intrigued, especially the men of the wives who wanted to leave. Just how far is this going to go?
Graham looked at Kelsey and said. "Have you got anything to tell me?" She looked shocked and horrified, but it could have been because her two best friends had just left, and not in a nice way. She just shook her head.
Graham carried on. "Let's call a truce here and now. I am suggesting that if anybody did something wrong or something they're not proud of at the hen night, if they own up to it there might be a chance of a wedding tomorrow. But we might have to find a new chief Bridesmaid and I will have to find a new best man. I will give everyone one minute." He sat down and put his wrist on the table and looked at his watch, there was silence.
I saw Dawn lean across to Adam and whispers in his ear, he smiled, and nodded and they got up to leave.
Graham calls out. "Leaving so soon? Anything to be ashamed of?"
Dawn turns around, looks straight at Graham and says, "No, unlike some." There is a stunned silence. Adam and Dawn walked out the door holding hands.
Graham stood up. "Most of you think that the cameras in the rugby club are fake or not working, but they're not. They're all working, they are all modern with a good resolution, my boss Alan fixed them four weeks ago. I have copies of everything that went down in the room on that Thursday evening. I'll extend the truce by 15 seconds." Another woman stands up and leaves, her husband follows. After that, nobody moves.
Graham picked up the remote control from where he put it down." Last chance." He waited about 5 seconds. Then he pointed the remote control at the television. "Oh, and by the way the outside cameras work as well."
The video starts to play a clip from the outside. It shows Kelsey running across the car park to a large camper van and getting in it with a black bloke. Julia leans across to me and says. "That's one of the strippers." I had kind of worked that out for myself.
Graham fast-forwarded the film which probably made the camper van rocking look worse. He takes it back to normal speed just to see Kelsey getting out of the van. She heads back towards the club but can't seem to walk straight.
Graham looked down at Kelsey who was in tears, but I don't think he was talking to her. "It's probably a good job you were too sore to have sex with me because I bet you didn't use a condom either."
Next, the screenshots from Kelsey's phone between her, Lisa and other women who were at the hen party start coming up on the telly screen." How was your first black man, looking forward to doing it again?"
"No, once was enough but it was so good. Good job everyone's sworn to secrecy. This could cause shit if it gets out."
"Don't worry he'll never find out and then in a couple of years you can do it again. Maybe at somebody else's hen do."
"Yes, that might be fun."
"That's something to look forward to in the future then."
"Definitely, but I'm having problems walking at the moment. Graham's not going to get any until the wedding night after that."
"Bloody hell girl, two cocks in one go, I've only ever seen that on a porn film."
Graham turned to the vicar. "Looks like the wedding is off." Graham walked out and as he passed his nearly father and mother-in-law, I heard him say. "Sorry." They just sat there stunned. Graham put the recording on a loop, and there was more than what he had just shown us. I think the divorce lawyers and marriage guidance counsellors in the local area are going to be quite busy.
Kelsey was sitting at the head of the table all alone, crying.
Julia took hold of my hand, tightly and we walked home.
Epilogue.
Our local newspaper reported that the police and fire service were called to an incident, which started out as an attempted campervan theft, that turned into a mugging. It was reported that the two victims were adult entertainers. Police said it looked like a camper van theft gone wrong when the owner and a friend disturbed the thieves. During the fracas, something must have gone amiss because the campervan caught fire. The newspaper suggested, but stated it was not confirmed by the police or the hospital, that the beating the victims received appeared to have a revenge element, as they were heavily beaten around the genitals.
It couldn't have been Graham or Adam because they were both working for me the day that that happened. Well, I saw them once or twice during the day in the factory. But I did wonder why I found the back gate unlocked.
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I'm going to carry out a little experiment. It is plainly obvious that many readers skip read. No! That is fine, if that's how you read, that's fine by me, I do it some times. But over the few months that I've been posting stories, I have noticed that many people who skip read also comment. And they miss things. Let me give you just 3 examples from my 'The Holiday Park Incident.' story.
One commentator suggested there would be fingerprints on the cameras. Well of course there would be, it's his caravan he put them there. However, I state that when he touched the cock cage and the handcuffs he was wearing gloves.
Another commenter suggested the police would investigate the drugged coffee and the cups. They can't he took him away and I say that.
The last one. He will be traced by sending them videos from his phone. He didn't. I spent some time explaining he had a 'burner' phone paid for by cash, registered to two made up e-mail accounts and the videos go from the 'burner' phone to their phones, and then he sent the videos from their phones. No connection back to him at all.
And that is just three.
I have a policy of not deleting comments from named accounts, even if they slag me off. I have noticed that many people who do slag me off, my style of writing or the story haven't written anything themselves, at least not under the name they're complaining to me about. They are happy to slag people off, and not just me. But won't put themselves in the firing line. So, for this one story and just this one story and for 1 calendar month from posting, anybody who slags me, my writing or my posting who hasn't written anything will get deleted and I will count the numbers. This includes anybody who obviously skip read.
Fortunately, this leaves sbrooks in the frame to comment, but covers others.
Constructive criticism is always welcome. I can even put up with nitpicking. And I try to learn from these criticisms. I don't always, but practice makes perfect.
Now on with the story.
This one came into my head whilst away on holiday sat by one of the many river Avons we have in the UK, this was the one that the famous old writer chap came from. There is nothing new here, as is the case with most Lit LW stories. It's only a story. It's not real life, it's fiction, like James Bond but without the gadgets.
I write for my pleasure, and hopefully others enjoy my efforts.
How can I trust you now?
Guidance notes, cheating, chastity, cock cage, infidelity
The barbecue was going well, it was at our house. It was a sunny day; all the kids were running round enjoying themselves and groups of people just chatting and smiling. We had invited family, friends, neighbours, some of my workmates and some of Sharon's. Including her new boss so he could meet a few people. He was new to the area and lived just around the corner from us.
Sharon was getting a bit tiddley, and a bit giggly too, she was happy to be surrounded by family and friends. Being the host and cooking the BBQ I was pretty sober. I'd had a couple of bottles of Old Speckled Hens but that was all.
I had just about finished cooking; everybody had eaten their fill.
That was when Sharon walked up to me, she was swaying a bit. "Sweetheart, I'm just popping off with Reggie for a bit, you don't mind, do you? We'll just a couple of hours."
I was still behind the BBQ so there was nobody near us.
The music wasn't loud, but it was loud enough to block out what we were saying.
"You can't leave in the middle of the party, where are you going, what are you going to do?" I asked.
"His place for a bit of fun. It's only round the corner. I'll only be a couple of hours."
"By fun do you mean sex?"
She smiled at me with that cute smile she has when she's trying to get something out of me. "Maybe, it'll be just a couple of hours, I'll be back soon, before the party finishes."
"Maybe, or yes?"
"Well probably yes, I'll be home in a couple of hours." She giggled and didn't see the thunder coming on my face.
I kept my voice low. "If you leave with him, I will divorce you. Because if you leave with him, you will have sex with him, you have just told me you will, and I will not stand for that."
I looked across to the garden gate, he stood there obviously waiting for her. He had a happy smile on his face, it wasn't a sly grin or grimace, just a patient waiting smile.
That pulled her up short. "I thought you'd let me, just this once. He said if you really love me, you'll let me do it." She paused; I saw the cogs going around in her head. "If you divorce me, you lose half of everything. Please just this once?"
My face took on an angry look that she was well aware of and I growled at her still keeping my voice as low as I could. "You leave with him, I will divorce you. If I lose half of everything it'll be worth it, so take your choice."
I think she became very sober very quickly.
There were more cogs going around in her head. "I'm sorry Sweetheart, I've made a mistake. I didn't mean that about you losing half, I wasn't thinking."
"You fucking think!"
I looked at him, he was standing there by the back gate. I walked across to him. He saw me coming and I think he see I was angry because he took half a pace back and bumped into the wall. Then I realised he was an inch or so taller than me, a couple of inches broader and probably quite a few years younger as well. You get the drift. "I think you'd better leave."
"I was waiting for..."
I held my hand up for him to stop talking. "If she leaves with you, I divorce her, and she could be all yours for as long as like not just an hour or so."
He held his hands up and took a pace to the side towards the back gate, he could see I was very angry.
"That's not what she said, she said you'd understand."
"That's not what she told me." One of them was lying, and I didn't know who. And at this stage, I didn't care.
"Sorry man it was a mistake. She told me you'd be OK with it." He took another pace to the side, hands still in the air. I noticed that the general hubbub had died down; there was just the music and the sound of children.
"Well, she forgot to ask me, and guess what, I'm not OK with it. so best you leave now."
"Sorry, I didn't want to cause any..."
I interrupted him "And if I hear of you making any inappropriate advances on her, I will break every FUCKING bone in your body, and I'd be happy to go to prison for it." I think my shouting the F word drew everybody's attention.
He made for the garden gate at a run.
Sharon ran indoors, crying.
What was she crying for, her marriage or a couple of hours fun with the new boss?
Things went very quiet at the barbecue and people started to leave. They could see I was angry. Jonathan, a mate from work came across and clapped his hand on my shoulder and said. "Well done mate I'll see you on Monday." How much had he and the others seen?
I started cleaning the BBQ. Sharon's parents came across to talk to me. They asked me what had gone on, so I told them the truth, that their daughter wanted to go away and have a couple of hours "fun" with her boss. So, they'd better get a room ready for her. Her father asked me to think about it. I looked him in the eyes and said. "So, you'd be happy with Maureen." I nodded as Sharon's mother stood next to him. "To go and have sex with another man." Looking at Maureen I said, "And you'd be happy for Derek to go and have sex with another woman?" I think I saw a flash of anger in his eyes. I may have hit on a sore point. They both shook their heads and told me they were going indoors to talk to Sharon.
The place was pretty empty now. Most people had left, I didn't see them go. My parents came across and asked me the same question. I gave them the same answer as I told Sharon's parents. They offered to take the children to their place and bring them back tomorrow afternoon to give us some time to sort things out. Mum took the kids indoors to get their stuff together. Dad gave me a hand tidying up.
Sharon's parents came out and said goodbye to me and left. They did not look happy, but they knew me well enough not to get any more involved than they already were.
I got the garden tidied up, several things were running around in my head.
Now to sort this fucking mess out. I headed indoors.
I found Sharon on our bed curled up crying. She heard me come in and she pulled herself together. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I fucked up it was my mistake. He's been flirting with me a bit at work, it's nice. I didn't think he'd take it any further than that. I didn't take it seriously. It was just a bit of fun. Oh shit, that's the wrong thing to say.
"It started off as a bit of a joke then it got serious, he told me how he fancied me and that he'd love to spend an hour or two with me and show me a good time. I thought he was joking. He said he'd chatted with you, and you seemed a nice understanding chap and you wouldn't mind.
"He said if you love me, you will let me do it, and it made sense at the time. I thought why not, you love me you'll be OK with it. I'm sorry sweetheart I was wrong. I love you. Please forgive me."
I had calmed down a bit, standing there scraping the BBQ and collecting beer bottles from around the garden with my Dad had given me time to think. At least she didn't blame it on being drunk. But where did this come from, this urge to have sex with another man, and to think I would be OK with it?
"What possessed you to walk out of here with another man in front of our friends, family and neighbours to have sex with him, and think I would be alright with that? That cannot be forgiven.
"Do you think so little of me that I would be OK with that?"
"I thought we were being discreet. I'm sorry, I would have been back before the party ended."
"So, after an hour of shagging you think you'd just turn up after you'd manage to drag yourself away from your lover's arms to be with your family and friends. And didn't you think anybody would have noticed you and your boss missing for a couple of hours and wondered where you were?"
"No, I'm sorry I didn't think, I was caught up in his attention. I'd probably drunk too much."
So, there it was blame it on the drink.
"I think you had better sleep in the children's room tonight."
"No, I want to sleep with you in our bed."
I glared at her. "You left our marital bed when you wanted to sleep with another man."
She left the room crying. I spent the night thinking. I didn't get much sleep.
I'd stopped this one, but how many other times had she snuck around on me, and how many times in the future? There were lots of questions, but the answer came to one thing. Divorce. She wanted to sleep with another man, how could I stop her, how could I trust her now?
I got up in the morning feeling shit. I got downstairs. Sharon was there in the kitchen. If I felt shit, she looked worse. We'd both had a night to think.
She made the tea and toast as normal with marmalade for me and she sat across the table with her coffee. "Sweetheart I messed up, there is no excuse. I could blame the drink, and his attentions to me, I felt flattered, a younger man wanting me. I let it get to me, it was my fault. Please I'm sorry, can we get past this? I know I did wrong. I love you, I'll never do it again."
I glared at her across the table "How do I know that? You've told me you wanted to have sex with another man. How can I trust you; that you won't go behind my back and do what you want to do and fuck your boss or any other man, and then the fact that you wanted to do it in the first place. Then you thought I'd be alright with it. I've got a big problem with those things."
With that, I stood up and left, tea, toast and marmalade untouched. I went upstairs, got changed and went for a run to think. It didn't help. When I got back, I had decided. The trust had gone.
I got back home, and she wasn't there, the first nagging doubt; where was she? Was she round the corner shagging her boss? I thought that was highly unlikely, but I couldn't shed the thought. Still in my running gear, I moved her car out of the garage. I went upstairs and started taking her clothes out of our bedroom and putting them in the garage, I got the camp bed out and put that up in the garage as well. I'd almost finished when she got home. She rushed up to me, threw her arms around me and said. "I've been at Mum and Dad's. Please phone them and check." I pushed her away, that was when she realised what I was doing.
"What's happening?"
"The children will need their beds tonight. You wanted to sleep with another man, so I'm moving you out of our bed. I can't trust you. I'll be seeing a solicitor on Monday morning."
She broke down in tears. I carried on moving her stuff.
The next time I saw her she was sitting in the corner of our living room on her laptop, I could still see tears coming from her eyes. I assumed she was working at what she'd get in the divorce.
My Mum and Dad bought the kids back at about eight in the evening, they were shattered, so we put them straight to bed.
I sat on the sofa with a beer in my hand watching the blank screen of the television. Sharon came and sat next to me. "Sweetheart where do we go from here? Please I know I screwed up. I love you; I don't want a divorce. I've had a long talk with Mum and Dad, I know I need to fix this, they've given me some ideas."
"I know I'm repeating myself, but you said you wanted to have sex with another man. So now how I trust you not to go round behind my back. With your boss or anybody at work or on your next girl's night out when you get a little tiddly and you see a man you fancy, and that your knickers wouldn't be round your ankles. No, I'm sorry the trust is gone. And I can't live in a marriage like that."
It wasn't late but I had to go to bed. I had to face the humiliation when I got to work tomorrow.
I didn't get much sleep again, I just dozed off at about four o'clock and nearly overlaid, I was shattered. I started getting stuff organised and I went downstairs. Sharon was up. My Mum was there. She kissed me on the forehead like she used to when I was a child and said. "Neither of you are going to be up for much today, I thought you might need a hand, you go to work. I'll do what I need to here."
I got to work a bit earlier than I normally do, so I went to the men's toilet to brace myself for the humiliation coming my way. I sat in one of the traps and I heard the main door open and close, and then I heard the tinkle of men.
A big sigh, "too much coffee." It sounded like Phil.
"Ha, too much tea for me, and probably one or two too many last night." That was Graham. He'd been there on Saturday.
"How was the barbecue on Saturday at Jeff's place?" Phil asked. He'd been invited but couldn't make it.
"Bloody hell the shit hit the fan, something was going on with Sharon and her boss. I don't know what it was, but all of a sudden Jeff goes up to this big bloke, and he was big, yeah, at least 4 inches on Jeff, and wider and younger. The bloke just backed away, he ran out of the garden like a scared rabbit. You don't wanna see Jeff angry. I heard Jeff say something about broken bones and prison."
"Bugger, sorry I missed it. I'll give Jeff's boss a heads up that he might be a bit pissed off today."
After Graham and Phil went out, I left the trap and splashed water on my face and went into the office. Jonathan saw me come in, he walked up and asked if I was OK, I just nodded he clapped me on the shoulder, he does that a lot, and told me to give him a shout if I needed anything. People seem to be walking around me on eggshells for the rest of the day.
I made a few discreet phone calls and I managed to get an appointment with the solicitor late in the afternoon, I went to see my boss and told him I had a personal problem to sort out and that I needed to knock off early. He didn't argue or ask me to make the hours up.
I got what I expected from the solicitor, I would lose half of everything. I would probably get a no holds barred visitation rights for the children and would have to pay maintenance. He told me divorce was a no win situation. I didn't fucking care. I told him to start the process.
I got home, and as I walked in, I could smell something nice cooking. Sharon was there looking gorgeous. She had my favourite summer dress on, 4 inch heels and I'm guessing with the seams up the back of her legs meant she was wearing stockings, the hair was exactly how I like it tucked behind one ear and lovely Smokey eye makeup often used by pornstars.
"Sweetheart please, I need to make this up to you, please give me a chance. I have things I need to tell you, things that affect our future, can we have dinner first please without you shouting at me for being the stupid bitch I've been."
I assumed the children were with one of our parents.
I nodded; we had a pleasant dinner. My anger started to mellow just a little bit more.
We finished dinner and she asked me to go and sit on the sofa. I wondered how this was going to play out.
I sat on the sofa, and she went and fetched me a beer, I don't normally drink on school nights but for this one, I would make an exception. After passing me the beer she stood in front of me and unbuttoned her dress and dropped it on the floor. She was wearing my favourite corset and stockings. She got down on her knees and crawled up to me she rested her hands on my legs and said to me. "Please let me finish."
I nodded but made no promises.
"Sweetheart I cocked up, I don't want a divorce. I love you with all my heart and I'll do anything, well almost anything to make this up to you. I will wear stockings all the time, never wear tights, you can have my arse anytime you want, I'll shave my pubes, I know you like that. I will wear a corset all the time, blow jobs at any time. I will never deny you sex. You can decide on everything; holidays, next car, next house move. Anything it's all yours please don't divorce me. I love you. I know I fucked up."
I was about to open my mouth when she stopped me. She carried on. "I put my resignation in today. When I was asked why I told them Reginald and I had had a problem. I told them that he had been flirting with me at work and that he hit on me at a family event and I almost accepted. I couldn't stay. Management told me that Reginald would be interviewed and told that a complaint had been raised against him about causing a toxic work environment by hitting on a married subordinate, and as he had flirted with me at work, he will have a formal warning and it will go on his record of service.
"After talking to my Mum and Dad yesterday I spent the rest of the day whilst you were moving my stuff putting out my CV looking for a new job, but I could be unemployed for a couple of weeks or maybe even months. So, I'm sorry sweetheart in two weeks I'm going to be out of a job."
"I need to think about this, but I still have this nagging doubt going round in my head." I waved my hand around in the air, "that all this shaved pubes, blow jobs, corset and stockings is just to placate me so you can pop round the corner and fuck Reggie or anyone else you might take a fancy to behind my back. Sorry, but I can't get out of my head that you wanted to have sex with another man, and I would just put up with it. I've been to see a solicitor."
She got up. I could see she was angry, "What the fuck do you want me to do, tattoo 'Jeffrey Leeson's cunt' above my twat, sow my cunt lips together." She stormed off to the garage.
"That would do it." I shouted after her.
As I sat there and thought about what she'd said, I realised she'd made a serious effort, but it was still the trust thing. I finished my beer, and I went to the garage door and knocked on it. She opened it, she wasn't wearing her corset and stockings, just her pyjamas. She'd been crying.



To try and lighten the mood, I said. "You said almost anything, what can't I do?" It wasn't much, but it was all I could think of right now.
"You can't sleep with another woman; I want it all for me."
I led her by the hand upstairs to our bed. We didn't make love or have sex. But at least we got some sleep.
We struggled through the rest of the week not knowing what was going to happen, I was undecided. The problem was I loved her, but I couldn't trust her.
Friday, I got a text at work. "Bring in two small padlocks, please."
"Why?"
"Please,"
I got home Friday and she was wearing the same dress and seamed stockings. So, I assumed the corset that she wore earlier in the week was under the dress as well. She looked the same, gorgeous, but was this another ploy? But there was no dinner cooking and no sound of children. I wonder who had them this time.
"Have you got them?" She asked.
"Yes." I placed the two small brass padlocks on the table. I was completely confused, she picked up one of the padlocks and unlocked it. She took hold of my hand, opened it and placed the two keys in my palm, and then closed my fingers over the top of them. She kissed my closed fist.
She lifted her dress. She was wearing a chastity belt. She slipped the padlock into a hasp and clicked it shut.
"You now control complete access to my cunt; I give this to you willingly. I don't know how else to earn your trust. I will wear this anytime I am not with you."
I looked at the keys in my hand and decided it was the start of building trust. I took her by the hand and led her upstairs, I might as well get used to inserting the key into the padlock. And we did. Several times.
As we lay in bed cuddling, I asked her what brought the chastity belt idea on, she told me it was her comment about sowing her cunt lips together. The problem with that was that it would deny access to her cunt to the man she loved. So, she had to give him control over access to her cunt. As well as give him bum sex and blow jobs.
She did wear the chastity belt willingly, but we decided having just one wasn't good for hygiene. So, we visited a sex shop. Something we'd never done before. We'd brought all of our lingerie online or in lingerie shops. We got a few more belts of different designs for different occasions. We also came away with a few more things, handcuffs, blindfolds, gags, vibrators, dildos of various sizes and some anal lube. We knew such stuff existed, but we'd never seen it in real life. We could turn this into some fun.
Epilogue.
A couple of months later we were at a party at Sharon's new work on a Friday, she had gone straight from work. She took her party clothes with her to change at the venue.
I was stood by the bar with our drinks when a woman came storming across to me. "You make her wear a chastity belt, you heathen, you Neanderthal."
By then Sharon had got up to me, she linked her arm around mine, looked at the woman and said. "No, I wear it, it is my choice. I lost his trust, and this is the way I'm earning it back. And it can be fun"
With that she leaned forward and whispered in the woman's ear, she hurmped and strode away.
What did you tell her I asked? "That she doesn't know how much fun it is to have a gently vibrating dildo up your cunt all day long knowing full well you can't get it out, turn off, or up, and you will be horny as ten when you get home for your husband in the afternoon."
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I know it's been done before and I am sure someone has done it better, but this is my version. It is fiction, like Blotto and Twinks. Thanks to AnAverageGuy61 for his help.
Like a lot of things, it started innocently enough. Heather asked me if she could go out on Friday with a few girls from work. Girls, that was a laugh, they were all about 40, although some, like Heather, didn't look it. My wife was beautiful, long flowing wavy auburn hair, and despite having two children, a figure any 25 year old woman would be pleased to have. The cutest face and a smile that lit up a room. We had a nice house, a little empty now as the kids were at uni. We had considered looking for a smaller place, until we realised the grandchildren, when they came along, we would need a room. We planned to make the two adolescent's bedrooms more babyfied for when that happened. We both had good jobs, I was an engineering manager at a local factory, she was an accountant at an insurance company that had its main office in our town. I had a pension from the military, so we were doing ok financially.
I had no problems with her going out with a few girls from her office. I did complain that Friday night was the night we went to the pub with our non-work friends.
When Friday night came round, she came downstairs looking nice, a nice pair of slacks, white blouse and a little makeup and her hair brushed lovely. She looked nice; I told her so.
"Nice, is that all!"
"Of course, my sweetheart." I said to her, "It's a night out with the girls, you're not picking up men, it's nice."
She smiled at that and gave me a kiss on the cheek and said. "Thank you, sweetheart of mine."
We had already discussed where they were planning to go, and she said she'd probably be home about 11 ish when the pubs closed.
As I normally do when she is out, I settled myself in front of the computer to catch up on watching YouTube History videos and I got myself a cool beer, just the one, you know, just in case something goes wrong. And I was glad I did, because at 11:10 I got a phone call, it was Heather. They'd been standing outside the pub for nearly 20 minutes waiting for a taxi and we're still plenty of people queuing in front of them. Would I be so kind as to go and pick them up if I hadn't had too much to drink. I told her I hadn't, and I'd be there in 10 minutes, that was when she mentioned there were three other girls that needed a lift. I was sort of expecting that. I knew most of her work mates, it was probably Sally and Denise, they lived close to us, it seemed sensible. I did wonder who the third was. It wasn't a problem.
I knew the pub, it was in the nightlife area of our town, such as it was. There's a couple of restaurants, a few pubs, a nightclub and a hotel, which also had an excellent restaurant, if somewhat expensive. One didn't have to walk far from one to the other.
I was disappointed to see her friend Debora there, she was the third. She didn't work in the same company as Heather and the other girls, but it appears she inveigled herself along when she heard about it. Debora and Heather had been friends since Junior School. And I was good friends with her husband Jeff, we used to play Rugby together before we became too slow, and it hurt too much, now it was golf. I wasn't particularly keen on Debora; she was a little too brash and loud for my liking. But she was my wife's friend and my mate's wife. So, I ignored my feelings.
Debora and Jeff had only been married for about 10 years, they were both late to married life, both had enjoyed their time being single. But they seemed to have settled down now, well Jeff had, they had two children, and they took the responsibility seriously, well, mostly.
The girls weren't drunk; they were a bit giggly; they did behave themselves, well except for Debora, which came as no surprise. She went over the top about me being so kind as to pick them up and wanted to give me a thankyou kiss and a hug. I told her it was okay, and I stayed in the car. It was safer there when Debora was around.
I dropped them all off their respective houses. Heather and I chatted on the way home, I asked if they'd had a good night, they did. She thought that I wouldn't drink too much in case something went wrong, she knew me so well, and she was really grateful. She promised me she'd reward me tomorrow evening. And she did, I could barely walk on Sunday morning; she had lots of fun too.
As we were having dinner on Tuesday, she brought up the subject of last Friday's night out, it appears they had so much fun they'd, like to do it every month, make a regular thing of it. But at her insistence because we went out on a Friday night with other friends, she wanted to change it to Thursday night. Friday was usually a slack day in their office anyway. So, the first Thursday night after payday, they would all go out. Sounded alright to me. I asked if it included Debora, it did. Bugger.
Just a little thing about me. I notice things, personalised number plates that mean something to somebody, the BMW I followed down the road with twin exhaust pipes, but one seemed to be blanked off with a silver insert. What was that all about? Or at work a colleague changing their facial hair, new buildings going up in the distance as I was driving, road markings that have been repainted in a different place, the Flag of the Union upside down (the broad white band nearest the flagpole goes to the top.) When she changed her hair, her perfume or her dresses. What bothered me was, if I was noticing all of this, what other stuff was I missing. So, what do I not see?
The next girl's night out was pretty much the same as the first one, but this time when Heather came downstairs, I saw she'd dressed a bit more, how can we say, smartly, but without being sexy. I commented on this, and she told me that the other girls put her to shame because they all looked smart and she only looked, and she turned the word back on me, 'nice'.
Most Thursdays when they went out. I would get the phone call at 10:45, it had become the normal way of things. I would pick them up and run around dropping them off. I was quite enjoying it. A couple of times when I couldn't do it one of the other husbands did. There are not enough taxis in our town for the first weekend after payday revellers. Then after about five months or so she came down the stairs to go out, she looked more than smart, she looked downright sexy. Again, I commented, she told me that the girls had started to dress better as well, especially Debora and Sally, and she was just keeping up. Hadn't I noticed how good they looked. I pointed out I was generally looking at the road and the girls were in the back of the car, and it was dark when I picked them up.
I think it shocked her when I said. "You be careful out there; you're going to get hit on by a randy stallion who's just been paid, and who thinks he can get a few G&T's into you and then into your knickers."
"Don't be silly sweetheart, I would never do anything like that." That was when her taxi honked at the front door.
That night when I picked them up, I did look at the girls and despite their age they all looked bloody fine. Debora was the last to get in the car and I'm sorry to say I saw her giving a young bloke a big, long kiss. I hope that doesn't get back to Jeff, I will have to ask Heather about that.
I did ask her about it after we dropped all the others off, and she told me Debora was just larking around with the lad, they danced a lot and that she was just being friendly, there was nothing going on.
The following month was pretty much the same except they wanted to go to the nightclub after they finished in the pub. Heather talked to me about it and asked if I was okay with it, and would I still be happy to pick them up at 1:00 when she called. It could be as late as two. I did point out that she had work on Friday, she agreed, but they'd worked out they could have a late start on Friday as it was a slack day in their office. She reminded me that most paperwork didn't hit their desks until Monday morning.
I asked whose idea it was and wasn't surprised when Heather told me it was Debora's, but Sally and Denise thought it was a good idea, they could do with a spot of dancing.
I got the phone call just before one, it was quite hard to hear with all the background noise. But I did my duty and Debora was last into the car again by quite a long while this time. I had looked but couldn't see her with anybody.
Heather came in after work on Monday and after dinner she said. "Sweetheart, can I ask a question?"
I didn't like that, but I could hardly say 'No', "Of course darling."
"We've been talking at work. We've had so much fun and it's nice to get together outside of work. We'd like to go out twice a month. The first and third Thursday of every month. Are you okay with that?"
"Not really, but I don't suppose I have a choice, and I suppose you want me to still pick you up."
"Yes, please sweetheart, that would be lovely."
"I'm getting a bit bothered about this. This girl's night out started out a quiet trip to the pub with you wearing normal clothes and now it's twice a month to a nightclub with you looking sexy as hell. So, what am I supposed to think." I could tell she hadn't thought about that. I carried on, "I think twice a month every month is a bit much."
"Sweetheart you're not worried about me cheating on you, are you? I would never do that."
How do I answer that? So, I decided not to, I just frowned. That should worry her and by the look on her face it did.
"So where did this idea for twice a month come from?" I asked, as if I didn't guess.
"Debora phoned us today and we talked about it. Sally and Denise are asking their hubby's tonight as well."
"This is just another ploy for Debora to see her boyfriend, you be careful you don't get sucked into this, I would like to know what Jeff thinks about her kissing other men whilst he's home babysitting?"
"He's not her boyfriend, they just dance a lot, it was just a goodnight kiss. Anyway, Debora says Jeff's happy with it."
What was 'it'?
"I would like to hear that from Jeff, I think I'll give him a call." With that I stood up and walked away. She could tell I was not happy, something wasn't right, but I couldn't put my finger on it.
I phoned Jeff straight away and he told me he was happy with how it was going. He giggled and said that when Debora gets home the following Friday night, they have a lot of fun if you know what I mean! He knew she flirted, she always did it, but he trusted her, nothing would come of it. I wasn't so sure, but now I was buggered, I couldn't really say 'no' to Heather.
When I got back to the table, I said to her, "Jeff tells me he's happy with this because he gets more sex when she comes back, lucky him I wish I did. But I still think this is a ploy of somebody to keep seeing their boyfriend." And I didn't say who I was talking about. I think that worried her a bit. It could have been Sally or Denise, but I suspect it was Debora as she was the one who started it. And she was one who I had seen kissing men other than her husband. I was not happy.
So, I told her, I did mind, but it was her choice. She agreed that twice a month every month was probably too much, and she wouldn't go every time. Then she came across and thanked me in the most pleasant of ways, she sank down onto her knees as she took hold of the zip on my jeans saying, "If Jeff's getting more because he's letting her go out then you should as well."
The next time they went out on a Thursday it was pretty much a rerun of the first month going to the nightclub, although Heather didn't look as sexy as she had done, she still looked flipping good. I decided to save a little time, so I drove to the nightclub early and parked just down the road, so when I got the phone call I would be there in a few minutes. I sat there quietly on my own and it gave me time to think, which is something I rarely had the chance to do over the last month or so. I started to place things together, from once a month being dressed dowdy, to once every two weeks looking hot. Now she was back to smart, was she hiding something? I might have to check this night club out. Our sex life hadn't changed. she had a shower when she came in, but she always did that, there was nothing new there. Nightclubs and pubs are hot places and getting into a bed with crisp clean cotton sheets with a sticky and sweaty body is not nice. From coming home at 11:00 now coming home at 1:00. Was there something off or was it just a natural progression for a group of middle-aged women. As I pulled up only a few minutes after the phone call I saw Debora kissing some chap. It may or may not have been the one I saw her kissing earlier, it certainly looked similar. Same height, same build, same hair colouring.
Heather had had a few to drink that night and she was a bit giggly, this would be a good time to get information out of her. After I dropped the others off, I asked her how her evening went. She told me they'd had a good time; they danced a lot and she admitted she did get hit on, but she turned them all down. I then asked who Debora was kissing. She went quiet for a little bit and said, "oh the chap she was dancing with most of the time. Gerald's his name."
She didn't know I'd seen Debora kissing him before.
"I hope she's not having an affair, that would destroy Jeff and her marriage."
"No, she's just flirting, you know what she's like, nothing would happen."
For effect I reached across and turned the radio off using the dashboard button instead of using the steering wheel controls. Heather noticed. It had been just playing in the background, I always have some sort of music on when I'm driving.
Then I hit her with it. "If it did happen, and she had an affair, would you tell Jeff?"
I glanced across at her face, she was in a quandary, she hadn't thought of that.
I pushed it a little more. "Well, would you?"
"I, I don't know, I'd have to think about that."
"I can't see what there is to think about. She cheats on her husband and if you keep it from him, you're as guilty as her. And if you don't tell him, I'll think you've got something to hide."
I think she became quite sober in those few seconds.
"It's sticking my nose into somebody else's business, I'm not sure I have the right to do that. I'd have to think about it."
"Well, when you think about it, think about Jeff and their kids, if she does it just once, she might get away with it, but then again, she might not. If it's a long-term thing Jeff will ditch her as sure as shit smells. Do you want to see them ruined? I thought she was your best friend."
The rest of the drive home was very quiet, it was a good job it wasn't far.
The next Thursday they went out. I started to get a bit worried, it was nearly 2:00 when I got the phone call. And it has become my norm of waiting just a few spaces down the road. I could see the entrance to the nightclub and there wasn't any loud background music and that was strange; these were big changes.
I saw Sally and Denise standing there, but no sign of either Heather or Debora. Sally and Denise were in a huddle, a few men approached them and left quite sharply. After a few minutes I sounded my horn and got out of the car so they could see me. I saw Sally turn and shout. That was when I saw Debora disentangle herself. Heather reappeared from the taxi queue, where had she been? I had taken more notice of Debora this time and it was the same chap that she had been kissing before, and I could see a lot of wandering hands as well.
After everyone was dropped off Heather apologised for being so late, but they were waiting for Debora. I asked her where she was when I got there. She told me she was looking for Debora. I found that a little hard to believe as I had seen her at the front of the night club, and she was wrapped around young Gerald.
I again mentioned these antics with Gerald and asked Heather if she'd come up with a decision about what she would do if she found Debora cheating on Jeff, she told me she was still thinking about it. That she had the start of a plan and would tell me when she had it fully worked out. I wondered what she was planning. Well, I had already made a decision.
This called for lists and planning and maybe a disguise. I was going to play private investigator and if I found Debora having an affair, I would tell Jeff. But I will give her a chance to stop it before I tell him.
I was hoping she hadn't started already and would call it off before it went too far. I wasn't sure that was the right thing to do, but I was thinking of Jeff and the kids. That was a moral dilemma I would have to sort out for myself, but I put that decision off until I had to make it, and hopefully it would be one I wouldn't have to make.
I do plans and lists. At work I plan scheduled maintenance, overtime for the lads to fit in the maintenance schedule, payment schedules for spare parts, it becomes second nature. But the disguise will be new.
I spent the next week working out how to get to the club on time in disguise, and back out, out of the disguise and into the car after the phone call. I thought it strange that nobody had noticed it didn't take long for me to get to the nightclub after the phone call, they were probably too wrapped up in their own little world. And Debora to hers and maybe Heather in hers.
The disguise was the hardest thing. Because I had no idea how to achieve it, how to dress. I normally wear jeans, a rugby shirt and trainers except when I want to go out looking smart and then I have a couple of suits with very little in between, oh there's a pair of light coloured chinos and a pair of shoes with a couple of casual open neck shirts, that was it. I didn't need to dress up very often, and when I did, a suit was perfect.
How do I change my looks but not stand out? I didn't want Heather, Sally or Denise and especially Debora to recognise me. The following Thursday I thought I'd do a recce to the club. I told Heather I was going out for a few beers with the boys which I did till ten o'clock. I wore my chinos and a shirt, the boys took the piss out of me, wondering if I was chatting some bird up. I told them to go fuck themselves, or better still each other. Then I went and got the round in. They knew my feelings on fidelity, and I wouldn't cheat on Heather.
Then I wandered into the nightclub, paid the extortionately priced entry fee plus the extortionate price for a beer and studied the place, which wasn't very full. That was good, it was quite dark as you would expect, with some flashing lights. Strangely enough the music wasn't too loud that you couldn't talk over it with a raised voice. I found the toilets and a dark corner or two. The one that grabbed my attention was the one closest to the toilets. Because when Heather did phone me, I couldn't have the same music playing in the background that she was listening to. So, I would have to rush to the toilet to answer it. It may sound a bit echoey to her if she notices, but I could explain that away. Just before I left at eleven o'clock I had a look round to see what all the other men were wearing and most of them were wearing chinos, open neck shirts, some had sports jackets on; there was even somebody wearing a cravat, it was almost a uniform. The women all looked good too, most very smart, some just downright sexy.
So, I fitted myself out with a new pair of chinos, a nice new pair of loafers and an open neck shirt all of a darker shade to everything than I had in my wardrobe and would be more discreet in the dark of the night club. I went to my barbers a little bit earlier than I would usually do; I asked him to make it a little bit shorter than he normally would. Next stop was the wig shop. I explained that I wanted something that would change my hair colour but without standing out as I wanted to play a joke on a mate, I also didn't want to spend too much money as it was only a joke. I declined the offer of a second-hand wig that I was offered. But I settled on a blonde one instead of my usual dark hair. It wasn't bright blonde, it wasn't shiny it was just blonde, again it shouldn't stand out too much, just subtle and inconspicuous. Next was a pair of the weakest glasses I could find.



I thought I would easily get away with this disguise in a dark nightclub with flashing lights. Whilst Heather was out shopping one Saturday, I had a dry run.
I got my newly purchased clothes, wig, glasses and tried them on. I had to peer across the top of the glasses, it made me look younger, quite a bit younger. I felt confident that no one would know me. And to change into my normal clothes all I needed to do is to slip on the rugby shirt, possibly over the top of the shirt, take off the glasses and the wig and it'll be me. Nobody would bother to look at my trousers or shoes when I drove them home. I could get away with this. I was quite enjoying the planning and the execution. I wondered if I could be a full time private investigator?
The next Thursday, girl's night out went like a dream. I got to the nightclub around 10:00. The corner I spied was empty, I could see most of the dance floor from there. I even had time to have a little chat with the barman who wasn't busy at that time of the night. He told me it wouldn't get busy till about 11 to half past when the pubs over the road closed. I drank tonic water, and the barman gave me a funny look. I just muttered the words 'designated driver' he gave me a sorrowful look, I returned it.
They came in and I could see they're all happy and giggly and Debora had Gerald in tow, they all sat together. I took the odd photograph with my phone, they weren't very good pictures. As the night carried on the girls danced a lot together and occasionally with other men but rarely more than one dance with the same chap. Except Debora, she danced with Gerald and a few others quite a lot.
I saw a chap ask Heather for a dance, it was a slow one, his hands wandered down to where they shouldn't, she just pushed him away and walked back to the girls at the table. That made me feel good, however I wasn't here to watch her, it was Debora I was here to keep an eye on. But bloody hell my wife did look good.
I saw Heather on the dance floor next with a different sort of chap, this is more of your, let's just say corporate lawyer looking type chap, slightly taller than her, short greying hair, healthy looking, excluding confidence. You know the sort. Well, the third dance was a slow one and his hand slipped down to where the other chap's hands had been, but she didn't walk off this time, then there was another dance. There appeared to be some chatting going on between them, but when that dance finished, he gave her a kiss on the cheek, and she returned back to the rest of the girls. I could see there's lots of heads in and giggling, I wish to hell I knew what they were saying.
Bugger, now I might have to watch both of them.
Debora and Gerald did lots of dancing, kissing and wandering of hands, but everything stayed outside the clothing. I got some more photographs. Heather did have a dance with the corporate lawyer type chap again, this time when he moved his hands down, she moved them back. When she got back to the table there were more heads in and giggling. I saw Heather go into a handbag and pick up her phone. I shot into the toilet. Yep, it was for me she told me they'd be ready in five minutes and would meet me outside. I went back and finished my drink, the barman looked across to me to see if I wanted another one, I shook my head and did the imitation of a steering wheel. He smiled at me.
I got to the car, rugby shirt over the top of the shirt. The glasses and the wig went into the door side pocket. Must remember to shift them on the way to work tomorrow.
We dropped the girls off and I did my usual. "Did you have a good time?" question.
"Yes, it was good, just dancing and chatting. We like it there because the music's not too loud and you can hear what the other people are saying. You're so good picking us up like this. Did you see the queue for the taxi, it was huge."
Was that a distraction?
"Did you dance with many men; you look sexy as hell, I'm sure you got hit on."
"Yes, there was a couple, one bloke let his hands wander, I just walked off the floor and left him there very embarrassed." I wanted to ask about the corporate lawyer chap. It almost came out that he didn't get left on the dance floor when his hands wandered. But that would have given something away, so I managed to keep my trap shut.
Over Sunday lunch I brought up Debora's boyfriend again," Oh it's just a bit of fun, they just do lots of dancing, kissing and the odd cuddle, there's nothing else going on, she tells Jeff all about it when she gets home."
"I think you should ask Jeff about that, because the kissing and cuddling I saw wouldn't pass the husband test. If I saw you doing what Debora is doing, there would be trouble."
She looked at me across the table "Sweetheart you're a lovely man and I love you with all my heart. I would never do anything like that to you. I know about your sister, and the grief that caused. But your sister was silly, she left too many clues."
That worried me for a minute, did she think she was smarter than my sister? Actually, she was. She wouldn't leave any clues and wouldn't get caught, is that what she was saying? I would have to think about that.
My baby sister. It started with flirting at work with her boss, then whilst her husband was away working, the odd evening meal. A little bit of dancing because she was lonely. After dancing came the kissing, and after the kissing came the sex. But her husband wasn't stupid, he read the signs, and he came home early from one of his trips away and when he got home, he found his children being looked after by the babysitter and playing with their toys. Which was strange because he had just talked to my sister on the phone, and she told him she was watching the television with a glass of wine, and the kids were in bed asleep. When he eventually found her in the hotel. He punched the boyfriend and started divorce proceedings. That nearly killed Mum and Dad. The boyfriend got divorced and sacked. It wasn't pretty. My parents convinced my sister's husband to take her back because of the children, but their life isn't much, there's no trust, but they are working on it. My sister was stupid, she left so many clues it would have been hard for her husband not to find out.
"The thing is, kissing and cuddling leads to a full blown affair and that's why I think Debora and Gerald are headed that way, He's hoping to get lucky. And I saw Gerald getting handsy the last time I picked you up, I bet she's not telling Jeff about that. You've got to make your decision if that does happen, and you see it, because you know what I think about infidelity,"
She looked worried, "Yes, I do. I've been thinking about it, and I think the best way to tackle this is to tell Debora she's putting me in a difficult place and if I see her having an affair, I'm going to have to think about our friendship. You don't put your best friend in that position, and I will tell her I might have to tell Jeff, and if she's got a problem with Jeff, they need to sort it out together. Finding a bit of fun on the side wouldn't help."
I looked at her with a Paddington hard stare. "You know, if I saw you doing what she's doing, I would be seriously thinking about our marriage. What she's doing would not pass this husband test."
That seemed to settle it, now that she had made a decision what to do about it, she seemed happier, I'm not sure I was.
I didn't know whether to go with her in two weeks' time, I decided I would, but I would need a new disguise. A quick trip to a charity shop and I came out with quite a nice sports jacket and a shirt, it matched the colour of my chinos. Still all bland, blend in colours.
I spent some of my time looking for stuff that Heather was having an affair or was it just a girl's night out having fun, chatting and the odd dance. I couldn't let it go, sad of me I know, but I couldn't.
Two weeks' later there I am. This time Heather didn't look quite so sexy, she wasn't in nice mode, she was in smart mode but not sexy mode. I didn't get there till 11 o'clock. I didn't rush. I had a couple of hours kip on the sofa, Just in case it was a long night. When I got to the nightclub somebody had nabbed my seat next to the toilet, perhaps he had a weak bladder. So I had to use the alternate, much further away from the toilet. The barman saw me and seemed to recognise me even in my second hand sports coat. He imitated the steering wheel sign and I just nodded; he brought me across a tonic water.
I wasn't sure who I was watching this time Debora or Heather. This is quite strange now, sitting in a more open place and something I wasn't used to. A girl came up to me and asked me to dance. That was new to me, in my day women didn't approach men to dance. I couldn't refuse, that might draw attention to me if she kicked off. I had faith in my disguise, and it would be good as long as I kept my back to the girls. But then I wouldn't be able to watch them, bugger. I did my best, but I spent time worrying about the syrup flying off. I tried not to do dad dancing, but when I looked around the room that's what most of the men were doing, it suddenly came to me, the men are all looking the same, the women all looking sexily similar. Music not so loud that you couldn't talk over it, and there were more slow dances than I would have expected. Then it struck me, this was a hookup place. What the fuck were the girls doing here? Were they looking to pick up a man, it didn't seem like it, well except for Debora. The others just seemed to dance with a few different men. I have been concentrating on watching Debora and Heather. I'm not paying too much attention to what else was happening, and it was dark with flashing lights.
I had noticed that most of the men looked similar, and all the women looked good. But I had been watching the girls and I hadn't studied what was happening. What else had I missed. Whilst I was dancing with this lady, I tried to have a discreet look round, I had a better view from where I was on the dance floor than sat in my dark corner. Most of the men looked middle-aged, there were one or two podgy ones, quite a few that could afford to lose the odd pound. Quite a few of what some people might call good looking, the stereotypical corporate lawyer shark looking type. Most seem to be wearing smart clothes but of a similar design. Now I was on the dance floor I could see that most of the women were of a similar age to the men. A lot of them made an effort to hide their age but most of them looked very good. There weren't many young women here, but there were quite a few young men who were there, probably looking to hook up with a Cougar for a night I guessed. And I'm sure there's some Cougars there hoping to pick up a young stud to fill a need.
I got back to my seat, the lady I had been dancing with wasn't as young as I had initially thought she was. But she turned out very well.
Then the corporate lawyer type turned up, well I think it was him from two weeks ago. They did all tend to look the same. Ignoring Gerald, he held his hand out to Debora, she took it and the two of them proceeded to the dance floor. They danced to one fast dance and then a slow one, there appeared to be some whispering during the slow dance, I couldn't see where his hands were going.
After the second dance he took Deborah back to the table, he held his hand out to Heather, she accepted, and they went to the dance floor. And similar for them was a fast dance, then a slow one. I moved, this time to see where his hands were going during the slow dance. They wandered lower than I was happy with, but Heather lifted them slowly back up to her waist and leaned in and whispered to him. He just smiled at her. All of a sudden for some reason I wanted to go and smack him one in the face. It crossed my mind that she didn't want to be seen by the other girls being touched up. She didn't want to put them in a bad position. Or did she not want to get caught doing stuff that I would not approve of, and it got back to me.
When the second dance finished, corporate lawyer type escorted Heather back to the table and joined them, he sat between Heather and Debora and started paying court to them both equally. Debora's boyfriend was all over her, I think he felt threatened by corporate lawyer type as he was being nice to her, but I believed corporate lawyer bloke's target was my wife. I think playing up to Debora was a smokescreen.
Corporate lawyer type spread himself around a bit, he danced with Sally and Denise, although it was obvious they were not interested in him and kept him at arm's length. Sometimes all six of them were on the floor together. But he always seemed to end up in front of either Heather or Debora.
Debora ended up doing a lot more dancing with the corporate lawyer type than I would have thought. I had assumed it was Heather he was interested in.
Debora was a flirt, to my mind the corporate lawyer type was playing up to Debora to put the others off his intended victim, Heather. I think the corporate lawyer type gave the impression he was trying to take Debora away from her boyfriend, but that was just to hide the fact he was chasing after Heather. It crossed my mind that he didn't want to be seen to play too much up to Heather in front of the other two girls whom I would give a lift home later.
I almost missed Heather going into her handbag for her phone, I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket, I looked across and she had her phone to her ear. I couldn't answer it from where I was, so I let it go to answer phone and shot out the front of the nightclub. As soon as I got out, I sent her a text and then phoned her saying I got the message, and I would be there in ten. That was a close call. I might have to pay more attention. Then I realised I had the sports coat on, and they couldn't see that so that went into the boot along with the wig and glasses.
There was no hanging around this time when I got there. No sign of corporate lawyer bloke or Gerald. The girls were a little subdued as I drove them all home. I wonder if they'd noticed me in my disguise or if there was something else. When I was alone in the car with Heather, she said nothing, but she was quiet. I assumed my disguise was safe.
The following Tuesday over tea Heather said to me. "Sweetheart, we're all going out on Thursday for Debora's birthday, it's a big one." She said it when I had a mouth full of food and she knows I hate talking with my mouth full. It was like she planned it.
She didn't give me time to chew and swallow but carried on. "Sally had something on, on Friday and can't drink so, she's going to drive, it'll save you doing it. It will be the pub then the club as normal, I know it's two weeks on the trot, but it'll be three weeks before the next one and I will make it up to you. And I've taken Friday off so Debora and I can go shopping, you never know what shopping I might pick up.
They've just opened up a new lingerie shop in the arcade," she smiled at me with that Oh so cute smile she has when she wants something.
She didn't ask me, she told me. That was different. And she had answered most of the questions I was going to ask. By now I had finished my mouthful.
"And when did this come up?" I asked.
"Debora got on the phone yesterday, and we all arranged it together."
"How does Jeff feel about this change in plans and how do Sally and Denise's husband's feel about this two weeks on the trot?" Jeff would be Ok, he was getting extra sex for her nights out, but I didn't know Sally and Denise's husbands well, but I was interested in what they thought, especially as Sally apparently had something on, on Friday.
"Jeff's happy with it, But Sally and Denise's husbands weren't so keen, but they've said it's okay."
I wasn't happy either, not only by them going out, but also by the way it was presented to me as a fait accompli. And I was the last to know, why didn't she tell me yesterday. She had plenty of time. This was different, very different. This is the very sort of change I was worried about.
Right, let's put the cat among the pigeons. "What if I say 'No'?"
"Sweetheart," She came round the table and sat on my lap and put her arms round my neck. "You wouldn't do that to me would you? Please let me. I will make it up to you all weekend, and I do need a new corset and stockings."
Now she was asking, and bribing, I tried to look like I was thinking. I was, but not about what she had said, but what she might be planning. If I said 'no' there would be another three weeks of worry if there was something going on these girl's night out. So, I said 'Yes.'
She gave me a smouldering kiss, which made things stand up, she could feel it. She smiled at me and said "Later"
Then the clincher, as we were sitting watching telly, she said to me. "As we aren't working on Friday, we might be a bit later, and if I am, I'll sleep in one of the kid's rooms so as not to wake you up."
None of what she said made sense to me, now I was really worried.
I was keeping an eye out for anything suspicious, and the only thing I noticed was her using her mobile phone more, there were more texts and phone calls that seemed to change tack when I walked in the room. She obviously had nothing to hide on her phone as we had the same pin code for our phones and I checked hers, in fact at one stage she gave it to me to sort something out for her. I used the opportunity to have a look through her text messages. There was quite a lot from Debora, but they seemed to go on about her birthday and the shopping trip they had planned. But I don't know what they talked about over the phone.
On Thursday when she came downstairs, she was almost back to looking 'nice'. Below the knee dress and silky blouse, nothing startling, she looked 'nice', but she had five inch heels on, and that didn't match with the rest of the other clothes she was wearing. And she has a large handbag, normally it was just a small clutch bag she took with her on her nights out.
There was the sound of the taxi honking its horn, strange. I thought if Sally couldn't drink and was driving why didn't she pick Heather up, she had to come past our place to get to the pub.
As soon as she left, I raced upstairs and checked her wardrobe, her green tight fitting satin sheath dress was missing, the one that I loved her to wear. This really did need investigating.
I grabbed my car keys and the envelope I had prepared earlier and shot out the door. I tracked her phone and she went straight to the nightclub, not the pub like she told me. I managed to get there before the taxi, It's a good job there's not many speed cameras in our town. Debora was waiting for her, but I couldn't see Sally or Denise, they could be inside already.
I didn't have my disguise, so I wasn't going to follow them in, in fact as I was dressed in my normal jeans and rugby shirt I'd probably wouldn't get in anyway. I settled down in the car to wait. But it wasn't long when I saw Heather in her green dress and corporate lawyer type come out arm in arm and walk towards me, I slid down on the seat as far as I could, hoping Heather wouldn't recognise the car, from what I had seen so far she was too engrossed in corporate lawyer type to notice, she was hanging onto his arm. I counted to ten after I saw their shadows pass the car before I eased myself up to look for them. They went into the restaurant two doors down; you couldn't miss that dress and hair.
I was fuming. This was no celebration outing for Debora, this was a hook up and Debora was covering for her best friend. And that was the reason for not wanting to be picked up. That was it, I was glad I had the letter with me. I walked past the restaurant window, and I caught sight of them about halfway back, they looked like they were lovers holding hands and looking into each other's eyes. It was all I could do to stop myself from throwing up.



Right, I'll annoy them. I phoned Heather. It rang and then went to the answerphone. She didn't even bother looking into her handbag for it, she probably had it on silent. I did it again with the same result. I wandered back to the car and called her again and got cut off straight away. That was it. I was being ignored. I didn't think I could get any angrier. I was wrong. If nothing else she had lied to me. I waited in the car, thinking, and that was not good. It was about an hour or so when I saw them leave the restaurant, I had a plan. I got out of the car and went and stood by the nightclub entrance. I had the envelope in my hand ready to give it to her. I watched them come down the road, but they stopped and walked across the street towards the hotel. Shit, she was going to a hotel with him.
I ran across the road and got into the foyer before them and found myself in a dark corner. Heather was hanging all over corporate lawyer type as he picked up the key card, they walked towards the lifts and that was when I walked up to them, putting my hand out with the envelope with the terms of our separation in it and looked straight into the eyes of Debora.
Her hands flew to her face, and she started crying, "Please don't tell Jeff, please, please."
I was stunned, gobsmacked. Then I felt an arm slipping into mine, I turned and looked, and there was Heather still dressed in the clothes she left our house in. "See I told you you'd get caught Debora. I just didn't think it would be this soon."
"Come on sweetheart let's go, I'll explain everything." She pulled me away.
We got in the car; she told me to head towards Jeff and Debora's place and she would explain everything.
She said to me, "Sorry, I was planning to do this over the phone. But now you're here I can do it in person, it'll be better for Jeff."
We got to Jeff and Debora's house, I followed her to the front door, she rang the bell. The door opened and there stood Jeff; he had a confused look on his face.
"Heather this is a surprise, there's nothing wrong is there?"
"Yes Jeff, I'm afraid there is. I've got some bad news for you. Debora is in the Red Lion with a man." Jeff fell back indoors, we both went in and helped him, we took him into the lounge and sat him on his sofa and then there was lots of shouting with words like, "I fucking knew it, whore, slut." I just sat there. Heather went and put the kettle on for some tea.
When he calmed down, he asked us to tell him the whole story.
Heather went on. She told him how she was messing around with a young lad, but nothing happened, it was mainly flirting and kissing. He told us he knew about that, because that was what made Debora so energetic when she got home.
Heather explained that Debora wanted to try Anthony, who I called the corporate lawyer type. He was in fact an admin assistant in a supermarket, but divorced, she had found out after a little digging.
"Why didn't you just tell me?" he asked Heather.
"I was hoping I could put her off, and if I didn't, I needed proof."
"Do you have proof?"
"No, I don't. Dave stopped me before she got to the room, I don't know what happened after we left."
I could see Jeff thinking for a few seconds. "So you helped her have this affair?" He was starting to look angry. I think he got the wrong end of the stick, but I could understand that. I thought I was going to have to step in when Heather held her hand up.
"She blackmailed me. Listen to this."
She got her phone out, pulled up the recording app, pressed play and laid it on her knee.
Debora's voice came from the phone. "You have to help me, it'll just be the once, he's so nice. And it'll be fun."
"No, I can't. That would be cheating on Jeff," was Heather's reply.
"Come on, you're my best friend, best friends help each other."
"Not for this I won't, and I will have to think seriously about telling Jeff and our friendship."
"You wouldn't tell Jeff; it would crush him."
"Yes, it would, so why are you doing it? You will get caught, you know."
"I just have to, it's just the once, I promise, It's just a bit of fun with Anthony."
I was thinking that up to this point Debora had not mentioned anything about actually having sex with Anthony then Heather pushed it, probably because she knew she was recording the conversation." I assume this fun means sex?"
Deborah laughed. "Of course, silly, I'm going to get fucked by Anthony, he tells me he's got a big cock, and he can satisfy anybody. Jeff's good but Anthony is going to be exciting. He says he will fuck me till I can't walk."
"No, I can't do it, if you want to do this, you'll have to do it on your own without my help, I want to know nothing about it. Jeff will spot something. You will get caught. And I don't want to get dragged into this shit and mess up my marriage. So be warned, I will protect my marriage."
Debora's voice suddenly got harsher "If you don't help me Dave will get to see this video of Anthony grabbing your arse and you not moving his hands and the kiss, from the angle I took it: it looks like a proper kiss not just a peck on the cheek. How much will your precious marriage be worth then? All I have to do is to tell him you're having an affair with Anthony and that will put enough doubt in his mind to mess up your marriage. And trust me I can be quite convincing."
"You wouldn't do that, would you?"
Her voice changed to pleading again. "Yes I would, please I want this, it will save me dropping you in it with Dave."
Jeff was in tears, his head was in his hands, he was sobbing, lives ruined for a bit of fun. Heather put her phone in her handbag.
Jeff looked at me, "How much did you know?" He asked me.
"Nothing until I walked up to Debora, she was dressed like Heather, I thought it was Heather."
That was when the front door flew open and Debora rushed in, she was crying. She had the auburn wig in her hand. I would have thought she would have seen our car parked out front, but from the look on her face when she saw us, she didn't, there was complete shock. "No, No, no" was all she kept saying. "I didn't do anything sweetheart. I don't know what lies they've told you; I didn't do anything."
"But you were going to."
"But I didn't do anything, we were just going to talk, I wasn't going to do anything."
"How can I believe you, you're dressed up sexy as hell and you were going to room with a man. How can I believe you weren't going to do anything if they hadn't caught you. You would be in that room shagging by now."
"No we wouldn't, trust me it was just talking." Then she pulled herself up. "Anyway, you've got no proof. Dave just saw me walking towards the lift with a man. Your family won't believe that."
Jeff looked at Heather, "play her the recording."
Heather got her phone out again, guessed where the incriminating bit was and got it right first time, almost like she knew where it was. And out of the speaker came the damming evidence of Debora saying, "Of course I'm going to get fucked by him, Anthony tells me he's got a big cock and he can satisfy anybody. Jeff's good but Anthony is going to be exciting. He says he will fuck me till I can't walk."
Debora collapsed on the floor crying. Jeff stood up and you could see him physically pull himself together.
He held his hand out to me, I stood and took it. As we shook, he said. "Thanks' mate, I've got this now."
Heather stood up beside me, Jeff gave her a hug, looked at her and said, "sorry I lost my temper with you, but thank you so much. Can you send me a copy of that recording?"
"Of course."
He nodded to Debora, still on the floor, "We've got a lot to talk about before the kids get up."
I got the feeling, no more mister nice guy.
Whilst I drove home she told me that she'd told Debora pretty much like she told me she was going to, you don't do that to friends, you don't cheat on your husband and you don't expect your friends to cover up for you, she warned her that if Jeff found out he would most likely divorce her.
She explained what I heard on the recording.
Debora had told her that she could get away with it if her best friend helped her. It would only be the once, and anyway, if Heather didn't help her, she had a video of the corporate lawyer type grabbing hold of her bum and giving her a kiss on that first night they met him and show it to me. And she would tell me that Heather was having an affair with him. Debora was well aware of my attitude to infidelity.
Heather said she thought about it that night and decided to play along but would put a few safety measures in place. From then on, she recorded all of the conversations she had when she was with Debora.
Debora couldn't get the clothes and shoes out of the house she wanted to wear so she convinced Heather to let her borrow her green dress as they were both the same size. Debora gave Heather a pair of shoes she wanted to wear, but Heather couldn't fit the tall heels into a handbag. So she wore them and put her low heeled shoes in the bag.
She was always going to tell Jeff if she caught Debora having the affair, but she needed proof. But she wanted to give her the chance to call it off at the last minute. What did surprise her this evening was that Debora had got a wig that made her look like Heather. That was when she realised that Debora was setting her up. Not that it made any difference to Heather's plans. She had planned to confront Debora and Anthony as they went to the lift, but I got there first.
Heather told me her plan was once they had gone to the room she was going to come home and give me the best night of sex she ever could. Something I would remember until the day I died, so if anybody told me she was in a hotel room with Anthony, I would know they were lying. She was going to phone Jeff on her way home, he would have to look after himself because she had to protect her marriage. But after I saw it all, she thought we could both help Jeff.
When we got in and I fetched us both a drink, we sat on the sofa, and I came clean and told her I'd been to the nightclub to catch Debora out. So I knew that corporate lawyer type, Anthony, had his hands all over her, but she didn't walk away like she did with the other bloke who got handsy. She explained the previous chap made sexual innuendos, Anthony was very polite and pleasant. When he suggested a little dalliance, she blew him off, telling him that she loved her husband and would never cheat. He respected that and that's why he gave her a kiss on the cheek. She didn't feel his hands on her bum, they were so gentle and soft, as if they'd never done a day's work in their life.
She gave me a quizzical look and said, "where were you hiding? We didn't see you there, mind you we weren't looking for you."
I rushed out to the car and grabbed my disguise, just the jacket, wig and glasses.
"I thought something was familiar, it was the way you carried yourself. But I discounted it as you were blond, had glasses and you never wear a jacket." He smiled at me, "You did look good, we might have to start having date nights with you dressed as my young stud."
Then I could see she had a thought. She took a sip of her drink, "Were you following me, did you think I was having an affair?"
"No, not you, I started arriving early to save time and I noticed Debora all over her young boyfriend, I was worried she was going to cheat on Jeff with him. Although you did worry me once when you came from the crowd late that night."
"I was off looking for Debora, and all the time she was standing at the back of the taxi queue."
Now comes the question that has been bothering me for some time. "Why didn't you just tell me? It would have been so easy to catch her out."
"I didn't want you getting involved. Jeff would have been upset with you if you knew and didn't tell him, Jeff will need a friend when all this falls over, and that's your job. He may take help better from someone not involved. He would ask you why you didn't tell him of your suspicions. And If I had convinced her to call it off, the fewer people that knew about it the better, that's why I didn't tell you or him. Sorry sweetheart, I thought that was the best approach."
We had finished our drinks, and I could tell the last hour or so had drained her, emotionally as well as physically. I stood and held my hand out to her, she took it. As she stood up she said. "Can we just cuddle please, I'm not sure I want to make love after seeing our friend's marriage destroyed."
When we got to bed, the cuddling did turn into gentle love making at her initiation.
I took the following day off with her and we went shopping together, including the lingerie shop. She did give me a night of sex I would remember until the day I died in her new corset.
Heather never spoke to Debora ever again, whenever Heather came into a room, Debora would leave. I still played golf with Jeff; he was very upbeat. He seemed happy he had something over Debora, it appears that Debora's family are quite well off and very moral, cheating would not go down well there, it seemed to work for them.
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Foreword.
I have two linked stories that are nearly finished and I needed to clear my mind of them before a final read through. So, I thought I would have a go at finishing this short punchy story. This one popped into my mind about 3 weeks ago and was about 90% done. My thanks to AnAverageGuy61for his editing and suggestions.
We were sat at the kitchen table, my wife of 10 years Sandra, sometimes known as Sandy. It was a fairly standard meal for us on a Monday. Bubble and squeak, she even put the cauliflower cheese in it, nice and crispy. Lovely, just how I like it with yesterday's leftover roast beef and pickles on the side. She brought me a pint of my favourite beer. Adnams Broadside, a tad strong at 6.5% for a Monday night. I suppose a strong beer on a work night isn't a problem occasionally.
But. I'd known her for about 14 years, something was coming now, and I probably wasn't going to like it.
Then it came. "I'm going out on a date Friday night with one of the chaps from work, and before you get worked up about it, it is just dinner. There's not going to be any sex, so you can get that idea right out of your head."
There were many things I was expecting, that wasn't one of them.
"Why?" I was displaying an outward calm; my insides were seething.
"I want a bit of excitement, something for me. Everything's a bit mundane."
I think I could see where this was going. "So, it's my fault now everything's mundane. You didn't say that Saturday last week when I took you to the Red Lion for dinner and dancing, or Friday when we won the pub quiz, you seemed over the moon about the bottle of bubbly we won that night."
"That was us, I want something for me and trust me there won't be any sex. It's just dinner."
"So, who is this bloke? And when did you decide to do this?" I asked.
"It's Jonathan, he's been asking me for weeks, but I've always turned him down. He asked again today and insisted it is just dinner. No sex, he promised. So, I said yes."
I had sort of guessed it was the new bloke Jonathan, she'd mentioned him several times a few months ago, but she hasn't talked about him at all for a while now. I had popped round to her office one day when she forgot to take her lunch, and I'd seen him. You know when you take an instant dislike to a smarmy shit, well that was it. And we had met various times around town.
"I don't want you to go, but it will be your choice. But I warn you, I don't trust him or believe you about the 'no sex' bit. Don't forget, I've met him."
It was a cold house for the next two days.
She was late home Wednesday, she had a supermarket carrier bag, but I could see two handles, she had hidden one bag inside another. Hiding things, that did not bode well.
Whilst she made dinner I went for a shower, I looked in the back of her wardrobe and there was the other bag. In it looked to be a sexy satin blue dress and a new pair of stockings. I couldn't take it out without giving it away that I had found it. It could be for me as a make-up surprise.
I did some thinking Wednesday evening. Thursday, I left the house at the normal time, but I phoned in sick at work. I had stuff to do.
It was still frosty Thursday evening, she told me they were going out early, so she would more than likely be gone by the time I got home from work.
She probably didn't want me to see the new dress. I didn't see that coming. I would have to bring my planned speech forward a bit.
"Where are you going for your dinner date?" I asked.
"I am not telling you; you'd turn up and spoil it."
"You need to think about this, what you're doing, going out on a date with another man, not your husband. And not telling him where you're going. I will not stand for it. If you go, I will throw you out on the street."
She looked at me amazed. "You wouldn't do that, you love me."
"I do love you, but do you want to find out?"
She looked down.
"And I believe your company has a morals policy? I would tell them."
"You wouldn't, I'd get sacked."
"Do you want to risk it?"
I finished my speech. "If you go out with him, I will not be here where you get back, sex or not."
I think that worried her. She had been warned.
It was an even colder night in bed.
I went to work early so as not to have to confront her. And I would be home early.
I got home. Her car was there, I went inside but didn't make myself known. I gave it 15 minutes after the shower stopped running and walked upstairs into our bedroom. She stood there in the satin dress. She looked stunning.
"That's why you're going early, you don't want me to see the new dress." I could see the empty stockings packet on the bed. I picked it up. She looked embarrassed.
"So you're not going to have sex with him, but you're going out looking like a high class escort." I was tempted to use the word hooker or whore, but that would probably be too much, for now.
Until she stepped out that door there was still a chance.
"When I took you dancing to The Red Lion it was a blouse, skirt and tights, no stockings for me, but Jonathan gets them.
"And you've bought a new dress for him. Who paid for that?
"I did."
"Did the money come out of our joint account?"
"Well yes, of course it did."
"No, you didn't pay for it, we did, and as I put most of the money into that account, you're now using my money to dress up for your boyfriend."
"He's not my boyfriend."
"Then why are you going out with him?"
"I want something different, exciting."
The doorbell rang, I went downstairs, she followed me.
It was Jonathan, I could tell he was surprised to see me.
Now there was an impasse, I stood to one side to give her the choice.
Then I said, "If you put one foot outside that door, I will leave you."
"No you won't, you love me."
"Do you want to try it, is it worth the risk?"
Jonathan smiled at her, held his hand out to her and said. "Sandy, time to go." That seemed to make her mind up.
She stepped out the door.
I pushed past them, so I was outside next to him.
"Sandra." I said. She looked at me. I took the envelope containing the divorce papers out of my back pocket, took my wedding ring off, dropped it inside and sealed it. I offered it to her. She didn't take it, his hand was still out so it put it there, he took it.
I looked at him and said, "When you finish fucking her, give her that."
I walked up to the side of the house and picked up the 'For Sale' sign that had been laid there since I had contacted the estate agents and stuck it up by the fence post.
Sandra stood there with her mouth wide open, leaning against the door jamb.
I walked past her back indoors to behind the sofa, I picked up my rucksack and a large suitcase. I walked past her and threw the luggage into the back of my Mondeo.
I turned to Sandy and said. "I'll be back tomorrow to pick up the rest of my stuff. Make sure he's not in the house." I pointed at Jonathan.
She collapsed on the floor, crying.
"Now you can go on dates and fuck whomever you wish."
"You can't talk to her like that." Jonathan said as he pushed me. Oh, so nice, I was glad the cameras were recording everything, I stepped forward and kneed him in the knackers as hard as I could. He went down and started throwing up
Sandra was on the floor crying looking up at me. "Don't contact me, I'll see you tomorrow."
I drove to my parents' house; they were expecting me.
Afterword.
AnAverageGuy61 suggested I might get flak for the sudden ending, and he was probably correct. So for those of you that like the story finished, here you go.
I went to collect more of my stuff on Saturday. Jonathon wasn't there. She begged me to stay. I told her if she was going out on dinner dates with work colleagues dressed like that, it showed she had no respect for me, and it was only a matter of time before she strayed.
And I wasn't going to wait around for that to happen. I suggested she find somewhere to live as I've had an offer on the house, and I was going to accept it. She would get half of what was left over. I collected what I wanted and walked out to a new life and didn't look back.
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I came up with a theme, but I found I had two routes to take. I didn't know which one to do, so I decided to do both. The stories are similar. The other one is called 'No More Second Fiddle'. That will be published later. You are going to find similar phrases in both stories, but in most cases the response to the phrase will be different. The outcome is the same, it's just how they get there is different. Neither of these stories will please some people.
Sorry, I got a bit carried away with this one, it's a bit longer than I normally like.
Please just enjoy the stories, they are fiction just like Macbeth.
We were having an uncustomary lay-in, the children were at her parents' for the weekend. We were going to an award ceremony for her this evening in a local hotel. It had been let slip she was getting something, but not what. It would give her time to prepare a small 'thank you' speech. She looked at me from her side of the bed, she was lying on her side, she was beautiful.
"You know I love you, right?" Why was it a question? It sounded to me like she had or was going to do something I wouldn't like.
Things had been chilly between us for a couple of months.
We made love last night, it was slow and passionate, but I think she felt like it could be for the last time. It may well be.
"Actually, I'm not sure you do anymore. The past two years you've been so wrapped up in your work most of the time, and the last few months it's as if me and the kids don't exist, and I'm just a housekeeper and cook for you."
"I'm sorry sweetheart, it'll be over soon."
"I don't believe that either; you keep saying that. I have warned you." She reached for me, but I got out of bed before she could touch me, I looked down at her and said. "You can fix this marriage, it's up to you."
"How?"
"That's up to you. If I keep telling you what you're doing wrong, you will never learn and eventually you will blame me for nagging you."
"I would never do that to you."
"You seem to forget how long I've known you. If I keep on telling you what to do, you will soon tell me off for trying to control you. You need to work out what's wrong."
"Is it because I work too much? It's for us, the kids and our plan. I'm here every and all weekend, no work on the weekend, it's a rule we have, I've stuck to it." She had. Oddly enough, I hadn't.
"A marriage is a seven day affair, not just at the weekend, and no working too much isn't it."
I walked towards the shower; I heard her gently sobbing.
I had just got the shower to the right temperature when she followed me in, I could see she had red eyes, she'd been crying. I held her. I wanted to help her, but she had to work this out for herself. We washed each other in a slow gentle fashion. She sank to her knees and took me in her mouth. It wasn't long before I was hard, she's very good at this when she does It, which isn't often enough, I suppose for a man, it never is.
She swallowed when I finished, she stood up, opened her mouth and filled it with shower water, rinsed and spat it out, then she kissed me.
I would normally return the favour by getting down on my knees, but not today.
We left the shower and dried each other. It was all very quiet; very little was spoken.
We both dressed and had breakfast. I went to my home office to finish off a report I was writing. She did housework, emptied the dishwasher, hoovering, washing, dusting, that sort of stuff. She made lunch, without the children it was all quite reserved. After we finished lunch, she said she had to go into the hotel to help set things up.
I looked at her. "Give my regards to Gerald." That was her boss, and I felt he was the problem.
"He's not going to be there."
I gave her that, 'Oh yeah right.' look. She looked down at the floor.
I went back to my office; my report was done. I just needed to send it away for peer review. I had a quick read through out loud and pressed the send button. I had a little more to do to prepare for tonight's ceremony and then I sat pondering on how we got here.
I met Cheryl, the woman who was to become my wife at a recruitment fair. The aerospace company I worked for was an apprentices dream. They were using me as a shining example of what was available to young people in that industry. She was there as an example of what was available at her university. She was pretty and looked intelligent. The university hadn't sent a stunning woman for this job. That would have probably put people off or not set the right tone.
We bumped into each other whilst getting a coffee. I was first to the coffee pot, but she looked a bit frazzled, so I let her go first. "A gentleman." She said.
"I try to be, and sometimes I succeed."
"You have this time." She said with a smile.
An hour or so later I saw her head towards the coffee pot again, so I followed her, this time she let me go first. We got into a conversation about apprenticeship v university. I cheekily asked if we could carry on the conversation over a drink this evening. She accepted. We spent the evening chatting, not just about education. We discovered we were from adjacent towns and had quite a few things in common. She gave me a kiss on the cheek when we parted. I learnt her University was 100 miles or so from home. That put the mockers on my thinking we could make something of this. That was a pity. We didn't swap phone numbers and I feel we parted as friends the following day.
A couple of days after I got back to work, I got a message from my tutor that a young lady had been on the phone to the apprentice centre, he gave me her phone number. It got me wondering about long distance relationships, the fact she was at university probably full of young attractive students, not a simple aircraft technician, I was probably feeling a bit insecure.
But fate played a hand before I made a decision about phoning her, and two weeks later we were again both at a recruitment fair. As soon as she saw me, she rushed across, and it wasn't. 'Hello, how are you?' or 'why didn't we swap phone numbers?" it was. "Why didn't you phone me?" She sounded a bit grumpy.
I told her that I didn't think it would work over the distance.
"That's your excuse then is it? But really you don't like me."
"Oh no, I like you too much." That made her stop.
I explained my reasons about her being a high flying management, psychology student, away with handsome young fellow students. I was just a spanner monkey, in fact not even that yet, I still had 9 months training to go. I laid my insecurities bare before her.
"I don't like having my heart broken."
She stroked my face and said. "I would never do that to you."
That was the first night we slept together.
I finished my apprenticeship and we married whilst she was still at Uni, with both of our parents' help we made it work whilst she finished her studies. I would visit her most weekends in my clapped out Ford Fiesta, good job I was a technical man able to keep it on the road.
My wages weren't brilliant, but as I was still living at home with Mum and Dad and doing all the overtime I could, which was great, because it gave me extra experience and stood me in good stead with the company. I managed to save up enough for a deposit on a small flat that we had been looking at. Cheryl 's graduation was the proudest day of my life, it outshone my meagre achievements of passing my apprenticeship. She got a first in both disciplines.
We moved into our little flat. That was when real life struck at us. She couldn't get a job that used the degrees she had. The best she could do was manager of a shoe shop. I held her close when she cried herself to sleep because after 3 years at University, she was only selling shoes. No one wanted managers with no experience. We searched far and wide. Anywhere within a 30 mile radius. I would take time off work to run her to interviews, she got good reviews, but no jobs. I used these trips to teach her to drive. Which unfortunately cost me a gearbox when she forgot what the clutch was for. Never mind second hand ones were easy to find on eBay. It was just a cold and wet job when I had to do it because she had an interview the following day. She showed her appreciation in the most fantastic of ways in the shower.
She came in one day all happy, she had placated a difficult customer and turned it into a training experience for the saleswoman. She had been spotted by a customer who recognised what she had done and how she had handled the situation, leaving everybody happy. She offered her a job in her accounting business as an under manager. Things started to look up. In 18 months she was earning as much as me without overtime. We managed to start saving and that was when we made our plan.
We both enjoyed travelling, but recently we'd had little chance to do it. So, the plan was when she reached 55, a year after me, we aimed to have enough money and investments to pack up work. Buy a caravan or a motorhome with a little car on the back and tour Europe, with the aim of spending the winters next to the Med. Go out and travel whilst we are still young and fit enough to enjoy it.
All that overtime I did and the experience I gained was recognised by the company because I was moved into the trials section where they tested new stuff we put on aeroplanes. We would write the test procedure, test the aeroplane or the new bit of kit. Assess the results and write a report on what we found. It was a brilliant job, I loved it and with a substantial pay rise. But with Cheryl's promotions and pay increases she was already earning more than me.
But after about 18 months in her new job, we had a little hiccup, she fell pregnant. I don't know how that happened, well, we know how she got pregnant, we were doing a lot of that. We were taking precautions.
We sat down and had a long talk with both sets of parents and with their help, Cheryl and I decided she had the greater earning potential in the long run. Engineering tends to be dead man's shoes; my next promotion could be years away. The people I worked with loved their jobs and stayed in them till they retired or died. Not so in Cheryl's business, manpower turnover could be frantic. I would become a stay at home Dad and do all the procedure, assessment and report writing at home, with the grandparents looking after baby Derek when I had to go into work to physically test something. My work was happy with that.
Then a year later Susie joined her brother Derek, and I had two children to look after. By then the company had allowed me to become just a procedure and report writer. I no longer did physical testing which pissed me off because that was a fun bit. But we now had two children that needed looking after. Two babies would be too much for the grandparents, as much as they loved them. I seemed to do most of the work looking after the children and the cooking in between the report writing, it seemed to work. And our investment fund and savings were slowly growing. They did take a hit when Susie came along because the flat we had wasn't big enough, so we bought a small house. We changed it a little bit, we made sure I had a little office downstairs and a big shower upstairs. Now we probably weren't on track to meet our aims, but we discussed it, and it will probably be a smaller or older caravan than we had been looking at.
Whilst she was off on paternity leave with Susie, she thought it was about time she moved jobs, she had sort of outgrown that one and she managed to get a job in an advertising agency. She did well, very well. She picked up the nuances of advertising and was able to move the right person onto the right advertising campaign, after listening to what the customer wanted. She seemed to have an instinct for it.
She was promoted quickly. By now I had left my company, and I was doing contracting work. The work was mainly for my old company but other companies as well, and occasionally I did some assessments and wrote a report for Cheryl's people. It allowed me the flexibility to look after the kids and sort out the house. Life was good. Cheryl would blitz the house on a weekend, so I had very little tidying and dusting to do during the week. Most of the washing got done at the weekend, so I had clean clothes for the kids during the week. We laughed a lot, we loved a lot. If we didn't make our plan in time at the age of 55 we weren't so worried because life was fun.
In my eyes Cheryl grew more beautiful as she got older, she filled out a little bit in all the right places. She dressed well, she gained class, she was a right MILF and I enjoyed the benefits. I wasn't too shabby myself, all the running around after the children kept me fit, plus the odd five mile run a couple of times a week and eating well helped.
Then two years ago she got another promotion. Her wages far outstripped mine. All the excess was going into a joint investment account. As I spent the day sitting in front of a computer writing, it gave me the chance to dabble in the stock market. I made a fair bit on that, and I was squirrelling it away for a bigger motorhome. I didn't tell her, but we were on target.
It was when Gerald turned up, that was when things changed. There was more work for her, longer hours, more pressure. Sometimes when she got in she was too tired to do anything. And the meetings away seemed to increase. Customers used to come to their office where, with their technology, they could display their ideas. But recently she seemed to go to them. And when I asked, I was told it's just the way that Gerald did business, you go to the customer, they don't come to you. She kept on how good he was. There was barely a day she didn't go on about him.
I brought it up that she was getting too close to him, and it might lead to something that could damage our marriage. She took that to mean having an affair, and she said so, she told me not to worry. She stroked my face like she did all those years ago and said. "I would never do that to you sweetheart." She stopped talking about him as much, but I still worried. She still did not work any weekends, but she was so tired I ended up picking up more of the cleaning and washing. She still showed an interest in the motorhome magazines, and we still talked about our plans and places we wanted to see.
Then a couple of months ago, she changed, just subtly, it was hard to put my finger on it. The coldness in the bedroom and then the sudden heat almost as if it was guilty sex. It was just how I felt, she would still talk about Gerald, but she sounded different when she did. Something had happened.
After this last promotion we would get invited to the more upper echelons of the company functions. As well as the company family picnic where everybody was invited.
I was looked upon as a house husband, and in most cases ignored because I didn't make the sort of money they did. By now Derek and Susie were at school and I was often asked to supervise physical trials that I had written the procedure for as a contractor. Now that was more fun. Cheryl's colleagues didn't know what I did, they just assumed I was a stay at home Dad that did a bit of writing. Or how much money I was making in my market trading and my contracting for trials. We would be able to buy a big motorhome.
I told her about how I felt, going to these functions and being ignored. She told me I was being overly melodramatic. I warned her that she was paying attention to her team and her boss, while ignoring me, it was damaging our marriage. I didn't appreciate being left in the corner or playing with the children at company parties. I wondered if something had been going on with Gerald.
I told her she would have to choose between company and family. That was when she stroked my face again and said. "You and kids every time sweetheart." I didn't reply.
She told me it was all for us and that our aim was only about 13 years away. The kids would probably be married by then, if not they could look after the house for us, and we could be off gadding about Europe.
Being suspicious I kept an eye on stuff. It's a sort of thing trials engineers do, to expect things to go wrong, you look for stuff to go wrong. It sort of justifies your job when test points fail. I could find nothing. There was no rushing in going to the shower when she got home. I would surprise her at work for lunch and she was always available, although occasionally I might have to wait half an hour or so, if I did it was normally in her office. Her work times had increased, but only ever during the week. She insisted on not leaving for a meeting on a Sunday, that was family time.
And a couple of times I would turn up at the hotel unannounced and meet her as a surprise. Nothing. Did she know I was coming; did she track my phone? I turned tracking off after that when I followed her, but not being able to track me might raise a suspicion.
There was always a reason for her to go away when I checked, and they seemed valid. Interestingly Gerald only went on a few of them, they appeared to be the high profile ones. But they did seem to be arranged at the last minute. I didn't understand that, and when I queried it, I never got a reasonable answer. I did turn up at a hotel when Gerald was there once, I watched for quite a while before I made myself known. Nothing, I saw nothing. I left my phone at home for that trip. I never found anything. I just had this sense of unease the way she kept on about Gerald, how good he was, how helpful he was. I felt it was being pushed more and more into the background. If I mentioned how I was bothered about Gerald, I just got ignored or told he was married and that I didn't trust her.
The coldness of the sex hurt; it was like it was just something she had to do. There was no love in it. She told me she was tired with all the work and not to worry, it was all for us. And then she was as hot as we had been in our early days, hotter in fact because we knew what each other liked. She surprised me one day by calling me upstairs. She stood at the top of the stairs wearing her purple Axford vintage corset, stockings, 5-inch heels and over the elbow leather gloves. She was holding our white bondage rope in her hands. "Sweetheart I have a surprise for you, I'm sure you know what to do with this." She held out the rope. I took it from her, she walked into the bedroom, turned round and placed her arms behind her back. I tied her wrists together and then her elbows, not too tight, not together in case she ended up laying on them. When tied, she turned round and said to me, "I have a request, when you take my bum can you put the vibrator up my pussy and turn it on full bore."
She turned round and bent over, I could see the glass jewelled butt plug up her backside, that was when I noticed the lube on my bedside table. Oh, this is going to be good. It didn't take me long to get my clothes off. I laid her on her back and started licking her pussy, paying attention to her clit, with my fingers buried inside her trying to find her 'G' Spot, but failing on purpose. I was teasing. She loved that, well probably not too much. Sometimes when we played like this, I would have to gag her. She was so loud, but not tonight. She was very wound up, she came quickly. I was hard, I lifted her legs up and I entered her in one go up to the hilt. It didn't take long, and she was coming again, now it was my turn for my favourite. I flipped her over onto her belly, she got up on her knees. I pulled the plug out, there's going to be no need for lubrication, but I gently squeezed a bit just to make sure it didn't hurt. I grabbed the vibrator that was lying there, turned it on to full power and it slipped easily into her pussy, she groaned. I entered her backside. It was tight, it was lovely. I felt her coming. Her whole body spasmed and that brought me off too.



We collapsed after that. I untied her and helped her to get undressed and we laid together. "Thank you sweetheart, I needed that." Somehow it came across as guilty sex. Did she have something to atone for or be punished for? Or was I reading too much into it?
I came back to the present day, tonight was an award ceremony, but I had a feeling this one was going to be different. She was being awarded for her performance in the company and at the same time they were going to announce her promotion. That much had been let slip.
But things had changed. I popped in to take her to lunch one day. I had arranged it so she was expecting me. I waited for her in reception, and I got the message that she would be down straight away. Whilst I waited for her, I looked through a magazine and found some interesting pictures. About the time her attitude changed, she had been to an advertising industry conference; it was a couple of months ago. A magazine about advertising had been there covering the conference. There were photographs, there were people in them that I recognised. I took the magazine home with me.
The following day after she went to work, I had time to study the magazine and the pictures properly. They weren't the main subject but, but in the background. I could see her holding Gerald's hand across the table. There were two more, again they weren't the main subject, but they were dancing, they were close. He had his hands on her buttocks and her head resting on his shoulder. And finally, one of them walking down the corridor arm in arm. That one really annoyed me. I had been told I couldn't go to this event because spouses weren't allowed, however in several of the shots including the main ones it was plainly obvious that spouses were allowed.
So with the pictures and the lies I was pretty fucking pissed off and it would not continue. Tonight would be the night.
She got back from the hotel and I put on a brave face, I had my Dinner Jacket out ready, I had showered and shaved and was waiting for her.
"Everything set up alright?" I asked.
"Yes, everything is fine, all we have to do is turn up."
"Was Gerald there?"
"Errum yes, he was just checking up."
"Did you pass on my regards?"
"Yes, I did, why do you ask?"
"What did he say when you passed on my regards?"
She looked at me quizzically. "Nothing, why?" I chose to ignore her; I don't think she gets it.
I was downstairs waiting for her. She came down looking absolutely flipping stunning. I don't know how she did it in such a short space of time. "Have you got your thank you speech?" I asked.
"Oh, shit no it's still upstairs,"
"Don't worry I'll fetch it for you, I don't want you walking up and down stairs in those heels."
She looked a bit flustered. "Please don't read it, I want it to be a surprise."
I had already read it. It was just an outlined thank you to the team, picking up one or two exceptional performances and the reasons, but the last line got me. 'Thanks to him'. Which 'him' was she talking about? She will get a surprise either way.
Whilst upstairs I checked I had all the envelopes and bits of paper I wanted on me, hopefully I'll bring them home and put them through the shredder.
The taxi picked us up on time, but the atmosphere was cool as we drove to the hotel, each of us lost in our own thoughts.
We walked in, Gerald was there, he held his hand out, I shook it, we muttered banal greetings to each other. He then took Cheryl by the arm and led her to the table; I followed on behind. I could see people looking at me. I think some of them sensed from the look on my face this could be an interesting night. When we got to the table I managed to shoulder him out of the way so I could pull Cheryl's chair out. I leaned down and whispered in her ear. "You have one chance." I wasn't sure she heard me.
We sat at the table, I was next to Cheryl; Gerald was on her other side. His wife was sitting next to him on his other side. She was dumpy and a bit on the plain side, but she had on a bright red dress. I had the feeling she was as pissed off as me and just doing her duty, much like myself. On my other side was a wife of another senior manager, who when I told her I write reports for testing of aeroplanes simply blanked me.
The meal was good, but lonely, Cheryl spent most of her time talking to Gerald. Everybody around the table could see I was being ignored.
We came to the awards portion of the evening, and she got more and more excited when she wasn't 4th or 3rd and I saw her grasp Gerald's arm. At that I looked across the room to see a mate of mine standing there. He had two envelopes in his pocket, a buff one and a red one, he had been briefed.
Finally, the second place had been announced and it was obvious from her excitement that she got first place. Her name was called. I saw her gather herself together, she looked at me, smiled and stood up. She walked up onto the stage and up to the dais, for some reason Gerald followed her.
She accepted the award, she looked at the crowd and said. "This award is not just for me, it's for my team, Jules, a second in command who I couldn't have wished for better, she's been behind me all the way. Frank and Harry who have such wonderful ideas. And Geraldine who makes them come to life. The next round is on me."
A shout came from the floor. "We couldn't have done it without your help and ideas boss."
She smiled at that and carried on. "And I couldn't have done it without the help and support of a man who is dear to me." I started to worry. She pointed at Gerald standing next to her. "Without this man's help, I could not have achieved half of what I have done."
Right, decision made, she had chosen the company and Gerald over me and the children. I was really pissed off after all the shit I've been through for the last 14 years. She acknowledged him and not me, but I had to wait until she moved away from the microphone.
There was a general murmuring of agreement. She smiled at the crowd, clutching the cheque and the plaque she'd been given as she and Gerald headed towards the stairs at the end of the stage. However, I stood up and started a slow, loud hand clap. Her face looked down at me in complete shock, almost as if she'd forgotten I was there. Gerald just looked at me and smiled. My friend across the ballroom held up the buff envelope, I nodded. He walked up onto the stage and gave Cheryl the envelope. He kept the red one in his pocket. He said in a loud clear voice "Your husband asked me to give this to you." I thought she was going to faint. The room was deathly silent as she opened the envelope and you guessed it, it was a divorce petition. It cited adultery, although I had no proof.
I took the small envelope I had and slid it across to Gerald 's wife. "You might find those pictures interesting."
I walked across to the table where the CEO was sitting with his family and entourage, I pulled out the enlarged photographs and threw them in front of him where he could see my wife dancing close with her boss and his hands on her backside, the hand holding and them walking arm in arm up a corridor. I then placed an envelope in front of him.
I turned to the crowd and said in a loud voice. "If you don't know me, it's because I'm never introduced. I'm the husband, but most of you probably don't know that. You probably don't know that I look after our two children so she could come here and work for you. You probably also don't know that I supported and loved her when she couldn't get a job that used her degrees and spent 12 months selling shoes. I spent hours underneath the car fixing it so she could go to job interviews. I taught her to drive. I gave up a job I loved so she could pursue her dreams. I clean, I cook, I washed dirty nappies and I get no thanks in return for 14 years of support." I pointed up to Gerald. "And this twat, this Johnny comes lately gets all the recognition." I waved my arm about to encompass the whole room and the people sitting in it. "And you lot ignore me. Well, next time you get on an aeroplane to go on holiday or a business trip, it's people like me who make sure that it gets to where it's going and doesn't fall out of the sky. I don't make lots of money, but I help make air travel safe." I paused and there was silence.
From up on the stage, she looked at me, "Please sweetheart, not here."
"Why not, you have humiliated me so many times in front of all these people, I've lost count. Tonight, the only time you talked to me was when you told me to pass the pepper, you didn't ask, you didn't even say please, you told me. At company functions you spend all your time with your team and your boss, and completely ignore me until it's time for me to drive you home. Everybody sees the way you treat me. Well, no more."
"Please sweetheart, I can make this better." She was crying, her makeup was running.
"Remember the second time we met the reason I told you that I didn't want a relationship was that I don't like having my heart broken, you stroked my face and said. "I would never do that to you.
"Well, you've managed it. You nearly broke my heart when I saw those pictures of you holding hands and dancing close to him." I pointed at Gerald. "There may have been a reason for that. But what finally broke my heart was you putting him before me and standing up here telling everybody in this room, including me, he is more important to you than your husband of 14 years. So, I'm taking my broken heart home to start a new life. Oh, and you will have to find a babysitter for next week so you can go to work."
Looking round the crowd. "Right if you lot will excuse me, I've got to go and start a new life." I really need a drink now.
I walked towards the bar, there was a hush broken only by the sound of Cheryl crying. She had chosen, she had a chance, she blew it. Had she acknowledged me and not him then she would have got the other envelope, I would have accepted if she acknowledged both of us. I got to the bar and asked for a large vodka tonic and one ice cube.
The room was still very quiet. Stunned. Cheryl was on the stage crying and Gerald had his arms around her. I shouted from the bar. "Don't they look cosy up there?" The next thing I know there was a lady in a red dress shot onto the stage and delivered almighty smack across Gerald's face with her handbag. He went down, it was like she had a house brick in it. That was missus Gerald.
Then all of a sudden, the CEO was standing beside me. I wasn't expecting that. Monday or Tuesday next week maybe, but not now. Clutching the pieces of paper from the envelope which mentioned 'toxic work environment', 'sexual harassment', 'dereliction of duty' and all sorts of stuff that my solicitor could think up. We even borrowed the American. 'Alienation of affection'. None of them were viable accusations, I didn't care. I wanted to scare people. My solicitor told me that it would be quite expensive. I let him know that when I get my half of the sale of the house, I would have plenty of money to pay him. He pointed out to me that Cheryl would probably get custody of the children. But I could fight it as I was the main carer at home.
Well, looking after two children will put a dampener on her career wouldn't it. I told him no, I'd done my duty for the last eight years, now it was her turn, I asked him to make sure I got decent visitation rights. He said as I had been the main carer, he didn't think that would be a problem.
The CEO was all flustered, he asked me what he could do to make this go away, waving the envelope and papers I gave him. What I heard was how much would it take? Those were his words.
I looked at him and said, "You can't throw money at this and have it go away, you allowed those two to have an affair either in their office or a hotel room that you were paying for. I'm still not 100% sure where I stand legally, but she will soon have two children to look after. I hope you've got some sort of nursery or flexible working scheme."
He started "No, no I don't mean money, what can I do to stop this." He said holding up the papers.
"Why are you asking me how to fix this? It's your company, it should be your decision, not mine. If I tell you what to do and you do it and it all goes wrong, you can dump some of the blame on me. So no, you come up with a solution and if it's acceptable, my lawsuit may go away. If it's not, I would try to buy up every Thursday local newspaper you can lay your hands on." I had let slip the scandal to the local rag, they were checking their legal status before they published anything. In fact, the mate of mine who delivered the letter was one of their journalists. Sometimes it's useful to have friends. It wouldn't be on the front page. It probably wouldn't draw more than a paragraph or two on the inside pages, but publicity of this kind is never good.
I looked at the stage, the petite lady in the red dress was shouting at both of them. My wife was in tears, I thought she was going to collapse. The room got very silent as I walked across to the stage still clutching my Vodka tonic, although most of it was gone by now. I got to the front of the stage. Cheryl looked at me.
I said to her, "If you look in the back in the documentation you will see there is a restraining order for you to stay 500 metres away from me and the house. I suggest you phone your parents or your sister or maybe stay here. But I warn you now if I find you sleeping with another man before this divorce is final, I will screw you for every penny I can. You earn twice as much as me, you will be paying me maintenance." Pretty much all empty threats, but I wanted to worry her. It was hard work getting that restraining order, there was no real reason, but my solicitor managed it.
With that I walked away. The CEO caught me at the door with another chap, he smelt like a lawyer, he looked like a lawyer. They looked bothered. I think some of the edge had been taken off their evening. Lawyer man started, he put his hand out. "I'm Philip Wilkinson, the company corporate lawyer. Do you mind if we call on you tomorrow?" I wasn't rude, I shook his hand.
"Yes, I do, if you want to speak to me, you need to speak to my solicitor first. Cheryl has the details." With that I turned and walked out. It was a cold taxi ride home. As I left the mate of mine who delivered the buff envelope came and gave me the red one. I thanked him, we both left feeling a little sad.
It was Sunday the next day and I thought I had better start getting the house tarted up ready to sell. I was going to collect the children from the grandparents and tell them what was happening. It will be important because it was their daughter I was divorcing. My mobile phone rang several times. It was from Cheryl's parents. I gather they got the news. I ignored it
I'd made arrangements to pick the children up at four o'clock, so I started painting the front door. We really should have replaced it with a UPVC one years ago, but I just didn't get around to it. I heard a car pull up, I didn't turn and look. I heard doors close, and not just one or two.
I heard a 'Hurmph.' from behind me, I turned. There was the CEO, Phillip the lawyer and stood behind them was my wife and her boyfriend. Oh, fucking brilliant now they've come to rub my nose in it.
"Harold, can we talk please? Sort this out?" It was Phillip speaking. When I looked a little closer, they were all looking a bit rough around the edges, except Gerald who looked fresh, apart from the bruise on his face.
I stopped and looked at them and said. "OK I'm all ears, you have two minutes. And then I'm calling the police because she shouldn't be within 500 metres of me, and you've bought the two of them together, my soon to be ex wife and her boyfriend to rub my nose into it. So, I don't think it's going to go well, do you."
I don't think they had seen it from my point of view. Quite rapidly my wife and Gerald took a pace apart. "You've got one minute 30 seconds left." I got my phone out.
The lawyer started. "We think we can resolve this if you give us a chance. There could be a substantial rise for your wife if this goes away, we would find employment for you at an advantageous rate. It will include medical insurance and life insurance. We would like you to get back with your wife and to make the lawsuit go away. Would you like to think about it?"
I reckoned it was about two minutes now. "So, you want to buy me off, is that your solution?"
"No." He said, "not really, it's just recognising the situation that may have been allowed to arise, and how we can put it right." He emphasised the 'may'.
I pointed to my wife and Gerald stood behind them. "Are they still going to be working together?"
"Yes, they're a team and they have an important contract negotiation going through at the moment."
"Then you have your answer." With that I turned round and walked indoors slammed the door behind me. I went to the window. I must remember to open the front door before the paint dries and seals it shut. Phillip's jaw hung open. He's a corporate lawyer and he wasn't used to dealing with this sort of thing. They probably should have got a family lawyer. I got my phone out and took pictures of them including my wife and her boyfriend within 500 metres of me. It would also be recorded, including sound, on the security cameras.
Halfway down the path Cheryl turned and came back up, she looked up at the camera. She knew it recorded sound as well. "I told them that wouldn't work, you have more integrity than that to take a bribe. I do love you and I made a mistake, I'm sorry." with that she turned and walked back to the car. She got in the front with the CEO.
I went to collect the children, Cheryl 's mother was crying, her father was sad. We didn't talk much but they did tell me that she spent the night there with them. I asked where she was now. They didn't know but guessed she was at work trying to sort this mess out, and she knew I was coming and had to be 500 metres away.
The children were a little confused, I told them that me and their Mum had had a bit of a tiff. Susie asked if we were going to get divorced, she'd seen it happened to a lot of her friends at school. I didn't sugarcoat it. I told her maybe; it was too soon to tell. I was pretty certain it would resolve itself in the next week one way or another. There was still a way back for her, but she had to find it.
It was one o'clock on Monday when the phone rang, it was my solicitor. "Harold, are you available for a chat with the opposition at four this afternoon?"
"That was quick. Have they given you any idea what it's about?"
"They say they have an alternative solution after the visit to your house yesterday. I think they're a bit bothered."
"OK I'll be there. What do you have to do if my wife violated her restraining order?"
"I will report it to the court, and I'll take a note of it, do you have proof?"
"Yes, I have a video and photographs."
"Right, I'll see you at four then. Bring all your proof with you."
I got there early, I would like a brief from my solicitor on what to say and, more importantly, what not to say. It may not do any good, but it might give me a fighting chance. The problem was I had no proof they'd actually had sex together. But I was pissed off at being ignored for years and worse since twat face got here. We had a great life until he turned up and they got allocated together on this project.
My solicitor asked me what I actually wanted from this, I explained to him I wanted the company to feel the pain, but I didn't want to do any real damage. It employed a lot of people and the money they brought in was good for the town. I wanted to give my wife a chance to heal the damage she'd done, but if she didn't. I wanted a divorce. She would get the children, I wanted the best visitation rights I could get. She could buy my half of the house. We would split the investment accounts and savings in half. I did not mention the money I had made from the stock market trading; no one knew about that.



We walked towards the meeting room, we got a message from my solicitor's secretary that they were here, and she had put them in the meeting room. As we walked down the corridor and I saw Gerald sat outside, what the fuck was he doing here. He didn't look happy, he glared at me. The bruise was colouring up nicely.
We settled ourselves in front of the table, my solicitor said to the others, "You've asked for this meeting, please carry on."
Phillip said. "We have come up with a solution that we think might be acceptable to you to make this go away, and you can get back with your wife. We think our offer to you of employment and an increase in your wife's salary may have been a misguided approach of ours. Once the project is under contract that Gerald and your wife are working on, we will move Gerald to a different section. We will admit that was the plan anyway, so he gets a broad view of the business. We have just had to move it forward several months. Your wife would get Gerald's job, again that was the plan, just moved forward a bit. Her current promotion was to get her ready to take over from Gerald. Would that be acceptable?" I noticed he kept on calling Cheryl 'your wife' and didn't use her name.
I looked at my solicitor and he said, "It's your decision."
I looked at the three of them on the far side of the table. "I will have to think about that, but probably not. The cheaters still get away scot free, in fact get rewarded with promotion. The humiliation I felt at their hands is still there, but I understand the importance of this project and to the lives of many of your employees. And because of that I may, just may make an exception for the company side of stuff. But I still intend to progress with the divorce of my wife. She has shown me little respect, love or affection over the last 2 years since he." Pointing towards the door. "Got here, I'm not playing second fiddle to the company or anyone, so yes that may make my charges against the company go away. I will have to seek advice and think about it, but I'm progressing with the divorce."
Cheryl sat there; she was crying. I'm sure she had more than one handkerchief, she put her hand up like a small child at school. "Can I speak please?" I nodded.
"I have not at any time had sex with Gerald or any other man since we got together. Please sweetheart, I have not cheated on you."
"Yes, you have, perhaps not physically. But emotionally, how do you think I feel seeing those pictures of you holding hands and dancing with him, with his hands on your bum, and you walking arm in arm towards the rooms. If I remember correctly, I wanted to come with you to that conference and make a weekend of it, but you told me spouses were not allowed. I have seen all those other pictures, there are lots of spouses. So you excluded me again, disrespected me and you ignored me and my feelings, so I think it's time that I made a new life. It's your turn to look after the children now. I've done my bit for the last eight years. Over the last year or so any intimacy seems forced, or guilt driven because you'd done something you had to cover up or atone for. You said all those years ago you would never break my heart. Well, you have managed that now by putting him before me. Even if you haven't had sex with him."
I saw her shudder, and I recognised that some of the truth had hit home to her. There were mutterings on the other side of the table between Phillip and the CEO. They weren't used to this. They seemed to be caught off guard.
They thought they had control of this discussion, they just found out they didn't. Phillip asked. "May we have a short break to discuss something please?"
Without asking me my solicitor said. "There is tea and coffee next door. Shall we reconvene in 20 minutes?"
My solicitor asked me what I wanted to do about the company's offer, I was still unsure. The company has a strict moral code and even if it hadn't been broken, the negative publicity wouldn't do them any good. But I still got nothing out of it, there had been no apology and Cheryl and Gerald still got their promotions. There was no offer of compensation. I think my refusal to accept money on their first attempt meant they wouldn't try to buy me off again. I could live with that.
He told me that I had to let my wife have her turn. I agreed it would be interesting to hear what she had to say. It had only been 15 minutes when the others asked if we could return to talking.
Cheryl had dried her tears and she sat down. There was a difference about her. It was like she had gathered herself together. My solicitor asked if she would like to say something. With that she stood up and went behind her chair. I recognised this mode, this is where she preached to me, so here it goes.
"Sweetheart, I'm really very sorry but there are some things I have to correct you on. I never disrespected you, however, there is a good chance I didn't show you the respect you deserved, and that was a mistake on my part. Whilst at company functions, I let others disrespect you. Not openly, but by the way they treated you. You have pointed that out over the last few years. I have ignored you at those functions, and to my shame, you are correct. I concentrated on others and not you and the children. I got it wrong, sorry.
"I have not forgotten about how you supported me through university, in those early years and everything you've done for me and the children these past 8 years. But I let it get pushed to the back of my mind as I concentrated on the job. That was a mistake. I never once forgot our plans for travelling. And I've worked hard to get a decent salary, pension and savings so we could do that earlier.
"But probably my biggest mistake was not listening to your warnings, you told me, I listened, but I did not hear. It's no excuse, but I was wrapped up with the job and I was thinking of our future, and I forgot our here and now."
"I talked to my parents last night, or rather they talked at me, and I now have two holes in my backside that I can shit through. They pointed out to me exactly what you've done for me. How you supported me over the years. How I ignored you recently, even they saw it and warned me, I ignored them too. But I was focused on making things right for our future."
"Yes, you have pictures of me and him holding hands, he told me a sad story, which, although I haven't checked, I suspect it's not true. Dancing with hands on my bum, you didn't see, but I moved them away. Sweetheart, that's the truth."
"I'm sorry sweetheart, this is harsh, very harsh but I have to do it. I'm innocent of adultery until you can prove I've had sex with another man, or woman. I'm innocent until proven guilty. And you cannot prove me guilty because I know in my heart I have never had sex with another person. I'm sorry sweetheart but adultery is off the table. I know it doesn't matter what's on the divorce petition these days, but for my pride I cannot have adultery on it.
"The award ceremony where spouses weren't allowed was a lie. Gerald told me that, and I had no reason to disbelieve him until I got there. It took me a while to realise what had happened, then I realised he'd probably arranged this to try and have sex with me. I can't be sure, but I feel like he did. He has never done anything untoward for the last two years so I felt safe with him. The photographs you saw were taken in the early part of the evening. I don't know if the hotel keeps the CCTV recordings along the corridor, if they do you'll see me go into my room at 9:30 and not leave until eight the next morning, nobody else enters the room or leaves it. I don't know if it's available, but I've asked Philip to try and get them."
"I will admit I could have done things a lot better, I remember you telling me and talking to me. And I look back with fondness at the times you showed me those motorhomes with all the new gadgets. It would be our small home on wheels."
She took a deep breath. "This is personal, but yes, the sex was guilty sex because I'd realised I wasn't giving you enough attention, but honestly sometimes I just didn't have the energy or the inclination, so I tried to make it up to you when I did, sorry for saying this in public.
"And finally, I do not want to divorce."
She seemed to sag where she stood.
"Why didn't you just tell me he lied to you, what were you hiding. If you had just been honest with me and told me he lied to you, most of this shit wouldn't have happened, what did you want to hide?"
"There was nothing to hide. Sorry sweetheart, if I'd told you he lied, you would have asked why and I would have had to tell you that I thought he wanted to have sex with me. I think he tried to do that that evening. I went to my room to get away from him. But it's only my word against his, unless we can get the recordings. And if I had told you, you'd gone all Rambo on him and ended up in prison. And I couldn't risk that." She was probably correct on that point.
She looked at the CEO and the lawyer. "Gerald did help me, a lot. But now I suspect he just wanted to steal my ideas for his own benefit and to have sex with me. That was never going to happen.
"I admit I could not have done half of what I did without Gerald's help and guidance." She pointed at me. "But I could have done none of it, abso-fucking- lutely none of it without that man's support and love. If anyone needs an award, it's him. I can't promote him because he is already number one in my heart." She looked at me. "I am so very sorry sweetheart."
A little late, and to a limited audience, but exactly what I wanted.
With that she took an envelope from her handbag and slid it across the table to the CEO. "If the only way I can save my marriage is to leave your company, then that is what I'll do. Here is my resignation, two weeks' notice. You'll still have Gerald for the project and I will use the time to bring Julie up to speed with everything l can. I'm sorry to leave you in a mess with the project, but my marriage is much more important."
She looked at me and said, "I'm sorry sweetheart, can we rescind the restraining order so I can come home, please."
"I'll think about that, but I have a question. Why did he lie about spouses not being allowed at the conference?" I had an idea what it was. I'm sure most of us did but I wanted to hear it.
Phillip spoke up "Ah, that's the reason Gerald is here, it appears it's something he conjured up. If it's OK with you, we'll invite him in to let him explain." I nodded my assent.
Gerald had obviously been briefed. He started off straight away by saying that he formulated the lie because he wanted to spend some time with Cheryl, so they could work better together if they knew more about each other. It was for the benefit of the project. His intentions were honourable. But that was when he stopped.
He was obviously angry; his livelihood and his marriage were probably in danger if this went sideways. And it was down to a little scribbler like me, someone he looked at as if I was dog shit on the bottom of his shoe and he was not happy being questioned by me.
"But why?" I asked.
"She is smart and intelligent. I wanted to pick her brains so we could formulate a plan to take them forward, and it was the ideal time to do it without interference." He looked a little sheepish. "Ideas that would help both of us." I wasn't sure I believed the last bit, but I let it go.
"That's bollocks! You had plenty of time to do that at work, that's the time for it, not a conference in a swish 5-star hotel. So again, why?" I asked.
"Why what? I've just told you."
"I don't believe you. Why did you want to spend time with my wife? Just to say you want to spend time with my wife is not an excuse enough to lie to her."
"I just thought it would be nice. I like her." He was getting more and more agitated, good.
"But you spend almost every day together, I'm sure it's not always talking about work. So why do you want to spend time with my wife? And let me warn you if I think you lied to me, everything goes back to zero, and the charges against the company will stand. And we will let the investigation that it brings up work it out and that will mess up your prospects."
"I just wanted to get to know her better, that's all."
"So, it wasn't just to spend time with a beautiful woman?"
He was kind of trapped now. "Yes, she is beautiful."
"So, it wasn't a ploy to get her away so you could have sex with her then"
He raised his voice. "No, I wouldn't do that." He was going red in the face.
"So, you don't want to have sex with her then?" I said in a slow calm measured way trying to annoy him.
"No, I'm married."
"So then why did you lie to her then? You lied to her so you could go away and talk about things that you would normally talk about at work. Doesn't seem right to me. Did you have another reason to lie to her?"
He was getting flustered now. His face was getting redder. Apart from the bruise, that was already purple.
"Were you hoping to have sex with her, were you going to drug her, or blackmail her?"
"No, of course not." He was indignant at that.
"OK then again, why did you lie to her?"
"I just wanted her to take on some of my ideas." That was a new one. He was struggling now.
"As I said you don't need to go to a posh hotel, you could have done that at work in your office or hers. I think that's bollocks."
"I didn't want any interruptions, they upset the train of thought."
"Like music and dancing don't upset the train of thought."
He just spluttered at that.
"Or did you want to steal her ideas? Thinking the best place was in a hotel with no witnesses."
"No, it was just a chat about ideas we had, a sharing."
"Sharing like holding hands, dancing close and groping her backside, can't do that at work, can you?"
"I was just being friendly." He felt himself being backed into a corner.
"So, from sharing ideas to being friendly to groping her bum."
"She's from outside the business, she sees things differently. She is unique, she has brilliant ideas."
"And you wanted to steal them."
"No, you don't do that." He looked flustered.
That was when the CEO piped up. "Actually, it does happen, you just don't get caught. And you have been. I had a chat with her team. You've not come up with an original idea in years. The whole of the last campaign came mainly from Cheryl and the two lads. Nothing constructive from you."
His face went bright red. Everyone in that room knew the real reason he had lied to her, it was just getting him to admit it.
"So again, the real reason you lied to her was so you could try to have sex with her, wasn't it?"
"No." He said in a quiet voice.
"You wanted to have sex with her didn't you." The CEO asked.
"YES!" He snapped.
"And you lied to her to get her there alone just so you could have sex with her?" I added.
"YES!" He shouted again. "Who wouldn't, she's sexy, smart, intelligent everything my boring, frumpy old woman isn't. And she's married to a boring bastard like you, sat in your office scribbling away at stuff nobody's interested in."
That was when I noticed Phillip's face turned into a nice puce colour, I think he just lost his argument.
"So, you lied to her to take her away to try and have sex with her?"
He shouted again. "Yes for fucks sake. who wouldn't?" And I think he realised what he had just said.
I turned back to Phillip. "That's a case of sexual harassment. And I think the charge of toxic work environment and sexual harassment is back on the cards don't you."
The colour of his face was still off, he was looking at Gerald, not me. Then he did something I was not expecting, he turned towards Gerald and said quietly. "Your wife is my best friend's daughter."
I think Gerald just realised what he'd admitted to.
Cheryl just sat there looking at him in disgust, she guessed what he wanted, but to hear him say it was different.
Then she started on him. "You told me I had to praise you, and that would look good for both of us if I acknowledged the help you gave me. You said if I mentioned Harold, it would demean you. And yes, you did help me and I appreciate that but that was just an end to a means, wasn't it? You wanted to look good and now it appears you wanted to steal my ideas as well."
He just nodded his head.
I looked at the CEO and Phillip. "May I suggest you go back into his history to see if anybody else has had sexual harassment cases against him brushed under the carpet?"
I looked at my solicitor and asked. "Can we rescind the restraining order?"
He said. "Yes, all you have to do is both sign this agreement. I will get it registered with the courts straight away. It will take 24 hours to get it signed off."
He pulled out a draught he had ready because I was hoping this was the way it was going to go.
It was quiet around the table almost as if no one knew what to do next. Whilst we were sitting there I said to Cheryl. "The gentleman that came to you and gave you the envelopes had two, the buff one with the divorce papers and a red one. Had you recognised my help and not that knob, he would have given you the red one." With that I slipped the red envelope out of my pocket and across the table.
Cheryl opened it to find two tickets for a Caribbean cruise in three months' time. They had 'cancelled' scribbled across them. She burst into tears.
There were still stunned faces around the room, but as far as I was concerned the meeting was over.
As we got up to leave Cheryl said to my solicitor. "Is it alright if I give him a hug, I need to feel him again."
"I can't see a problem with that as long as Harold agrees." I held my arms out and she leapt into them, she put her face next to my ear and whispered. "I love you, I'm so very sorry. But now I'm out of a job. Can you rebook those tickets?"
"I'll see what I can do?" We separated and they left. That was when I noticed Gerald was no longer there. My solicitor shook my hand and said. "I assume you don't want to proceed with the divorce?"
I nodded and added. "Or against the company. Let them sort their own mess out."
He carried on. "By the way, they have offered to pay my fees as recompense to you. But I have to be careful. I don't want to be seen to be taking sides, but now the situation is resolved I can't see a problem, can you?"
I smiled at him. "Now I'm not selling the house, that might be a good idea."
We didn't wait for the courts to get the paperwork, Cheryl slipped into our house and into our bed just after it got dark. I had to tell her to stop saying she was sorry, and I made her promise to heed my warnings in future.
It didn't take as long as I expected. It was Thursday afternoon when I got a phone call from Phillip asking if we could have lunch the next day.
I was invited to a chat with Dennis, the CEO and Phillip, at a local restaurant, we were on first name terms now. But it was on the other side of town. I thought it was away from prying eyes. Lunch was good, I wasn't paying.
Dennis didn't beat around the bush, before the starter arrived, he said. "It hasn't taken us long, just a cursory search into Gerald 's background, whilst there is nothing concrete yet, it was well hidden. There is enough for a full investigation that he approached women for sex, or tried to seduce them. However, the board have already agreed he's to be let go after what he did to your wife, lying to her and trying to entice her into bed and stealing her ideas. We recorded the interview, we asked your man, he has a copy." He paused. "This now gives us a problem as we have nobody to run that section and there is still the big project. The company stands to lose millions. We would like to promote Cheryl directly to her into Gerald's position to complete the project, not have the interim promotion. We have a plan to promote Julie to replace her. There is a lot riding on this. After that she can pick her own hours and tasks if she succeeds in this project. This is a little strange, we shouldn't be asking you, but to be fair, we think we need you on our side to get her to stay with us to finish this project." He seemed to have forgotten she had resigned.



"And if she doesn't?" I asked.
"Then we will have to reduce the workforce by losing a team, maybe two." He held his hand up. "That's not a threat that it will be Cheryl's team, there are others who are not performing as well as hers." Oh yes it was a threat.
"It'll be her decision, we will talk about it, but I will make her aware of my feelings."
Dennis said. "So we have some insight and do some planning, may I ask what they are?"
"You can ask. But don't expect an answer." I smiled, just to wind them up. We were getting friendly.
We left on good terms.
Cheryl got home early that evening, I cooked dinner as usual, I didn't want much. She noticed my small portion; I told her I'd lunch earlier with Dennis and Phillip. She raised an eyebrow at the use of their forenames, but said nothing. The kids jabbered on about school and stuff. We just let them.
After the children went to bed, I got us both a drink and she asked me to sit down, she wanted to talk. She sat close and took my hand. "I've been thinking. Gerald has gone, someone needs to run the project. Julie is good but she's not ready for this, I've got the knowledge and experience to get this contract. It will protect the income of a couple of teams for a couple of years. I know I've resigned but I think they'll take me back."
I opened my mouth to speak, she leaned forward and kissed me, it was a strange kiss, I only just managed to get my lips together before she got there.
"Please let me finish." I nodded. "Please can I finish the project and then I will look for something with fewer hours and less responsibility. I will not promise to be home on time every night, but I promise I will try. I will finish midday Friday so I can rest to be ready for the weekend. No weekend work will stay. But you have to do that as well, no more weekend catching up on report writing. After the project is finished, we sit down and re-assess what we want. And finally, you will have a veto on any conference or party invites, but if I must go to a meeting, I would like you to come with me. I have already spoken to both Mum and Dads about having the kids when that happens. But I am hoping to go back to how we used to do presentations before Gerald got here."
I had already made the decision to let her decide, but if I didn't like what she said, there would be objections. It was how she reacted to the objections that would decide our future. But I couldn't see anything wrong with what she was suggesting. In fact it's better than what I had thought of.
I was about to tell her what Dennis and Philip had said when she started again. "I want to go shopping this weekend, together." Oh poo. "I have arranged for your Mum and Dad to have the kids whilst we go looking at Motorhomes, why wait? We will need to learn how to work one of these things before we travel Europe."
I was stunned, why hadn't I thought of that. She looked down into her lap. Then at me. "I've been putting a bit away each month for several years. Not so much the last two or three, but a bit and the with the interest I've made I think we have enough for about half the cost of a 3-year-old small 4 berth van, or a healthy deposit on a larger one without touching our investments." Blast, how do I tell her that I have enough to buy a big brand new one from my trading, I will have to work on that.
We spent the weekend looking at Motorhomes, we learnt a lot from talking to people. We even managed a little try out of one of the beds, if you know what I mean, it was a bit quick, but the risk of getting caught was very exciting. We learnt about how much these things rock when you're busy.
We settled on a mid size 4 berth 3 year old Motorhome and paid cash, I came clean that I had some money stashed away from my trading, I just didn't tell her how much I had.
Things went well for us, she closed the contract for a 3 year advertising campaign, with the possibility of an extension if things went well. After we talked about it she stayed with the company. She did reduce her hours as she said, and actually worked from home more often. That worked well.
Susie got married, Derek enjoyed the single life and volunteered to house sit. We retired when I reached 55, not when she reached 55. We gained enough experience driving around the UK in a motorhome to buy an excellent one we needed for travelling Europe. It had a big shower. We got ourselves a nice little Fiat to tow behind it.
Summer at home with the family touring the UK, when autumn came round and it started to get chilly, we headed South. We had to pop back now and again for the birth of grandchildren and weddings. Life was as it should be.
Gerald. Sexy shenanigans are well known in the advertising business. Stealing ideas and getting away with it is OK. But to get caught stealing someone's ideas is a big no-no. He will never work in the advertising business again. His intentions for Cheryl were passed from Phillip to his wife, she divorced him, but she got a proper divorce solicitor to do the job, she took him to the cleaners. He ended up with a paper pushing job, no house and no family. I did consider physical retribution, but decided against it as I would probably get caught and a spell in gaol, didn't fit with our plans.
I know some of you folk like to make up your own ideas, and that's fine by me, but this is as exactly written. Cheryl never did cheat on Harold, with Gerald or anyone else.
It is a thing of mine that spouses who support their often do not get the recognition that they deserve. I am ex-forces, and I could not have done half of what I did without the support of my current wife. The first one not so much. You may see this trend in my other stories. And it is worldwide, not just on our small island or the military.
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I have said before, communication is an art and sometimes we send the wrong signals to the wrong people.
Daughters tend not to lie to their Fathers.
Don't take it too seriously. Please just enjoy the story. It's fiction like Great Expectations,
My Dad sat across from me, he was not happy. My Step Mum had her arm around my shoulders holding me. I'd stopped crying, for now, I was on the edge of bursting into tears at any moment. She'd been a better Mum to me than the one who gave birth to me. She'd been a Mum to me since she married Dad when I was 12, when my old Mum messed up a couple of years before. We didn't talk about it. It upset Dad.
After Brian left I tried to take the 'For Sale' sign down, I couldn't. Jonathan was no use, he just crawled away.
I phoned Dad and he and Mum came over, I'd been calling her 'Mum' for the last 15 years.
I waited outside for them and asked Dad to take the sign down. He did. I was still crying.
They helped me inside. Dad phoned the Estate Agent because he couldn't get any sense out of me. He put the phone on speaker. They told him that they had instructions on Tuesday morning to put the property on the market for a quick sale. And they had already had an offer for the asking price. During the conversation it came out that they suspected that the couple who owned the house were splitting up, that is why it was so cheap.
Dad glared at me and went to make some tea. Mum just cuddled me.
Dad brought the tea back and put the mugs in front of us. I had calmed down, enough to talk.
Mum said. "You'd better tell us the whole story, love." She held my hand.
"And don't leave anything out." Dad added.
I pulled myself together as best as I could, Dad wouldn't like it, especially when I got to what Jonathan had said.
I told them Jonathan from work had been chatting with me and a little bit of flirting for the past 6 months or so, he'd asked me out a few times, but I always told him 'No'. I was happily married.
I never responded to the flirting, but I did enjoy the attention. We did have lunch twice, but nothing happened.
"Did you tell Brian about those lunches?" Asked Dad.
"I did the first one."
"Not the second." I shook my head. "Why not?"
I shrugged my shoulders. That annoyed him.
He growled at me. "You know that was not an acceptable answer as a child, even less so now." Mum squeezed my hand gently.
"Brian wasn't happy after the first one, so I didn't tell him about the second."
Dad was less happy. "Has Brian met this Jonathan?"
"Yes, he doesn't like him, or trust him, but I have to work with him." I tried to hold my head up. "I told Jonathan there would be no more lunches after the second one."
"Why?" Mum said gently.
"I didn't want Jonathan to get the wrong idea, or Brian to get upset. He can be unforgiving when he's upset."
Dad didn't let up. "So that obviously wasn't the end of it, otherwise we wouldn't be sitting here now. Carry on." He was a little gentler with me.
"Jonathan backed off for a while, but he came back chatting and flirting about a month ago. I missed the attention when he stopped. But I didn't encourage him, I didn't Dad, really." The look on his face told me he didn't believe me, but it was true.
"Then three weeks ago he told me he might be moving away; he had the offer of another job down south. And he asked if we could go out on one date before he left. I still said 'No' because Brian didn't trust him, and I thought with the flirting he might want to do something that Brian wouldn't like."
"What about you? Did you want to do 'something' that Brian wouldn't like?"
"NO, Dad, I'm faithful. Brian is the only man for me."
"So what changed your mind?"
"Jonathan came to me on Monday and asked if we could have a date on Friday, I said 'No', he carried on. He told me that he didn't want to have sex with me. Well, he admitted he would liked to have done, but he respected me too much to destroy my marriage. So, if I went out with him there would be no sex, just two friends having dinner before he left, talking over the last year, the projects we'd done together. Just a memory for me of the good times we had at work. Something for me to remember him by, and there had been some good ones. He promised."
"And you believed him?"
"Dad, I've worked with this man for over a year, I've never known him to lie. Why would he start now?"
Dad just snorted at me.
"So, you agreed, and you told Brian that evening. How did he take it?"
"He wasn't happy, but he said it was my choice. I know he loves me. He warned me about Jonathan, but I told him there was going to be no sex. I knew he would worry about that, but Jonathan promised no sex. I told Brian that. Jonathan said maybe a little fun flirting, but he wouldn't take it any further."
"Did you tell Brian that bit? And was that all?"
"Well, No I didn't. He wouldn't like it. It was just going to be flirting, nothing would come of it."
Dad snorted again, twice in two minutes. I was in the shit.
"It would be exciting to go out with another man. Brian and I went dancing the other week, we told you about that, and the bottle of bubbly we won in the pub quiz. But it was all us together. I just wanted something on my own. Jonathan promised, there was no risk. But I don't think Brian saw it that way."
"Obviously not because the house went on the market the next day. He's treated you so well, and you wanted to go out with another man. One that he doesn't like and doesn't trust, what the fuck were you thinking girl."
I'd never heard my Dad use the 'F' word, well a couple of times when he and my old Mum had a falling out, and that was years ago. I don't think he was on my side. Shit. Mum stroked my hair, and I was crying again.
The tea was cold by now.
Dad went and made some more; I think he was upset with me.
He came back carrying the three mugs of tea, he stood at the door and looked at me. I wondered what he was looking at?
He came in from the kitchen, he said. "Is that all? I've known you for 27 years. I will know when you're lying."
He sat down putting the tea mugs on the coffee table.
"I've not seen that dress before, is it new?"
Oh shit.
"Erm yes, I saw it in 'Brides and Proms' on the way home on Wednesday and fell in love with it. I called in and they had one exactly my size. I tried it on, it felt so lovely. I had to have it."
I looked at him straight in the face. I knew what he was going to say next. I've known him for 27 years. He didn't disappoint. But I had an answer, an honest answer and he wasn't going to like it.
"Did you buy it for yourself, Brian or Jonathan?"
"I bought it for me, to make me feel good when I went out with Jonathan. Jonathan was no risk, he was safe. He promised. And Brian would get the benefit when I got home. Dad, please trust me." I squeezed Mum's hand. I don't think he believed me, but I could never hide a lie from this man. He knew me far too well. Those years after my old Mum left, when it was just me and him.
"Was it expensive? It looks like it."
"It wasn't cheap."
"So you bought an expensive dress for your boyfriend."
"No, it was for me, Brian would get the benefit when I got home."
"I take it Brian saw the dress?"
"Yes, and the stockings." I'd better be completely open and not try to hide anything.
"Stockings!" Dad was no prude. He knew what that meant.
There was silence broken only by the sound of the kettle cooling in the kitchen.
Mum spoke up. "Darling, you had better tell us everything."
"When I bought the dress in the same shop they had some stockings, they were the colour and feel that Brian likes, so I got a pair. They would look good with the dress."
"I take it Brian saw the dress before you went out. What did he say?"
I looked at my Mum, she smiled gently at me, and I needed her support. Dad was going to get angrier with me. Some of the things Brian said as he left made me think. In between the crying I had started to look at it from Brian's view.
"He asked me where we were going, I didn't tell him. He would've turned up and spoiled it for me."
I felt a bit guilty as I said that, but I was also bothered he would have done something stupid. Looking at my Mum I added. "He might have turned up and done something to Jonathan and ended up in jail. I couldn't let that happen." I think she understood, I looked at Dad, I'm not sure he did.
"Dad, I told Brian that on Thursday that I was leaving early Friday, so he wouldn't be worried when he got home and I wasn't here. He told me he wouldn't be here when I got back if I went out with Jonathan. I didn't believe him. We would always be together.
"Dad, it's worse than that. I told Jonathan I didn't want to be out late and upset Brian, so I had to be home by 10. So that we had a full evening Jonathan wanted to go out early. He booked a table at the Talbot Hotel for 5:15. He planned to pick me up at 4:30. Brian wasn't going to get in till 5:30, it was his turn to lock up at work. But he got home early, I had just finished dressing when he walked in."
"He saw the dress and the empty stockings packet on the bed. It was almost like he knew I was hiding something; I wasn't."
I looked at my Dad, more truth. "Well, I was really, I didn't want to spoil the surprise for him when I got back at 10 wearing the dress and stockings for him as a reward for giving me the choice."
Now Dad was going to get really upset.
"I think Brian saw that I was trying to sneak out wearing this dress. But I'd have to come home wearing it. I couldn't hide it from him then."
Dad was shaking his head slowly. "By then as far as Brian was concerned you wore that dress for Jonathan and not for him, he would feel second best."
"He got angry at me. He asked me who paid for the dress, I think for a minute he thought Jonathan had paid for it, he didn't. I told him I did, he got angrier saying that he paid most of the money in our bank account, so he was paying for it. He was upset that I was wearing stockings for Jonathan, and not him. I didn't dress up for him when he took me dancing last week.
"He seemed to calm down, then he asked me the most difficult question I've ever had to answer. 'Why?'"
"Dad, I couldn't tell him, I had an answer, but he wouldn't like it, I wanted something for just myself. He would feel excluded. And that would hurt him. So, I just mumbled and shook my head. I wanted something different, exciting and just for me, just the once. There was no risk, Jonathan promised. I was going to be safe. So was my marriage."
"I told him I was coming home early to be with him. I told him I would be home by 10."
"So you were going out to get revved up by your boyfriend and bring it home to your husband?"
"NO DAD, I wasn't."
Shit. Dad was seething, this was going to hurt me.
I was right. "You dress up sexily for another man, and then come home to your husband who you can't be bothered to dress sexily for when he takes you out. Girl, you are in the shit."
He looked at me hard. "I hope you're wearing knickers?"
"OF COURSE!" What I didn't tell him was that it was the set that I brought for Brian for Valentine's Day last year.
"Sexy ones?" Shit he had me there. I looked into my lap again. I dare not look him in the eyes, I wouldn't like what I saw there. He walked out. More tea, we drank the last one.
Mum squeezed my hand. "You'd best tell us what happened next."
Dad came back and sat opposite me, he wasn't going to like this bit either, I didn't. I was crying again. Mum cuddled me. "Come on sweetie, better out than in, you're going to have to tell your Dad."
"There was a knock at the door, and it could only have been Jonathan. Brian got down the stairs first and opened the door. I think Jonathan was surprised to see him there. I was confused. My plans were a mess. Then Brian did something I never expected. I thought he was going to punch Jonathan, but he just stepped aside and said to me. 'If you put one foot outside that door, I will leave you.' he wouldn't Dad. He loves me."
I looked at my Dad sitting there, I felt he was trying to keep his anger bottled up. "Dad, I was confused. All the discussions we'd had, all the talking we did upstairs about the dress, the stockings and going out and the reason why. I was confused. Then Jonathan held his hand out and he called me Sandy. It was my way out of his mess for a few minutes so I could get my head together. But I made the biggest mistake of my life and I stepped out that door. I still don't believe what happened next. Brian took an envelope out of his back pocket. He took his wedding ring off, dropped it inside and closed it. He tried to give it to me. I wouldn't take it. If I didn't take it, it wouldn't happen. Jonathan still had his hand out. so, Brian dropped into his hand. He said something to him, I don't know what it was. Brian turned to me and told me I can fuck whoever I wanted now. He was angry, he was livid, I'd never seen him so angry before and it was all my fault."
"Jonathan said something and pushed Brian. The next thing I know Jonathan is on the floor holding his groin and throwing up."
By now I was hanging on to Mum for grim death. This had drained me. It was only a couple of hours ago, it was all so vivid. And to relive my mistakes was painful.
Dad walked out again, I was hoping for something stronger than tea this time, and I got it. I had no idea where the wine came from but finished it in one go. I didn't taste it.
"Brian walked into the garden, went up behind the rose bush, and brought out a 'For Sale' sign. He stuck it in the ground and ty-wrapped it to the fence post. He came back inside, picked up some bags and left. He didn't even say goodbye or look back, he just left."
Mum asked me where he went, I told her I didn't know.
I looked at my Dad, braced myself and said. "Dad, you're not going to like this, Jonathan said. 'Well I can't fuck you tonight now, can I?' I asked him what he meant by 'now'. There was not going to be any sex. He promised. And then he said to me 'Yeah Of course there was you silly cow, I lied. And then you come out looking like that, I thought you wanted it." He threw up again. 'I would've fucked off when I found your old man here. But dressed like that I thought you were up for it.' Dad, I kicked him again. But he's right, I am a silly cow."
There was a long silent pause. I could see Dad thinking. I recognised it. This was going to hurt me.
"So let me get this straight." Said Dad holding up his right hand, closed.
His thumb first. "You were going out on a date with a man not your Husband, and one your Husband doesn't like or trust."
I nodded.
His index finger. "You brought an expensive dress and stockings for your date. And don't tell me it was just for you. You were thinking about Jonathan when you brought that dress."
That wasn't quite true, I was thinking of Brian. I didn't say anything because Dad was partly right, Jonathan was in the back of my mind.
Middle finger. "And you used your Husband's money to do it." There was nothing I could say to that.
Then his ring finger. "So when you deemed you would get home from your boyfriend, Brian was going to get second hand offerings after you had spent the evening with Jonathan. So, he was second best. That's so disrespectful girl."
His pinky was next. "He warned you several times about what would happen, and you ignored him." He raised his voice. "And then you went and did the very thing he told you not to do. You are fucked."
He shook his head; he looked sad. He got up and walked into the kitchen.
Bloody hell that's the two men in my life that I love the most I've upset. I started crying again, Mum just held me as she cried as well.
Brian had told me I was disrespectful, and now my Dad told me that as well. He was right, I was fucked.
Dad came back with one of Brian's beers, nothing for me. He looked drained; shit, I'd done that.
I gathered myself together. "Dad, help me please. I need your help. He'll listen to you. I screwed up. I love him, I want him back."
Dad walked away. I saw him get his phone out. I wondered who he was phoning. I could hear him talking, he was walking up and down in the kitchen. I couldn't hear what was being said.
He came back in. "I've just spoken to Phil and Marie. Brian is with them. He is currently getting drunk. Not something you should do in front of your parents. They'll look after him. We'll stay here with you tonight for two reasons. One, to look after you and, two, to give you an alibi, and to beat the living shit out of Jonathan if he comes back."
I didn't tell him that was three reasons.
How bad was it that I needed an alibi. Oh shit.
He carried on in a tone of voice I knew and hated, he was extra serious. "If we can get him back, and you do anything so stupid again. I will never, ever, speak to you again. He does not deserve to be treated like that."
I wasn't going to; I'd learned my lesson. But to lose both of the men in my life and probably my Mum as well was an extra incentive.
Brian came on Saturday, he looked rough, not as bad as I did. I begged him, I told him I had messed up, I got it wrong. I was sorry.
He told me that if I was going to go out on dinner dates with work colleagues dressed like that, it showed I had no respect for him. He told me it was only a matter of time before I strayed.
And he wasn't going to wait around for that to happen. I told him I'd learned my lesson, no more dates with anyone except him. I promised, and I meant mine.
He told me to find somewhere to live as he was going to accept the offer on the house and to sign the paperwork when it turned up. I was hoping that wouldn't happen.
He went round the house picking what he wanted and put it in the large suitcase he'd brought and walked out the door. He didn't look back this time either, but he did say goodbye, it sounded final.
I was tempted to run after him. But me, Mum and Dad had hatched a plan. He just got to the boot of his car when Mum and Dad turned up. Dad held his hand out, Brian put the suitcase down and took it. Mum leaned in and gave him a big hug. I think she was crying. There was lots of talking and the occasional look at me. Brian kept on shaking his head, at one stage he shrugged his shoulders. Then he looked at me and I could see he had tears in his eyes as well. He shook his head again. I'm sure they had been talking for nearly ten minutes. Brian put his hand out, Dad took it, but pulled him into a man hug. They had never done that before. It seemed to go on for a long time. They separated and Mum took over, that hug lasted longer.
Shit, that did not look good.
Brian opened the boot, picked up his suitcase and reached into the car. I couldn't take it. I ran at him and I screamed. "No, please come back. I will never do anything like that again. I'm sorry. Please come home." Brian stopped what he was doing and looked at me.
I got to him and threw my arms around his neck. He didn't take hold of me. I was lost.
He whispered in my ear. "I'm just picking up this suitcase, you had better carry the other bag indoors for me."
I realised what he said. I was stunned when I saw he had a suitcase in each hand. He was coming back. He looked at me and said, "Your Mum and Dad phoned me last night and asked me to keep an open mind and could we have a talk today."



"They convinced me that Jonathan lied to you, and you were a stupid cow, but you wouldn't have had sex with him. However, the next time you disrespect me, or I give you a warning and you ignore it, there will be no second chance. If you fuck up like that again you will lose all of us. Now let's go have a cup of tea and sort this mess out."
Mum and Dad saved my marriage, but I had to work on it. Brian spent the rest of the weekend in one of my holes. Except when he made me take the dress back, he came with me, and he chose another one for me. I got a new pair of stockings too.
I went to work Monday, sore but happy. I went to get some printing from the printing room and Dave and Chas were in there giggling like schoolboys.
"What's got into you two?" I asked.
"Did you hear about Jonathan?" Dave asked. I shook my head. "Tell her Chas."
Chas carried on. "I was in the Harvester with Becky and the kids for Sunday Lunch. Jonathan was there with a woman, when this little old blonde lady walked up to him, tipped his dinner into his lap. Then poured his beer over his head and said to him, 'If you ever go near my daughter I will cut your balls off and stuff them up your arse.' Then she just walked off. It was as funny as you like."
Dave carried on. "Jonathan has handed his notice in, saying he needs to expand his horizons and is seeking alternative employment in London. Wanker!"
They walked out still giggling to themselves.
My Mum wouldn't like being called old. I'll miss that bit out when I tell Brian the story tonight.
For those of you who like to read deeper into the story. Sandy was in this case a 'stupid cow' and believed Jonathan when he said 'no sex'.
Daughters tend not to lie to their Fathers, and Sandra didn't.
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I came up with a theme, but I found I had two routes to take. I didn't know which one to take, so I decided to do both. The other one is called 'Recognition'. You are going to find similar sentences in both stories. But in most cases the response to the sentence will be different. The outcome is the same, it's just how they get there is different.
There are a lot of similarities to 'Recognition'. I have told you this, so don't whinge at me for it.
Neither of these stories will please some people. But I enjoyed writing them. Please, just enjoy the stories, they are fiction just like Pride and Prejudice.
There is no sex in this story, sorry.
Recognition. Wind, no more second fiddle.
She came in through the door with Jane, our babysitter and was amazed to see me sat there in jeans and T-shirt. She was expecting me to be dressed in a suit ready to go to the award ceremony at her company. We knew she was on the shortlist for an award but not what. She had been at the hotel setting everything up and picked Jane up on the way back.
I had been suspicious for a while, and I had made plans, but last night after a very nice laid back, well for me, blow job she said. "You know I love you, right?" Why did she not just say 'I love you' and why did she want a confirmation by asking 'right.' This sounded to me like she had or was going to do something I wouldn't like.
I had been to her company functions before and I wasn't looking forward to it. It would be full of managers and office staff, the shop floor weren't invited. In fact, I wanted to just sit at home in front of the fire, watch crap on the telly and drink some beer. I'd had a busy week with the kids and work. I just wanted to put my feet up, not hang around with those pretentious prats that she worked with. Especially her boss Ralph. In fact, I wasn't sure something wasn't going on there. And there was a reason for my thoughts.
I had put the kids to bed. "What the F..." she realised that Jane was behind her, and she moderated her language. "You should be getting ready; I'm going to need the bathroom; we can't both share it."
"I'm not going. You can take Jane back on your way over there. I'll still pay her for all night."
"Why not? Please you have to come, I'm probably getting an award and it'll be strange if my husband wasn't there."
"Why, so I can be humiliated again? When we went to the summer picnic you didn't talk to me all afternoon, you circulated with your workmates and spent more time with your boss than you did with me, and I was expected to look after the kids whilst I watched you flaunting around. I got smirks from Ralph and pitying looks from almost everybody else. But at least they looked at me, where you completely ignored me. I'm not going."
"But sweetheart when you explained that to me, I made it up to you and I promised I wouldn't do it again, and I haven't"
I stood up. "But I shouldn't have to explain it to you, you ignore me and then think 3 weeks of sex makes up for all the times I've been ignored, left at home with the children, belittled by your workmates because I don't earn large sums of money."
To be fair, she did make it up to me, the loving, the attention and the sex were fantastic. But it only lasted 3 weeks and we were back to normal, well, it didn't get as bad as it had been, the new normal was better than the old normal, but not up to where I wanted it, where it had been in the past. But the problem was still there. But once I'd told her she rarely made the same mistake again. But I shouldn't have to tell her.
Whilst she worked at the company's head office, they had several smaller sites all over the UK and even a few small ones in Europe. Most stuff was done over the Internet but occasionally she would have to go to the larger sites to sort stuff out.
She'd been away for a couple of days over the last month or so, meetings and then a conference. On her last trip to a conference she didn't even phone me to tell me she got there safely. I phoned her in the evening and got no reply. I had to phone her again the following day to ask her where the bloody hell she was. She told me she got so busy wrapped up in the conference she forgot.
That was when I pointed out to her that her work seemed more important than her family. She again apologised and made it up to all of us, especially the kids.
She looked at me and had a serious tone to her voice. "Sweetheart please, I need you there. If I get the lowest prize that will be £2000, and I will take us all away on holiday to make it up to you all. But please come and support me." She looked around and Jane had gone, probably making herself scarce from a family argument and to check her bed, she was staying overnight. Christine came up to me and wrapped her arms around me and looked me in the eyes and said. "I promise I will not humiliate you, and I will get Mum and Dad to have the children over the weekend, and we could spend it doing those special things you like, you know, corsets and ropes and things."
I gave her the impression I was giving in. I just wanted to worry her because I was getting really fed up. This ceremony will go one of two ways. "Right, I'll come, but if you humiliate me just once. I will cause such a scene as I leave that you won't be able to show your face there without somebody taking the piss out of you, and I don't care how much the prize money is."
She kissed me and said, "Come on, let's get ready." I don't think she noticed that I was already shaved and showered. I went to the bedroom and started putting the suit on and I waited downstairs talking to Jane. She gasped when Christine came down the stairs, and so did I. She looked fantastic, her hair piled on her head looking very chic, I'd never seen that red satin dress she had on. It fitted where it touched, and it touched everywhere, it was split to mid thigh. I'm certain she was wearing hold up stockings. I just hoped it was all for me.
We were a little late in arriving at the hotel. As we walked in arm in arm I reminded her. "Just one humiliation, and I leave."
"I understand." She said, but even as she said that she was looking around the room. I put my hand into my inside jacket pocket making sure the envelopes were there. I looked around the room and I saw her team and her boss all together in a huddle. I also saw a mate of mine that I'd asked to be there. He was there looking like he was a security guard, which was good because that was his job, but not in this hotel.
Her boss, Ralph saw us walk in and he headed straight towards us. As usual, he ignored me and gave Christine a kiss on the cheek and said to her. "You look fantastic."
I dropped Christine's arm, turned round and walked towards the exit. It had taken less than two minutes for him to humiliate me in front of her colleagues. I glanced out of the corner of my eye; my actions were noticed. People got out of my way. I felt my arm being pulled, it was Christine. "I didn't do that, that wasn't my fault."
"No, but you didn't stop him,"
"Please come back with me, give me one more chance."
I let her take me back. We got back to Ralph, and she said to him, "Ralph that was extremely rude, if you cannot show respect to my husband, our relationship is going no further."
What the fuck is she on about, 'our relationship', what fucking relationship. I didn't get time to ask her, he put his hand out and apologised saying he was just so glad to see Christine. I didn't take his hand, there was an awkward quietness in the atmosphere. We were being watched. I'm sure other people thought that there would be some entertainment tonight that wasn't planned. There was. Well, I'd prepared for it, I just hadn't told anybody else. He turned and walked away but I'm sure he had a smug grin on his face. I think he thought he got one over on me. I wasn't so sure. We'll see by the end of the evening.
Ralph was Christine's boss, he was head of admin for a large international engineering company, Christine was his deputy in charge of the accounting section which she had sorted out over the last two years. It was a mess when she took over. But by getting rid of some of the deadwood, upgrading their operating procedures, getting better software, training and the sheer dint of her personality, she turned it from being one of the worst sections to one of the most efficient. I knew all about it, she kept me fully informed and often asked for my help working out the best approach to a problem, my background helped with that. Ralph's name came up a lot, far too much for my comfort. And the fact he was a big strong good looking man was mentioned didn't help. And if I mentioned it I was just pooh poohed. There were rumours that she could be promoted to look after HR as that needed a spot of help.
Christine did ask if she could go and talk to her team but said she would only be there for five minutes, and would I get the drinks in whilst she was gone. It would only be natural for her to talk to her people. I looked around, Ralph was in a different group, a group of bosses. I recognised them from other functions, but I didn't know who did what. I stood at the bar and joined the large group waiting to be served, but I kept an eye on her. She did join her people and went to the far side of the crowd, every now and again she looked at me and smiled. Ralph slid beside her. I saw him whisper something to her and she looked at him and shook her head and then looked across at me, she didn't smile that time. She could see me watching her, I just nodded my head towards the exit.
She disengaged herself from her team and started towards me. That was when the bell sounded and we were called to table. She waved to me. I could see we were sitting on the table next to the big cheeses. The company owner, the CEO, the CFO, their wives and the owner's personal assistant. She was a tall elegant commanding lady wearing a shimmering purple dress, she appeared to be running everything from the top table. And apart from Ms purple shimmer lady I still had no idea who was who on that table. I got to the table and I went to sit next to Christine to find out she was sat next to Ralph, I was relegated to the other side of the table. Ralph had his wife sitting on the other side of him, a small plain, mousey woman, but in a bright yellow dress, almost like she was trying to compensate for her looks with the bright colours. I was almost content, but I couldn't show it. Ralph wouldn't start anything with his wife there, especially in front of the owner. He was known to be a stickler for moral values. All that meant was that people doing stuff he wouldn't approve of just had to hide it better. And I wondered.
I was still standing behind the chair allocated to me. She looked across the table at me and mouthed. "Sorry, nothing to do with me."
I was pissed off at being seated where I was, but it fitted with my plans, so I was going to let it go. However, I looked at Christine, shook my head and then pointed my thumb towards the door and started to walk away.
She talked to Ralph. He got up and came round the table and caught me. When he got close he held his hand out, I took it this time. "Sorry about that, it was a bit of a mix up, there's nothing that can be done about it now." His face didn't match the words that were coming out of his mouth. Yes there was, but he wasn't going to do anything about it.
He tried to squeeze my hand; he picked the wrong person to do that with. He wanted to humiliate me in front of my wife and his colleagues. He wanted to show how strong he was. I leaned slightly forward as if in pain, I was. Then I said in a voice loud enough to be heard. "It's obvious you are stronger than me, there is no need to prove it, so if you continue with this childish display of strength, I will just knee you in the bollocks so hard they will turn up in your throat and you will look like a gerbil, it will be an act of self defence." He let go rapidly. I wanted to shove my hand under my armpit to help the pain go away. I didn't, I just looked at it, gave it a little shake and went, "mmm." And I walked back in my chair leaving him standing there. I even used my aching hand to pull the chair out. Now that was humiliation.
People were purposely looking away.
We sat down and the first course arrived. I tried to talk to the two chaps sitting either side of me. They were polite but didn't engage in conversation. If Christine hadn't looked at me occasionally and smiled, I would have walked. At one stage I did. Although there was waiter service for drinks, they were taking their time. Whilst waiting for the main course I stood and walked towards the exit, the plan was at the last minute whilst heading towards the exit was to swing towards the bar. I could do with a pint of Guinness, they hadn't got a proper beer, Guinness will have to do, but that was fine. It didn't take long for Christine to catch me up.
"Please sweetheart stay, that has nothing to do with me, he wants to be close so he can be seen to support me."
People could see I wasn't sitting next to my wife and I'm sure some of them wondered what I would do about it. I think some of them had seen what was going on, including the handshake. The top table had a clear view of what happened, they had probably heard it as well.
"I thought that was my job, not your boyfriends." I said it loud enough for people around me to hear what I said, it drew a few discrete looks.
She leaned in and whispered to me. "He's not my boyfriend, he's here with his wife."
"You forget where I'm sitting, he's talking more to you than he is to her. She's just as humiliated as I am. But I think she's used to it and will put up with it, I won't. If you want me to come back, give me a kiss."
That brought a smile to her face, she leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. The freaking cheek. I turned and walked towards the door. And it was going to be the door this time. I'd only gone a pace or two when she caught me on the arm. I turned around. "What's wrong, I gave you a kiss."
I said quietly. "No, you gave me a perfunctory peck on the cheek, no show of affection, no show of love. And everybody saw how false it was." People were trying not to look, but I could see them peeking out of the corner of their eyes.
I saw the lights go on in her eyes, she moved up to me and put her arms around my neck and she leaned into my ear. "I'm sorry sweetheart it's still only going to be a kiss on the cheek but it's going to be accompanied by a big long hug. Will that do?"
I put my arms around her and held her. "That's better than a kiss, thank you."
I had just established myself in front of everybody who was actually in charge in our marriage. I carried on to the bar and got a white wine for her and myself a pint of Guinness. I returned to the table and placed the wine glass beside her. I gave her a kiss on the cheek. This was in view of everybody, especially the top table.
I can't be sure, but I think people were looking at me slightly differently. Perhaps I wasn't the wimp who spent all his time playing with children at picnics, whilst his wife hung around with her team and her boss.
So far, she hadn't done anything wrong and to be honest I needed the evening to play out. So, I would have just probably sucked it up. My other option was to wait outside until the right moment. But I wanted everyone to know I was there. That would have done, but this is more effective.
Although that had caused a bit of a stir, still nobody talked to me at the table, perhaps they knew something I didn't, so I sat there with my own thoughts.
I was certain that something was going on with her boss, although I could find nothing, that was probably because they hid it well. The coldness in the bedroom and then the sudden heat. She was moving up the management chain in the company. I stayed at home looking after the children. I pondered on stuff as I sat there being studiously ignored.
I was six months out of my apprenticeship, working as an aircraft mechanic trying to find my way. She was at the local university reading media studies and psychology. She thought the two went together. We bumped into each other at a pub, literally. She was standing behind me with her friends and took a pace back and knocked my arm holding my beer. It went everywhere. She apologised, got me another beer and we started chatting. We hit it off straight away. We found we had things in common, we liked similar stuff. There were enough differences to make it interesting. We married 18 months later. She was still in university. We hadn't got a great deal of money, but we loved each other, and it was fun. I worked all the overtime I could so she could spend time studying. I even related some of my psychology stories from an engineering point of view. She left university without too much debt. After a few false starts, she managed to get a post in a large financial institution. Those early days were hard until they recognised her skills and she got promoted. Before long she was earning as much as me, without being out late at night in the cold and the wet fixing aeroplanes so holiday makers could have their two weeks of well-earned rest and fun in the sun. I loved my job. The challenge of making sure that the jet was ready and safe. I would sometimes wait and see the jet taxi off the stand and then take off just to make sure it got away.
Then she got pregnant, it appears the pill isn't 100% effective. Never mind we were both looking forward to it. We decided she had greater earning potential than me. Even after 2 years she was earning nearly as much as me as a mechanic, her promotion prospects were far better than mine. We both had to keep working as she was doing night school to increase her qualifications. So, we decided that when it came to it, I would be a stay at home Dad and with the qualifications I had, with a bit of work, I could become a technical author, work from home and look after the baby.
I used her pregnancy time to get that sorted with my company. Being a tech author was OK, but I missed the challenge and the satisfaction of aircraft work. When she went back to work after Gary was born, she went to a different firm, one that did engineering. I occasionally did some tech authoring for them as a contractor. Then Linda came along just over a year after her brother, planned this time. I was still in baby mode. Things were looking up for Christine, and she got another promotion. She would come home on time mostly and we'd spent the weekends together. And we were right, she was earning a lot more than I ever would as an aircraft mechanic. Licensed aircraft mechanics are not badly paid, not brilliant, but not bad.
We had a plan. By the time we were 55 we'd have enough savings and investments and we could retire to the south coast, get a small camper van and tour Britain. See all the things we didn't have time for in our early years, maybe even Europe, and of course a few cruises. I was really looking forward to the Caribbean.
But I've been worried for the last nine months or so, now with the late nights, the meetings and the courses away from home, granted they were only for a day or two and never at the weekend. And the coldness of the sex. It was like something she had to do, there was no love in it. She told me she was tired with all the work and not to worry it was all for us. I tried to perk things up, date nights, flowers, and weekends away with the help of the parents having the kids. It was fine whilst we were away, but back to the same when we got home. In one fit of anger I told her that she used to be so loving, but now it was as if it was a chore. She just asked me to hang on. Not much longer. Well, I wasn't waiting too much longer. I set a date, and it was today.



I had seen the pictures in the company magazine. They were taken at a conference last month. They weren't the main subject, but in the background I could see Ralph holding her hand across the table. I contacted the company magazine and asked if they had any more pictures of the event, they were kind enough to send me a load. It didn't take long to go through them looking in the background, I found several more of them doing things I wouldn't consider passing the husband test. The pictures where they were the subject were very proper.
I looked across the table, she looked across at me anxiously as the names were being read out. It wasn't her for the fourth place or the third nor the second, I wasn't sure if she was anxious that she might get first place, or sad because she had nothing. But Ralph looked smug, I was certain he knew. It was announced, and she got first place. Now £6000, that would make a nice holiday I thought. I am sure we will find out in a few minutes. She stood up and went up to the stage and to the dais. I knew she had written a small thank you speech, I had seen it. Ralph followed her. I didn't think I was going to like this.
She accepted the award and she looked at the crowd and said. "This award is not just for me, it's for my team. The next round is on me." There were small cheers from the table her people were sitting at. "But I couldn't have done it without the help and support of a man who is very important to me." I started to fill with pride, hopefully. Then she carried on, she indicated Ralph standing next to her. "Without this man's help I could not have achieved half of what I have done." That part wasn't in the speech that I had seen earlier. I gave her time to carry on, but she didn't. The pair of them made to leave the stage.
Now I was really pissed off, after the stuff I had put up with over the years. I missed a job I loved, nights out with the boys, the time I spent lying underneath cars in the early days to fix them while she was studying and the long hours I spent learning how to be a tech author.
In the early days it had been worth it. But these last two years, and especially the last year or so, not so much, in fact not at all.
There was a general murmuring of agreement, and a light applause came from the room. However, I stood up and started a slow, loud hand clap. Her face looked down at me in complete shock, almost as if she'd forgotten I was there. Ralph just looked at me and smiled.
I nodded to my mate, as I was loudly and slowly clapping my hands everyone was looking at me, especially the top table. He got up onto the stage and walked toward Christine and said loud enough to be heard. "Your husband asked me to give this to you."
I thought she was going to faint. The room was deathly silent as she opened the envelope and you guessed it, it was a divorce petition. It cited adultery, although I had no proof. I took one envelope out of my pocket and gave it to Ralph's wife as I walked towards the top table where the CEO was sitting with his entourage. I pulled out the enlarged photographs of what I had found and threw them on the table. I'm sure one of them would pick them up and look at them. I didn't care who, I think Ms. Purple shimmer dress reached for them. They would see my wife dancing close with Ralph, hanging round his neck, the hand holding. The pair of them walking with his arm around her waist down the corridor towards the rooms. I then placed an envelope on the table, Ms Purple shimmer dress reached for it. Everyone around that table was looking at me quizzically, except Ms Purple shimmer dress. She was busy reading the contents of the envelope
I loved my wife, I always would, but I would not stand for her putting that twat before me and doing it so publicly. I had already been to a solicitor. I knew I would get the kids, probably the house and she would have to pay maintenance. I didn't want this, but I wasn't going to stand the humiliation anymore.
Then I turned to the crowd and said in a loud voice. "If you don't know me, it's because I'm never introduced, most of you don't even know my name."
A chap in front of me said. "Yes, we do, it's Rick." He was trying to make a point. He did.
I ignored him. "I am the husband. But most of you probably don't know that. And you probably don't know that I look after our two children so she could come here and work for you, sort out your problems. I helped put her through university, whilst I worked all hours I could in the cold, the wet and dark to keep money coming in, while she did a bunch of low paid jobs as she learned her skills. She has an aptitude for management. I know my job's not high flying like hers. But somebody needs to write the technical stuff to fix the aeroplanes that take you lot around the world on your fancy holidays.
"But now I see I'm not the most important person in her life."
I pointed at her. "She stood up there and said the man she's known for less than two years is important to her. For the past 12 years I have supported her, loved her, made sure she had everything she needed. She would come home to find the house tidy and dinner waiting. I looked after the children, the house, the cars and still did a full-time job, and I don't get a mention. It would appear he is more important to her than me. So I think it's time to end this charade." I looked up at the stage and said. "I hope you're happy with your new boyfriend, I hope he supports you like I have. Oh, shit he can't, he's married."
With that I'd run out of steam. I headed towards the bar. I needed a beer before I went home.
I got to the bar and decided to have a gin and tonic instead. I told the barman to go heavy on the gin and light on the tonic and just one lump of ice. I didn't want to water it down. I told him to put it on the boss's tab. He smiled at me.
The room was still very quiet, except for my wife was on the stage crying. Ralph had his arms around her. I shouted from the bar. "Don't they look cosy up there?"
The room was in silence, well that had caused a stir. I noticed the people who earlier agreed with her comment were silent.
I sank the G&T in one go and headed towards the door when I heard an almighty scream.
"Nooooooooooo," I tried not to turn around, I knew I was going to fail. But standing up there in front of all the company saying he gave her more support than I did, and the way I've been treated over the past few years was more than I could stand. I was not going to suffer the humiliation anymore. I would get the kids, she would have to pay child support and then she could get on with her life. I would miss the fuck out of her, but I wasn't going to take it anymore.
But I did, I stopped and looked back and there she was rushing across the dance floor. Her face was like thunder, probably because I had shown her up and she stood a chance of losing her job, well fuck me never mind. "No, please wait, please. I love you, please wait."
I love this woman, but it was over now. She had chosen him. I hesitated and she caught up with me. She grabbed hold of my arm.
"Please, give me 1 minute, just 60 seconds, please I love you.
"After 12 years, 60 seconds won't hurt you."
I just nodded, what I didn't expect was her grabbing me by the arm and dragging me towards the dance floor. I was surprised by that. When we got to the edge of the dance floor I resisted, what further humiliation awaited me out there? We were back beside the table I had just left, my pint of Guinness was still there, barely touched.
She turned and looked at me and said. "Please, trust me."
"Give me one good reason why?"
"Please, I love you."
"No, I'm not sure you do, not after what I have just seen and heard."
She looked at me with that determined look I knew so well. "Please 60 seconds"
I dithered.
Holding up the envelope, looking at me through her tears she said loudly so everyone could hear. "I have done things I'm not proud of over the years, but I have not done what you are accusing me of in this."
"Prove it, but that is not what the grin on his face is saying." As I pointed to Ralph, he stood just behind her. Why so close. But what I did see was the yellow dress standing beside him. So perhaps it was all innocent, but that comment of mine wiped the supercilious smug look off his face, and a quizzical look on yellow dresses face. Then I realised I didn't even know her name, she'd never been introduced either.
I couldn't believe he would be so stupid as to have that smug 'the cat has got the cream' look on his face in front of his boss and his wife, by the look on her face she knew that look too. She was glaring daggers at him, but he didn't see it.
Christine looked down and said, "I can't." She then looked me straight in the eyes. "Trust me I have never been unfaithful to you. Not even emotionally." With that look in her eyes I almost believed her. But then I showed her the photo of her on the dance floor with her arms round his neck, her head resting on his shoulder.
"That says differently."
Then with a ferociousness I had not seen from her in a long time she said. "I was holding him but feeling and seeing you in my mind's eye. I was imagining it was you holding me, it was the only way I could get through it. I'm sorry." I was starting to believe her, but I didn't let up.
"Is that what you did when you were in bed with him, made the excuse to yourself that it was me you thought you were shagging?"
"No, because that never happened." She turned to Ralph. "Tell him the truth, or I will."
He was oblivious to almost everything happening around him, he was probably concentrating on the angry look on my face and my clenched fists by my side, hoping they stayed there. Or maybe he was hoping I would take the first swing.
"No, she wouldn't do it, I wanted to, but she wouldn't." That was when he became aware of just what he'd said, and where he was. Probably brought on by the glass of Guinness his wife threw over him. I would normally consider that a waste of good beer, but not in this case.
Christine reached out to me, I pulled back. "Please give me one minute, please just 60 seconds, please I beg you. 60 seconds in 12 years, please."
I looked at my watch, "The time starts now."
She turned and ran, nearly knocking over the little rotund man who was behind her. I didn't pay him much attention, but I noticed he had a buff envelope in his hand. The thought crossed my mind, was he getting divorced as well?
She ran up to the small 4-piece band on the stage that had been playing background music. "Please, like we practised before."
Practised? I thought.
She picked up the microphone and went onto the stage, "I was going to do this later, but I need to do it now." Then I heard the strains of a familiar song, one that I hadn't heard for years.
Apart from the gentle rhythm, the room was silent. She was the centre of attention. She pointed at me.
"Did I ever tell you that you are my Hero?"
That wasn't right, that line comes later.
It must have been cold there in my shadow
To never have sunlight on your face
You were content to let me shine, that's your way
You always walked a step behind.
She didn't sound good, it was flat. She was singing through her tears.
She was looking directly at me, "Sorry, it sounded better when I practised."
She looked up and around the room. "When Ralph asked me on Wednesday to publicly thank him for the help he gave me, he said it would make both of us look good. I realised that yes, Ralph had helped me in the last two years. But when he asked me not to mention my husband, I realised how much help that man." She pointed at me. "That man standing there has been helping me for the last 12 years or more, and without that man's help, support and love I could not have achieved anything at all. I have never given him the recognition he deserves. That stops now."
She wiped a tear away with the back of her hand. The music carried on in the background.
"So let me tell you about my man. He was an aircraft engineer, a good one and he loved his job, but we quickly realised that I could make more money as a manager in the long term.
"Then Gary came along, before he was born we had a long talk. My man did shift work and was often cold and wet in the rain. But he loved his job, I worked in an office but earned more than he did by quite a bit. We decided he would try and get a job where he could work from home and look after the baby. After some effort he got his qualifications as a technical author. He became a tech author, a good one but it wasn't a job he loved. Just one that paid the bills in those early days when I was struggling, it wasn't the same. Then our Linda joined Gary and he looked after them both, without a word of complaint. I would get home to find him elbow deep in shitty nappies and baby puke. He would just smile and ask how my day was, and I would tell him how well I was doing, how I was appreciated. He would spend hours fixing the car in all weathers because we couldn't afford anything better, just so I could get to work, he would walk or ride his bike. When he worked from home, he did all the housework, the washing and the cooking. I can't remember a day when dinner wasn't on the table or in the oven when I got home."
She nodded to the band, they picked up the volume, she carried on singing.
I was the one with all the glory
You are the one with all the strength
A beautiful face without a name for so long
A beautiful smile to hide the pain
She'd stopped crying now. "I dragged him to all those parties and events, where I was lauded for doing my job well, but I couldn't have done any of that without his support. But you lot, you ignored him. Treated him like he wasn't there, because he was just a man who wrote technical stuff and didn't make shit loads of money. I shouldn't have been surprised, you lot ignore most of your own technicians, why would you talk to mine. You didn't even bother to get his name right on the invites, his name is Ryan, not Rick." She glared at the man who called me Rick.
"Some of you even insulted him in my presence, and to my everlasting shame, I did not stick up for him." Her voice got firmer.
"That stops now too. And even after all those insults he still kept coming, supporting me. But I pushed too far, he almost didn't come tonight. But I needed him here to apologise to him in front of all of you."
She started singing again, this time her voice was firmer and clearer, and she looked straight at me. There was no one else in that room for that verse.
Did I ever tell you that you are my Hero?
Did you ever know that you're my hero?
And everything I would like to be?
I can fly higher than an eagle
For you are the wind beneath my wings
She took a deep breath and looked around the room again, "I remember our 10th Wedding Anniversary, we all worked late that evening to correct a cock up, and we went out for a few drinks afterwards to pat ourselves on the back for a good job, saved the company thousands. When I got home just after 10, he was sitting at the table, my favourite dinner was there, the candles were burning low. He warmed my dinner and poured me a glass of wine and we carried on as if nothing was amiss. I loved him that night, a lot. But I cannot get over the look of pain on his face. It haunts me to this day. I made it up to him and never did that again. I always seem to be making things up to him. And I will continue to make things up to him for as long as he will have me."
"I know I hurt him. I thought he was living with it because the end is in sight. but I didn't realise how much I hurt him until just now. Until he gave me this." She waved the envelope.
"I'm sorry sweetheart, I never meant to do that to you."
She looked around the room and her eyes fell upon the little rotund man with the envelope in his hand.
"Mr Phelps, that envelope you have in your hand is confirmation of my promotion. Something I was going to surprise my husband with tonight. But I cannot take it. I need to reassess my lifestyle. Now if you'll excuse me. I need to finish this song."
She came down off the stage, walked across to me, took my hand and dragged me onto the dance floor, I didn't resist this time. She put her free arm around my waist. She turned to the band and said. "Gentlemen, with feeling please."
She then looked me straight in the eyes and carried on singing.
It might have appeared to go unnoticed
But I've got it all here in my heart
I want you to know I know the truth, of course I know it
There was a pause, she took a pace back, raised her hand and pointed a finger at me and sang.
I would be nothing without you
She was crying again. I went and held her. She carried on.
Did you ever know that you're my hero?
You're everything I wish I could be
I could fly higher than an eagle
For you are the wind beneath my wings
That was when she stopped and hugged me, tears were pouring down her face. That was good because they were pouring down mine as well. Our tears pooled together on our cheeks. I pulled back to kiss her. That was when I realised there was a gentle applause going around the room, everybody was clapping. I kissed her, that was when the whistles started and the clapping got louder.
It was time we went home, but I had one thing to do first. She still had the envelope in her hand. I took it out of her hand and tore it into shreds and threw it in the air, it came down like confetti. We headed towards the door to a round of applause. We were going home.
Then all of a sudden, the tall elegant lady in a shimmering purple dress stood in front of us. "If you would be so kind as to spare us a few minutes, Mr Phelps would like to talk to you both." That wasn't the way I expected her to speak. It was so polite that how could one refuse.
I looked at Christine. "Manners cost nothing." We allowed Ms Purple shimmer dress to lead us to the big cheese table. There was a pint of Guinness and a glass of white wine waiting for us.
Mr Phelps looked at Christine "Please, don't throw that at anyone. It would be a waste of good beer." He smiled at us. People moved around and left two seats next to him. He indicated for us to sit down, we did.
Mr Phelps seemed to draw himself up. "Christine, Ryan I'm in a dilemma. Christine, I would like you to stay with the company, I have seen what you can do." He put the envelope on the table he had been carrying. "But I completely understand where Ryan's coming from." With that he pushed the envelope I gave him across the table, it had been opened, it cited sexual harassment in the company. I thought this was going to be fobbed off with a blackmail. 'She gets this job if this goes away, sort of thing.'
Mr Phelps carried on. He looked at me, touched the envelope I gave him and said. "This will be thoroughly investigated, but from what I'm seeing and hearing in just the last half hour, I'm soon going to need a new head of admin. Thank you for bringing this to my attention."
He looked at Christine. "I've been very impressed with your work, your skill and the way you managed everything. You're good at what you do, I always knew that. But what I didn't know, was the support you had from this man over here." He said pointing at me. "I'm not sure how to say this without coming out crass. But I would like you to stay with the company and accept this job offer that I'm giving you." With that he pushed the other envelope across the desk. "But I realise the terms of the contract may not suit your upcoming lifestyle. Can I ask you a favour?" He didn't wait for an answer. "Go home, take next week off, give me and my people some time to think. We have brainstormed some ideas in the last five minutes, but we need to finesse them. I will be honest, I would rather you work for us than some of our competition."



I thought that's strange because the nearest engineering firm that does what his company does is over 100 miles away.
He looked at me and said. "I gather you've done work for us in the past. I've had a very quick chat with my technical manager, and he has no complaints about your work. I'm not sure yet but please keep in mind I may want you to come and work for us. Now you two head off home and have a good night. By the way, I've told George my chauffeur to take you home. I don't think either of you is safe to drive right now. George will be at your house at 1:00 tomorrow to pick one of you up to come back and fetch your car." I had a feeling he thought of most things. Or Ms Purple shimmer dress did.
We said nothing on the way out to the car or on the way home. I got us both a drink when we got in. We sat on the settee in our own thoughts, both in a bit of shock. Christine stroked my hand and nodded towards the stairs. I stood and led her upstairs. We didn't say much as we went to the bedroom. We undressed and got into bed. She slid across and cuddled me, looking me in the eyes she said. "Sweetheart, I'm sorry for the last couple of years. I could manage everybody else, but I couldn't manage myself. I should have asked you for help, you always help me when I need it and sometimes even when I don't know I need it.
"Nothing happened between me and Ralph. But it wasn't till he asked me to say that for him it struck me how little I appreciated you and your help. I was planning to sing that song and a little speech halfway through the evening. To let everyone know what you have done for me and by extension them. They should thank you as well." She paused. "Because you are my hero, you are the one that supports, loves and looks after me and the children. You are the wind beneath our wings." Tears were trickling down her cheeks. "You should have heard me when I practised, I wasn't as good as Roger Whittaker or Lucy Thomas. I think I belted out the 4th verse too much. The band didn't seem to mind. You are our hero and I cannot thank you enough." With that she leaned across and kissed me and rested her head on my shoulder. We didn't make love that night. All the emotion had drained us. We made up for it the next day whilst the children were at school.
The following Sunday we were invited to lunch at Mr Phelps's house, children included. There were a couple of other senior managers there with their wives and children. No Ralph. It was all quite laid back. Nobody came and hugged me like a long-lost friend, I got a nod of the head and a smile from all the big cheeses, it was all the recognition I needed, just the acknowledgement that I was there. I didn't have to look after the children, they had a professional nanny.
"Ryan, may I borrow your wife for a little while, please trust me I won't be long. I like to drink Guinness, not wear it." He had a little chuckle, was this going to be a standing joke?
He led Christine into the corner, I could see him talking to her, she glanced at me a couple of times. She didn't say much. I was desperately trying to read her lips and when he'd finished talking, I think she said. "Yes, I think he will." She nodded her head, glanced at me and smiled.
Mr Phelps was smiling as they headed back towards us. He took both of us into a quiet corner. He looked at me and said, "Sorry about that Ryan but I needed a bit of confirmation. I didn't want to put you on the spot. I'll come right out with it. The company has two small light aircraft. DA 42s. It saves time on trains and a whole bunch of other time wasting antics. My aircraft manager is going to retire in about a year. His job is yours if you want it, that gives us a year for you to get licences for the aircraft and you could be my fleet manager. The pay is not brilliant but there are benefits."
"Before you make a decision, pop down to the airfield and have a word with Jeff who looks after the aircraft at the moment. Let me know what you think. I've had a word with your old company, they seem to think you'd like it and be good at it."
He looked at Christine. "Was that all right?" She just smiled at him.
Mr Phelps went and fetched a couple of drinks, and we went and sat in a quiet corner. He explained that at their other sites, they generally have enough space to land a small aeroplane or were close to an airfield. The company had two Diamond DA42 Twin Star aircraft. What I didn't realise was Mr Phelps flew himself and they had a pilot they could hire for those other members of staff who didn't fly. If they weren't in use the aircraft were hired out.
It didn't take much thinking about, but I did wait until I had a word with Jeff. These were modern aircraft, reliable, they wouldn't need much. Jeff dropped me a suggestion which I thought about and had a talk with Christine, she seemed to think it was a good idea as well.
Friday afternoon I decided to call on Mr Phelps at work with my decision. Christine was at work, she came in with me to see him. I put a sort of glum look on my face as if I was going to refuse. I don't think I fooled Mr Phelps for a second.
"I've had a chat with Jeff, I quite like the job, but Jeff gave me a suggestion which we think is a good one." I indicated Christine. "Whilst I'm getting my maintenance licences why don't I get the pilot's licence that will save you hiring a pilot."
Mr Phelps smiled. "Well if you're going to be a company pilot you'd better start calling me Roger."
I know some of you folk out there like to make up your own ideas, that's fine, but this is as exactly written, just like in 'Recognition', Christine never did cheat on Ryan, with Ralph or anyone else.
Yes, I know it was a bit lazy not writing a whole new story and piggy backing on 'Recognition.' but I actually wrote this one first.
It is a thing of mine that spouses often do not get the recognition that they deserve. I am ex-forces, and I could not have done half of what I did without the support of my current wife. The first one not so much. You may see this trend in my other stories. And it is world wide, not just on our small island.
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I'm halfway through a couple of gentle stories, but I fancied something a little bit different. I've had this one done for quite a while. It just needed finishing off.
Please remember this is fiction like Fahrenheit 451.
Joe the cleaner and I were walking down the corridor of the school, it was a small village primary school in the middle of England. The school had been built around 1850 by the Lord Manvers to teach some of the local peasants. Just after the Second World War, proper classrooms had been put in, but they were just wooden partitions. We still have those today, they had changed the clear glass to a frosted glass in the 70's. There was an extension and some modernisation in the 90's. We now have indoor toilets.
I was the deputy head, that's actually no big deal, there's only ten staff and two of those are cooks in the canteen and Joe. I taught arithmetic, history and geography. I was thinking as I walked past classroom three that the paint was peeling and how shabby it looked. I thought to myself that the woodwork had probably not been rubbed down properly the last time before it was painted, I was a bit of a DIY buff. I mentioned this to Joe. He took me round to his little hidey hole. He showed me a stack of paint tins, a shake of them and they seemed to be quite full. The paint smeared on the outside was the same colour as the classroom. I saw the label 'lead free' so that'll do.
I went home that evening with the idea of popping in on a Saturday and giving the classroom a lick of paint, it would be nicer for the children. I mentioned this to my fiancé, Doris, she was a teacher at the school as well. She taught PE, RE and science. She wasn't the prettiest girl in the village, actually quite plain, but there again I was no Adonis either. But she had a hell of a body with the lumps and bumps in exactly the right place. As I was a divorcee with two children, they lived with their mother, I had to take what I could get.
I told her my plans and she volunteered to come in with me. She knows my DIY skills unfortunately only too well. The wall that I built, the top half fell down, just the top. Despite following all the instructions on YouTube, the tree I cut down fell onto the house. Not too much damage, just knocked a few tiles off, I put them back on. But we had to call in a proper tiler because they leaked as I hadn't put them on properly. All the shelves in our house are perfectly flat. Unfortunately, I'm quite good at filling the plaster where I've miss drilled the holes. I've learned when I go into the local DIY store to buy two pieces of wood I need, because once I get the joint right the wood was too short.
I approached the Headmaster the following day and I told him what I planned to do. He seemed to think it was a good idea. He didn't seem surprised. I told him Doris was going to help as well, he smiled and said he would tell his wife that he would come in with us. I was surprised at that. The Headmaster didn't seem to like the school. The children didn't like him. Too strict, he didn't make learning fun. It was as if the children upset the running of the school. I don't think he even liked his own children.
Saturday was good, we all turned up, Headmaster just after me and Doris. Dust sheets went everywhere. We got the paint out and started rubbing down and painting, I removed all of the electrical sockets and light switches from the wall, I unscrewed them and eased them off the wall. The Headmaster made sure I turned the electricity off when I did this knowing my susceptibility to a cock up DIY.
We rubbed all the paintwork down properly this time, it was hard work. I used a step ladder and rubbed down and painted the frames on the top half whilst my two helpers did the bottom. It was a long day, and I was quite tired before we finished. There appeared to be a lot of giggling from the painters doing the bottom half.
Headmaster wouldn't let me reattach the sockets and light switches, so he did them. He didn't like heights, but he insisted he reattach the junction box by the top of the door. He was a bit wobbly on the step ladder and I had to hold it for him. He still wobbled, but he didn't fall down.
He suggested I turn the electricity on and possibly make a cup of tea whilst he and Doris tidied up, that sounded good to me. He told me I'd have to pop to the village shop to get some fresh milk as what we had was off. Strange, it wasn't this morning when I had my tea, never mind, he's the Headmaster.
As I went to open the door, I found it a bit sticky where the paint was drying. I must have painted the door edges and the frame. I think it was quite an old oil based paint, not a modern water based one, never mind, the classroom would look stunning for the children on Monday. I'm sure they would appreciate it.
Anyway, electricity on, kettle on, and pop off to the shop for milk. It would take about 15 to 20 minutes to walk to the other end of the village to the shop and back. I would have to walk as Headmaster had blocked my car in. The kettle should have boiled by then. I was nearly back with the milk and some cakes for us to celebrate a job well done when I heard the fire alarms in the school start. I rushed to the school, down the corridor to the classroom; I dialled 999 as I ran. There was a wisp of smoke seeping out the bottom of the door. Nothing was coming out all the way round. I tried to open it, it was stuck, I tried to smash the windows, but I made no impression on the reinforced fireproof glass.
Eventually I managed to smash the wooden panel in the bottom of the door using a chair from one of the other classrooms. Once the door was broken the smoke billowed out, it was hopeless. I couldn't see a hand in front of my face, I started coughing. I would be no good. I fell to the floor and crawled to the exit; I had just made it when the Fire Brigade turned up. They dragged me outside and gave me oxygen and I sat there till the paramedics got here. The fire brigade went in and put the fire out. The firemen seemed a bit sheepish when they came out. Then the paramedics took me to hospital because of the smoke I had inhaled.
Very sadly both the Headmaster and Doris were dead, smoke inhalation. I was told they were both huddled in the corner on the dust sheets, probably both consoling themselves. School didn't start the next Monday or that week. The whole village was sad, especially the Headmaster's wife Lucy; they had two children. I went round to console her and the children, I kept an eye on her over the next couple of weeks, being a single parent with two children isn't easy.
A couple of months later I was called to the coroner's inquest and asked what happened. I explained everything as I saw it. I held nothing back even my ineptitude at DIY and that was probably the reason I was sent off to make the tea. I even mentioned the cakes I had brought.
The verdict was recorded as an accidental death, it appears the Headmaster when he screwed the junction box back on the wall had trapped a wire with a screw, damaging the insulation. It had overheated and the paint, which was not fully dry, started to smoulder. The paint on the door's edges sealed them and prevented them from opening and the smoke escaping to set off the alarms. The coroner was a kindly old man, straight from Charles Dickens with his long sideboards, he smiled gently as he suggested that smoke alarms should be in every classroom, not just in the corridor. As the new head I told him that had already been done. In a gentle tone the coroner said. "It appears that the pair of them were so exhausted after all the exertion that they laid down for a rest and fell asleep whilst Mr Jones fetched the milk and made the tea. Unfortunately, they never woke up."
"I would also like to commend Mr Jones for entering the burning building and breaking the door down in an attempt to rescue his fiancé and Headmaster. It was a brave but futile attempt, and he was hospitalised for two days to recover."
Then the coroner said something that surprised most of the people in the inquest.
"Mr. Jones I must pass on my condolences for the loss of your unborn child. It is unfair that a life should be taken before it has even begun."
I acted like I was stunned, I stood up. "If she was with child, it's not mine. I had a vasectomy after my second child was born." With that Lucy collapsed on the floor.
It sprung to my mind, did she suspect something was going on between her husband and Doris? I rushed across to help her. Well, she was a woman in need, and she was cute.
I helped her to her house and got her settled in, I stayed to look after the children whilst she recovered. They were sad as you would expect.
I stayed for dinner; it wasn't much. After that I would go over three or four times a week to help her and the children out. She was struggling to come to terms with looking after two children on her own. Over the months it got better and then one evening when the children were in bed, she thanked me for all the support I had given her. That was when I pointed out it was a pleasure, and I enjoyed her company. A month later I enjoyed her company in her bed.
That wasn't in the plan. But I got his job and his wife. With the life insurance payout, she cleared the mortgage. I adopted her children when we married, my children loved to come and visit and play with their new brother and sister.
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It was going to be a theme running through some of my stories within LW of. 'You can love two people at the same time. But you have to choose.' But I have decided to make it a series. Sometimes it's the Wife, sometimes the Husband and even the Lover at times. Sometimes it is Love of a person, or a lifestyle. Some are BTB and some RAAC.
Let's see where this goes.
This is the first one.
Series name. "You have to choose."
Please just enjoy the stories. it's fiction just like 'Maybe in Another Life.'  
She had 24 hours to decide, well nearly 25 actually.   
My name is Graham Kent, and like Clarke Kent in the Superman Comics I am a mild mannered man, I am a thinker. I come from a village on the East of Romney Marsh in Kent. And if Russel Thorndike is to be believed a place of dark goings on of the Reverend Doctor Syn. Someone at work who knew me well pointed out the three Kent's, it made me giggle every time I thought about it, but that wasn't often these days.  
I was looking forward to the rest of the weekend, mostly. Kim and I had been married for 15 years and we had Ben who was 10 and Beth 8. I had things planned to do with Kim and the kids. And I would insist she comes this time.   
I got back from my morning run to find Kim was sitting at the kitchen table in an uncomfortably quiet house. She was looking as pretty as a picture, but I guessed it wasn't for me.   
"Where are the kids?" I asked.   
"They're at my Mum and Dad's, we've got something to talk about."   
Here it comes, she's going to tell me about her affair.   
I nod.    
"You know I love you right?" I just shrugged my shoulders.    
I unstrapped my phone from my arm and put it on the table starting the recorder.   
She carried on looking me full in the face, brazenly. "But I love another man as well."   
Well, I didn't see that coming, I thought it was going to be. 'It's just sex, you won't notice any difference, it'll be over soon.' or something like that. But I had noticed. I was just waiting to see where it went and to get the proof. Now I have it. 
She carried on. "It hasn't changed how I feel about you, you've lost nothing. You haven't missed out on anything; I've treated you exactly the same as I always have."   
I couldn't believe what she was saying, how could she be so delusional? I'd guessed she'd been cheating on me, and I was in the process of getting evidence. I also had a plan with what to do with that information once I got it. I knew it was with one of the young managers at her work. She worked in a supermarket superstore that did training for new managers; most of them seemed to be young.
They would be here for several months then shipped off to take up posts around the country, normally near their hometowns. She's normally in the back office but when the shop floor gets busy, she helps out on the tills and shelf stacking. It means a bit of overtime and extra cash.   
She didn't stop and I let her carry on digging her hole. "I want to keep on seeing him. You'll never notice, you haven't so far."   
"Haven't I?"   
"No, you haven't, otherwise you would have said something."   
"I haven't said anything because you told me you were ill, 'the change' you called it." She was only 38, it happens, but that's a bit early for most women.   
I held my hand up and started counting off on my fingers. "When was the last time you went to football practice with Ben, or a Saturday match to watch our son play?"  
"Bethany's ballet practice, that is something you missed as well, although you did come to her show with me last week."    
"And your wages have dropped, but I see you going to work every day, so I assume when you say you're going to work, you're spending the day with him."   
"I shall go on."   
"Instead of sex three or four times a week we're down to once or twice. So you're getting it from him aren't you."   
She was nodding her head, I said. "For the recorder she's nodding her head."   
"When was the last time you washed the car instead of just letting me do it. Remember it used to be a family thing, I used to wash the outside and you'd clean the inside and the kids would do the wheels. Splashing water everywhere and laughing. Now I have to do it all because you told me you were ill. And as it's not so much fun the kids don't come out to play anymore."   
"When was the last time you phoned your Mum and Dad for more than 5 minutes, instead of the 20 minutes like you used to? You're trying to save money on the phone bill so you can spend more time on the phone with him? They told me about that, so they've noticed. They asked me the other day if you're alright.   
"Oh, and the phone bill, that's why you went for the bigger tariff when you started using up your old one."   
"We used to go to the pub together on Saturday and play darts and chat with our friends, but now you tell me to go on my own because you're not feeling well. Is that so you can spend hours on the phone with him? Or does he sneak around here whilst I'm out?"   
He wasn't, we had security cameras covering the complete outside of the house and I had checked those. But she didn't know that.   
"And now I know why all the sly grins from the ladies on the checkout when I go shopping at your supermarket, I'm going to assume the whole bloody shop knows about it, and I'm the last to know. It's become clear, now I thought they were just being friendly."   
"You're showering every time you come in from work late, but not when you come in at the normal time. And coming home smelling of toothpaste like you have just brushed your teeth. Is that to cover up his smell or another reason. And the lots of perfume to hide his smell or is it the smell of sex you're trying to hide?"   
"Oh, look I seem to have run out of fingers."   
"I hope it is not just sexual, I hope it's a deep and meaningful relationship? You know, like washing his little sports car together. Discussing why so many people get murdered in Midsomer or on the island of Saint Marie, or which museum you are going to take the kids to next?  
"I suppose your course away for work was with him." She looked down into her lap, I think it's finally twigged that they hadn't been as discrete as they thought they were. "Are there actually courses or did you make them up? I find it hard to believe that a paper shuffler, part time shelf stacker would need to go on a course."   
"You see, the list just keeps going on, doesn't it. I'm glad he paid for the hotel on your course, but there again even on a trainee manager's wage, I suppose he can afford it. I hope it was a good hotel." She still carried down looking into her lap. "So now you've lied to me, you've broken my trust, and you want to carry on seeing him?"   
"So, it's not just me that's lost something, it's your parents, our children and our friends. And we didn't pressure you because you said you were ill. And we believed you, well, the kids did anyway."   
I went and made myself a cup of coffee. 
Why did I let it get so far with her having an affair, well I wasn't squeaky clean. After Beth was born Kim was very depressed. The intimacy was not there, not just the sex but the whole intimacy fell off. She wouldn't even let me touch her, cuddle her, comfort her. I succumbed to the attentions of an attractive young widow, Jackie, who I was fitting a kitchen for. I'm ashamed to say it wasn't just the one time with her. We did it quite a few times. I realised it was wrong and she was just using me anyway. The sex was good but laying together in bed with somebody who would let you touch them was better, but it was wrong, so I stopped it. Jackie wanted to carry on, so did I, but it was wrong.  Eventually after we convinced Kim she had a problem and a few visits to the Doctor we got Kim out of her funk and back to normal. 
I'm a carpenter by trade. I do stuff with wood, anything from fitting high class kitchens to putting up fence posts, it's just me and I could move my business anywhere. I could find work in any part of the country.   
I went to my computer desk and pulled out two envelopes. I laid the first one down on the table and gave her the second one. She could see the letterhead Brown and Johnson Private Detective Agency on the one on the table. She looked at me, I looked at her. "It's all in there." I said tapping it but kept it close to me. I hope she didn't open it, it was just four pages of A4 foolscap with nothing on them. In fact there wasn't even a Brown and Johnson detective agency. But what struck her was the second envelope in her hand because she knew that the solicitors Harris and Brownlow do exist, they managed our house purchase. But up until the revelation she wanted to keep on seeing him, what was in that envelope was an empty threat.   
This was something I hadn't seen coming, I'd been hoping after a week or two, which was as long as my affair lasted, it would stop once she got it out of her system. It had lasted longer than that so I planned to confront her, admit to my affair and say we were even and carry on as a family to old age. I wasn't expecting her to fall in love with loverboy. Her comment that she loved him and wanted to keep on seeing him drove that out the window.   
 I was pretty certain I knew who he was.    
I got myself another coffee, this one was cold. We had been sitting in the kitchen. I went into the living room and sat on the sofa on my own. I need some time to think. I hate it when a plan doesn't come together. Shit I should be used to that by now.   
She came into the living room and sat opposite me in an armchair. "So you love him and you love me equally." She nodded her head. "And you want to carry on seeing him behind my back."   
"No, not behind your back we'll be open with you, but we'll be discreet."   
"Like you've been discrete in the past?" I growl at her. "The whole bloody shop knows, and your parents and our friends suspect."   
"We didn't think you'd notice, but we have a plan in case you did. Gerald and I will break up. And after it's died down, we will start again. We've made mistakes, but we can learn from them."   
"So, if I agree to this, do we go back to how we were, washing the car as a family fun job, and coming to the pub with me? Will the sex go back up to 3 or four times a week then, and I won't have sloppy seconds, if anyone has them it's him."   
"Sweetheart, if that's what you want, then. Yes. I do love you, but I love him as well. He will be gone in 5 months and it will hurt me when he leaves, but I will be back with you full time forever." Yeah, right until the next pretty boy comes along. She carried on. "Sorry sweetheart, it is love, not sex. In fact, you're better than him. He's too eager, too selfish."   
"Well, you'll have to teach him, like I did you." We were good together in bed, now.   
She thought that I had caved in. Oh so wrong.   
"Yes, yes, yes anything sweetheart." I think she thought she'd won. She hadn't worked out that if we went back to doing everything I said she wouldn't have time for him. If he was still around that is.   
Then there was a change of tack from her.   
"He didn't want to be open with you. But I couldn't do it anymore because I love you. If you met him, you'd like him. He's a nice chap."   
Then I pointed out something to her. "Is that so we can rub my face in it and call me cucky boy. I don't bloody think so. And nice chaps don't go around seducing other men's wives." But my plan had changed, I was going to meet him. And he wouldn't like it. I will be leaving my cricket bat at home, this time.   
I'd seen who I thought it was, but now I had a name I knew exactly who it was. And that gave me an insight into what I think he was doing. He was a bit like me, a little bit taller, a bit broader and a lot younger. You could say he was good looking. I don't have an opinion on men being good looking. But he wasn't an ugly bastard, although the way I was feeling my cricket bat might change that. But not this week.   
She'd obviously been planning this but so had I. I just had to change my plans.   
I sat as if in thought. I looked at her. "Sorry sweetheart. I can't do that. It's him or me. I will not share."   
Her face dropped, she thought she was winning.   
"Right, you have 24 hours to decide between him or me. I can understand that you can love two people. I've done it, but I had to choose, and I chose you, so now you have to choose. I will not share.   
"It's just after 11, I'll give you 24 hours to come back here and tell me which one of us you choose, no let's make it midday, the change from one part of the day to the next part of the day. From morning to afternoon and that will be when my marriage changes. One way or another. You are not to contact him, you are not to speak to anybody about this. Not your friends or your family. You have to make this decision on your own. No asking for somebody else's help and then blaming them when it goes to rat shit. So, pack an overnight bag and go. I'll call you a taxi. Leave your phone behind.   
"If you talk to anybody about this it will be instant divorce. I will fight for custody of the children. And I will tell all the family and friends what a two timer you are. Your parents won't like it."   
"But I want to stay here with you, I've got dressed up nice for you, I've got your favourite stockings on. You know how much you like it when I wrap my silk stocking legs around your back." So, I was wrong, it was for me. I thought about it, actually, no it was for her, so she could sway me into her way of thinking. It didn't work.   
She packed her bag whilst I called the taxi. I heard her tell the driver to drop her off at the park in the middle of town. That would help me check up on her.   
It didn't take long to find out where he lived, a quick phone call to the supermarket and I told them some fib about I had something for him. They really shouldn't have told me, but they all know me. I followed her first to make sure she didn't go to him because I'm going to pay him a visit. Without my cricket bat. She went and sat in the park. I watched her for about 20 minutes, she just sat there, I thought she was crying. I had something to do for that 20 minutes. It is not wasted. I talked to our parents, hers are particularly disgusted. And a few of our friends, some of them were very quiet, as if they suspected something but didn't want to say anything. I will sort that out later. 
And of course, there are always the kids to think about in this, and I hadn't, because I thought my plan was going to work. Bugger.   
I went home and changed into my work clothes, especially my safety boots. It's a short drive to his place, a long terrace row of two up, two downs. That got me thinking a bit. I knocked on his front door. He opened it. He went to slam it shut, but I put my foot in it, I didn't notice a thing.    
I held my hands up. "I just want to talk, that's all, we have some stuff to organise." I could see a small smirk appear across his face.   
 He opened the door slowly, I didn't rush him.   
"She's told you?" He said. I nod my head   
He had the look that someone was going to jump on him and beat the shit out of him. Not yet.   
"Can I come in and we can talk about this sensibly, man to man." He wasn't expecting that.   
He let me in. He had a baseball bat in his hand, he was expecting trouble.
"You won't need that, we just need to sort stuff out." I pointed towards the bat. He put it by the front door. He seemed relieved.
It's a small house, quite tidy. We went into the kitchen. Through the back window I could see they still had the outside toilet, but it looked like it had been joined to the house. It looked clean and well maintained, quite a smart bachelor pad to bring your latest conquest to. I can see little bits of Kim around, the style of ornaments, and the shape of the picture frames. I noticed the big telly and Xbox.   
"Tea or coffee?"   
"Coffee, please. White no sugar."   
He made some. It was instant but OK, it gave me more time to look around.   
I just sat there waiting for him to start. I let the silence do its work. "I do love her, you know." He said. 
"I don't know, I've never seen you together, so I don't know. But I'm going to believe you, for now. She says she loves you and after watching her, I believe she does."   
"She told you, I wanted her to. I didn't think she would, it's been bothering her going behind your back, she didn't think you'd noticed. We've tried to make it discreet but I'm afraid our feelings got the better of us, and it's crept out." Somebody was lying here, I wasn't sure who. In reality, I didn't care.   
So that was it, they'd been discovered, and this was their way out, to come clean.   
"Look, can we keep it to ourselves? My work would get upset. I work a lot; I'm trying to get ahead, make a name for myself." Well had in my eyes and it was 'Twat'.    
So, it wasn't management at work that knew about it or were they just turning a blind eye. 
As I suspected, that was it. He spent all his time at work, he didn't have time to go out looking for pussy. So, he would tap a married bint at work, preferably with children and when he finished down here, he would just up and leave. He may even get some housework and cleaning done for him.   
"I do love her, but I realise she loves you as well. I'm willing to share, you haven't noticed any change so far." How fucking magnanimous of him. Allowing me to have a share of my wife. Where is my cricket bat? But I didn't hear any conviction in his voice.   
I put on a startled look. "Didn't fucking notice." I said sharply. He sat back as if I'd smacked him. 
Then I started on the list that I had ticked off for Kim, about what I had noticed, his face fell. Especially when I told him that I considered that he was stealing time and money from me, by her telling me she was working when she was with him, and not paying for the upkeep of our house and feeding the children.   
"That's very kind of you being magnanimous enough to share my wife with me. But I don't share. It's you or me. If she chooses me, you will never see her again. If she chooses you that's fine, it means she loves you more than me. And I love her enough not to stand in her way. Obviously, I hope it's me but if it's you, I have to make you aware of certain things.   
"Ben has football practice on Tuesday night and Beth has ballet on Thursday. Kim can't drive so you'll have to take them to that. Every other Saturday Ben plays for the local under eleven team. He's not very good, you'll have to bolster him up a little bit, give him some encouragement."   
"What do you mean?" He spluttered.   
He thought he would get all the fucking without any of the responsibilities. I could see his game.   
"Well, if she chooses you, you will have to take my place. You'll need a bigger house. They are nearly teenagers. They can't sleep in the same room. I assume that the little sports car outside is yours." He nodded his head. "That'll have to go, you can't fit 4 in that."   
This wasn't going the way he planned. You could see things going around in his head. "But, but they'll stay with you."   
"No, they'll become yours. You can adopt them, eventually, I suppose. I've seen too many families destroyed by going to each parent on alternate weekends. It's not good for the children. I love mine enough to not let that happen, and if I have to sacrifice not being with them to make them happy, I'll do it. They're young enough to get over it, if you're good to them." I leaned forward. "And you had better be."   
"Oh and when my parents come to visit, a word of warning about my Dad. He's an ex Royal Marine Commando, he is getting on a bit now but he's still quite fit. He believes in loyalty so when he shakes your hand and tries to crush it, smile and say 'thank you Sir', stand at the back of the room and try to show your loyalty to my wife and the children. Be quiet and respectful, especially to the Monarchy."    



"Now Mother, that's a different kettle of fish. She will either accept you, and the decisions that you and Kim have made, or she will stab you with a kitchen knife. So I suggest you don't have any sharp objects around when they visit. It will be a bit of a squeeze getting them all in here though, I'm sure you'll manage"   
I could see him thinking. "But, why can't we have your house?"   
"It's rented and I'm not paying the rent for you to live in my sin with my wife. I expect you will want to marry her as soon as I'm gone. But here's the problem. I don't believe in divorce. When I said those words 'for better or for worse until death do us part' I meant them. But I will bow out and I'll let you take my place as head of the family."   
"I will just disappear. I can get work anywhere, so if she wants to divorce me to marry you, she will have to find me in this big old wide world. Oh, if you don't marry her, you won't be able to adopt the children, or maybe you will, you might have to look into that."  
I had my fingers crossed under the table for the whole of my speech. The house was not rented, so I fibbed. In fact, quite a lot of what I said was a fib, and there were some contradictions in there too, I don't think he noticed. He had other things to think about.   
I carried on. "Just so as you know, I'm a carpenter by trade, but that means I can turn my hand to anything. Anything that needs cutting, screwing or nailing. From tin roofs on sheds to decking and kitchen fitting. I can easily find a job somewhere else. I might go back home to Kent." I giggled at that, I don't think he saw the funny side.   
He was looking seriously worried now. I stood up to leave and I put my hand out to shake his. I didn't try and crush it   
It's only been an hour, so I drove back via the park. She is still there, and she is still sitting on the park bench, but she has a coffee with her. I carried on home. I have some work to do and a cabinet to finish.   
I phoned the children to have a chat with them. Then my Mum and Dad and her Mum and Dad and update them on where we were.   
Hindsight is great. I had a think about the attitude of the staff in the shop. Then it hit me. This was probably Kim's first time, but I bet she had been egged on by others. The women in the store were probably going through the trainee managers. It was like a knocking shop. Mmm the local paper would be interested in that, even if it wasn't true. I stored that thought away.   
I asked the grandparents if they would keep the kids until tomorrow whilst I sorted this out. They were more than happy to babysit.
There aren't many hotels in our town, and she would use the cheapest and probably near the park, so it didn't take much to find her. I went and sat inside. She came down to eat. I was hidden in the corner. She didn't eat much, just pushed the food around the plate. I watched her all night. Nobody talked to her, a few men tried to chat her up. But she refused them, she doesn't look well. She went upstairs at about half nine. I headed home but drove past his place. Just out of curiosity   
In the morning I had a few jobs to do. I carried on with the cabinet, I managed to get it finished and it was nearly 12:00 o'clock. 
She came in, she did not look well. This is going to be hard.   
I was sitting at the kitchen table ready, and as the clock struck 12, I looked at her, she was crying, tears were pouring down her face.   
"Him or me?"   
"I'm really sorry, but it's him. I love you equally but he's younger and fitter. This is purely practical, he's got great promotion prospects, he could be running his own store in a couple of years and the pay is good for that. Your job is just the same. I know it's been enough, but I'm sorry it's him. I do love you, and I'm sorry I hurt you. I'm sorry it's come to this. I was hoping we could carry on the way we were but, after you told me you had noticed, we hadn't been as discreet as we tried to be. You were right, I had to decide."   
I had two envelopes over on the worktop, one marked 'H' and the other 'M'. I went and picked up the one with H on it and gave it to her. It was the divorce papers, she just opened them and signed them. If I was her, I'd have read them first. Especially as I'd spent a time folding them so the crucial words were on a crease. 
She looked at me. "Can we, one last time?" She looked at the stairs. Why not? I loved her. I took her by the hand and led her up to our bedroom for the last time. I would do my damnedest to make it a good one. I undressed her, it was normal clothing. At least she hadn't dressed to go to him, with what she wore for me yesterday. I lay her on her back and kissed her breasts teasing her nipples with my teeth. One hand stroked her belly and found its way to her pussy lips. Opening them slightly I pushed them in getting them wet, she gasped. I pulled them out and used the lubricated fingers to excite her clitoris. It worked; it always did.     
I slipped down between her thighs. I used my tongue, I sucked, I licked. I kissed. She screamed at me to let her come. I did, but it wasn't finished. I rolled her onto her belly and pulled her up onto her knees. I grabbed hold of her wrists behind her back, and I used them for leverage to pull myself into her, not hard, just firm all the way into the hilt. I picked up speed, she was coming. I knew just what she liked and I did it all. When she left, she would have no doubt who was the better lover. I gave her a playful slap on the backside. She will have to teach him to get the slaps just right, not too hard, not too soft. I looked at her bum hole. Should I? I've never been there. I wonder if he had? Too late now I was about to come. I gave her an almighty slap across the backside. She screamed. It would leave a handprint, and if he had her tonight he would see that. And the two love bites I had left on her thighs. He would know he was getting sloppy seconds.    
There had been no kissing on the lips.   
It was good. We collapsed onto the bed and untangled ourselves. She got off the bed and headed towards the bathroom, she smiled at me and said. "One last shower together?" I looked at my watch.
"Sorry we don't have time, you'd better phone Gerald let him know the good news and I will drop you and your stuff over there on my way to pick up the kids."   
She looked sad, I didn't care. She spent a few minutes in the bathroom cleaning herself the best she could.   
As we went downstairs I told her to come round tomorrow evening to collect the rest of the stuff, and we could sort out the children's lives. She agreed.   
I gave her back her phone. She walked into the kitchen. At least she had the decency to walk into another room as she phoned him. She came back in 2-3 minutes. She was looking at the phone "It says service discontinued, his number's not working."   
"Perhaps he's at work then." I offered.   
"No, He took yesterday and today off to deal with this." 
"Perhaps he's gone in without you to start squashing the rumours, that was your plan, wasn't it?" 
She looked at me and said, "Thank you, that's a good idea." She didn't go into the other room this time and I heard half the conversation.    
"What do you mean he's already been in?   
"He's resigned and just walked out. He can't do that he has to serve notice.
"A family emergency in Scotland. He's not Scottish, his family lives in Devon."   
"Thank you, no it's nothing important." So, she could lie as well. I knew that.  
She looked at me. "I'm going to his house."   
"Let me take you. You can move in with him now and we will sort all the other stuff out later."   
Her bags were still by the front door. I picked them up and put them in my car and we drove to his house. I didn't ask for directions, and she didn't query how I knew where he lived. I wished I could have seen the look on her face as we pulled up and she saw the 'For Rent' sign. She rushed out of the car. She had a set of keys in her hand. I had sort of assumed she'd have keys to his house. She crashed in through the door. I followed her carrying her bags. It was empty. Oh, it had furniture, but there's no crockery or even a kettle. Her ornaments and pictures were still there, he left them behind.  
It would have been interesting seeing him getting that telly in the Lotus.    
I dropped her bags, turned round and walked out, no lover, no husband, no children and no house. She really should have read the divorce paperwork.   
"Please sweetheart, can I come back home? We can sort this out."   
I looked at her. "What the fuck do you think? I will not be your fall back option.   
"You've already signed the divorce papers. It'll be 90 days."   
"Well at least you know a place you can rent now." I said as I turned round and walked away.   
Epilogue   
She talked to her parents, letting them know that I had tricked her into signing away the children. I had already told them from what I'd seen, he didn't want them, and he wouldn't make a good father. I'd told them everything I planned to do, about the two sets of divorce papers. They told her to let it go, just accept the fact she chose the wrong one and at least she still has access to the children and be part of their lives. The envelope with the M on it, I was still going to divorce her, but we would have shared the children and joint custody and worked something out about the house. And maybe, over time we might have got back together because she had chosen me. We will never know. But now I have full custody and she has to pay maintenance, she really should read what she puts her signature to.   
The headlines in the local paper read 'Supermarket teaches new managers more than stock keeping in sex scandal'. Well, it was a rag.   
I found I had Jackie's phone number in my work diary. She'll get a call after 90 days. I think she heard on the grapevine and she called me first.   
Kim pops around to see the kids and sometimes she stays the night. And she always asks if she can come home. I always tell her the same thing. "The not enough prospects fall back option says 'No'."   
I didn't bother chasing him, I couldn't be arsed, he wasn't worth my effort.
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Another Julia and Alan story, about 7 or 8 months after 'Reflections'. Communication is an art. One that we fail in so often.
Alan has the habit of going off half cocked, he proved that in 'Trust' and he knows he does, so possibly he overcompensated in 'Reflections'. Let's see what he cocks up this time.
I wasn't sure where to put this story. It is tenuously LW and as J&A's previous adventures were LW, I have put it there. They have both learned their lessons.
I have other adventures planned for them but not in LW. Let's see what next week brings.
Please remember this is fiction just like Romeo and Juliet.
I was looking down at my plate with the remains of dinner which had been a half pound Aberdeen Angus fillet steak. There were a few large hand cut chips, an onion ring and the odd cherry tomato leftover. I wanted to save some room for the Black Forest gateau that I had seen on the dessert menu. Plus, the odd pint of McEwan's 80/-. There was, of course, the bottle of Malbec that I had to finish off before I started on the beer.
I was in Glasgow to learn about the new laser milling machine that the company I work for, Barstow Engineering, had just purchased. How to operate it, service it and fix minor faults, for big faults the company would send someone down. I was there for two weeks because I also had to learn the prep for the workspace where it was going and help with the installation. In actual fact after several discussions with Mr Barstow and Mr Barstow junior, Philip, I still didn't know where we were going to put it in the factory. It was quite a large machine with specific power needs. I had a slot sorted but Mr Barstow for some reason wasn't keen. He was the boss. I think he had concerns about our factory's location. There have been a few closures and factory moves around us recently. Probably had something to do with the local road system, it was designed pre-war and maybe even pre first World War and wasn't suitable for large lorries.
The two design guys had come up with me to work out what it could do and how to use their ones and noughts to programme it. And that gave me a sort of an idea, that things that I was not aware of were going on. I would have to think about it some more.
I sat there and thought about what had been happening for the last couple of months, things had been a bit fraught at home. Over this time, there were secrets at work. And that bothered me, when I asked Julia, she'd slap me playfully on the arm and say. "You know, and you also know we can't talk about it outside the boardroom in case it gets out. Mum's the word." And she would tap the side of her nose and smile at me. One day I asked her outright what these meetings were about. "You know, it was your bloody idea. Anyway, Phillip is supposed to be keeping you updated. You really should come to the meetings."
That would probably explain all the questions and the chats Phillip and I had been having for the last few months. I thought he was interested in what we did, and he was learning stuff from me, that's good
I had been invited to several of the board room meetings but on the two occasions I managed to get there I was called away to sort out some machinery before they really got started. That was my job, head of maintenance for Barstow's Engineering, we did small proof of concept production runs. To get the programming right then passed the finished details to the customer who contracted companies to make millions of the items.
We were too small to make large production runs, but we were very adaptable at correcting mistakes in small runs. My wife, Julia did all sorts of admin stuff. Accounts, HR sort of stuff and a bit of project management.
I'd seen Carl, the owner of Centrix at our factory quite a lot recently. They did the designing and programming for some of our machines if it was too big for our small team. He had been to several of the meetings, Julia had been to all of them.
It was a Friday evening, and there wasn't time to make it home and back before we started work on Monday morning, so we decided I would stay in Glasgow over the weekend. I was knackered after a week of crawling around machinery and decided to have a night in. A decent steak, a couple of glasses of wine, then a couple of beers. And then probably catch up with an old movie on TCM.
This was probably the first time I'd had time to sit and ponder for a few weeks since this mayhem had started and then sitting here, it suddenly hit me. I'd worked out what it was, and a few months ago I'd suggested that instead of re-contracting Centrix for every job, why not have an overarching contract to cover every eventuality. A few months before that I'd also made a quip about being two companies, we might be better as one company, but that was just a ploy to get rid of a pain in my arse salesman and use Centrix's salesmen. It was a joke.
A few months ago we were at a BBQ round at Barstow's place, and I was chatting with Phillip. He was going to take over the company one day, he had been helping me out since one of the chaps that worked for me had gone to replace the salesman, who had quickly left. We got on very well. He'd been plying me with a range of beers, and I'd already had a warning from Julia about how much I was drinking. I was just a little tipsy and someone must have got me started on my hobby horse, underutilisation of our machinery. We had everything from manual lathes to the latest CAD milling machines doing runs of 100 to 1.000 items. And I was certain there was a way we could work with Centrix to get more use out of our machines and one good way was to arrange a permanent contract with them.
Then it struck me, that was it, and that would probably explain the shindig on the Friday I was due home, both companies were going to the Red Hart in town for a bit of a do. We were told it was because we had just completed a big contract where both companies had worked very well together to overcome some problems that the customer had given us. I bet that they were going to announce the contract then.
Right time for dessert, then phone home to Julia for our evening chat, before some 80/- and the telly. I was still a little pissed at her, but I was getting over it with our chats. She kept apologising. It still annoyed me, but it was water under the bridge. We couldn't go back and change it.
It was the Friday before I came away on the Sunday, she had gone to the Red Hart with Anne and Jane from the office to sort out some details of the do and have a few drinks. Things seemed to get out of hand, I was expecting her home about half seven or a tad later. We had a weekend of kinkiness and loving planned as I was going to be away for a while. We hadn't been apart for that long since I'd been in the Service.
She didn't get in till just after ten and she was in no state for anything. In fact, Jane had to bring her home in a taxi, and she threw up on the pavement as she got out. And we'd have to pick her car up from town tomorrow. Jane explained to me that they had bumped into some of the designers from Centrix and they had plied them with a few drinks, although Jane thought Julia didn't drink that much, but it seemed to go straight to her head and the Centrix people had to help them out.
It crossed my mind that she may have been drugged. But Jane and Anne were with her and the people from Centrix wouldn't be that stupid, they were all intelligent people. And the Centrix people had girls with them, so Jane told me, surely they wouldn't allow anything untoward to happen. I pushed that thought away. Perhaps it was just something she ate.
She didn't get up till nearly midday on Saturday and was still not in a fit state for anything.
Sunday morning, she wasn't much better. What a waste of a weekend.
As I was upstairs packing to catch the 4:00 o'clock flight from Bristol, she sidled up to me and gave me a kiss. Unfortunately, all I could think of was she doesn't smell of puke anymore.
"Come on sweetie we've got time for a quick one before you go. I'm sorry I don't know what happened, but I'll make it up to you when you get back."
"I'm not going to get any for two weeks and you want a quickie. I was looking forward to a weekend of loving and rest because the next two weeks are going to be full on, but no, I have to spend all my time going around clearing up your puke. I don't mind it's a husband's job, but why did it have to be this Friday. No, I don't want a quickie. I don't mind you going out. I don't mind you getting a little tipsy or even drunk occasionally, but why this weekend?"
She said grumpily. "I'm not going to get any for two weeks either."
Then I was underhand, I muttered under my breath. "It's a good job Shitheads not still around then."
That got me a withering look, I probably deserved it, but she didn't say anything. It was as if she deemed it wasn't worth an answer, she was more than likely right.
But she carried on. "How about a blowjob, I think I could manage one of those." Oh, it just gets better and better.
She took me to the airport. It was frosty in the car. We didn't look like a married couple who were going to be separated for a few weeks. We gave each other a peck on the cheek, and we both said. 'I love you'. I felt bad but she'd been snapping at me for the last couple of weeks about working late getting ready for the new machinery. But then she goes and gets pissed and ruins a weekend before I go away. OK, we're married, we make mistakes, I shouldn't be angry, but I can't help it, I am.
We try not to go to bed angry and here I am flying to the other end of the country angry, this does not bode well.
It was a very nice hotel in Glasgow, the amount of money we're paying for the machinery the company could afford to be generous. I did phone her as soon as I got to the room. I remembered to turn my phone back on and let her know everything was okay, I had calmed down a bit and we both apologised to each other.
So here I was sitting having dinner in the hotel restaurant on my own, the two designers decided I was a miserable old bugger and went out to enjoy the city. They were probably correct. I was waiting for my dessert, I had a quiet evening planned. Just me a few beers and some old films on the hotel system to watch, and a call to Julia.
I was sat facing the entrance and I noticed a kerfuffle at the restaurant entrance, the Maitre'd was telling someone that they couldn't come in, then I saw Julia push her way past the Maitre'd and walk towards me, she was pulling a small suitcase and wearing a mackintosh.
She looked immaculate and she had a huge smile on her face.
Julia turning up in Glasgow wearing a mackintosh; the irony was not lost on me.
The Maitre'd was following her. "Madam, you cannot come in here without a reservation."
She stopped by me and said to him, "I am talking to my Husband."
"Then Madam, I insist I take your coat."
"No."
"Madam, I insist I take your coat, or you will have to leave."
One of my fellow patrons interjected. "Oh Jacques, leave the poor lady alone."
With that, Julia turned to face the Maitre'd, undid the belt, then the top button of the mackintosh. The Maitre'd went red and spluttered. "No madam, please stop."
I stepped in. "Jacques, would you be so kind as to serve my dessert in the lounge?"
"Certainly Sir." He looked relieved.
Julia spoke up. "Would it be possible to have a sandwich, I've been on the go since seven this morning and all I've had was a dried up airline sandwich and a bag of crisps?"
Jacques nodded his head and left. I took her hand and we made our way to the lounge.
We found ourselves a quiet corner, I managed to order her a drink, I had a couple of questions going around in my head, but I bet I knew the answers anyway. Firstly, I would love to know what made Jacques go so red and splutter. But again, I had an idea my wife was playing to one of my fantasies. Perhaps I wouldn't be watching much television tonight after all.
We hadn't been sitting there long when a waiter brought my dessert and a steak sandwich for Julia. Julia asked the waiter if he would be so kind as to ask Jacques to pop over and see us when he had time.
Julia looked at me and said. "Excuse me sweetheart but I'm starving and this smells and looks good."
I just waved my hand at her and as she tucked into her sandwich, I started on my Black Forest gateau. Meanwhile, I cast glances at her, she was looking good, her hair just the way I like it, makeup looking fantastic as if she was going to a party.
It didn't take Jacques long to turn up, he looked a tad worried. Julia saw him coming and quickly finished off the mouthful she had. When he got to us Julia said. "Jacques, I'm sorry for that, I didn't mean to embarrass you. But I have a very serious job to do. I won't do it again. Would you do me the honour of taking a glass of wine with us tomorrow?"
Jacques, his manners perfect, replied. "There is no need Madam, but we do have standards and I'm afraid you pushed them to the limit. Please do not do that again." Jacques was going red, he was looking her in the eyes. She hadn't done up the top button of her Mackintosh, and from his elevated position he was probably seeing more than he was comfortable with. I don't think Julia had realised what she was doing. Jacques asked if the food was okay, it was, and he left.
I have one immediate question. "You told Jacques you had a job to do, what's that?"
"Why you, you silly fool,"
"I don't get it?"
She smiled at me as she said. "Trust me, you will."
I was going to ask how she found me, but I suppose it was obvious, she knew which hotel I was in, and she could track my phone.
Good job I didn't go out with the other lads.
We got to the room. She opened the door and pushed me inside and closed the door behind herself, she placed herself in front of it. Then she finished undoing the buttons and the belt of her Mackintosh, she slowly lowered it off her shoulders. I could see the top of her breasts, then the middle then the nipples, then she dropped it completely onto the floor.
She was wearing my favourite under bust black PVC corset which lifted her breasts magnificently. No wonder Jacques was embarrassed.
Something flashed across my mind. "You didn't come all the way..."
She held a hand up. "No I changed in the hotel toilet, I didn't want the airline Hostess's hitting on me dressed like this." She laughed.
I'm not going to go into the details, let's just say we made love, we had sex and sometimes just plain fucked that weekend. We'd never tried outdoor bondage before, and I'm not sure we will again, just that bit too risky. She made up for last weekend, more than enough.
She caught the plane back first thing Monday morning, the two designer chaps had seen us around, and gently took the mickey out of me for being so knackered on Monday morning.
It was quite hectic for the next week. Things went well and I learned a lot and I was feeling confident about operating the machine and fixing any of the small stuff. I felt comfortable with the supplier that we could work together to fix everything, but a major mechanical failure.
But now it was time to go home. I wondered if I could get home in time for a little personal action with Julia before the party in the Red Hart, or perhaps she'd booked a room. That would be good.
I've been here for two weeks. Okay Julia visited me last first weekend and what a weekend that was, one not to be forgotten. But always the constant little nagging doubt, guilty sex from a mistake the previous Friday when she came in drunk, maybe.
No push that thought away.
We hadn't been apart this long since I'd been in the RAF, and I was missing the intimacy. Phone sex did nothing for us. The planned Company shindig tonight along with Centrix would be good to catch up with what was happening. I kept in contact with Chris and Adam at work by phone, but it's not the same as just chatting. We were told the party was for finishing a large contract together, but I think that there was something else going on. I just had to make sure I made it back in time. Julia was insistent on that. There had been lots of meetings over the last couple of months, as I've said before I was always invited but I just didn't get time to go. That was the problem with doing small production runs. You're constantly changing the machinery. Chris and I had got quite good at it and the new apprentice Adam was catching up, he was a good lad.
And as Philip was going to be at the party, I could ask him what he was supposed to be keeping me informed of. He'd been back at university and on work experience at a different factory the last few months. Isn't communication a wonderful thing?
So that was it, I had worked it out a couple of weeks ago, it was the new permanent contract with each other. I felt quite smug, but then I realised I shouldn't, it was just a natural progression, and it would have happened even if I hadn't mentioned it.
I was sitting in the hotel, everything packed and ready for the trip home. I turned on the telly for the news but was more interested in the weather, shit, pretty much the whole of the South Coast was covered in a fog bank. I was due to leave Glasgow Airport for Bristol on the 1330 flight, but according to the forecast there's going to be heavy fog all day. Bugger. I considered hiring a car and driving, but that would be an 8 hour drive even if there were no holdups in Manchester and Birmingham. Most places will be hectic on a Friday afternoon.
Anyway, I'll worry about that later. There was nothing I could do about the weather. I phoned Julia and we had a chat about this evening's event and the state of the weather. She told me she would text me if anything changed, but to hurry as she had something wet and warm for me.
I turned up at the factory for a final briefing, and an interesting chat with one of the managers. I had to pick up some documentation for the new machine that had been delivered whilst I was here, it was now sitting in the factory waiting to be installed. They offered to take me out to lunch before my flight home. I knew this lot by now, even in my service days I hadn't tried deep fried Mars bars. I wasn't going to start now. Anyway, I hate flying, so eating too much was not a good idea.
I made it to the airport in plenty of time. As I walked up flight annunciator boards had a long list of cancellations on them, although my flight was just listed as delayed. I booked in and the booking clerk informed me my flight had been delayed, because they had too many aeroplanes in the wrong place, but I was due to leave and take off at about 3:00 o'clock. I did some quick sums in my head. Which meant if everything went to plan, I would be home at 5:00 o'clock, which would give Julia and I about an hour for a little intimacy before we went to the hotel for the party. I was well aware that anything to do with the weather on our little island could seriously muck up anybody's travel plans.
Despite having been a technician in the RAF, I hated flying, it's too much knowledge and a control thing. I spent a nervous few hours watching aeroplanes not move. Knowing all the safety precautions these people take and it is the safest way to travel, statistically. It's probably because I know how they work. And when it does go wrong, it goes wrong big time. I didn't even have a beer or any food. But right on time my flight was called. As I stood in the queue to board, I sent Julia a text saying we were boarding, then I turned my phone off. I'm a bit particular about that, not even flight mode. I know it's all been tested and it's safe. But I still turned it off.
We were a little late airborne and a bit later down due to other aircraft traffic, not the fog. Thank goodness for Autoland aeroplanes. Most flights that day were cancelled completely due to the weather.



I rushed home and managed to pick up some petrol station flowers, we should still have time for a bit of intimacy before the party. I rushed in the front door, just pausing to have a word with the bush that held my secrets. The house was quiet, not even the sound of the Grandfather clock ticking, that was spooky. No Julia and no note. That was odd, I guessed she'd gone early to the party. I had a quick shit, shave, shower and shampoo, the good old 4 S's and changed into my suit. I couldn't find my best one, never mind, I was in a hurry. It was a very quick shower, I only just managed to fit the shave in, I know Julia doesn't like bristles between her thighs. I called a taxi and as I jumped in, I realised I still had the flowers with me, I must have picked them up as I passed them on the hall table.
The party was due to start at 7 o'clock and I got to the hotel just after six. The room that was booked for the event was marked but empty. I searched the Hotel bar to see Julia sat in the corner with a young man with her hand reaching across the table, they were holding hands. I saw red and the whole load of previous worries came flooding back, the hour late home from work here and there. That Friday night two weeks ago. I tried not to go off half-cocked but something got the better of me. I threw the flowers down and they both looked at me.
Julia leapt up from the table with a huge grin on her face and she flew across the floor with her arms wide open. In those few seconds I had massive doubts about what I'd seen. Surely she wouldn't cheat on me somewhere she could be caught.
"Sweetheart, you made it, brilliant." She threw her arms around me, and I thought she was going to strangle me. She kissed me, it wasn't passionate, it was crushing. "I knew you'd make it, I tracked you on Plane Finder, I knew you'd landed, and you'd be here."
My body was still rigid trying to take in what I saw. Julia noticed, she pushed me back and looked me in the face, which still had a thunderous look on it.
"No, no sweetheart, please no. Don't think that." She knew what was in my mind. Those seven words eight months ago.
I looked at Julia and said quietly so the young man wouldn't hear. "You said those seven words nearly a year ago, and you're still feeling the repercussions now. It's going to take years to fully trust you again. I'm working on it. you're working on it, but it's going to take time. And try as I might, it's not something I can just push away. I can do it 99.9% of the time. But when I find you holding hands with a man across the table in a dark quiet corner of a room, it doesn't fucking help."
She looked at me. "I'm sorry, I didn't think you'd see that. Oh, fuck that came out wrong. Shit, I can't do right for doing wrong." She looked a bit angry. "I might as well just fucking shut up because you're going to think the worst of me anyway."
"Trust me that will make things even worse, I'd wonder what you're hiding. Just tell me why you're sitting in the corner holding that young man's hand."
She pulled herself up, looked at me and said. "I can sort this out."
"Come and meet Johannes." She dragged me across to the young man. He had a smile on his face and an outstretched hand. "Hello Sir, I'm glad to meet you at last. I've been waiting for this." He had a foreign accent, probably Dutch.
I slowly took his hand and shook it, still unsure, it was a firm grip. I instantly got the feeling that this was a genuine man. My initial feelings about people are sometimes wrong, but not often. I visibly calmed down, probably helped by Julia hanging onto my arm for grim death.
"I've been helping Johannes with some of the stranger pronunciations that we're going to use in the presentation.
"I have your best suit upstairs. You knew that didn't you? I sent you a text telling you to come straight here to the hotel." Then she looked at me. "You haven't turned your mobile phone back on after you got off the aeroplane, have you?" She knew I turned my phone off when flying, she was right I hadn't. I got it out, turned it on and put it away. It made a lot of noise for a minute or so. I didn't bother looking.
I looked at her. "What presentation?"
"The merger, I suppose we can talk about it openly now."
I had a completely stunned look on my face. "What merger?" The look on my face must have given everything away because Julia looked at me and said. "You really don't know, do you?"
"I haven't got a Scoobies what you're on about."
"Oh shit, you don't remember, you suggested at the BBQ several months ago it would be a good idea to join Barstow and Centrix into one company. Design and manufacture all under one roof and to go into large scale manufacturing, you were moaning about underutilisation of our machinery. That's what we've done, we're announcing it tonight. We thought you knew that's why you've been invited to the meetings; we wanted your input."
"So that's why Philip was asking me all those questions, I thought he wanted to know about the business. That explains a lot, that's why we chatted behind closed doors in my office, he thought I knew." I was stunned, this was massive. I would also explain buying the milling machine that was sitting in the factory waiting to be installed.
Julia went to the bar and got drinks. I was in the need of a large beer
I asked Johannes. "But why is it a secret, who knows about it?"
He had a puzzled look on his face. "Just management, Julia and I, and we thought you did as well. I haven't even told my partner. Both companies floated on the stock market some months ago. And we think the merger will rocket the share price. That's why management wanted it kept quiet."
I stood and pondered for a minute then Julia came back with the drinks. Everything seems clearer apart from one thing. "Okay, that explains a lot but for one thing, why were you holding hands." Johannes had a blank look on his face, Julia had a concerned look. She wasn't the only one, but I was prepared to listen.
"Johannes was asking for my advice, he planned to ask his partner to marry him in front of everybody, whilst I congratulated him, I suggested it may not be a good idea in front of a whole bunch of strangers. Whilst he knows all the Centrix's people, he doesn't know ours, I was apologising because it might distract from the news we have. He said he wanted to make a big splash with the proposal, but he could see where I was coming from. He got a little bit upset and I was commiserating with him."
Johannes had a sad look on his face. "Yes, I've been planning this, but I can see Julia's point of view, but I wanted to do it today because it's their birthday. What do you think, Mr Harris?"
This was different. A stranger asking me about marriage proposals, I calmed down and it all seemed to make a bit more sense now. "All I can suggest is that sometime in the evening when the hullabaloo has died down, you take your partner and your friends and do it quietly in the corner. It'll be your friends who know you the best that will help you celebrate, not a bunch of strangers. But the good news will then percolate around the room and everybody will be happy for you, how does that sound?"
He leapt forward and hugged me, I'm a mature Brit, we don't do continental style hugging. So, it was even stranger when he kissed me on the cheeks like continentals do. They can get overly excited. He pushed me back, looked at me and said. "That is a brilliant idea that's even better than mine. Thank you so much Mr. Harris."
I had to put a stop to this. "Look my name is Alan, you make me feel old when you call me Mr. Harris, that's my father's name."
People were starting to arrive, Julia grabbed me by the hand and dragged me towards the stairs, "I've got your best suit upstairs, come on, I don't want you looking shabby for this."
I must admit to being in a bit of a daze after all the recent revelations and goings on, but as she led me away, I pulled her to one side. "Look sweetheart, I'm sorry for going off on one, but things all came rushing back."
"I'm sorry too, words came out wrong, and looking at it from where you were I can see what you might think. Quiet, dark corner and you're not due for another hour or so. Sorry. It won't happen again."
"Oh, it probably will, but we can work it out like we just did without any shouting." With that I leaned in and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around my neck like she was never going to let go.
She smiled at me, "Come on let's hurry, we might have time."
"Time for what?" I thought, but I was being dragged along.
We got to the room, it was a nice room, four poster bed and en-suite. I was told to go and have a shave and a shower, I pointed out I had already done the 4 S's but I did go and brush my teeth. When I came back into the room to see an amazing sight, there was my beautiful wife laid on the bed with a skirt hitched up around her waist. The stockings framed her fully exposed wet pussy, she was playing with herself. It is another of my fantasies. I was instantly hard.
"Come on big boy I've been waiting for this, let's get this first one out of the way so we can enjoy the second one later." It's been a week, I wasn't going to last long. We'd played this game before we knew what to do.
She laid there on the bed with her legs up, I was hard as a rock, and she'd made herself wet and ready. I entered her, I just laid there enjoying the feeling of a tight pussy around my cock. She wrapped her legs around me, it was so nice, so comfortable. We both just laid there trying not to move enjoying the feeling, I knew that when she started to come, I would follow her quite quickly,
There was an almighty knock at the door and I heard Phillips' voice. "Julia, there's been a change of plans, bit of a cock up, sorry but this is important."
Fuck I went from hard as a rock to the size of a soft shrimp in milliseconds. I don't care that Philip is the boss's son and bigger and younger than me I'm going to kill the little shit. Well big shit.
If I was angry that was nothing compared with what Julia was, she burst past me putting her skirt down as she went, I just managed time to grab my underpants and trousers as she wrenched the door open. "What the fuck do you want?"
Philip took a pace back, I don't think he'd ever heard Julia use the 'F' word before. He said, "I'm very sorry but there has been a cock up in the seating plan, can you come down in a couple of minutes?"
Julia didn't invite him into the room, he looked across to me. I'd managed to get my underpants and trousers up. He looked very embarrassed.
Julia came to me, gave me a cock erecting kiss and said. "We'll finish this off later, properly." And then she disappeared out the door. Philip stood well back.
I finished getting ready and made my way downstairs to where the party was being held. I saw our bosses and Centrix management, Johannes and Julia were in a huddle. Philip saw me and waved me over. He then walked away. By the time I made my way through the crowd saying hello to some of the lads and lasses I hadn't seen for a few weeks, he was back with a pint of London Pride. Good lad. He gave me a sheepish grin. He mouthed the word, "Sorry."
Mr Barstow saw me and grabbed hold of me around the shoulders. "Welcome back Alan, this is all mainly down to you. We had our heads up our own arses trying to sort business out, but you saw the bigger picture. We were so busy, we didn't see it, but you did. And you're going to get the credit."
Bloody hell they were merging two companies on the ramblings of a drunk, well not drunk, just slightly in my cups. What is the world coming to?
Julia spoke up. "Yes, and I'm going to tell everybody that it was my old man's idea." She smiled at me.
I held my hands up, well one of them anyway, the other one had a beer in it. "Well hang on there. I'm not sure I want that, if it all turns to rat shit people will blame me. If not that, then everybody will be coming up and expecting me to sort out their problems. As if I don't have enough problems sorting out the machinery."
"What if we said the idea came from somebody from the shop floor, will that do?"
"Sounds good to me."
It was a buffet style meal, and I wanted to chat to some of the lads to find out how everything was going on whilst I was away. So, I circulated. Chris told me the machines were running okay and Adam was getting his hands dirty. It was almost as if they didn't need me. Good, my training has been working.
It was time for the announcement, the lights on the small stage came on Johannes and Julia walked on and the room went quiet. I think everybody got it that this was more than just a celebration for finishing a contract. It was almost as if everyone realised this wasn't normal. I was impressed with Julia. She looked fantastic, she glowed. I went and stood by the bar out of the limelight. Then I had an idea. I got my phone out, turned it on to record and propped it on the bar so Julia could see herself later. I might get a bit of fun out of it as well.
There were a couple of chaps and a girl stood there, they didn't appear to be paying too much attention to what was going on. I think I recognised them as Centrix people, they weren't ours, I knew all of them. To be honest, I wasn't taking that much notice either. I was watching the people to see how they reacted to the announcement. There was going to be good news and bad news. There will be an increase in workload with no immediate increase in salary, but there would be free shares.
I was standing behind the taller chap of the two standing next to me then he said something that got my attention. "She's a good looking MILF and I'm going to tap that tonight. I might even let you two play." He was looking at the stage, the only MILF there was Julia. I couldn't believe my ears.
The girl spoke. "You can't do that, she's got a husband and he's bound to be here. He works for Barstows."
"Yeah, the grease monkey: he does. But he's stuck in Scotland. All the flights were cancelled. I saw it on the BBC news. I was saving this up for the symposium next month. But hey, tap it now and at the symposium."
The other chap started. "You're never going to tap that, she will never look at you in a month of Sundays."
"Oh she will. I've got photographs that she won't want getting out."
I had been feeling pretty tired with all the travel but all that had gone. I was about to do something stupid when the other bloke said. "I don't believe you show me."
This could be just bragging or he might actually have photographs, so I waited.
He got his phone out and I glanced over and he was showing them pictures, but I couldn't see them.
"Are you sure that's her, doesn't look much like her?"
"Oh, that's her alright." Said the tall one. "I've got better ones, but I'm saving them for later."
"How did you get those? she'd never let you get anywhere near her."
"It was two weeks ago we bumped into each other when she was out with her friends. We were in here actually. I got a round of drinks, and well, you know there may have been some chemical relaxants in there. I offered to help her get a taxi to get her home. I managed to get her away from her friends for a short while."
It was a girl's turn. "What, why didn't you fuck her there and then?"
"I've tried that before it's like fucking a wet fish. No, I want some enthusiasm, and this will make her do it. And there wasn't really time. We can take more photographs. Hey, if we're lucky we can fill her holes and she can be licking your fanny. That will make an excellent picture."
I've been known to go off half-cocked, I'm surprised I didn't do it now the way I was feeling. Perhaps it was the shock of what I had just heard, I had to think. This could be just bragging. I was tempted to tell them what I'd heard, but they might just shut up. But if they existed, I wanted those photos got rid of.
When Julia and Johannes had finished their presentation the Centrix and Barstow's management got on the stage, they shook hands and then started answering questions.
I went across to Julia and dragged her aside into a quiet corner. I played her the clip that I'd recorded. She turned round and vomited into a nearby flowerpot. This was noticed by management. Well Mrs Barstow anyway, she counts as management. She came charging across the ballroom like HMS Victory under full sail towards the French fleet, she asked what was wrong. I explained what I'd heard and played her the clip I recorded. The two men had finished answering questions on the stage and they came across to us with Carl's wife Tina. Young Phillip was as usual, not far behind. I did it all over again. I could see Mr Barstow was bristling, And Carl got angry because he recognised them as people who work for him and he said. "I knew that bastard would do something stupid eventually. I've been trying to get rid of him, but he always skates just on the edge. He's a touchy bastard."
Julia excused herself, she said she had to go to the toilet, Mrs Barstow and Tina went with her.
Everybody was of a mind to tackle him straight away, especially young Philip, But I had to point out that there were no names and there was no proof, and we couldn't legally take his phone off him.
I'm sure Philip was about to suggest something illegal. I just looked at him and shook my head.
Julia, Tina and Mrs Barstow came back. Julia is angry, very angry. This is going to hurt someone. I mentioned that we had no proof, only hearsay, and they would all deny everything. And we would probably need a court order to get the phone.
"I've got a plan." Julia said. "I'll get you the proof, we've got a room booked here tonight, they think Alan is in Scotland, I'm going to walk past them, get myself a bottle of wine and tell people so they overhear me that I'm tired and I'm going to bed. I assume they will come up to do the dirty deed."
"I'll record it, but I want you in the bathroom, so you can protect me if anything happens." My wife had big balls; well she was angry.
Johannes came over and butted in, he asked if we'd like to join him for his little announcement. Carl, Tina and the Barstows' looked a bit confused.
Philip said. "Don't worry everybody, Julia and Alan have got this all in hand." Philip looked at Julia. "Let me have your room key. I want to go and set up some mobile phones for recording. You go and see Johannes and Sam, and apologise for me not being there, I was looking forward to it."
I thought it would be a good idea. We made our way separately across to the small group in the corner. But managed to stand next to one another on the far side of the crowd so as not to be seen from the floor. There were some confused looks on the faces of the people in the group as to what this was all about. Then Johannes got a small ring box out of his pocket, went forward, grasped the hand of a young man, got down on one knee and before Johannes could say a word, the young man screamed. "Yes, yes." everybody was clapping. We were glad to be included, and we'll hear about it all tomorrow, but we slipped away, we had things to do.
I saw Julia go to the bar, have a quick chat with Jane, Ann and their husbands, pick up a bottle of wine and head towards the room. It was fortunate that the trio were standing with Jane and Ann behind them.
We got to the room, Phillip let us in. He showed us where he'd put the cameras, tested them and as long as Julia put them back in the same place we would have the whole room covered. He also told me he dropped some liquid soap on the bathroom door hinges because they creaked, good lad. Then we waited, and as we were doing that we talked quietly about the new machinery and what I had missed during those meetings. It was about half an hour when I got a phone call. The trio had left the bar and headed towards the room. There was a knock on the door. I had a quick look through the spy hole. It was the tall chap and the other two. A signal to Julia she turned the phone cameras on. Philip and I went into the bathroom and closed the door almost shut. Julia went to the door and opened it.



"What do you want?" Julia said.
"To save you some embarrassment, can we come in?" There was a noise and some rustling from people walking past and we heard the room door close.
"What embarrassment?"
"Oh, about these photos not getting to your husband or around the factory."
Julia sounded aghast. "I didn't do that, that's not me."
"No but this one definitely is, and that is my cock nearly in your mouth."
I could hear Julia wrenching, but she held it together.
"I would never do that, I don't cheat on my husband."
"Oh, but you did. We have the proof." This wasn't going quite the way we wanted then Julia pulled her masterstroke.
"That must have been that Friday I was really drunk, you were buying all the drinks. I bet you slipped something in mine?" She outright asked him.
But he didn't quite fall into the trap. "Might have done?"
"What, did you have sex with me there and then?"
Then he gave it away. "I don't have sex with drugged women, it's not very good."
I could hear the smugness in his voice.
"So, you slipped something in my drink."
"Yes, just a little something to make you relax, I didn't want you out of it. Just enough to get pictures." That was it, he had admitted he had put something in her drink. We had been slowly easing the door open so as not to make a sound. It was now fully open.
Philip and I stepped out behind the trio. Tall man was at the front, and I was behind the girl. They didn't have a clue, I lifted my foot and gently tapped the back of her right knee. She collapsed in a heap. The other chap turned round and it looked like he was swinging a fist. Only to be met by Philip's fist coming the other way which connected with his face first. There was a sudden 'oomph' as the tall man fell on the floor in the foetal position grasping his nuts. And there was Julia with a wine bottle in her hand. It looks like a nice Bordeaux had come into contact with some nuts.
Philip was on the phone and it sounded like he was talking to the police. The girl surprised us. She jumped up, ran between us and made it to the door and made good her escape. Didn't matter, it was all on video. It didn't take long for a very recognisable police Constable Johnson to turn up. The look on his face almost said. 'Not you lot again'.
The last time I was involved with Constable Johnson he got a smack in the face for his troubles, not from me I hasten to add. I let Philip do all the talking. He got the phones and played the clips. I played the clip from my phone which is the reason why we got here. Tall man lying on the floor was arrested, the other man was also arrested but I'm not sure what he was going to be charged with.
Things had calmed down when Philip turned to us and said. "Right, I should go see everybody downstairs. You two have a rest or do whatever you were going to do. I will make sure you're not disturbed."
Julia scowled at him. "You had better bloody had."
We opened the bottle of wine and we relaxed on the bed after all the excitement; we just cuddled, actually I think it was the shock of Julia seeing the photographs, she laid on my chest and cried. I was pretty certain that Constable Johnson would ensure they didn't get spread around. We made up for it in the morning though.
We went down to breakfast and caught up on how Johannes and Sam's evening went. It was as I predicted once the word got out everybody joined in the fun and it was a very joyous occasion.
As we walked in Mrs Barstow waved at us indicating two spare seats at her table. Julia and I looked at each other, we didn't say a word, just walked towards the table as directed. As usual Mrs Barstow was holding full court. Mr Barstow, Philip. Carl and Tina were in attendance. I don't know how it happened, but it appears we got 'invited' to Sunday BBQ lunch the following day by the 'Matron', you tended not to argue with her. I think Julia and I were so relieved that last night was over we just said 'yes'.
Sunday turned out to be an interesting day, we pitched up at Barstow's place a little bit late and had problems parking the car. It was pretty obvious that it wasn't just us.
As usual, Philip was all over us as we walked in, he handed me a bottle of 1698. Julia will be driving home, and he pointed out a few people from Centrix that we'd not met before.
I could see Carl and Tina were over there talking with them, Johannas and Sam were there. This was going to be a working lunch. I wished I was getting paid overtime and pondering on it, I pitied the wives who didn't work for the new company.
My maintenance team were there with their other halfs, Adam bought his girlfriend Dawn. She seemed to slip right into it. Jane and Anne were there with their husbands. We waved to them. It appears we were the last to arrive. We'd probably get a bollocking from Matron tomorrow about that.
Mr Barstow tapped his glass to gather everyone's attention. "We're sorry, but we have gathered you all here under the false impression of a BBQ, but chatting with people last night we feel we have been remiss in our communication and whilst some of it was necessary, we may have got the balance wrong. So, whilst Phillip fires up the charcoal and burns some sausages and burgers Carl, Julia, Johannes and I will explain our plans for the future, don't worry the rest of the workforce will get a briefing later, but you lot will get assailed with questions from start of work tomorrow and it's not fair on you to have to answer with 'I don't know'. Can I ask the partners if they would be so kind as to give Mrs Barstow and Phillip a hand whilst we have a chat for half an hour, you can stay and listen if you wish, but you may find it boring."
Mrs Barstow sallied forth and gathered up those who wanted to help. Most people didn't argue with the Matron.
Julia was a bit flummoxed as she wasn't aware she would be speaking; it appears they forgot to mention it at breakfast yesterday with all the other things going on.
They went on to explain that the idea of joining the two companies and going for full production runs had come from the shop floor, they looked pointedly at me, and then so did everyone else. I blushed, and they had come up with several other opportunities at the same time. The factory next to ours became available, with enough room to hold the new machinery and plenty of office space for Centrix. And if we purchased the new factory the local council had agreed to allow the new company to build a road out the back onto the main bypass. At the same time some of the companies we supplied and Centrix designed for were complaining about the failure rate and delivery times on some of the Chinese suppliers.
Plus another comment I had made to Phillip about aerospace items being relatively short runs of extremely high quality hardware was right up our street. Phillip had looked into the accreditation we would need to go into that market, and it was looking very promising.
Centrix didn't have much in the way of HR, Tina with a bit of help from a temp did most of it. Julia and her team would pick that up, with Tina's help.
That was when I, Chris, Adam and John were clued in on all the things that I had missed by not being at the meetings. It appears the factory next door needed a bit of work but that was where the new machine was going to go, and it was going to do large production runs in the millions not just the tens of thousands. And Philip was going to run it. I was thinking of power supplies, Julia sidled up to me. "You're looking forward to this now aren't you? I told you, you should come to those meetings."
"Yes, as usual, you're right, but you're going to be busy with this new HR stuff."
"Not half as busy as you with all this machinery going in, we better get you home early for a rest." With that she leaned up, kissed me on the cheek and grabbed hold of my bum. We went home and went to bed. I had to be up early in the morning.
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Another Alan and Julia adventure, a bit more light hearted this time. This one comes chronologically after 'The Merger.'
"Come on, sleepy head," Julia called cheerfully as she walked into the bedroom bringing me a cup of tea, she put it on my bedside cabinet, I was still in bed, I was groggy. It had been a very busy week of so many busy weeks, and so far it was only Thursday.
I glanced across at the bedside clock. It read 06:55. I'm normally up by 6:30.
"Shit, I'm going to be late."
I reached across to grab hold of my tea still barely seeing what I was doing, the next thing I know there is a ratcheting sound and I felt cold steel around my wrist, I look across to see Julia ratchet the other end of our handcuffs around the bedpost of our four poster bed head.
"What the fuck." I was instantly fully awake.
I pulled at the handcuffs knowing that they wouldn't come free. A naked Julia swung her leg over my body and sat on my chest, smiling.
I smile back. "Sweetheart, it's a nice view, but please get off my chest and get these off me, I've got to go to work." I say rattling the handcuffs.
She smiles down at me. "No, not going to happen, you're going to be my cock slave today."
"Stop messing around, I've got to go to work."
"I told you 'No', you're my cock slave. At eight o'clock I'm going to phone work and tell them that you're sick, you've caught a bug and I'm staying at home to look after you as I might have caught the bug as well. Then you will pleasure me."
I sort of liked the idea, but it was not me in charge as I usually was. "Can't you wait until Saturday, we'll have all day to play then. I need to go to work."
"No, you need to take a rest. They cope when you're on leave, they'll cope without you for just one day."
A thought crossed my mind. "How am I supposed to be resting if I'm her cock slave?"
I think she could read my mind. "Oh, I won't work you too hard, here's the plan. You will be my cock slave until the grandfather clock strikes one. Then I'll be your pussy slave until the clock strikes 7. So, you should get a full afternoon of rest as I pleasure you."
The Grandfather clock, we brought it whilst serving in the RAF in Germany. The tick tock, tick tock filled the house with a gentle melodic comforting sound, it chimed every fifteen minutes. When the clock stopped once a year when the clocks changed or if I forgot to pull the weights up the house was unnaturally quiet, an all prevailing silence, spooky.
Julia shimmered up my body and put her knees on either side of my head. "Now you've got work to do, if you get me off, I'll let you have breakfast, so get on with it."
She lowered herself gently onto my mouth, I noticed she'd trimmed her pubic hair, that was nice; it would save me from getting hair in my teeth. But now to business, I used my tongue to explore her folds and eventually got into the little nub. She tasted wonderful, I liked how she tasted. I like doing this, but I'm not normally in this position.
I managed to free up my uncuffed hand and bring it into play, with a little bit of shuffling I managed to get my fingers to play with her clit as my tongue explored her pussy. She was breathing heavily, so it was working. I shuffled back to play my tongue on her clit, I gave it all I was worth, sometimes she liked it gentle sometimes, she liked it hard. I thought this was the case for the hard attack. It worked. She shuddered and leaned forward and grabbed hold of the headboard, cutting off the air supply to my mouth and nose. I started thrashing around.
She quickly realised what the problem was and got off me. She looked at me, smiled and said. "That was a good start, that'll get you breakfast."
She reached into her bedside cabinet, took out the handcuff key, unlocked the cuff from the headboard and slipped it round my other wrist. I was now cuffed with my hands in front of me.
"Drink your tea and I'll see you downstairs in 10 minutes, don't bother with any clothing."
With that she left the bedroom, I took a deep breath and wondered what the hell was going to happen today. I thought it wise to do as I was told so I drank my tea, it was a bit lukewarm.
I quickly carried out my ablutions, including having a shave although it was a bit fraught being handcuffed. But I made it downstairs inside the ten minutes with a few to spare, I didn't wish to incur her wrath.
She sat at the kitchen table with her long sexy silk night robe, she pointed to the kettle. "Tea and toast I feel." She suggested. I got her hot tea and toast with a pot of jam should she need it. I put my tea and toast on the table, she pointed at her feet, it was obvious that she wanted a foot rub whilst we ate. I thought that would be humiliating, so I shook my head slightly; we don't do humiliation in this household. Embarrassing yes, Humiliation no. I sat down in front of my tea and toast. "Eat up you're going to need the energy." I ate my toast and drank my tea. She stood up and said to me, "Stand up," I did.
She quickly removed the handcuffs and reapplied them behind my back.
Leaving me standing there she walked into the living room and returned with her mobile phone. She sat in her chair, opened her legs and lifted the robe out of the way, she pointed at her pussy. This was going to be strange, I guessed what she was going to do. I did as I was told and started on her again for the second time this morning. Her pussy still tasted nice, possibly better after her last orgasm. I heard her dial out on her phone. She put it on speakerphone. I had guessed correctly.
"Hello Julia, what can I do for you?"
"Hello Mr Barstow, bit of a problem, I'm afraid."
"I hope you're okay, nothing wrong is there?"
This was embarrassing licking my wife's pussy and her clit whilst she was talking to our boss, we both work for the same company. I tried to slow down. She grabbed hold of my hair and pulled me in harder to her pussy.
"Nothing major Mr Barstow, I'm afraid Alan has picked up a bit of a bug and he's wiped out. I'm going to stay and look after him, I might have it as well and we don't want to spread it around the factory. Hopefully, he'll be okay tomorrow if not definitely by Monday."
"Sorry to hear about that Julia, look after him and yourself too, you do sound a bit flushed, are you sure you're OK."
"I've just got a bit of a gripe in the tummy, if you know what I mean. Bye for now, hopefully, see you tomorrow." She hung up. With that she wrapped one leg round the back of my neck and pulled me in tighter.
"Oh God yes, that was brilliant, you keep going down there." She came so hard the thrust from her hips pushed me back so hard I fell back onto the floor.
I looked at the clock nearly 8:30, shit, another four and half hours of this to go yet.
"That was fantastic, we're going to have to do this again. I think you need a reward"
Laying back as I was, naked and with my hands cuffed behind my back but to one side I had little choice. My cock was half hard, but not for much longer as she opened her mouth and took me fully into her mouth. She sucked, she bit, she gently fondled my balls and I responded as almost any man would, it was hard within seconds, very hard.
She lifted herself over my cock and sank herself onto it. "That feels so good, that's so hard."
I could tell she was building again, bloody hell would this woman not stop coming. Part of me didn't mind because if she kept on like this, I wouldn't be far behind her.
All of a sudden, she stopped. I was nearly there. She lifted herself off me, fell forwards and laid on my chest. I could see her hand delve down between her legs oh shit, more shuddering with screaming this time, she'd come again, and I still hadn't.
We lay there for a little while, mind you I couldn't move she was squashing me.
She eventually got up and through sleepy eyes said to me. "I could get used to having a cock slave."
I was about to say something but decided it was probably not a good idea at the moment.
"I promised you a rest, and you've been a good boy so back upstairs to bed for you."
She got up off of me and helped me up. I rattled the handcuffs at her. "Please."
"Nope, you'll only have a wank, and that cock is mine until 1 o'clock. Right off to bed with you and no playing with my cock. I might just have to pop to our sex shop for a cock cage for you."
I was aghast, that was a step too far. "Rhubarb." Our safety word. "You bring one of those damn things anywhere near me and you can kiss goodbye to your marriage."
She stroked my face, "OK sweetheart, it was just a joke, but I've got the message, I understand. Green now?" I nodded; she got the message.
But the talk of a sex shop gave me an idea.
It was hard getting to sleep, I mean; my cock wasn't fully deflated and a tad uncomfortable, but I did manage to get some sleep.
I was awoken by a nice warm wet feeling on my cock, looking down I could see the top of Julia's head as her mouth engulfed my rapidly hardening cock. I tried to grab hold of her head to hold her in place to finish me off, then I realised my hands were still cuffed behind my back, Fuck.
I closed my eyes to just enjoy the feeling. I wasn't surprised when she stopped, annoyed but not surprised.
What did surprise me was the feeling of something being wrapped around my cock and balls. When we first got married, we didn't have a lot of spare cash, so when we started playing these games, we brought cheap small dog collars to use as cuffs. One of these was going round my man parts.
Julia looked at me as she tightened the strap, "does that hurt? And don't fib." I shook my head, she tightened another notch, she looked at me again. Again, I shook my head, another notch. "Ouch, that's enough if you want it to work again."
She buckled it off there, "it definitely needs to work, I have a use for it."
She took a piece of rope from our bondage stash and looped it through the ring on the dog collar. She helped me sit up and then stand up, turning me around she unlocked the handcuffs and then reapplied them in front of me. I was tempted to grab my cock but thought that would be unwise, as hard as I was both my cock and the effort it took not to grab it.
With the rope she led me downstairs. I noticed she had tidied the kitchen and the lounge, washed and put away all the crockery. There were the makings for some tea ready on the counter. She indicated it was time to make some tea and as usual in these circumstances, I did as I was told.
I made the tea and took it to her in the lounge, she was sitting on the sofa still wearing her sexy night robe.
"Whilst you were kipping, I've been busy tidying up, and my shoulders hurt. I think I'm due for a massage."
I knew exactly what to do, she enjoyed my shoulder and neck rubs; she says I'm very good at them. I thought I was okay, she liked them so that's what I did. This is why she put the handcuffs in front. Using my thumbs, I pushed down on the muscles and eased them out. I could feel the knots.
"That's excellent sweetheart. Thank you when you finish there, my feet are aching and they're dirty. I think they need a wash."
I took the hint and after a few minutes when I felt most of the knots disappear, I went round and knelt in front of her. At this point she opened her legs again and moved the robe aside. "I think that before you get down to that, there's something up here that needs the attention of your tongue and fingers." She was pointing at her pussy again. It was glistening and I could smell the sweet scent of her juices. I may have mentioned this before, but I liked the way she tasted.
I set to with a will. I'd had a few hours sleep and my hands were available this time so I managed to hold her lips open, I could gently run my tongue up and down where it would do the best, by gently flicking my tongue across the clitoris. She laid back and placed her hands in my hair, not pulling but just stroking my head. It was a tad awkward, but I managed to get my hands available and I got two fingers inside her and gently assaulted her nub with my tongue. My fingers are going in and out as far as I could, it was difficult with the handcuffs on. Then suddenly her hands gripped my hair and she groaned and ground her pussy into my face. All I heard was, "oh fuck that was good. This is definitely going to happen again."
My cock was so hard, I was so randy and she was so ready. I might get away with this, I eased myself up and lined my cock up with her fanny. I leaned forward and just as I got inside her, I pushed hard and got all the way in. Her legs wrapped around my backside and pulled me harder, fuck not again. This time her whole body shook, she'd come again. If it wasn't for the strap around my man parts, I'd probably come too. Then surprisingly she pushed me away and I popped out of her.
It took her some seconds to recover, she looked at me smiling and said. "Not your turn yet my love, my feet still ache and are dirty."
Fuck, so close.
Right, I knew what to do here, upstairs for some of her relaxing oils and soaps, I grabbed some towels on the way down, our softest ones. Downstairs for a bowl of warm water and straight back into the lounge. I was tempted to play with myself but didn't think it was worth the risk. With all my bits and pieces, I knelt in front of her. She looked down at me, smiled and lifted a foot up. I took it in my cuffed hands and started the massage using my thumbs. "I could be better with these cuffs off."
"Oh no matey, they stay on until the clock strikes one."
Her feet were a bit grubby, so I washed them using soap. Then using my thumbs I gave her a massage, trying to push all the lumps out from the soles of her feet. I looked up at her, she looked like she was asleep. She looked beautiful to me like that. But I would have my revenge.
I dried her feet with the soft towels and rubbed the oils into her feet massaging them again with my thumbs. A quick glance at the clock I had 30 minutes to go, she caught me looking, I thought she was asleep.
"Stop clock watching, it'll come round in good time. You've still got work to do."
I used the oil, massaging it into the soles of her feet with my thumbs, but wiping most of it off. I didn't want oily footprints all the way through the house that she would have to clean up later. When I'd done both feet, I took the opportunity to spread her knees apart, and started applying the oil to her calves and the inside of her legs up to her thighs. She noticed what I was doing.
"Enough of that, give me your hands." She unlocked the handcuffs, and I soon found my hands secured behind my back again. Bugger, there wasn't long to go. It was nearly time. Looking at me with a smile on her pretty face she said, "I don't doubt you're going to get your revenge, so I need to get as much pleasure out of you before that clock strikes." She laid back on the sofa and opened her legs fully, I knew what she wanted.
I carried on but for today this is the last time I would be in this position, I had a plan. Again, I applied myself to my task, licking, sticking my tongue in her fanny and even gently over her arsehole. Not something we've done before; but she gave a little shudder at that. I managed to rub my nose over her clit whilst trying to get my tongue inside her pussy. I was very hard by this time and she was very wet.
I carried on until I heard the mechanism of the clock wind up. I lifted myself up onto my knees and leaned forward, I lined up my cock and thrust myself deep into her all the way to the hilt, as difficult as it was, I started pumping. I heard the Westminster chimes start and just as the last one sounded and a signal for 1:00 o'clock her legs wrapped around me and pulled me in hard, she came. I saw her eyes roll into the back of her head, her mouth came open in a silent scream and then I emptied myself deep inside her fanny. Fuck that wasn't my plan. But it was good.
I thought she'd fainted.
After a few minutes she came round, got the handcuff key and released my hands. I rubbed my wrists. There are no marks on them. She hadn't made the cuffs very tight, just enough to stop me from getting free.
She gave the cuffs to me and the key, "I suspect you'll be needing these." She said with a smile. "I know it's gone one o'clock and I'm your pussy slave but can I have a rest for 10 minutes because that was fucking awesome."
"Of course, my love. I'll give you till half past. But I want you showered with the selection of sexy clothes laid out for me to inspect, and be ready to go out at a quarter to two."
"We can't go out, you're supposed to be sick. What if we get seen?"
"You'll be driving the car and you could be going to get some more medicine. I will recline the passenger seat back so I can't be seen. I've only had a slice of toast and several cups of tea since dinner last night. We're going to a pub on the other side of town where we won't be seen.
"You've wasted enough time, you've only got 25 minutes left for a rest now." With that I gave her a slap on her arse to get her moving. "And by the way, I really appreciate you trimming 'down there,' I think it would be better if you were completely naked 'down there', so I expect to see a bald fanny when I come upstairs."
About 20 minutes later I heard the shower shut off. I gave her a few more minutes before I went upstairs, laid out on our bed, for me she'd put out a nice pair of slacks, dress shirt socks and shoes. That was a good thing for a slave to do.
She'd put out for her black leather skirt that she knew I liked. A white blouse and a suspender belt. black stockings, high heeled shoes and a matching push-up bra and knickers. I approved, with one or two alterations. She was going for the sexy secretary look.
"Does my selection meet with your approval?"
"Close, but not right. you won't be needing these, as nice as they are." I went to the bed and removed the knickers and bra, she was going to go commando and all hanging out. I went into her naughty underwear drawer and took out her black leather choker, she'd collared me around my man parts. I was going to be more open, it was going round her neck.
We both got dressed, but I could see instantly there was a problem. Julia's nipples were like Chapel House coat pegs. I couldn't let her go out like that, but she wasn't going to wear a bra. She had a lovely fawn coloured lightweight cardigan which would hang nicely over her boobs hiding her nipples. I also got her to wear her red leather driving gloves. As we were leaving, I said to her, "I've forgotten something, I'm just going to pop back into the house for a couple of seconds." I came out and showed her the handcuffs as I slipped them into my pocket.
She asked which pub we were going to as we set off. I told her which one, but I directed her to the local sex shop. It was in a less salubrious part of the town. When she stopped the car, she looked at me and said, "We're not going to do anything illegal again, are we?"
"Not yet, possibly after lunch."
She stayed in the car whilst I popped inside. There are various things I'd seen on the Internet which looked very interesting and could be lots of fun. I climbed back into the car with a brown paper bag and a naughty grin on my face. I told her to drive to a quiet part of the car park, and out of my little brown bag I pulled one of the latest Lush remote control vibrators. I looked at her and smiled and said, "guess where this goes?"
"What now?"
"Yes, now, you're my pussy slave until the clock strikes 7, so now." It was hard keeping the wicked grin off my face. I thought it might be too much for her. But she had a safety word.
It was a bit of a struggle with that tight leather skirt pulled up, but with a bit of frigging herself to get wet, flipping heck that was sexy. After some small grunting and groaning she slipped it in. Looking at me she smiled and said. "There you go, now what?"



That was when I got my mobile phone that the nice lady in the sex shop had set up for me. I gave it half power, Julia screamed." Oh shit, fucking hell stop it." I didn't, in actual fact, I put it up a smidge more for a few seconds, then shut it off. With a wicked grin I said. "Right off to the pub."
Julie put a hand up like a little girl at school. "Please, not whilst we're driving. I'd hate to have an accident and have it found inside me in A&E." I had been tempted but she had a point.
However, when we stopped at the first set of traffic lights, I turned it on to about 1/4 power whilst the lights were red, she looked at me and smiled and said, "that feels nice, I like that. If this is what a pussy slave gets, I could take more of it." I had other plans.
I had something different planned for the next set of lights. She pulled up. I ramped it up to over half, her head went forward onto the steering wheel, and she closed her eyes. The next thing I know there's a quick blip of a police siren. I lifted myself up and looked across at the driver's side and there was my favourite policeman, Constable Johnson. Julia wound the window down as I wound the lush down. "Are you okay Mrs Harris?" he could see me by then. "Mr Harris, nice to see you again, are you okay."
Julia is looking very flushed, so I answered for her. "Yes, thank you Constable Johnson, just a little tired that's all, Julia and I have bunked off work for a day to get a bit of a rest."
He laughed at that. "That's a bit naughty but it's not illegal, go careful now." He put his window up and drove off. He still looked only 13 years old. and Julia was still looking very flushed. I thought I'd better tone it down for the rest of the drive.
We got to the pub and made our way inside, we found a quiet alcove. It was one of the reasons I chose this pub, and it was too far from work for someone to just pop in for a lunchtime pint. I think she was waiting for me to turn the Lush 'on', I gave it the odd blip just to remind her it was there. I went to the bar and brought the beer and the menus back. We decided what to have. I smiled at her. I suggested that she go to the bar to order lunch, she gave me that look, she knew what was coming. Yes, I was going to have fun. As she stood up, I put it on slightly. She looked at me and smiled thinking that was where it was going to stay. As she walked towards a bar I gently eased up and down a little bit, not too much just to let it know it was there.
When she got to the bar I saw her put her hands on the bar top, just what I needed. I ramped it up to half power, her legs nearly buckled. Fortunately, the barman hadn't seen her yet, so she was on her own. I relented when the barman saw her and walked towards her.
She ordered our lunch and headed back, she had that look on her face. The one that said don't you fucking dare. Oh, I dare, I moved it up and down in time with her steps. Her walking became all ragged; she couldn't walk a straight line, probably not helped by the five inch heels she was wearing. It wasn't too far from the bar and she slid into the booth next to me.
She put on a sickly grin. "You git." I just grinned and slid it up to half-power, that shut her up. Seated in this alcove I could have some fun. She was climbing the ladder to orgasm but it wasn't going to happen, she was trying to hold it in and try not to let it show.
I eased it higher and higher, she was biting her knuckles. I could see she was trying to hold it in. If she came, that would be interesting. We weren't completely hidden in the alcove, and I am sure the sound of a woman having an orgasm would attract some attention. Even though we were reasonably hidden I didn't want to share, also I didn't want to get thrown out before we had eaten, I was hungry. So just as I thought she was about to go over the edge I shut it down completely. I used the excuse the waiter was bringing out lunches, but if looks could kill, I'd be dead right now.
Lunch was pleasant but I didn't want to hang about, we had to be home before 5:00 o'clock when the factory emptied. And I wanted to make another detour. We got back in the car and I directed her to a nearby lovers' lane, fortunately it was empty. I was still reclining in the seat I looked at her and said. "Do you know what would look good in those red gloves right now?"
"Oh, I think I can guess." She leaned across to pull the zip of my trousers down. She managed to forage my cock out from my underpants and started stroking it. The feel of the soft leather was wonderful, she cupped my testicles and gently massaged them, she would look at me in the eye smiling. I helped her with ramping the Lush up to about a third, that made her smile, she groaned sending shivers down my cock. It's all going well, and I was starting to build. I was twitching. She gave me a grin, opened her mouth and sunk it up as far as she could. What a lovely feeling. I pulled her face off, she looked at me quizzically.
I took the handcuffs out of my pocket and said. "If you're going to use your mouth you don't need your hands, let's put them out of the way." I got her to turn round and handcuffed her hands behind her over her gloves, she turned back around, and she eased her mouth down onto my cock again. It's one of my fantasies to have a handcuffed woman suck me off, and she knows it and she did her best.
I felt it coming, I was shuddering as I erupted into her mouth, she kept on sucking and swallowing. Eventually it started to wilt and she pulled herself off my cock, smiled at me and opened her mouth to show it was empty, she giggled. As a reward for her efforts, I ramped up the Lush. Just as she started to come, slipped it almost off. It worked, she had a little one, I have more plans for her later.
She had a silly grin on her face as she whispered to me. "I like being a pussy slave, we really are going to have to do this more often." She turned around so I uncuffed her, we managed to get home before five o'clock.
On the way home we discussed what I'd like to do in the time remaining before the clock struck 7.
We got home about half past four, I only teased her a little bit with the Lush as we walked into the house. As we had talked about what we were going to do once we got home, she knew I wanted her in her PVC corset, red thigh length boots; and there would be handcuffs, ropes, blindfold and ball gags involved. As well as more toys including the Lush.
I told her to leave the lush inside and she went upstairs to get changed whilst I went and made some tea. No more beer for me, I didn't want brewers' droop. She came back downstairs. She was wearing her red PVC corset, and long gloves, stockings, red PVC thigh length boots. She was carrying a toy bag.
She looked at me. "There's something wrong with the house, it's too quiet." I took the bag off her and turned her round, taking a piece of rope from the toy bag I tied her hands behind her back. I slid my hands around the front and eased her breasts out of the corset, they were lovely parked there on a shelf. She was facing the grandfather clock, then she saw it.
"The clock has stopped; it says ten to two and the pendulum isn't swinging." She looked at me, with a smile and said, "Oh shit."
Epilogue
At eight o'clock the following day I phoned Mr Barstow. "Sorry Boss, but Julia has indeed come down with the bug now, I'm a lot better but not fully fit. I'll be okay for Monday."
"Thanks, Alan, look after her, you're both important to us. Sylvia recommends Chicken Soup when I'm poorly."
"Thanks Boss, I'll tell her. Bye, see you Monday." I hung up.
I looked down at Julia, her hands tied behind her back to stop her starting the clock and told her what Mr Barstow said. She tried to reply but I told her not to talk with her mouth full.
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This stared out as a 750 word story. The aim was to get as close to 750 then thin it down. When I did that, it seemed too thin, so I asked for some advice and decided to take that advice and publish the full story. I also gave me the chance to expand a little bit.
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I was watching Kenneth Branagh in Henry V, he was just coming up to his Band of Brothers, St Crispin's day speech, one of my favourite bits. When my phone rang. It was my little brother, Stevie. That was strange, he was at a swish Golf Club function. We ran a small electrical company together and we had installed some lighting for them in the summer. I got invited to their Autumn Dance as a thank you. Not my sort of thing. I thought the management and the people we met were a bunch of pretentious pricks. I felt they looked down on working people like Stevie and me.
I answered it. "Hi Bro." He said he was several years younger than me, at times I thought he spoke a different language. "Where's Ginny?"
My wife Virginia, Ginny, was on a girls night out, whilst I babysat our two kids Mickey, seven and his sister Victoria, not Vicky. Eight and a half, not eight.
Ginny, five foot eight bundle of fun. A fantastic 36 28 36 figure. She was very pretty, but with a touch of make up she was gorgeous, and she had a smile and a sparkle that lit up any room.
"Sorry Dude, I think she's here at the golf club with a bloke."
"Shit, can you send me a photo?"
"I've already got one, here it is."
It arrived showing Ginny. The light wasn't good, but you could definitely see it was her dancing with this tall, slim, suave man with salt and pepper hair, looked a bit accountant lawyer type, she looked gorgeous, she always did, but I'd never seen that dress before.
They were dancing close, and you could just see him touching her breast. What the Fuck! My phone ​​bonged again, and it was another photo of them kissing.
I had to find out what the fuck was happening. I wasn't thinking straight but I had an idea how to sort this out. Shock and awe.
"Stevie, can you watch what happens?"
"Better than that bro, I'll stream it."
A picture appeared on my phone, and it was of Ginny and the bloke at a table, they were holding hands over it.
I sent Ginny a message. I saw her pick her handbag off the table and put it on the seat beside her. She would have heard the tone and known it was me.
"Stevie, can you get a waiter to go and tell her to answer the message from her husband."
I heard Stevie attract the attention of a waiter and ask him to do that, I saw him walk across and talk to Ginny. The look on her face was amazing. I could see her wonder. How did the waiter know she had a message from her husband and then the realisation, how did her husband know where she was.
She got her phone out and looked at the picture of her holding hands with the bloke, the next one was of them kissing. Her hands flew to her mouth. She was still for a few seconds, then gathered up her phone and ran to the door straight through the people dancing.
Stevie tracked her with his phone. When she had gone, he tracked back to the bloke. He stayed where he was looking confused.
It was seventeen and a half minutes when I heard a car draw up and a door slam.
Ginny came hurtling in through the door.
"It's not what it looks like."
"Tell me, what does it look like, you dancing, kissing another man, letting him feel your tit and not slapping him, what does it look like, tell me?"
She just stood there looking down.
"How many times?"
"Once."
Give me your lovers name,"
"I can't do that"
"Give me his name or we are finished"
"I can't, it would ruin him."
"So, he's more important to you than me or your family. You're going to throw 12 years away, just like that?"
She cried. She looked up at me with big sad eyes. "You'd hurt him then, you'd end up in prison and I would lose you."
"By fucking another man you've already lost me, the only way to get me back is tell me his name."
"He'll lose his job."
So, it was somebody she worked with. But there were hundreds of men in that company.
"Again, thinking of him not me or your marriage."
"He's got a wife and children."
"Still thinking of him not me, Protect him or your family, your choice.
"Choose carefully. Look if it makes it easier, I promise I won't hurt him, I won't lay a finger on him."
She looked at me sadly. "It was just the once, in his office, it was a mistake, I should never have done it. I'm sorry, I'm not sorry I got caught, it stopped me going further. But I am more sorry I did it, it was wrong." She looked up at me. "Charles Wilson."
"Where does he live?"
"17 Arcadia Ave, but he's probably still at the Golf Club now."
"Time I got my cricket bat went to the Golf Club then."
"But you promised you wouldn't hurt him."
"I said I wouldn't lay a finger on him. I'm not. It's a cricket bat."
"You promised you remained faithful till death do us part, guess we're both liars then."
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An epilogue for those who like an ending.
I had a plan. As I went upstairs, I gave Stevie a phone call. I told him what happened and asked if the bloke we now knew as Charles was still there. He was, Stevie had found out a bit more about him. He was the club Chairman or President, something like that. He had seen the board in the lobby with committee members and staff on it. Charles's picture was at the top. That's probably why he could take married women there on the quiet.
I came downstairs wearing black trousers and a dark hoodie, I grabbed my dark wind cheater, gloves, cricket bat and headed towards the door.
I looked at Ginny, "I'm just going to warn him to stay away from you, if you phone him, I will know, and it will be over between us."
I got on my mountain bike and 25 minutes later I pulled into the Golf club car park and left my bike by the fishpond.
It had started to rain halfway there.
"Stevie, is he still there?"
"Yup bro, chatting to some dudes. Bit of a ding dong going on, looks a bit heated, don't know what it's about."
"Thanks, I'm outside, do you remember where the circuit breaker panel is for the lights?"
"Of course, I changed it."
"Right, give me 5 minutes and then trip the lights in the car park."
I went and found the President's parking slot. It was easy, it was close to the entrance. I waited. It was raining quite hard by now, and cold. I managed to find shelter from most of the weather.
It was nearer 10 minutes when it went dark. I gave it another few minutes then I went to the rear of the black Mercedes and gave it a lift until the alarm went off. It didn't take long for Charles to come out and turn the alarm off with his remote control, he had a few people with him. On the fourth time he came alone and walked towards the car. I was by the rear wheel away from the club entrance. Charles was hurrying with his jacket over his head to protect himself from the rain. As he got to the car I stood up, He saw me and came round the car.
"Who the fuck are you and what are you doing with my car?"
He did have a posh clipped voice.
I stood still and said nothing.
He came towards me
"Well."
The blow with the bat caught him in the midriff. He went down holding his stomach. I leaned down and whispered to him. "Phone."
He managed to get it out of his pocket and offered it to me.
"Code."
"7767, here take my wallet." He managed to get it out of his pocket and offered it to me with the phone. I took both and made sure the code worked.
I could see he thought this was a mugging. My next comment dispelled that thought. "The only married women you fuck should be your own." When the message sunk in his face fell. About the same time as the swell of my bat came into very hard contact with his bollocks. Rapidly followed by each ankle and his left elbow. I also managed to walk on his knee.
If he was right handed, he would still be able to have a wank, if his balls ever came back from his throat.
He was out cold.
I went to the far side of the car park and looked through his phone. From what I gather from his messages it had only been once with Ginny, however tonight was going to be the second time.
There were suspicious messages from other female sounding names.
It was time to go home. I left his wallet on the bonnet of his car, I didn't even open it. I threw the phone in the fishpond and rode home.
I got home and Ginny was on the sofa in her bathrobe, she had obviously been crying a lot. I went upstairs and had a hot shower. It was bloody cold on the bike.
I got downstairs and helped myself to a beer. I sat in the armchair and looked at her and said, "When the police ask, I was here all night after you got in. Or I will take the kids and disappear."
"What about us?" she asked.
I'd thought about this on my ride home. "I'm here for the kids. When they leave, I leave." She'd have about 13 years to make me change my mind.
I'd been in about 10 minutes when Stevie phoned up. "Hey man what'd you do with the dude, no one has seen him for the last hour."
I told Stevie where to look. He used the excuse that he was going to look at the lights.
The police did come and according to my wife I had been at home ever since she got back from the Golf Club meeting a friend.
I got a call on Monday from the Golf Club asking if we could check the lights, they had gone out and one of their members had been mugged whilst they were out.
We got there Wednesday and had a look round. We told the Club Manager we had found a damaged junction box at the base of one of the lamp stands and the water had got in. It looked like someone had driven into it, he seemed happy with that, especially when we offered to change it free of charge. It was a lie. None were broken. The junction boxes were on the back of the lamp stands.
We had noticed that Charles's photo was no longer on the board of staff and committee members. Whilst I changed the box Stevie had a chat with the staff, telling them he was thinking of joining the club and learning to play golf. The rumour was that, now we had found the damaged junction box, and the staff knew it couldn't be hit by a car. One of Charles's girlfriend's husbands had damaged it on purpose, set his car alarm off to lure him outside and had beaten him up and left him unable to walk and he laid there in the rain till Stevie found him. It wasn't a mugging as his wallet was on the bonnet and nothing had been taken.
When Stevie asked about the missing photo, he was told that as Charles brought in a lot of business, so his dalliances were overlooked as long as he was discreet. Ginny rushing across the dance floor and him getting beaten up trashed that. He was no longer a member.
Stevie got offered an introductory price for a lesson with the club pro, he accepted.
It appears our Charles had two broken ankles, a broken knee and a broken elbow. He suffered from hypothermia because he couldn't move, he lay in the cold rain until Stevie found him and called an ambulance. He was hospitalised for months. Photographs were anonymously sent to HR and his wife. He lost his wife and job. With the loss of his job he lost his private medical insurance. He had to pay that out of his savings, well what was left after his wife took all she could. Ginny braved it for a few months, the knowing looks and giggles then she found a new job.
She tried to explain to me why. I told her I didn't care. The fact she had was enough. That didn't stop her. She said to me, "I fell under the spell of a charismatic charming man, I was weak. It won't happen again. I would lose your love forever."
She was a perfect mother and wife. She never strayed again.
When Mickey left home. I'd grown quite comfortable with her in the last 15 years. She learned to do things for me that I liked, she did her best to make it up to me for her moment of weakness. She never repeated that mistake and eventually, I forgave her. And where would I find a woman to do the things we both enjoyed doing together. I stayed.
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Wife wonders where her husband's new skills came from.
Cheating, suspicion, distrust, bondage,
Where the flipping heck did that come from? I had just come down from one of the biggest orgasms I'd ever had. I think I passed out for a little while. And my husband Kenny was still between my legs. He still had fingers inside me, I don't know how many, and he was still licking my clitoris oh so gently. It was a wonderful feeling. But I wanted more than some fingers inside me. I reached down, grabbed hold of his hair and pulled him up away from my licking my fanny. "Fuck me you bugger, come up here and fuck me." He just smiled up at me as he slid up my body. He resisted my hair pulling. He didn't come straight up. He kissed his way gently up through my bush, round my belly button and all the way up my tummy. I let go of his hair. What he was doing was lovely. Then he had one hand on my left breast and he kissed my right one, the nipples were already fully engorged. I do like it when he plays with my nipples.
I wanted him to kiss me even though he would have my juices all over his face. I grabbed hold of his head and pulled him towards me. I've never tasted me before. As he came up he slid in, he went all the way in and just laid there. This was so unlike him, normally he gets in and bangs away. It does the job, it gets me off, but to have it in there soaking is so much nicer.
He's fully in there now, then all of a sudden he thrusts forward, it feels bigger than ever. He pulls out slightly, I wrap my legs around him to stop him pulling out, it doesn't work. He paused nearly all the way out and back in and ​​started a slow steady stroke. When he ​​all the way in, he gives a little thrust and that little thrust pushes me over the edge, again. I hang on to him and I start to scream as he clasps his hand over my mouth. That makes it even better. My arms and legs clasp round him. He's going nowhere. I push back up into him I feel him shudder and I come again, I lost count how many times I came. I know a man falls asleep after sex, but I was knackered after all that and I could barely keep my eyes open. He lay down beside me, pulled me across and gave me a kiss me on the forehead. He wrapped his arm around me. I heard him whisper. "I love you." I fell asleep there.
I woke up in the morning. Kenny was still there asleep, snoring gently like he does. Where the hell did he learn to do that? Our sex life wasn't bad, he always got me off, which was good. But he was a bit of a Wham bam thank you ma'am. He did spend some time with his face between my legs, and I spent some time with his cock in my mouth. On his birthday, I would let him have my bum, after it was suitably prepared that is. But he'd never done anything like that before. It made me think. I would soon have to get up and sort the children out. It was a Saturday morning and there were things to do. Our son David had football practice. We thought five years old was a bit young, but he wanted to do it. And his younger sister, Vicki, loved her brother and wanted to go and watch. We thought she might be up for it as well when she was older, we often ​​watched the pair of them kicking a ball around the back garden.
Kenny and I, Jasmine, had been married for seven years. I thought he was getting the seven-year itch, and he picked up these tricks from his lover. No, he wouldn't do that. Porn films, he has been more secretive on the PC recently. No. Porn is about sex this was greater than sex, still I shouldn't complain. I think I had more orgasm's last night than I had all month, and they were good ones. I might have to look into this. But let's not rock the boat. I slipped out of bed, went downstairs and put the kettle on for tea. I got the bread out for the toast and I heard a noise behind me, I turned and there was Kenny, he must have sneaked down. He came up behind me, wrapped his arm around me. "I love you." He said.
I turned round whilst still ensconced in his arms and I wrapped my arms around him, looking deep in the eyes, I said to him. "I love you too my sweetheart." We kissed, and I could feel him getting hard again. Bloody hell had he been taking Viagra or something or was he trying to prove something.
The clatter of the noise upstairs reminded us that we would soon be joined by two tornadoes. He kissed me on the cheek and said, "Tonight, the same as last night?"
I smiled at him. "If you can manage it sunshine, then so can I."
Twice in two days, well, we'll have to see how he manages tonight.
The two tornadoes arrived as predicted and Saturday swung into its usual routine. I got the children's breakfast. Kenny got David's sports kit together, then he went and cut the grass. I hoovered up and did the little household jobs. Kenny took the children to David's football practice and I went shopping. Before he left, he said get something nice for tea. You decide, but I'll cook it. I saw some nice steaks in the supermarket. 36 day matured fillet steak, a bit expensive. I put a couple bottles of red wine in the trolley and on an impulse 4 bottles of Broadside beer. I know that is Kenny's favourite. Not too many though. I didn't want him getting brewer's droop.
Waiting in the queue with my trolley I had time to ponder. Where did he get those new skills from? I shouldn't complain. He was always a loving, caring, attentive man and his bedroom skills were OK. I'd had a couple of lovers before we met. Both were young and neither very experienced but neither was I. The second one was better. He was no better or worse than Kenny. With Kenny there was love and that made all the difference. Last night's Kenny was a completely different Kenny. We will have to see what happens tonight. The lady behind me harrumphed and I realised I hadn't started to unload my shopping trolley. I turned to look at her to apologise then I noticed she looked stunning, about 5 foot 7, long blonde hair, makeup perfect and a figure to die for and I'm not gay. A nice summery blouse and a dark skirt just to the knee she looked almost professional, but in a sexy sort of way.
When she smiled and the world lit up. "Sorry sweetie you were miles away." She said, and she had the sweetest voice.
I unpacked my trolley onto the belt and stood waiting. I could see a reflection of myself in the window. I did a comparison with the blond behind me. Short dark hair, no makeup, big baggy jumper, jeans and trainers. A glance back up the blonde taking in her shoes, yes 4 inch heels. Bloody hell I was a frump. What did Kenny see in me? OK my figure was fine underneath this frumpiness, but I never dressed up like this woman. I would for him tonight though.
Things carried on pretty much as most Saturdays. Kenny did tell me he was going to try and wear the children out. He succeeded. We put the children to bed at about 7:00. They were shattered, he did a good job.
Then he said, "I'm going to have a shower, put on something a little smarter than these tatty old jeans, then I'm going to cook you dinner. You've got about 45 minutes to do what you need to do. You've got time for a bath if you want one, but I can't scrub your back. I'm going to be busy."
He then put on a pseudo grumpy voice. "You have 45 minutes and don't be late or I might have to put you over my knee." Now that was new. Where was he getting these ideas from? Anyway, worry about that later. I thought about what to wear for the evening. Kenny came out of the shower and got dressed, he put on a pair of chinos, a proper shirt and shoes. He never normally wore shoes indoors, he normally goes barefoot. He kissed me on the forehead and said, "It's nearer 35 minutes now, don't be late."
This was all very strange, why am I complaining I was the benefactor of all this. Anyway, what was I going to wear? My thoughts went back to the lady in the supermarket. I had nothing quite like that. Similar but not quite right for this evening. I did have a corset that Kenny bought me some years ago. That was a little uncomfortable. I wasn't keen on wearing it, but I did have a long satin nightgown that he bought me for our honeymoon. That would do the trick. I brushed my hair till it shone. It wasn't as long as the blonde ladies, It was short and functional. I couldn't do the makeup like the blonde lady, but I could make an extra effort. I looked at myself in the mirror. I was almost a different person from the person who helped Kenny put the children to bed. I hope Kenny approved.
Whilst I was in the bathroom I got rid of most of my pubic hair, I trimmed it to a short length but not all the way off. I wasn't completely bald. I was hoping he would do what he did last night, that was fantastic
Not wishing to have my bottom smacked I made sure I wasn't late, but then a thought crossed my mind perhaps that might be fun as long as it doesn't hurt too much. I walked into the kitchen Kenny was there he had an apron on, and he had taken his shoes off. The table was set up with flowers and candles, and the wine was open. I could see he had one of his Broadsides keeping him company whilst he cooked. He came to me, took me by the hand and kissed me on the cheek. "Milady looks gorgeous. I love that nightgown on you, you should wear it more often."
"I thought you might have liked the corset but it's a bit uncomfortable."
"I would have loved the corset, you know it's my favourite, but this is about you, not me. Would milady like a glass of wine. I hope she likes it? Well, she should, she chose it." He giggled at his little joke.
It was a fantastic dinner, he made chips himself. Nice big chunky ones with a hint of pepper and mixed herbs, garden peas and the steak just exactly how I like it. We talked about nothing, just chatted about the day, work, nothing serious though. It was all very pleasant. I had just had about enough when he went to the fridge and came back with a bowl of Strawberries and Cream. Where did he get those from? He must have made a special trip whilst he was out with the children. He wouldn't let me touch anything; he fed me the strawberries dipped in the cream.
We finished dinner and he led me by the hand into the lounge. We sat on the settee and he pulled my head onto his shoulder. He looked at me and said, "I love you."
We sat there for about 10 minutes not talking, just enjoying each other 's company. It was getting time to make a move and it will be my move this time. I looked at him, kissed him on the lips and said. "I think we should take this upstairs."
He smiled, stood up and held his hand out to me, I took it and he led me upstairs into our bedroom. Inside he turned me around so I was facing him. He put his hands on my shoulders and eased the straps of my nightgown so it fell to the floor. I wasn't wearing a bra, just a pair of silk knickers. He kissed me on the lips and held me. It felt so good, then he gently pushed me back and this sunk to his knees. That was surprising, he held on to my thighs and he used his teeth to remove my knickers. That was sexy as hell, he got them as far as my mid thighs and stopped. Then he buried his face in my newly trimmed bush and eased my lips apart with his tongue and started gently licking my clitoris, whilst he was licking there with his hands he took my knickers off so I could open my legs and give him better access. I felt a finger go up inside me, my legs nearly buckled. I had to lean forward and rest on his shoulders. I wasn't going to last long but he stopped, the bugger.
He stood up, kissed me on the lips and said. "I've got too many clothes on." I knew when to take a hint. I almost tore the shirt off as he undid the belt, I undid the zip and pulled his trousers down. He wasn't wearing any underpants. That was plainly obvious by the erection sticking out several inches into my face. It looked bigger than normal, it didn't take me long. I knew this was going straight into my mouth. I can't deep throat, but I can fit most of it in, I know what he likes and I did it. I heard him groan. "Stop it. no more. I need to save it up for later." He grabbed me quite forcibly and lifted me off of him. I looked at him and put the pouty face on. With that he turned me round and slapped my backside, not hard. Yes, that could be fun. He then pushed me forward and I fell onto our bed face first. I managed to scramble over onto my back. He got between my legs and held my knees apart. Again he attacked my clitoris with his tongue, not gently.
Then the fingers inside I paid more attention this time I think it was two in there moving in and out, not fast, but not slow and then all of a sudden he seemed to bend them upwards and the wave of orgasm hit me something flashed across my mind about a G spot. I never thought it existed until now as I was coming down. I felt him pick me up and lay me in the centre of the bed and he got his head back between my thighs. I wasn't sure how much more of that I could stand, but at least another one and he didn't disappoint. He pushed his fingers in harder and faster. I grabbed a pillow and shoved it in my face to stop the screaming as I came. The next thing I know he pulled the pillow away as he was entering me with his cock. It felt bigger than yesterday, and his thrusts were hard. Not the gentle love making of last night. I went to grab hold of him, he took my hands and held them over my head, that was new. He looked down at me with a smile as he thrust.
I was looking up at him and he said. "I love you so much." and he thrust in extra hard my legs wrapped around him and I screamed he put his hand over my mouth. I wasn't sure if it was a sex play or just not to wake the children. But it certainly worked on the sex front trying to hold all that noise and orgasm in. I felt him spurt inside me and he grunted and then collapsed on top of me resting on his arms. He laid there until I felt him go soft and then he rolled off. He took me in his arms. I couldn't help it I fell asleep but my disappearing thought was I love this new Kenny but where did he come from?
We woke up Sunday morning, I couldn't stop smiling. I let Kenny sleep in and I made him a cup of tea in bed after the pleasures of last night, that was the least I could do. Sunday was a good day. He kept on touching me as we passed each other. I cooked Sunday dinner as usual, I made an extra effort with cauliflower cheese, his favourite.
We didn't make love Sunday night, just cuddled. Then reality hit us. Work for both of us. I work in a local insurance office, admin sort of stuff. My best friend at work, Jenny, must have noticed because she asked me how my weekend was over coffee at about 10:00. I just smiled with a dreamy look.
"Come on smiler, spill the beans, what happened to you this weekend."
"Oh no what happens between me and Kenny stays between me and Kenny. But let's just say I can't stop smiling and walking is sometimes difficult."
"Good for you girl, you've finally got him in training, I just hope it wasn't guilty sex."
Now why would she say that, but it had crossed my mind. I couldn't think of anything he had done wrong. Was it a secret he was keeping from me? Was it guilty sex?
Jenny said to me. "What's he done wrong, has he crashed the car, upset your mum and dad? That's a favourite of my old man, that's what he does." Then she laughed. "Perhaps he's bonking his secretary?"
He doesn't have a secretary, he works for local builders doing estimates on buildings. He used to be a builder himself. There are a few ladies in his office, but most of them are old enough to be his mother. It was quite worrying now Jenny had put that into my head, I couldn't get rid of it. Was he having an affair, was that where he was learning all the new skills and was it guilt he was bringing home to me. Shit. "Jenny, you cow," I thought to myself.
I would have to look into this but how? I couldn't afford a detective agency, and he would spot the money gone. I did have a little money stashed aside as I was saving up for a present for him. He had been looking at a new fishing pole, so I was putting a little aside every month to go most of the way towards it. I'm sure it wouldn't be enough to hire a detective agency, so I would have to do this myself. Over lunch I​​ had a think, what could I do myself?
I had found a strange folder on the PC that was blocked, that's not normal and that sprang to mind. I hadn't thought much about it at the time. Right, I need to see what's in that folder. One of the chaps in the office is a bit of a computer geek. So I had a chat with him. He asked what he thought my husband was hiding. Unfortunately, he was a bit of a creep and he gave me a leary grin. "I bet he's looking at dating agencies or porn that's what most men do."
I thought to myself. "Yes, that's what you would do." He told me about things called keystroke loggers, but he pointed out the easiest way is a small video camera videoing what keys were used, he said to me. "I can lend you one that will do the job, but it'll cost you." Yes, I imagine it would, and it wouldn't be money. "OK, what's the price?"
"A date with you." That was what I expected off the creep, but I had an idea.
"I'll tell you what, if he's looking at dating agencies, then you're on, if he's not you've just done me a big favour."
He gave me a slight grin thinking that most men were like him. I hope the bloody hell they are not. My Kenny wasn't, at least I hoped he wasn't. The nerd gave me a small camera. It was incredibly small. He showed me how to download video to my phone. He set it up for me. I made him promise under pain of mutilation that this stays between me and him, or there would be no date. And I told him if he was right, I would make his date a night to remember. I would but not the way he thought. Dirty minded git.
I went and saw my boss, I told him I wasn't feeling well, and I was going to take the rest of the week off. I told him I had a nasty cold and didn't want to spread it around the office otherwise they'd all be off. I managed a fake sneeze into a handkerchief, and he stood back. He told me to go home straight away. Sometimes men are so gullible.
Right now, I have to plan. I could follow him around. Most of the work he did was in the local area so if he was playing away, I would easily find it.
I went home and it was quite easy to set the camera up where he wouldn't see it, well there was only one place on a shelf. I checked that it all worked and provided he didn't move the keyboard too far away I could see his keystrokes and the bottom half of the monitor.
If I was going to follow him I needed a disguise. I went through my wardrobe and I found stuff that I hadn't worn for a while. My hair was going to be a problem then I remembered seeing in a charity shop a couple of big hats. I went early to pick the children up from nursery school and made a bypass round to the charity shop. They had wigs as well, that would be better than a hat. One was blonde and very bushy, the other one was ginger. That would draw too much attention but I bought both anyway. I checked the washing instructions, I could manage that. There were also a couple of pairs of sunglasses of different shapes which I nabbed.
I picked up the kids, got home and hid my purchases. Now I had to find out what his plans are for the rest of the week, we normally talk about work over dinner. His is much more interesting than mine. What some people expect for a few thousand pounds never ceases to amaze us.
I paid a little more attention when I asked him what his plans were for the rest of the week. He told me he was in the office all day Tuesday, he had to pop to a new housing estate on Wednesday. Thursday was in the office again, hopefully working out what he'd seen on Wednesday and Friday he had to go for the next town over to deliver an estimate and he was hoping to be finished early and come straight home from there.



Bugger, that would be difficult for me to follow him. I was planning to use my stash of birthday money to use Ubers and taxis. It was a quiet evening, we watched a spot of telly. I went to bed early to give him time to play on his PC. Let's see what that shows in the morning.
He left for work as usual, I wasn't expecting too much as he was spending the day in the office. He took the kids to nursery on his way to work. I managed to get the wigs washed and I trimmed the ginger one down so it was not as bushy but slightly longer than my hair so it wouldn't stand out as much. Similar with the blonde one. I trimmed it to shoulder length, not down the back. It wasn't a particularly neat job, but it'll do. I tried some hats on, unfortunately most of them were for weddings. I'd stick out like a sore thumb. But I had a couple of rain hats. I matched them with the ginger wig and a pair of glasses. I did not recognise myself when I looked in a mirror.
My plan was to watch him at lunchtime and see if he did anything. I made my way to his office and set up in the cafe across the road, I felt very self-conscious. I saw him leave and he walked down the road, I followed him, he went into the newsagent. That was strange, we didn't get newspapers, we got most of our news off the Internet. He left and went back towards his office. He was carrying a magazine, it was rolled up, I couldn't see what it was. I was tempted to go into the news agents and ask what the chap had bought, but that would look silly. He carried on walking to a bench in the park. He sat down and started reading the magazine. I still couldn't see what it was, his fishing magazines were delivered to home so it wouldn't be one of those. And it looked too shiny for that sort of thing. Just before his lunchtime finished, he stood up, rolled up the magazine, put it into his pocket and walked back to work.
I sat in the cafe and had another coffee and watched in case he left. I was starting to get strange looks from the waitresses. I must bring something to do next time, a book or my laptop and look like I was working. It was my turn to collect the kids from the nursery. I managed to get home, take my disguise off and pick them up. I was a little bit late.
I checked the download from the camera, unfortunately as Kenny was typing he leaned forward and I could only see half the keystrokes he made and the bottom half of the screen that I could see once he logged on just appeared to be words, there was no pictures I would have to move the camera slightly.
When he got home I asked him how his day was. He said it was usual, nothing strange happened well not in his eyes anyway. So he didn't spot me, hopefully. I looked into his coat, there was no magazine in there, he must have left it at work. Eating dinner, I asked him a bit more about his trip tomorrow, he raised an eyebrow. I wasn't normally that interested. I made the excuse that if he was out somewhere he could do a spot of shopping for me. He seemed to accept that. He told me where he was going, but it was nowhere near a supermarket, but he said he'd make a detour if it was important. I told him I would do it whilst picking up the kids, but at least I knew where he was going.
The following day I was all sorted, I got a taxi to his work and had a coffee in the shop over the road. I was wearing the blonde wig and a hat this time. I took my laptop and opened it up, it looked like I was typing something. It was rubbish. I knew his appointment was at 11:00 so I waited until it was nearly time. Then I ordered a taxi and I got him to take me to the address where Kenny was going.
I tried to stand discreetly on the corner trying not to look like a lady of the night during the day. I saw Kenny's car arrive and he went into the house. I gathered it's just a house extension, I tried to see the house owner. I hoped to hell it wasn't a young blonde or worse the blonde that was behind me in the supermarket queue. He was in there for about an hour and then he came out and I could see him doing some measuring, he got a middle-aged man to help him by holding the tape measure. I could see him making lots of notes. A middle-aged woman came out while he was doing this and brought him a cup of something, then she went back inside. It all looked perfectly innocent. But I waited until I saw him come out and get in his car, then I ordered a taxi back to the café, when I got there his car was there.
Right time for the children. Taxi back home, hide my disguise again and pick the children up. All this worry was quite tiring. Tomorrow should be an office day. I wonder if he will buy another magazine.
Just after I collected the children, I got a phone call. Something had come up and he would be late home and not to worry about dinner, he would get something. He knew I would be trapped with the children. So, was that his plan, to meet his lover when I was stuck with the kids and use work as an excuse.
Time for bribery with the children. I promised them an adventure and lots of ice cream if we went for a drive in the car. At the mention of ice cream, they were no problem.
I got them into their car seats and drove to Kenny's office, I saw him leave and I followed him to a housing estate on the other side of town. He knocked on the door and I could see a 30 something pretty lady let him in. I couldn't sit in the same place, the children would get fractious, so I drove around the block stopping in a local shop for ice cream. After one more trip round the kids fell asleep. Then after about an hour or so the front door opened and Kenny came out. The lady gave him a kiss on the cheek. He got to his car and waved back to her, she waved to him. It looked like they were very familiar. I didn't like this one bit. I got home just after Kenny, he asked where we'd been. I told them the kids were playing up, so I took them for a drive round and to the ice cream shop, he seemed to buy that, probably helped by the fact their faces were covered in ice cream.
Now it's time for a test. We got to bed, he didn't stay up with his PC. When he got in beside me, I slid my hand across and gently took hold of his cock. He looked at me and said, "Not tonight sweetheart, I'm sorry. I'm knackered, and I want to save it up for the weekend." So that was it. He'd seen his lover and there was nothing left for me.
I turned my back on him, the literal cold shoulder. He slid across and whispered. "Sorry."
He spooned me and slid his hand around and cupped my breast and gave the nipple a gentle tweak. Then he slid his hand down over my tummy using his fingernails. He knows I like that, he found his way to my fanny lips, he eased them apart and started rubbing my clitoris. He took his hand away. I was disappointed, he had only just started. Was he teasing me? No, he licked his fingers and put them back, I must have been dry. His finger work had got better, he gave me a small orgasm, not earth shattering, but nice, he whispered in my ear. "Sorry I'm so tired love, I will make it up to you this weekend. I promise." It wasn't long before I heard him snoring gently.
Kenny wasn't stupid a man. He wouldn't sleep with another woman and bring those skills home to me. But I couldn't stop what Jenny had said rattling around in my brain. There are a lot of smart divorced men and women out there who thought they could get away with cheating. I would have it out with him this weekend. I will have to get my Mum and Dad to have the children for the weekend.
I did a similar thing again but this time it was the ginger wig with a different hat and my laptop. I used my car and parked it around the corner, then at about 11:45 Kenny came out and headed away from the newsagents. A couple of other people came out of the office just after him. I followed Kenny, he went to the pub down the road. That was strange, he didn't normally drink during the week. I managed to sneak in and find a quiet corner where I had a reasonable view of him. Then I saw a mature lady come in and sit next opposite him. I recognised her as leaving his office just after him, this was all a bit discreet. They both went to the bar and ordered drinks and food, they appeared to pay for their own. Then Kenny did something strange, he got his mobile phone out, pushed some buttons and laid it on the table. They seem to have a long chat. Then she starts giggling and laughing. Their food and drink arrived. I got a better look at her when she went to the toilet, she was slim. Very well turned out and pretty in a mature sort of way, but nearly as old as my mum. He couldn't have a mature woman fixation, could he?
They finished eating, Kenny got more drinks this time he paid for both of them. His seemed to be orange juice by the look of it, but she was drinking red wine. They left separately, Kenny went first I was dithering whether to follow him or wait and follow her. I decided to follow her. She went back to the office.
I sat there watching in the cafe and then a strange thing happened. Kenny drove up in his car. I hadn't realised it was missing. I assumed when he left the pub he'd gone back to work but he must have gone somewhere else. I lost track of him for two hours. Now I had queries, why was he seeing a lady? I could ask him awkward questions this evening after the kids had gone to bed, But I couldn't let him know I knew he was missing for two hours.
We had dinner and I know it's a school night and he doesn't normally drink but I went and got him one of his Broadsides and put it in the glass. I asked him how his day was, did anything different happen.
He said. "No same old rubbish."
"You seemed not so hungry, did you go out for lunch?"
"Yes I popped into the pub, a pastie and an orange juice."
"It must be boring eating on your own?"
He didn't answer the question. He just said. "It can get a bit noisy in the office at lunch time with all the women chattering, so I thought I'd go out. I sometimes just go and sit on a park bench for some peace and quiet.
"Why all this sudden interest in my day?" He asked.
"Just paying interest." He wasn't outright lying to me about the woman that was with him or the park bench, just a little shy on the truth.
It was just a normal evening watching rubbish on television.
When we went to bed he started stroking me and kissed me. He wanted something, I didn't know what to do. Yesterday he wanted to wait until the weekend. I was confused, had something changed after his chat with the lady in the pub? I went with it. We made gentle love. It wasn't the stuff we did over the weekend. It was gentle and comfortable, he did spend some time between my legs. There were only two fingers inside and no G spot. I felt a little bit disappointed, he wasn't quite back to his Wham bam thank you ma'am, so I wondered how long this passion would last. I was completely confused now, was it guilty sex because that's what I thought, or was it just at the weekend?
Friday took a little bit more planning. I knew roughly what time he had to be at his next job. I couldn't follow him in my car, so I was a bit sneaky. I hired a little Fiat 500. I always wanted to try one of those. I waited outside his office. He got in his car and drove away. I followed him and he went where he told me he was going. It was a row of shops. He had mentioned that the owner wanted two shops knocking into one. Something to do with becoming a bigger shop or a restaurant, I can't remember what. I saw them walking around, there was lots of pointing and note taking, then I couldn't believe it. The lady from the supermarket walked past. Shit. Both men discreetly followed her with their eyes. She'd never recognise me. I was in completely different clothes. Then I realised I had dressed to look like her. I had 3 inch heels on but I had a skirt and a blouse. I was wearing the blonde wig without the big sunglasses, it wasn't sunny so that would look odd. I let the hair fall forward hiding most of my face. Kenny and the man went back inside and about half an hour later they came out. I saw them shake hands. There were lots of smiles. I'm guessing Kenny got the job.
I managed to make it back in the little Fiat and handed the car back in and swapped it for mine. Kenny was due to pick the children up. I was worn out. I decided tonight would be a takeaway night. On my way home I phoned Mum and asked if she and Dad could have the children Saturday night. That was when it slipped out that Kenny had already arranged it. He was planning to take me out, but it was a secret. Mum never could keep a secret.
I managed to get home, put everything away and sit and wonder. I had time to go and look at the spy camera but I didn't really want to look. I was worried now what I would find. And where did he go for those two hours. And what was the magazine he was buying.
He brought the two tornadoes back and the usual mayhem ensued. But what surprised me was he bought me a bunch of flowers. Last week the fantastic sex and flowers this week, what was happening?
We had pizza, the kids love pizza. Strangely enough we prefer fish and chips. With the kids settled down he got me a bottle of wine, not just a glass. He got himself a beer. We normally watch some comedy for a giggle. Dad's Army is always good for that. After it finished Kenny took me by the hand and said to me. "Sweetheart last weekend was fantastic so I've asked if your Mum and Dad will have the kids for us tomorrow night. So I can take you out, we haven't been out for ages and you're looking very worried this week. You're very quiet and I'm worried about you, is there anything you want to tell me?"
Bugger! I thought I'd been so normal. Perhaps the worry was starting to show?
A night out would be good.
We got up in the morning and everything kicked into place as usual. The difference was that when Kenny and the kids came back from Davids's football practice, he took them straight to Mum and Dads.
He got in about two o'clock. He swept up in his arms even though I was wearing baggy jeans and had a Hoover in my hand. Thought flashed through my mind that if he's done something wrong, it's bloody big and he's trying to make it up.
He brought in jam scones from a local bakery, one of our favourites. He made a cup of tea and we sat there in companionable silence as we ate the scones. It crossed my mind again, if he screwed up it would be big. I could find no money missing from the accounts, there's no dents in the car, the house was intact and the kids hadn't complained. But after Jenny's comments the only thing I could think of was that he was or had an affair. Shit. I would have to see how this plays out. Apart from the two missing hours on Thursday and the Wednesday late visit to the blond lady, he'd done nothing wrong. Was that when he met his lover, the one that taught him all these new tricks surely 2 hours wasn't enough. Bugger how long has this been going on for?
I would have to sort this out or I would be a mental wreck.
We finished the household jobs. I went upstairs and he'd run me a bath already. There weren't candles and rose petals floating in it. He rubbed my back, and my front and he slipped his fingers down and into me, gently playing with my clitoris. I was on the edge. I was almost coming when he stopped and stood up, he looked down at me, smiled and said. "I think the phone's ringing, I'd best check in case it's your Mum." Christ I was so close, I don't like doing this, but I finished myself off. It felt dirty, but exciting.
It wasn't long before he came back and said. "Sorry sweetheart, it was my mistake." He just looked at me and smiled. The git.
He helped me out of the bath and wrapped a big white towel around me and went for a shower himself. I didn't know what to wear. I didn't know where we were going, in all the confusion I'd forgotten to ask, was it jeans and jumper for the pub or was it LBD for a restaurant? I laid out three options on the bed for him to choose: jeans and jumper. Leather skirt, blouse with black four inch heels and an LBD with the same heels. He came out, looked at me, smiled and pointed to the middle one. Right, we're not going to the pub that was good.
He was obviously making an effort, so I thought I would. Underneath the blouse and skirt I wore the corset and stockings. I didn't do it up too tight so it wouldn't be too uncomfortable. Just keeping my options open.
He came downstairs looking smart. Shirt, trousers and brogues, he was looking as bright as a pin. He looked at me, smiled at me and said. "Absolutely perfect milady." He offered me his arm as he walked me out to the car. He opened the door for me. I was now getting more worried, he was being extra nice; he was always nice to me, but this was extra nice. We went to our favourite restaurant. It wasn't romantic, it was a small Chinese place, we like Chinese food.
The food was, as usual, brilliant. I also saw he wasn't drinking. I normally drive home after we go out in the evening. He drank tonic water instead of his usual G&T. But he made sure my wine glass was rarely empty. It was a wonderful evening.
He drove home. Having experienced what we did last weekend I was all of a tingle, but scared shitless to where this was going after what I had seen during the week.
When we got home, I went to open the door. He looked at me and said sternly. "Don't you dare, that's my job." He rushed round the car and opened the door and offered me his hand to help me out. He escorted me up to the front door and opened it for me. I barely got in the door and he took hold of my arm, turned me around and crushed me to him. He kissed me deeply and passionately. He pushed himself back, looked at me and said. "Corset, lovely. Thank you my sweetheart." There in the hallway he unbuttoned my blouse and eased it off my shoulders. He folded the corset cups down and started kissing my nipples. This was all really very gorgeous but strange, different. He came up close to me. I thought he was going for a cuddle, but no he undid the zip at the back of my skirt and it dropped to the floor. He took hold of my shoulders and pushed me back, he looked me up and down and said. "Fucking gorgeous milady." He said it with such passion that being slightly uncomfortable all evening made it all worthwhile. There's no children to worry about. He took hold of my hand and led me up the stairs. I felt like it was going up into heaven, but hell may just be around the corner.
When he played with my nipples, he was much gentler these days, not like he was trying to tune an old fashioned radio by screwing the knob off, it was much better.
We got into the bedroom, and he put his left hand into my hair and pulled my head back slightly. His right hand was playing with my nipples. I didn't think they could get any harder. He looked at me deeply. "Would milady like rough, gentle, or passionate tonight."
He was giving me a choice, he'd never done that before. I was even more confused.
"I leave it up to milord." I thought I would enter into his game.
"That is a heavy responsibility milady has given me, I will try not to let her down."
With that he carried on undressing me he took the corset off but left the stockings and shoes on. It had been my turn to go commando, he stood behind me kissing my neck, he knows how much I like that. His left hand went round and cupped my breast. He gently played with the nipples. He ran his fingernails from between my breasts down over my belly and into my bush. It didn't take long for his fingers to start exploring. There was plenty of lubrication down there for him. He was soon gently playing around my clitoris, and he would tease it around it and then over it and use his fingers inside me. He would move them in and out gently. So it's going to be gentle love making then.
I thought he was going to tease me and not let me come but he didn't. He was holding me up and as I orgasmed, my legs collapsed, he held on to me. I remember him turning me around and laying me on the bed and physically lifting me to put me in the middle and then he got down between my thighs. I don't know where he learned to do this but he was fantastic. It wasn't long before I was coming again. He stopped, got off the bed and went to his bedside cabinet, opened the drawer and pulled out a vibrator. We hadn't used one of those for years and I didn't recognise this one. It was very small, about finger size. There wasn't much to it. He looked at me. "Yes or no?"



"Milord is still in charge."
He switched the vibrator on as he got back on the bed. I expected him to push it inside me. I wasn't sure I would feel it if he did. It was so small. But he didn't, he played it around the outside of my clitoris, not touching it and every now and again he would move it gently over the top. I would shudder every time he did. Then I felt him push two fingers inside. He carried on playing with the vibrator. I had to hang on to something and the only thing was his hair. I did. I just hung on.
I was about to come again. My body was shaking and he stopped. He took vibrator away the bugger, I was nearly there and I told him so.
Looking at me. "Am I still in charge?"
I nodded.
"Just say 'Stop'."
Why say 'stop'? Then I felt the vibrator slip just a little into my back side. That is why it was so small. He was looking at me as if waiting for permission. "Gently." I whispered to him.
He was, it was still going. Now that was a different feeling. It felt lovely.
He just slid up body, that was lovely. He didn't bother with my nipples this time. He came straight to my lips and kissed me. I felt him position himself between my legs. I felt his cock just enter me and he was a gentle push he got all the way in and then he did the same as he did the other night. He let it soak. It was a completely different feeling with that little bugger buzzing away up my backside. Then he gave a gentle thrust that nearly put me over the edge.
He was holding himself up on his elbows and he looked at me and he said. "I love you." Then he started. He wasn't gentle. He was like a steam piston in and out. Long, hard and deep. I had to hang on to him. My legs went round his back and I pulled him into me. It didn't stop him from going on. I saw fireworks. I think he came because he stopped and collapsed beside me. His cock was still hard, I had to do something for him so I slid down the bed and took him in my mouth, there was a confusion of tastes. I didn't care. Despite my efforts he was going soft, but it didn't matter. I found the little bugger and pulled it out, I managed to find the 'off' switch. The room went quiet. I slid up the bed and into his arms, he pulled the quilt over us. I can barely keep my eyes open, but a strange thought crossed my mind. I'll have to make sure we change the sheets before the children get home.
We hadn't closed the curtains in our rush to get into bed last night and the sun woke me up early. He was still fast asleep, but I had to ask myself, he's turned from a good lover into a fantastic lover. Where did he get that from? Jenny's comment about him having an affair stuck in my mind. He wouldn't. Would he?
I thought back over the past week. Wednesday night he came in late after I saw him leave that woman's house, she gave him a kiss on the cheek. She looked a bit older than us. He didn't want sex on Wednesday night. Had he had it with that woman? His excuse that he wanted to save it up until the weekend didn't really hold water. But he did cuddle me and hold me tight. Then the mature lady from his office that he had lunch with on Thursday and the two hours he was missing after he left her.
I couldn't move the camera in the right place so I could see what he was doing, just the bottom half of the screen. It was only words, and I couldn't read them.
I couldn't stand this anymore. I would have to know one way or another. And as the kids weren't here this was as good time as any to do it. We could get all the screaming and shouting done before they got back at about six tonight.
OK, I was nervous. My job makes me distrustful. But I never thought I'd be distrustful of my husband. When things happen to people they try to fudge it so they get the biggest insurance payout they can. If they're honest. I don't have a problem. But you can tell. When people try to put one over on the company. They're new at cheating. We've been catching these people forever.
I had to find out. Why would he have a lover, then blatantly bring all the skills home to me? It just didn't sit right. I would have to tackle this, but how?
I put my bathrobe on and went downstairs and started getting breakfast ready. ​​Back bacon and egg sandwich is his favourite. So, that is what I did for him. I think it was the smell of the frying bacon that brought him down. He came up behind me and held me and kissed my neck and stuck his hands inside my bathrobe. It was nice.
I told him to sit down when I placed his breakfast in front of him, I even got out the Fruity HP brown sauce.
I just have a slice of toast and a cup of tea for breakfast. I looked at him and smiled. I waited till he had a mouthful of food.
"So when will I meet this woman who has taught you all these new tricks? I would like to thank her. I wish you had hooked up with her before this. Then she would have saved me a mediocre sex life for years. I thought the sex life we had was good until she taught you all these new tricks.
"And tell her she can have you all the time now that I'm going to divorce you."
I expected food to come flying across the table, nothing happened, he carried on chewing and smiled at me. "I wondered when you get round to asking and no, there is no other woman. Please check, I will pay for a detective agency."
That was when I came clean and told him I'd followed him all week and then I listed the things that I'd seen that didn't seem right. The magazine on Tuesday, the lady that gave him the kiss on Wednesday. Not wanting sex Wednesday night. The Thursday meeting with the lady from his office and the two missing hours and finally the locked folder that I found on the PC. I didn't tell him I tried to get into it by using the spy cam.
His face was a picture. I'd caught him out. He spluttered a bit, then got up and walked into the living room. I heard his car keys jangling. Shit, he wasn't leaving me, was he? Just because I found him out surely, we'll talk about it. No, he only had his bathrobe on, he wasn't going anywhere. He came back in and he was clutching a magazine. He laid it on the table, it was Cosmopolitan.
Looking at me and saying, "It appears I wasn't as smart as I thought I was." He held his hand out to me. "It'll be more comfortable on the settee."
This wasn't what I expected, no denials, no arguing. I took his hand and he picked up the two mugs of tea and we went and sat in the living room. He sat at one end of the settee and me at the other. We faced each other.
He had a look that worried me. "You know I went out a couple of months ago at work, all the ladies and just a couple of us blokes, the blokes stood at the bar, but I'd fallen over at work that day and my hip was giving me gyp, so I sat down. There was no room where the ladies were, so I sat in the booth behind them. I think they forgot I was there and I heard him talking about their sex lives. I'd heard that you ladies do like to talk about it amongst yourselves. Most of them were complaining that men didn't consider them or their feelings enough. They were all too hurried. A couple of them suggested they might take on some of the young builders in our yard. Some said they had good sex lives with husbands who were attentive, loving, bold and experimental and made time for them. But most of them just moaned. That was when Jillian, that's the mature lady you saw me with, tore into them. 'If your men are bad in bed it's your fault for not teaching them.' that shut them up. 'If you want to do something tell them if they do it wrong tell them, but they have egos, do it gently."
"I wondered what sort of husband lover I was?"
"And that made me think, was I like that? I came to the conclusion I think I was probably okay. Maybe a little bit selfish, but you seemed to enjoy what we did. But I could do better."
"I thought back two years ago you started dressing smarter and you were coming home later. I wondered if you were having an affair, so I followed you. I know that's not a nice thing to do, but it appears you've been following me anyway, so I don't mind so much now. Then I saw you were taking that new chap that had just started showing him where everything was in town. I saw nothing untoward. You were just being nice and that was when I found out he was gay.
"Then last month a similar sort of thing happened. You started dressing up nice for going to work and I worried again. You told me you had new clients and wanted to look nice, and it made you feel better. That was when I decided to up my game and I spoke to Jillian at work the following day. I told her what I'd overheard, and did she have any advice, did I need training? She laughed at me and said, 'you're a man, of course you do. But if you need to ask, there is hope for you and your marriage.' It was her that told me to start reading Cosmopolitan and where to look on the Internet. There are some websites just Google 'how to drive your woman wild in bed' but she suggested I didn't do it at work and that's what's in the folder The password is 'Jasmine1LU'. I didn't think you'd find it. Obviously I didn't hide it very well."
He opened up the magazine, he gave it to me, the page header was 'Do Kinky to enhance your love life.' I had a quick scan through, whilst he went and fetched more tea.
"Are we okay?" He asked when he got back.
"The woman on Wednesday when I came home late and you saw me. We had given them an estimate for a house extension because her husband has become disabled. He is a veteran and suffering from PTSD and he gets angry easily if he doesn't understand something. He was angry at the price, so I went round to him and explained exactly what we're going to do, almost down to every brick, not just the bare bones that we normally put on an estimate. By the time I left he was much happier. I couldn't drop the price, we weren't making much on it anyway, but I think I came up with some sort of payment plan with no extra interest. The lady was very grateful that I put her husband's mind at rest. "
I was starting to feel like an idiot now. And I told him so.
He reached across and took my hands, smiled at me and said. "No my sweetheart, just wary and that's a good thing. I thought I'd covered my tracks better.
"One last thing, the two hours I was missing on Thursday, I went to the sex shop and bought that vibrator."
He'd explained everything. I still felt silly. But I have one more question. "So what did you talk to Jillian about? How our sex life is rubbish". He got up and walked away again. I wasn't so worried he was going to leave because he was still in his bathrobe. He came back with his mobile phone. He put it on the coffee table next to us and he said to me, "We have a strict non-fraternisation policy at work. So what Jillian and I did was to record the conversations. So if anybody spoke to us about seeing us together we could play back what we talked about, so they could see there was no hanky panky going on, just an old lady giving a young man some advice." With that he pressed play on his phone.
"Is that recording?" I heard a lady's voice say.
"Yes." Came his reply.
"Well, have you done what I told you to?"
"Yup, and it's working. That was good advice of yours to slow down, see what worked, do more of that, what didn't work change and to be gentle. As you pointed out, most men are like a bull in a china shop. And yes, Cosmo helped and those websites you gave me were good as well."
"Well the next step is do you have any toys?"
"An old vibrator that we haven't used for years"
"You haven't used it?"
"It just didn't seem to work."
"Bloody hell, it's one of the simplest machines you can use to give a woman pleasure, if it wasn't working it's because you were doing it wrong. Don't go into details, I don't want to know. I suggest what you've learned to do with your tongue, you do with the vibrator and if it's not working change it."
There was a pause for a couple of seconds in the recording. Then I heard him say. "Can you cover for me for an hour whilst I pop to the sex shop on the other side of town." He paused, then in a sort of embarrassed tone he asked. "From a woman's point of view, any advice on what I should buy?"
"Start with a simple one, and if she likes it, you go shopping together for your next one, not on your own. I keep saying you men need to stop buying lingerie for yourself. Buy lingerie for her to wear for you. Do it together. Do something that's going to make her feel good."
"No details but last week she wore the satin night dress that I bought for her for our wedding night, that went down well."
"Well there you go, and for Christ's sake talk to one another. Have you made a list of things you want to explore?"
There was a rustle of paper and I heard him say. "That's just a list of things I could think up after looking at Cosmo. I don't necessarily want to do all of them but I thought if I listed them all she could turn them down, give her a choice. I have left off stuff that I definitely don't want to do"
"See you're learning." There was a pause.
"BDSM, Spanking and bondage are all the same thing. I suggest you cross BDSM off the list and just go with the other two. Leather, latex, boots I didn't think you were that kinky. I might have some more websites for you to look at and if you're talking latex there's an excellent shop in Plymouth, and for leather, look up the Honour website. They've got a shop in London and one in Watford. but you might have to work overtime to afford some of their stuff."
I just sat there amazed at what he and Jillian were talking about. After that I heard them talking, but they carried on about work. I went and made a fresh pot of tea. I didn't realise I'd drunk mine. I needed time to think. But I wasn't worried anymore. I was lost in thought when he came up behind me, put his arms around me and he whispered in my ear. "I hope you're not upset with me?"
"No, just a little shocked, I thought our sex life was OK, well I suppose it was but these last two weeks have been fantastic." I turned and faced him.
"You had better get this list out and show me." I leaned up and kissed him.
We sat next to each other on the settee and went through the list. Voyeurism and exhibitionism were out, to the leather and latex I added silk and satin. I left the bondage and spanking in. I did notice there was no mention of swapping or threesomes. Good.
I was feeling relieved. I looked at the clock, where had the morning gone? It was nearly midday I looked at him and said. "We had better start on some of this list." As I waved it under his nose.
"Where do you suggest we start?" He asked.
"Let's just go to bed and see where it leads us."
He took my hand and let me back upstairs. I was considering doing it across the back of the settee but that might have to wait till later.
He took my bathrobe off and laid me on my back on the bed and then he said to me. "I think I've got it right, but you need to tell me what you like the most."
"I can't tell you that because each was good in its own way, the licking was good, the fingers inside was good, the vibrator was good but they each had their time and place, but I like the fact you start with the licking." He moved towards me, but I had other ideas as he got on the bed I rolled over and put him underneath me. "I lost count how many times I came last night, so now I'm going to do this for you." I slid down the bed and tried to bring him off with my mouth, that is not something I normally do. He cheated, he grabbed hold of my hair just as he was about to come and he pulled me off. He flipped me over onto my back, went down between my legs and lifted my thighs up and went to put his head down there. I didn't want that, I wanted him to fuck me. I grabbed hold of his hair and pulled him up. He got off the bed and went to the wardrobe. I was confused again. He came back with his old school tie. It didn't take long. He flipped me over onto my belly, took my hands and tied them behind my back. I struggled a bit. it wasn't very tight, I could get free. That's not the point of the game. I looked back over my shoulder at him. "That's not tight enough. Do a better job." He did.
I couldn't stop him doing anything he wanted, we might have to do more of this bondage stuff. I think I remember what happened, no details just coming a lot. I do remember waking up and I wasn't tied up anymore. We had a little snooze. When I woke up I was thirsty. I went and made a couple of mugs of coffee. I suggested we have something to eat, apart from fanny and cock. He suggested a takeaway when the kids got home, he didn't want to waste time. He asked me if there's anything I wanted to do? My mind had been working.
"Yes, I want to tie you up."
He smiled and said. "Carry on."
I pulled out a chair, he sat in it. Using his school tie, I tied his hands behind the back of the chair. I got two more ties and tied his legs apart. Now I could play with him as much as I liked and tease him like he did me. He was standing very proud, so I took him in my mouth and pumped him with my hand. I could feel him twitch and that was when I stopped, he started moaning at me. Then I thought of a hand gag. Another tie came into use. I tied a big knot in it and used it to gag him. I'm sure he could talk round if he wanted to.
I'd got fed up. I had trimmed my pussy to make it easier for him. Now it's time for my revenge. I went and got his razor, a bowl of warm soapy water and in front of him I shaved my pussy clean. He was smiling behind the gag.
That stopped when I approached him and splashed warm water around his cock and then covered his pubes with shaving foam. I shaved him bare down there. He sat perfectly still whilst I did it. That would stop his pubes tickling my nose when I gave him a blowjob. When I tried it after I finished, he tasted of soap, but there was no tickling of the nose.
We were running out of time, the kids would be home soon. I straddled him and brought him off. I took the gag out of his mouth so we could kiss. He came, I didn't but I did matter. I was satisfied.
Unfortunately I had to cut his school tie off. I don't think he minded. We just had time for a shower and put some proper clothes on before my parents brought the kids back. Hopefully, they will be tired, and we could have something to eat.
Mum and Dad brought the kids in through the front door, Mum bent down and picked my leather skirt up off the floor, she said to Kenny. "Did you have a good time?"
I answered for him. "Oh yes Mum." She smiled, Kenny went red. I think she worked out what we've been doing all weekend.
Later when the kids were in bed and we were enjoying a glass of red I told Kenny I now really did want to meet the woman who improved our sex life, he looked a little confused
"Jillian, you numpty. She must have some tips for me as well."
"Okay, Thursday is our usual day, I'll ask her? I can't see her saying 'No' though, I'm sure she is interested in how I'm doing."
The following evening he told me Jillian thought it was a good idea to meet, but suggested Friday lunchtime. That was all agreed.
I was in the pub when they got there, they came in together. I had already got the drinks and had ordered Cornish pasties for us all.
Julian was very nice. We talked about how Kenny was doing. The poor lad sat there quite embarrassed. But he had nothing to be embarrassed about. Jillian let slip that she was seeing Harry the yard Foreman and he was keeping her satisfied. He needed a spot of training as well. They were both single but getting on a bit. The arrangement suited them. I told her we looked at some of the websites together. And we were planning to go to Watford in a couple of weeks' time. She told us that was the secret, doing things together and communicating. She was a little sad. And told me if she had done that with her first husband. They'd probably still be together.



Then she got all serious. "This is something we haven't talked about. Do you have safe words?"
We'd heard about them, but we haven't set anything up.
"It's not very sexy, but necessary. Harry and I use the traffic light system. Have you heard of that?"
"No, we just use 'stop' or 'hang on a minute'." Kenny said.
We got a bit of a lecture from Jillian about safe words. She explained the traffic light system to us.
Kenny raised eyebrows. "Do you mean to tell me you and Harry get kinky?"
"Oh yes, Harry has taught me a thing or two, learning is a two-way street." I don't think Kenny would look at Harry the same way ever again.
Kenny got up and headed towards the bar, but he muttered. "Wish I had a bloody safety word last Sunday."
He walked away and he had a funny gait, Jillian turned to me and whispered. "He's been fidgety all day, what's wrong with him?"
"When he gets back, I'll tell you, so he knows you know."
He got back.
"Kenny sweetheart, why are you walking like that?"
He looked a bit embarrassed. "You know the reason why."
"Yes, I think but Jillian wants to know, come on sweetheart don't keep it a secret.
"The hairs are growing back and it's itchy."
Jillian asked. "You shaved down there?"
"I didn't, she did." He said, nodding at me.
"Wow." said Jillian. "And you let her?"
"I had no choice in the matter, or a say."
Jillian held her wrists forward crossed. "Were you?" she indicated her wrists.
Kenny blushed and nodded his head.
"You kinky pair, good for you."
That was when I said quietly. "He started it using his old school tie on me, I just turned the tables."
Kenny recovered, looked at me and said. "I'll get you back for that." With a smile on his face.
"Good I look forward to that then."
Jillian just sat there giggling at the pair of us.
We chatted a little more, as we stood up to leave Jillian said. "Why don't you two take the afternoon off, I can make an excuse for Kenny. Can you skive off this afternoon Jasmine?" I smiled at her.
"I already have." With a big grin.
Kenny gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
I gave her a hug and went to kiss her on the cheek, she turned her head so our lips met. We probably held the kiss for longer than was appropriate.
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It was going to be a theme running through some of my stories within LW of 'You can love two people at the same time. But you have to choose.' But I have decided to make it a series. Sometimes it's the wife, sometimes the husband and even the lover at times. Sometimes it is Love of a person, or a lifestyle. Some are BTB and some RAAC.
Let's see where this one goes.
I got carried away with this one. One event led to another and I had to follow through. If you wish I may tell the husbands side of the story later.
I was at the wedding of the man I loved the most in this world, but it wasn't me he was marrying. I was standing at the back of the Registry Office; I hadn't been invited; I don't think anyone saw me. I will sneak out before the ceremony finishes.
He should be still married to me, but I fucked up. I got out as they were signing the Registration Book. As I walked away to watch from afar I thought back to how I got in this mess.
It started with Jason at work. He was only a few years younger than me. He was quite good looking, not that my old man, Simon, wasn't good looking. Jason was definitely fitter. Again, not that my old man was shabby, he got a promotion a couple of years ago and was doing mainly office work instead of being out on site and he had put on a little bit of weight despite playing cricket and golf.
Simon and I met during our last year at University. He was doing Structural Engineering, and I was doing Social Sciences. We hit it off straight away, for that last year we were inseparable. We laughed a lot. We made love a lot. And when we graduated Simon got a job in his hometown. I went with him, we moved in together as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Simon worked for a construction firm, and I got a job with an insurance company. When we'd been out of Uni for a year and both of us settled into our jobs Simon asked me to marry him, I said 'Yes' like a shot. I knew him well enough by now and I could see him working up to it. If he hadn't asked me, then next year was a leap year and I was going to ask him.
Jason was married and had two children. Simon and I didn't have any, they just never seemed to come along. We worked hard and we had a good life, nice house, decent cars, lovely holidays and if we needed children, we borrowed them from my brother. Just to remind ourselves how well off we were without them. They were a couple of brats.
Jason and I seemed to hit it off, a little bit of sexual tension. A little spark would jump between us occasionally. I was coming up to my 40th in a year and I've heard things change.
So, when Jason asked me up to lunch one day with a couple of the girls from the office, I went along, it wasn't a personal thing. But it became a regular thing every Wednesday lunchtime, we would all go out to a local pub grab a bite to eat, a glass of wine and chat. I told Simon about it, he didn't seem that bothered, especially when I told him all the girls were there. Then slowly the other girls stopped coming until it was just me and Jason. I don't think I mentioned this to Simon, it didn't seem important at the time.
Simon had met Jason and his wife, Carrie, at some of our company summer parties. He told me he didn't particularly like Jason, but admitted he didn't know why. It sort of took the edge off the last party we went to as Jason and Carrie kept hanging around us, we even gave them a lift home.
Simon's company parties were much more fun, probably because it was hard working builders blowing off a little at the boss's expense. Plus, we got on very well with the finance director, Angela and her husband Joe.
Simon was a wonderful man, he often brought me flowers or surprises, he told me constantly he loved me. Our sex life was great, we did passionate, risky, a little kinky and sometimes rampant sex. And I loved him with all my heart. But Jason was in the back of my mind.
And then one Wednesday Jason surprised me, he bought me a small bunch of flowers, he gave them to me in the pub. He got a serious look on his face, and he said to me,
"Polly, you know I'm very attracted to you, don't you?"
I had noticed it. But I pushed it away. It was the little touches he did for me; he would hold my chair out, hold the door open for me but none of the other girls. I wondered if the girls noticed and that was why they stopped coming. I had to admit I was attracted to him. But I was married, I would never do anything with another man, only my Simon,
But to have an attractive younger man tell me he felt an attraction to me did feel good. But nothing must come of it. He is married with two children. I didn't think Carrie would stand for him cheating. I don't think my husband would forgive me.
Jason and I carried on seeing each other on Wednesday lunch time. He ended up sitting closer, initially I started moving away so there was a distance between us, but eventually I gave in. Because it was nice.
Then one dark winter's evening as we were leaving work Jason caught up to me. I unlocked my car and he opened the door for me. I turned to say thank you to him, as I did that he leaned in and kissed me on the lips. He stuttered. "Sorry, I wanted to do that for a long time." There was a small spark. He didn't sound sorry, but he must have planned that. I was late for work this morning and the car was parked in a dark corner and was away from the prying security cameras.
It did feel good, it had been years since I kissed another man apart from Simon. It gave me a little tingle. I pushed him away, but I must admit, it was only half hearted. "No Jason, stop it, we can't do that." I didn't sound very convincing, even to myself.
"Don't worry." He said. "It's just a kiss."
"Yes, but I know where kisses can lead to, and I can't afford to risk my marriage." Again, I didn't sound very convincing.
I got in the car and drove home, I was all of a tither. Certain parts of my body were tingling.
I'm not sure how I waited till I got to bed. I suggested to Simon an early night. I almost raped him. He asked me what came over me? Normally whilst I never turn sex down unless I'm really ill, I don't normally initiate it, mainly because Simon does first.
Simon kissed me and held me and told me how much he loved me. I started to feel guilty
I saw Jason at work and told him if he did that again I would report him to HR.
He just smiled at me. I didn't think he took my threat seriously. I'm not sure I took it seriously either.
The next Wednesday at lunchtime he asked me if I still wanted to go to the pub. I said 'yes', I needed to clear the air. It didn't go as I expected.
He got drinks and didn't order food. He looked at me and smiled, he had a very engaging smile. I thought he was going to pussyfoot around but he didn't. He came straight out with it.
"Polly, you know I'm very attracted to you. I would like one night with you. Just the one. We're both married. I have two children and Carrie's father made me sign a prenuptial agreement. Carrie and I were a bit older when we got married, I had been around a bit and I'm not sure her father trusts me. But I'm so attracted to you, there is a hole in my life. Would you consider just spending one night with me? It could even be an afternoon."
I just sat there amazed, he was so blatant, he came straight out with it. And bloody hell, I was tempted to say 'yes' there and then. I had been pushing it to the back of my mind, but now Jason came out with it. Yes, I wanted to do it. I can't understand why because I had a loving husband and a nice life so why was I going to risk it. It was at that moment in time I decided I was going to go through with it. I didn't tell Jason. We would have to make it fool proof and not get caught.
I reached across and touched his hand gently, there was a spark between our fingers tips. "Look, we have a spark together, that's nature's way of telling us we should be together."
"I can't cheat on my husband, it would destroy him if he found out."
"It would be the same for me, so we will have to be careful and not get caught. There are ways we can do this. Have you considered asking Simon for an open marriage?"
I was aghast at that, that would never work and there was a chance I would end up divorced for even for suggesting it.
"If we do this, it's just the once. And I am not saying we are. I might take the risk once but not again. We will get too familiar, get caught and ruin two marriages. So yes maybe, but just once."
I think I had just admitted to Jason that I might do it.
We left the pub and Jason didn't come near me all afternoon. Which was unlike him because we had legitimate reasons to discuss problems and topics together. I kept an eye out around the office to see if any of the girls were giving me strange looks, I didn't see any. I felt guilty sometimes when I thought of Jason. I felt my skin flush and I wondered if I was going red and could somebody notice.
I almost raped Simon again when I got home again. That was definitely guilty sex trying to make up to him for something I hadn't done, but something I had thought about doing.
It was the next Wednesday when Jason spoke to me about this one night. And I had been thinking as well. I told Jason that Simon never goes away. I know I would never have an excuse to stay out overnight. My family lived too far away and I'm sure Simon would contact them, so it would have to be in the afternoon.
And saying that I realised I had just agreed to have sex with Jason.
Simon got a lot of love and sex that week. I did a lot of thinking for our next Wednesday get together. It appears Jason had as well.
"No contacting each other by any electronic means, no phone calls, no messages, no texts, nothing. Any planning we've got to do has got to be verbal and we agreed to it at the time. We can arrange times and places. Simon doesn't go away, but Carrie is taking the kids to a zoo in two week's time as part of a school trip. She will be on the bus and she can't just get off.
I told him I had a dentist appointment in two weeks and I might be able to shift it to coincide with Carrie's trip with the children to the zoo.
The plan was foolproof.
Jason and I made sure then we did not change anything around the office. It was quite hard to do.
Simon got even more sex, I had to be careful otherwise he would get suspicious, but just the thought of me and Jason revved me up.
I had told Simon I was going to the dentist at 1:00 for a check up on that Friday and I might take the rest of the afternoon off to do a spot of shopping or just wander around town.
I did go to the dentist. didn't take long. I left my car in the main car park in town, and I got a taxi to Jason's house. The taxi driver dropped me off around the corner as I'd been told. I walked in through the back gate so people wouldn't see a strange woman entering the front of the house.
I barely got into their lounge when Jason was all over me and I was all over him, he was kissing me deeply, I was undoing his shirt, he was undoing my blouse. One hand was fondling my breasts, it was lovely. His other hand delved into my knickers and found my love channel. I was soaking, I had been since I got into the taxi at just the thought of this. I shuddered at his hands. I almost collapsed; he took hold of me. I felt his arms around me and he picked me up and carried me upstairs. He carried me to the spare room, that was the plan. I didn't want to desecrate his marital bed, that would be wrong​​.
It was just sex, there was no passion after the initial kissing, he ate me out down there, he was good, that was my first orgasm. He rammed himself into me, hard. I came again and so did he, it didn't take long. He quickly went soft. I used my mouth to rectify that, and we did it again. I was a little disappointed it was over so soon, but it was good, exciting. We both fell asleep.
Fortunately, I'd set my phone as an alarm. I couldn't be home late. When the alarm went off, I woke up and that was when I realised, I was actually in the main bedroom and in his and Carrie's bed. I felt guilty having sex in Carrie's bed. But it didn't last long, I had things to do. I had to get home and shower before Simon got in.
Then I noticed the missed phone calls and text messages from Simon. There were no voicemails though. Normally Simon leaves a message. He must have been too busy.
Simon regularly phones to check how I got on at the dentist or the doctors, it's like he's concerned about me.
I had to get home and practice putting on a straight face. There would not be any sex tonight if Simon asked. I was completely sated. Jason walked me to the back gate. I gave him a kiss on the cheek as I left. I got into the taxi, I was elated, I had got away with it. The thought crossed my mind, I've done it once, it was so exciting, maybe I could do it again.
I got into my car and there the reality of what I had done hit me, I looked at the passenger seat. Simon sat there. He often drove this car. In that familiar place the guilt got to me. How could I be so stupid as to risk everything. No, never again. It was good, different, exciting, but never again. I had to stop driving and pull over. I had a little cry about what I'd done. That was when I made my mind up. It had been good, but never again. To do it again would increase the risk and if I got caught it would ruin my marriage, my husband and my life. It was a stupid mistake, and one I must never repeat.
Now I had to get home and try to be normal and put it all behind me. Sex was back on the cards if Simon wanted it. Forget about it, it was a totally stupid thing to have done.
I pulled myself together, dried my tears and drove the rest of the way home. I got in before Simon, that was good. I had a long hot shower to try to wash the guilt off. As I got out, I looked at the clock. Simon should be home by now, he always phones if he is going to be late and he hadn't, what was wrong? Then I heard the front door slam, not close, slam.
I rushed downstairs, still with the towel wrapped around me. Simon was there looking like thunder, had he crashed the car, had something gone wrong at work, had one of the men got hurt?
"Darling, what's wrong?"
"How long have you been fucking Jason Wright?"
The next thing I remember was being shocked awake. Simon had thrown cold water in my face. I was still laying on the floor. I must have fainted.
He didn't let up. "Well, how long?" I was still on the floor.
"Just once, just today. Honestly believe me." I was shocked beyond tears.
His answer was simple. "No." Then he added. "Why should I believe you?"
He went and sat down at the kitchen table. I got up off the floor, he didn't help me. Simon helps me with everything. Now the tears started. He had his phone on the table.
He repeated himself, he really must have wanted answers. "How long have you been fucking Jason Wright?"
"Just once, today, really..." I wanted to carry on, but he held his hand up.
"Where?"
"His house, he wanted to come here I wouldn't let him. I went to his house."
"Whereabouts in his house?"
"Their bed, I didn't want to, it's dis..." He held his hand up, cutting me off again.
"Where is Carrie?"
"She's on a school trip with their children to the Zoo." The mention of her children struck me.
Then Simon did something completely unexpected, he hadn't even asked me why?
He pushed some buttons on his phone, it rang, and it was answered.
"Hello. Is this Carrie Wright?" I could hear the noise of children in the background, she was on speaker phone. Oh no, he wasn't going to, was he?
"Yes, who are you and what can I do for you?"
"I am Simon Rutherford, we met at your husband's work party. We gave you a lift home last year. I have some news for you. May I suggest you come off speaker phone."
It went quieter, but you could still hear the children in the background. "Ok, yes I remember you. Hi, what can I do for you?"
"Can you answer me a question first?" He didn't wait for a reply. "Do you have an open marriage?"
There was a spluttering on the other end of the phone. "No, of course not, why?"
"Then can you explain why my wife was having sex in your house, in your bed with your husband this afternoon?"
She shouted. "The bastard, I warned him. Never again. Do you have proof?"
It went very quiet in the background. Simon did something with his phone and I heard my voice with the words I had just said only a few minutes ago repeat that I'd had sex with Jason in his house and their marital bed.
"The fucking bastard, I will do for him this time." There was crying on the other end of the phone and all we heard was another voice saying. "Carrie, Carrie what's up..." and the phone went dead.
I just sat there dumbfounded, my husband had just destroyed someone's life. Well, I suppose I had a hand in it too.
He looked down and said quietly. "It's better she finds out now, at least she has friends around her." He looked at me. "Unlike me when I found out my wife was cheating on me. I was all alone." He paused for a bit. "Looks like you're not his first either, you can go and join the long queue of other sluts he has cheated with."
He put the kettle on for tea, got the pot ready, but only one cup. Shit. Then I heard him swear, he turned the kettle off and got himself a beer. Nothing for me. He sat back down opposite me.
"Why?"
"I don't know."
"Bollocks, you had to plan this, so there must be a reason. It doesn't just happen."
"It was the excitement."
"Was he better than me?"
"No, just different, there was no love. It was just sex."
"Did he make you come?"
"Yes, but there was no kissing." Almost as if that made it better, I was desperate.
"I need to think. You'd better get dressed and go."
"Go where, where can I go?"
He looked at me. "I don't care, your Mum or your Dads, your brother. A hotel. I don't care, just get out to give me time to think."
I just sat there not knowing what to do, I couldn't think straight. I couldn't go to my family, they would ask why. I could lie, but if they found out later, I would be in more trouble. It had to be a hotel. I needed to keep this from the family if at all possible. My Dad had cheated on my Mum, that is why they are not together anymore. I was young at the time, so it didn't affect me a lot. I found out later, my older brother much more, he hated our Dad for what he did to our family. I realised this was all my fault.
I didn't want to upset him any more than I had, I suggested I sleep on the sofa.
Simon shouted at me. "Get out before I do something I regret."
I stood my ground. Even through the tears. "Look I messed up, I know. I will leave if you promise we can meet tomorrow to try to sort this mess out."
He was angry at me, but I had seen him do this in the past. He pulled himself up as if considering something. "Okay, the sooner we sort this shit out the better, but for now just get out."
I was still in a towel, I went upstairs, still crying. I started packing an overnight bag. I wouldn't need much, but I tried to hang it out as long as possible, just in case he came round. I was sitting on the bed crying when I heard the floorboards creak. I looked up and he was standing in the doorway, I thought he was going to say something. But he just shook his head and walked away, I could see tears in his eyes. I slowly got dressed and I had put a few things together in a bag when there was an almighty crash at the front door and lots of shouting. I couldn't hear what was being shouted, but someone was very angry.
I rushed downstairs and Simon was on the phone, I heard him say, calmly. "Police please." There was a pause. "I have someone trying to break into my house and they are very violent."
He paused again. "If he breaks in, I will defend myself." Another pause. "Yes, I will stay on the line." With that Simon put the phone on speakerphone and by the way he stood it up by a stack of books I'm assuming he's put the video on.



Simon had his old cricket bat on the wall. One that he was given whilst at Uni, the one he played with. He took it off the wall. I just stood there amazed. I had caused all this shit. I could hear it was Jason outside and he was clearer now. "You told my wife, you cunt, I'm going to fucking kill you and that slut of yours. Carrie is fucking divorcing me now."
Strange I thought, he fucks around gets caught and then blames everybody else for his problems. Shit, why couldn't I see what he was? There was another almighty crash and the door came flying open. Jason staggering through the door as it gave way, he had a sledgehammer with him. Shit he really could kill people with that, and he was very angry.
He walked towards Simon and he swung the sledgehammer back over his shoulder. I was frozen. I couldn't move. I couldn't take my eyes away. I'm going to lose my husband to this mad man, one that I had created. I could hear the Police sirens in the distance, they weren't going to get here in time. Oh shit.
Simon didn't hesitate, he seemed quite calm, his left foot went smartly forward. I had seen that stance many times before on the cricket pitch. And with a two handed swing he bought the cricket bat edge crashing down on Jason's left knee. I'd seen that swing of that bat send many a cricket ball to the boundary. What I heard next was probably the second loudest thing I'd heard all night. Jason's knee cracking. He screamed and fell over. For a fleeting second, I saw an injured man and almost went to him, then I came to my senses, that would show the wrong signal because I really didn't like that man laying on my living room floor writhing in agony. And after I thought about it for a couple of milli seconds I wanted to add my damage to Simon's. I didn't.
There were voices coming from the phone, asking what was happening. Simon said. "Better make that an ambulance as well. He has got a broken left knee."
There was more talking on the phone, but Simon ignored it.
It wasn't long before the police turned up, they came running in. There were two, a young one and an older one. They stood there and took in the scene. The older one talked into his radio. I think I heard the word ambulance when Jason drew breath to keep on screaming, and something about it being on route. Simon had put his bat down in the armchair and moved away from it. It was just there. There wasn't a great deal to do, you could hardly be heard over the screaming from Jason.
Simon made the hand signal for tea and nodded towards the door to the kitchen. The young policeman ran after him. Nothing happened for the next 7 or 8 minutes apart from Simon coming back with mugs of tea. Nothing could be heard over the screaming. The ambulance arrived. It didn't take long for the paramedics to work out what was wrong. The screaming and Jason's leg at a strange angle may have had something to do with that. An injection of painkillers made him quiet, and they took him away.
"Right, what happened here?" The elder of the two policemen asked.
Simon held nothing back. "He fucked my wife in his marital bed this afternoon, I found out, told his wife and now she's divorcing him. I think he was coming for revenge. He broke my front door down using that sledgehammer." He said pointing to it on the floor. "He threatened me with it. So, as I told your person on the phone I would, I defended myself." He picked up his phone, started the video and gave it to the policeman.
"We will need to keep this. We would like a word with your wife in private."
Simon just shrugged his shoulders and walked into the kitchen muttering something about doors and wedges.
The young policeman asked me. "Can you tell me what happened?"
I was still in tears, and all I could say was. "It happened exactly like my husband just said."
"Including the sex in that other man's bed?" A bigger wave of tears overcame me and all I could do was nod my head.
"I need you to say it."
"Yes, I did." I never felt so low in my life having to admit that to a stranger what I had done. This gave me some inkling of the humiliation that Simon had been through. How would I ever make it up to him? That seemed to be the end of the questioning. For now.
The young Policeman left. I looked at the older one, they had told me their names, but I couldn't remember them.
"Please can you help me? Simon wants me to leave after what I've done. I screwed up badly, but I need to stay here to make it up to him. Please can you help me?" I waved my arm about. "This is my fault. I need to put it right. I can't do that if I'm not here. Please."
His face softened. "Will you be safe. He won't hurt you, will he?"
"He never has in the past." But I'd never fucked up like this in the past.
"Ok, I can't make him, but I can ask. If he becomes violent, you leave, okay?"
"He won't, but yes."
The young Policeman came back with a big bag, he picked up the sledgehammer and put it in.
Simon stuck his head round the door. "Have you finished talking?" He was very brusque. I recognised his attitude. He had to keep working, to keep busy to get over just what had happened. He looked at the police. "Are we finished here? I've got stuff to do."
The older one of the two replied. "We are for now. You will be contacted tomorrow. Will you both be here?"
Simon nodded his head at me. "She won't."
"We can't insist, but we would prefer that she stay here where we can locate her."
I looked at Simon. "I'll sleep on the sofa."
He just nodded his head. The Police left. Simon slammed the door closed and hammered the wedges in so it was jammed shut. He looked at me and said, "If there is a fire you will need to go out the back door." That was him, thinking.
He went to the garage to put his tools away. I fetched him a large whiskey.
He finished it in one go and started coughing. I wanted to go to him. I had hurt him in more ways than one.
Then he surprised me, he hurtled the glass, it hit the front door and shattered. A strange thing crossed my mind. I was glad I didn't make him some tea in his favourite cup. I knew what was coming, I could see it. Now he had all his jobs finished, it hit Simon that someone had tried to kill him, he started to shake. I didn't know what to do. Would he let me hold him? He needed it. I took the risk and went to him.
He pushed me away. "YOU BROUGHT THIS ON US. You nearly got us killed." I couldn't really argue with that.
I risked it again. He let me this time. We cried together. I was surprised I had any tears left.
The only reason I held it together was I had to hold on to the man I loved and look after him. Like him, the work kept me busy or I would have joined him as a sobbing wreck.
He pushed me away and got himself another big glass of whiskey. "This is the worst fucking day of my life, my fucking wife cheats on me, her lover tries to fucking kill me, and I can't even throw the fucking slut out."
I'd never heard him use the 'F' word so many times in all the years we had been together.
He finished that glass, there was more coughing he poured himself another one and went and sat on the sofa.
He looked at me. "What did I do wrong, was I no good in bed, did I not love you enough. Is my cock too small? Just tell me why?"
I had no answer for him, but it was certainly none of those things. Nothing he had done wrong. It was all me, the selfish bitch that I am.
"Oh my sweetheart you've done nothing wrong, it was all me." I looked at him. "It was exciting. I got carried away with the excitement. It was only going to be the once, I couldn't risk you finding out and losing you." And if I wasn't careful, I had already done that.
He went and poured himself another whiskey. I looked at the bottle and it was half empty. He didn't drink a lot of spirits, he was a beer man. He was sitting on the sofa. I could see a wave of tiredness sweep over him. The adrenaline rush and the alcohol. I went and laid him down on the sofa. We have a rug over the back of the sofa. I dragged it over him. He closed his eyes. I watched him for a few minutes and then I went and got the dustpan and brush and cleared up the broken glass. I looked at the front door, the lock had been smashed in. It'll mean a new door. So every time I came through that door I will be reminded of this fucking night.
Simon was tossing and turning on the sofa, I went upstairs and got a quilt and some pillows. I put the pillows under his head, covered him with the quilt and then got in with him and held him. I cried.
I woke up in the morning Simon was not there. Shit. After half a bottle of whiskey in such a short time I thought he would have been out for the count.
I heard him bustling around in the kitchen, so I went in there. He was sitting at the kitchen table with a mug of tea. He didn't offer to pour me one, he just nodded to the pot. I poured a mug and sat down opposite him.
I didn't know what to say, but the silence was killing me. "I'm sorry sweetheart. It was not done to hurt you. It was just a stupid mistake of mine. I know it's early, but can you see a way to forgive me?"
"What do you think?" Was the reply. I held my tears back.
He carried on. "My fucking problem is, I love you. I can't just turn it off despite what you've just done, fucking another man, nearly getting both of us killed. And I could still end up in gaol. Whilst I love you, I don't know if I can live with you or ever trust you again.
"You were in another man's house. Your car was in the main car park in town. What were you hiding. I sat there thinking. So many things rushing around in my head. Were you having an affair, did you love him, were you going to run away with him and leave me? How long had this been going on, who else knew about it?
"I tried to phone you, you didn't answer your phone. You were ignoring me for your lover. Why were you cheating on me, did you not love me, was he better than me, did he have a bigger cock? It even crossed my mind you going to kill me for the insurance. But nagging in the back of my brain was that it all could be innocent, and I was hanging on to that thought for my life."
I could see he was getting angry. I just let him carry on, get it off his chest.
"Then I saw you leave by the back gate. I saw you look at him, smile and then kiss him, that confirmed it, you were having an affair. I just sat there and cried. I cannot describe the pain of having my heart torn out and shredded." He got up and went upstairs. I just sat there and cried. Why did I hurt this lovely man so much?
I don't know how we survived the rest of the weekend. The police phoned us and told us they would see us Monday. Simon didn't talk to me, he barely ate the food I made him. He drank too much. I slept on the sofa. It was hell and it was my fault.
Simon left for work early on Monday. He didn't take any sandwiches like he normally did. It could be one of the small things I could do for him. I called in sick. I didn't ask about Jason. I didn't need to. I was told he was in hospital and under arrest. He broke into somebody's house and the homeowner nearly killed him with a baseball bat. Well, they got the breaking in and that there was a bat right.
I turned up with his sandwiches at his office. Angela led me aside, "What happened over the weekend? He's a mess."
At that moment Simon came out of his office, he saw me and said. "That's good timing, we have to go to the police station." Apart from that he ignored me and walked past me. I had to run to catch up with him. We went in his car. I wanted to spend as much time as close to him as I could. He would have to give me a lift back to his office to pick my car up.
We got there at lunch time. A Detective, I can't remember his name, interviewed us together and then told us that it was obviously self defence and no further action would be taken against Simon. I didn't know why I was there, then I realised the police wanted to know that I was all right and Simon hadn't done anything to me. Simon's phone was returned to him. The detective reminded Simon to change his passcode as they had it now.
As we left the Detective said. "We are still looking into what to charge Mr Wright with."
Simon took me back to his office. He didn't say one word to me on the way to or from the police station.
We got back, Angela must have been looking out for us. As I got to my car she caught up with me. "What's up with you two?"
"I screwed up." I mumbled. Tears started to flow, again. I unlocked the car and indicated she got in.
"Tell me." She said when we sat down.
"I can't. It's too bad, I can't dump it on you, you're a friend."
"It's not Simon, is it? What's he done? He is the nicest of men. It must be pretty bad, he hasn't hit you has he, or had an affair?"
I shook my head and the tears came full pelt now.
"You, you've had an affair." All I could do was nod my head.
Angela put her matron voice on. "You had better tell me about it." I just shook my head.
"Is he divorcing you?"
I shrugged my shoulders. "It only happened Friday, it was just the once. We haven't sorted it out yet. Other stuff has happened."
"Right, tell me what happened?"
"I can't, I can't dump my problems on you. That's not fair."
"Do you want to save your marriage or are you running off with this bloke? I assume it's a bloke."
"No, no it was a stupid mistake. I want my Simon back. But I've screwed up."
"Well, if you want my help, you're going to have to tell me the whole story, leave nothing out."
I did, right from when Jason started going to the pub with the girls on a Wednesday to the visit to the police station just now; I even added the bits that hindsight had given me, and how stupid I was.
"You are a stupid woman, couldn't you see what was happening?"
I just shook my head, I couldn't admit my true feelings in those early exciting days, or the shame I felt for having those feelings and not doing the right thing about them. If I had told Simon what was happening he would have stopped it all.
"What does Simon want?" She asked.
"I'm not sure. I think he wants revenge on me, he wants me to feel the pain he felt sitting outside Jason's house not knowing what was going to happen.
"The betrayal. Was I coming back to him or running off with Jason. Did I love him? Did I love Jason, was Jason better than him, how long had it been going on, how long had I been lying to him and deceiving him. What had he done wrong all these years that I had to go to another man? I've been thinking about it this weekend. What he was going through sitting outside in his car doesn't bear thinking about. What was going through his mind? What I'd put him through, I think that's what he wants to do to me. That would be his revenge, putting me through what he went through. He's angry at me for the cheating but he's also angry at me for the pain I caused him. And I can see that. The fact that he was never supposed to find out doesn't matter, he did and he's in pain and I caused it."
"Yes, that sounds like him. What do you want to do?"
"I want him back. I just need to make it right. I think I need him to get his revenge on me so we can get over this."
"Look thinking off the top of my head here. Do you think he would sleep with another woman, would that do it?"
"I don't know, if the reason he is sleeping with someone else is to get even, not to make me worry he isn't going to come back, isn't the same as I did to him. If there is no risk, there is no revenge. So, no I don't think that would work."
Angela seemed to think about it. "How about an open marriage for a limited time, say Christmas. That's 10 months away."
"He would never go for that. If I slept with another man, he would leave me for certain."
"Then how about you give him till Christmas to sleep with another woman? That will give you 10 months of worry."
"That might work but I would have to be careful how I played it. There would have to be rules. I don't want to lose him to another woman. It would be difficult to sort out."
Angela reached across, took my hand and said. "You are really sorry about this, aren't you?"
"For a little while I considered ending it all, but that would just give Simon more pain and it's the coward's way out. I screwed this up. I need to fix this. Yes, I'm really sorry."
"I will think about this and see what I can come up with. But promise me you'll never do anything so stupid again."
I looked at her. "If we get over this, as long as I have a breath in my body, I will devote every breath to him." Angela reached out, squeezed my hand and gave me a small smile. It gave me a little bit of hope.
I went back to work the next day. Stories were circulating about what happened to Jason. Whilst nobody said anything directly to me, I was getting strange looks and people tended to stay away from me. It reached us in the office that Jason was being charged with attempted murder amongst other things. When that hit the newspapers, it would all come out bringing more shame on my family. Well Simon would come out of this looking good, me not so much. But it was my cock up. I will just have to face it.
Angela phoned me later in the week. She had come up with a plan. We arranged to meet at lunchtime. I couldn't afford to be late home from work. I had to account for every minute of my day. Simon didn't ask for it, but I needed to do it. I told Simon I had lunch with Angela. He didn't seem bothered.
We found a quiet corner in the coffee shop. "Look, I've had an idea. What if we found someone he is attracted to but is of no risk?"
I must have had a quizzical look on my face. "Just hear me out, it's only an idea. I've got a cousin who is, how can we say 'flighty'. Simon is just her sort, she has a thing for middle aged men. Experienced but not over the hill, she calls them. She has vowed not to settle down till she finds Mr Right after she is 40 and that's a few years away yet."
"So, they would meet, she'd jump his bones, job done? There's no risk there." I asked.
"Ah she's not like that, she is selective. She won't have sex with just anyone, they have to be unattached, single, divorced or at least separated. I might be able to swing the last one with her. She doesn't just jump in bed with any man. He has to be the right sort, she likes a bit of wooing and a bit of romancing before the sex, it's part of her game. She's perfect for our needs. But she is family, I will need to be completely honest with her. She believes in marriage, but realises people make mistakes. She tells me she's made a few. When she turns 40 I pity the man she sets her sights on. Although I'm sure it'll be fun for him."
I gave her one of my rare smiles, I told her I thought that was perfect. But there again I thought for a few minutes my afternoon with Jason was perfect and look how that turned out. Angela phoned me the following week. She told me she had some good news and to meet at the coffee shop tomorrow.
"I've spoken with Sarah. She's in between boyfriends so she's looking to go out. I've told her I know a nice man, Simon. He is going through a rough patch with his wife, they have an open marriage because she messed up, he might be right up her street. I told her he's got a free pass up until Christmas. What I told her is the truth isn't it?"
I suppose it is, we could have a one way open marriage until Christmas. So, she wasn't lying. I just needed to get Simon to agree to it. I had a couple of days to think about it. I would tackle it this Friday evening and that would give us the whole of the weekend for any sort of discussion.
The house was dead, there was no life in it. I still slept downstairs on the sofa, this could not carry on. Not sleeping with my man. I needed to feel him next to me. But why would he want to sleep with a cheating slut like me. I had to sort this out.



I made a nice dinner for Friday evening, not his favourite, that would be too obvious. I dressed nice but not sexy, also too obvious. But just in case I had the STD all clear letter close to hand. I didn't think I'd need it tonight.
As usual we had a silent dinner and as it was a Friday, I got him a beer. I sat across the table from him and said. "Sweetheart, this is all my fault. I know I screwed up, but what can I do to make this right? I don't know what to do? Can I give you a free pass to have sex with another woman? Would that work? I need to make this right, because I cocked up. I know it's not just the sex, that's painful enough. It's the betrayal, the trust and the pain you felt. I'm afraid there's nothing I can do about the betrayal that is going to be there forever. I can work on the trust. I know it won't be easy. I will do everything I can in my power for you to see you can trust me, that might take years.
"But the pain. Why was I was playing with somebody else, was I coming home, were you not good enough, what had you done wrong, and you sat there and couldn't think of a thing you had done wrong? Because you haven't. I can't take that pain away from you, but I can let you put me in that situation to feel the pain that you felt."
He wasn't looking at me, his face was blank. There was no emotion there. I took a deep breath. "You need to get your own back on me, you need to go out and have an affair of your own."
"I don't want one. You are the only woman for me. Obviously, I wasn't the only man for you." Shit that hurt, but I had to carry on.
"I'm not talking about a one night stand. Would it help if I gave you a free ticket to have sex with other woman between now and Christmas?" I took a large drink of my tea. "Please think about it and can we have a chat tomorrow."
I've known him for a while now and I could see him mulling it over in his head. He lifted his head and looked at me. "Yes, we can't carry on like this. You have given me something to think about. But I don't know. I've never loved anybody but you, so why would I want anybody else?"
Then he twisted the knife that was already in my heart. "Obviously you can't say the same thing."
That hurt. I deserved it. There was a risk here, but I wanted to keep him talking.
"How did you find me?" I asked.
"You told me you had a loose tooth, or was that a lie too?"
I just shook my head. "It doesn't hurt so they said leave it for now." It didn't seem important.
"Well, I wanted to know how you got on, so I phoned you like I normally do. You didn't answer, so as you were in town, I was going to take the afternoon off and spend it with you, in case you were uncomfortable. And maybe take you out to dinner if everything was okay. I gave you a call, but it went to answerphone."
Shit, I looked at him. He had done that before. He was such a loving, caring man.
"So, I tracked your phone so I could find you in town and surprise you. But I saw you weren't in town. I had already found your car in the main town car park. So, I went to where your phone was, I saw it was Jason and Carrie's house. I didn't know what to do. Was it all innocent? Several things ran through my mind, why are you here and your car in the town car park? Was it a work thing, why haven't you told me you were visiting Jason in his house, was he ill?
"But when you're sitting alone in the car and your wife is in another man's house your mind goes to dark places. It did cross my mind that you were having an affair with Jason. I pushed that away. You wouldn't do that to us. Then I saw you leave by the back gate and give him a kiss, then it all came together. Why was your car in the main car park in town and you're using the back door? If it was innocent, you'd be in your car and not using a taxi and you'd use their front door."
He was repeating himself, he must be really upset.
"So, it must have been something you wanted to keep hidden from everyone, and the only thing I could think of was that you were having an affair. I had given you the benefit of the doubt. I wish to fuck now I hadn't. And I was right. Wasn't I?"
"It wasn't an affair, it was just the once."
He snorted at me. "Once, twice, 20 times you had sex with a man that wasn't me. You can't imagine the pain I felt sat outside his house and how bad it got as I saw you kiss him as you left his back gate"
"I only kissed him on the cheek." I was trying to defend myself, and not doing a very good job.
He was getting angry. "So, there, you've now made me re live all the fucking pain all over again for your gratification. Do you want me to suffer even more humiliation. You can fuck right off."
He stood up rapidly and his chair flew backwards across the kitchen. He stormed out the front door. Shit I had poured salt into an open wound. Tomorrow will not be good. I went and sat on the sofa. I have to wait until he comes home and try to do some sort of damage control.
He came in the front door about an hour later, I stood up but didn't rush to him like I wanted to. "Sweetheart please, I just wanted to talk. I didn't mean to cause you any more pain. I'm really sorry."
He just grunted at me and went upstairs to our bedroom. I just sat on the sofa and cried.
Please let me stop causing this man more pain. I wasn't very confident that tomorrow was going to go well.
When he came downstairs in the morning, I had the tea, toast and marmalade ready. There was more confidence in the way he came down the stairs. Bollocks he'd made a decision, but what was it? He sat down at the kitchen table, he poured my tea out first. He hadn't done that since last Friday.
I didn't get the chance to say anything. He started straight in. He had obviously been thinking about what I said yesterday. "I love you, and I probably always will. But I need you to feel the pain that I felt sat outside Jason's house. I need you to worry if I'm coming home to you. You need to worry that she'll do things for me that you won't. You need to worry that she loves me more than you do, and she won't want to go and find another man. I will be enough for her. You need to worry that I might fall in love with her. I need you to worry about what you've done wrong all these years that I've got to go and sleep with another woman. But of course, you will know what you've done wrong. You fucked another man. My only saving grace is I didn't do anything wrong. I need you to sit here alone at one o'clock in the morning wondering if I'm going to come home. And guess what, sometimes I might not. When you have felt the pain, you will see how much you hurt me. We might, and I say just might have a future in this marriage. There are no promises."
That was almost better than I could have wished for. Yes, If Angela was correct, I could give him every opportunity to punish me and if Sarah was on board, and my last chat with Angela seemed she might be, my marriage could be saved.
There would have to be rules. I suppose now is the best time to talk about them.
"Sweetheart I'm afraid there are going to have to be rules. Do you want to talk about them now or leave it till later?"
"Let's start now, that will give us time to sort out any disagreements. Because there are going to be some and I've been thinking and I've got a feeling what you're thinking about me doing isn't the same as what I'm thinking about me doing." That worried me a bit, but never mind. It's too late now.
"I would like this over and done with by Christmas Day."
"No." He said, the first disagreement on the first rule, shit. "It's over and done with by the 30th of November so we can enjoy Christmas if we come out the other side of this okay."
I agreed. I really couldn't disagree with that one. I started. "You can't go out with the same person twice"
"I'm afraid that doesn't work for me. Do you know how hard it is for a man to get fucked. It's easy for you. You just dress up sexy, get hit on by lots of randy blokes, open your legs and get shagged. Wham Bam thank you ma'am and Bob's your uncle. Job done. Unless you want a slapper like you, you have to woo, impress, take dancing, get dinners. pay court. Casual sex doesn't happen unless you want a slapper with all the risks that involves. Either that or pay for it."
"It wasn't that difficult for you with me." I knew as soon as I said it, I had fucked up.
He leaned forward and looked me straight in the eyes. "No, because love was involved." He stopped. This was going to hurt. And it did. "Nor were you difficult for Jason Wright." That hurt because it was true.
I pulled myself together, "Okay then you can't have sex with a person more than once."
"So I have to put all that effort in, or just one night. That doesn't work for me either, I've had to spend money on dinner, dancing I want more than one night. So come up with something else. I don't mind having a limit. Be it a number or a length of time."
"They're all good points, can I have time to think about them.?"
My plan to limit him to one night stands so they couldn't form a romantic attachment just fell to pieces. I wanted that in place in case Sarah didn't work out. Bugger.
I started on my next one. "Condoms?"
"Did you and Jason use them?" Fuck, this was not going well. I just shook my head.
"Then guess what, that's another thing you'll have to worry about. Will I bring something home? Will I get the girl pregnant?" This really was not going well.
We had to come up with a number or length of time. "Sweetheart, we've got stuff to do. Can we talk about this after dinner? But as far as I can see we need to come up with a limit, a number or a time. But it's agreed, 30th of November and no condoms if you wish."
He agreed so at least we had a way forward. I had housework and shopping to do. Simon said he had to fix the front door. It was just replacing a piece of wood and the door lock. He muttered something about a new UPVC door.
As soon as I could I phoned Angela, I told her Simon had agreed to the suggestion of him having an affair. But I did explain that it didn't go exactly according to plan, but it was things I could live with. In fact, I had no choice. Angela told me she would see Sarah over the weekend and see what they could come up with.
That evening I made him dinner. This time it was his favourite. I did dress sexy but not overly so. We had a nice dinner, we had wine I think because we had worked out a way forward things were settling down. After dinner we went into the living room. We sat at either end of the sofa, he looked at me. "Have you come up with the number?"
"No I'm struggling, it was only one afternoon. But once is not enough, it was three hours so perhaps three will do."
"I like the way you're using factual things to set the limit, but how about this and I trust you to be completely honest, because guess what I already know some of the answers. How many times did you fuck?"
"I don't know, they all sort of rolled into one but at least twice."
"How many times did you come?"
"Three." Where was this going?
"How many times did he come?"
"Twice." Now I had an inkling what he was thinking.
"OK I'll give you the benefit of the doubt one long fuck you came three times, he came twice that makes six. I get six nights with a woman."
It seemed reasonable, but I didn't want to give in too easily. I wanted to get that number as low as possible. "How about you get to fuck her five times, that's the same number of orgasms we had?"
"Okay, five it is." Perhaps a small victory for me, but then he carried on. "But I said nights, not fucks, you know I can go more than once with a sexy woman like you, and I certainly don't intend to lower my standards just because you did."
I do wish he'd stop twisting the knife because it hurt. Shit, I deserved It. He needed to get it out of his system, and if sniping at me was helping him do it, then bring it on. I would have to take it. I did wonder how he knew if I was lying, or perhaps he was trying to worry me into being honest. It worked. Right now, we have sorted that out. I needed to get back into our bed.
I tried to put on a sheepish look. Actually, that wasn't hard. "About us? I miss you sweetheart. I miss touching you, holding you, sleeping with you and being loved by you. How can we get back there?"
He got up and walked into the kitchen. That was when I noticed he'd finished his wine. He came back, topped up my glass of wine, brought himself a beer and sat down.
"I've been thinking about that as well. I'm not a monk. I do miss loving you, I miss having you in our bed, but I need you to be clean. So when you show me a piece of paper saying you've not got any diseases from that twat, I will think about it."
I got up and rushed into the other room and found my handbag. I had that piece of paper. I took it back and showed him. "Tonight, please sweetheart, I need to make things up to you please let me start tonight."
"I'll think about it."
He picked up his book and I turned the telly on, I wasn't paying much attention to it but I noticed he wasn't turning any pages. There was something coming. He closed the book and put it on the arm of the sofa, he swung around and looked at me. "Just tell me why?"
Bugger, the one question I really didn't have any sensible answers for, those I had were shallow and meaningless.
"I'm sorry sweetheart it was a mistake. I think it was the excitement. I was selfish. It was only ever going to be the once. I thought I could get away with it. You would never know, and it would never hurt you. Please I was never going to do it again." A nagging in the back of my head was that just after I left Jason's house I was considering doing it again. But that changed when I got to my car and I realised what I'd done. I really was never going to do it again.
"You planned it, you purposely set out to have sex with another man. With no regard to my feelings, I bet you didn't even think of me. I bet I was not even a consideration."
That wasn't true. I did plan this so he wouldn't find out and hurt him. But there's absolutely no point in me talking about that. I would never change his mind. In fact it would only make me look worse. I did think about him, and I went and did it anyway. I just looked down into my lap, there were tears falling into my lap. "Jason is out of our lives now." I said quietly.
"What!" He glared at me. "He may be out of yours, but it is still in here that he fucked you." He said tapping his head. "So no, he is not out of our lives. And add to that the fact he tried to kill me, and we still have a court case to go through." Shit, I fucked up again.
Then he carried on. "And what about Carrie and the children? How is this going to affect them?" He looked down into his beer, I think he mellowed a bit. "But I suppose if it hadn't been you, it would have been somebody else."
I took the opportunity and slid across the sofa. I put my arms around him. I didn't open my mouth because every time I did, I put my foot into it. He let me hold him and he put his arms around me. It felt good.
We did sleep in the same bed that night. There was no sex, although I did feel him get a hard on.
Angela phoned me on Monday. She had spoken to Sarah, and she agreed to help but she wanted to meet me. That would be a difficult conversation, but I had to go through it. I agreed and Angela arranged to meet Thursday lunchtime. We all met in the usual coffee shop. Simon knew that I was meeting Angela and she was helping me. Sarah was lovely, intelligent, bright, cheerful and very pretty. When she did decide to settle down, she would have a pick of men. I was completely honest with her. I even told her the rules. I admitted it was my mistake and I was using her to get my husband back. And if she wanted to make love or have sex with my husband it is something I would have to put up with.
She seemed okay with that. Then she stunned me. "What if I fall in love with him, change my mind? And I want to take him away from you?"
That was not something I had thought about, but the answer was simple. "That is the risk, that is my punishment. That is why I agreed to do this, I'm just hoping you're a safe bet."
She reached her hand across the table and touched me. "Good answer, I'll meet with him, if we hit it off all good and fine if we don't at least we tried. But from what Angela tells me he's right up my street." She gave a little giggle. I liked her.
We chatted and worked out how Sarah could 'bump into' Simon, and make it look natural. I told them I would find out the next time he was going to the pub and let them know.
Our house started to warm up a little bit, we started having sex and I think once or twice we made love.
Simon told me he was going out for a drink with some of the blokes from work the following Friday. As soon as I could, I let Angela and Sarah know. It would be a risk. Would Simon respond to another woman coming on to him in front of his workmates knowing he was married.
As soon as Simon left the house on that Friday. I got on edge. Bloody hell if Simon sat outside of Jason's house had a quarter of the worry that I've got going through my mind at the moment, no wonder he was upset. I was reasonably sure Sarah was a safe bet. But bloody hell this was bad.
Simon got in just after 11, I was still up trying not to look worried, I asked him how his evening went, that is what I would normally do, but I was dreading the reply.
"OK, we drank beer and talked shit, it was all a bit of a laugh. I lost two quid at pool."
Simon went upstairs, he wasn't too steady on his feet. At last, he seemed to be relaxing a little bit. My phone bonged with a text message. It was Sarah. "I'm two pounds up, I like him, I think he likes me. I think we can give this a go."
I deleted the text.
I didn't know whether to feel concerned or happy. Angela got a better debrief from Sarah and she filled me in on Monday. Simon was always the perfect gentleman. But it appears he was somewhat surprised as they left the pub Sarah gave him a kiss on the cheek and put a piece of paper in his hand with a message. The message said. 'If you're unattached I would like to meet up again' with her phone number.
He wasn't wearing his wedding ring. He didn't normally wear it, it was a work thing, missing fingers and all that. But he hadn't put it back on since that Friday.
Tuesday night at dinner Simon said to me. "I played pool with a lady on Friday, she wants to meet up. And I'm going to."
That was it, the game had started. My heart broke but I looked at him and said, "Yes my sweetheart." And smiled at him. But I think he may have noticed the tear trickle from my eye. I nearly shagged him to death that night.
Even though I knew he was safe with Sarah when he went out on Saturday night, I cried my eyes out. Again, I was still up when he came in, it was just after midnight. I had to know, I had planned what to ask him. "Did you have a good night my love?"
"Yes, it was fine."
"I'm sorry my love, but I have to ask. Is this day one?"
"No, I will tell you when it is, I understand you need to know." He went upstairs to bed and I quickly joined him and hung on to him.
In the morning I woke him up with a blowjob. I need to fight for him. I would do anything. When we had finished tea that evening, he was sitting on the sofa reading his book, turning pages this time, I got on my knees in front of him and said. "Sweetheart the pain I went through last night cannot match what you went through sitting outside Jason's house. But I'm getting a sense of the hurt I caused you. I really am so very sorry." I got up, kissed him and sat back on my end of the sofa. He looked at me, smiled then moved his leg onto the sofa so that it brushed my thigh. We used to do that a lot.
I got the full debrief from Angela and Sarah in the coffee shop on Thursday. It wasn't what I was expecting. Simon had been completely honest with Sarah. He repeated almost word for word what I had told her. But he added one thing. He did not intend to sleep with Sarah. But if she was happy to go along with it, they could carry on seeing each other until the end of November. I didn't know whether to be happy or sad. How fucking stupid was I to betray this man?



I got used to him going out on a Saturday evening. I would screw his arse off every Friday night, nothing was off the table, anything he wanted. When he came home, he would just look at me and say. "Not tonight."
This went on for about 5 weeks and I still wasn't getting used to it, it hurt every time, especially when he didn't get home until the following morning a few times. Had Sarah fallen in love with him and was she going to try to take him away from me?
Then I got a panicked phone call from Angela on Monday morning. We met in the coffee shop. Angela asked me what time Simon got in on Saturday because he didn't go out with Sarah, she was poorly. Angela got the message from her mother. She hadn't been able to contact Sarah yet. But if Simon went out, it wasn't with Sarah.
I think Angela was more worried than I was. We decided to wait and see.
We met up as usual on Thursday. Sarah told us she came down with a raging cold last week and when Simon turned up to take her out her sister Nikki was there. Simon took Nikki out. Nikki didn't know the full story.
Angela looked at me and said. "Shit, we could have a problem."
She went on to explain that Nikki was one of the nicest people in the world. She was divorced with two children. Her husband had cheated on her and she divorced him. She was the prettiest, most adventurous, most exciting woman in the whole family. This was a problem. It was out of our hands now. All I could do was to show Simon how much I loved him.
After that it settled down Simon and Sarah went out every Saturday night as usual. There was no more mention of Nikki. I started to relax, just a little. Simon did make more of a regular Friday night out with the boys but that was okay.
Simon's company often had a Halloween party. That time of the year was slack in the building trade. It was a fancy dress if you wanted to, most people didn't bother.
We walked in together looking like the perfect couple, as soon as we got in Simon disengaged himself from my arm and headed towards the bar. He came back with a couple of drinks for us. We met and had a chat with the management team including Angela and Joe. When we met Angela and Joe, Angela gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered that Sarah was here. This could be interesting. We circulated a bit, Sarah gave me a little wave, the cheeky monkey.
Simon and I were standing in a corner, all quite mellow, it was nearly time to go home. Angela and Joe came towards us smiling, behind them was a tall good looking brunette with wavy hair, she looked very pretty. A chill ran down my spine.
When they got to us Angela turned to introduce the brunette to us.
But Simon stepped forward, "Nice to see you again Nikki. This is Polly, my wife that I'm currently living with."
I almost missed what he actually said.
Nikki put her hand out towards me, I shook it not realising what was really happening.
Nikki looked at Simon and said. "Are you ready?"
"Yes I am." Simon kissed me on the cheek and said. "I'll see you in the morning." He whispered to me. "Now you will know the pain." He walked away with his arm around Nikki's waist. I would have collapsed on the floor if Joe hadn't held me up.
Sarah came rushing across looking concerned. "What's happened, Nikki doesn't know the plan."
Joe turned to Angela and said. "What the flipping heck have you been dabbling with this time?"
Angela looked at me and said. "That's bad, very bad."
Joe and Angela helped me to the taxi, they offered to let me stay at their place. But I needed to be home when Simon got there. They came with me and made sure I got in all right. Although the heating was on the house felt empty and cold.
Simon didn't get in till past one in the afternoon, he went straight upstairs, but as he passed me, he said. "Trust me, still not yet." He was an honourable man and if he said he hadn't had sex with anybody I believed him. Now I got the full pain, now I realised there was a real risk he could leave me for Nikki. Now I know exactly how he felt sitting outside Jason's house.
The house was strange for the following week, Simon was very withdrawn, I made love to him as often as I could, I did everything I knew he liked.
When he went to work on Friday, he had a small bag with him. He said to me, "Sorry, I'll see you Sunday."
I was a mess, I did nothing around the house, I'm not sure I even ate properly.
Simon got in just before two on Sunday, as he went upstairs he looked at me and said. "Sorry to do this to you. Three."
I didn't think I had any tears left. But there were only two weeks to go before the end of the month. I could hold on. We didn't make love that night, but he held me. I don't think either of us slept well. And I am certain that through my waking moments I felt him crying. I got a phone call from Angela on Wednesday telling me to beware.
Simon got in his usual time. He saw me and said, "We need to talk." There was no sweetheart, darling or honey. Just a straight 'we need to talk'.
He looked at me and there was pain in his eyes. "I loved you with all my heart, a bright shining love, I have loved you since the second time we went out. But you've dulled that love. I trusted you implicitly, but you dented that trust. I love you, and I suspect I always will. But I've grown to love Nikki. I have to choose between you and her. You cheated on me, you betrayed my love. She knows the pain of being cheated on and being betrayed, just like I do. It comes down to trust. I love you both, but I trust her more than I do you. I'm sorry my love.
"I can't go on like this any longer. I've seen a solicitor. I will let you buy out my half of the house, I think you can afford it, if you can't we'll come to some arrangement."
With that he took the envelope out of his pocket. Laid it on the table, took his wedding ring off and placed it on the envelope. He turned and walked out the front door.
I collapsed on the floor crying. I don't know how long I lay there. Then I felt a set of hands lifting me up.
Had he come back? I looked up into the face of Angela. "Simon gave me a call, he said you might need help."
I didn't fight the divorce. He was very reasonable with his help. I ended up with the house.
We saw Carrie at Jason's trial where we were witnesses. Carrie looked at me and said. "Did he pull the static electricity trick on you?"
I must have looked confused, she carried on. "He gets a bit of nylon, rubs his hands on it and he reaches out to touch you and gives you a small electric shock, and he uses that as an excuse. 'There's a spark between us, we must get together, we can't defy the laws of nature' that sort of shit."
I was amazed that was exactly what he did. There's no way to fight against it, he told me, it was nature's way for us to get together. I was so gullible.
Carrie looked at Simon and said to him, "That's one of his favourite tricks, it worked on me and at least one other that I know of. But when he did it with me, we ended up getting pregnant and he married me. I know of at least one other because I caught him. I think he's been more careful since then.
"I'm not making excuses for her. She should have said 'no' but it's like a drug, I should know. Please go easy on her."
Jason got 25 years. His lawyers tried to plead insanity, but the psychiatric report said he was completely sane. The fact that he had seduced another man's wife and then tried to kill her husband may not have gone down well. Taking the sledgehammer with him defined premeditation. Nine months after divorce was final, I got an email telling me that Simon was marrying Nikki. It wasn't an invite, he just said he didn't want me to find out by the grapevine. I replied wishing them well and asked where and when it was. He told me.
That was how I ended up standing down the road watching the happy couple after the wedding. Now he was married to Nikki there was no way I would get him back. That was closure. I could move on.
Tears were pouring down my cheeks, a tall man in a dark coat came up to me. "Are you okay"
I looked at him, he didn't look happy either. I looked up the road. "No. Not really."
"Do you know them?" He asked, nodding at the registrar office.
"He's my Ex, I screwed up."
He took a step back. "Shit, she's my ex, I screwed up, as you put it so well."
"Did you nearly get yours killed?" I asked.
"No, but I hurt the one I love the most in the world by my stupidity, I lost my wife, family and house."
Then a whirling dervish came hurtling down the road shouting. "Daddy, daddy, daddy."
I heard 'daddy' mutter, "Shit, I didn't want to be seen."
Simon and Nikki disentangled themselves from the group and walked down towards us. Like 'daddy' I didn't want to be seen either, now we were both blown. I wanted to run away as fast as I could. but I didn't.
Nikki said. "I see you've met my ex, Brad then?"
"No, I was just standing here watching you when he was kind enough to ask if I was okay."
Simon asked. "Are you?"
"Yes, I just wanted to share in your joy." I lied.
Nikki spoke next. "Look, why don't you two come to the reception. There is plenty of food and people you know." She put her hand out and touched mine. "All is forgiven, they won't judge. And now the children have seen Brad. He has to come anyway. You can keep him company."
I had a feeling that whilst I might have been accepted, Brad wasn't. The only reason he was tolerated was because he was the children's father. We accepted. We went and when Brad wasn't playing with his children, I told him what I'd done. And he filled me in on what he'd done.
"I was weak and stupid. She came onto me and I gave in. But, thinking I had got away with it, I went back. I pushed for it this time, I wasn't so smart and got caught. She might have forgiven me for being weak, but not for going back a second time."
We spent a pleasant afternoon together. We exchanged phone numbers. The next week he gave me a call to see if we could go out together, I accepted. Misery loves company.
We got very comfortable together and after about six weeks we got intimate and after about five months we moved in together. Brad and I were sitting watching a recorded rerun of 'Yes Minister'. It wasn't a very good episode. Brad didn't reach for the remote control to fast forward the adverts like he normally did.
But he said, "I will never cheat on you. I've learned from my mistake."
As I reached for the remote control I said. "Nor will I you. I have as well." We had come to an understanding. The second half of 'Yes Minister' was better.
We were invited as a couple to Brad's eldest 13th birthday party. We were sitting in the back garden watching people. The bliss between Simon and Nikki was obvious.
Brad said quietly, looking at them. "That should have been us, but we cocked up." I knew what he was thinking because I was thinking the same thing. I reached my hand across the table and touched his and then I did something that I rarely did. I used a term of endearment. "Sweetheart, we will be okay."
Was it love we shared, maybe, probably, but it was a second rate love to what we could have had.
​​​I have considered telling the tale from Simon's point of view, but it would repeat a lot of this story. What's the opinion?.
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It was going to be a theme running through some of my stories. You can love two people at the same time. But you have to choose.' But I have decided to make it a series. Sometimes it's the wife, sometimes the husband and even the lover at times. Sometimes it is Love of a person, or a lifestyle. Some are BTB and some RAAC.
There are elements of truth in this story. I was in the corridor at work one day talking to one of our project managers and a work colleague walked by into the Hangar and she asked me who he was, I told her. And she said in a sort of offhand way. "I'm having him." I thought she meant it of a sexual nature, well they're both single and it was nothing to do with me. I'm sure she did have him that way. But that wasn't what she meant. They have been happily married for the last 18 years. She told me later that was what she meant. I don't think the poor blighter stood a chance.
It was like a small electric shock, I looked across the room and her eyes met mine and there was a crackle. She stepped backwards and a chap beside her grabbed hold of her to hold her up. I looked away, one of the blokes I was talking to asked me if I was alright, I said I was, I had come over a tad dizzy. I moved to the other side of the crowd, I wanted to hide.
What the bloody hell just happened was that instant love, lust at first sight, that doesn't happen, that's a Hollywood thing.
I could barely remember what she looked like, short curly blonde hair about 5 foot 7, not fat, not thin. Wearing a green dress that clung to her body but apart from being not fat or thin don't ask me anything about her. But her face was burnt into my memory.
I discreetly looked around the room, but I couldn't see her. Never mind, just get over it.
I'd been asked to give a lecture at Nottingham University about the interaction between electronic devices, how one can affect another and how good design and maintenance can prevent it becoming too much of a problem. For those that didn't think it was a problem I gave them a couple of examples and pointed them towards the ' banana skins EMC.' website.
I was at the reception for the presenters, it was a smart do, no jeans and T-shirts. Suits and ties were the order of the day. I tried chatting with my fellow presenters, we had all presented on similar themes, so we had something in common; even though we all work for different companies.
I tried to put her out of my mind but fuzzy pictures kept on leaping into my head. It was my turn for the drinks, so I headed towards the bar. Desperately trying to keep the order going round in my head. Fortunately, it was simple, just a few beers, a few lagers and a gin and tonic. I could probably remember that. I was standing at the bar when there was a tap on my shoulder. I turned round, there she stood. Bloody hell. She thrust a piece of paper into my hand, turned and walked away. She soon got lost in the crowd waiting at the bar. it was my turn to be served so I ordered the drinks then I looked at the slip of paper. 'Meet me in the Olde Trip opening time tomorrow'.
I knew about the 'Ye Olde Trip to Jerusalem.' It's claimed to be the oldest and probably the smallest pub in the UK, built at the foot of Nottingham's new 190 year old castle. I was due to leave Nottingham at eight tomorrow morning to miss most of the traffic going South. But I decided to go to the Olde Trip to see if I could shed any more light on what happened.
I got there at ten o'clock. Pubs open early these days. I had just ordered myself a coffee when she walked in. She walked right up to me and kissed me on the cheek like a long lost friend. That put me on my back foot straight away. I gathered myself together, I asked if she wanted tea, coffee or something stronger, she had a coffee.
We found ourselves a quiet corner. "Why did we meet here?" I asked.
"I wanted a small place so you would recognise me."
"I was never not going to recognise you. The imprint of your face is etched on my mind." As soon as I said that I wished I hadn't. She had me flummoxed and it had been less than five minutes.
"Are you OK? It was lucky that fellow caught you before you fell on the floor. He was very quick. Do you know him?"
"Yes, I'm fine, thank you. That was Darren my fiancé, boyfriend, how about you? You went deathly white like you'd seen a ghost."
"Yes, I'm fine, thanks for asking."
Now it went silent who's going to speak first. She did.
"I assume you felt it too?"
"I'm afraid I did, is it love or lust, what is it?"
"I don't know, but it hurt."
"Yes it did. What do we do about it?"
"I don't know. Do you?"
"Yes I do. Nothing, I'm married. I love my wife and I don't cheat."
"But you met me here." she said.
"I had to find out if you knew anything about it. But this is as far as it goes, I can't ever see you or meet you again."
"I'm not sure I can do that, I'm not that strong." She said.
I had to run away, I stood up, I put my hand out to touch hers. But I decided it was not a good idea. Personal contact could change the whole situation. I wasn't that strong either.
I looked at her and said. "I'm sorry." And walked away. I did not look back. But I thought I heard gentle sobbing.
The drive home was enough to keep me occupied, it didn't give me time to think of what happened. One big question, how much do I explain what happened to Helen, my wife of five years without hurting her. We never keep secrets I would have to tell her possibly, I don't know, maybe a little white lie. I really don't know. There were not enough traffic jams to give me time to think, that was strange for Friday. I don't normally want traffic jams, but one today would have helped.
When I got home Helen had other ideas, I wasn't opposed to them.
We met when she was a new starter in HR, she was being given a walk around the hangar floor to see what we did. She seemed to stumble and somebody picked her up, but she looked at me and smiled. I thought she was very pretty. I had to go out to the post office at lunchtime and I saw her in a coffee shop, so I popped in to see if she was alright, she was very flushed. We got talking and we went out for a drink two nights later. We went to the seaside that weekend and within a month we were almost inseparable. She just seemed to know what pleased me, but that didn't matter. It was nice when she looked at me and smiled. She had big blue eyes and I fell right into them. We were married two years later. She was my heart and my soul, I could do nothing to hurt her.
Friday night was good Saturday was busy catching up with the additional jobs I had to do, for some reason the girl was there. Nottingham girl, or Olde Trip girl as I started calling her in my head, was in the back of my mind and unfortunately every now and again she thrust herself to the front. I pushed it to the back, I would never see her again, but how do I tell Helen?
Sunday lunch was good, she pulled out all the stops. She picked a piece of beef. It was tapered. I like it rare, she likes it well done. So, I sliced mine from one end and hers from the other, we compromised on the bit in the middle. There was Cauliflower cheese, Yorkshire puds and pigs in blankets, which was strange as they are all my favourites. There was a nice bottle of wine with a cork, not a screw cap. She even put on a dress, brushed her hair how I like it and put a bit of makeup on. There were just the two of us. It was very nice but I got worried. What was all this for?
We had dinner. It was good, we stacked the dishwasher together. She grabbed the bottle of wine off the table, looked at me and said. "Are you here with me today?"
"What do you mean?"
"Several times I've seen you looking into the sky, something is bothering you. What happened in Nottingham?"
I came clean or told her I'd met somebody, it was like a bolt of lightning. I don't know where it came from. I told her exactly what happened. I went dizzy. The lady fell over and the man next to her held her up. And we met in the Ye Olde Trip to Jerusalem on Friday morning.
That sort of thing doesn't happen in real life, it only happens in Hollywood.
Nothing happened I told her. I didn't even know her name, where she came from or which company she worked for. I told Helen I loved her and I would not cheat on her. I would not see the Olde Trip girl again.
I told her everything including how the Olde Trip girl changed what she called the chap who was holding her up from fiancé to boyfriend almost like she was trying to distance herself from him.
I confided in Helen that what bothered me was that the Olde Trip girl said she's not strong enough. What little time I had to think about it on the way home I wondered, amongst other things does that mean she's not strong enough to go on, or not strong enough to stay as she was, or to carry on with her boyfriend.
I even gave her the note the Olde Trip girl gave me.
Helen looked at me, she had pity in her eyes. "That's been worrying you since Friday?" She asked.
"No sweetheart, it was how to tell you what happened."
She was crying, tears were pouring from her. Were they happy tears or sad tears, I took her hands leaned forward and kissed on the cheek. She stood up, wiped her face with the back of her hand, sniffed, smiled at me and went upstairs without saying a thing.
Now I was confused. When she came back down she'd repaired her makeup. She poured herself a large glass of wine and drank most of it. She got down on her knees in front of me and took my hands, she said to me. "Yes, my sweetheart, it does happen.
"It happened to me when I first saw you, I was getting the tour around the hangar seeing what you spanner monkeys do. I saw you, you looked at me and smiled. You had to be mine."
"That sort of thing doesn't happen, I don't believe in love at first sight. Lust yes, but not love."
"Oh, it does. I have to let you into a little secret, I saw you walking across the hangar floor, you smiled. I nearly fainted, I almost fell over. I decided there and then that you had to be mine. Even though I'd never spoken to you, I didn't even know your name and didn't know where you came from. But in that split second I knew that you were going to be mine. When you came and talked to me in the Coffee shop, I felt fate had given me an opportunity.
"But I had to let you fall in love with me, not make you fall in love with me. I had to be normal, do you know how hard that is?
"If I had gone out of my way to entice you, then it would have been a lie, and I couldn't live a lie with the man I loved.
"If you didn't love me, it would have hurt but I would have moved on."
"So you did nothing special for me, anything out of the ordinary?"
"Oh, I'm not that strong either." She said. "Yes, there were small things I did. I found out which beer you liked; what food you liked. I didn't get it for you especially. I didn't get stuff for you. I just made sure it was available wherever we went, if they didn't have your beer we didn't go there and when we became intimate, I learned quickly what you liked. In most cases." She smiled at me. "You still can't have my bum." That was an in joke of ours, I didn't want her bum.
I pulled her up into my lap and gave her a big hug, I did love her with all my heart. We had developed a partnership over the years. "Does this change anything?" I asked her.
"I don't think so. You've been completely honest with me and now I can see why you're distracted."
She looked me in the eyes. "It must be a bit of a surprise, being married to a conniving bitch all these years?"
I smiled at her. "No, you're not, you're just a woman who fell in love."
"What do you want to do about it?"
"Absolutely nothing, I love you, you love me. I know nothing about her, not even her name or where she comes from. As far as I'm concerned, it's over. In fact, it never started. There was nothing to start."
"It must have been a bit of a shock to you though?"
"Oh yes it was. Initially I was completely out of my depth, it took me a while. My biggest problem is I didn't know how to tell you. That was why I was bothered, nothing happened, but how to tell you so you weren't upset?"
"Well now you know my little secret there's nothing for you to worry about. You're honest and faithful. I do trust you, and it's not so bad now I know why you were on cloud cuckoo land.
"I can understand her feelings. I feel sorry for her, and Darren, her boyfriend, former fiancé, he's going to be hurt. But there is nothing we can do about it."
It was about three months later when I started to get strange phone calls on my mobile. The phone would ring. As soon as I picked it up the other person would hang up. I told Helen and she told me that was the same, she was getting missing phone calls on the landline and then hanging up. We had a caller id but when she phoned back nobody answered. I started making sure that the house was closed, the windows were shut, the shed, the workshop and the garages were closed and locked. I think people were trying to see if we were home and break in.
Then Helen changed things, not much, she started going out every other week of an evening with friends. I got worried, like a lot of men. If people change what they are used to without a good reason, we start to worry. It did cross my mind that she's having an affair. But apart from the meals out there was no other change, I know I looked for any change. There were none.
She repeatedly showed me how much she loved me, both in and out of bed and on the sofa, kitchen table and the back garden. That was a bit risky. Was this guilty sex?
I will admit that once or twice I did follow her. On one occasion after she left I walked to the restaurant. She was there with a woman, I couldn't see her face. She was facing away from me. But I could see her hands and they were obviously a woman's hands. I did see there were no rings on the fingers of her left hand.
I did follow her again a few weeks later but she was sat on her own, although there were two place settings. I couldn't see there would be anyone else in there to attract her. They were with partners, were too young or groups of men that were too old. I waited outside for half an hour. Nobody turned up and I felt guilty. She was a bit late after that evening, she apologised and told me her friend 'Lauren' was late getting there and they had a lot to talk about.
It was a Wednesday when Helen told me to make sure I was home on time on Friday. She had a surprise for me. I must have looked worried because she came and gave me a big hug and said, "I love you sweetheart, don't worry, there's nothing for you to worry about."
That actually made it worse. I was worried all day Thursday; Helen could tell I was worried all evening. She took me to bed early and she made me forget for a while. She assured me there was nothing going to worry about.
Friday came around and I couldn't park the car on the drive. There was another car there, one that I didn't recognise. I had to park on the street. I walked up to the house but before I could open the door Helen opened it for me, she put her arms round me kissed me and again said. "Please don't worry."
She took my hand and led me into the living room and there was the girl from Nottingham. I looked at Helen. I was about to ask what the hell was going on. Helen put her arms around me and kissed me.
She looked at me. "Please, there is nothing to worry about."
The girl from Nottingham stood up, Helen spoke up. "Matt, please meet Lauren."
Lauren put her hand out. "Hello Matt, nice to meet you again."
I staggered. Helen took hold of my arm and stopped me falling.
I didn't know what to say or do.
Part 2 coming soon.
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This is part 2 of this story. One must read part 1 to be aware of what is going on.
Matt has just come face to face with a lightning strike of love.
I took a step back and nearly fell over. Helen took hold of me and held me up. It reminded me of the first time I saw the Olde Trip girl, she fell over and her other half held her up. I suppose I should call her Lauren now.
Helen sat me down and handed me a large Gin and Tonic, she must have had it ready. I finished it in one go, I gave her the glass back and said. "Another." She handed me another, she must have had that ready.
She knew me.
"More." She took the glass from my hand and walked into the kitchen.
I just sat and looked at Olde Trip Girl. Lauren.
Helen came back with my G&T and a bottle of wine and two glasses.
It had given me time to think, but it only raised more questions.
"What the bloody hell is going on, someone had better start talking." I was looking at Helen.
"You know I felt sorry for Lauren? I have felt that loss and the pain. Do you remember when I found you hugging that woman that looked like your ex?" I opened my mouth to speak, but she held her hand up. I let her carry on.
"Yes, I know she was your cousin back for a visit from New Zealand. But I didn't know that when I saw you, because she looked like your ex. I thought you were cheating on me and had gone back to her behind my back. What I didn't tell you at the time was that I rushed out, I walked for hours thinking I'd lost you. I nearly walked in front of a car, not on purpose but because I wasn't paying attention. I almost lost the will to live, but I decided I would have to live the best life I could without you, but I felt hollow, all empty inside. Dead whilst still alive. That was when I heard you calling for me. I came back to say goodbye and you were free to go with her. That was when you introduced me to your cousin."
"The pain Lauren is going through is 10 times worse, and I couldn't let her do that to herself after I met her."
I looked at them both. Shit. I loved them both, but there could only be one and it was Helen. The love I have for Helen grew from that first seaside trip. We were each other's Rock in a stormy sea, we complemented each other. She has her strengths; I have mine and we meet in the middle. I would do nothing to endanger that love. My love for Lauren was completely different, it was almost like it was on a different level, not higher, nor lower, just different.
And it would not be consummated!
I didn't know where to take this next, they had obviously been talking. What had they come up with, what did they want?
I was scared to ask. I went and got another large G&T to give me time to think.
"How did you find me?" I asked Lauren when I got back. I saw the wine bottle was half empty. Dutch courage?
"I asked the University for the names of the presenters, there were three presenting EMC items. So I contacted each of the companies until I found you. Your company wouldn't give me any details, so I hung around outside your work till I saw you leave.
"It was all I could do to not rush up to you and hold you. I just followed you home, once I had your address it took a bit of digging but I got your home and mobile number."
"Was that you phoning and hanging up about four months ago?"
She looked down into her lap. "Yes, I was going to talk, but I didn't know what to say, I hadn't planned what I was going to say. I chickened out. And, when I did plan it for the next time, I couldn't get it out. The more I did it. The worse it got. Sorry."
"What changed?"
"Helen answered the phone. She guessed who I was." She giggled. "Before I could hang up she said. 'Is this the girl from Nottingham?'. We talked after that. That was when she told me you called me the Olde Trip Girl. I like that name." She paused. "It was something you gave me, something unique from you, mine alone.
"We've been meeting for the past 9 1/2 weeks. Just talking."
I looked at Helen. "So this was the friend you have been going out with, what happened to no secrets?"
"Sorry sweetheart, we wanted to get some things sorted out before we came to you, not really a secret, more of just not the whole truth."
"Get what sorted out?" I asked.
"Like finding Lauren somewhere to live, she already has a job with Smiths, the electronics company, she's an electronics designer, that's why she was at the university for your presentation."
Lauren laughed, it was a gentle tinkling laughter, very attractive. "I missed your lecture because Darren insisted I go with him to one of his, he was presenting on mechanical design."
I had a worrying thought we had two spare bedrooms; we could turn one into a sitting room. No, that would not be good.
My face must have showed my worry, Helen leaned forward and said. "No, it's not our spare room, I did think of it, but it wouldn't be fair on either of you."
I was thinking it wouldn't be fair on Helen. She was thinking of us, not herself. That was when she got up, went to the kitchen and brought back another bottle of wine and some beer for me. They weren't trying to get me drunk were they?
Helen sat on the sofa next to me, put her hand on my leg and giggled, I think she was a little tiddly.
"You nearly caught us in the restaurant the other week, Lauren saw you coming and shot to the loo. We were planning how to tell you Lauren had moved down here just to be close to you." She took on a serious note to her voice. "Don't worry, she knows nothing is going to happen and she has promised she won't throw herself at you, she loves you enough to not put you in that position."
Lauren spoke looking at Helen. "When I came here, I toyed with the idea of stealing him from you, but now I've met you, I couldn't do that to you now, not after all the help you have given me. You're a friend and you don't do that to friends."
I sort of relaxed from the high of meeting Lauren for a third time. This was the longest we'd spoken. I was less worried now. Being sat with two beautiful women and the alcohol may have helped. I wanted to know more so we talked about where Lauren was living, she had a flat about 3/4 of a mile away. Which wasn't far from where she worked.
We talked about her job. By then we realised it was getting quite late, and we'd all had a bit to drink. I think it was me that suggested that Lauren stayed overnight. I didn't hear any objections from the girls.
Helen went upstairs saying she was going to make up the bed for Lauren. That left Lauren and me alone the first time since Nottingham. We got a bit nervous around each other.
"I'm sorry." Lauren said. "I did tell you I wasn't that strong."
"I didn't know what you meant by that. I'm sorry."
"I wasn't strong enough not to be part of your life. Helen has told me what she went through and if you didn't fall in love with her she would have carried on. That is not what I could have done. I don't know what I would have done. But really not having you in my life wasn't an option."
"I think you are incredibly strong."
She looked a bit sheepish. "I do love you, but I've watched you over the last couple of months. And I can see you love Helen and to separate you would hurt you, and I can't do that. Sorry. I didn't want to mess up your life, that wasn't my intention."
"Well, you have caused us a bit of a dilemma, but you've met Helen, I think we can work around this somehow. But you have given me some problems."
That was when Helen stepped into the room, I think she had been listening to us. "Yes, my sweetheart, your problem now is that you love two people. And you don't know how to handle it. And trust me I wouldn't be in your shoes for all the tea in China."
And she was right it was clear to me, I might love Lauren, but I love Helen more and I won't sleep with Lauren. That would be a betrayal. And I had other worries. So how to work around it. We sat and talked well into the night with no resolution.
Helen seduced me that night, she wanted to show me she loved me. But we were quiet, we didn't want Lauren to hear us.
Lauren didn't go home until Sunday afternoon. We still had no resolution. We invited her back on Tuesday for tea.
We'd all had time to think and we came up with just carry on as we were. With Lauren living close by as a friend. It was a pretty poor answer and didn't solve anything. But it was all we could think of.
We settled into a rhythm. Lauren would come to us for dinner on Tuesdays. Helen and Lauren would still meet up every other week or sometimes more often. If they went out on a Thursday evening, Lauren would drive. If they went on a Friday Lauren would drive to our place and they would get a taxi to the restaurant, and I would pick them up. I wasn't happy with the two beautiful loves of my life being out at night. Yes, I admitted to myself I did love Lauren. A few times I went with them on a Friday, it was a very comfortable, pleasant evening.
Life settled down.
I thought Helen and I were making love more often and having more kinky sex as well. Maybe it was so that I wasn't tempted by Lauren. I must admit I wanted to make love to Lauren, but I had made a vow, and I will stick to it.
Lauren would stay the weekend sleeping in the spare bedroom, which we called the Olde Trip girl's room. We would have comfortable weekends there was always touching between the three of us, and little smiles.
I did ask Lauren if she was okay, she told me she was content with what we had, yes, she wanted more but was happy with what she was getting. When she moved here, she knew what the rules were and was happy with things as they stood. At least she could be around me and she had become very fond of Helen.
Winter was coming and it was cold. Saturday evening would often find the three of us cuddled together on the sofa with me in the middle watching telly. Helen and I rarely had sex when Lauren was in the house after that first night. Helen made it up to me when Lauren wasn't here.
Knowing I was picking them up they would sometimes be, how can we say, a little in their cups. They may have had more than one bottle of wine between them. There would be a lot of giggling in the car on the way home.
It had become obvious that these two had become firm friends. Helen told me it was because they had something in common, I sort of guessed what it was.
It was one of those Fridays that I collected them from the restaurant that things started to unravel. Definitely more than one bottle of wine.
As I pulled up, they were both deep in conversation. They had their arms around each other, they got in, in their usual places. Helen in the front and Lauren in the centre of the back of the car so she could chat to both of us.
Lauren leaned forward and as if carrying on their conversation and asked Helen. "So, will you show me your corset tomorrow? The one you got married in."
"Do you want to see the black satin one as well, that's my favourite." Helen giggled. "That one really gets him going."
"Hang on." I said, louder than I expected. "I hope you're not talking about our sex life with Lauren?"
"I didn't tell her how you tie me up and tease me."
"Well you have now." Bloody Hell.
She put her hands to her mouth and giggled. "Opps I have, haven't I."
I don't think she saw it as serious as I did, sharing our bedroom secrets, even with Lauren.
If Lauren could lean any further forward with the seat belt on, she would have done.
"You kinky pair, I wanted Darren to do that to me, he wouldn't, said it was perverted."
I was getting grumpy now. "Hang on, what we do is between us, I don't want you telling all and sundry what we get up to in the bedroom."
Helen got her grumpy back at me. "It's not all and sundry it's only Lauren." Then she giggled again and said quietly. "What about what we do on the sofa?"
I didn't answer, I think she finally twigged that I was not happy. It got cold and quiet in the car for the rest of the trip home. Fortunately, it wasn't far.
It wasn't late when we got there, they would normally sit and chat, with me having a beer as I had been driving. Not tonight. Helen went straight upstairs.
Lauren came up to me, she put her arms around my neck, it felt good, it wasn't something we did often.
"Please don't blame her, I was asking about her underwear for her wedding, I've seen your wedding photos and she looks fantastic, I was just asking, sorry I didn't realise you wanted it kept a secret." She kissed me briefly on the lips. "I'd better get a taxi home, I'll come and pick my car up tomorrow."
"No it's okay. I'm probably being too picky, but I wish she hadn't mentioned the tying up stuff."
She laughed at me. "Oh, I'm glad she did, I can add that to my fantasies."
"Fantasies?"
"I can't have you, but at least I have my fantasies. And now that's another one I can have." She gave me a squeeze and disengaged herself from me. Looking at me she said. "Do you want a drink? I think you need a beer."
"I would love one, but I'd better go and see how Helen is, I think I upset her." I went upstairs to our bedroom.
Helen was sitting on the bed, she looked sad. I sat beside her and put my arm around her. "Sorry sweetheart, just that I don't like sharing our bedroom secrets. Even with Lauren."
"No, It's my fault. She is so close to us I didn't realise I'd done it, especially the tying up bit."
I held my hand out. "Come on, I need a beer. Let's go and see Lauren. She wanted to go home, but I asked her to stay. I didn't want her to be on her own."
We went downstairs, I had my beer, the girls had a small glass of wine. I think they had sobered up a bit. We chatted. We skirted talking about underwear. We all went to bed, our own beds at the usual time.
Breakfast the following morning was normal for us. The girls went shopping, I did the housework, got some logs in for the fire and as it was cold outside I put a stew in the slow cooker for tea tonight.
They came back from shopping late afternoon with mainly the food we would want for the rest of the week. They also unloaded my favourite beer onto the kitchen table.
Lauren opened one for me, offered it to me. As I reached for it, she pulled it back. "Matt, this is a bribe. Please can I see Helen's wedding corset, it's out in the open now, so can I please?"
A picture flashed through my mind, naughty but nice.
Helen came up beside me and whispered into my ear. "Please, If you do, I'll have a surprise for you."
"More bribery, dare I ask what the surprise is?"
Helen stepped back, laughed and said. "You can ask, but I won't tell you. And there is no point in asking Lauren, I haven't told her either." I think she was trying to make up for her slip up yesterday and letting me know she had realised what had made me unhappy and wasn't going to do it again.
I lunged forward and took the beer from Lauren's hand. "Okay, you two win, she knows about the black one, you might as well show her that one as well."
We finished off our jobs, I lit the fire, we had the stew on trays in front of it. It was all very cosy. I had assumed that whilst I was busy Helen had shown Lauren the corsets.
I was looking through the telly channels finding something to watch when the girls came back from clearing the trays and headed towards the stairs.
By the time I realised where they were going they were halfway up the stairs. I asked. "Where are you going?"
"Fashion show." Said Helen as they ran the rest of the way up.
Ah, now she was going to show Lauren the corsets. I fetched myself a beer, poked the fire, threw a log on, settled on the settee and started to watch an old Pink Panther movie.
I could hear lots of laughing from upstairs, they seemed to be enjoying themselves.
I was chuckling to myself over the antics of Bert Kwok and Peter Sellers that I had watched loads of times. But every time I see Peter Sellers I can't stop thinking of Major Dennis Bloodnok in the Goons.
It had gone quiet upstairs, then I heard Helen say. "Take it easy, one step at a time. It's not easy in these shoes even when you can see where you're going."
I turned to look. Bloody Hell. Helen was walking backwards down the stairs holding Lauren's hands and guiding her down. Lauren was wearing the white corset, white stockings, long white gloves and 4-inch white heels. And that wasn't the strangest thing, she was blindfolded with a black scarf. And Helen was wearing her Black corset, black leather over the elbow gloves and her 5 inch black heels.
Helen looked at me and said. "Close your mouth darling, you're not catching flies."
It snapped shut.
Helen looked at me. "Darling, will you get the big mirror from the hall and hold it up please."
We had a large mirror in the hall so we could check ourselves over before we went out, but you could only see above the knees with the space we had there.
I got it and held it balanced on the arm of an armchair. Helen manoeuvred Lauren so she would see all of herself and what a sight it was.
Lauren was a little heavier than Helen, but that just accentuated the curves in the corset. The mirror was heavy, I had to hold it with two hands. My cock was painful because it was at the wrong angle. I nodded downwards to my groin, Helen could see the problem.
Turning to Lauren she said. "Stand still just there, I'll be back in a few seconds, Matt has a problem." Lauren giggled, I'm sure she could imagine what it was.
Helen came across to me, undid my belt, lowered my flies and in her gloved hand lifted my cock so it was resting against my belly, then she leaned down and took it fully into her mouth and sucked. Fucking hell, she was giving me a blow job with Lauren standing 6 foot away, blindfolded not knowing what was happening.
She stopped, put my cock back next to my belly, made sure my underpants were holding it in place and then did my flies and belt back up.
"I will get you for that." I mouthed at her.
"Tomorrow, I look forward to it." She mouthed back with a smile.
She took hold of Laurens shoulders and said to her quietly. "I've sorted Matt out for now, are you ready for the big reveal?"
"Yes, I'm so excited. I hope I'm not disappointed."
"You won't be. If it's anything to go by, Matt isn't."
Helen reached up and untied the blindfold and took it away. Lauren looked at herself in the mirror. Her hands flew to her mouth. "Oh God. It's fantastic. I look gorgeous." She turned round so she could see all sides. She did look fantastic.
That was when she noticed Helen was wearing a corset too. "Wow, look at us, we're both gorgeous. Gosh I could eat you." With that she leaned in and kissed Helen on the cheek. "Are those gloves leather, can I try them on, please." Helen took them off and handed them to Lauren, as she pulled them on she said. "These are brilliant, so soft and they fit, well, like a glove. I'm going to have to get a pair."
I saw a flash pass across her face, I didn't know what it was. I put it to the back of my mind and just enjoyed the view.
Lauren looked at me. "How can you resist?"
It was bloody hard work.
I was allowed to put the mirror back in the hall and then with the both of them sat there in their corsets sipping wine they told me what happened upstairs. Helen got the corsets out and laid them on the bed. Lauren stroked them and asked if she could try the black one on. It fitted her well so she wondered if I would mind if she tried the white wedding one on. Helen thought I would be okay with it. Then she had a thought, you couldn't see it all properly in the dressing table mirror. That was when she came up with the hall mirror idea. Helen convinced Lauren to go for a big reveal, hence the blindfold. Helen blindfolded Lauren and dressed her, whilst she was doing that she dressed herself, alternating between them so Lauren didn't notice how long it took.



We chatted some more, Helen pointed out that if you were going to do 'activities' whilst wearing suspenders the knickers had to go on last so they could come off without undoing the suspenders. She pointed to Laurens outfit which had knickers on the inside.
Then Helen stood up and said. "Not like mine." with that she quickly pulled her knickers down to her knees and back up. "See ready for action."
"Is this my surprise?" I asked.
"No. Monday sweetheart." Helen replied.
Helen told Lauren she could return the corset in the morning. The girls went up to bed. I tidied up, locked the house and damped the fire down. As I went upstairs, I was certain I could hear a buzzing noise coming from the Olde Trip bedroom. I smiled to myself. "Good girl. She's getting something." I didn't mention it to Helen when I got in. We had sex, it was quiet, quick and very satisfying for both of us. We slept well.
Sunday was our usual day. We all went to the pub for a couple of pints, came home. We had Sunday lunch about mid afternoon. Lauren left at the usual time at six
We were saying goodbye to Lauren, we normally both walked her to her car, this time Helen asked me to give her a few minutes with her, she wanted to ask her something.
As usual I did as I was told. We made gentle love that night. Helen told me not to be late home from work on Monday if I wanted my surprise.
I got home a few minutes early to find Lauren's car parked out the front. Helen's car was there as well. I walked in to see Lauren sitting on the sofa, she had her coat on. As soon as I got into the living room she got up and walked up to me. "Your surprise is upstairs. Helen asked me to help out." With that she put her arms around me and dragged me to a full on kiss. She stepped back and said. "I love you. Goodbye."
She walked to the front door, picked up a small bag and left without looking back. Strange I thought, but then I pushed that thought away wondering what help Helen would need.
I leapt up the stairs two at a time. I soon found out. Helen was tied in her wedding corset, spreadeagled and blindfolded on our 4 poster bed, with a shaven pussy.
Lauren must have done that. There was no way Helen could have tied herself that tightly. Lauren would have waited as a safety person. I saw our ball gag beside Helen's head. I must have made a noise because Helen said. "I hope that is my husband come to claim his surprise?"
I walked up to her, dropping my clothes on the way. "Oh, it is." With that I slipped the ball gag in her mouth and did the strap up tight. She can get loud.
In between her spread legs was our ostrich feather and a vibrator, I moved them to one side and laid there myself. I spent the next 20 minutes or so teasing her with my tongue, I even slipped a finger up her bum lubricated by her love juices. Then I used the vibrator, but still not letting her come. The shouting was leaking around the gag. I thought that was enough. I slid up her body and straight in hard and fast. Helen came almost straight away and kept coming as I hammered away at her. It didn't take me long and I emptied myself.
I took the gag out and blindfold off. "Bloody hell that was fantastic." Helen said.
"I assume Lauren did this." Indicating the ropes, I didn't untie her, I hadn't used the feather yet. The ball gag would have to go back in.
"Yes, but she did something strange."
That took my mind back to Lauren leaving. "What?"
"Well, she held my head, kissed me on the lips and said 'Sorry, I love you. Goodbye'."
"She said almost the same to me."
A startled look passed over her face and she tried to sit up.
"She's left us, untie me, untie me now."
Shit. I did. They had used slip knots so Helen was free in seconds, she rushed past me into Lauren's bedroom. I had a thought and rushed downstairs. Laurens front door keys were on the hall table. Fuck. I rushed back upstairs. Helen was coming out of Laurens bedroom. "Her toothbrush and make up have gone, as well as her pictures, there are just a few clothes left. Shit. What have we done?"
"Can you track her phone?" I asked.
As she rushed downstairs she said." Yes, that's how we find each other when we're shopping."
She got to her phone and all I heard was. "Shit she's on the M3, just going past Hook."
She immediately dialled a number and all I heard her say was. "Lauren sweetheart, we are worried about you. We love you, please come home." She looked at me and said, "It went to answerphone." She sent her a text saying almost the same thing and so did I. I asked her to come home so we could sort this out.
Helen looked at me. "Can we catch her up?"
"I don't know, let's assume she is going to Nottingham. What's the traffic like on the M25?"
"It's going to be shitty at this time of night." Helen was looking at her phone flicking through stuff. "The traffic is at a stand still round by Heathrow.
"Nottingham is the only place I can think she would head for. Her family lives in Gotham, just outside Nottingham, not far from the M1." I'm sure Helen knows more personal details about Lauren than I do. It's what women chat about.
I ran the geography of England through my mind. "If we can't catch her up, we should be able to track her and find her. How much fuel have you got in your car?"
"About 1/4 of a tank." Helen replied.
"Mine's got less but I'm happier driving mine." We'd forgotten one thing, we were both still naked. "We won't catch up here standing here like two ninnies. Quickly get dressed, anything will do."
She took off the corset and we threw on some clothes and rushed out to the car. It was all taking time. We got to the petrol station. Helen went inside to pay as I was putting fuel in, She got a bunch of sandwiches and some juices in a bottle, we probably won't get anything to eat this evening. I put just enough petrol in to get us to Nottingham, and a bit of driving around fuel.
The M25 was a non starter, so we decided to go north up the A34 round Oxford, that would be a pain. Bicester and then to Milton Keynes with all its freaking roundabouts, but with a bit of luck we might not be too far behind her when we hit the M1.
When we got started Helen put Gotham into the sat nav, we pretty much ignored it. It kept on taking us back to the motorway. The one that was at a standstill. Helen kept a track of where we were going by using a good old fashioned paper map. Every now and again she checked Lauren's progress, fortunately for us the M25 traffic was very slow. But there again so was Oxford.
Whilst in the queue waiting to get over the M40, Helen said to me. "You know what you're going to have to do to put this right. don't you." It wasn't a question, it was a statement.
She carried on. "Sweetheart whilst I'm glad you love me, I know you love Lauren as well. I've given you permission to sleep with her, I want you to sleep with her. She wants you to sleep with her and you want to sleep with her. Why won't you do it? We've never really talked about it."
"It's not right, I made a vow to you." I assured Helen
"I have released you from that vow but only with Lauren. I've told you that."
"It's still not right."
It was getting dark so we concentrated on driving and the map reading for a bit. Then Helen turned to me. "I think I know what it is? You think if you have Lauren, I will want another man and that I might run off with him like your Dad ran off with that woman. No, I would never do that."
She picked up my phone, it was lying in the centre console, She did something and showed me that she had turned on the note taker and then she said. "I love you Matt Hawkins. I will never leave you. I will never cheat on you. If I do, I will leave our house with only what I stand up in." She turned the recorder off then she looked at me. "When we get home we will go see a solicitor and make that official. I spent so long trying to get you, you silly man. I'm not going to give you up now, but I'm prepared to share you with Lauren. I told you that."
I felt happier now but yes, she had guessed that was my worry. That eased some of the tension in the car.
"You know that's the only way to make this right don't you?"
"Yes, I do, I feel a little bit happier now you've said that, but it still doesn't seem right to me."
Helen laughed. "I don't know many men who would turn down having two beautiful women in bed with him wanting to make love to him?"
"What do you mean two women in my bed?"
"You don't think I'm going to leave you two alone do you."
"I hadn't thought about that. In fact, I hadn't thought about any of it, at all. We will have to see what Lauren says."
Helen chuckled. "Oh, I know what she'll say."
I glanced at her quickly. "I want to do it, but it just doesn't seem right you know the history of my Mum and her first husband,"
Helen reached across and touched my leg. "Sweetheart, we are not those people. We're older, more mature and we've been completely open. I cannot afford to lose you, but I don't want to lose Lauren. She brings joy to our house."
A glance at her quickly. "But if that's the only way to get her back, then that's what I'll have to do. but There's much more ramifications than just one night."
"I know, I've been thinking about that as well but let's get her back home first, then we can sort it out there. There will be a lot to think about. I've also been thinking it's about time she moved in with us. She spends more time at our place than she does her own anyway. I won't mention it to her unless you think it's okay."
It was my turn to giggle, I hadn't done much of that in the last couple of hours. "I've been thinking the same thing. We can turn the third bedroom into a sitting room for her."
"Now that will be a waste of time, she'd never use it. You have some silly ideas my sweetheart. And some brilliant ones too."
That was when Helen noticed that Lauren had pulled into the Watford Gap service station. I was glad. I'd been concentrating quite hard and driving as fast as safely as I could. I will pay any speeding tickets we got when I get home. Worry about that later.
We pulled in and parked the car. As we drove in, Helen spotted Lauren's car. Helen went to check the ladies' toilet. I checked the coffee area. I saw her sitting alone in a corner. I stood behind a pillar waiting for Helen to come out the toilet. I pointed out that Lauren was sitting in the corner with a cup of coffee. What we hadn't talked about was how we were going to do this.
I said to Helen. You go and sit beside her. Block her in, I will sit opposite and try to hold her hands." I had absolutely no idea if that would work. Like a lot of things tonight, we were making this up as we went along.
"What are you going to say?" Helen asked me.
"I don't know, somehow we've got to tell her she'll get her wish. It's probably best if we came straight out with it."
We held hands as we walked towards her. Lauren didn't even look up. Helen slipped in beside her. That's when she looked up, I went and sat across the table from her, I then reached out and cupped her hands over the coffee cup. She looked up at me.
"We're so very sorry, please, we've made a mistake. Come back Lauren." I begged.
She shook her head. I pulled one of her hands away from a coffee cup, lifted it and kissed the back, with my thumb I opened out the palm. I kissed the palm of her hand. She was looking at me. "Please we love you." She was crying.
"I can't." Looking at me she said. "I thought I was happy with it, I thought I was okay, right up until I realised it would never be me wearing that corset for you or tied to that bed with your loving hands stroking my thigh, I wanted that so much. It would never be me. The fantasies won't be enough."
I gently squeezed her hands. "If it means you are coming back, we can do that for you. We love you and if it means I've got to change my mind to get you back. I will do that. In fact, Helen has convinced me to change my mind."
She looked me in the eyes and said. "Do you mean you will do what I want?"
I looked at her. "Yes, please come back. We talked about this on the way up, and if it's the only way to get you back is to do what you want, we will do it."
Helen spoke up. "I've always been on your side. Matt has issues which we haven't told you about and his reasons for not doing it. I've been trying to convince him we are not the same as those people.
"Matt's mother, in her first marriage, got depressed after her first baby was born. Her husband was away, not a lot, but too much for a young mother.
"She listened to her friends who convinced her an open marriage was the answer. So, although she loved her husband, she was lonely and convinced him that an open marriage was a good idea. Unfortunately, her husband fell in love with a woman he met that didn't want an open marriage and he left Matt's mother. She was devastated, it was her idea, and she lost the man she loved. Fortunately, another man came along, Matt's Dad. She vowed never to do anything so stupid again.
"Matt hasn't talked about it. I got the story from his Mum, and I think Matt is worried that if he has you, it could be an excuse for me to have another man, and he's frightened he'll lose me. On the journey up I convinced him that wouldn't happen. So, although he wants to stick to his vows because he believes in them he realises if he doesn't have some leeway, we will lose you. And then we all lose."
Lauren looked at us and said. "OK I'll come back but you must promise me you'll do it. And soon."
A smile lit up Helen's face, I took hold of both of Lauren's hands and kissed them.
Helen said. "Right let's get you home. It won't be tonight, this has got to be done properly. But I promise it'll be done before the end of the weekend. And if you want to, that will give you time to move into our house and live there with us."
I don't think Lauren could take it all in. And all I heard from her was. "Yes, yes, yes absolutely yes."
It was time for the three of us to go home.
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To understand this following story you will have read the first two.
These three work it out, and more.
We stood up and headed towards the car park. I slipped my arm round Laurens waist and said. "Helen is going with you. You may have some things to talk about." A worried look passed across her face.
Helen saw her worried look. "No, don't worry. I've had ideas about what to do for ages should this happen. But I need to chat to you about it."
She looked at me and said, "What about Matt?"
Helen stroked her face, glanced at me. "I'm afraid he will just do as he's told, this one time."
We got to the cars. Helen drove Lauren's car. I was in front, so they could follow. The sat nav might be useful this time. We used the emergency services exit onto the local roads and headed home. I had to stop for fuel, so they got home first. I was about half an hour behind them. When I got home downstairs was empty, But I could hear noises upstairs. I went upstairs and saw our bedroom had been tidied up, the bed made and the ropes taken off the bed. I don't think Lauren was ready for them.
Another problem had occurred to me driving home, we wouldn't want to leave Lauren alone tonight. I made the decision then, it might be a bit cosy, but she would have to sleep with us. As Lauren's suitcase was in our bedroom I think that decision had already been made, especially when Lauren and Helen came back carrying some of her clothes. I think some of the clothes Helen and I didn't often wear have been dispatched to Lauren's old room.
We decided we needed a shower and then go to bed. It was very late. We all had work tomorrow, well today actually. And I am sure the girls will have a lot to do over the next couple of days. I would just let them organise it. They were probably the best people to do it.
And I would do as Helen said. 'Just do as I'm told'.
Lauren went into the shower first, whilst she was there Helen told me she had told Lauren all the gory details about my mother's first marriage. Helen had got all the details from my half-sister. Some of them she suspected even I didn't know about. She would tell me all about them later, but for now it was time to look after Lauren.
We went to the airing cupboard and got our big fluffy white towels. Whilst Helen dried her, I had a quick shower, then we swapped over. We both dried Helen when she came out of the shower. It appears I was the only person who had to dry themselves.
It was time for bed. Helen clambered in followed by Lauren, there wasn't much room for me. That was when I decided if this was going to be a regular occurrence, we would need a bigger bed. I soon heard gentle snoring as the girls fell asleep, and I wouldn't be far behind them. It had been a harrowing evening.
It was a strange week, well Tuesday didn't count, we were all still shattered from Monday night's antics. We all got in from work, Lauren cooked, normally my job. Helen put some washing on and I laid the table. I felt a little bit like a spare prick at a wedding. I know the girls were only trying to be helpful.
Over dinner I told them we would have to sort out some sort of a rota. I wasn't thinking. Helen giggled. "Do you mean I get you first on Monday and Lauren gets you first on Wednesday. You could have Tuesday off for a rest." Trust the women, they were thinking about sex. I was thinking about household jobs. Bloody hell.
Lauren spoke up, but she had a serious tone to her voice. "I've been thinking about that as well." She looked at Helen. She reached a hand across the table and took her hand. "We do need to set some sort of pecking order. You are his first lady, his first love. You should go first or at least have the first choice."
I think that brought Helen up short. "You're right, we do need to talk about that sort of thing. But not tonight, I'm too tired. So tomorrow night we'll do it. And that'll give us time to think."
We went to bed about 9:30, I wasn't as tired as last night, and I had a problem sticking out in front of me as I was laid between two beautiful sexy women. I knew I couldn't touch either of them. It wasn't laying right, it was uncomfortable. So, I put my hand round my cock to tuck it up. Helen felt me do it, she whispered to me. "Hands off that or I might have to tie you up."
Her whispering wasn't quiet enough. "Kinky already." Came from Lauren.
"He's got a raging hard on and I've got plans for that later in the week. So, he can't play with it."
Lauren turned over, faced us, got up on one elbow, looked across me at Helen and said. "Thank you, but I don't think that's very fair on him, he's laid here between two sexy women and he can't touch anything. The poor man." She swung herself out of bed. Stood up, looked at us and said, "I need a cup of tea, I'll bring you two a cup, I will be ten minutes." She walked out the bedroom door, closing it behind her.
I am not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, but Helen was faster. Her head went under the covers and quickly had me in her mouth. She was very good at this. She knew just what I liked, biting down the side, nibbling underneath and taking me all the way in. I tried to turn her over to share the pleasure. She pushed me back, took her mouth off my cock, looked at me and said. "This is about you sweetheart. Just enjoy it." I was not about to argue.
I think it was about the seven minute stage when I shot into her mouth, she swallowed.
I was nodding off as Lauren came back in with a tray and three cups of tea, it would be rude not to drink it after what she had done. I sat up in bed, took the cup from her hands when she offered it. Looked her in the eyes and said with as much feeling as possible. "Thank you." And I wasn't talking about the tea.
She smiled at me and said. "My pleasure." She gave a little chortle. "Well, I hope it will be later." Oh bloody hell.
Wednesday night after tea, we sat and worked through a rota for household jobs. Helen and I didn't have a list, we naturally did where our skills lay, I was a good cook, but rubbish at stacking the dishwasher, well, so I'm told.
I was waiting to get to the elephant in the room, well it was an elephant in my mind. But it appears not for the girls. Helen reached across the table, squeezed my hand and said. "Let's see what happens after Friday."
So, it is going to be Friday. I had better not go to the pub on the way home or be late.
I didn't have a shave before I left for work on Thursday, nor on Friday. But I did take my shaving tackle to work with me on Friday, and not knowing what was planned, clean underwear, socks and a shirt.
Friday morning Helen said to me. "Your usual time please, not early, not late. And please don't worry my love, it'll be OK."
I didn't get much done Friday afternoon, the words on the test plan I was writing were coming out all wrong. All the right words, not necessarily in the right order. I had to keep going to keep my mind occupied. I'll have to sort it out on Monday. I shaved as close as I could, put my clean clothes on and drove home. I was starting to feel like how a virgin bride might feel on her wedding night. I parked around the corner until it was my usual time. Shit I was nervous.
I walked in the front door, and Helen was standing at the bottom of our stairs. She had on a long white satin nightgown, subtle makeup and hair brushed lovely. It crossed my mind that she looked like a bridesmaid.
Smiling at me. "Please my sweetheart I know you're worried. I will never leave you. You are my reason for living. And I want you to do this to bring Lauren into our family. She loves you so much it hurts. And please trust me, I know that feeling." She held her hand out to me, I took it and she pulled me in for a smouldering kiss. I got hard just doing that.
She led me upstairs into our bedroom with its 4 poster bed, she opened the door and there stood Lauren. Her blonde hair shining, gentle makeup highlighting her cheeks. Stockings and the white corset. There was a small fascinator in her hair. She did look like a bride on her wedding night.
That was when I realised Helen was undressing me. She was undoing the buttons of my shirt and eased it off my shoulders. I let it fall to the floor. She undid my belt and flies pulling my trousers and underpants down in one go. I stepped out of them, my socks came off at the same time. I was naked.
I felt a small push in the middle of my back. I had stopped, stunned by the beauty of these two women, but I had a job to do. I moved forward, I took Lauren in my arms, I kissed her passionately and deeply. I wrapped my arms around her trying not to crush her.
I whispered to Lauren. "You look fantastic in this corset. You have worn it for me. But I want just you." I put my hands around her back to start undoing the corset, only to find Helen was standing behind her already helping me take it off.
Helen whispered to us. "Let me help you." She leaned in closer to Lauren and whispered to her. "You've had your wish to wear that corset for him, but I did warn you he would always want you naked the first time. Don't worry there will be plenty of other times you can wear it for him." She leaned closer and kissed her on the ear.
When Lauren was naked apart from her stockings and fascinator, I eased her back gently, her legs were touching the bed and then I helped her back onto it. She laid there looking beautiful. I climbed on the bed beside her.
Looking into her eyes I said. "I love you." It was the first time I'd said it to her.
"I love you too, ever since I first saw you."
I glanced up at Helen, looking down at us smiling. I smiled back up at her. "Thank you."
Helen made to leave, a thought flashed through my mind that she would be sitting alone whilst her husband made love to another woman, even though she'd agreed to it. That didn't seem right to me. "Helen my sweetheart, you are as much a part of this as I am. I would like you to stay."
I felt Lauren move beside me. Her hand came out and reached across to Helen. "Yes, please do stay. I want you to share in my joy."
Helen smiled and came towards us, she took Lauren's hand, kissed it and knelt on the floor.
I slipped myself down Lauren's body and got in between her open legs. I gently teased her clitoris with my fingers and then pushed them inside to make sure she was lubricated. She was.
I heard Lauren say. "Please, my love now." If she thought it was time, then so did I. I moved up her body, I rested on my elbows and knees, not wishing to crush her. I was finding it a little difficult and was about to use my hand to guide my cock into its target when I felt a hand I knew take hold of my cock.
I heard Helen say. "Lay still." With my cock in her hand, I felt her slowly rub Lauren's clitoris on the end of my cock. I know she likes it when I do that to her.
Lauren was shuddering. Helen stopped moving my cock and said. "She's been waiting for this. Now is the time my love."
She held it in the right place, and I entered Lauren slowly but firmly. I felt Helen remove her hand. When I got fully in, I looked at Lauren, her head was back, her eyes were closed and she was saying, "Yes, yes, yes, good, so good."
I could see Helen still knelt on the floor, she had Lauren's hand in both of hers and a huge smile on her face with tears gently trickling down her cheeks. I was still on my knees and elbows firmly pistoning myself in and out of Lauren. She was getting higher and higher. I could see her squeezing Helen's hands. That was when Helen leaned in and kissed Lauren full on the lips. If I had been any closer to the edge, I would have come right there and then. It was one of the loveliest things I've ever seen. I felt Lauren's body go stiff and then shudder her legs came round my body and squashed me into her. Holding me in place. There were tears in her eyes too.
I was starting to shrink and I tried to disentangle myself. I didn't want to crush Lauren by putting my full weight onto her.
Lauren looked up at me and said. "I know that wasn't long, but it was everything I wished for." She looked across at Helen. "Thank you."
Then Helen spoke. "Lauren I'm sorry I kissed you, but it was so lovely. And Matt couldn't kiss you, he was trying not to crush you. I thought I would do it in this place. I won't do it again."
Lauren smiled at her. "It was perfect. And please kiss me like that again, it was wonderful."
We managed to disentangle ourselves from one another. It was still very early In the evening.
That was when Helen got up, left the room and came back shortly with a tray with Champagne. Strawberries and cream. Not very substantial, but absolutely ideal for this situation.
We fed each other strawberries and cream. And held the glass for one another to sip the champagne. We had nearly finished the strawberries when I felt a hand snake across my body. It was Helen. "Are you ready yet, I think she deserves another."
"I think I could manage with your help." I replied.
Helen got off the bed taking the tray and the remains of our meal with her. Lauren shuffled herself around and laid in the middle of the bed. She opened her legs and I laid between them. I heard Helen whisper to Lauren. "You'll enjoy this, he's very good." I gave it my best shot, I tried every trick I had learned with Helen.
Helen got me to roll to one side so she could take me in her mouth. Once I was hard which didn't take long but it was nice. Helen slid up the bed.
I looked up to see Helen and Lauren kissing again, was this going to be a regular thing? It was sexy as hell. Lauren shuddered as I made her come using my fingers and tongue. I slid up her body, I didn't need any help this time to enter her. Helen looked at me and started to kiss me and stroke my face. She was looking at me with love in her eyes. It was wonderful. I knew what Lauren liked last time I was here, so I did the same again. There will be time for experimentation later. It wasn't long before she was shuddering for her third orgasm of the evening. But I hadn't come this second time.
I was aware that Helen hadn't come at all, I would have to do something about that.
Lauren's eyes were closed, so I eased myself off of her. I looked at Helen. "Your turn my sweetheart."
"Oh yes please" Helen smiled.
She opened her legs, and I moved over. I ran my hand slowly over her pussy, she was soaking. "No more sweetheart, straight in please." And I did, but not the slow, steady, firm rhythm that I did with Lauren. This was hard fucking. This is what Helen wanted and that was what she got. Her arms and legs wrapped around me, and very quickly she was shuddering, that shuddering brought me off. We collapsed in a heap next to Lauren. I could get to like this. I reached down to the bottom of the bed and pulled the quilt up over all three of us. We all slept soundly.
I wasn't sure what woke me up the following morning, whether it was the sound of the shower or Helen sucking my cock. I just laid there and enjoyed it. I heard the shower shut off and I looked across the room. Lauren came out of the bathroom, she had a towel wrapped around her. She smiled at what she saw. Then I heard her say. "Helen, could I have some of that?"
Helen's answer surprised me. "No, not now, but tonight as much as you like. This is all mine for now." Lauren didn't seem upset, she got on the bed and started kissing me on the lips. It wasn't long before I let everything go into Helen's mouth.
Helen and I showered, got dressed and made our way downstairs. Lauren was cooking breakfast, sausages, bacon, eggs and mushrooms. She placed a plate of food in front of me, there was quite a lot. "You're going to need to keep your energy up." She said, smiling at me.
On a normal Saturday, and this was not a normal Saturday, we would discuss what plans we had for the rest of the day, but I already had a plan. "Right, you two, we're going shopping. Get dressed, slacks or trousers, no skirts." I saw some pouty lips, I think they were going to tease me. "We need to go bed shopping, that one's just a tad too cosy."
The girls went upstairs whilst I cleared away and it wasn't long before we all in the car heading into town and the bed shops. We entered the first one then Lauren said something that was strange to me. "There's no four posters in here. It's got to be a four poster." I hadn't thought that far. I was just looking for a large bed.
Helen slipped her arm through mine. "She's right, you know."
We did look around that shop and tried a few beds out. The staff were giving us strange looks when the two girls jumped on the beds, and I joined them. The staff have probably seen it all before and they just left us alone. We spent the rest of the day visiting the other bed shops in our town. There were four posters, but they're only the same size as ours. We gave in and said we will try the next town over or look on the Internet. We decided to drive home. As we were leaving town I heard Lauren from the back of the car squeal. "Stop, stop, that charity shop, it's got one."
I parked the car and we all traipsed into the charity shop. And yes, there it was. A large old fashioned 4 poster bed. One of the volunteers came up to talk to us. She told us they got it in a house clearance. Most other places didn't want it because it was too big. She pointed out to us that the mattress was brand new. It was still wrapped in its cover and had never been used. Some of the drapes looked a bit tatty, but they would do for now. The girls can sort them out later. I bought it there and then and even arranged for delivery on Friday, that was the soonest they could do it. I let the volunteer lady know this was a swap, they could take our old four poster bed away when they delivered this one, it was just too small. I didn't realise what I had said until Helen dug me in the ribs. The volunteer lady just smiled at us.
We made our way home, happy with what we've got. We picked up Chinese takeaway on the way. None of us were in the mood for cooking. I'm not even sure whose turn it was.
But I had one thing to sort out over dinner. It was something I'd seen.
The table was soon set, wine was open, beer poured for me, and the food trays arranged in the middle of the table. We started eating. I waited until neither had a mouthful of food. "I have a question. The way you two kissed last night, is there something going on between you two that I need to know about?" Helen's mouth came open in surprise. But Lauren looked down in her lap.
"No nothing, but I have developed feelings for Helen. She has looked after me, she's helped me get my heart's desire, she's supported me all through this and I think I'm starting to fall in love with her as well." She looked at me. "Am I allowed to love two people?"
There was a simple answer to that. I did, so she could. But I was worried about Helen with this declaration of love. I looked at Helen, reached my hand across and touched hers and said. "Sweetheart, how do you feel about that?"
"I'm not sure, I've never thought of myself being that way inclined. I do love Lauren, but more like a sister. I'm going to have to think about this."
I had an opinion. "You don't kiss sisters like the way you kissed Lauren last night."
Helen looked at me. "No, I don't suppose you do unless you're in love with your sister. So perhaps my love isn't as sisterly as I thought. I will still need to think about this. It's all new to me." It was new to all of us.
It had been a long day and there were things in the bedroom we wanted to explore. Helen asked me to tidy away the dishes and lock up. Her and Lauren were going to bed and could I come up as soon as I'd finished. She was planning again.
I got to the bedroom and Lauren was helping Helen put on the black corset. Lauren was already wearing the white one.



I started taking my clothes off whilst they were putting theirs on. Helen smiled at me as she clipped her stockings to the suspenders. When she finished, she took Lauren by the arm and came towards me. "Sweetheart, yesterday we used you. We took full advantage of you; we used you as our love pleasure machine. We think it's time we paid you back for that. It was a long night, they sucked, they teased, we kissed, we fucked, and we all came. I have no idea how many orgasms happened in that room that night.
Helen and Lauren kissed and touched each other. But they seem to stay away from any sexual activity between themselves. I saw Lauren's hands caress Helen's breasts. Helen lifted the hand off her breast, kissed her palm and put it back on her waist. I think it was too soon for Helen. Lauren took the hint. It was a fantastic night, one I will never forget.
Sunday was a quiet day, we were all still knackered. Helen was a little quiet. I had the impression she was thinking. Was the caress of her breast too much for her yesterday. I made sure I held her and cuddled her. I think Lauren sensed there was something not absolutely right and stayed quietly in the background.
It wasn't my turn, but I cooked dinner anyway. We had fallen into a routine, after dinner I cleared the table, Helen stacked the dishwasher, Lauren took the drinks through to the living room and turned the television on. We settled down to watch some rubbish and then after about half an hour. Helen picked up the remote control and turned the television off.
She turned to look at me and said. "I think I would like to explore with Lauren, but I'm worried about you. We only have one rule so far, that you can't do anything with Lauren without me knowing, and you know I would like to be there. I would like to add another one. That Lauren and I do nothing without you there. Not just with you knowing about it, but you must be there."
I've known Helen for a large number of years and if I was a betting man, I would have bet exactly that was what she would come up with. She knew my fears and she had her own.
Lauren got off the sofa where she was sitting and knelt in front of Helen. "I totally agree, I would do nothing to upset this man." But that was where it finished. Helen turned the television back on, and Lauren got back onto the sofa next to me. And that was it. No rushing upstairs, no plans, just the acceptance that it would happen all in its own good time.
There was no love making that night, just a lot of cuddling.
On Wednesday we introduced Lauren into our gentle kind of bondage. Just some restriction. I had her tied spread eagled standing at the bottom of the four-poster facing onto the bed, she was blindfolded as well, she would not know what pleasure was coming, or who it came from. I laid on the bed with my head between her legs and used my tongue and fingers. Helen straddled my chest so she could kiss Lauren. We teased her quite a lot in the end, she was begging us to finish her off. I got off the bed and went behind her. I saw Helen's hand go up into Lauren's hair, she pulled her head to one side and started kissing her neck as she fondled her breasts. Every now and again she would stop kissing Lauren's neck and kiss me on the lips over Lauren's shoulder.
Helen was fondling Lauren's breasts. That was their first sexual contact and there was nothing Lauren could do about it. I don't think she was complaining. Lauren said something as I ran my hands down her belly and through her hairs. "Please can you put your finger up my bum."
Bum play is not a thing of ours. Helen had said to me often. "You can't have my bum" She was denying me something I didn't want. It was a bit of a standing joke between us. Lauren may have heard that over the last couple of months and thought I wanted some bum play. And this was her way of letting me know it would be okay with her.
My hands were already wet with her juices. So I slipped my middle finger gently up into her bum hole. I left it for a few seconds and then pulled it out. I had other things to do.
I eased my cock into her pussy, put my hands on her hips and pumped into her hard. Lauren shook, her legs collapsed under her when she came. I was still inside her and holding her up. I wondered if the bed would hold her weight. I held her up whilst Helen undid the knots. I picked Lauren up and carried her round to the bed. Helen took the blindfold off as I did that, she had fainted.
Helen and I looked at each other and smiled, we think we had converted Lauren into our style of tying up games. I did not mention to Helen her fondling Lauren's breasts.
I hadn't come, and neither had Helen. With Lauren flaked out we took care of ourselves. It was lovely.
As we were laying in bed in that post coital mellowness, I gently asked Lauren about the bum thing. And I was correct, she thought I wanted it, and it was okay with her. She had wanted to try it with Darren like she did the bondage, but he thought that was perverted as well. Darren must have been a bit of a stick in the mud. The fool.
I took the Friday off to wait for the bed delivery. I disassembled ours and took it downstairs. The delivery drivers arrived and helped me take the disassembled new one up to our bedroom. They took our old one away, they had smirks on their faces.
The bed went together well, and I made sure it was really secure. I put an extra screw in here and there. I noticed whilst I was doing that there were some wear marks on the uprights. I think when we did our tying up in this bed it wouldn't be its first time.
Lauren insisted that I make love to Helen first in this new bed as I was doing that I saw that Lauren was fondling and kissing Helen's breasts. Helen did not complain.
The following weekend Lauren was out of bounds for a few days. She was wearing her granny knickers, she said they felt more comfortable at this time of the month. Helen had promised to show Lauren one of my favourites and was now probably a good time. Helen had me sit on the bedroom chair and she tied my hands behind it. Not tightly, I could have easily got free, it was more symbolic.
And then she tied Lauren's hands behind her back, but she would not be getting free.
Helen told her that this was one of my fantasies to have a beautiful woman with their hands tied behind her getting me hard. That was Lauren's job. It was too late, I was already very hard but that didn't stop Lauren sucking on my cock for all she was worth.
Helen knelt behind Lauren, put her hands round in front and started caressing her breasts. while she was kissing the back of her neck. I looked down. I was enjoying this one beautiful woman sucking my cock, and another fondling this beautiful woman. Then all of a sudden Helen jumped and moved forward a bit and groaned. Lauren wasn't paying as much attention to my cock as she had been. I was tempted to free my hands and take her by the head. But that wasn't what Helen wanted. I was nearly there. Looking at me Helen could tell, she grabbed hold of Lauren by the shoulders and pulled her back, freeing my cock from her mouth. She gently pulled Lauren and laid her on the bed so she could watch. Helen came back straddled me and impaled herself on me. I'd freed my hands by now. They were only tied behind there for Lauren. I held on to Helen and thrust back up into her. It didn't take long before she was coming, and I came with her.
Lauren was still helpless, so after Helen got off of me, I went across, got on the bed behind her, put my arms around her and started playing with her clitoris. I had to slip my hands inside her granny knickers. She made a gentle complaint, but by now Helen was in front of her and silenced her complaints with the kiss. After Lauren had her orgasm, she smiled at Helen. "Did you enjoy that?"
Helen looked at me, put on her fake stern voice. "This naughty girl needs to be punished. When she had her hands tied behind her back and sucking your cock, her fingers found their way to my pussy. Her job was to pleasure you, not me. But it was very nice and it's giving me another idea."
Helen had worked out being restrained and made to do something you wouldn't normally do absolved you of all guilt. It wasn't your fault you were tied up.
I think she was okay with touching breasts but anything further than that would need some sort of reason.
Any reservations that Helen had about lesbian activity were completely absolved if she was tied up and had no choice. Even though we had a safety word.
The following weekend Lauren was leaning against the bed head with her legs open. Helen with the hands tied behind her back was laying backwards between Lauren's legs. Her fingers could reach Lauren's pussy. Her legs were tied wide apart. She was blindfolded and had our ball gag in her mouth. The game was she had to bring Lauren off using her fingers before I would let her come using my fingers and tongue. She had never played with another pussy before. Only her own. And this will be quite difficult, especially as her hands we're trapped between the two bodies.
After 20 minutes she had failed to bring Lauren off, although she had got close a couple of times. I relented and attacked her clitoris with vengeance and inserted my fingers all the way in. I pumped them in and out and just as she was starting to come. I pushed them all the way in and lifted it up to the G spot. She raised herself off of Lauren and screamed around the gag as she came.
I untied her legs and gently eased her off Lauren. Lauren was quite frustrated now, having come so close. It was my turn to take care of her. Thinking of the rules we had I took Helen's blindfold off and the ball gag out. To do Lauren while Helen was blindfolded would seem to me to be like going behind her back. Anyway, she likes to watch.
Lauren was absolutely soaking. I slid straight in and I pumped hard. It didn't take long and she went over the edge and I quickly followed her.
We were slowly expanding the girl's lesbian experience with each other, but Helen almost always insisted she was restrained in some way.
The following weekend Helen was out of bounds wearing granny knickers. and it was Lauren tied to the chair. With her legs open and tied very securely. Helen had her hands tied behind her back and was attacking Lauren's pussy with her mouth. To add a distraction, I was kneeling behind Helen fondling her breasts with one hand and using Lauren's vibrator to run up and down over Helen's pussy lips even though it was outside of her knickers. Helen got Lauren off this time. When she was released from the chair Lauren made sure I was satisfied.
Lauren hadn't forgotten about the bum thing, she talked to us. We had no experience in that area, so after trawling the Internet and having hundreds of wrong leads to porn sites. It was suggested but she used a butt plug to get herself ready for an anal experience. Sleeping three in a bed you can't keep many secrets. So, we helped Lauren with her butt plug. I told her that when she felt she was ready to let me know, and we would arrange something to make it special for her. I heard Helen giggle, I recognised that giggle they already had a plan.
We had settled into having gentle sexy love making during the week and restricted our kinkiness to the weekends. Not every weekend, probably every other one or so. It depends what other things we had going on in our lives, so with nothing on this coming weekend I was not surprised when I got home on Friday to find Lauren sitting on our sofa naked.
"It's time to take the butt plug out and put something else in, but we have a surprise for you. Give me 5 minutes and then come up to the bedroom." With that she kissed me on the lips and went upstairs. I noticed there was something in the slow cooker and a couple of bottles of wine with all the plates and cutlery ready.
I waited 5 minutes and went up to the bedroom taking my clothes off as I went. What a sight met me when I entered the bedroom. Helen was tied spread eagled on the bed with her head towards the footboard. Lauren with her legs tied wide apart was laid on top of Helen and she had handcuffed her hands behind her back. Where did they come from? We have never used handcuffs. But the really amazing thing was Helen had a pillow behind her head and she was licking furiously at Laurens pussy. I walked down to the other end of the bed and Lauren was busy attacking Helen's pussy.
She stopped, looked at me and said. "It's bum time, but please be careful." I went back down to the bottom of the bed. Helen looked at me and smiled.
I said to Helen. "Are you okay with this?"
"I'm tied up, I don't have any choice." She was still smiling. "But at least I'm going to get a good view as you take her arse."
It was quite difficult manoeuvring myself with my knees either side of Helen's head. but I managed it. The sight of these two beautiful women tied to the bed licking each other's pussy was enough to give me a raging hard on. That would be very useful.
Just so as I had lubrication, I buried my cock deeply in Lauren's pussy. I heard her squeal as I rammed it in hard and fast, she was soaking. I hadn't seen this butt plug before, it had a jewel on it. I pulled myself out of her pussy and then eased the butt plug out of her arse.
It left a nice hole. I gently pushed myself in. I heard Lauren grunting with every thrust, it wasn't long and I was fully embedded. I just rocked backwards and forwards. It was very tight. I didn't last long. I felt myself go soft. I extracted myself from the bed. Helen's eyes were closed but she had a smile on her face. I went to the other end of the bed. Lauren was wide awake.
"That was fantastic." She said, "But I need to get off of Helen now. The handcuff keys are on the bedside table."
I fetched them and released her. I could see handcuffs had a use. I untied her legs and helped her get off Helen. Her legs were still very shaky, I went back and untied Helen. I whispered to her. "Are you okay my sweetheart?"
She looked at me, smiled and said. "Yes, my love there's nothing wrong. Stop worrying."
We all started having showers, I really must get a bigger shower so all three of us can fit in. We went downstairs, we were only wearing bathrobes.
As we had dinner, I asked Lauren if it was all she expected it to be. She looked at me, smiled and said "Yes, but I think it was better with Helen's help."
I looked at Helen. "And what do you think?"
"Oh, I could do that again, but I need to be on top and you still can't have my bum. The sight of your cock going in and out of Lauren's pussy was fantastic."
We didn't do much else that weekend. We were too knackered again.
Life settled down for us, it was good. We all loved each other equally and we all took turns at going first but really nobody was counting.
The parents got used to the fact we were a threesome, Lauren's Mum was glad she found somebody. Her Dad wasn't sure, he was still very wary. That's a father's correct position. Helen's parents both thought it was quite funny, but as long as we were happy they didn't mind. My Mum was worried I wasn't eating enough, my Dad just slapped me on the shoulder and smiled at me.
On the anniversary of our trip to Watford Gap we had an arranged for Helen and I to restate our vows. As we stood there in front of the vicar Lauren was stood beside Helen. When Helen said her vows Lauren whispered the vows they had come up with. When I said my vows, I looked and spoke at both of them.
Over the years I had to replace some parts of the bed that had worn out. I think we are on our 6th mattress. And I still haven't had Helen's bum.
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Clare, the fucking bitch, the cheating fucking bitch. She won't get away with it this time. I was angry, angrier at myself for being a gullible fool and believing everybody else. What I needed was proof, she's not getting half of the house, that was mine.
I met Claire at university, I was doing electrical engineering and aeronautics, she was doing psychology and social sciences. We met at a party, I was feeling a bit down and a bit guilty. My Nan had just died, and I'd just got back from the funeral. I hadn't visited her much over the last couple of years. The busy life of a young university student. But she left me her house in her will. Mum and Dad didn't need it. It wasn't a big house but big enough for a family of four. I have some lovely memories of that house, of my Nan and Grandad before he passed on. Dad was an aeronautical engineer. Mum was a deputy manager in a bank, I would make more use of the house.
When I was a youngster I used to visit the house a lot to be with my Nan. She was lonely after Grandad died, so I would pop round to keep her company and as I got older, I'd do jobs for her. Whilst I played with my mates I always found some time for my Nan. I went round to look at the house after the funeral and she still had the Airfix Beaufighter kit I made 15 years ago, it was my first model aeroplane. It was still there. I felt guilty about not visiting her more often, there was nothing I could do about it now, but it still made me feel sad and ashamed.
Claire and I had seen each other around campus. She was cute, and we were on nodding and smiling terms. We were at a party and she noticed I was a bit down. She tried to cheer me up. It worked. She made me more cheerful, well less sad anyway. I thanked her the following day by taking her out for a pint which turned into dinner. Okay it was only fish and chips. Within six weeks we were in bed together. It was good. We were both at university and I had dipped my wick several times and I'm sure she had been the recipient of some wick dipping, but we never talked about it.
I woke up one morning in my bed to see her resting up on one elbow looking down at me. She smiled and kissed me on the cheek, got out of bed saying. "I'll put the kettle on for some tea." She put on one of my dress shirts that was laying on the end of the bed.
Was that love in her eyes?
I was starting to have feelings for her. There could be no pissing around with this. I would have to ask her. I went downstairs, I was famished after last night's excursions. I made a bacon butty for her, bacon and egg for me. She sat across the table from me. She was looking far way into the distance, she was gone with the fairies. I reached a hand across to her, she looked at me and smiled. I said to her now, she was back with us "Sweetheart, I have something to tell you. I'm starting to have serious feelings for you."
She jumped up, ran around the table and straddled me. That was a tad uncomfortable because she had no knickers on. I was not hard, but not soft either. She grabbed my face with both her hands and kissed me deeply. "Thank God for that, I love you too, I was just working out how to tell you without scaring you off."
I don't think I mentioned the word 'love' but I let it go. "Does that mean we're exclusive now?" I asked about being aware of both of our backgrounds.
"I've been exclusive since we met at that party."
I couldn't say the same thing, but I had been since the first time we made love.
Within two weeks she had moved into my small bed-sit. We had to force ourselves to study. Living with her, being with her, I fell deeply, madly in love with her.
The future was a bit of a problem. I had a job lined up in my hometown with the company my Dad worked for and I had Nan's old house as somewhere to live.
Claire's hometown was 70 miles away. She moved back to her parents and very quickly got a job in a large insurance company that had offices all over the country. We spent alternate weekends driving up and down the M4. I'm sure I got to know every pothole. Then things came together. The deputy manager of her company in my town was retiring and her company, knowing of our attachment offered her an interview for the job. She did well and was offered the post, she accepted. So, Claire will be moving up to my hometown in about three months. That was ideal because I had asked her to marry me, and a May wedding was on the cards at our local church. It had a lot of cherry trees and the blossoms would look fantastic, like natural confetti.
Things were looking rosy until I caught her. It was Claire's birthday on the Friday I was due to travel to her. I took a day's leave and travelled down on Thursday night to surprise her. I even picked up a dozen roses. I got to her flat. Her car was in its usual parking space but there were no lights on in the flat. I let myself in and it was obvious she wasn't there. Perhaps she popped out to the shops or something. I found a vase and put the roses in some water. I made a cup of tea. After about half an hour there was no sign of Claire so I tracked her on her phone. She was in the pub round the corner. We didn't use that one much, it was too full of young people making too much noise. I had thought of phoning her but then there would be no surprise.
I made my way round to the pub. It was quite noisy. I looked around. I couldn't see her, then a flash of white attracted my eye. There she was, she had her arms round the neck off a man who looked a bit familiar. His right hand was round her waist, the flash of white was a bandage on his hand and they were kissing deeply like she kissed me. I was gutted. I got my phone out and lifted it up. I took a couple of pictures. A girl standing next to the bar saw me do it and rushed across to Clare. I didn't wait, I turned around and went outside. I started walking back to Claire's flat. I had to pack. I sent her a copy of the picture I had just taken and the text message read "I'll move my stuff out so you could move his in. You know where to send the engagement ring."
I got back to her flat. I didn't have any suitcases, so I got a black plastic bin bag and started putting my clothes in. I had just got to the bathroom taking my stuff out of there when Claire came hurtling in followed by the bloke she was with. Oh this will be interesting.
"Sweetheart it's not what it looks like. It was just a kiss. We were just kissing. Nothing's happened. Please, it was just a kiss, forgive me."
"Fuck off, and then fuck off some more. You stand there saying nothing's happened and you bring him here to rub my fucking face into it. No we're done, who else knows you're carrying on behind my back. I saw that girl rush across to you so she must know you're doing something wrong. I'm out of here."
"It was just a kiss, nothing else."
"A kiss with both your arms around his neck.
"I know where kisses lead, remember.
"Have you been fucked him already?"
"No, I wouldn't do that to you." She looked at me in the eyes
"Blowjobs then you're good at those, have you been practising on him for me." I couldn't keep the sarcasm out of my voice.
"No, my sweetheart, I wouldn't do that." Still looking at me in the eyes
Then I saw his hand. "So just a hand job then?"
Her eyes flicked this time, a typical giveaway, having psychology training she must have caught herself. It was too late. She said nothing.
"Right, so just a hand job because his hand is knackered. And you caused the damage I'm guessing. Right?" She nodded her head slowly.
"So, hand job today, blow job next week and fucking the week after. That's how it goes if I remember, and if you hadn't noticed he's got a left hand. It would be good practice for him to learn to be ambidextrous. I suppose he won't have to learn to wank with his left hand now. He'll have you won't he." I started to make my way towards the door.
Then he spoke up. "Sorry man nothing has happened, trust me. It was just a kiss, just a friend's kiss. She was making up for this." He held his hand up with a bandage on. "She trapped it in a door the other week and broke some bones, she was just apologising."
"You don't apologise to somebody by swapping spit and tongues like I saw, and how many times did she get you off? There's more going on here, and I don't know you, so no I don't trust you."
Then he did something strange. He got his phone out, unlocked it and gave it to me. "Just once, I was desperate. Look dude there's my phone it's completely open. Look through anything, texts, emails, Instagram, Twitter you won't see me contacting her at all. There are a couple of messages on there about work, she works for me, but look at them."
I did, there was nothing incriminating, no sexy messages, just an apology from her and some work stuff. They had met up a couple of times, but it seems to be with people from work, not alone. But I still didn't like the kiss and why hadn't she told me she trapped some bloke's hand in a door.
I looked at her. "Will you extend me the same courtesy, give me your phone, let me see what's on your phone?" She handed it over without a murmur, I knew her passcode the same as she knew mine. I thought we had no secrets. I turned my back on them. I checked all the messages, emails and social media and apart from the odd thing that replicated what I'd seen on his phone there was nothing, but she wanked this man off, that was a deal breaker for me.
Then I did something sneaky. I changed the passcode on her phone, I phoned myself from her phone. My phone rang. I took it out of my pocket, accepted the call, turned the volume right down. I placed her phone on the table. I looked at the pair of them. I was starting to believe that nothing had happened apart from the hand job, but I wasn't hanging around.
"I need to think about this. Give me that engagement ring. I will keep it for two weeks and that will give me time to decide if it comes back to your finger or the jewellers." She pulled the ring off her finger and gave it to me with tears in her eyes. "Now get out of my fucking way." I left. As soon as I got outside, I turned the volume of my phone up so I could hear what they were saying.
"I'm sorry Claire." I heard him say. "I didn't mean to mess things up for you. I like you. I wouldn't want to hurt you. But when I told you I had problems doing stuff and you offered to help. I thought you were joking about a hand job. If I realised you were serious, or I wouldn't have accepted it."
"I was only joking you prat, couldn't you see that. But once you accept it. I was stuck. I had to go through with it."
"Okay, but that doesn't explain the kiss that Michael saw. Why did you do that?"
"I don't know why, the urge just came over me, it was a stupid thing to do and in the pub, everybody saw us. If Shelley hadn't seen Michael take the photograph and warn me, I would never have known to look at my phone. It's too bloody loud in there you can't hear anything."
"Who knows, we might have got carried away, because to be honest with you, Claire, if you'd offered me a blowjob or anything more, I would have taken it, you're beautiful. I'd forgotten about Michael and you being engaged." He paused for a bit but then a quiet voice I heard him say. "Hey, if Michael is off the scene, could we, you know?"
She erupted. "No fuck off, get out of here, you and your fucking hand. I've ruined my marriage and I haven't even got that far yet. You fucked up my life and now you're offering to take over when Michael left off. How fucking crass of you. I don't think there's anything wrong with your hand anyway I'll think you're swinging the lead, so fuck off. I need to try and find a way to get my man back. I need to apologise to him. I need to make it up. I don't want to hear a fucking word about this at work or your other hand will get trapped in a door."
That was it, I'd heard enough. I heard the door slam and I saw him leave, then all I could hear was Claire's crying. I hung up. So nothing had happened, but I had the feeling that it might have done later. The big problem was that I was still madly deeply in love with her. Could I forgive her, would the kiss have led to more? He implied it would, although Claire shot him down.
I didn't know what to do. I might have to ask somebody else's advice. Mum and Dad would be good at that. I didn't realise I'd been driving and I was halfway home. I pulled into a motorway service station and phoned Mum and Dad and told them what happened. I told them the wedding was off. We hadn't paid too much; it was still a fair few months away. They asked me to pop round for tea the following day and we could talk about it, but not to forget to tell Claire's Mum and Dad. They were nice people.
That's not the thing you do over a text, so the next thing I did was to phone them. They were too far away to visit as I was now halfway home. They were shocked, they didn't believe me until I sent them a copy of the photograph. Her Dad asked me to think about it before I did anything stupid. I told him I was cancelling the wedding whilst I thought about it. I told him that to see her in the arms of another man broke my heart and forgiveness would be a long time coming. Her Mum said she would give her a phone call and rip her a new one. I told them they might have a problem getting through to her on the phone. And I left it there.
I got home and went to bed. I slept surprisingly well probably because I was completely physically and emotionally shattered. I went to tea with Mum and Dad the following day. We talked through a lot of things but didn't come up with the conclusion. Dad and I drank too much, so I had to stay over in my old bed. Mum made breakfast in the morning. It was all very familiar and comforting. Dad and I went for a pint at lunchtime and Mum had the usual roast dinner when we got home.
It was comfortable, but I still hadn't made a decision.
I did cancel the wedding, the memory of the sight of her with her arms around his neck made it easy.
I threw myself into work and decided I had things to do around the house the following weekend. Normally Claire would be coming to me this weekend. There were little jobs I put off with all the travelling, I got on with them now.
Midday on Saturday my front doorbell rang. I opened it to find Claire's Mum and Dad stood there with Claire behind them. I invited them in, but before Claire could get in the door I closed it in her face. I left it for a few seconds and then opened it, and she stood there crying. I just wanted to let her know this wasn't going to be easy.
Her Mum and Dad told me how sorry she was and it was a mistake and it shouldn't have happened.
Claire spoke up. "I'm sorry Michael, really sorry I shouldn't have done that, it was a mistake. I've told Mum and Dad everything, how stupid I was. Can I make it up to you."
"Was the kiss or wanking some bloke off the mistake."
Her mother's face fell, so she hadn't told her about the hand job then. I looked at her father, he wasn't shocked, he knew.
I went into the kitchen to give them some time together. I could hear Claire's Mum's voice, she was not happy.
I made some coffee for them and tea for me. I know they prefer coffee; I even had a jar of their favourite.
We talked for a while getting nowhere, I told them how upset I was at seeing her with her arms around somebody else's neck, and that she had had contact with somebody else's genitals. And I wasn't sure how I was going to get over that. Then Clare did something. She got down on her knees in front of me. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I was stupid. I won't make that mistake again. I will think about the ramifications of everything I do. Please forgive me."
I looked down at her beautiful face. I really did love her. I'm not saying anything would have happened, but I felt she had no intentions of having sex with that man after what I heard on the phone. She was aware of the mistakes she had made, so yes probably I was going to forgive her, but the wedding wasn't back on yet.
I had a few more questions. "So who knows about you and this bloke carrying on?"
"Just Mum and Dad, Dean and one or two of the girls in the office who were there that saw it. No one's talked about it, and I've told Dean if he mentions it or comes near me I'll break his other fucking hand." The use of the F word caused a tutting from her mother.
"So, it looks like half the office knows you've been cuckolding me."
"No, there's just a couple of people who know, and that's about it and I have told you I would never do that again. They promised me they won't spread the news because I made a mistake, and anyway I'm moving into the office down here in a month's time, so I'll be away from them."
"So, you're still moving down here then."
"Yes, I've got to even if you don't take me back, the post still needs to be filled. But I want to be here with you."
Now I teased a bit. "How could I trust you there won't be some other joke that goes too far again in the future?"
She gave a quizzical look at the joke word. How much did I know?
That was when her Dad stepped in, he'd been fairly quiet up to now, taking it all in. "Listen son, my only advice is you won't know you can trust her until you try. But that is completely up to you. I'm not going to suggest to you what to do, because you will have to live with it. But I hope you can forgive her and take her back."
Then Claire reached her hand out to me. I shied backwards. "Is that the hand you wanked him off with, when was the last time you used it on him?"
She burst into tears. Her Dad looked at me and said, "That was a bit unfair, lad. But I can see where you're coming from."
Claire seemed to pull herself together, stood up. Looked at me and said. "It was just the once, I have never seen him outside work again." She stormed off into the kitchen. I followed her, so did her Mum and Dad. She turned the cold tap on full. She bent down, opened up the cupboard underneath the sink and pulled out the bleach bottle. She pulled the top off and poured it over her right hand front and back, waited five seconds then shoved it under the running tap. She turned, looked at me and held the hand up. "Completely clean, there is not one molecule of him left here. The only cock this hand will touch is yours, if you'll have me back."
I thought to myself that wasn't a bad display and I was believing her. I picked up a towel and gave it to her so she could dry her hand.
"I'm not saying you're forgiven yet, but you had better come down here next weekend so we can start looking for a flat for you when you come down here."
"I was hoping I could move in here with you to make it up to you. But I get where you're coming from."
I had already decided I was going to forgive her with the display of the bleach. She could have done herself some serious damage, but I wasn't going to make it easy on her.
She did come down the following weekend. We didn't look at flats because we were too shagged out having spent a lot of time in bed. The following weekend I went to her place. I wanted to test something, so we went to that pub. There were a couple of her workmates there. Nothing was said. I kept my eyes open. There were no sly glances, no gigging behind hands, it appears everybody had kept their word.
We didn't look for a flat, she did move in with me. She got the engagement ring back on her finger and we had an autumn wedding instead of a spring one.
Things went well, we settled into that cosy life of a married couple. We visited our parents, had holidays. Then we decided it was time for children before the grandparents were too old to be able to enjoy them. And to babysit for us.
She came off the pill, we humped like rabbits every position we could think of. After six months, nothing. We went to see a clinic, we both got tested and everything was good. The clinic warned us that sometimes it can take a while, the stress of trying plus work and everything else and not to keep doing it every 5 minutes, just let it happen naturally and it will come along. And that was what we did. We let things run their natural course.



It was a busy time for both of us at work. She was busy with audits and we were just finishing a major repair on a customer's aeroplane and because of supply issues we were late and I was working all hours I could legally work. When not working I was eating and sleeping so the sex side had dropped off quite a bit. It always gets busy for both of us this time of the year. It was normal for us. But to top it off, Claire's Dad had a heart attack, so on the one day a week I wasn't working I popped across there to help out. I was hoping in a couple of week's time when things calmed down and the loving would start up again and it would happen.
That was until I changed a razor blade. I normally don't bother putting the old one in the receptacle, I just drop it straight in the bin. I put my foot on the pedal, the lid came up, I clicked the old cartridge off and it missed the bin. As I bent down to pick it up off the floor I noticed a small end cap off a cardboard box. I recognised it. It was a pregnancy kit. I looked through the rest of the bin to find the rest of the box and the stick thingy. They weren't there.
I finished my shave and went downstairs. Claire hadn't left for work yet. She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking her coffee. I placed the end cap in front of her and said. "Where is the rest of this?"
"Oh, I threw it away."
"Why didn't you tell me about it?"
"It was negative again and I didn't want to upset you."
Now my next question, which was a biggie. "Why are you taking a pregnancy test, we've only had sex twice in a month, why would you be pregnant?"
That pulled her up short. she spluttered and coughed. With that she stood up and said. "I'm late for work." She rushed out the door. She wasn't late at all. Now I was worried. Was this a repeat of Dean and it went further?
I thought back, had there been any change in her dress, her manner, attitude, anything like that. I couldn't think of anything but we've both been so busy we hardly had time to think and with Clare's Dad being unwell. I was over there a lot doing things for them when I could fit it in. I couldn't think of any tell tale signs. But I would look closer now.
Claire came in that evening and was all apologetic saying that I had called her out and she hadn't seen it from my point of view. She took the pregnancy test hoping the last two had worked but they hadn't, she was disappointed and didn't want to tell me. She suggested we could go away this weekend so she could make it up to me. Just the two of us in a small cottage, she promised she'd wear nothing but stockings and her 6 inch heels all weekend and any other underwear I decided to take. I told her it sounded like a good idea, but doesn't her period start this weekend. She came across and kissed me and said "Thank you sweetheart, I'd forgotten that. We'll make it the weekend after. I would hate to spoil your weekend."
Then it struck me, if her period was due to start in a day or two, why take a pregnancy test. That wasn't right and women don't forget when their period is.
Her period did start. But now I was looking for things out of the ordinary. It seemed a bit strange she didn't seem to use as many tampons as she normally did, and she is normally discreet about them. This time she left the box out in the open.
The weekend away was fantastic. She did wear nothing but stockings, six inch heels and satin night dress all weekend. I enjoyed it to the hilt.
Now I was looking for stuff and I still didn't see anything, no change of attitude, or the way she dressed. Probably more sex once now her period was over, but that may have been because of the discussions we had about not making love often enough. No girls nights out, no working later than normal, but I was still wary.
We got back to normal, but I was still keeping an eye on stuff. Once a month the people from her office would have a happy hour on a Friday, not late, just a pint or two in the local Wetherspoons. My finishing work normally coincided with when she wanted to come home after a drink or two so I would call round and pick her up. This Friday though I got knocked off early. So I was going to be earlier than normal. I tried to phone her, but she went to answer phone. It was probably too loud in the pub.
I got there and I saw her workmates sitting around a table. Claire wasn't with them nor was Jeremy her boss. I asked the girls round the table where Claire was and was told she was in the ladies. I also asked where Jeremy was? He was normally here for these gatherings. He was outside having a vape. Sara, one of the girls, immediately picked up her phone and started texting. A short while later Claire came back in from outside, not from the toilet. Just after that Jeremy came in through the front door. There was access from the smoking area to the front door. Claire came up and gave me a kiss. That was when I smelt the faint smell of scented smoke. So she wasn't in the toilet. I wasn't standing for this. I said in a voice so they would all hear me. "If I catch you cheating on me, I will divorce you and you will have nothing." Looking at Jeremy I said. "And the person shagging her will regret the day they were born." With that I turned and started to walk out. Claire caught hold of me before I had gone a step and I turned round. This would be interesting.
"Don't embarrass me like that in front of my workmates."
"Then don't get your friends to lie to me, they told me you're in the toilet, you were outside in the vaping area with Dean. I could smell it on you, and I bet the pregnancy test was to make sure he hadn't got you pregnant. So you're due any embarrassment that comes your way." I looked at them sitting around the table, they realised they'd been caught lying, Sara looked deeply into her glass. I walked away. Claire caught me up, this time beside me, she slipped her arm in mine "I'm sorry sweetheart nothing is happening, please trust me." I think she missed that I had used the name Dean, not Jeremy.
Bugger that was a waste of an insulting reminder.
As we walked out the pub I said to her. "I trusted you once and I forgave you, that will not happen a second time."
It was a chilly ride home and she spent the weekend making it up to me. I kept an eye on her phone, there was nothing. If she was having it off with Jeremy, they were being very discreet about it. I had a look on her company's website. It detailed what they expected of their employees and yes there was a non fraternisation policy especially between seniors and subordinates and strangely enough it included anybody who knew about the fraternisation. That was a new one on me but there again I didn't look at this sort of stuff all the time. Now I was being more wary. But if they were carrying on, they were now warned and would expect me to be checking up on them, I would have to play it a bit careful. I still saw nothing out of the ordinary.
I did some digging around about him. He was married with two kids. His wife was a bit on the plain side and a bit dumpy. I'd never met her. I'm sure she has a lovely character. I might have to make her acquaintance.
Then came the announcement of a course, it was three days in Telford where her company had their headquarters. I asked who was going. It was just her and one of the other girls, Kelly.
"So, not Jeremy then?" I asked.
"No, he did it last year." I didn't trust her, but even after digging around on the Internet and the discreet questions there was nothing to say he was going with her.
She was due to leave on Sunday afternoon. She had told me Kelly was picking her up. Kelly pulled up at the front door in her car. I had taken to putting my phone in my top pocket sometimes with the lens facing outwards. This was one of those times. I set it to record video. I took Claire's suitcase out for her. I asked Kelly if I could put it into the boot. She looked a bit flustered but unlocked it anyway. There were no other suitcases in the boot and there was nothing on the back seat. I opened the door for Claire. After she got in, I squatted down and said to her. "If you cheat on me, I will know, and I'll destroy you and him, so be warned." Kelly gave it all away, she was embarrassed and looked into her lap and her face went bright red. I looked at Kelly and said. "You're not taking a lot of clothes then, are you?"
"I forgot to put them in and we're going back to my place to pick them up now." But she couldn't look me in the eye.
I spent the rest of the evening preparing for the worst.
I had previously contacted their head office and found out which hotel they had booked. I told them I wanted to surprise my wife with some flowers to celebrate an anniversary. They told me the hotel they were in. Claire told me she didn't know which hotel as Kelly was driving. Again, strange.
On Monday I discreetly headed past her office and Kelly's car in the car park, and she was sitting at her desk and not in Telford. The phone camera came in useful again. It wasn't the best picture but it was obviously her. I didn't let myself be seen. I had already taken three days leave, my bags were packed and I had visited a lawyer.
I made a phone call to Jeremy's wife, Heather, just to confirm that he wasn't here. I pretended I was from their company and couldn't get him in the office. She told me he was on a course in Telford.
I had met Heather a few weeks before. I just happened to bump into her when she was picking the children up from school. She did have a nice character, but not observant. She missed the fact that I had no children to collect. I let her know that my wife and her husband worked in the same office. What a coincidence. I happened to mention the course and it appears Jeremy was going away at the same time. A bit strange for the head and the deputy head of a department to both go away at the same time, unless somebody had wangled something.
Well, I didn't actually bump into her, I made a conscious effort to meet her. She was a nice lady, plain looking, but nice. I saw that the children were in an expensive private school. Not something they could afford on Jeremy's wage. Looking at how she was dressed, I guess she had money.
And you don't normally use an Aston Martin DBX SUV to pick the children up from school.
I booked into the hotel and sat in the foyer. I had dressed in something completely different from what I normally wear. I was wearing a baseball cap, I hate wearing hats indoors. Claire knows that. I saw them arrive Monday evening after the course had finished for the day. There were about 20 of them, sitting around four tables at dinner. Jeremy and Claire did not sit on the same one.
I watched them for the rest of the evening, they stayed away from each other. Which was extraordinary, two people working from the same office would have at least some contact throughout the evening. They had none; it was as if they were actively distancing themselves from each other. However, they would be stupid to do it in the open so if they were going to do it, it would have to be discreetly.
I didn't know if it would be in his or her room? There were only three floors. It was about 9:15 when Jeremy left. Fortunately, the staircase was next to the lift. I ran up and found he came out on the second floor. I couldn't see which room exactly he went into, but it was one down the far end of the corridor.
Back down the stairs to see when Claire left the gathering. She gave it 20 minutes or so and I ran up the staircase again. Bugger, she was on the third floor and very close to the lift.
She was only in her room for a couple of minutes when she came out and headed towards the lift, but I had a nasty feeling she was going to use the stairs. I ran down them as quietly as I could. She wouldn't want to be caught using the lift. I saw her exit onto the second floor and walk down the corridor. It appeared to be the same room that Jeremy had gone into. I managed to get down the corridor to see which room it was, 214. Now the hard part. I had decided to wait an hour before knocking on the door and hope I found them around a laptop discussing work.
No, let's give them 45 minutes. I said to myself, I actually made 35 before I walked towards the room.
I had set the video to record on my phone, I put it in my top shirt pocket looking out. I made sure the lens was clear of my pocket.
I pushed the envelope I had prepared earlier under the door, knocked on it and shouted. 'Room Service' there was a muttering which sounded like 'didn't order room service.'
A few minutes later all I heard was 'Oh fuck' when he saw the pictures of him kissing and groping my wife. I had no proof. It was a Photoshop fake. It was the picture of Claire kissing Dean with Jeremy's face photo shopped over Dean's, it wasn't a good job, but it didn't need to be. It also had the unsigned divorce petition for Claire in it.
The door flew open and Jeremy with a towel wrapped around his waist saw his lover's husband standing there, he took a swing at me, it contacted my left cheek, it was a bit wimpy. Mine wasn't, the anger came out. I punched him square on the nose, hard. He collapsed. Blood went everywhere. I walked past him and up to my wife, she was still in the bed, she had dragged the bed clothes up around her. I gave her the envelope with the signed divorce petition in it and said. "Don't bother coming home, I've changed the locks, and all your clothes are at your parent's house. They are not happy with you."
Actually, they didn't know, but they would soon, and they would still not be happy with her.
I turned and walked away.
I went to my room and packed my bag. I had a look in the mirror. I had quite a shiner on my left eye now. Good, I couldn't have planned that better. I made my way to reception via the bar. I spotted a gentleman who had arrived with the crowd from the course. He had the look of management about him. I said to him, "Do you know Jeremy?"
"Yes, I do, why do you ask?"
"Well, he and Claire may be a bit late tomorrow, if they turn up at all, it appears there's been a bit of an altercation."
He glanced at my eye. "What, between Claire and Jeremy?"
"No between Jeremy and Claire's husband, that's me by the way."
The gentlemen said. "I don't believe you, they wouldn't be that stupid?"
I took my phone out and played him the clip of Jeremy opening the door in a towel, striking me, then his nose getting squashed and Claire in his bed. I also managed to catch the room number on my video.
He muttered to himself for a bit. He reached into his pocket and took out a business card. "Can you send a copy of that to this address please. May I have your phone number so I can phone you tomorrow morning. This is quite serious."
He gave me another of his business cards and I wrote my number on the back. It had all gone very quiet in the bar behind him. I'm sure the course will be very interesting tomorrow morning.
I went to reception and booked out. It was strange to book out at 10:30 at night. The receptionist asked me if everything was alright. I told him 'No' I had just found my wife in her boss's bed and that he had struck me. With that I purposely looked at the security camera.
I drove all the way home in one go, I was angry. Angry at myself, angry at her and Jeremy. I did try stopping to have a nap​​ in a lay-by, but sleep wouldn't come so I carried on driving. I hadn't changed the locks, but I had a locksmith on standby. I sent him a text and told him to fit me in as soon as he could. Daylight was coming up when I got home. I had already packed her clothes into black bin liners. I had done it as neatly as I could because I was hoping I would be able to unpack them and put them back where they belonged before she got back. I put the plastic bin liners containing her clothes in the back of my car. I tracked Claire's phone; she was halfway down the M5. With all the traffic it would be a couple of hours before she got here yet. I wondered where Jeremy was? But not for long, I didn't care.
I wanted to drop her clothes off at her parent's place, but that would be unfair on them. Her Dad was still recovering from his heart attack. I didn't want to give him another one. I drove to Claire's office intending to leave them outside. But the cleaners were in there so I left them on the floor in front of her desk. That will give them something to talk about when the office staff get in.
I got back home and as I didn't expect the locksmith to be here for at least a day or two. I went indoors, put my key in the door and turned it so Claire would not be able to get her key in. She was locked out. I managed a few hours of restless sleep because I was shattered. I was awakened by a bashing on the front door and shouting, it sounded like Claire. I went downstairs and looked out the window. It was her and she looked a mess.
She saw me. "Please sweetheart it was a mistake, it was a one off. He promised me a promotion. He is leaving soon and he will recommend me for his job. I did it for us."
That was so much bullshit I could smell it through the door. It was also a pack of lies.
"Bollocks" I shouted back at her. "It doesn't matter the reason you did it, it just matters to me that you did. You betrayed my trust in you."
"Please let me in, I'll explain."
"How do you explain all the planning that had to go into this. Getting Kelly to pick you up, arranging for Jeremy to do the course a second time, sneaking around in the hotel. You had this all planned. So what else have you planned? How long has this been going on. What else has Kelly been covering up for you?
"We had to plan it so we didn't get caught and it was just the once sweetheart honest, just the once."
"I don't believe you. How long have you been having sex with Jeremy? I tell you what, it doesn't matter, once is enough."
I put the security chain on the door and opened it. She thought I was letting her in. There was no way but at least we could talk without shouting.
"So I suppose all the office knows about you cheating on me obviously Kelly and Sara, so I suppose everybody else in the office knows as well."
She didn't answer the question, again. "Please sweetheart, I can explain all of this. The pay is much better as a manager. We will have so much more for the baby when it comes along."
"Okay then explain this to me. Why were you taking a pregnancy test a few days before your period started? Keeping in mind with all the running around we'd only had sex twice in a month. You were just checking if Jeremy got you pregnant."
She didn't look shocked. She didn't answer or look confused. She just looked at the floor. That told me everything.
I continued. "I don't need any explanation, I just need you out of my life. That is twice you cheated on me and I'm fucking stupid. I was fucking stupid enough the first time it's not happening again so sign the divorce paperwork and we'll get this over and done with."
Now she looked defeated. "I'll need some clothes. Can I come and get them please." She said to me quietly.
"I left him at your office. The cleaners were nice enough to let me in."
I closed the door in her face, I was sorry for her Mum and Dad really.
Whilst it was fresh in my mind I went to my computer and composed a letter detailing events from my suspicions in the pub, Kelly's part in the deception and finding Jeremy and Claire nearly naked in the same room. I included photos and Videos plus the audio I had just recorded at my front door. I sent a copy to my divorce solicitor too. I expected a fight from Claire.
Claire did contest it but gave in when her solicitor showed her the evidence, and I gather her Mum and Dad may have had some influence on her decision. She was sacked.
So was Kelly for helping with the trip to Telford, her marriage hit a hard time when her husband found out why she was sacked. Sara was reprimanded and issued a formal warning. The rest of the office got informal warnings. There would be no bonus for them this year. There will be a lot of awkward questions in some houses at bonus time. Sara's boyfriend dumped her.



The fight I wasn't expecting was from Jeremy. Heather divorced him. He contested it and tried to convince her that Claire had been lying to get him sacked so she could have his job. If he could get his marriage back, he could appeal against his sacking from the company. It went to court in front of a judge, that doesn't happen often these days.
I was a witness. I described what I saw, Jeremy's wife's lawyer played the clip of Jeremy and Claire in the room. Jeremy's lawyer tried to get it ruled out as it was taken on private property. I couldn't see what difference it made to the divorce; Heather had seen it. Then it came to me. If he could get the video evidence thrown out of court, his company couldn't use it and he could sue them for unfair dismissal.
Crafty bastard.
The judge didn't agree. I was not a professional photographer. It wasn't a regular occurrence and I was using it to gain evidence of an affair. It wasn't private property as there is nothing stopping the public walking into that hotel and walking around, therefore there was no right to privacy and the majority of the video was taken from outside the room especially when Jeremy hit me.
Claire got called for Heather. She told the court that Jeremy convinced her that if she had sex with him she would get his job when he left in a few months time. She broke down and admitted she had since found out that the company plan all along was to replace Jeremy with her. She didn't have to have sex with him, the job was hers anyway, well, it had been.
The court case came up after our divorce was completed. Claire ran after me as I left the court. "Sweetheart, can we talk? Please. Can I just have a word."
I looked at her. She was still beautiful to me, she'd lost a bit of weight around her face, probably the stress of the divorce. She was very well turned out. I started to feel sorry for her. "Okay I could do with the coffee after that." I walked towards the door and she quickly caught me up and slipped her arm through mine. It did feel good, just like old times.
She went and found a table, I got her a coffee, myself a tea and a couple of biscuits. I sat down opposite her. She reached across the table and took my hand. I let her. She looked at me and she had tears in her eyes. "Sweetheart, I'm so sorry. I should never have done that. The hint had been dropped from head office that I was going to get Jeremy's job, but nothing was confirmed, it all went quiet on that front, I thought they had changed their mind. So, I was just making sure, I thought I was doing it for us to secure our future. You did nothing wrong, and to be honest he wasn't very good." She took a sip of her coffee. "Please can we try again? I will do anything. Anything at all, you could even have another woman. I will do anything to get you back. I'm so sorry. I do love you so much. Please let me make this up to you. Please give me a second chance." Tears were streaming down her face, she was gripping my hand so hard it hurt.
"So let me get this right. You who whored yourself out for a job that was already yours. You were fucking him at work, he was probably getting more than I was. You didn't wear protection. So, you could have had a baby by him, that shows how much you respect me and our marriage. Just like you did with Dean. You were just thinking of yourself, you probably forgot all about me.
"You got your workmates to help you, to plan your little jaunt to Telford with lover boy who was shit in bed anyway, and heaven knows what other things they have covered up for you. And let's not forget your antics cost Kelly her job, and from what I gather I don't think her marriage is too stable either, I think her husband's only staying because of the children and the last I heard Sara's boyfriend dumped her. So it wasn't just our life you fucked up, you had to drag other people down with you." I took a sip of my tea, it was shit. "Give you a second chance? I haven't forgotten your antics with Dean. So, give you a third chance? What the fuck do you think!"
With that I stood up, picked up the Belgian chocolate chip cookie and walked out the door. I heard sobbing. I didn't look back. I have nothing but contempt for that woman.
I saw Claire's Mum and Dad in the supermarket a couple of months later. Her Dad looked much better. They let me know Claire had moved to the South coast, she got a job offer down there. They didn't say what she was doing or where she was. I think they realised I didn't care. We bid goodbye to one another. Her Mum turned to me as they left and said. "She had a miscarriage, it was the stress. She never saw him again, you know." She paused. "She really does love you."
I wanted to snort out. "Yeah, that's why she wanked Dean and fucked her boss." I didn't want to hurt these two people anymore. They had enough to put up with. I did wonder if the baby was mine or Jeremys.
The rumour is that Heather's brothers paid Jeremy a visit. Walking was a tad difficult for him for a few months. I don't care.
Me, I just carried on trying to live the best life I could.
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Amanda.
I was sitting with my big sister, Sandra, in a quiet corner of the wine bar, I wanted to ask her advice. She was my half-sister actually, her Dad died in a car accident a few years before I was born. My Dad married our Mum a few years after Sandy's Dad died.
She was quite a few years older than me, six to be exact. She had a lot more worldly experience than I'd had, and I wanted to ask her advice. I had already told her it was boyfriend stuff.
"Come on then my little Sis, what's this all about?"
We were already over three quarters of the way down a bottle of wine. I needed the Dutch courage. "Roger wants to do some stuff, and I'm not sure?" I leaned forward and whispered not wanting to be overheard. "He wants to get a bit kinky. We watched a film the other night and he suggested something." I didn't know how to carry on.
"Out with it." Sandy whispered to me.
"He wants to tie me up. But I don't know. What do you think, should I try it, or should I turn him down? So many questions, and no answers. It's been going around in my head all week."
Sandy leaned into me, still whispering. "One thing I can tell you, Mandy, this is not the place to talk about it. Let's go to my place, we can talk there, or yours if you're more comfortable talking about this at your home."
"The boys are away playing golf so either will do but yours is closer, and you've probably got better wine than I have." I giggled. "Yours is fine."
We didn't talk about it on the taxi ride to her place. She seemed a bit thoughtful, that was so unlike Sandy, normally you couldn't stop her talking. Never mind, I'd put her in an awkward position. We got to her place. She suggested as we were using her wine that I should pay the taxi, which seemed fair to me. By the time I had followed her indoors she had the wine open, and a couple of glasses poured. We went into the living room, sat at each end of the sofa, curled our legs underneath us, it was all very comfortable.
"Right, the first thing I have to ask." Said Sandy. "Do you trust Roger? If you don't, then you stop right now."
I had already thought about that. "I do trust him otherwise I wouldn't be here talking to you about it. I would've said no straight away."
"So, what's the problem? Go ahead with it. As long as you make a few rules, limits, safety​​ words that sort of thing just go for it."
I took a sip of wine and gave her a quizzical look. "You sound like you have some experience of this?"
She smiled at me. "Might do." She obviously did, her smile reached into her eyes. "So what's your worry?"
"After we'd seen the television programme, we had to look on the Internet about bondage and that. There is an awful lot on there, it looks very scary. I'm not sure I want all those whips and chains and things."
"Don't get mixed up with BDSM and erotic tying up, that's all I can say."
"The main worry is if we try it, he likes it and I don't? If I say yes and we give it a try and it's not for me and he wants to do more. To be honest it scares me a little and I might not be able to stand being tied up, then he will be disappointed. And then what happens if I like it and he doesn't?"
"Oh, the second one is easy, you will have to decide whether you can live without the kink or live without him. If he loves you, he will do it for you. Unfortunately, the other way round isn't as easy. No matter how much you love him, if you can't stand being restrained it will sour your relationship. If you can put up with it, use it as a treat or on special occasions, you'll be okay. It will take some work."
"How will I know if I can stand being tied up? It wasn't a game we played as children, there were no cops and robbers, Cowboys and Indians where the damsel gets tied up and has to be rescued by the hero." I paused a bit, thinking. "Thanks, you've given me something to think about. I might just have to tie myself up to see if I like it."
"Oh, I think we can go one better than that. How about I tie you up here and now. It's just you and me, you're quite safe and you can find out you can manage to be restrained. If you can't you just tell Roger, 'No' and it won't get his hopes up. If you can stand it, you can move forward with confidence, and you will know you're not going to disappoint Roger. What do you think?"
It did seem the perfect solution. She was my big sister, what could go wrong?
Sandy stood up. "Harry has lots of old ties. I'm sure we could use some of those. What do you think, shall we give it a try?"
"I'm nervous, but yes let's give it a go."
With that Sandy got up and walked upstairs I took another large drink of the wine. Even more Dutch courage.
Sandra
Oh dear, my gorgeous baby sister, half-sister, I must keep that in mind, was going to let me tie her up. It was a dream come true, she was gorgeous. I had watched her grow from a gorky little teenager into a beautiful mature woman. And she was right. I did have some experience in tying up. Well, most times it was me on the receiving end, and that wasn't a complaint. My husband, Harry, was very good at it, and with what he did when I was fully restrained.
I knew Roger. He was a big mate of Harry's. But if Mandy did like being tied up or could at least put up with it, I'm sure Roger would appreciate it.
It was at our wedding a couple of years ago that Roger met Mandy. She was my chief bridesmaid. Although she wasn't my first choice, Gemma, my best friend from university was, but she was eight and a half months pregnant. Mandy didn't mind not being chosen at first, but she was overjoyed when she was promoted to chief bridesmaid. Roger was there as an usher, as soon as the dancing started he made a beeline for Mandy. ​​18 months later they moved in together I think Mandy was waiting for an engagement ring. I wonder if that had anything to do with what she was thinking about being tied up?
I've got four of Harry's old ties from the wardrobe and took our toy bag from my bedside cabinet and put it on the end of our four-poster bed. Just in case I have a need of its content later. I could hardly keep the smile off my face as I went downstairs to my baby half-sister. Just as I got to the top step, I heard a phone ringing. It wasn't a ringtone I recognised, I had other things on my mind at the time.
Amanda.
I heard my mobile phone ringing. It was Roger's ringtone, I was about to go and get it when I saw Sandy coming down the stairs. She had a handful of ties in her hand. Bloody hell, was this really going to happen. The phone rang off. I would get Roger's answer phone message later. Sandy hadn't been gone long, but enough for me to have another drink of wine. I made sure I poured her another one. She might need some Dutch courage too.
She smiled at me. "How do you want to play this, hands in front or behind? Your choice."
"Let's try hands in front." She took my hands and crossed my wrists in front of me then wrapped one of the ties around them.
"How's that, not too tight?"
"It's very snug, it could probably be a little bit tighter. But I can get to the knot with my teeth, it doesn't feel quite right."
She reached forward and started undoing the tie. "I would have made it harder by putting the knot underneath, but you probably could have still got to it. Let's try hands behind you. If you get scared just tell me to stop."
As soon as my hands were free, I turned round and placed them behind my back. This time she put them palm to palm. I felt her wrap the tie around my wrists several times and then in between them. This was very snug and quite comfortable. I looked over my shoulder at her, she appeared to be concentrating. "I can't get out of this can I?" I said to her when she'd finished.
"Give it a try and wiggle around, I don't think you'll get free. Let's make sure you are fully restrained and there is no hope of escape."
I did as she suggested I was not getting free. It felt quite comfortable, I wasn't scared at all. This might be all right.
Sandy turned me around so I was facing her. Then she said, "This is just to make sure." Then she tickled my ribs. She knows I'm ticklish there, she used to do that to me as a child. I let out a howl and I tried to get free. I couldn't. She stopped after a few seconds. I was glad of that. "See I can do almost anything to you now. But you can still run away. Shall we do your feet next?" I just nodded.
She knelt down in front of me, crossed my ankles and tied them together. She sat back on her haunches, looked at me and I must have had a quizzical look on my face because she said. "You can tie the ankles snugger if they're crossed." I found it a little frightening that she knew that, how much did she know about tying people up?
She rested her hands on my knees, tilted her head to one side slightly and asked me. "How does that feel, are you okay, do you want me to let you go or shall we carry on?"
"What more can you do?"
"There are knees and elbows yet, if you wish? You can't get away now, but they just reinforce the helplessness, especially the elbows. How are you feeling so far?"
Actually, I felt quite comfortable, this could be ​okay​ with somebody you trusted. "I'm all right, I suppose you could do anything to me now and I couldn't stop you. But please don't tickle me again."
"I won't, because you've asked me not to. so, trust me. I won't. Now knees, elbows or both?"
I smiled at her. "Let's go the whole hog, both."
She was still on her knees in front of me. She pushed my skirt up to get access to my knees, there was a little tingle when she did that. If she wanted to push her hands further, I couldn't stop her. Just that thought gave me another tingle. She's my sister, she wouldn't do that. Anyway, she was married to a man, she wasn't inclined that way.
Something else crossed my mind. "Hang on, if my knees are tied together doesn't that sort of restrict access, if you know what I mean. I thought this was supposed to be sexy?"
She paused for a while and said. "There are ways around that. But with the proper knots your lover can gain access quite quickly."
It flashed through my brain again that she knew quite a lot about this tying up business.
She quickly had my knees secured, again wrapped round and through. I noticed this time she put the knot at the front. Then I looked and saw it was the same with the ankles. I wouldn't be able to reach them. I was truly immobilised. That sent another tingle through me. Oh dear I was starting to get a buzz, that could be embarrassing. Still, I could always tell her to stop. I think we've probably done enough to know that I wasn't scared of being tied up by somebody I trusted.
She got on the sofa and spun me around so she could have access to my elbows. I felt her wrap the tie around my elbows. Then she said something to me, which I missed. I must have lost it for a few seconds. Suddenly, this was quite intoxicating. "Sorry, what did you say I missed that?"
I thought I heard a giggle and then she said. "I have got to pull these tight, but it mustn't hurt. So, tell me when it starts to get uncomfortable."
I felt my elbows being drawn together. What struck me most of all was it made my boobs stick out, I thought the buttons on my blouse were going to pop, but then it started to get uncomfortable, I told Sandy She slackened it off a bit and I told her to tighten it back to where it was. She did. I looked down. Wow, were my boobs really that big? My bra could hardly contain them. And that was another problem.
The tying of my elbows was quite traumatic. What was happening to me? It was a good job. I could trust my sister. When she finished, she slid round in front of me and put her hands on my thighs above where she had tied my knees together. I really wish she hadn't done that. The tingles were getting to places where they shouldn't when your sister touched you.
She looked me deeply in the eyes and asked how I was feeling. I told her I was okay, and it wasn't really uncomfortable, In fact it was quite nice. I had no control over what happened so I couldn't feel guilty. I gave myself a little wiggle to make sure. I had to stop. I was frightened the buttons on my blouse were coming undone.
Sandy smiled at me, a lovely warm comforting smile. "You are completely under my control now, my beautiful little sister. I can do anything to you I like. Well almost. You just have to say the word 'stop' and I will."
She smiled away and she reached up and started undoing the buttons of my blouse. "I don't want these flying off all over the place, we had better relieve the tension."
Oh dear, her hand brushed my boobs. That was another shiver through my body. I hope she didn't see it, that would be embarrassing.
She got a few buttons undone, she looked up at me. "A front clasp bra. You naughty girl. what were you hoping for?"
That was what I was worried about, I could almost see where she was coming from. "It's not what you think, I just find them easier than struggling around the back. Most of my bras are front coupling." I smiled. "And Roger likes them, if you know what I mean."
"What about you?"
I was going to give a little bit away here to my big sister. "Oh, I like them as well, I love it when he plays with my boobs." Instantly I felt a bit guilty, had I given away too much? You know TMI.
Sandy just smiled at me again and asked if I'd like a drink of wine. It would give me time to think so I said yes, she lifted the glass up to me. She was very careful, she didn't give me more than I wanted. I was actually quite comfortable. Maybe it was time to push it a little bit further. When watching the videos, we saw a thing called a hog tie. I suggested to Sandy that we might try that, gently. She looked aghast.
"Oh no not yet, you can try that with Roger. I think you want erotic bondage. You're tied up and you can't stop your lovers' ministrations. So there is no guilt, you can have as many orgasms as you like because you are not in control. Roger is."
That seemed to make sense. I had always felt a pang of guilt when Roger had his head between my thighs and he brought me off, he was very good at that. I think it was a slight rub off from Mum's religious beliefs. Was I allowed to have this much pleasure? It was so good it must be wrong. But if I had no control over it, if I was tied up, I could just lay back and enjoy it. That sounded good to me.
Sandy was sitting next to me. "Just to push it a little further, how about a gag and a blindfold? The blindfold won't let you see the pleasure coming, and from what I've read the gag helps keep the pleasure in."
"What have you been reading to find that out?"
"Just stuff, women's magazines, you know."
I wondered what magazines she was reading to find that out? "Yes, okay, sounds different. I guess Roger will want to try those things, especially the blindfold, I might as well get used to it with you, so there are no shocks."
"Think about safe words whilst I'm getting more stuff."
Sandra.
I rushed upstairs. My gorgeous baby half-sister was sitting in my lounge completely tied up, and she was going nowhere till I untied her, I made sure of that.
And those boobs, mine are good, probably a bit too large for my body, Harry loves them. But hers are fantastic, exactly the right size and firm, I managed to touch them as I undid the buttons of her blouse. The sight of them in that bra. I wanted to take hold of them, but I resisted.
I also resisted kissing that pretty face, those luscious lips. I so much wanted to kiss her.
I had to go to the bathroom and wash myself down there. I could smell my arousal. I just hoped Mandy didn't smell it. I nearly came as I washed myself. After I was dry, I hurried downstairs. I picked up some more ties, the blindfold, gag and vibrator. I couldn't walk in carrying a vibrator, Mandy would see it. So, I slipped it into the rear of my knickers. I was tempted to turn it on and use it on myself, but I had been away long enough, and I was clean down there, I would just smell again.
Amanda.
As soon as Sandy left, I had time to take stock. My skirt had ridden up to almost the top of my thighs, then I realised I could smell my arousal. My pussy was buzzing, and it was soaking. I was glad I was wearing my granny knickers. Hopefully they would soak up the juices and Sandy wouldn't smell it? Bloody hell I was sitting on my sister's sofa, tied up with an ache for sex. I tried to get my hands around the front to pull my skirt down, and maybe play with myself a bit. That was when I realised how tied up I was. The elbows being together stopped almost all movement of my arms.
I heard Sandy coming downstairs, she had a bunch of ties in her hand and what looked like an airline sleep mask, I assumed that was the blindfold. She was walking a bit funny, but I was more concerned about how I smelt. I tried to look calm, I certainly didn't feel it.
She knelt down in front of me and put her hands on my thighs. I really wished she hadn't done that. I asked her to pull my skirt down, she ignored me as she said to me. "Have you thought about safe words?"
I hadn't, but I had picked up from the bondage videos Roger and I had watched about the traffic light system. Red, amber, green. I explained that to Sandy, she smiled and said that would work, but I told her I wanted to use Rhubarb instead of red, as I hated Rhubarb. She asked about when I was gagged. I hadn't thought about that, but it struck me that she said 'when' not 'if'. Again, I went back to the videos Roger and I had watched and explained the head shaking plus humming 'God save the Queen' and clicking my fingers. She was happy with that. But I do wish she would take her hands from my thighs.
Smiling at me, I think she was enjoying this little game, she asked. "Blindfold or gag first? May I suggest blindfold, then if you don't like it, you can still easily speak."
That seemed sensible to me. "Okay blindfold first, then the gag. But please give me time to settle down. And could you do me a favour? Could you pull my skirt down please?"
"Right blindfold first, then you tell me when you're ready for the gag. Your skirts fine, don't worry about it. You've got fantastic legs, especially tied together like that."
She was still smiling at me. I don't think she noticed the aroma that's coming from my nether regions. Perhaps I could smell it because I was breathing so heavily, sometimes just through my nose. Sandy seemed quite calm.
I swung around a bit so Sandy could get on the sofa behind me. She asked me if I was ready. I said I was and closed my eyes. I felt something come down over my face, but it was a little strange it seemed to tuck under my nose. It was very cool, it felt and smelled like leather.
I felt it being knotted behind my head. Sleep masks have elastic bands. I felt Sandy's arms go around me and she whispered in my ear. "Are you OK sweetie? I suspect it's a bit strange, do you just want to sit here and get used to it?"
"Yes, I think so, just give me a couple of minutes. It's strange not being able to see. This blindfold smells of leather. Is it leather?"
"Yes, it's a special one, don't you like it?"
"Yes, I do, it feels nice, soft, sort of comforting, it's just not what I was expecting."
"You tell me when you're ready for the gag."
I just sat there, she had her arms wrapped around and I felt her undoing some more buttons on my blouse.



It was strangely comfortable, being in the arms of my big sister. But I shouldn't be feeling randy like this.
After a few minutes my breathing slowed down, I think she noticed because she asked if I was ready for the gag yet.
"Is it very big?" I asked.
"It's quite large, it should stop most of your talking. You will still be able to talk around it if you want me to stop. You know your safety signal, don't you?"
"God save the Queen and shake my head."
"Good girl." With that I felt her kiss me on the neck. now that sent shivers down my spine, I really wish she hadn't done that.
"Open wide." She said, I opened my mouth as much as I could.
She was beside my ear and she whispered. "A bit more, you can do better than that."
How bloody big was this gag? I tried a bit more. She must have been happy with that because I felt something come into my mouth, it was hard and rubber. Fuck this was a ball gag. I heard her whispering in my ear. "Don't worry sweetie, it's okay, it's got to go behind your teeth. It's a bit difficult to start with, but it'll get easier once it's in. Trust me. You're doing very well, it won't be long." And then I felt it pop behind my teeth and she was right. But why did she have a ball gag?
Then it all came rushing to me in one fell swoop. Harry and her played these games. That was how she knew how to tie me up, blindfold and gag me. I would never have guessed they were so kinky. But now I am stuck. I paused for a bit. I still had my safety words and actions, but I wasn't sure I wanted to use them yet. Flipping heck, my pussy was throbbing.
How did this happen? I was tied hand and foot with my elbows nearly touching, blindfolded and gagged, with my boobs almost hanging out and sitting on my big sister's sofa, with my pussy leaking. I was certain I was going to leave a mark on their sofa. I wished I'd been wearing tights, but this was just planned to be a chat with my big sister, not a date night. I was bare legged. The tights might have held some of the juices in.
Sandra.
Mandy was a bit agitated when I got back, she was wriggling around. When I placed my hands on her thighs, she jumped a bit. And I could smell her, her face was flushed, was she getting aroused? I think she was. This could be fun.
I asked her if she was okay. She asked me to pull her skirt down, I ignored that and we discussed safety words. She chose to be blindfolded first and not gagged. I would have suggested that, after all, the last thing I wanted her to see was the ball gag.
Once I got behind her after blindfolding her I wrapped my arms around her. It felt so good I even managed to undo a few buttons of her blouse the way she was breathing so heavily I wasn't sure if they would stay in place much longer. I also managed to get another feel of those fantastic boobs, her bra popped undone, I don't think she noticed.
I couldn't resist, I kissed her neck. I felt her body shudder, I was pretty certain she was turned on.
I asked her if she was ready for the gag? She opened her mouth. I pulled the ball gag in. As soon as I did that the game was up. She had watched bondage videos she would know what a ball gag was. She would quite quickly work out that Harry and I had played these games before. I was waiting for the safe word around the gag or the humming, possibly the shaking of the head. I had used slip knots on the ties. I could get her free in seconds. It would take a little bit longer with the gag and the blindfold, nothing happened, in fact she leaned back into me. I took that as a signal.
Amanda.
I had a problem taking it all in. Then I realised that Sandy was kissing my neck and my bra had come undone, she was fondling my boobs. That felt so incredibly sexy. There was nothing I could do about it, I just had to sit there and enjoy it. I heard a whisper in my ear. "Do you want me to carry on? Nod your head if you do."
I did, I couldn't talk.
She carried on. "Green?"
I nodded my head, I think she was making sure.
She stopped feeling my boobs, my nipples felt huge. Part of me wished she'd carry on, but this felt wrong. She was my sister, but it felt so good. Then I heard a noise, a gentle buzzing. I felt it touch my thigh above where she tied my legs together.
"Do you know what this is?"
I was absolutely certain it was a vibrator and it could only go one way, I nodded, my only means of communication.
She started to slowly slightly up my legs towards my pussy. "If you want me to stop just shake your head and hum."
Her stopping was the last thing I wanted. Roger often used our vibrator on me. He is very good at it, knowing just how to tease me. It was another of my guilty pleasures.
It slowly moved up my legs and it didn't take her long to reach the top, she moved it around a bit and she came in contact with my clit. I was gone, my legs shot out from my body and I went as stiff as a board and started to shake. I was completely overcome by the orgasm.
Roger was good, but this was on a completely different level. I had no choice in the matter. I just had to lay there and let the orgasm flow over me. I don't know how long it lasted or how many times I came, it just seemed to go on and on. I think I fainted.
I blinked my eyes open, I could see. I was a bit confused, then it came back to me. My big sister had tied me up, gagged me, blindfolded me and gave me one of the most intense orgasm's I'd ever had in my life. I felt no guilt, I was completely immobilised. Oh Roger was going to get his wish about tying me up if it was anything like this, and I was pretty sure it would be. Although Sandy must have taken the blindfold off. I was still gagged and tied.
Sandy knelt in front of me. "My darling little sister, I have a confession to make. I love you, and it's a bit more than just sisterly love. I have watched you grow up into a fantastic, gorgeous, charming woman. And I'm sorry, but when you gave me the chance to play with you, I couldn't resist."
I must have had a horrific look on my face. she reached forward and touched me on my thighs firmly, not like a lover.
"I have left you tied up and gagged like this whilst I explain. This is a one off. I will never do this again to you. I love Harry and I know you love Roger. They must never find out. it would hurt them, and I couldn't do that. But now, I have to beg for your forgiveness. If you want to, I will never see you again, but that would hurt both of us. I'm not going to ask for an answer now, there's been a lot for you to take in, not just being tied up. but having your half-sister profess her love for you."
She was correct that was a lot to take in, and I had always loved my big sister, probably not the way she loved me. I could never hurt her, but I had never experienced the feelings I had over the last hour. For the moment I decided to push the decisions to the back of my mind. There was a lot more here to explore than I'd ever thought. She was right, if the boys found out it would hurt them, so this would have to be our secret. I couldn't hurt the two people I loved the most in the world, and I would hate to hurt the man that my darling big sister loved so much. I looked at Sandy, she was beautiful as always and she knelt in front of me. I could see the tears pouring down her face. I think she was ashamed of what she'd done. I made a decision. I started humming, it wasn't my safety signal, I just wanted this gag out of my mouth. Sandy went to untie my knees. I growled round the gag and shook my head. She looked up at me confused. I tried to push the gag out of my mouth. It was never going to come free without help. Sandy rose up. I leaned forward to give her access to the buckle. I sat up and she pulled the gag out of my mouth with a pop.
She immediately started massaging my jaw joints. "Don't say anything just yet, I know what it's like wearing this gag for a long time, let me just massage you for a bit and then you can tell me to fuck off."
I started working my jaw up and down as she massaged me, after a short while my jaw seemed to be easier. "That's fine now sweetie." I said to her. The look on her face made me think she was grateful that I hadn't told her to fuck off. Now it was my time to surprise her. I leaned forward and kissed her full on the lips. "Sweetie, you have helped me grow up, you have helped me become the woman I am. And I like who I am. And you have opened up my eyes to a whole range of possible adventures in this last hour or so. We have this one weekend, so let's use it, and as you say never again. One thing, I get to tie you up tomorrow?" She leaned forward and hugged me. I think the tears were now tears of joy.
"I'm still tied up, so you still have full control. Can I suggest you put that ball gag back in. I can be awfully loud at times." I opened my mouth. The gag went in easier this time.
I leaned forward so she could do the buckle up. Now I really could smell myself. She stood up, kissed me on the cheek and rushed back upstairs. Just as she left my phone rang again it was Roger. Bugger he would be worried now. I was completely powerless to do anything about it.
Sandra.
Oh my God. I know I had given her a massive orgasm, but I still expected her to freak out after what I'd done. When she kissed me I was in heaven, and she seemed to agree with everything I said. I did mean what I said that this would be a one off. But if I played this right the memories would last me and her forever. She certainly seemed to enjoy being tied up, I know I did. It was that guilt thing, when you had no control over what happened to you, there was no guilt. I would make this a weekend to remember for her.
I had a quick look in our toy bag making sure everything I wanted was in there. Another ball gag, vibrator, blindfold, lots of rope and handcuffs. Oh, and a paddle, I left that behind on bed. It wasn't something Harry and I used very often. We weren't into pain. If Mandy and Roger were, they would have to discover that themselves on their adventure.
I had to think of a plan now of what I wanted to do. I thought back to when I was in university and I shared a room with Gemma. She was my friend who's going to be chief bridesmaid until she found herself ​​with child. I went and washed my face to get rid of the tear streaks and to put a little bit more makeup on. Mine was all smeared. I hurried downstairs with a plan in my head. I must give Mandy plenty of opportunities to Rhubarb me. As I went past my chest of drawers, I had an idea and took a couple of items out of there that might be useful and slipped them in the toy bag.
Amanda.
Sandy came downstairs carrying a small bag. She looked fresher and had a huge smile across her face. She knelt down in front of me and opened up her bag.
"This is Harry's and my toy bag, I will show you our stuff and if you're happy with me using it on you nod your head, if you don't like it just shake. Happy with that?"
I nodded my head. She pulled stuff out of her bag one by one, there was lots of rope and it looked quite soft, another vibrator, a bit larger than the one she had used on me earlier, a gag, blindfold and some leather cuffs. I was happy with all those and nodded. Then she brought out a couple of pairs of handcuffs. They looked a bit harsh. I wasn't sure, so I just shrugged my shoulders.
"Okay if you're not happy with those we will try them later and you can rhubarb me. They are very quick and easy and if you don't do them up too tight, they don't hurt. Happy with that?"
I nodded again. I was nodding a lot in this adventure, but sitting here with my big sister bound and gagged I really had little choice.
"Do you want to drink before we carry on?" she asked.
I shook my head, I didn't think more alcohol was a good idea at the moment, my brain was too much of a mess as it was.
Sandy placed her hands on my thighs again. "I had better tell you a story, it's similar to yours. Gemma and I were watching a film one night where the heroine got tied up, when I saw that it sent a bit of shiver down me, I saw Gemma fidgeting as well. I asked her if she had ever been tied up before by any of her boyfriends. She'd had a couple whilst we at university but none of them were serious. I asked her if she wanted to try it. She hesitated a bit and then said 'yes'.
Well, we did and to cut a long story short we experimented on each other. We decided we weren't lesbians, but we did do things to each other that lesbians do. We didn't love one another, we were just good friends experimenting. That went on until I met a boy who I could trust enough to tie me up. You've met him, his name's Harry. So I intend to do things to you that Gemma and I did. If I do anything you don't like, just signal me and I will stop."
She paused, looked and looked me in the eyes and said. "Rhubarb?" I shook my head. She carried on. "Amber?" again I shook my head. "Green?" I nodded. I had given her complete control.
Sandy didn't hang around. I don't think she wanted to give me a second to think about this. On that she took hold of a free end of the tie holding my knees together and pulled, it came free she did the same with my ankles. My legs were free very quickly. She slid me into the centre of her sofa. Then she very quickly tied one ankle and secured it to one of the front legs of the sofa and then the same with the other one. My skirt had ridden up to my waist, apart from my granny knickers I was now completely open to her, and they were sopping wet.
That was when her phone rang, she stood up, smiled at me and went and picked it up. "It's Harry, I had better answer this."
I could only hear one half of the conversation.
"Hello sweetheart, how's your golf going?
"That's good, how's Roger?
"Is he, tell him she's fine, she's here with me. She's a little tied up at the moment."
"Of course I'm joking sweetheart. We both had a bit too much to drink so she's staying here the night. She's having a little kip at the moment."
"I'll tell her to phone Roger as soon as she can. Tell him there's nothing to worry about."
"Is he, that's good, is that what he wanted to talk about whilst you were away?"
"Excellent news. OK mum's the word. Enjoy your golf, don't drink too much tonight or you won't be able to see the ball in the morning. See you Sunday afternoon sweetheart, love you." She hung up.
She looked at me. "You haven't answered your phone. Roger is worried about you. You really should answer your phone when your boyfriend phones you. You couldn't, you were tied up, Oh well never mind." She giggled at me.
She giggled and knelt down in front of me again, she seemed to spend a lot of time there. She picked up the bigger vibrator of the two and turned it on. She started moving up the inside of my exposed thigh, oh boy. I could feel it starting. I just closed my eyes. The higher she got, the more intense the feelings. She started rubbing it over my granny knickers. She couldn't see where she was aiming but she made contact with my clit a couple of times. It didn't take her long to work out where it was under my knickers. She was teasing me. I started thrusting back up into her and she just moved the vibrator further away.
Bugger. Sandy stood up and walked away into the kitchen, she came back after a few seconds. She had one hand behind her back, what was she hiding? I was still coming down, I hadn't come yet and the feelings were starting to subside.
She pulled out the pair of scissors, I guessed what was going to happen next. Using the scissors, she cut the sides and the bottom of my knickers. "They were awful anyway, I'll lend you a pair to go home in much nicer than those."
Now I was completely exposed and there was absolutely nothing I could do to her if she wanted to put that vibrator inside me, and a bit of me wished she would, the other bit of me was scared. Then she did something completely unexpected. She eased my pussy lips apart and leaned forward and licked my clit. It was a bit too gentle, but still it nearly sent me through the roof. She looked at me and said, "Rhubarb?" She was giving me an out but that wasn't fair. I was so wound up I needed her to finish what she started. So I shook my head, she smiled and bent down starting to lick my clit again. She was still too gentle, I kept thrusting my hips up to her, trying to make the lick firmer, but she pulled away. It was just like me and Roger he would do exactly that, but he had learnt to keep his firm ​​administrations of my clit longer.
I was almost coming when she pulled away. I saw her get two fingers and start to play with my clit, I felt them slowly start to enter my pussy. A look passed across her face, and she took her fingers away and picked up the small vibrator and used that over my clit and then very firmly but gently pushed it inside me. I closed my eyes again. I wanted to watch but couldn't, my eyes suddenly flew open as I felt the other vibrator being gently played over my clit. I was gone. I don't know how many times I came, they just rolled from one to another. When I realised I was coming down I opened my eyes. Sandy had moved away from me. She was sitting opposite me in an armchair, her vibrator buzzing away as she used it on herself. She saw me looking.
She stopped what she was doing and came across to me and said. "You shouldn't watch your big sister do this." She took a black scarf from her toy bag and blindfolded me. The noise started up again. I could hear the volume changing, I assumed she was pushing it in and out of herself. I could hear her moaning. I think she was nearly as loud as I was. The moaning stopped but the buzzing sound was joined by another one. I had a vision in my head of one vibrator inside her and the other one playing with her clit just like she had done to me. All of a sudden there was a muffled moan and a lot of heavy breathing, that made me randy again.
I felt the blindfold being removed. I looked up and there was Sandy. She had the other ball gag in her mouth. She was smiling around it. She pulled my head forward and started to unbuckle my ball gag. She again massaged my jaw after pulling the gag out. After a little while of doing that, she untied my legs, gently turned me round and untied my wrists and elbows. I'm sure it was the first time I'd seen my hands in a couple of hours, and what a couple of hours that had been.
But I was still randy after hearing her bring herself off, she looked good with that big red ball gag in her mouth. I quickly grabbed hold of the vibrator and ran it over my clit until I came again, there was no pussyfooting around I just held it on hard. It wasn't as good as the others, but I had to finish myself off otherwise I wouldn't have slept all night.
"I think we need a drink after that and then it's time for bed. We can talk about this in the morning. You seem to enjoy it, so I think we're going shopping tomorrow."
We finished off the wine, she gathered up the toys and put them in the toy bag. We went upstairs. I headed to go to the spare room when she took my hand and said. "No, you're sleeping in my bed. But no hanky panky." Actually, the thought hadn't crossed my mind, I was too tired. She looked wide awake. I saw the paddle on the bed, picked it up and looked at her questioningly. "We tried it, but we didn't like it." She said.
We got into bed, naked as if it was the most natural thing to do to cuddle up to her. my hand found her boob. "None of that." She said firmly. "Or I will show you how useful handcuffs can be." It wasn't intentional, but her boobs are quite big. I shifted my hand.
It didn't take me long to fall asleep.
Sandra.
Mandy was soon asleep, but I was still buzzing. Oh how I wanted to touch those boobs. Yes, hypocritical I know, so I didn't. But it was hard work. She had given me complete control right from the start. I gave her the chance to use her safety signal a couple of times, but when she let me carry on, I didn't ask after a while. I concentrated on making this the best experience I could for her. I knew she was getting into it when she started pushing herself up into my tongue.



I did back out of putting my fingers inside her. I was tempted but something crossed my mind, that would be a step too far I felt. Putting a part of me inside my little sister didn't seem right. That was Roger's job to put body parts inside her.
I think she fainted again and that was good because I was as randy as hell. I got hold of the small vibrator and started rubbing it on my clit. I saw her looking at me, I didn't realise she was watching. I felt guilty, so I took my black silk scarf from the toy bag and blindfolded her. I think she wanted to watch. I got back to work with the vibrator on myself and then realised how much noise I was making. I got the other ball gag and put that in. That was something to bite on to hold the sound in, that was better. There was going to be no finesse in this, I turned the big vibrator on to full power. and shoved up my pussy and I used the smaller one on my clit. It didn't take long. I had a massive orgasm. I bit hard into the ball gag. I think it kept most of the sound in.
As soon as I came down, I had to let Mandy go. Some parts of her body will be aching. She'd been tied up for quite a while now. And even with the wide ties spreading the load, It was still a long time. I took the blindfold off, the gag out and massaged her jaw. Then untied her ankles, wrists and elbows. As soon as her wrists were free she grabbed hold of the vibrator and rammed it onto her clit. She came again. She looked beautiful, but exhausted. We finished the wine and went to bed. We cuddled and she touched my boob I wasn't sure if it was a mistake, or she did it on purpose. I couldn't have that, it would start me off all over again, so I threatened to handcuff her. I don't think she was ready for sleeping in handcuffs just yet.
I watched her sleeping. She was beautiful, she turned over and the bed clothes fell off her. I could see her boobs, I still wanted to touch them. I had played with them a bit, but I might have to do more tomorrow. Tomorrow what would tomorrow bring?
Let's not bother about that now. I am sure there would be plenty of time to chat in the morning. I knew how to solve my problem. I pulled the covers over her then I got the handcuffs and my leather gloves out of the toy bag, placed both the keys on my bedside cabinet, and put the gloves on. Then quickly handcuffed my hands behind my back over the cuff of the gloves before I changed my mind. Harry made me sleep in handcuffs when I had been a naughty girl. I tried to be naughty at least once a month. I started planning our shopping trip.
Amanda.
I had to get up during the night for a trip to the loo. I took the opportunity to get my phone, I sent an apologetic text to Roger, telling him that had been out with Sandy and had a little bit too much to drink. I'd make up to him when he got home on Sunday, so don't be too late.
When I came back in the room I noticed there were two keys on Sandy's bedside cabinet. I gently lifted the covers, I could see she had handcuffed herself. Why would she do that I wondered? And she had a pair of red gloves on. They looked like leather, I worked it out, it won't leave marks on her wrists. I wondered how much of this tying up stuff she and Harry had done? Now the four-poster bed made sense.
I slid under the covers and was tempted to have a fondle of her boobs, but there was a good chance I was going to be tied up again tomorrow, so I didn't risk it. She said I could tie her up tomorrow as well.
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This Part 2 of my Big Sisters and my adventures into tying up.
The Sex Shop
Pt 2
Amanda
The following morning I was awakened by a kiss on the cheek. Sandy was there with a cup of tea. I had pleasant dreams all night, Roger, Sandy and Harry were all part of them. Sandy asked me about breakfast? I said just tea and toast would be fine to me. She gave me a bathrobe and told me it would be ready in five minutes.
I had a quick wash and brushed my teeth. I made my way downstairs. Tea and toast were waiting for me. ​​she tilted her head to one side slightly, I had never noticed how attractive that was. "So, you think you can stand being tied up and teased?" She asked.
"Oh, I think so. You're right it does take away the guilt, that was probably one of the best nights I ever had. I think Roger and I are going to have some fun."
"I'm sure you are, but I think we need to do a little shopping, so you're prepared for your games with Roger."
"Like what?"
"Well, some soft rope, maybe some handcuffs and some scarves. I think you and Roger should buy the gag and proper blindfolds yourselves, make it a bit of an adventure."
"Why can't we just use ties like you did last night?"
"You can, but by buying the rope yourself, you show Roger your willingness to do this and how much you trust him, the same with the handcuffs. By the way don't use tie wraps or zip ties as some people call them. They're bloody painful and a pain to get off. Right go and get dressed, I left you a pair of knickers out. We have got a bit of a drive. There is a sex shop in town, but I don't want to be seen going into that one, so we're going to Southampton."
We chatted about mundane stuff on the way across to Southampton, it was about an hour or so. I think Sandy was trying to put me at ease. I still had lots of things going around in my head about what happened last night.
Eventually I plucked up courage. "Sandy, what do you and Harry get up to?"
"Sorry sweetie, that's between me and my husband. I will give you tips and help, but what we get up to is our secret." She glanced at me. "The same as what we get up to this weekend, mostly."
Then I asked something that had been going round in my head. "Does he know about your 'affection' for me?"
"Heaven forbid. No. He knows about me and Gemma. But as soon as I took up with him, I dropped the sexy side of her." She smiled. "Although, I think he was hoping for a kinky threesome in the early days."
We parked the car in a retail park and Sandy took me to a large curtain shop. Now I was confused, until we ended up standing next to a rack of multi coloured rope, the sort of stuff used as edging or tie backs on curtains. I felt it, it was soft. We talked about colours, she suggested Red, Black and White. Bold colours. What surprised me was she picked up about 25 metres of each.
As we left the shop, I asked her. "Why so much?"
"You can have too little, but not too much. You will have to cut them into usable lengths. About two metres for wrists and ankles, a bit longer for elbows and thighs. You and Roger can have fun working that out. We'll measure the ones that Harry ties me spread eagled to the bed tonight so you can make sure you have enough for that. And don't forget to seal the ends to stop them fraying, Sellotape will do, but if you can get some of that tube stuff that shrinks when heated is the best."
We went into a large department store and bought a couple of black scarves. I knew what they were for.
We left the car there and got on a bus into the centre of town. Sandy seemed to know where she was going, I had the Idea it wasn't her first trip to this shop. She dragged me into a pub. It was just past one o'clock, a bit early I thought to start drinking. She went to the bar and came back with what looked like an orange juice for her, something clear with ice in a short glass for me and a couple of packets of crisps.
"Get that down you, I'm guessing this is your first trip to a sex shop?"
I nodded. "What's this?" I asked lifting the short glass.
"Dutch courage, a large Vodka tonic and not too much tonic. Just the one drink. Trust me."
She'd had me tied, gagged and blindfolded yesterday and gave me several massive orgasms and that turned out all right so why not. She was my big sister, what could go wrong? I think I thought that yesterday and look what happened.
We got to the sex shop, it looked clean and bright, not seedy at all like I was expecting. But I was nervous as we walked in, Sandy took my hand and led me in.
The female shop assistant was at the counter, she just looked at us and smiled and went back to what she was doing. Thank goodness for that, I was dreading a sleazy man or something like that.
We went and had a look at the racks of lingerie, there was nothing there that I liked until we got to the corsets. I knew Roger liked them, although we hadn't got round to getting one for me yet. Sandy picked up something shiny and held it up to herself. It was a lace up back PVC underbust corset.
"Look good?"
"Yup."
"It would look better on you though. What's your waist?"
"26 inches."
She looked at the shop assistant. "Excuse me, do you have one of these in a ​​24 waist?"
"But I'm a 26 waist."
"Trust me, a 24 inch waist will look much nicer."
"Certainly, and do you want a 26 for yourself?" The shop girl asked.
"Why not, then we can be matching sisters, how cute."
The shop girl disappeared out the back, whilst she was out we made our way across to the glass cabinet. There were both leather and metal handcuffs in there. Sandy looked at me and said. "We didn't get a chance to try the handcuffs last night, I think we should try them now, I'm sure the girl is very discreet. What do you think?
"I'm not sure, but I like the look of the leather ones. They look quite comfortable."
"Oh they are, but it's a bit expensive if Roger doesn't like this tying up thing. Metal ones are cheaper, at least Harry and I could have them off you and you haven't wasted too much money."
That seems sensible. I didn't tell her that I might have not tried the handcuffs last night, but she did.
The shop girl came back with two corsets. "There's a changing room back there if you'd like to try them on." Sandy's face lit up. I'm sure mine was bright red. It certainly felt like it.
"Excellent, thank you." Said Sandy. "Can we be a little cheeky? My baby sister here and her boyfriend want to try tying up. But she's a bit nervous about it. I have a little bit of experience in that, so I'm helping her out. We've got a bit of rope for them but can we try on a set of those handcuffs whilst we're in the changing room. She doesn't want to disappoint her boyfriend." The shop girls face was still deadpan. I don't think she believed one word of that. Even though it was absolutely true. Her face gave nothing away.
"Certainly not a problem, I'll get a set for you." With that she got some keys, opened the case and gave me the handcuffs. I was almost afraid to touch them.
Sandy gave me a gentle tug. "Come on scaredy cat, let's go and try on Roger's and Harry's surprise." She guided me towards the changing room. The shop girl didn't tell her where it was. But she headed straight towards it. She'd definitely been here before.
Once we were into the changing room it took Sandy no time to get her clothes off, she put the corset around her waist and asked me to tighten the laces. I've got it as tight as I could but there's still a big gap down the back. There was a big mirror there and looking over her shoulder she looked fantastic. When she turned around it was even better. I hoped I would look that good.
"Right, your turn, get that blouse and skirt off."
I was still a bit nervous, but she helped me. She went to undo my bra, but I told her that that was staying on. I held up the corset to myself, whilst she did up the laces. There was a lot of tugging and pulling. She almost pulled me off my feet. It was a bit tight, but when I looked in the mirror I did look at least as good if not better than Sandy. The waist clinched in nicely, but breathing was difficult.
"Now the handcuffs, hands in front." I held them out and she quickly ratcheted them closed around my wrists. They weren't tight. She did something strange. She gave me the key and told me to unlock myself, it was a little fiddly to start with, but I managed it. "See you can get out. Now let's try them behind." She unlocked the other cuff and went into her handbag and pulled out a pair of gloves. The ones I saw her wearing last night. "Put these on, they'll protect your wrists." I did.
I felt I was being dragged along at speed, my insides were on a rollercoaster, and not just my insides. As soon as I had the gloves on, she spun me round and put the handcuffs on again, over the cuff of the gloves, like I had seen her wear last night. I felt they were a little tighter than they were in front but still comfortable. She held the key up in front of me. "I've made them a bit tighter to stop them flopping around, now try to get free again. When you do this at home, have a piece of string wrapped around the key and wrap your fingers round it so if you drop it, you can get it again. If you drop it now, I'll pick it up."
I tried, it was more difficult, but with practice I would be able to manage it. Sandy was trying to make the handcuffs seem not so scary. It was working.
I looked at myself in the mirror, then the absurdity of the situation struck me. Here I was in a sex shop in Southampton, wearing a PVC waist cinching corset, my hand handcuffed behind me and my big sister who had given me several orgasms last night standing in front of me holding the key to the handcuffs. Now I know why Sandy got me that double Vodka.
She came towards me and kissed my right cheek and cupped my left breast, it felt good. Then she whispered into my left ear. "I so much want to play with your boobs, but you said the bra stays on, so it stays on."
She pulled back and looked into my eyes, I thought she was going to kiss me on the lips and I wanted her to when we heard the shop girl. "Hu hum, is everything alright in there, it's gone a bit quiet?"
Sandy recovered first. "Yes, thank you, we'll take both the corsets."
I piped up. "And two pairs of handcuffs please." Sandy smiled at me.
Sandy got the handcuffs off, and we took the corsets off and got dressed quickly. I think my face had returned to its normal colour, almost.
Whilst the shop girl was putting out purchases in a bag, I found myself looking at the wide range of vibrators in a showcase. There were so many, and I only had one. There was an odd angled shaped one. Sandy turned up beside me.
"What's that angled thingy?"
"It's a strapless strap on."
"A what?"
"The short length goes up inside the lady and the other sticks out like a cock." She paused. Looking at me she said. "Shall we get one?"
I stared at it. If I say 'yes' it was almost as if I was giving her permission to use it on me. Then a thought struck me, she said I could tie her up, maybe I could use it on her. No, she was my big sister.
Sandy leaned into me and said quietly. "I know you can keep a secret. You must really keep this one. Harry wants to try it up the bum. That one's not too big, I think it's a bit smaller than Harry." Then I think she realised what she had just said, a bit too much intimate detail. She went bright red but carried on. "What do you think?"
I looked at her. "The choice is yours, but you're not using it on me." She pulled a pouty face. I think she may have been a little disappointed.
She went to the shop girl and asked if she could see the strapless strap on. The shop girl glanced at me, and she suggested that the one with a couple of vibrators in might be a better choice. Sandy seemed to agree, as long as it wasn't any bigger than the one she had already seen. So that was popped in the bag as well. The shopgirl suggested that as the corsets had suspenders, a couple of pairs of stockings wouldn't go amiss, so they went in as well.
We went back into the pub, I got the drinks this time. Although she was driving I got her a vodka and tonic, she probably needed it. I had another large one. It was soon time for the bus back to the retail park. As we left the pub I was carrying the bag and I wondered what tonight will bring?
Sandy was uncharacteristically quiet on the bus ride back. She spent her time looking out the window. She was fidgeting. Was she planning on what to do this evening? I was.
Sandra.
If you had told me 2​​4 hours ago that I would be sitting on a bus with my half sister with a bag of sex and bondage toys, I would have thought you stark raving bonkers. But here we are doing just that. I was having problems getting it through my head that less than an hour ago I had her wearing a PVC corset, with her hands handcuffed behind her back, her boobs just there for the fondling. Okay, she had a bra on but that would be no hindrance. I was certain she wanted me to kiss her and I would have done it if the shop girl hadn't called out. Mandy was in my power. It started off showing her that, if you had the key, you could get out of handcuffs, but once she was secure, I had her in my power and a buzz started in my crotch. She was beautiful like that.
But, what comes next, especially as we had the strap on. It wasn't for her, it was for Harry, it was his suggestion. He'd had my bum often enough. But she'd said 'No' to me using it on her. I might ask her once more but if she still says 'no', then I won't ask again.
I hadn't told her she couldn't use it on me, I had already agreed she could tie me up. That sent another tingle through my body. I shuffled in my seat, I hope she didn't notice, I could hardly sit still. The thought of me being tied up by my beautiful half sister and not being able to stop her having her way with me. Would it be any different from the highs I got when Harry did it to me? I had a feeling I might find out. But first a few more lessons on tying up, our four-poster was going to get some new experiences tonight. Harry and my bedroom would be my classroom.
At last we pulled into the bus stop at the retail park.
Amanda.
Sandy was much more chatty as we drove home, there was no mention of this evening's plans, but the thought of the stuff on the back seat kept on thrusting itself into the front of my mind. I felt there was an elephant on the back seat. We discussed dinner and decided on a Chinese takeaway, nothing too filling or smelly, that ruled out a curry. Sandy hates curries, she can't stand the taste or the smell. She also warned me not to drink too much. Having to stop to have a pee was a real mood killer and too much alcohol was not a good idea either, just enough to lower the inhibitions a bit, but not get drunk.
We got the Chinese and went to their house. She took the stuff we brought upstairs then she set the table whilst I phoned Roger. He should have finished playing golf by now. We talked about the usual stuff. He had taken £10 off Harry this morning, which Harry won back in the afternoon. They planned to have a round in the morning and head home and be here about three ish. He asked if I was still at Harry and Sandy's place, I told him I was as we had been shopping in Southampton.
He asked if I had got anything nice? I giggled and told him he would have to wait and see. He was going to be so surprised, at least I hope so. What if he didn't like it, doubts crept into my head. Oh well there was only one way to find out. He told me he would pick me up from here. That would save Sandy driving me home in the morning.
We cleared away the plates and went and sat on the sofa. We had been careful with the wine, but we each had a glass. I was getting nervous. "How do you want to play this? Just tying up, corsets, toys?" Sandy asked.
"No corsets, I want to save that for Roger. I want to try tying you up, to get to feel the other side."
"Okay, there are some things I want to show you in our bedroom. Show you the problems of tying your lover up." She held her hand out to me, I took it, I felt a jolt when we touched hands. It could have been the nylon blouse she was wearing. She led me up to their bedroom.
I wondered if she was as nervous as I was, she didn't seem it. Her toy bag and our shopping bag were on the chair. "Firstly, my safe words are the same as yours. Right, let me show you one problem." She got on the bed, shuffled to the middle, opened her legs, realised her skirt was not allowing her to open them fully, and hunched her skirt up around her waist. She was wearing a thong. She didn't have that on in Southampton.
She opened her legs and arms wide, pointing to the corners of the bed. "The arms are fine, but with the legs tied tightly it can restrict the movement of your hips, but it is secure and feels great. And if your lover is into giving you oral sex, it's fantastic, especially if you can't move away from their ​​administrations." She said lover, not Roger. Where was she going? She flipped over so she was on her belly and stretched out. "Pussy sex is okay but, this is the best for bound bum sex." She looked over her shoulder at me. "You have tried bum sex?" I blushed. I think that gave her an answer. Roger and I had a couple of times, I wasn't a fan. But I wonder what it would be like if I was tied up? Sandy carried on. "But there's no kissing or boob play and oral is difficult."
She slid off the bed, dropped her skirt on a chair, she picked up two pieces of rope and walked to the end of the bed. "Next is the standing spread eagle. But let's do knots." She gave me one of the ropes and held her arm out. "Double it over and wrap it twice around my wrist." I did. "Now tie half a granny knot, or a reef knot. The reef knot is better." Again I did. "Now when you do the second bit of the knot don't pull all of it through, form a loop and pull that through. You should have a length you can pull to release the knot. Try it."
I did and I could see what she meant, but it was too loose, and the pull tail was far too long. Sandy smiled at me as I tried again. On the third go I got it right. She offered me her other wrist. I got that right the first time. She held her arms up to the top of the bed. "Now tie those off using the slip knot, pull it as tight as you can. I like to feel stretched." After a few goes she was satisfied with my work. "If you pulled my legs apart and tied them to the bed I would be stretched even further. Keep that in mind.
"I am completely under your control. You can do anything you like to me. But please like you, no tickling." I felt like I was still being dragged along by an express train. But now I had time to stop and think. I slowly walked up and down in front of her, looking at her. I smiled and she was completely under my control. It was a good feeling. But how do I use it? Firstly, that blouse was as stretched as she was, it was her boobs that were sticking out this time. I started undoing the buttons, when I got them undone I eased it around her boobs. Her nipples were enormous. Were they that size normally or because she was turned on. She was definitely turned on, she was breathing heavily, andI could smell arousal.
What to do next. Thinking back to what she did to me yesterday. I fetched the blindfold and I put it on her. "Oh shit, you're learning." She said, I took that as a compliment.
I got some more rope and tied her legs apart, not too far. As I passed the toy bag I picked up the vibrator. Once she was secure I turned it on so she could hear it. I had no intentions of using it on her, just yet. But that was not what she thought. She visibly jumped when she heard the sound. No I used it on myself, I was so randy. I was in charge for the moment, I had responsibilities. I stopped playing with myself, it was bloody hard work.



It was my turn to show the teacher how much I had learned. "I suppose this is not good for bum sex but excellent for oral, boobs and kissing." With that I leaned in and kissed her on the neck. She jumped away from me, she wasn't expecting that, at the same time I reached behind her and unclasped her bra. I pushed it up out of the way. I got a look at her nipples, they were massive. I had an urge, I leaned down and took one on my mouth and gave it a gentle bite, she jumped again. This was fun.
She breathed heavily. "Stop, stop. No don't, that's fantastic." I pulled away. "No, don't stop, keep going." No safety word, but I do wish she would make up her mind.
I cupped her boob with my hand, it felt good, but somehow wrong to be doing it to my big Sister. Too late now really, after what we did last evening. I picked up the vibrator, it was still buzzing. Whispering into her ear I said. "Boob play, give me a colour."
"Green, fucking green."
I brought the vibrator to her nipple, she screamed and jerked in the ropes. I might have to use the ball gag soon if she didn't quieten down. I ran it down her belly hoping to make her think I was heading towards her clit. She thrust her hips forward, I was having none of that. I pulled away a bit. I thought I would give her time to calm down, then tease her some more, but she had other ideas.
"Amber." She said, bugger, I was having fun. "Can you take the blindfold off please?" I did, she looked at me and said "You're wicked, I like it, but you let me come down too far. I still have more to teach you before we finish. This position is good for foreplay, but it's not easy for your lover to get to do the business, it's possible but not easy, let me show you. Can you fetch the strap on."
Now what? I stood in front of her with it in my hands. I looked at it properly for the first time. I hadn't studied it much in the sex shop. The longer one looked like a normal cock, the smaller one had a bulge that bent towards the cock. It looks like it would reach the 'G' Spot. I could see where the charging port was, but I couldn't find the switch to turn it on. "Imagine." I heard her say, that dragged me away from studying this strange thing in my hands.
She carried on. "That six inch thing sticking out in front of you and trying to find my love channel. It's all at the wrong angle, try it. Hold it between your legs and try it." I did the best I could, it was a bit low down. But it was enough to show me it would be difficult. "Untie one of my legs and I will show you how to make it easier, not easy, but easier."
As soon as I had one of her legs undone and I stood up she wrapped her leg around me and pulled me in. Then it came to me. I could see what she was trying to do. We had broken enough taboos already, so why not. I extracted myself from her leg, took hold of the strap on, pulled my knickers to one side and slid the small shaft into me. Gosh that was good. I wasn't far off coming but I had to hang on. It's a good job it wasn't switched on.
Looking at her I smiled and said. "You've got what you wanted but I'm not sticking it in you." She pulled pouty face again. "I suppose if I untied your other leg, it would make access much easier."
"Yes, it would but you would have to hold me up as well as struggling with my arms but there is a better way, as much as I like being tied up here, for me to show you will have to untie me though."
I took hold of one of the slipknot tails and pulled, it worked a treat. She leaned across and released her other arm leaving the ropes attached to her wrists. That was good. she shuffled off her bra and blouse, now she was naked and I was still fully dressed. She turned round and faced the bed. looking over her shoulder at me she asked me to go and kneel on the bed in front of her. "See this is just as good for kissing and boob work and you can slip your hand down the front between the foot board and my body, try it if you want to." She had obviously played this game before because she had thrown each of the ropes from her wrists up over the top bar of the bed and grabbed hold of them as if she tied herself up.
I stood up on the bed and quickly pulled the ropes from her hands and tied them off, so she was properly tied up again. The strap on cock was right in front of her face. She smiled, looked up at me, opened her mouth and took the false cock all the way in and bobbed her head.
Wow! That did things inside me that I wasn't expecting, I had to hang on to the top rail of the four-poster bed. I managed to drag myself away before something started that I couldn't stop. She gave a little giggle. "Well, you've seen the advantages of this position, not that I have any say in what you do at the moment." With that she shook her wrists as I got off the bed. They were not coming free, but she could reach the tail of at least one slipknot.
I went behind her and grabbed the blindfold. Listening to her I had formed a basic plan in my head, she wouldn't like it. I slipped the blindfold on. "Hey, that's not fair."
"I'm standing behind you, you can't see me anyway."
"True. You just be careful what you do with that cock. Don't miss."
What did she mean by that? I didn't have time to ask her as she carried on. "Oral is rubbish like this, I will keep banging your head against the foot board. But if I stick my bum out like this." She stuck her backside out, and what a cute backside it was. "You can get to both pussy and bum, your hands are free to fondle boobs and you might be able to reach my clit between me and the bed, try it?"
As I walked towards her the bouncing of the cock was doing wonderful things to my insides. But I could see what she was after, she was trying to get me to put this cock in her. Not going to happen, that is Harry's job. I could tease her though. I slid the cock between her legs, well forward of the pussy hole. As soon as she felt me she lifted herself and tried to impale herself on me, if I hadn't suspected it, it might have worked.
I reached round to make sure the tip of that cock wasn't going into her hole, I might have just given her clit a little stroke or two. Her body shuddered, her legs gave way for a second, if she hadn't been tied up I am sure she would have collapsed on me. I think she came. I managed to get hold of the cock, I was going to rub it on her clit again when it hit me, I didn't know what it was, well I do really. My clit, which was on the bend of the cock was struck by lightning whilst thunder went off on my G spot. I couldn't see, my legs started to give way, I tried to hang on to Sandy, I couldn't, I slid to the floor as wave after wave of orgasm flooded over me.
Sandra.
Well that didn't go as planned. It was my plan to teach her the benefits of erotic tying up. It was plain to me that it didn't scare her and she was okay with it, probably because she trusted me. And I would do nothing to betray that trust, I might push it a bit, but 'No' was definitely 'No'.
I felt her slither down my body and all I could hear was the buzzing of the cock, Bugger that cock should be inside me buzzing like that, well not like that, at a lower setting. That was what caused the problem. The cock had a remote control, I had hidden it in the top of the drapes on the four-poster bed. I had just tied myself up where I could reach it and then all I had to do was to entice Mandy to put it in her. and then hopefully despite what she said she would put it in me and then I would turn it on at a low setting.
it started off well, I showed her the advantages and disadvantages of being tied spread eagled on the bed both face up and bum up. That seemed to go down well. The next step was a standing ​​spread eagled at the bottom of the bed. I taught her how to tie slipknots and managed to get myself tied spread eagled at the bottom of our bed. During all the talking I wasn't getting turned on at all but as soon as she had my arms tied, that familiar buzz started to happen.
She stood back and looked at me. She had a smile like a lion surveying it's next dinner, she walked up and down in front of me. What have I done teaching her this? I think Roger had better look out.
I pushed my boobs out a bit. I don't know whether she noticed that I did that, but the buttons on my blouse were straining, it may have helped that the blouse was too small, and one that I didn't mind getting ruined. It worked, she unbuttoned my blouse. Looking down I could see my nipples straining against my bra, I wish she'd take it off.
That was when my plan started to fall apart.
The next thing I know the blindfold I used on her yesterday covered my eyes. Shit, that's not the plan. Oh dear the smell of the leather was nice as well, that didn't help my arousal.
It went quiet apart from my heavy breathing, that was worrying, where was she, what was she doing? I felt my legs being pulled apart and tied there, now I was really stretched.
Shit! I heard the vibrator start. Where was she going to use that? Where was she, what was she doing? 'My clit, please use it on my clit.' I was pushing my hips forward. Still nothing happened. How long had this been going on it was probably only a few seconds, but felt like ages.
I heard her talking but had no idea what she said. She kissed me on the neck. That was a surprise, I jumped at the shock and then realised that my bra was undone and was pushed above my boobs. My nipples were grateful, but not for long. I felt her breath on my nipples, I thought she was blowing on them, does she like that? Then she bit it. I jumped, it was a good job I was tied up. She should stop, this wasn't right. I felt her pull back. No. Do more, I screamed, I was nearly coming from being tied up and having my nipples played with. Harry could do that, but this was much quicker than he would manage.
I heard something about colour, I screamed "Green."
My nipples exploded, and I jumped. I felt the vibrator move down, she was going to my clit, fantastic, I shoved my pelvis forward. 'Go, go.' I was screaming in my head, I don't know if it came out of my mouth.
Then it stopped. I wanted it to carry on down but I shook myself, I started to come down enough to realise I had to take back control. "Amber." It was a struggle, but I got it out.
I got her to take the blindfold off and explained some of the problems and benefits of being tied up like this. But I tried the next part of my plan. To show her the strap on was to come into play. I just had to get her to slip it in herself. I giggled to myself, I would have done it for her, but I was a little tied up.
I got her to untie one of my legs and to hold the cock between her legs. As I explained, I wrapped my free leg around her and pulled her into me. She smiled at me, pulled herself away. Then she did it without any prompting from me, she slipped it inside herself. I saw her shudder. Now my plan was back on course, well nearly. She told me she wouldn't stick it in me, but I had a plan for that. She had been teasing me and I was banking on the fact she would again.
I convinced her to tie me facing the bed. I checked she used slip knots, the tail on my right wrist was very long. Good. Again, I went through the benefits of this position, even for Roger. And there it was, the false cock in front of me and I did as I did for Harry, I took it in my mouth, but this was different. I bobbed my head trying to get the bulb inside her to bounce off her G spot. She had to hang on to the bed frame. As she got off the bed I reached into the drapes and took hold of it and closed my hand around it. Then she blindfolded me again, that would make it more difficult. I gave her some more hints and tips and then the teasing took over. She shoved the cock between my legs. I tried to lift myself onto it, but I think she knew what I was trying to do so now was the time. In my hand I had the remote control for the vibrating cock that was in her, I planned to ramp the power up slowly that should put her off enough for me to raise my backside and impale myself.
The next thing I know is the sound of a vibrator hitting full power, Mandy screaming and sliding down my body. Her fingernails scratched down my side. I would have to explain that to Harry tomorrow. Never mind I had other problems to sort out now. I dropped the remote control, hoping it went on to the bed. On my third lunge I managed to grab hold of the tail, I wrapped it around my fingers and drew it through, it didn't take long to get myself free and the blindfold off. Mandy was laying on the floor twitching, her hands hanging on to that cock. I reached down and pulled it out of her, it was still going full bore. I got hold of the remote control and turned it off. I looked at Mandy. I think she'd fainted. I gently picked my little half-sister up and laid on the bed. I made her as comfortable as I could and went downstairs. I retrieved the wine and two glasses. I needed a drink. I needed something else as well now that my plan had completely failed. I held her in my arms and in about 20 minutes she woke up I gave her a sip of wine. It was only then I realised that she was still fully dressed and I was stark naked. A glance at the clock told me it was only just gone seven. We would need a rest but there was one more position I had to show her and I think it was her time to be tied up.
Amanda
I must have passed out because the next thing I remember was laying on Sandy's bed with her arms around me. It took me a little while to gather my senses. Sandy was naked, I was still fully dressed. That damned cock had gone. Thank heaven for that.
"Ah you're back with us, here have a drink of wine, it'll help." She fetched wine, how long was I out? She held the glass to my lips, I had a sip. It was good. I took the glass from her hand and finished it off.
"How long have I been out?"
"About 20 minutes. How do you feel?"
"Shagged out, literally."
"Do you remember what happened?"
"Well, we sort of messed around." I was a bit ashamed I'd put that thing inside me. "Then that thing came alive and, I sort of, well you know sort of went down. I think I fainted."
She stroked my hair. "You did, you alright now?"
"I think so, that was quite amazing. What happened?"
"That's my fault, and partly yours. I meant to use the remote control to turn the vibrator on slowly. But when you blindfolded me I couldn't see which way was up on the thing. So I went for what I thought was the middle and it appeared to be full power, sorry sweetie that wasn't my intention."
She leaned down and kissed me on the cheek. "It's still quite early and if you're up for it I've got one more position to show you. It's one of my favourites."
I thought about it for a bit, the last two days had been astounding and she still wasn't at her favourite. Okay let's give it a go and finish this off. "Yes, okay but only this one, I've got a lot going through my brain at the moment, but if this is your favourite I really should try it."
She eased herself from me and got off the bed and stretched herself like a cat. I think she'd been getting a bit stiff holding me. I know I shouldn't think like this about my big sister but she did have a lovely body. I loved her boobs. I wish mine were that big. She turned, looked at me and said. "One of us is overdressed. I need to get some things from the spare room. It would be really nice if you were naked by the time I got back."
Why do they keep stuff in the spare room? Anyway, I got off the bed and undressed. Sandy came back holding a couple of metal poles with leather cuffs on the end and something else in black. It looked like leather, but I couldn't tell what it was. When Roger and I had looked at the porn there were black leather helmets that covered the face. I didn't like the look of that. I might have to rhubarb her. But I could trust her, couldn't I? She was my big sister and she hadn't done anything to hurt me yet in fact just the opposite. But a black leather helmet that covered the face was out of the question.
She smiled at me as she laid the two poles on the bed then she gave me the black thing. "We don't want to mark your wrists, put these on, they're quite expensive but they're very good. I love wearing them and Harry loves it when I play with his cock with them on, especially if my hands are tied together."
They were a pair of black over the elbow leather gloves. I felt a tad guilty for a second thinking she'd use a black leather helmet on me. I pulled the gloves on and they were snug fit. They really did feel nice. "Go on, rub your body with them, they feel really nice, but don't go putting your finger anywhere it shouldn't go. I don't want your love juices leaving marks on them, I've got a second pair for that."
I was going to say she did something strange next, but the whole two days had been strange. For years I'd seen that they had a hanging pot plant in the corner of their bedroom. It was different. I thought no more about it until she reached up and unclipped the plant and put it to one side. Then it was plainly obvious the hook in the ceiling was far too robust to take a small pot plant. My mind was in kinky mode because I knew exactly what was coming next.
She walked towards me, took me by my gloved hand and pulled me to stand underneath it. I didn't notice but she had taken a piece of white rope with her, she pulled my hands in front of me, wrists together. She wrapped the rope round them four or five times and then clinched it. Quite quickly she reached up and put the rope through the hole in the hook. I had no time to protest. I'm sure I could have done it, but I didn't want to. I was very quickly secured with my arms over my head. It was plainly obvious from this position she could get to every part of my body unlike being tied in any position on the bed, she had full access. I could see why this was her favourite. I had a funny feeling it might soon become mine too. She waved the end of one of the ropes at me. It was a safety tail I could pull to get free if I needed to.
She walked round me looking like the cat that had got the cream, her fingernails running across my belly, I shivered. When she got behind me and I couldn't see her anymore she came close, put her arms around me and whispered in my ear. "Thank you so much for letting me play with you this weekend, I will remember this for the rest of my life. But this really is the one and only time."
She pulled my hair back and kissed my neck. Then I realised she was fondling my left boob, it felt good. She let go of my hair and the next thing I knew the hand that had been in my hair was burrowing between my lips, my lower lips.
My whole body shuddered, my legs gave way. It was a good job I was tied up by my wrists or I think I would have fallen down. Having no control of what happened to you is very liberating.
Then Sandy got back into teaching mode. She stood in front of me with her hands on my hips, I wish she'd put them somewhere else. "As you can feel." She said." I have almost complete control over you. But there is one more thing I can do. Oh, I can blindfold and gag you, but that doesn't change anything. This does." She picked up one of the bars with the cuffs on the ends and knelt down in front of me. She carried on talking as I allowed her to spread my legs and attach the cuffs. "These are extendable ones, if you put them at their smallest they can go between the knees, but I prefer them on the ankles. You don't need to buy expensive ones until you know they work for you. Just a broom handle and some screw in eyes will do the job, or just a broom handle and ropes will do just as well."
She stood up, looked at me and smiled, with my legs wide apart I was feeling very stretched, very vulnerable, very sexy. She put her hands on my hips again. I wish she would move them either up to my boobs or down to my pussy. One either way would be best. I was so turned on. I didn't think I would be after the last orgasm. She leaned in and kissed my lips, she slid her hands up the side of my body as she lifted her hands up my body she racked my sides with the fingernails. I tingled everywhere. I was powerless to stop her, I didn't want to stop her. She managed to get her hands between my uplifted arms and my head and she came in for a kiss, no tongues just a sweet gentle sexy kiss. I had forgotten this is my big sister, and I wasn't gay, I just wanted to come.



She pulled back from the kiss and said to me. "Now I'm going to do something really stupid." She reached up, grabbed the tail of the rope holding my arms up, and put it in my left hand. I thought that was sensible, not stupid. She went to the bed, scrambled around a bit, picked up some stuff and came back. She'd put that cock inside her and as she walked back to me it was sticking out in front of her. She seemed to walk with an extra bounce in his step as the cock bobs up and down. I know what that was doing to her G spot. "I'm going to give you the chance to get your own back on me."
I didn't think I needed to, but I was intrigued. She showed me the remote control. "This is high power." She pushed a button and her legs almost collapsed and she switched it off. "Shit, I didn't realise it was that strong, no wonder you fainted." I knew that feeling.
"This is low power, Oooh, that's nice." Then she placed the remote control in my right hand. There was a piece of string attached to it. She wrapped it around my fingers so if I dropped it, it wouldn't be far away.
"But it's not going to be that easy." She looked me in the eyes and said. "Open wide." I did and the ball gag appeared. It went in easier this time. it was a little harder getting it strapped in tight with my arms being close to my head. She stroked my face and said to me, "I have control of you, but you have control of this cock. I promised you I wouldn't put it inside you, but have you changed your mind?"
Flipping heck I was tempted but no that's Roger's place. I shook my head, she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek and said. "Okay I understand but, that won't stop me using it to tease you. But if I can't put it up your pussy, I might put it up your arse." My eyes went wide, she leaned in, kissed me and said. "Only joking." But I realised then that if she wanted to take my ass or my pussy I really couldn't stop her. Then she lifted the blindfold and put that on me as well.
So there I was hanging by my wrists from the ceiling of my big sister's bedroom, my legs stretched apart, gagged and blindfolded. I had control over her orgasm, how fucking strange was that? My reverie didn't last long. She kissed my left breast and with her right hand fondled my left breast. She gently kissed and pulled my nipple until it was standing out. Then she swapped breasts and her left hand raked her nails down through my pubic hair. I felt a finger slip just gently inside me and come back out with the lubrication and start to play circles on my clitoris, she was so gentle.
I was pushing my body into her hand, but she kept moving her hand away. When she pulled away I had no idea where she was. Then I felt her hands on my hips and her breath on my lips as her tongue parted my lips, the ones down there. Her tongue quickly found my clitoris, she massaged it hard, I was thrusting up into her face. I was nearly there, I was nearly coming, and she pulled away again. I thrust my hips forward but then she was gone and I didn't know where. Then she started all over again. She pulled away just as I was starting to come. I was breathing heavily, I wanted to scream at her to carry on. No wonder she gagged me, otherwise I would have been screaming by now.
I felt her behind me and that damn cock came underneath me and if I lifted myself I could impale myself on it. That is what she was trying to do, She was giving me the choice. She put it in the exactly the right place and all I had to do was to lift myself and it would slide in. It was exactly what I'd done to her and now I had the means of retribution, and like her I had no idea which way the remote controls were up. I found the buttons and I stabbed one, I heard noise increase and I felt her hanging onto my shoulders she whispered into my ear. "Oh thank you sweetheart mid power that's about right."
She was moving the cock backwards and forwards, bouncing up and down. I think it was brushing her G spot inside of her. It didn't take long, I heard her and I felt her body shake as she hung on to me. There was absolutely nothing I could do about it. She slipped away onto the floor. That damn cock had been rubbing my bits and pieces and now it was gone. I wanted to come after all the teasing she had done. I let go of the cock remote control and started to wind the safety tail around my fingers. It was coming quite easily. I was wondering how much more to go before it came loose when I felt her in front of me.
"Do you really want to get free or is this a safety thing? Oops that's two questions, but you can't answer either." She paused. "You've just given me the most fantastic orgasm and I would like to return the favour. If you want me to stop, shake your head." And that was when I felt a vibrator and it felt like a normal vibrator slide over my pleasure spot.
The cheeky monkey, how can I stop her now? I was dying to come. I could feel it building, if she pulled it away this time, when I got free I would bloody kill her. But she didn't, she saw me building. She slid it away, but not enough to come down, just to build it gently, and then hit me. My body shook. I tried to clamp my legs together to hold the damn thing in place, I couldn't because they were tied about 3 feet apart. The next thing I know was the stress in my arms got easier and then I realised my legs had been undone. I felt Sandy's arms go around me and she took the rope from my fingers. She must have given a sharp tug because my arms quickly came free. It was a good job she was holding me up. Once I regained the strength in my legs she went behind me and started to undo the ball gag. I managed to reach behind and slip off the blindfold without undoing it. She came round in front of me. Now it's my turn, I took my gloved hands, put them around her neck and drew her in for a kiss. "Thank you, that was fantastic. How was yours because I couldn't see you, you little monkey."
"Half power was spot on, I could just enjoy it because it didn't wipe me out like it did you. Thank you my little sister, in fact thank you for the whole weekend. But now I'm knackered and I think it's time for bed." I agreed with her.
When we got to the bed there were still a couple of glasses of wine in the bottle. we finished that off, but that was about all we had the energy for. We slid under the sheets and wrapped our arms around each other, and we slept the sleep of the dead.
I woke up first in the morning, she was still there snoring gently on her side of the bed. Then I realised all the toys she got out to play came from her side of the bed. I got the feeling she was the one to control the kinkiness, but she was the one on the receiving end.
I made my way downstairs. I borrowed Harry's bathrobe. I'd got the kettle on for the tea and the bread out for the toast. I was starting to set the table.
Sandra
I woke up in the morning and my little sister wasn't here. That gave me some time for reflection on what happened over the last two days. My little sister had asked me a simple question. Well it might be a simple question, but it was a complicated answer, and I was probably the best person to answer her query. A thought popped into my head. I wonder if kinkiness runs in the family? I had her bound, gagged and blindfolded. I had kissed her lips both on her face and between her legs I'd given her shattering orgasms. But what made me smile most of all that's what she'd done to me. I also have been bound, gagged and blindfolded. She had learned a lot, and if she wanted to be kinky with Roger she could move forward quite happily. In fact I think she might initiate it. Good luck to both of them. As I found my bathrobe I had a slight twinge of regret that it would never happen again. I smiled to myself as I hung the potted plant back up on its hook. I hope Harry didn't wear himself out on the golf course because I need a proper cock inside me now. I made my way to the door. I hope she's got the kettle on.
Amanda
I heard her come down the stairs. She looked at me, smiled and said. "Flipping heck Mandy you look a mess."
"If you think I look bad go and frighten a mirror somewhere." She poked her tongue out of me. She rubbed her face with her hands and then ran her fingers through her hair to try to put it into some sort of order. It didn't work.
There wasn't a lot said over breakfast. I think we were both lost in her thoughts.
We had finished breakfast and cleared away. We were having a final cup of tea before going upstairs to get dressed. Sandy looked at me and said. "I assume you're going ahead with Roger's request to tie you up?" I just nodded my head at her. "You're going to have a bit of a problem explaining all this newfound knowledge to him. It was easy for me with Harry because he'd met Gemma and knew we played. So I could explain my former knowledge to him as I had played with Gemma, but you're going to have to be a little bit careful. You could watch something on the Internet and suggest you try it. Talking about it, if you haven't seen them already, have a look at the way the Japanese do it. That arms crossed behind the back, that works for us. Although they seem to have some sort of strange nose thing going on, looks a bit odd, we haven't tried that. If you do let us know if it's something you think we should try." We went upstairs to get showered and dressed. Separately.
Roger and Harry got in about 2:30. We got a text message when they were 15 minutes out so I went and put the kettle on for some tea. I didn't want to wait here long. I wanted to get home and get some real cock inside me. but I'm sure Roger would want to say hello to Sandy and it would be rude just to drag him off.
The boys got in, they both looked fit, well and were smiling. Roger came up to me, wrapped his arms around me and gave me a big hug. I could feel something bulging down below. Flipping heck that was quick, he must be ready. We really must get home. There was something strange going on here. Harry and Sandy were just standing there grinning like Cheshire cats, looking at us. They had their arms around each other, but they weren't cuddling, they were standing side by side looking at us. Harry had a bottle in his hand.
Roger pushed me away, what was happening? He got down on one knee. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit. My hands flew to my mouth. I don't remember a word of what he said. I just saw him get the lump out of his trousers and open it up to the most gorgeous ring I'd ever seen. Actually, it was a stainless steel split ring, the sort of thing you put your keys on. But I knew what it meant the words started to filter through.
"I'm sorry my sweetheart this has taken so long, I've been dithering. Harry gave me a bollocking over the weekend, told me to get my shit together, and he's right. Would you do me the honour of being my wife? All the jewellers are closed but next weekend you can go and choose your own engagement ring."
I couldn't talk, I just had tears pouring from my eyes. I just nodded. He took the ring out of the little box and slipped it on my finger, oddly enough it fitted. I don't care how plain it was, it was mine and he was mine.
There was a pop and a champagne cork flew across the room. I dragged Roger up off his knees and nearly crushed him. I looked at Sandy. She was crying, the little minx, she'd known all along after the conversation with Harry last night.
I couldn't take my eye off the ring. We had a glass of champagne and I almost dragged him out the front door. We had to get home. I had things to do. On the drive home I did manage to phone my Mum and Dad and tell them the news. They liked Roger, they were over the moon like me.
I got to work the following day. I couldn't keep the smile off my face. The girls in the office asked me what had happened, I told them. They insisted on seeing the ring so I showed him my steel split ring. A few of the girls thought it was crap and I should ditch Roger. The others knew what it meant.
You didn't need a big jewel to show commitment and that's what this ring meant to me. Roger's commitment to me. And my commitment to him by accepting it.
The rest of the week was a nightmare Sandy was on the phone Monday evening. She had contacted both families and there was an engagement party at her house on Saturday. There was no argument from me or Roger, but there again I never argue with my big sister, well not since I was eight anyway.
Friday afternoon Roger and I went to the jewellers. I got my ring, it wasn't big, it wasn't expensive, it didn't need to be. I was tempted to leave my steel split ring on as well but Roger pointed out it would wear away the gold on the other ring. So he ceremoniously took it off and he put it in the now vacant box of the ring I was wearing. I took it home and put it on my bedside table in pride of place.
The engagement party.
Amanda.
The party was going well, everyone was happy for us, most people had expected it at some time. Even my work friends forgave Roger for the steel ring once they saw the real one. The steel one was real to me.
There was one incident at the party Sandy wanted to pour me another drink, I thought I'd had enough, I had things to do this evening. Sandy tried to pour it on my hand. I think she was as excited as I was, but I looked at her and whispered. "Rhubarb." She stopped immediately, but Harry gave me a strange look with one eyebrow raised. I think he heard me. But he said nothing, just carried on smiling and talking to Roger.
As we left Sandy and Harry's house after the party she gave me a bag. I felt its weight. I'm sure it contains some rope, scarves and two pairs of handcuffs in the excitement of the proposal I had left them behind last weekend.
Sandra
I was thinking where I had put the little bag of stuff that I needed to give to Mandy when she and Roger left. The thought of those toys got me a little bit worked up, just a little. Harry would be happy tonight. He liked it when I initiated kinky.
I was coming back from the kitchen with more drinks for me and Harry. Mandy and Roger had been circulating, but I had seen my little sister making her way to us as I left. As I came back into the room I saw Mandy, Roger and Harry standing together, a picture flashed through my mind.
Harry laid on his back on our bed, I was impaled on him. I have my arms tied across my back Japanese style. My little sister is behind me, her arms tied the same as mine, but she has that damned cock in her and in my arse, vibrating gently. And Roger is in my mouth. I am airtight. Mandy and I have nose hooks on. What is that all about?
The three of them look at me and smile as if they can read my mind. I blush bright red to the roots of my hair.
Harry notices, he will quiz me about that later, he will probably get the truth, well some of it, he is an excellent sexual torturer.
I really am a kinky bitch.
Amanda.
We had a light lunch on Sunday. I had been planning this. I was fully aware of the warnings that Sandy had told me about.
I think this was the first time we had to relax after last Sunday with work and all the party planning, oh and the love making.
We were sitting on the sofa and Roger told me but he had been planning to ask me when he bought up the bit about being tied up, he thought that might have frightened me off. Until he had a chat with Harry who pointed out life was an adventure, marriage was an adventure, mainly good but sometimes you have to make compromises. Both sides do it and it works out even in the end. Being men they didn't go into any great depth fortunately unlike sisters.
"Sweetheart, bringing that up, do you still want to tie me up?" He shrunk back a little bit. I reached forward and took his hands. He seemed to relax. "Whilst you were playing golf, I had a chat with Sandy about being adventurous, I didn't go into details. I just told her you wanted to do stuff that I wasn't comfortable with. She asked me if I trusted you? I told her I did. Then she told me she really couldn't see what I was bothered about and we should try it at least once and possibly twice to make sure we like it. So I've done some digging and I took a bit of advice off the Internet, I thought about it a bit. And have bought some things."
With that I pulled two pairs of handcuffs out of my pocket. It had been quite hard not to let them rattle, "I'm told these are quick and easy and if you don't do them up too tight they don't leave any marks. What do you think?"
He just sat there with his mouth open, well I might as well finish it off, out of my other pocket I took some rope and the scarves. "I think we should have a little adventure tonight. What do you think?" I knew exactly what he was thinking; it was all over his face. The goldfish turned into a Cheshire cat.
I did tell him that Sandy and I went shopping because she wanted something new and naughty to welcome Harry back, she convinced me I would look good in the same corset. His cock certainly thought so when I came down dressed in the corset, stockings and five inch heels.
I had taken Sandy's advice and we watched a couple of videos and I must say he might have been a Boy Scout when he was younger. He got it dead right with a little bit of help from me. Soon I was fully secure. I don't know how long he spent between my legs and I lost count of my orgasms. In fact I wasn't counting and when he entered me where he belonged I'd never felt him so hard.
Being tied up whilst wearing the corset and Roger between my legs that Sunday night I was in heaven.
About a month after our engagement party I suggested to Roger that we visit Southampton. It was the same girl in the sex shop, she just smiled at me. I left there with a blindfold, like Sandy and Harry's, a ball gag and some leather cuffs and a normal vibrator to join our toys.
Sandra
I popped round to see my baby sister. The boys were having a Saturday golf afternoon. They wouldn't be late today. Harry knew I had something special for him so he would be on time. We chatted about normal stuff. But I noticed when Mandy passed me the milk there was a red mark around her wrist. "Not using the gloves then." I said pointing to the mark.
"Yes but it slipped off last night in the, erm, activity."
"It's going alright then?"
She blushed, she looked down and whispered as if she wanted to keep it to herself. "It's fantastic. I thought you were good. No that's not right, you were good, bloody good. But Roger is over the moon he knows how to play me. He occasionally has to use his hand as well as the ball gag to keep the noise down. We found tape works better but it's not sexy. Okay I've told you my secret now, how is Harry and you know, the thing we got from Southampton?" it was almost as if she didn't want to mention the cock.
"We tried it, it wasn't as good as he thought, so we tried it again with him restrained. It did nothing for either of us. So we just use it as a normal vibrator now switched on. Did you want to borrow it?" She held her hands up aghast. "No way."
We carried on talking about the wedding. She showed me the corset she was planning to wear for the night. It was heavily boned and she said she couldn't wear it all day. So would I give her a hand at some time during the evening to put it on so when Roger took the wedding dress off he would see it. She also told me she had managed to get a pair of white leather over the elbow gloves. She did mention to me the boys were thinking of having a weekend away golfing as a stag do with some mates, nothing was mentioned about what we might get up together.
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I have never built a house or laid a brick in my life. This story probably shows that. But everyone needs a somewhere to live, so this is dedicated to people who build houses everywhere.
New Years Eve
That was it, I'd had enough. It was humiliating enough to have to sit and watch my 60 year old wife dance with a 20 something bloke from her office most of the night. But when the clock struck the New Year I expected her to come to me for a New Year kiss, but 'No' she kissed the young bloke she had been dancing with and it wasn't a quick peck, it was a full on snog. She stood and did Auld Lang Syne with him and his work mates. And she did it in front of all her work colleagues. And I had had enough.
I stood up, picked up my walking stick, reached into her handbag and got the car keys and headed to the front door. I couldn't dance with her as I had slipped over getting out of a light aircraft and got a fractured right ankle for the effort. My company hired light aircraft from our local airfield to get us around the country, it was quicker than driving and cheaper than a train. That was 5 weeks ago and it was still sore to walk on, dancing was out of the question, so was driving officially. I hadn't been drinking as the painkillers and alcohol together were not a good idea.
We took turns going to each other's company's New Year celebration. This year was the turn of her company where she was chief accountant, the young man she was dancing with worked for her in her department.
I had seen the pitying looks I got as much as the disgusted looks she got. An overweight overdressed 60 year old dancing with a 20 something fit bloke. That would be her problem on Tuesday the second, the first day back at work.
But now I am going home.
Ellie will have to make her own way home or stay with her boyfriend.
I walked towards the door. Our friend Julie was standing by the bar, she gave me a sad wain smile. We became very friendly with her when she got divorced about ten or twelve ye​​ars ago. Julie was head of HR. I think she thought I was going to the toilet which was by the front door. She looked startled when I passed the toilet and went towards the front door. I saw her look down at the car keys in my hand. She rushed across the dance floor as I left.
I got to my car, bugger, I would never get in the driver's door. Some idiot had parked too close. I would have to get in the passenger side and try to get over the centre console. That would be difficult with my ankle. The car was an automatic and I had driven it before using my left foot when I had broken my right leg playing Rugby. That was some years ago now.
I heard Ellie calling me as she came rushing across the car park, not a pretty sight. I looked at her and saw Julie standing by the front door of the hall we were in.
"David, where are you going? You can't drive."
"Home, I'll manage."
"But the party's still going on!"
I stared at her and in a low growing voice I said to her. "If you think I am going to take one more second of the humiliation of seeing my wife of 40 years dance with some bloke younger than our son, get ignored for the rest of the night, you have got another thing coming. And it was him you gave a New Years kiss to not your Husband, and in front of all your work people. I will be humiliated no longer. Now fuck off to your boyfriend, I've got to try to get in here."
She jumped aback at my use of the 'F' word. I rarely used builders' yard language at home.
"I'm sorry, I didn't think."
"No, you haven't for ages. Well, only about yourself." I saw that that hurt her. The truth does.
"I'll get my handbag." With that she went back inside.
Julie made her way to me. She gave me a hug. She pushed me back, looked at me and said. "Don't worry, they can't do anything, there is a moral behaviours clause. If they do anything they will both lose their jobs."
"That didn't stop the humiliation."
She looked sad. I looked at my watch, how long does it take to fetch a handbag?
Julie said. "Give me your car keys and I'll get your car out. Ellie couldn't get in there anyway, but I can slide across. I've always wanted to drive of this beauty." She held her hand out, I dropped them into it.
Julie opened the passenger door and slid across the car to the driver's seat. She started the engine, it sounded good. She moved it out in front of the main doors.
It was now over ten minutes, how long does it take for her to pick up her handbag?
It was 12 minutes before she got back. Jullie was standing next me looking worried.
"Where have you been? It doesn't take 12 minutes to pick up your handbag."
"I had to say goodbye to Richard."
"It doesn't take 12 minutes to say the word 'Goodbye.' What else were you doing?"
"Just a quick dance that's all."
"Most songs last three to four minutes. WHAT else did you do?"
"His favourite Grandad just died, and his girlfriend has dumped him. It was just a few dances to say goodbye."
"So, you left your husband outside at half past midnight on New Year's Day in the freezing cold to dance with your boyfriend. It was also enough time for a quickie in the bogs. That's a fucking good start to my year."
"How can you say that? I would never cheat on you. He's not my boyfriend. I'm sorry, but I was worried about him. I'm sorry."
"But obviously not worried about your husband of 40 years hobbling around on a walking stick outside in the cold. Get in the car and take me home or fuck off inside to your boyfriend and I'll manage."
I went to open the door. I must have winced. Julie got to the handle first and opened the door. As I got in Julie whispered. "I am sure nothing happened, but I will check. I'll pop round Tuesday after work"
Ellie started driving home. "Sorry sweetheart. He was upset. I was just consoling him, and I got carried away. I didn't forget you."
"Yes, you did. You spoke to me 5 times all night, yet you waved your fat arse all over the dance floor with Richard. Ignoring me in front of all your work mates. And you couldn't drink so you can't blame being drunk."
"I'm sorry sweetheart. I wasn't thinking"
"That's your excuse a lot recently, you've used it twice in the last few minutes. Well, whilst you were shaking your fat arse and floppy tits on the dance floor with Richard, I have been thinking as well, thinking a lot about our marriage, and I am still thinking."
"What do you mean 'Thinking about our marriage'?"
"You spent New Year's Eve shaking your body in that ridiculous dress with some man younger than our son, what else was I to do? Just drive the car and get us home in one piece."
"What's wrong with my dress?"
"It's totally inappropriate for someone of your size to wear a dress like that. I told you so and you told me it was up to you. You're correct, it is up to you, so I shut up and let you look stupid."
An icy hush fell over the inside of the car.
When we got home she let me out before she put the car in the garage. During the last bit of the drive I had made a decision. My ankle was throbbing now, and I was due a pain killer. Bugger it, there were still some Abbots Reserve bottles in the fridge. That'll do instead. I got one before she got in.
I was halfway up the stairs, bottle in hand when she came in from the garage, she had her phone in her hand. "Text from your boyfriend?"
She ignored the jibe and held her phone out to me. "No, just Julie making sure we got home safe."
I took it and checked and also if there were any messages from Richard. The message was from Julie and there was nothing from Richard. But that didn't prove anything.
I carried on upstairs, got to our bedroom, went in and closed the door behind me. We never close the doors in our house.
I sat on the floor with my back against it. There are no door locks fitted to the internal doors. I know, I built the house. Bum, I hadn't opened the beer bottle, good job I had my Swiss Army Knife on me.
I knew what was going to happen next, Ellie tried the door. "Honey, can I come in? I want to go to bed."
"Use the spare room or one of the kid's rooms."
"I want to sleep in our bed with you."
"You gave up the right to sleep in the matrimonial bed when you snogged Richard instead of me to welcome in the New Year."
"What?"
"You heard, you're not deaf."
I could hear her sobbing. That wasn't going to work either.
"But the beds are not made up."
"The linen is in the airing cupboard. You know that."
"But I want to be with you."
"Well, that's the first time tonight, isn't it? Just go to bed and think where you want this marriage to go. My ankle is hurting and I want to go to sleep. Now leave me alone."
I heard the squeak of the airing cupboard opening. I really must put a drop of 3 in1 on that.
I sat here thinking about how I got here. A very nice house, I know, I built it. Three nice cars. One a classic Rover P6. Two wonderful children with two grandchildren and another on the way, and a wife who I thought loved me up until tonight. Okay things hadn't been brilliant for the last 18 months or more, but I still thought we were okay. Just a bump in the road of marriage.
But now with the disrespect and humiliation plus leaving me outside for 12 minutes whilst she cozied up to Richard tipped me over the edge. Now was the time to seriously think about where we were going as a couple. But I had a problem. I love this house. I had built it. I had laid every brick with my own hands. I had improved grandad Phillips Rover and kept it running and used it at least once a week, she was getting neither of them.
Unfortunately, that's not always the way it works. Although the house was in my name, she had lived here for nearly 40 years. I'm sure some lawyers would argue she had a right to half the house. I would have to get my solicitor to check what might happen. I had a rough idea of how much it was worth, and if we had to split 50/50 I think there was enough in the savings for me to buy her out. I would be broke, but I would have my house. The car was mine; she was not touching that as much as she loved it. Probably because our Stephen was conceived on the back seat.
I left school at ​​16 I went to work with a mate of mine's dad as a builder. I spent most of my time carrying bricks around to start with and doing gash jobs. It was a time of a building boom and there was loads'a'money to be made. One of the old timers let me have a go at laying bricks, he gave me a few tips and I found that I was quite good at it. I found it therapeutic much like Winston Churchill did during the war. He used bricklaying to take his mind off the problems of the war for a while. I soon became a bricklayer full time and by now I was very good at it. But unlike most of my mates, I didn't piss it all up against the wall. okay, some of it went there but a lot went into savings.
Then a few things happened. When grandad Phillips had to stop driving, he gave me his Rover 3500 P6, one of the last ones off the production line. Grandad had it from new, I loved that car. He made me promise to keep it running and to use it, not just put it in a garage. I did. Beige with a brown vinyl roof, it looks fantastic.
Being in the business I decided it was a good idea to build my own house. I had mates who could do the electrics, woodwork, plumbing and the roofing. I just had to do the brick laying. I found a plot of land, put the deposit down, and got a mortgage. I approached the company architect. I told him I wanted some plans for a house. He said he could have let me have any of those of the houses we were currently building. I told him I wanted something different. I wanted to start small with the intention of expanding, putting on extensions when I could afford it or as the need arose.
I didn't know how many bedrooms or what I would need. I expected it to be no more than four bedrooms but start off with two and one garage, then expand that to two garages and build the bedrooms over. He liked the challenge. I saw his eyes light up.
After a month or so he came to me. He would start with a very large kitchen to cater for the whole house of up to five bedrooms. I know I said four but he wanted to give some leeway. Two smaller front rooms that could be knocked into one if we needed to and built accordingly. One garage to start with and a utility room on the back to keep washing machines and that sort of stuff out of the kitchen. With the aim of extending over that garage for an extra bedroom and then adding another garage with a bedroom above that, and if we needed more and extend out the back. He was starting with two bedrooms en suite but only one fitted at the moment. He then laid out several plans for extending the downstairs. Conservatories at the time were a new thing so we planned to have one put on the back of the kitchen, the size would depend on when I did it. After a few tweaks we had an excellent plan.
Unfortunately, that was when Grandad Phillips passed away. He had seen that I kept his car in immaculate condition, in fact I had improved it into a car as it should have been. I fitted high lift race cams, electronic ignition, I upgraded the brakes and fitted a sports exhaust which wasn't too loud. I made the suspension a little stiffer, so it wasn't so wallowy. It was quite sympathetically done. It still looked the same, just went and handled better. I think because of how I looked after his car that he left me some money, enough to get the house started. With a bit of help from my mates and the odd half pallet load of bricks that just seemed to turn up, plus the odd door or window that didn't work properly and was going to be thrown away. It didn't take long to have the two front rooms, kitchen and two bedrooms done. It cost me an arm and a leg in beer, and sometimes not a lot got done on some Sundays.
After I got enough done, I invited my Mum, Dad, Grandma and Grandad Johnson over for Boxing Day dinner. Okay parts of the kitchen weren't finished, there was no carpet on the floor in the second front room. Most of the furniture was second hand but I was proud of what me and my mates had achieved, and so it turned out were my grandparents. They came and saw me in January and gave me a cheque for a fair bit of money, on the proviso that every year I cooked Boxing Day dinner and invited them all over. That gave me enough to finish the house to phase one. I might as well have it now instead of waiting until they passed away. That was what Grandad Johnson said.
By now I was a supervisor in the company, which had got much bigger. I still laid bricks every chance I got.
Then one day they bought this slim, attractive young lady around one of the sites to see what we did. She looked at me and smiled and I was smitten. That was Ellie. She was a new accountant and she looked about the same age as me. I worked up the courage to ask her out, I was surprised when she accepted. We had been going out for about 15 months and she was around the house when she pointed out that on the corner of the house every other brick stuck out as if it wasn't finished. I told her it wasn't. They were there for the extensions.
"What extensions?"
"Bedrooms."
"How many bedrooms?
"That depends on how many children you want to have."
"Is that a proposal?
It was. She accepted.
Ellie was smart, pretty, vivacious and sexy. We had a lot of fun doing things together in and out of bed. We weren't each other's first. She had some lovely underwear, occasionally we could get a little bit kinky outdoors, the element of risk was our favourite. Life was good. Two children came and went. I tried to think when things started to go wrong, what did I do wrong. There must be something, but I couldn't put my finger on it.
But I came back to the here and now. The reality of my life. I jammed the chair under the door handle then I managed to clamber into bed. I didn't sleep particularly well.
Ellie was downstairs sitting at the kitchen table when I got up. When I got to the bottom of the stairs she went and got me a cup of tea you put in front of me. "Sorry sweetheart I messed up last night. can we talk about it, can you forgive me."
"It's not just about last night, this has been going on too long, but last night was enough. Talk yes, forgiveness I'm not sure. Disrespecting and humiliating me last night, and you made yourself look like a fool and I don't want to be married to a fool, especially a fat fool at that.
"What do you think your boyfriend would say when you take the girdle off and he sees the rolls of that fat flopping around? And your bra, it's got so much structure in it, Isambard Kingdom Brunel would have been proud to have made it, when you take it off your tits hit your belly button. When you take that makeup off you can see how saggy your face really looks."
Actually, I was being harsh, her body wasn't that bad, but it wasn't the same one she had even three years ago. She had let herself go.
I didn't let up. "And why him? Do you fancy him or something? He's a good looking 'boy'." I emphasised the word boy. She looked down, what a giveaway.
"I like Richard, he is a nice lad, and he made me feel good." Then I saw it. She was trying to capture her youth back when we were in our 20's. Because we used to dance and kiss like that.
She looked up at me and said quietly. "His favourite Grandad just died, his Grandmother is upset and his girlfriend just dumped him. I was just trying to cheer him up."
"Cheer him up by ignoring me, there is more going on here than that. You've been ignoring me for the last year, when was the last time we had sex. Not make love, just have sex?"
"Last week."
"Last month and I don't mean December. It was over six weeks ago and do you remember what you said when I tried to get you to have a bit of fun?" She shook her head. "You said, 'Well if you must' and despite my best efforts with tongue and fingers, you just laid there with your legs open. I might as well have had a wank. It's less effort and more rewarding.
"Obviously I don't do it for you anymore, so you go chasing men younger than our son." I paused and said quietly. "Julie reminded me that your company has a moral behaviour clause and if he fucks you, you will both lose your jobs, and on top that I WILL divorce you. I still might anyway if things don't improve with your attitude. Got it!"
Then it hit me, I said. "You fancy him, don't you?" I glared at her, she turned away from me crying. That was it, she fancied him.
"I'm off to the gym, I've got an appointment. You had better think about where you want this marriage to go, because at the moment I can only see one way, and you won't like it." I stormed out, well as much as you can on one and a half legs and a walking stick.
I was recommended this gym by my physiotherapist to keep fit whilst my ankle healed, then to regain the strength in my right leg when it would stand it. I had to do daily exercises, even on New Year's Day.
The rest of New Year's Day was cold in our house, and I couldn't even have a beer. What a shitty start to the year, it can only get better, can't it?
I was up early on Tuesday getting ready for the first day back after the break. Ellie was still in bed. I made her a cup of tea and took it up to her in the spare room. She obviously hadn't slept well either. She got up and made me some toast. We didn't talk much, but she did come to the front door and give me a kiss on the cheek as normal when I left.
As I couldn't drive, the company had asked Tony to collect me on his way into work, it wasn't much of a detour for him. He was a cheerful, bright young chap who worked in our design office. How that place had changed in my time with the company. When I visited the architect to have a chat about my plans the room was full of men wearing suits and ties, leaning over big drawing boards. However, the overriding memory was of the cigarette and pipe smoke that filled the top of the room, no one bothered to open a window. Now it was full of young people wearing jeans, sweatshirts and trainers, sitting in front of a bunch of computer monitors.



"Morning Boss." He said as I got in his car. I had told him off about calling me 'boss', but he carried on doing it. "Must have been a good New Year bash, you still look a bit jaded."
"It was okay, I've had better. How was yours?" I asked, trying to deflect him from asking more questions. It worked, the rest of the drive to work he filled me in on what he and his mates did over the Christmas and New Year break. It sounded not dissimilar to what I did at his age.
Ellie left our company about 30 years ago and went to a big building supply company as an accountant and worked her way up to Chief Accountant. We sometimes did business with them. She worked hard, I was proud of her and her achievements.
I made it through the rest of the day, mainly planning my trip to a housing estate we had built a few years ago. There was a problem with one or two of the houses. I had risen through the workforce, and I was now the company Quality Assurance Director. It was a bit rough for the first couple of months, and then my boss gave me some advice. 'Show them what you can do and what you expect of them'. On my next site visit I asked a young lad if I could have a go at laying a few bricks. Being a Director he didn't refuse, just gave me a wry smile. I laid a few and got back in the flow. "Right just keep the bricks and muck coming." I spent an hour laying bricks, the young lad was amazed, the old sweats who I had worked with in the early days just looked on and smiled. Harry, who had helped me build my house, shouted. "Still got it then Dave."
Without pausing I shouted. "Yes, mate it's like riding a bike, I just needed to get into the swing of things. Now, if you buggers have no work to do? I can find a floor that needs sweeping in Scotland." It was a standing joke in our day. They told me to fuck off in a fake Scottish accent and went off laughing. I did that at most sites I visited and it soon got around. I was okay and was there to help, not hinder. At some sites, I was asked to help the apprentices and at some I had my own trowel.
I received a text about half three, it was to both of us. "I will be round at 7. Will bring wine." That was bad, when Julie brought the wine, it was always bad news, but she normally brought good stuff. Ellie replied "Ta." Me with a thumb's up emoji. I got home and Ellie was still not dressed, she hadn't been to work today.
Julie's visit.
"We've got a friend coming round, try to look presentable for them if not for your husband." I browned some beef and threw it and some vegetables in a pot and put it on a low heat to simmer, enough for three in case Julie stayed. I put three wine glasses on the table.
Ellie went upstairs and I heard our shower running. She came down 20 minutes later looking better.
Julie arrived at ten past seven, that was odd, she is never late. She knocked, why'd she do that, she has her own key? I opened the door to her. She breezed in as normal and went to the kitchen cutlery drawer and got out the corkscrew. She passed both of them to me and smiled at me. She considered using a corkscrew a man's job. But wine with a cork, things must be really bad.
I poured 3 glasses, Julie sank hers in one go, when I went to refill it, she put her hand over the top and shook her head. Not a word had been spoken.
Julie looked at us. "It's not good. When I got back into the dance, all the young lads from your office, Ellie, were giggling until they saw me looking at them. Then they all went quiet.
"I sent young Katie out on a spying mission, she wasn't there New Years eve, so she went round saying she heard there had been a bit of upset and asked what happened?
"Ellie, you're a laughing stock. Throwing yourself at a man young enough to be your son whilst your crippled husband just had to sit there, you didn't even go to him to give him a chance to complain about what you were doing. They kept you on the far side of the dance floor on purpose so David couldn't get to you. And not going to your husband for a New Year kiss was a bonus for Richard and his mates. And if I remember I warned you what was happening."
Ellie just sat there with her mouth open. "But I thought it was good fun and bonding with the young people who work for me, and to be honest, being chatted up by a young bloke felt good. I'm such a fool."
"They were taking the piss Ellie. This is harsh. Richard volunteered because the rumour going round is that he likes large older women, that's what Katie heard. And I suspect that taking the piss out of their boss was fun."
"Oh Shit."
"Sorry Ellie, it gets worse. Management saw it all. They are not happy with you. You didn't help yourself by not coming in today. They know we're friend's and they asked me to have a chat with you. They didn't know I was coming round anyway."
"What do I do?" Wailed Ellie as she sat there crying.
Looking at her I said. "You stop blubbering and pull your fucking self together, or they have won. So your stupidity has given you two battles to fight. But if you pull yourself together, with our help you can win both."
I looked at Julie. "Will you help?"
"Yes, I have already put plans in place. Ellie, you will be in my office at seven tomorrow, I will tell you how to handle this. We in HR are trained for awkward conversations, and this is going to be awkward, trust me. I will not be there when you have it. It will be you and one of my junior staff, to witness what happens. Not Katie."
Julie looked at me. "Two battles?"
"She's fighting for her marriage. New Year was the last straw."
"I know things haven't been 100% between you two for a few months, but surely one mistake is forgivable? She was targeted."
"The target had legs and a mind of her own, she wasn't drunk. She could have walked away. As the New Year turned, she kissed another man, she turned away from our marriage. I won't be humiliated again. And it's been 18 months, we're just good at hiding it. Pretending everything is okay. Well, it's not and if things don't change. I'm out of here."
"What, divorce?" Asked Julie.
"Yes. The balls in her court."
Julie looked at me. "Actually David, you came out of it not too bad. People could see what was happening and you were obviously in pain, yet you still came to the party to support Ellie. And you were stuck in that chair and when you hobbled out, not taking any more crap, they thought you did the right thing. Oh, and I wasn't the only one to warn Ellie. Sherrie, the MD's wife, is really pissed at her for ignoring her warning. If Sherrie is pissed, then so is her husband. Ellie has got a lot of work to do."
By now Ellie seemed to have dragged herself together. She had stopped crying and was sitting more upright in her chair. That was better. I asked Julie if she wanted to stay for tea, there was plenty. She thanked me but said she had to go. She had a date tonight. That was another strange thing. She had only had a couple of relationships since she got divorced, they didn't last. She didn't date that much either. Which Ellie and I thought was strange. She was a very attractive, cheerful woman. a bit younger than me and Ellie. That was when I noticed how smart she looked. She asked me to walk her to the front door.
I opened the front door for her. "You look smart tonight, your date is a lucky chap, do I know him?"
"No, I met him on a dating website. I don't hold out much hope."
"Well, thank you for the chat tonight, hopefully we can get past this."
"We will give it our best shot." She looked up at me. She appeared to be nervous. "I didn't get my usual New Year kiss off you either, and you're one kiss down from your wife. So, I will try to make it up for you." With that she put her arms around my neck and gave me a kiss, a proper kiss not our usual peck on the cheek, not a friend kiss." She pulled away, she was blushing. she said quietly. "If you go down the divorce route, I'm still your friend." She walked away quickly. I was confused.
I went back and packed my bag for my trip. The car was going to pick me up at seven in the morning to take me to the airfield for my trip to Cannock. We had a five year contract to build houses and a couple of the early ones started to show problems. some of the brickwork on the side walls was starting to bow. I would have to investigate and rectify where I could. I already had several plans up my sleeve, but it would depend on the House owners.
If I had my way, I would knock the houses down and start again but that would be too expensive and draw too much attention. I had a bit to think about, not just my marriage.
Ellie asked if she could sleep in our bed tonight? I relented and let her, she started stroking my cock once we got in bed. I was still angry and not in the mood. I turned over and I harshly said. "I don't want a pity fuck."
She whispered back at me. "It's not a pity fuck, it's an I'm sorry fuck. Please."
"Sorry, I'm still not in the mood. I've got an early start. I need to get some sleep."
She was up before me in the morning and had tea and toast on the go. She was looking at her phone when I came in, she could see I was suspicious, so she held it out to me. "It's just Julie telling me to dress powerful." I didn't bother taking the phone. I just nodded my head and thanked her for the tea and toast and waited for the taxi. She came and saw me off at the door. I gave her a kiss on the cheek and said. "I still love you, I can't turn that off, but you seem to be doing your best to do just that. You need to think about what you want out of your life and how you're going to get it. I'll phone you tonight to see how you get on at work." I went to the taxi and as we drove off, I gave her a little wave.
The flight was uneventful, and I managed to get out of the Cessna without hurting myself this time. The site project manager, Bob, was there to meet me, we had worked together before. He was a solid chap. As we drove to the site office he filled me in on more detail with the problems. It was just two houses and he thinks he knows what the problem was, but to confirm it he wanted me to carry out my investigation to see if it agreed with his investigation. A strange way to do it I thought but it seemed to show integrity, openness.
I inspected the houses and I could see what the problem was with the brickwork. It was lucky it was seen as it was between two houses in both cases with limited access. We tend to cram as many houses into small spaces as we can. The repair would be difficult, there was only just enough room to walk between the houses. There were 18 months left to run on the project before we were due to finish. I asked how many houses we had still left to build, how many were vacant, not sold and how many would soon be finished.
Then I looked at the records of who did what. I knew most of the builders we had on the payroll and the regular contractors we used. There were a couple of new names, as there always was. I also didn't recognise the name of the supervisor. I looked at the time of year the house was built. It was bloody cold back then. There was no point in talking to the owners of the houses just yet, they were still at work. But I had arranged to meet the first couple tonight in their house and I had a plan. It was drastic, management wouldn't like it. But it was about remaining faithful to the custom and damage limitation. I went and laid some bricks.
I told Bob my initial findings, I thought there was no anti-freeze added to the cement to stop the water content freezing before the cement set. The brickies were in a hurry, and they didn't lay the bricks completely vertically. Any decent inspector would have seen that, and that was a name I didn't recognise. The best way to repair this was, as strange as it may seem, would be from the inside of the house. Okay somebody would have to go on the outside to do the pointing, and you'd have to use props to hold the house up while we did the work, plus the family certainly couldn't live there. We couldn't hide the fact that something was wrong. But you can make at least a mess as possible. Bob handed me a folder which detailed almost exactly what I had said, there's also a note indicating the names of the builders and the supervisor. He told me he had already passed the names around to all the other local builders by word of mouth, those chaps might find it hard getting a job for the next couple of years.
The meeting with the first couple went better than I expected, I was honest with them well up to a point. I offered them to either stay in a hotel for the 2 months that it would take to do the repair, or I could offer them a house that was already completed as a direct exchange. To sweeten the deal the new house was slightly larger and had an extra bedroom, but the proviso was but they kept the details of the reason for the move a secret. They agreed, but it was nothing we could really enforce. Good. The damage was done, people would see us doing work. But it was all about recovery now.
Bob took me to my hotel. I was shattered but at least we had one happy ish customer. Now on to my other problem.
I skyped Ellie after I had dinner. I wasn't looking forward to this. When I got through she looked quite happy. She told me she got to work at 7 o'clock. Julie gave her a lot of tips on how to handle difficult conversations. Julie had already booked an interview with the managing director for 8 o'clock when he got in. Ellie went and saw him and told him she'd been stupid and got carried away, she had let her husband down as well as the company. She would sort out the problem with her husband. She laid out her plans of what she had done from the company. The managing director gave her the okay but told her she was on a very thin tightrope.
She told me she waited until everybody was in the office, probably thinking she wasn't going to come in again today. Then she burst through the door followed by a little HR woman with a notepad. She said her first words after coming through the door word "Right you lot, listen in. There are enough rumours around. I know what your game was, and I stupidly fell for it. You are going to wish you hadn't done that. From this moment on any mistake, deviation from policy, coming in late or sneaking off early even by one minute will be an instant formal warning. The second occurrence will be instant dismissal. You have been warned. Richard, my office right now."
With the HR person present she laid the law down to Richard. She had to be a little bit careful because she was also part of the problem. But he left her office knowing full well his job was in danger.
She guessed something would happen to give her an opportunity to show her colours. Just after the prescribed lunch time she walked around the office and found a bunch of chaps in the corner talking about football. "What has Tranmere Rovers got to do with building supplies? You lot are on your first formal warning violating company policy. You're here to work, not talk about football." That certainly grabbed their attention.
She asked me how my day went. I told her it was okay​​. I would more than likely be home Friday lunchtime. I got a text from Julie which basically said Ellie had done okay ​​at work and how was I? I just replied with a simple. "Not good, but not bad."
I offered the couple in the next house a similar deal. They were a little more awkward because they had just spent thousands of pounds on new white goods for the kitchen and the new house already had them fitted so basically, I had to pay them for their white goods. Not ideal because we would have to remove them and dispose of them, we couldn't pass them on. I'm sure some of the lads around the building site will help a modern fridge freezer, washing machine and dishwasher find new homes.
Whilst there I managed a few hours laying bricks, very therapeutic. I could push my worries to the back of my mind. Even if I had to sit down to do it.
I was dreading going home, I had sort of decided that unless Ellie changed her approach to our marriage drastically, it was over. That was a hard decision to make after 40 odd years with one person. To be honest I was dithering, I didn't want to give up just yet.
I got home late afternoon. Ellie was waiting for me. The table was set for two with candles, that was a good sign. She was dressed smartly. It's hard to look sexy at her size. We had dinner, nothing special, grilled chicken with herbs and fresh vegetables. I noticed her portion was much smaller than mine. And she drank water instead of wine.
I had already decided that Abbots Reserve, courtesy of Greene King Brewery, was going to be my painkiller of choice tonight. I took it through to the lounge, very little had been said apart from the usual pleasantries.
Ellie came in and sat beside me. This time she had a small glass of white wine. I waited for her to start. The ball was still in her court. "Darling, I'm sorry for Sunday night. I was out of order. I didn't ignore you." I held my temper. Yes, she did. "It was worse than that. I got carried away and I forgot you. I was revelling in the attention from Richard. I know now that was all a set up. To my utter shame I fell for their games. Because I hadn't been drinking, I thought I was in control, I now know I wasn't. I forgot all about you until Julie came and got me from the dance floor telling me you were going home." She looked into her lap for a few seconds. "I'm not sure, but I think the attention of an attractive young man, the music, I sort of think I wanted to capture my youth. But all I did was make myself look stupid in front of my colleagues. I've got some serious work to do there to get their respect back. That's what the psychiatrist's side of Julie told me. But that's no excuse for the way I treated you."
She took a sip of her wine and carried on, I was intrigued where this was going. "I did as you asked and thought of where I wanted to go, which led me to where we had been. I realised I checked out of this marriage months ago, I gave up on me, our marriage and life. That can't continue."
"I hope you don't mind but I've joined your gym. I've been to see them and they've given me a diet as well. There is a whole package. I thought you insulted me when you called me fat, until I looked in the mirror, really looked. I could see what you see. I have let myself go. I'm never going to get into that corset you like so much, perhaps we can get a new one when I don't look like a Michelin man."
I took her hand and kissed it. I knew when she set her mind to something she would see it through. I thought we could make it. When we went to bed we didn't have sex, we just cuddled, but I was woken up with a blowjob in the morning. She looked up at me and smiled and said. "I hope this stuff isn't fattening because I intend to take a lot of it."
We went to the gym together, we had different machines regimes. She worked hard and the pounds fell off. When that happened our sex life picked up. We did get her a new corset. She looked good in it. My leg got better. She lost her weight and we stopped going to the gym every day. It gave us more time to do stuff together. I got the odd message from Julie saying how impressed she was with what Ellie had done. She worked hard at work to repair her reputation and losing all that weight showed a determination and her reputation was slowly regained.
A couple of times we had to go shopping for new clothes. She was careful what she chose to look professional. I called it her sexy smart look. Her dresses, when we went to parties, were a bit more risqué, but she looked good. She had taken to wearing stockings more often, I approved. She was still a bit on the large side, but she carried it well, it suited her. I did have to remind her a couple of times to tone the dresses down a bit. At her company summer BBQ Richard and the cronies stayed well away from her. Although I did catch Richard having surreptitious looks her way. She was once bitten twice shy. She wouldn't let it happen again. I was confident. She wasn't a stupid woman.



Ellie went out on Friday. One of the girls in her office was getting married in few weeks. It wasn't a hen do. All the girls were going to Blackpool next weekend, this was just an office get together with a few other people from the company. I complimented her on how she was dressed very smart. She looked at me, smiled and flashed his stocking tops and said. "These are for you when I get home." That was good because I had noticed them and wondered who they were for. But she had taken to wearing them more often since she lost weight. Not all the time, just when we went out somewhere nice.
Ellie was very quiet when she got back, it was gone one o'clock when she got in, later than I was expecting. There would be no time for hanky panky tonight, I was a bit miffed, I was looking forward to a bit of loving. But tomorrow would do, we had the whole weekend. I wasn't worried.
And she did make it up to me not having the Friday night, I was worn out by Wednesday.
I got home the following Friday and Julie's car was there. We weren't expecting her, but never mind she was always good company. I went in through the front door and called out. "How are my two most favourite girls in the world doing?"
There was no sound, I opened the door into the kitchen and there was Ellie and Julie sitting at the kitchen table sobbing. I saw an envelope in front of Ellie. Shit, she was going to divorce me. I pulled myself together and sat down. "What's this all about?"
If Julie was here, it was serious.
"I've been sacked." said Ellie.
"Why?" I asked quietly.
Julie opened her mouth to speak but Ellie put a hand across to her. "No, I have to tell him." She looked at me. "I had sex with Richard last Friday in the back of his car. The company found out and we both got sacked." There were even more tears. "I'm sorry sweetheart. I got carried away. It was a mistake and I won't do it again. I will never see him again. I will never go anywhere without you." Now she's a complete mess of tears.
I looked at Julie. "Do you know what happened, I thought you were there?"
"No, I didn't go. It didn't seem right having the head of HR go to something like that."
I could see her point. "So how did she get found out? Why has it taken a week?"
Ellie was still crying. She was incapable of putting two words together, so Julie answered. "You know the MD's wife Sherrie. Well, she was out with friends Saturday evening in the Red Lion, and she heard a young man bragging he had sex with his boss, her mind went back to last New Years Eve. She recognised Richard especially when he said. "It wasn't as good as I expected, but any pussy is good pussy especially if it's old and has a chunky body."
A new round of crying came from Ellie. Julie carried on. "I was told on Monday that there would have to be an investigation. I told management I couldn't do it as I was a personal friend of Ellie's, and I would not warn either Ellie or Richard. I visited another office so I wouldn't have to bump into Ellie. Katie went and did her business, she's very good at that, she has the innocent looking face, but she is very bright. It didn't take her long to get the information on what happened. Richard's mates bragged how he had fucked the boss. Some of them even had pictures of them walking out to his car together. He had his arm around her waist. One of them even put it on his Facebook page. They were so proud of that, and so was Richard that he had fucked the boss, and he could look forward to 'special treatment' for him and his mates. We think he was going to blackmail her. He was interviewed today and when confronted with the evidence he admitted he'd done it. They had done it in the back of his car.
He was escorted off site straight from the office. Ellie was interviewed this morning and like Richard, when confronted with the evidence she admitted it. She was also escorted off site from the office. "I'm sorry David but there was nothing I could do."
I didn't know whether to cry, shout or scream so I just sat there. The fucking bitch.
"Get out, pack your bags and go, I don't care where."
"Oh, please we can sort this out. It was a mistake, I was consoling him and I got carried away. We just went to his car to chat. He told me his grandmother had died of a broken heart and his girlfriend dumped him again. I'm sorry sweetheart I won't do anything like that again please forgive me. I was stupid. I was drunk, he kissed me and I got carried away. It won't happen again."
I sat there for a few seconds with things going through my brain. that's why all the sex this week, guilt. The stockings she wore on Friday night for me? I don't think so. I think she fancied Richard from the start and this was her opportunity. How fucking stupid is she.
"I don't care, get out. I think you've been chasing Richard all this while flaunting your new body in front of him, so no I don't care what reasons you give me, drunk or not. Just fuck off and leave me alone."
"Where will I go?"
"Your Mum and Dad are still alive, perhaps they might like some help in their 90s, I really don't care. just get out. I will start the divorce proceedings on Monday. I think you planned all this. Nothing you're going to say will make me think anything else."
"Please can we talk about this, it was a mistake, I got carried away, I am so sorry."
"Fuck off, you planned this from the start, and I bet he's shit at it. All youth and vigour. Comes in 30 seconds leaving you high and dry. And you think I am going to take you back, you can take a fucking long run off a fucking short pier."
I looked at Julie. "Would you do me a favour and take her away please?" They both went upstairs. I heard them come down about 5 minutes later, Ellie was still crying. Julie wasn't much better.
Julie was carrying a suitcase. "I'll take her to my place for now. it was a mistake of hers, please think about it. Can I pop round and see you tomorrow?"
"I suppose so, just don't bring that slut."
I didn't see them out. I headed towards the whiskey bottle. Fucking whore. All those thoughts I had back in the New Year about her not getting the house came flooding back into my mind. I was even more determined this time. It came to me, she lost the weight to placate me, but it was a ploy to get fucked by Richard all along. I bet she got carried away being drunk and threw discretion out the window.
I woke up Saturday morning still dressed and laying on the sofa, just moving was painful in the head, I made it to the toilet before I threw up. I went back to the sofa, I wanted my bed but there was no way I was going to be able to get up the stairs.
I heard the key in the front door, even that noise hurt, but I got myself upright and prepared to shout at Ellie. But it was Julie. I flopped back down as Julie went upstairs. She came to me a few minutes later. "Here, paracetamols and drink all of this water. Rehydrate yourself. I guessed you'd do this."
I just mumbled and laid down again. The next thing I remember was the smell of coffee. I sat up, I was feeling a lot better, that wouldn't be hard to do. Julie walked in with a mug of coffee. "Feeling better?"
"A bit, what are you doing here, where is Ellie?"
"Why do you want her?
"Not a fucking snowballs chance in hell. I want her out and gone, so I can carry on myself."
"Can't you forgive her for one mistake?"
My head hurt so much I put it in my hands and started with all the things I thought of before I got too paralytic to even think. "It started about three years ago. She checked out of our marriage, her words, not mine." I thought about it, how much do I tell Julie? Bugger it. She's our friend, let her decide. "One night before Christmas I wanted to get intimate, and she just said. 'If you must' and just laid there. After that I stopped trying. Then there was the New Year's Eve fiasco. I don't think she was as innocent as she made out. Hindsight is an exact science. Leaving me outside for 12 minutes, whilst she danced with Richard. Then losing all this weight, new clothes, sexy stuff. She worked out that Richard liked bigger older women and if she could get me on side, she could get a pop at Richard. It was all a ploy. She admitted she fancied him. And she had the chance, she just didn't think his mates would follow him and put it on Facebook. I think she planned all this from the start."
"Dave, she loves you, she wouldn't do that to you. Things just got out of hand, that's all."
"I'm sorry Julie, you've been a good friend to us for the last twelve years or so, but this time it's too much, even if it was innocent. I don't think it was, she had sex with another man and that's me out of this marriage. And I bet his Grandparents aren't dead."
She looked across my shoulder at nothing in particular. "No, they are both alive and well and living in Spain. It came out as part of the investigation."
We sat there in silence for a while, then Julie asked. "Can I get some more of her clothes?"
"Help yourself, take it all. She's not coming back."
"Aren't you going to ask where she is?"
"Nope, don't care, I just hope she's not a burden on you."
"She's going to her parents. My place is too small for two people."
I went and found Julie some suitcases. She went into our bedroom and I helped her pack Ellie's clothes, take them downstairs and put them in the back of her car. "There really is no chance is there?" she asked.
"I am pretty certain she planned this from the word go, she made a mistake of leaving Richard out of the planning. If they had got together and she told him what she planned, they could have got away with it, and I'd have been none the wiser.
"Look Julie, I've not got many years left on this earth and I intend to enjoy them, not worrying about what she's doing or who she's with or some other young 'Richard' who has a fetish for old fat women. No, I'm done. Maybe I'll find a widow or divorcee who will be happy to keep my bed warm at night."
We put the suitcases into her car and she looked at me and said, "I've left my handbag indoors, can we go and fetch it?" Not the handbag ploy.
I followed her in, I was in the hallway just inside the house and she came back to me. "I'm sorry this has happened. I feel really sorry for you. I had no idea she was going to do this. I warned her what would happen if she played outside the rules."
I gave her a small smile then she did something strange. Weird.
She put an arm up around my neck, looked me in the eyes and said. "David, I'm here for you. You've done nothing wrong. Just give me a call anytime." Then she pulled me down to her and kissed me on the lips, just like she did when she came round just after New Year. Was I missing something, sometimes I can be a bit slow, especially when it comes to women, I think my experiences with Ellie prove that.
The rest of the day was spent tidying up the house, phoning the children and telling them what happened. But Elliott, our eldest, got in first and phoned me. All of a sudden it was my fault. Until I pointed out that the company had done an investigation and confirmed from several sources, that their mother had sex with another man, a subordinate. It appears that wasn't the story that Ellie told the children.
I drank too much Saturday evening but nothing Sunday. I pulled myself up by my bootstraps. I had work to do, customers were relying on me. I saw the divorce solicitor Tuesday morning. It would be a hard push but he thinks I can keep the house, but there may be a substantial payoff from our savings. I would burn the house down before I gave it to her.
I had a phone call from Ellie's Dad. He was asking what happened. His body may be frail, but his brain wasn't. Ellie had again told the same story to her parents that she had told the children. I put him right on that as well. Unlike the children he didn't try to change my mind.
The divorce petition was issued on Thursday, I got phone calls from Ellie. I Ignored them
Work kept me busy all week. I took on all the work I could. But the weekend was going to be shit. It was 6:30 on Friday night I'd opened my first beer. I had to stay away from the whiskey, well I had run out of it. I sat in front of the television wondering where my life was going to go? There was a knock at the front door. Who the bloody hell was calling this time of night. If it was Ellie, she was going to short shrift.
I opened the front door, it was Julie. She still has her own door key, why was she knocking? And she looked good. And from the smell she had Chinese food with her.
She gently pushed me back inside. She said. "I've bought dinner. This weekend will be hard on you. So I will be here for you."
I let her in. She told me to go sit on the sofa, she bustled around the kitchen and came back with two plates of Chinese food on trays. "What are we watching on telly tonight, is there a film?" She asked.
My head was all of a spin. What the bloody hell was happening.
I found a Johnny English film.
We finished dinner, I put the plates away and got her a glass of wine. She said just the one that she was driving.
Then the fog was clearing. But I had to confirm it. I turned and looked at her.
"Julie, be honest with me, what the hell is this all about?"
She leaned across, took my hands and looked me square in the face. "David, I won't hide anything from you, ever. I have loved you from the first week we met. You are a loving, kind, thoughtful man. But you were my best friend's husband, so nothing was going to happen. She's my best friend, I tried to keep you two together, so you two could be happy. But now she has screwed it up.
"I know you like me as a friend, but I don't know how deep that goes. I was not going to declare my attraction to you until you divorced her, but when she got the paperwork, and I've listened to you I know there is no way back for you. I'm here for you. In every way. I mean in every way." With that she leaned forward and kissed me full on the lips. I sat there still stunned.
She stood up and walked to the front door. I couldn't catch her up in the hall. I liked Julie a lot. But did I understand exactly what she said? Shit why do women do this to you?
I had another bad night's sleep. Sunday morning when I got up it was a reasonable hour. I phoned Julie and asked her if I could pop round to see her. I had sorted out a few things out in my brain. But I still had one question.
I got to her place mid-afternoon, and she opened the door to me. I don't remember her looking this good, she always seemed to dress down, very professional, not sexy professional. She made me a cup of tea and we sat looking at each other across the kitchen table. I had to start "Julie, I'm confused. You say you've loved me for a long time, for many years. Why didn't you say anything?"
"David. You're an honourable man, you would not have cheated on Ellie, and I wouldn't have let you. I love Ellie as a sister, she's been a good friend. She helped me through my divorce, well you both did. I started telling her two or three years ago she needed to look after herself. Now, and as you say hindsight is in exact science. We'd been drinking a bit this last week and she has let a few things slip. I think she fancied Richard and knew about his fetish for older large women. It was right up her street. I didn't think of it at the time, but I think you're right, she planned most of this. She will never admit it of course.
"I know you like me, and you have an affection for me. I'm hoping that will be enough for you to let me fully into your life. I have watched you for the last dozen or so years. I probably know you better than you know yourself. Ellie has even told me some of the things you get up to in the bedroom, not too much, no intimate details. I know you like corsets and stockings. But what red blooded man doesn't."
She looked at me and smiled. "David, I think you might need a little while to sort this out. I will be here for you as a friend. Or more if you want it." She paused. "I will be that divorcee that will warm your bed, you don't have to love me, just let me show my love for you. I have given you a lot to think about. So, I think you had better go now. Please remember that I love you, give me a call at any time."
I had several thoughts running around inside my head. I thought Julie was smart, Intelligent, witty and good fun to be around. I considered her one of my best friends. I had thought she dressed a bit down. But seeing her this last couple of times I felt I was looking at a new Julie. She was correct; she had given me a lot to think about. Over the last few years, I had occasionally thought about what it would be like with her. Especially when Ellie started to put on weight and lost her interest in having intimacy. But I had pushed the thought away, I was married, and she was our friend.
I lay awake most of the night turning things over in my head. It was quite simple. She was attractive and good fun to be around. And had been a good friend for a long time so the answer was simple. I wouldn't know if it could work unless I tried it. But the big question was did I want to put myself in that position again, to be hurt? But I reasoned if she had waited 12 years or more, then it was probably worth the risk.
I telephoned Julie later that morning and asked if we could go out on Wednesday. I suggested a restaurant which had just been opened. I didn't want to use the one that was Ellie and my favourite. I wanted neutral ground.
I got there early, she arrived fashionably 2​​ minutes late. She was smartly dressed, not dowdy and not sexy. She had picked something neutral as well. When the waiter asked if we wanted starters. We declined, I think she wanted to get over the meal and get down to the real reason for coming here. When the coffee arrived, I looked at her and took a deep breath. She sensed it and sat upright in her chair. "Julie. Please let me finish. You have been one of my best friends for over a dozen years. I know you've tried to keep Ellie on track. You are an attractive, intelligent, fun lady." She looked down into her lap. I think she thought she was going to get some brush off, she was waiting for a 'but'. Then I realised I got the approach all wrong. So a quick change to my planned speech. "And I would love to be seen around town with you on my arm." Her head came up quickly looking at me, she opened her mouth to speak but I held my hand up. "I will tell you now that I'm frightened of being hurt again. But if I don't try a relationship with you. I will never know. And I would regret that for the rest of my life. So yes, we can give this a go. But I insist on one thing. no intimacy until I'm a single man. Because that would still seem like cheating."
She had her hands up to her face, tears were pouring out of her eyes. She pulled herself together. I gave her my hanky, she used it to dry her tears. "David, I will never hurt you. I have waited too long to lose you by hurting you. I know Ellie said similar things over the years, but I have one chance to make my life complete. I will not let you down." She reached a hand across to me and took mine. Looking me in the eyes. She said, "I would take you to my bed tonight. But If waiting until you're single is your wish then I will abide by it. I just hope that no intimacy means we can't kiss like lovers. Like the lovers I believe we're going to become."
I smiled back at her. "I think we can do that."
Ellie didn't fight the divorce, I did give her a large chunk of our savings. I kept the house. On the night of the day the divorce came through I took Julie to the new bed I had got for the occasion. We found the transition from friends to friends with benefits, to lovers was very quick. The fact we had known each other for so long probably made that easier. We never discussed marriage. We didn't see the need to go down that route.



On a sadder note, now that Ellie was no use to him Richard left town. I am sure he can fulfil his fetish in other towns. The road traffic accident with one of our lorries may have had something to do with that. He wasn't hurt. It had absolutely nothing to do with me. I saw that as a waste of my energy. Ellie got herself a small flat and a job with a local accountant. The few times I saw her she looked good, but lonely. There was a sadness about her. But after all her conniving she had turned off any love I ever had for her with her betrayal.
My last years on this earth were everything I wanted them to be, just not with the person I expected them to be.
Authors Comment.
People will probably comment on why he took her didn't dump/divorce her after her treatment of him at the New Year party. Well, here are a few reasons.

	There is a thing called love,



	There is also a thing called forgiveness,



	People are flawed, they make mistakes, when sober or under the influence of other effects (alcohol, drugs or lust.)



	They may have decided that life is better with them than without them.



	Finally. There would be no bloody story if he did dump/divorce her after the first event.
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Hotel confrontation series.
Confrontation in the Restaurant. This was one of the first stories I wrote about two years ago. It just needed a bit of tidying up. As in a lot of my stories there are some true elements in here, but the story is fiction. I like happy endings so you may have to suspend reality at the end. Please just enjoy the journey.
You know how you recognise somebody by the way they walk? Well, I recognised the lady walking into the hotel, she walked and carried herself exactly like my wife, Karen. It was dark with just the lights from the hotel, you couldn't see clearly, but the way she carried herself made me think it was her.
It couldn't be her because she was at home, I had spoken to her last night on the phone and she didn't tell me she was going out anywhere, in fact this hotel was many miles from our home. I was completely bemused, the bloke she was with looked like Darren. He was our boss. We both worked for the same driving school company.
It couldn't be. Could it?
Something wasn't quite right here. I had just pulled into the car park at the hotel I was staying in tonight, there had been a scheduling change to the training programme, and I had changed hotels at the last minute. It was easy as we had an agreement with this hotel chain.
I had tried to phone home earlier and I got the answer phone, Karen's mobile went straight to answer phone. I phoned the offices and tried to phone Darren. I didn't get all the messages through because I got a phone call back from the office, it was all broken up. There's not a great deal of mobile phone signal around Salisbury Plain, but never mind I will just carry on.
I stopped the car and ran across to the hotel entrance and peered around the door. That was my wife and my boss, worst of all they both had small suitcases and he had his arm around her waist, much more familiar than a working relationship.
Fuck what was going on? They looked very familiar together, it certainly looked like they were having an affair. I sat down heavily on the steps of the hotel, and I wanted to throw up, I started breathing very deeply. What the fuck was going on and what do I do now? In actual fact it cleared up a lot of doubts I'd had over the last couple of months.
Now it all became clear. Changing the programme, the change in the schedules, the change in my job. I needed time to sit and think. I went back and parked the car properly. A car with driving instructor's 'L' plates on should drive and park responsibly.
I crept back up and made sure that reception was empty and then I approached the desk and booked in. I'd stayed here a few times. Kelly the deputy manager was on reception duty, we got on well. I'd done her a favour a couple of months ago. We chatted about the weather and stuff, then I asked who the previous couple were that booked in. I told her they looked familiar.
She told me it was a Mr and Mrs Smith. She tilted her head slightly as she said 'Smith' which indicated she didn't believe them. "I hope they're not near me, it sounds like they are going to be noisy tonight.
"Oh no." She said. "You're in 214. They are in 236, way down the corridor."
"So how often have they stayed here?" I asked.
"Is there something going on here?" Kelly asked.
"There may be. That looks like my boss but that's not his wife, I just want to get my facts straight before I say anything. Don't worry I won't mention the hotel or where I got the information from." I didn't mention that it was my wife he was with.
Kelly did some stuff on the computer and said, "I shouldn't tell you this, but they were here three months ago for a large symposium or something. They had separate rooms then. They've been back twice since then. I traced him because he uses the same credit card, I just had to check the last four numbers. It's a company credit card."
I needed time to think, so I went into the bar and bought a pint of beer, something I don't normally do as I'm driving in the morning. I took it to my room. I need to ponder how we got to this point. I think a little background could be needed here.
The driving school company I work for was based in Salisbury, we had the contract to teach young Army recruits how to drive cars, buses and trucks. Up until five months ago I used to teach in my local area around Salisbury covering the Garrison towns of Tidworth, Bulford and Larkhill, just north of Salisbury. Other chaps looked after other locations around the North and West of the Plain. Cyril looked after Lyneham to the north. Graham looked after the Warminster area. It was a brilliant job, meeting young people and seeing them grow up in the Army system, much like I had. Adolescence giving way to adulthood.
These locations are well spread apart around the edge of Salisbury Plain Training Area which is quite difficult to get across unless you have a main battle tank or a big truck.
Five months ago, Cyril retired, and a couple of months ago Graham fell off of a ladder putting himself out of action for several months, this left a hole across the northern part of the training area.
I had been asked to step in and take care of the northern training area for a couple of months whilst they recruited a replacement and Graham got better after his fall. There were other driving instructors but most of them were young with children and were not ex-military. You could form a better bond if you have a shared experience, and the training can go much better. So, I just knuckled down and got on with it. It won't be forever Darren told me.
Karen worked in the offices of our driving school arranging appointments, payments, accounting and the instructors' expenses. Including mine, so I was always very careful to make sure I was below the limit. It's not good to put your wife in the position of having to tell you off about spending too much money. When I looked at our bank balance every month to see how much she spent, the irony struck me every time.
Darren wasn't a good looking sex god, he was a bit plain and a bit overweight. What were they both doing here? Or as my mind was coming round to it, had this been arranged between the two of them so I will be away and they can have an affair. I would have to find out.
I would need proof to take to Darren's wife, Sheila. She worked in our Salisbury office too but did not come in that often. I had to protect my job. The children were still in University.
I thought about our life together. Our sex life had always been good before the children came along, we tried pretty much everything. Spanking, vibrators, sexy clothing. Money was a bit tight, it took us months to save up for her first pair of thigh length boots. She still has them, they still fit and she still wears them. Things we liked we did again. Those things that we didn't like, we didn't do again. Things took a bit of a dive when the children came along as would be expected. But it had picked up again after they went to college, well apart from the last couple of months I'd been looking after the Northern sector. I was away three days a week and knackered when I got home on Friday.
So, why was she here with Darren?
I had come up with a plan. It wasn't a definite plan. It would depend on their responses. It was more of a set of guidelines for confronting cheaters. I went down to have some dinner, not that I was particularly hungry.
I went down early and had a chat with the Maître-d'.
I asked him where Mr and Mrs Smith were going to be sitting because I could have embarrassed myself earlier and didn't want to be in their eye line.
I had been in that restaurant quite a few times and got on with the staff. Often the Maître-d' gave me a choice of where I sat, he pointed out where Mr and Mrs Smith were going to sit. I chose where I could watch them but hopefully not be seen. There are good things to be said about aspidistras.
The Maître-d' told me they were going to be in at seven, I set up my laptop, so it looked like I was working.
They came in, his arm around her waist, which grated on me quite a bit. They sat themselves down, I waited until they had ordered and I summoned the Maître-d. I asked him to deliver on my account a bottle of Mosel wine. I knew it was on the wine list, and I knew it was one of her favourites. I asked him not to tell them where it came from.
Peering around the shrubbery I watched as it was delivered, it seemed to set up quite a consternation, especially when the Maître-d' would not tell them where the wine came from. For a while they just sat chatting however there was quite a lot of hand touching and smiling and giggling, mainly from Darren. This was no business meeting, they can't pull that one on me. The dress she was wearing was stunning. I had never seen it before, certainly it wasn't one she had worn for me. Karen did keep on looking at the bottle of wine and then around the room. I recognised that something was bothering her. Good.
It was approaching the time that I would normally phone her 19:30- 45 ish.
I wandered out into the hotel foyer and called her on her mobile. I could just see her from where I was. I saw her take her phone out of her handbag, she seemed to say. "I've got to get this, it's John." She took the phone and walked into the foyer where there is no sound of background music.
I plugged the earphones in and turned the video recorder on. I should be able to talk to her and record at the same time, wonderful inventions these phones.
At the time I noticed some smart young man walking around videoing the hotel on his phone, I noticed him because he kept on getting in the way so I couldn't see Karen.
"Hello sweetheart." I said. "Just a quick call, there has been a change in plan. I did phone the office, but I was told you'd gone home early, anyway how's your day going, you up too much? Sounds very quiet there, have you not got the telly on?"
"I've muted the telly. Just keeping busy, you know how it is the house, always something to do even if you're not here my sweetheart. You sound funny, are you on your normal phone?"
"Yes, but I'm using earpieces so I can video and talk to you at the same time."
"I didn't know you could do that. What are you recording?
"There is some chap walking around videoing the hotel, so I am videoing the videoer."
She looked around and saw the videoer walking into the restaurant, will she put two and two together and come up with four? She had a quizzical look on her face. I ploughed straight on.
"Are you sure you're at home? The noise in the background is not the same as when we are on the landline?"
"Of course I am, it must be your phone." She was starting to look a bit agitated.
"I tried to phone you on the landline. You didn't pick up." I paused.
"I must have been in the garden, sorry I missed it."
"That's okay. Obviously, there is so much to do this time of year, don't get too fucked by doing too much." I said, she looked a bit taken aback by the 'F' Word, not a word I normally use. "Look I was going to tell you about the change of plan, but something has just come up, can I give you a call later?"
"Certainly, sweetie just don't leave it too late in case I'm in bed."
"It's quite early, have you got something interesting in bed, another man perhaps?" I tried to say in a serious fashion, I think it came across like that.
"Oh no sweetie you are the only man for me nobody else could match up to you."
"So how do you know, I thought I was your first, have you been doing something to do a comparison with?" Trying to be a little more light hearted this time.
I could see her from where I was standing. She started to look nervous and maybe even stagger a little bit. "Right, time for you to go back to comparison man." I laughed as I punched the hang up button up.
She looked startled, like she was waiting for a 'goodbye, I love you', but nothing came, she held the phone in front of her just looking at it.
Whilst she was doing that, she was facing away from me, this wasn't in the plan. I took the opportunity to walk up behind her and gently tap her on the shoulder. She turned, looked at me, gasped and then collapsed on the floor. That was unexpected. It was hard, but I walked to reception to tell them a lady had fainted. I told them that I wasn't going to touch her as I didn't want to be accused of molesting a lady. However, one of the waiters saw her fall and rushed across; he picked her up and returned her to the table with Darren.
Whilst I was at reception, I asked who the chap walking round videoing was. I was told he was an 'influencer'. I had to ask what an 'influencer' was, and I got told it's a person who goes around recording things and doing reviews and putting them on YouTube. They did this in the hope of getting a free night stay, didn't work here they had to pay for the room but got a free meal. Bloody silly idea if you ask me.
I realised then the phones were still connected so I could hear everything that was being said. I made sure I was still recording. I must have missed the hang up button and in my haste hit the mute button.
Karen had recovered after the waiter took her back to her table.
I made my way discreetly back to my table. I could just see them, but they were too intent on their problem to look around for me.
"John's here Darren, John is here!"
"He can't be, he's at Lyneham."
"I saw him, he tapped me on the shoulder. One second I was talking to him on the phone, the next he was there." She was almost crying. "He can't find out about us, it would kill him."
"Hang on, why would he do that and walk away? Fuck that, he would kill us, he can't find out about us." He paused. "If he finds out Sheila will find out and my marriage will be down the tubes as well, I'll phone him." Darren said, picking up his phone.
If looks could kill, Darren would be dead right now, "You should have thought of that when you started this." Karen reminded him.
"But he was never going to find out." After a few seconds. "It's engaged."
"Who sent us that bottle of wine? Someone who knows Schwatz Katz is my favourite." She paused. "Something is not right here?"
"Look, if he's here we say it's a business meeting."
"Really, don't be so stupid, dressed like this for a business meeting at eight o'clock in the evening. And I've just told him I'm at home. We are fucked."
"Okay we will say it's just the first time and it doesn't mean anything we just got carried away."
"He is not stupid enough to fucking believe that."
"Look, it's just been a couple of times, we can blag this."
"A couple of times? At least three in this hotel since that symposium where you blackmailed me."
"Yes, but you wanted it."
"No, I fucking didn't! You drugged me and took photos."
"Yeah, but you kept on coming back without the blackmail."
"Well, you showed me the photos of John and that receptionist, what's her name? Kelly, I had to bite my tongue at reception. You threatened to sack me and tell John that I came on to you and in a moment of weakness you gave in. Anyway it became a bit of fun to take away the boredom whilst he was away." She said. "It doesn't matter he will still fucking kill us."
"But you enjoyed it!" he said.
"It was something to do, he's away three nights a week and is so knackered when he gets home on Friday I have to wait until Saturday before I get anything. You were just something to fill the time. You're actually not that good, you're too selfish."
"But you seemed to enjoy it?"
"If I've got to do it, I might as well fucking enjoy it. And with a bit of training, you might just get as good as John at it."
That was when I decided to take some action. Because we were often alone with young females taking lessons, to back up the dash cam recording, all of the instructors had pens which were audio recorders. I set mine to record, stood up and headed towards their table. I heard Darren say. "I'll phone him again." I hung up, but my phone was still recording. He must have hit redial because I was halfway to their table when my phone rang loudly and everyone looked at me, including Darren and Karen. She swooned for a few seconds and Darren just said, "Oh fuck." I sat down opposite them. I was noticed by everyone in the restaurant.
I waited a few seconds for Karen to come round again then said. "Killing you would let you off too easily, it will be much more painful than that.".
"John, it's not what it looks like." Said Darren.
"So, what the fuck is it then?"
"It's a celebration for the new contract that we've just got."
I looked at Karen, she was looking at Darren with an incredulous look on her face as if to say 'what the fuck are you talking about'.
"Okay then, saying that I believe you, which I don't by the way. What the fuck are you doing here so far away from Salisbury with the office slut and not your wife?" That got me a serious dirty look from Karen. I looked straight at her and said. "Don't you say a fucking word." Looking back at Darren I said, "So what is this contract then enlighten me, it is more shit to have me further away from home so you can fuck my wife." His face fell.
Karen sat there looking very subdued. Try as I might, I could not remain calm. All the frustration I had thought about in the last couple of hours came flooding out. I said in a loud voice. "So, you arrange for me to be away three nights a week and work so fucking hard I am knackered, so you could move in and fuck my wife whilst I am away. You organised all this, just to have your dirty way with my wife." I raised my voice a bit more now. "You evil dirty fucking bastard, just you wait till Sheila hears all about this."
At this stage I can see the Maître-d' hurtling towards our table. In a subdued but direct voice he said, "Sir, you are a valued customer to this establishment, can you please refrain from swearing and keep the noise down."
I looked up at him and said. "Sorry Paul, you are quite correct, however I think some of your customers like the entertainment." As I looked at the Maître-d' I'd notice that the influencer was videoing all that was happening. I looked around the Maître-d' at the influencer and said. "You can call this 'husband confronts wife and lover in a hotel', no better, make that, 'husband confronts wife and lover in a restaurant'. Let's keep the hotel out of this, I think they might appreciate it."
Addressing the Maître-d' again I said. "I will have what they're having and put it on his bill, the company is paying anyway it's not coming out of his pocket, in fact have one for yourself on us." I seemed to have got my appetite back.
The Aberdeen Angus Sirloin was fantastic, I had on the odd occasion paid for one myself, it was about double the meal allowance that we were given.
Karen opened her mouth to say something probably about the expenses, I just gave her a Paddington hard stare and she shut up.
I picked up my phone and snapped a picture of Darren and Karen together. I already had plenty but this was part of the threat.
Karen put a hand up like a little nervous schoolgirl, asking if she could speak, I looked at her and nodded. She looked at Darren and said. "You told me John asked you for the assignment up north, is that not true?" Looking at me she said. "Did you ask for this?"
"No fucking way, why would I leave our bed to go to sleep in several strange beds all through the year?" I turned the phone round and showed both of them the picture I had just taken of them sitting quite close in a hotel restaurant.
"Right, you tell me the fucking truth or this photo goes straight to Sheila right now and you can sort out your own marriage."
Karen said. "So what about the photo I saw of you going into a room with that receptionist, Kelly, at 10:45pm. Why would she go into a room at that time of night if it wasn't for something naughty,"



"Show me the photos." I could see how devious he was trying to get into my wife's pants I was starting to feel a bit forgiveness for her, but only a bit
She looked at Darren. "Give me your phone and unlock it or John will send the photographs to Sheila." He did as he was told.
She flipped through some pictures and turned the phone around that showed me, I took the phone off of her, and swiped a few more pictures. I could see what he had done. I gave it to her and said. "If you look here, he's taking a photo of a picture but with a different timestamp to make it look like it's 10:45. Look at the window in the background, it's never daylight at 10:45 at night."
She came back with. "It could be the car park lights?"
"If it was, the shadows would be on the ceiling, not the floor."
"Shit." Was all I heard.
I asked a passing waiter if he would be so kind as to bring me a leaflet from the front desk advertising the hotel.
It was very quiet around that table until he got back. I opened up the leaflet and showed the photograph of Kelly showing me into a room. The picture was for an advertising campaign and I had been asked to help out.
"Oh shit!" There it was again.
"They asked if they could take some photographs of me because I looked normal, not like a model. Kelly was just showing me the room. It wasn't even my room in fact it wasn't even a bedroom it was an office. You've been fucking had!"
Karen's face took on a quizzical look, she slid away from Darren, I can see the cogs were going around in her head.
She looked at Darren and said loudly. "So let me get this right, you sent my husband away, told me he asked for it when he didn't. You faked photos that he was having an affair, you drugged me, had your wicked way with me, blackmailed me by threatening my marriage and my job?"
I could see it had taken her a few minutes to come up with what had taken me a couple of hours to workout.
I am surprised the slap she gave him didn't break his jaw, the whole restaurant including Mr Influencer looked at us and it went deathly quiet. Mr Influencer was still videoing.
She was about to take another swing at him, I was tempted to let her do it until I saw the Maître-d' heading our way. I grabbed hold of her hand and said, "Calm down or we will get thrown out and I haven't finished yet."
Seeing this the Maître-d' retired. Although the restaurant was very quiet, everyone was looking at us surreptitiously, waiting for the next event, they probably hadn't had so much fun in years.
"Oh, it gets worse," I said. "I may have some of this a bit wonky, but here goes." At that I reached across and took Darren's half full wine glass and took a sip.
"Mmm that's nice, you won't be needing this." I like Schwatz Katz too. I said, putting the glass down in front of me. At this time the Maître-d' brought my steak, as he laid it in front of me and said in a loud whisper, "Keep the noise down, or I will throw you all out."
I took the hint, being thrown out would not help me at all. I was the most aggressive so it was probably my fault, I looked at him and said, "Sorry Paul, I will be better behaved now I have my dinner," I think he was happy that I knew his name.
"Let's start off what I think is the beginning, Cyril retired, and Graham fell off a ladder. That gave you the chance to send me off to the northern sector, keeping me away from home for two days at least, and it turned out to be nearer three. You knew I wouldn't let the company or the customer down, you used that to your advantage. You promised me you would recruit new people to replace Cyril and then sort out the workload better."
I looked at Karen and asked. "How many interviews has he had in the last five months to replace Cyril?"
"I don't know of any, but he told me you were happy with that and you're happy with the extra money,"
"Money doesn't compensate for spending time away from home." I took a mouthful of my steak. It gave me time to think.
"Has he even put an advert out?"
"Not that I have seen."
"Right second point, He invites you to a symposium on driving simulators, don't you think his wife who owns the company would have been a better person to make those decisions than someone doing clerical work?"
"But she was sick so she couldn't go, and it was already booked, all he had to do was get an extra room."
"Do you know why she was sick?" I asked. "She had an allergic reaction, she is nut intolerant, how easy would it be for him to give her a bit of nut and make her poorly. Not saying he did that. But with the things he did for you, I wouldn't put it past him."
"You poisoned your wife, you sick bastard!"
All through this diatribe he had looked down into his lap, but this he looked up and said, "I wouldn't do that to Sheila, I love her."
Karen glared at him and said. "Then why were you fucking me?" With this outburst she got up and came and sat next to me. She looked at me and said "I am so, so sorry, can we talk about this?"
I ate another slice of the steak, looked at her and said, "Later, maybe, we'll see." I had already pretty much made-up my mind what I was going to do.
"Okay tell me about the symposium and the blackmail I've only got what I just overheard,"
Karen explained to me how although she had her own room, she woke up in Darren's bed naked with a massive hangover. She assumed that she had drunk too much and he had put her to bed in his room because he was a gentleman, she thought no more about it.
On the following Monday he invited her out for a lunch time coffee, he then showed her the photographs of her doing naughty things with him. He told her that if she didn't carry on, he would get her sacked, get me sacked and blame her for coming on to him, and he was weak. He would throw himself on his wife's mercy. She always forgave him for his mistakes because she loved him, and almost certainly would for this one if he could put the blame on Karen.
I was angry but I needed to finish this off, so I tried to keep calm. I leaned across the table, grabbed his hand and pulled it onto the table. I put the steak knife point down on the back of his hand.
"So, you drugged my wife and then raped her, you evil bastard."
He was panicked, he looked at me and said "No, no, no I did not rape her. What's the point in fucking someone who's like a dead fish? There's no pleasure in that."
I took another bite of the steak. It really was very good, and so was the wine. I was using this time to calm myself down but to make Karen and Darren more anxious.
"Next thing, expenses, So I'm guessing you are paying for all of this?"
"Of course," Darren replied
"I know how many times you have stayed here with her, because you used the same credit card, the company credit card at that." I looked at Karen and said, "That is a stunning dress, and I bet you have equally stunning underwear underneath it as well. It's not something I have ever seen, you've never worn that for me. Where did it come from?"
She bowed her head, slowly lifted it, looked at me and said, "Darren brought it he said it would suit me." It did, it was gorgeous, at least he had an eye for that.
"So, who do you think paid for all these meals, trysts and sexy clothing, him or the company? I suggest when you get in on Monday you go through his expenses as thoroughly as you do mine and anything that is not strictly company business you report to senior management.
"One question I have to ask is why are you here at this hotel?"
Karen answered, "I saw it as revenge to be doing it in the hotel where you had cheated on me."
"But I phoned to tell Darren the change of plan and I was moving on to my next slot."
Karen's face fell, she looked at Darren and said. "You really are a stupid bastard, he told you where he was going to be and you still brought me here, you really are an arrogant pig, only thinking of yourself aren't you."
"No, I only got a message that he was moving on, the office couldn't hear him properly. They thought he was going to Lyneham from Warminster, not the other way round."
"But if that was the case. We would still have been here the same time as him, you stupid bastard." Karen spat back at Darren
"But he hasn't followed my plan that I gave him."
I let them argue as I was finishing my steak now, and I thought it was about time to wrap it up.
"Okay, let's sum this up. Firstly, you used my dedication to the company and customer to get me to do something I didn't want to do. You had me away from home three nights a week, and worked so hard I was so knackered on Friday that all I wanted to do was sleep. You lied to me about a replacement to look after Lyneham, you didn't even put an advert out for a replacement."
I continued "You drugged and then took compromising photographs of my wife so you can use them to blackmail her for more sex.
"You fabricated evidence to convince my wife I'm cheating on her, you used company funds to pay for your nights out and the presents for her. I think that's misappropriation of company funds, I wonder what your boss, Sheila would say about that. You did all that so you could shag my wife?"
"Yes." He nodded his head gently.
Karen looked at me with a furrowed brow. "Did you say it was Sheila's company? A minute ago you said 'senior management', what do you mean senior management? I thought Darren was the boss, it's his company, he's senior management."
I shook my head. "No, it's Sheila's company, she owns it. Her Dad started it, and he left a clause that shithead here doesn't get to own any part of it. He is a director but it's not his company."
"But she never comes in, we only see her about five or six times a year."
"Well despite him being an evil, cheating, shagging bastard, he does seem to be able to run this company and do a good job of it. She doesn't need to come in. But I bet she will be interested in him using the company money to shag the admin staff."
I have never seen Karen's face so red with anger, she held her hand out to me, and said. "Give me the key card to your room, don't fucking argue, just give it to me."
I had rarely seen her that angry and I wasn't going to argue, I gave her the key card. I could book a different room later if I needed it. She ran from the restaurant like a whirlwind.
I picked up the steak knife and started playing with it and said to Darren. "Now this is what you're going to do, or I will tell Sheila what you two have been getting up to. Tomorrow morning you are going to phone Sheila and tell her that I have been taken sick, and as you're in the area you are going to pick up my training. I am going to take the day off to see if I can remain married. When you get home tomorrow night you are going to tell Sheila you had forgotten how enjoyable it was teaching and that you want to do more of it. To that end every other week you will pick up my training schedule. Yes, I know there's a problem with continuity of training, but they'll get over it. You will then explain to Sheila that I will do your job whilst you are doing mine. That way you have a succession plan and should anything happen to you or Sheila, like you want to take a long holiday, or you have a serious accident." He didn't miss the threat in my voice. "You have somebody else who can step in, somebody who understands and can run the business for a short time."
I carried on. "Think you can do that?"
"I think so, it actually makes sense. But how can I trust you, how can I be sure you won't tell Sheila?"
"You don't. You will have to trust me. Do you think she will let me and Karen stay on, we would both be out of a job or at least Karen. And we both like our jobs. And I can't be arsed to start looking for a new job now."
I poured myself another glass of the £30 bottle of wine, that bottle of wine was more than my whole day's expenses. I just looked at him. "Well?"
He had a little smile and said, "Yes, I think I can do that, it does actually make good sense. She might believe it."
I didn't like that little smile he had, that was going to get wiped off. "Just because we like our jobs doesn't mean that we won't bubble you to your missus, even if it does mean us losing our jobs. If we did lose our jobs, it will be fun going for unfair dismissal. It would shut you down."
"Next, you will write a letter to Sheila explaining everything you have done to get into Karen's knickers, including spending company funds. Then to cover my arse I am going to add a bit explaining why I didn't dob you in to her. I like her, she has been a good friend over the years, I used to like you as well. I don't want her to get hurt any more so you are going to be faithful and I am going to keep the letter as blackmail."
Just then Karen came back, she was walking a bit slower, but not much. She had completely changed her clothes. She sat down next to me and said. "That's better I started to feel a little dirty in those clothes. I have thrown them away. Oh, and Darren I wouldn't let Sheila unpack your suitcase there may be some surprises in there, I appear to have lost a couple of pairs of knickers."
He was not smiling now. I continued. "Oh, and finally you stop shagging around and remain faithful to Sheila, because if I see you shagging around, I don't have to bring this affair up, I can just tell her about what you're doing there and then."
He raised his head slightly and shook it. "I won't write the letter. I'll do the rest."
I could understand that. Giving someone else power over you is not easy.
I picked my phone up. "Right then, I've recorded all this and it goes straight to Sheila."
He held his hands up. "No stop, I'll do it."
The letter wouldn't hold up in a law court, it doesn't have to, just in the court of Sheila.
I leaned across the table and with a sarcastic growl, I said. "Right now 'Boss' fuck off and write a letter. She." Jerking my thumb at Karen. "She has got to try and save her marriage."
She grasped my arm, looked at me. "Is there a chance, can we do that, really?"
"When I walked in here there was no way in hell, but after listening to you two and what the devious bastard has done, there may be. But what I want to know is how could you have the conscience to cheat on me with him?" I said pointing at Darren. At that point he got up and left.
"I thought about that when I went to get changed and I think I have a sort of an answer. Boxes, revenge, the excitement, lack of sex four days a week
"I have been thinking about this, actually I haven't finished thinking so some of this is going to come out mixed up and some of it I have already worked out. But it's all jumbled up in my head. It's not going to come out in the right order.
"Firstly, I'm so, so sorry. Sorry for cheating on you, so sorry I hurt you and so sorry we're here now like this. Whilst Darren tricked me, I must take some of the blame. I'm sorry sweetheart but some of this you're not going to like, but it's never been your fault you have done nothing wrong."
"I don't know where to start, let's just say revenge, when I saw you with that pretty young receptionist going into your room at that time of night, one thing crossed my mind. You were having an affair whilst you were away. I've just remembered this, but as he was showing me the picture, he was making innuendos about 'why is that pretty receptionist going into your husband's room at that time of night' and 'I wonder what they could be up to. I'm sure it's completely innocent and nothing is happening'. I now realise he was being very crafty and putting doubt and thoughts into my head. It didn't help but you are here every week and when you get home on Friday you are too tired to make me happy. Now I know that was all made-up."
I opened my mouth to ask why she hadn't confronted me, but she leaned in quickly and kissed me, keeping me quiet.
"Please let me finish darling. Next thing I suppose is why did I carry on, after I found out he drugged me. And then blackmailed me. I should have come straight to you. I was worried about our jobs and paying for the kid's uni. That's no excuse, that's what I should have done, but I didn't and for that I'm sorry, that was a mistake."
"Sorry sweetheart this bit may be a bit painful. It's painful for me so I'm not sure how bad it will be for you, I missed the sex. Since the menopause I've been as randy as hell and I wasn't getting enough, oh the vibrator helped but it wasn't like the real thing. He sort of filled the gap. It was only once a month, but it seemed to take the edge off so I could be ready for you. A really shabby excuse I know, but it's all I have. And there was the excitement, it was a little bit exciting to do it in the hotel where I thought you had cheated on me. Again, now I know that you didn't cheat makes me feel really shit."
I just opened my mouth again, but she put her finger to my lips and carried on.
"I don't want your sympathy, with my gullibleness and stupidity, I have brought this on myself."
"The gifts and presents didn't mean anything. I never used our stuff with him or the stuff he got me with you." She looked down. "I have never done anything with him that won't do for you, in fact we only ever had normal sex, he's not very good."
She paused, taking a sip of wine. "While I was thinking about that, I came up with the reason for how I could do this. I'll have to explain later. I will admit to being a bit lonely, and it is nice to be around someone you know, and that you were his friend. Which probably makes it worse. I cheated on you with a friend. Oh, the dinners were nice, he's good company, his jokes aren't that bad, and there was the revenge bit as well and it was a bit exciting."
She gave me a little smile. "But he is shit in bed, he gets me off, but it doesn't have the buzz, I don't feel completely satisfied.
"I think him buying me clothes helped me keep it in separate boxes.
"How could I do it? We may have to check this with a psychologist, but I think I put everything in little boxes. One box was my work life, oh by the way nothing happened there. The big box was my life with you, and a very small box was my cheating with him. I think in my mind I separated them all out when I was with him. I didn't see the other two, so they didn't matter. When I was with you the work box was slightly open, but his was firmly shut. It's as if the cheating didn't happen. I could shut it out. I can't really explain it any other way. I am really sorry sweetheart. I felt bad about cheating on Sheila, but I used the excuse that I was protecting her by keeping it to myself, another little box I suppose."
She took a mouthful of wine.
"I'm sorry sweetheart I seem to have gone on for quite a while. How can I make this up to you, can we get over this? I really do love you. Can you please forgive me? I know forgetting will be hard, but I will do my damnedest to help you forget. I will do anything. Can we go up to your room so I can start making it up to you?"
"After what I've heard, I've already decided to forgive you. But you're right, forgetting will be hard. Yes, we can go up to my room, but there is no way in fucking hell I am going to put my cock where his has been in the last couple of hours. It will be just to sleep, and I will let you know when I am ready."
Again, there was a little smile. "Oh sweetie, we were so late getting here because of your phone call there was no time for any of that. The last time he was with me was over a month ago, you're the last person I made love to. This may not be important but even when we did, even though I didn't need to, I made him wear a condom. I didn't want any of his seed inside me. And there was no kissing on the lips, only the cheek."
I thought to myself there were some things I could have done better. I should have stood up to him when he had me come to the North of the plain. I should have asked how the recruitment was going. However, she was right a lot of the fault was hers, but mainly his. I told her what I had arranged with Darren for not telling Sheila. And that I would be home all week every other week until we got a replacement. And that I would be with her in the office for that week, so we might have to do some catching up there, that should give her a bit of excitement."



I stood up and held my handout to her. "OK, let's get you started on making it up to me."
It was three weeks later as Karen and I were walking into the office, a little bit late because we've been a bit naughty. All our workmates were gathered around somebody's laptop, some of them were aghast and some were giggling. As we walked in it went deadly quiet and there were some embarrassed looks. "Okay what's so funny and now the silence and the embarrassed looks on your faces." I said. "Come on out with it,"
John, one of the longest serving members of the team, said. "We found something on YouTube which, errm, looks like you and Darren having a ding dong in a restaurant. It looks a bit serious. It's one of four and we're only halfway through the first one. I guess we better not look at the rest."
Karen spoke up at this point. "We can't tell you what to do, I'm going to be embarrassed because I fucked up, and you're going to find out what happened and why Darren is only here every other week. But I plead with you, please don't tell Sheila."
"Don't tell Sheila what?" Shit. She was standing right behind us.
"Oh fuck!" Karen and I said at the same time.
Sheila stormed across to the laptop, spun it round. We could see from where we're standing that the title of the video was, "husband confronts wife and lover in restaurant." and the picture was clearly of Darren, and if you looked closely, you could make out my face.
There was steam coming out of Sheila's ears, glaring at us he said, "You two my fucking office right fucking now." She stormed off.
Karen and I followed her, I went past my desk and picked up a few things. I was sort of expecting this at some time, just not this soon. I promised that I wouldn't tell Sheila. But I wonder who sent John the link to the video.
Sheila was angry, very angry. "Right, you two what the fuck is going on?"
Before I could open my mouth Karen stepped forward and said. "Sheila I'm really, really sorry I fucked up." She looked down at the floor and continued. "I had sex with Darren."
Sheila fell back into her chair. "Not again, and you, I never thought you were a risk." Looking at me she said, "John, you knew about this, I thought we were friends, why didn't you tell me about this?"
It was my turn to step forward, "Sheila I'm really sorry, Karen was tricked, I'm afraid to say Darren found out about Karen being on the menopause and had a heightened libido. He tricked her into thinking I was having an affair, after making me spend three nights a week away at work and to be so tired on a Friday to be pretty useless. He drugged Karen and took compromising photographs and then blackmailed her. He took the photographs at that driving simulator convention. The one that you couldn't go to because you were ill."
Most of the fight seemed to go out of Sheila, so I took the opportunity to sit down and placed Darren's letter and a memory stick and my pen recorder on the desk in front of her. Karen sat down as well.
"Sheila it is because you are a friend, we didn't know what to do. Do we tell you the truth and ruin your marriage, or do we hide it so you don't find out? You seem happy in your marriage. I got Darren to write down exactly what he had done to Karen to get her to cheat on me. He signed that. Karen and I then explain our reasons why we did not tell you. Karen wanted to tell you, I didn't. I know what the pain is like and I didn't want to put you through that. We didn't know he'd done it before, we thought this was a one off. I threatened Darren that if he cheated on you again, I would tell you about it, here are the audio and video recordings of that meeting you saw on YouTube."
"I suppose it was you who got him to go back to instructing?"
"Yes, I wanted to spend some time at home to give us time to sort out our marriage. Now I have the whole story, I have forgiven Karen, mostly."
Karen gave me a dirty look, pretty upset about the "mostly" comment.
Sheila said. "You two had better get out, I have got some thinking to do."
We left. Karen left it for about half an hour and then took coffee into Sheila, she knocked gently on the door, when she got no answer, she quietly opened it and looked into Sheila's office. She quickly disappeared inside. Some nasty thoughts crashed into my head, I rushed to the office to see Karen hugging Sheila who was crying her eyes out. Karen waved me across, and we had a three way hug. After two or three minutes Sheila seemed to give herself a shake. Pushed us away and said. "Thanks, I needed that."
Looking at us both she said. "I've just finished reading and listening to what you left me. I need to think even more now. So, fuck off out again." I gave her hand a little squeeze and said, "We are really sorry Sheila." Then we left. Just as we reached the door Sheila said, "Thanks for the coffee, Karen, I appreciate it, I might need another one in twenty minutes." That sounded like forgiveness, or at least an olive branch for what she'd done.
The office was very quiet for the rest of the day. Suddenly Darren burst through the door and headed to my desk, at speed. I could see what was going to happen. I stood up with both hands up and said. "I didn't tell her, blame Mr Influencer and YouTube."
He veered away and went straight to Sheila's office, he didn't knock but went straight in closing the door behind him, if possible, the office got quieter. Ten seconds later there was a slap so loud it was like a sonic boom. Those walls are very thin.
"You're a cheating, lying bastard. With one of our staff, our friends, you humiliated me. You're fired." You couldn't miss Sheila's tone.
"You can't fire me for that."
"No, I am firing you for misappropriating company funds,"
"But I love you. It was just a bit of fun. It didn't mean anything."
Sheila got even louder. "What, you risk our marriage and your job for a 'bit of fun' and our friend's marriage as well. You do realise Karen can hear you."
There was another slap, nearly as loud as the first one. "And that is for Karen, because she is too nice a person to do it to you." She obviously hadn't picked up that Karen had done just that, probably not as hard though.
The shouting stopped but there was obviously a lot of talking going on and it seemed one way.
If she had just fired Darren then we were down three instructors, that was not going to be fun.
About half an hour later Sheila left the office followed by Darren, she pointed to Cyril's old desk and said to Darren. "Sit there and shut up." She looked around the room. "Okay you lot, you know what has happened, there are going to be some changes. Firstly, Darren has been fired, but we can't afford to be down so many instructors, so I have rehired him as a basic wage instructor. If he doesn't like it, he can leave. But he knows if he leaves the company, he will be leaving the marital home. John is going to take over all of Darren's duties excluding his directorship, and that may change later. I am not sure if this is the right decision, but it will have to do for now.
"Karen, everyday Darren is going to bring you the SD card from his tracker and dash cam. I will be grateful if you would carry out random checks to ensure he is where he is supposed to be. If you have any doubts that he isn't, you are to tell me immediately. And can you please cancel all the contracts with the hotels he will be coming home daily. John, you know the area, work out a schedule so he doesn't get too tired. Karen, you won't need to check his expenses; I have removed them. He will have to pay for everything out of his own pocket until he has made good what he stole from the company. He will give you all of his receipts, will you keep track of his spending please?"
It was now Darren who looked down in the dumps, totally humiliated and under the thumb of his wife. I gathered that divorce was still on the cards. As much as I wanted to take physical revenge, I also didn't want to be down another instructor and risk losing the contract with the Army. I am a patient man.
I wasn't travelling so much now. Karen wanted to make it up to me for what she had done. I did not object. But now we have time for the excitement she wanted. I gave her excitement as the office stationery store may be able to attest to.
At times we may have gone a bit far. We were asked to leave a department store in town. Who would have thought they would have CCTV in the changing rooms, that's an invasion of privacy.
A loud authoritative voice saying. "Please open the door, we know what you are doing in there." I mentioned this to the security guard as we left. "We don't, can we just say that your wife is not very quiet." As he held the shop front door open for us, he whispered to me "Nice one mate."
Whilst that voice may have deflated my working parts and dented my libido, it did the opposite for Karen's. We headed to the nearest park and managed to find a secluded spot to finish off. We found a copse where we could not be seen. I was not going to get done for indecent exposure, so I spun her around, faced her away from me. I shoved my right hand up her skirt and started playing with her clit, using her love juices as lubrication, occasionally entering her with my fingers. She groaned, loudly. If we weren't careful she would give us away with that noise, again. So I hand gagged her with my left hand. I carried on playing with her, she was breathing very hard now. With the thumb and forefinger of the hand holding her mouth closed I shut her nostrils so she couldn't breathe, I doubled my assault on her vagina, she came so hard her legs collapsed as she screamed into my hand. I took my hand away from her mouth and she gasped for air. I only stopped her breathing for a few seconds, but that was enough to push her over the edge.
When she recovered and her legs could take her weight, she looked at me and said. "We need to get you home, as I have work to do." With that she stroked my cock through my trousers.
We went home. To a very happy home.
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We could go. This story could go in many categories. From Anal through Lesbian to Romance. But I have decided to put it in Loving Wives for two reasons. There is a real loving wife not the cheating this gerne normally inspires and it gets a large audience if you don't like my reasoning then do not read it. It is a fictional story please treat it as such and just enjoy the journey.
I was balls deep in my wife's arse, she wasn't very comfortable, but she couldn't say anything because her mouth was full of the leather helmet Dildo her lover was wearing. Her lover had it made specially for my wife to wear, but I turned the tables. She couldn't get it out of her mouth because there was a strap running around their necks holding them together. She also couldn't undo it because her wrists were tied to her ankles. She could complain but she hadn't so far. I should also point out that her cunt was full of the strap-on dido that her lover was wearing. She was airtight.    
Her lover had no options at all, their hands were bound behind their back as they lay on our marital bed. Her lovers' elbows were also tied together, but not tightly, just enough to stop movement. The ankles, knees and thighs were as tight as I could make them. She also had no say in the matter at all, the helmet was laced tight forcing the internal penis gag deep into her mouth. A cock in her mouth, false or not, would really upset her. Oh, I should point out that my wife's lover, or more accurately her former lover, was my big sister.   
I was just resting. I had been here before, but not very often, it was a bit tight. If I moved too much I would come, and that would ruin my revenge.   
I slapped my wife's back side, not hard, just enough to get her attention. "Can you hear me?"   
She nodded her head as much as she could, it didn't matter what she did as long as I got a response.   
"Red?"   
Nothing.   
"Amber?"   
Still nothing.   
"Green?"   
With her left hand she started clicking her thumb and fingers, her right hand just flapped about (She couldn't click her right hand, but I needed to see both hands do something, that was the rules).   
That was our safety signal which she had just given me on a 'Green' so we were 'go' until I got another safety stop signal.   
I learned as far forward and looked my sister in the eyes. "She has just given me a safety signal. You don't have one."   
This was going to be difficult. I pushed forward into my wife's arse, but that started to remove the strap-on from her cunt. I didn't want that. And my sister was pushing herself down into the bed trying to get the strap-on dildo out of my wife.   
It was difficult, but if I stayed as still as I could and pulled my wife back on to the two cocks, that worked. I could tell by her breathing she was getting there.     
It wasn't easy but I got the matching blindfold to the helmet and slipped it over my sister's eyes. I guessed  she liked to see her lover's orgasm, it would be a power thing. I was going to deny her even that pleasure.   
I pulled my wife back as far as I could, her cunt and arse were full. I got my hand between my wife and sister and managed to reach my wife's clit, a couple of strokes and she was gone. I had never seen her orgasm so hard.
She was throwing herself all over the bed, it's a good job she was securely tied, or I would have probably been thrown off the bed. She was like those bucking broncos you saw in old western movies.    
My wife collapsed onto her lover. I deflated quickly and slipped out of her arse, I was surprised by the size of the hole it left, I didn't think I was that big. I undid the strap holding her mouth on the dildo, she eased herself off and started moving her jaw. I took the blindfold off my sister. Her eyes were wide open. I reached across to my bedside table, opened the drawer and pulled out a 6" sheath knife. I didn't think my sister's eyes could get any wider. She had seen the knife before and what I could do with it. She knew I kept it sharp, very sharp indeed.   
No matter how I felt about my sister, I didn't want to go to gaol. I slid the knife between my wife's wrist and ankle and sliced the ropes. We would have to buy another reel, that was the last of the reel we bought last year.   
My wife eased herself off the strap-on dildo. I had to help her stand.   
She got herself together, turned to my sister and gave her a resounding slap across her leather covered face. It wouldn't have hurt much, the humiliation would hurt her more than the slap.
"Bitch, the only reason stopping me slicing you up with this knife is we have nowhere to put the body." She looked down on her former lover and carried on. "Well not in one piece. If we chopped you up, I'm sure my husband could find parts of his building sites to bury the bits of you."    
Shit, and I thought I was pissed off.   
A bit of back story might help here. It's a long and convoluted ride, and I suppose after what you have just read, it might be a bit lame.   
It was a Friday and I was out with my mates from the building site where I worked as a site manager celebrating my divorce. I was a bit numb. I didn't think it was anything worth celebrating. It almost gave credence to the marriage. It had sort of dented my faith in the female of the species.   
I met my former wife, Deborah when I was at college, we seemed to hit it off. She was pretty and nice. We were too young to settle down, but not too young to explore our bodies. It was going well till she got pregnant. It's not good when the first time you meet your girlfriend's parents you have to tell them you got her pregnant. Pretty much the same as the first time she met my parents. It was made plainly obvious to us we had to do the right thing. It was a very quiet wedding before she started to show too much. She was a nice girl, I liked her a lot, I was comfortable with her, but it wasn't love. Then three weeks after the wedding she miscarried. People cried, we both cried, we had psyched ourselves up to becoming parents. Still, we carried on and life was okay. I got a job at a local builders, the same one she worked at in the office. Then after about three years of being married she just left. It appears she ran off with her boss along with a large sum of money that was set aside for future investment, buying land to build on and investing in new equipment. It didn't end well. The stupid bitch sent me the divorce papers and a Post Office box as a return address. I told the boss, he got some lads to watch the PO box and we found them. Allegedly most of the money turned up back in the bank account. You really shouldn't go messing with people's long term job security. I heard a rumour that that was the way it was put to my ex-wife's boyfriend. It was nothing to do with me, I wasn't the least bit interested.   
Anyway, here we were, my mates and my little brother, Brian, they were enjoying themselves, any reason for a piss up.
I was just along for the ride, then Brian spotted somebody we knew, unfortunately she saw us as well. We never really got on. However, I think she wanted to commiserate or more probably take the piss.  I saw my big sister Bernice walk across the pub. She was followed by the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. Bugger. You see Bernice, she likes to be called Bernie, was gay. I haven't got a problem with that, but she was also a man hater for no reason apparent to me. She hated being called Bernice, which is probably why I did it so much. One of my mates saw her coming. It was no secret about Bernice's proclivities and her interest in women and her hatred of men. One of my mates stood beside me. "Fuck me that's beautiful, I could fuck that straight." One of the other mates said. "You'll have a hard job with the pencil dick you got trying to fuck Dave's sister straight."    
He replied "I wouldn't fuck Bernice; she looks just like her brother. He's an ugly bastard. Bloody hell she looks more like a man than he does." I looked in the mirror behind the bar. I didn't think I looked that bad. I was just over 6 foot, I had a good body with all the work, but the face looking back at me was sad. I just struggled to bring a smile to my face.   
My sister duly took the piss out of me, I wasn't expecting sympathy. But that was harsh. She didn't introduce her girlfriend to me, I thought that was a pity. But she did smile at me, shyly. Unfortunately, she followed my sister when she left, halfway across the pub she turned and gave me a little wave. Was that an invite? But she was with my sister, so she was gay. Never mind she was lovely to look at.   
I saw her walk to the bar, I took a risk and followed her. Most men seemed to leave her alone, probably because she was with my sister. I thought I had nothing to lose.   
I got next to her and said, "Hi, can I buy you and Bernice a drink?"   
A smile lit her face up and she had the sweetest voice when she answered. "That would be lovely, thank you."   
She asked for a dry white wine, I got my sister a pint of lager, that was what she normally drank. I was tempted to spit in it. She would then be drinking something from a man. But thought better of it. She thanked me and headed back to my sister. I saw her talk to Bernice, they both looked at me, my sister raised her glass in thanks, I nodded. Probably the most civil we had been to each other this year.   
I was chatting with my mates when I felt a hand on my arm, it was Bernice's girlfriend. "Can I return the favour, would you like a pint of Hobgoblin?" She saw what I was drinking, well the glass it was in anyway, I was drinking Greene King IPA. I accepted the Hobgoblin.   
I followed her to the bar, she got the drinks, picked hers and Bernice's up and said to me. "Can we chat, you look sad?" I told her we could, she pointed out a dim quiet corner and told me she would see me there in a minute. I was expecting a trap or some sort of piss take. But it didn't happen, she joined me a few minutes later. She asked why I was so sad, she knew about my divorce, I guess Bernice told her, but I filled her in on the details. We chatted, she kept asking me gentle questions, I didn't get much from her, apart from her name was Gail.   
We heard 'last orders' shouted and my mates were waving at me to join them, they were planning to go to a nightclub, as it was my celebration, I was expected to go. I had no idea where the last hour and half had gone. We both stood up. I was about to ask Gail to join us when she said. "I would have loved to join you, but I have work early tomorrow." With that she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, she then whispered into my ear. "Your sister and I are not exclusive."   
Now I was shocked, did that mean Gail swung both ways? I certainly hope so!   
As she walked away I saw Bernice hanging on the arm of another lady. I was intrigued with what was going to happen next, but the crowd leaving just got in the way, and I lost sight of them.    
My mates dragged me by the arm and we jumped into a taxi to the nightclub. When we got there I looked for Bernice and Gail but they were not there. I drank quite heavily after that, which wasn't a good idea at night club prices, but I wanted to expunge the confusion running round in my head.   
I wasn't much use on the building site Saturday morning. We generally popped in to earn a bit of overtime cash, getting stuff ready for the following week. A pint in the Nag's Head at lunch time seemed to put things right. That was where my mates took the piss out of me for not shagging the beautiful gay bird.   
I was doing the washing up on Sunday morning at about ten when my phone rang, I wasn't concentrating and just answered it. I didn't even check the call number. "Dave, it's Gail, have you got a few minutes to chat."    
Bloody hell yes. I tried not to be too gushing. "Certainly, but how did you get my number?"   
"I got it from Bernie's phone."   
That was a strange way to say it, not I got it from Bernie, but from her phone. Never mind.   
She carried on. "Can you make the Red Lion for lunch at one on Sunday? My treat."    
Too bloody right I could. "I can do that." I didn't know how to dress, was this a date, just a chat, what was it?   
I thought about it on the walk over there, she wants a straight male friend. Probably somebody who can do work for her around her house. I was still wary of women. But as she was gay perhaps having a friend who was a girl would get me back on track. Anyway, she was beautiful and a really nice person to spend time with. I would still have to be careful about a trap.    
I dressed smart casual, chinos, open neck shirt and proper shoes.   
She was dressed lovely, a summer dress which displayed all of her attributes, and whilst there were many, it was her smile, her eyes and her attitude that drew me to her. I would have to be really very careful. 
We had a lovely lunch. It was her turn to talk. She talked about her family, where she had gone to school and what she did for work. It turned out she and Bernice operate a small, select Internet dating site for gay people. I had no idea what Bernice did for a living. But nothing was said about relationships. We finished dinner and I offered to pay. She insisted she paid and asked me if I'd like to walk her home. Here it comes, she wants a tap washer replaced or a door rehanging or the lounge painting. And you know what, just to be around her I might do that.   
We got to her place. It was only a 15 minute walk, halfway there she slipped her arm through mine. It was nice. I felt more comfortable with her then I did my ex-wife. I thought to myself I will have to be really very careful here. Would I get to her house and find my sister ready to rub my nose in it. If so, it will be a very expensive joke. The Red Lion wasn't cheap.   
We got to her place. It was a small flat on the edge of a new estate. She let me in and told me to sit in the living room.
I had a quick look around, nothing needed painting, nothing seemed obviously wrong. She called out if I wanted tea, coffee or beer. But then without waiting she walked in carrying a bottle of Hobgoblin and a glass. This was getting a little worrying.   
We chatted some more. Before I realised it, it was getting dark. I told her I had to head home as I had work in the morning. We got to the front door, I reached my hand out for the handle she put hers over the top of mine, I looked at her. "Dave I can see you're worried, but trust me there is nothing to worry about."
That made me worry even more, what was waiting for me as soon as I opened this front door? It probably showed because she stood up on her tip toes and kissed me on the lips, they were soft, warm and moist. I had been fighting having an erection all the time I was sitting on her sofa, she probably saw me fidgeting. It now came on very hard. She moved her hips forward, she must have felt me as I moved back, but there was a wall behind me. I could go nowhere. She smiled at me as she took a pace back and allowed me to open the door. I glanced outside, no sister or hordes of gay women about to take the piss out of me.
"You go to the quiz night in the Nag's Head on Thursday, would you mind if I came with you?"   
"No, I would love that." Then I was a little forward, well for me anyway. "Do you think we'd make a team of two?" I thought it was an innocent comment until I realised there was another way you could take it. It must have shown on my face.   
"Oh, I really hope so and not too far in the future."   
Thursday night was a blast. She joined my mates and me as a team. She was very good. There was only one dark spot in the evening, my sister came in and she glared daggers at me. Gail got up, as she did she put her hand on my arm to calm me down, it worked. She walked across to Bernice, and I saw her buy my sister a pint of lager. There was a bit of chatting and then Gail came back, she sat next to me then whispered to me. "I just reminded her that she and I are not exclusive."   
Now I was even more confused.   
Gail and I kept on seeing each other a few times a week, but I was still waiting for the big joke to burst out on me. But I did notice she always initiated the kissing and touching. I felt I was hanging back. I was. I didn't trust women, especially where my sister was involved.   
We were at my place, it was a small house on the edge of town. It had been a quiet evening, pleasant, just sitting next to each other on the settee.    
Gail turned to me and said. "David, I don't think you're committed to this relationship."   
Where did that come from?    
Shit, were we in a relationship? I was about to speak when Gail put a finger up to my lips. Then she said, "You never kiss me first, you never take my hand. When you kiss me it's wonderful. But I have to make the first move all the time. You are so polite, so gentlemanly. But you haven't tried to get me into bed, or even tried to cop a feel of my boob. Am I that ugly. What is wrong with me? I feel you like me, I catch you looking at me and smiling. What is wrong?"   
I let it all out. I told her that when I was younger, before I knew of her hatred of men, my sister would set me up with one of her friends. Just when I thought I was getting somewhere, I would get dumped and humiliated in front of her mates. It was all a big joke to them. I was stupid, I got sucked in twice. Never again. I was waiting for my sister and her friends to jump out on me and break my heart again. Also, she had been in a 'relationship' with my sister. And 'no', she wasn't ugly, she was the most perfect, beautiful woman I had the honour to know.   
She looked sad, she slipped off my settee and knelt in front of me, she took my hands. "Oh you poor sweet man. Bernice never told me about that. She just said you were a lot of fun to be had. I'm sorry, now I know what she meant, she wanted me to pick you up then dump you."   
Gail called her Bernice.   
Gail stood up, faced me, took hold of the hem of her dress and lifted it up off of her body. She stood there wearing a bra, knickers, long line suspender belt that looked like a mini corset and stockings. I noticed the knickers were on the outside of the suspenders.   
"Would someone taking the piss come to your place, dressed like this?"   
"But you're gay?"   
She giggled. "Well, I am certainly cheerful when I am around you." She took a breath. "I have loved women, Bernice included, but I love men too. Is that what is worrying you?"   
"Yes, and that you will run off and leave me like my first wife did. I knew we didn't have the perfect marriage, but I thought we were honest with each other."   
"Sweetheart I will never leave you if you will have me. I am not some pregnant bimbo trying to trap you. I'm a free woman with my own mind, and this mind wants you. I will always be open with you. I will answer any questions you have completely honestly."   
She looked down and said quietly. "This may hurt a little, I really don't want to do it, but I think it's the only way. I loved your sister, then I met her younger brother, he was a much nicer person when he wasn't scared, he would make me laugh and smile and I missed him every day. I didn't know the pain and worry he was going through being with me. Otherwise, I would have stopped it much earlier. I didn't know what Bernice did to the man that I love. As much as I loved her, I will never forgive what she did to him."   
I sat there mulling this over in my head. She said she loved Bernice, past tense but she loves me, present tense, and she was right. It was my house; there was nobody else here. Nobody was going to leap out of a cupboard and take the piss out of me. I stood and for the first time I put my arms around her then I kissed her first. We made love that night on the floor. I wasn't very good, it had been almost a year apart from my right hand. I apologised profusely. She told me not to. I was better the second time.   



We became inseparable, she practically moved in and that was the plan that when the lease came up for renewal on her flat she would move in with me, most of her stuff was here already. I liked her flat, it was nice it was three floors up and it had a balcony. The flat was a bit small for two people, and I would never fit all my stuff in.    
It was a bit kinky, but just before she had to move out, late one Friday night after we got back from the pub we made love out there. She got very noisy, we didn't want the neighbours to hear us so I put my hand over her mouth. She came hard, I wasn't sure if it was the risk of being caught or my hand over her mouth, maybe both.     
It was a Saturday evening a few weeks after the balcony adventure and just before Gale was due to move in with me. We were watching telly when she said to me out of the blue. "I enjoyed that night on the balcony. It has been one of my kinky fantasies to have you make love to me out there.
I loved the hand thing." She stopped watching the telly and swung round on the settee to face me, she tucked her legs up under her.   
She got a bit serious. "Sweetheart, do you have any fantasies? I will let you know now, I have a few."   
That piqued my interest. "Do you care to enlighten me?"   
"Well, I've sort of let you know a few, I like it a bit risky and outside. The hand over the mouth was a new thing for me, I liked that too. Your turn sweetie."   
I did have a few, some I had tried some with my first wife. But I kept what I thought were the darkest ones to myself from my first wife. "Well, I'm not sure. I wouldn't want to frighten you away."   
"How about I go first then?" She said, I nodded.   
"Sweetheart, we have both been around a bit, you've been married. You know I've been in other relationships and we both bring our skills and knowledge from our previous experiences."    
I am glad she didn't say lovers.   
She carried on. "My Sweetie, I am afraid there are quite a few. But I said I would never keep anything from you. So here goes, in no particular order. I love the smell of leather and the feel of latex on my skin."   
Wow. "Do you have any, I mean leather or latex?"   
"Nothing leather sexy, I've got a leather skirt and some gloves. I have a latex skirt, which is nice against the skin." She blushed a little. "I sometimes wear it without knickers. It feels so good."   
"Does the Latex shine? I've seen it on the internet, it looks good and shiny." What I meant was porn sites, but I wasn't going to admit that.   
"By the internet you mean porn sites? And yes, I have rubber shine."   
Bugger, she had seen right through me. "How about me in a latex catsuit? I'd love one, but I can't afford one. I would let you shine me up, that would be fun." She giggled.   
"I would love to see you in a leather catsuit as well. We had better start saving."   
"You had better let me finish my fetishes first."   
"Hang on, when did fantasies turn into fetishes?"   
"Well, they are sort of the same thing, you had better let me finish my list first, there are still a few more."   
I just nodded my head. I was dumbfounded. Then she started talking again, I was miles away, I shook myself back.   
"Well, I think these are all sort of linked. I like corsets, and yes, I have one. It's lace up and can get really tight and I like it tight. If you're wearing a corset you must have stockings. I would love a leather or latex corset, but as I said I can't afford either. Oh, and shoes, I have some 5 inch heels to go with the corset, but you've seen my heels."   
I was not going to complain about that, and I told her so.   
"Any more? "I asked.   
"Oh yes, probably the biggest one, I like to be tied up, you know bondage. Close your mouth dear."   
I didn't realise it was hanging open. "What whips and chains and things?"   
"Chains I don't care for too much, they're a bit uncomfortable, I do have a couple of pairs of handcuffs. I prefer rope. And yes, I have some hidden in the bottom of my suitcase. Whips, No. No pain, well a little bum smacking is okay."   
I took a long drink of my beer. I didn't realise I had one. Gail must have gone and got it for me without me realising.    
Gail was looking at me, her eyes were sad. She reached out and touched my hand, she was talking "...It had to come out some time sweetheart, I've been trying to find the right time. I said I would keep nothing from you. There are a few smaller things I like, but these are the big ones. Are you upset with me? Sweetheart, please say something."   
Bloody Hell! My girlfriend was a major kinkster. Bloody Hell!   
"Sweetheart." When I used that word, a lot of the worry left her face, and the fact I didn't rant and rave at her she probably thought she was okay. She was. Looking at her I carried on. "Thank you, I don't know where to start? Well, you will never get a complaint out of me about corsets and stockings Deborah had a couple of corsets, I would get treated on birthdays and if she wanted something. The same with latex and leather, I bet your bum looks great in a tight leather skirt?
I've always wanted to do bondage, but when I suggested it to Deborah I always got shot down. I got her to try it once, but she said it was sick and perverted, which was strange because I had never seen her come so hard, that was where I learned the hand gag thing. I didn't ask again. But I really liked it and would have liked to explore more."   
She was smiling now. "I probably haven't left you much, but is there anything I haven't mentioned you would like to try?"   
"Bum play I would like to try, again Deborah said 'No' to that. Toys, vibrators and stuff are fun, I like them."    
A dark cloud passed across her face. "What's wrong?" I asked.   
She shook herself and smiled. "I've done a bit of bum play, we can do that, especially if you tie me up first. It's the toys, I have some, but I also still have the, er, the thing I used with your sister. Sorry sweetheart. I just forgot about it as it's with my other toys. I'll throw it in a waste bin in town tomorrow."   
I hadn't really thought about it. It never crossed my mind, I knew women used a strap on, I had seen enough on porn, I just didn't put two and two together. Strangely enough it didn't bother me. I told her not to make a special trip and be careful where she threw it.   
"Okay." I asked her. "Is there anything else no matter how small because so far I don't have a problem with anything you suggested, but I do have one stipulation." A worried look turned up on her face. "No third parties either way. I don't share and I don't expect to be shared. That is a deal breaker for me."   
A smile from ear to ear spread across her face as she leapt towards me and planted her lips on mine. When she came up for air, she looked at me and said, "Does that mean we're exclusive?"   
"Oh absolutely."   
"Fantastic. There are a few more things, but you probably know them already. I love giving you head, and I love it when you go down on me. But I don't like 69ing. I want to lay there to enjoy the pleasure you give me. When I'm giving you head, I want to concentrate on doing the best job I can, which I can't do when you're eating my pussy, because you are bloody good at it. It distracts me from giving you pleasure. There are a few things I would like to try. Whilst I've been tied up a fair bit, I've never been properly gagged just a thin bit of cloth or something. Your hand gag was much more effective. I want something like that. Finally, I like to have my feet rubbed."   
"I can do that. Promise me if anything else comes up you will let me know. And I'll tell you anything that crosses my mind. I'm prepared to try almost anything except another person."   
That was the first night I handcuffed her to the bed. I spent so long with my head between her legs she was crying for me to stop and let her have an orgasm. I hadn't let her come until I was ready. There were no toys. I just used my tongue and fingers. I think one of the best orgasms she had was when I lubricated my thumb with her juice and slid it up her bum whilst I teased her clitoris with my fingers. My other hand had to go over her mouth. When I entered her, she screamed with her next orgasm.   
We slept late on Sunday. Life was looking good.   
The only downside was Bernice's attitude at family get-togethers. She would walk past me and whisper, 'Heart breaker' or 'thief' and growl at me. If I tried to go to her to talk, she would just walk away. I was going to tell her that Gail was her own woman, and it was her choice she had chosen me. She was as nice as pie to Gail. The family were happy I was going out with Gail, they were aware that she swung both ways but was glad the pendulum stopped on my side, not Bernice's. They put Bernice's animosity towards me as her normal man hating, and no one more than her eldest brother. Although she seemed okay with Brian.   
We explored lots of stuff but we stuck to the main favourites. Corsets and stockings, we did get a leather corset and we are saving up for a latex catsuit. Bondage, outside and risky were all part of our activities. Role playing was one of our favourites. Gail had a selection of sexy clothes and wigs that she wore when we played. We kept it to ourselves, indoors, well mostly. Occasionally in our back garden when the weather and moon conditions suited what we planned.    
We would watch Internet porn one night during the week to give us ideas. We liked doing it outside, it was the risk, but we didn't want to be watched or in fact to watch other people.   
There was one worrying bit, Gail admitted to me that she had some fantasies that scared her, so it didn't count and as there were no third parties and it was something she could do without. A 'spit-roast' and to be made 'airtight'. She told me that not doing that was something she could live with, without any qualms. We managed to simulate a spit-roast with the aid of a sucker base dildo, a mirror, a chair, a table and some rope.  We failed miserably at the airtight. Just couldn't get the angles in the proper place for good enough effect. We even tried a blowup doll with a strap on attached to it, but it kept on moving so we put some water in it to hold it steady. That didn't work either. We had worn the mattress out and it was due change anyway. That was easier than waiting for 25 litres of water to dry out.   
That was a week before our wedding. I had to get my Dad and Brian to give me a hand changing the mattress, they didn't ask about the big water stain. The wedding was a brilliant affair, Gail's family and mine everybody appeared to be happy at our union. Well except for Bernice, but that was alright she didn't come. A month later she announced to Mum and Dad she was going to America. She had a friend in California and she's going to visit to see if she could get a job. She told Gail they could run the website over the internet and didn't need to be in the same country. It wasn't doing well at the moment anyway.   
It was at Gail's suggestion that I set up a couple of discrete cameras in the bedroom and the living room to record ourselves. I even rigged up a remote-control button to start the filming, as well as motion sensors so as not to record an empty room. It all went to a PC, but it was not connected to the Internet. What we did that would be too risky and for one particular event, well actually it turned out to be two, I set the camera up overlooking the back garden where we had an apple tree halfway down. Fortunately, the garden had a six-foot fence all the way around so you can guess what happened out there occasionally. But this was much riskier. We both have a different special memory of that apple tree.   
Gail was wearing her favourite corset and was on her knees with her hands cuffed behind her back and my cock in her mouth, she was humming. That was a nice feeling, and she was happy. I lifted her head off my cock. "Are you up for something new?"   
"As long as it's just the two of us, of course my sweetheart."   
I lifted her off her knees and we headed towards the kitchen, we got to the back door, and I opened it. It was night time and dark outside apart from a cloud covered half moon. But as soon as I stepped outside the security light came 'on' lighting the whole of the back garden. Gail pulled back from me. "No, that's too bright everyone will see us, that is too risky. No."  
 But no safety word.   
"How about this then?" I flicked a light switch that I had changed earlier during the week. The light went out. I ran around the garden in just my trousers and the light didn't come on. I got back to her. "I've changed the light switch so it can be on, off or motion sensor. It's off now. So how about a bit of tree bondage?" She smiled at me and stepped out of the back door, it was quite late in the evening and we expected most of our neighbours to be in bed.    
We made our way to the apple tree, I un-cuffed her hands and re-cuffed them behind the tree. "Sweetheart, take my corset off please. I don't want it marked by the tree." Seemed fair, but before I did that I slipped the large ball gag we had just got into her mouth and strapped it tightly behind her head.    
I got the corset off but I didn't want to lay it on the floor, so I walked indoors leaving my beautiful wife gagged and handcuffed to a tree. I got indoors and a naughty thought crossed my mind. If I waited about ten or fifteen seconds, it would seem much longer to her. I counted to ten and walked to the back door as I got there another thought crossed my mind. I saw my hand reach out for the light switch, I couldn't stop it, it had a mind of its own. I only switched it on for the count of two and turned it off again.   
If looks could kill I would be a blubbering mess on the floor. When I reached her I slid my hand down over her mound into her pussy, she was absolutely soaking. She might be angry but she was definitely turned 'on'.
I got down on my knees and started to pay attention to her lady bits with my tongue. It didn't take her long to be breathing heavily. And I could hear her talking around the gag. it sounded like. "Fuck me you bastard."   
So, I lifted one leg and entered her hard and fast. It didn't take long for her to come and I had to hold her up. Her shaking made me come and I pushed harder into her and she had another smaller one. I was bloody glad she had that ball gag in. She managed to stand on her own two feet whilst I uncuffed her hands. I picked her up and carried her inside, she rested her head on my shoulder, but I heard her whisper to me. "That was fantastic you bastard, but I will get you back." I was looking around and I couldn't see any lights 'on'. We would have to wait a couple of days to see if the neighbours said anything. Nobody did so we thought we got away with it.   
A couple of months later Gail's birthday was coming up on the Saturday and I asked her what she wanted for a birthday present. She just smiled at me and said. "Revenge." Oh shit!   
I expected her to do a few things like I had done to her, so I made some plans. I wasn't wrong it doesn't happen often, but it was me handcuffed on my knees applying my attention to her clitoris and occasionally shoving my tongue inside her arse and her pussy. It was nice that she had trimmed down there. I did my best hoping to get her off and prevent the trip outside she had probably planned, but to no avail I did manage to give her one orgasm, but she wanted more.   
"Stand up my sweetheart, you know what's going to happen now."   
I did stand up, but for fear of what was happening my cock went a bit soft. She got on her knees and rectified that with her mouth. She then grabbed hold of my cock and dragged me outside the back door, before we got there she switched the security light to the off position. I was a little bit relieved but it didn't matter because I had tripped the circuit breaker for the external lights. It was never going to come on anyway, but she didn't know that.    
It was a very similar moonlit night to when I took her to the tree, with the moon appearing occasionally from behind the clouds. There was just enough light to see and I soon ended up handcuffed with my hands over my head into the tree. There was only one branch she could easily reach to handcuff me. That was good because I had cut it part of the way through should I need to escape, but I had no intention of ruining her birthday. But I wish she hadn't used that bloody ball gag on me, however with the attention she paid to my cock it was needed. Three times she nearly got me there and stopped. She stood up, smiled and said. "I need some more attention, but before we do I want my revenge." I thought having me nearly come three times and teasing me was enough and I wasn't worried about the light coming on and if she left me here, I could get free. But no, she walked indoors and very quickly came back carrying her mobile phone. Oh fuck she lifted it and started taking photographs with the flash 'on' of her husband handcuffed to a tree, ball gagged with one of the biggest hard on he'd ever had. After about half a dozen photos she relented. I was glad. She uncuffed my hands from the tree but secured them behind my back and pulled me indoors by my straining cock.    
She laid me on the sofa but allowed me enough space so I wasn't lying on the handcuffs. She's considerate like that but then she impaled herself on me and started writhing. She shoved a hand down the back of the sofa and pulled out her vibrator. She sat on top of me. Turned the vibrator 'on' and rubbed it over a clitoris whilst she started gently bouncing up and down again. She stopped and I saw her whole body quiver, her pussy muscles spasmed and I shot deep into her. She collapsed forward onto me. I thought for a second that she had fainted, but she hadn't. She eased herself off me and got me to turn my head and took the ball bag out.
She massaged my jaws a little and then kissed me deep and strong. "Sweetheart, that was the best birthday present I've ever had. But I've got one more job to do."   
She got off of me and went to fetch her phone. She flipped through the photos she had just taken, showing me as well, then she chose what she thought was the best for a screen saver and deleted the rest. I suggested no more gardening for at least a year, she giggled at me and agreed. We were late up the following day. I just hope her girlfriends don't see her screensaver.   
Life settled down, everything was good and not just in the bedroom. We both got promoted in our jobs and were quite comfortable, we had decided against children. Gail wasn't that maternal. That might have slightly upset my parents, with Bernice being gay they weren't going to get any from us. Brian stepped up to the plate and had two wonderful children. Gail and I decided we could always borrow them from Brian and his wife if we started feeling paternal, which we did occasionally and spoiled the kids rotten.    
Gail found out from one of Bernice's friends after she had gone to America for a few years that whilst she was coming to terms with being gay, that she started to have feelings for a girl at school. That was when I stepped in and asked the girl out, she accepted. Bernice thought I took the girl away from her on purpose, she blames me for never getting a chance with what she considered to be her first love, and she has never forgiven me for getting in the way. It didn't help that after only a month I ditched the girl. She was too needy and too clingy. She wanted me to stop playing rugby on a Saturday afternoon and go shopping with her. The fact that she never did date a woman and ended up marrying one of my friends, they now had two lovely children and are very happy together doesn't make any difference. The fact we are still friends probably doesn't help either.   



Gail and I had been married for just over five years and we were round at Mum and Dads having Sunday lunch when the phone rang Mum took it. It was Bernice announcing she was coming home in a couple of week's time. Mum was over the moon because she only seen her daughter twice in five years. When she finished and put the phone down Dad asked how long Bernice was coming home for? Mom realised she'd forgotten to ask. We'd find out when she got here. It didn't bother Gail or me, but we were happy for Mum.   
Bernice had been home for a week when she popped round to see us. We still lived in the same house. The apple tree was much larger now, but Gail's arms still fitted round the back of it occasionally if the moon and cloud cover were right.   
Bernice was passably polite to me but mainly talked to Gail, gushing on how good America was and that she should come to visit. There was no mention of me going with her. Gail said she would love to go, but it would have to be with me. We did everything together. Bernice stopped mentioning it after Gail said that. But she kept how great America was, especially for people like her. Before she left, she asked if she could pop round again. We couldn't see any reason why not.   
Over the next couple of weeks Bernice did pop round, but she nearly always seemed to do it when I wasn't there. Gail told me Bernice kept on trying to convince her to visit America without me, at one stage of the game she got quite angry with Bernice. She told me that she felt there was something going on, some underlying motive. In future when Bernice visited, she would turn the cameras on. I thought that was a bit extreme. We watched the replays together and I could see what she meant. Gail felt like she couldn't put her finger on it, but it was like she's trying to convince her to leave me and go back to America with her. It was all innuendo, no outright question or request. Gail looked at me after we had watched Bernice's latest visit and said. "I will never leave you." She took me to bed, no kink just love.   
It was a Friday night, I was out with my brother and the lads for a beer when I got a message from Gail. Bernice has just turned up unannounced. That was strange she normally phoned to see if we were in or at least Gale was.   
I had just finished my second pint when the call of nature hit me, that was a bit early. I could normally have several pints before I had to visit the little boys room. As I was standing by the urinal I checked my phone, it is the sort of thing you do, there was a message from Gail 'get home.' Shit it had come in 25 minutes ago. I finished pissing and rushed out the door. I didn't even wash my hands. I tried to phone home on both Gail's mobile and the landline, nothing. Nobody had driven so I couldn't scrounge a lift. I ran outside and started to run home. I didn't even wait to tell my brother what was happening, I didn't really know, just that I had to get home. I tried to phone for an Uber as I ran, but I managed to see a taxi. I flagged him down and got him to take me home.   
I rushed in the house, there was noise coming from upstairs, bed squeaking. I leapt up the stairs two at a time and there was an amazing sight that met me. My wife was on our bed. Her wrists had been tied to her ankles and elbows to her knees. Her bum was up in the air and my sister was fucking her with a strap-on. Gail had a leather looking helmet on with an obscene cock sticking out the front. I could see her eyes. She looked angry, very angry.   
I grabbed Bernice by the strap of the strap-on and pulled her away, she fell into the corner. I went to Gail to start untying her when she wagged her head and hummed loudly. I guessed she wanted the helmet off first. It was laced up the back. Once I had them lose it didn't take long to get off. I was astounded by the size of the cock gag that came out of Gail's mouth, it must have reached nearly to the back of her throat.   
I was about to ask if she was okay when she said in a croaky voice, "Don't let her get away, handcuffs. I want revenge."   
Bernice was sitting there in the corner of the room, her mouth opening and closing. I think the shock of being dragged off her former girlfriend by the man she hated most in the world lost her.   
I did as I was told, I got our handcuffs and cuffed Bernice's hands behind her and her legs together. As I finished Gail said. "Helmet, make sure its fucking tight." Her voice sounded better. I managed to get the gag part into Bernice's mouth when she realised what was happening and she started to fight back. It was too late by then. I did the laces up as tight as I could. That seemed to take the fight out of Bernice and she just laid there.    
"Go and check the video, I think she drugged me. I felt funny, I knew what was happening, but I had little control of what I did, my muscles didn't seem to do as they were told."   
I went to help her. "No, go and check the recording please. I need to know, and actually this is quite comfortable. At least she remembered how to tie me up. It's not too tight but I can't get free." She seemed to have lost a lot of her anger. "Don't worry, she's not going anywhere, she is not getting away with this, I need time to think. But hurry up."   
I did as she asked. On the video I saw Gail leave the living room and Bernice poured something into her drink then Gail came back with a glass of water.   
Shortly after that it was obvious Gail had almost no control over her actions. Bernice helped her towards the stairs, she almost had to carry her. I noticed that there was some drink still left in Gail's cup, that might need testing. I was fast forwarding so there was no audio.    
I saw them go upstairs. Bernice almost had to carry her. I was still fast forwarding. I saw Bernice undress Gail, tie her up and put that helmet on her. I saw Bernice take hold of Gail's leather covered head and it looked like she was talking to her. I rewound the recording and played it at normal speed with sound. I heard my shitty sister say. "I know what you like, and I am going to give it to you. You are going to enjoy this so much that you will leave that girlfriend stealing husband of yours and come back with me to America. Don't worry, the immobilising side of the drug will wear off soon, that's why I had to tie you up, but what the hell, you like that anyway, so it's all good. When the drug wears off you will still feel as randy as hell and I will make you come greater, longer and harder than any man and you'll be mine forever."
Gale was trying to shake her head, but Bernice had a firm grip of it. I had seen enough. I rushed back into the bedroom not much had changed apart from Gail was trying to hump a pillow and it wasn't working.   
I told Gail what I had seen, there was plenty in the cup to prove she was drugged.   
"Fuck, I'm so randy. I know it's the drugs, but non the less, I am still randy." Gail said. "Come closer, I have a plan, I don't want her to hear it, unfortunately I can't help you, I'm a little tied up." She giggled at her own joke.   
That was how I ended up balls deep in my wife's arse. We had used Bernice as a living sex doll to make Gail's airtight fantasy come true. But she wasn't finished, not by a long chalk.    
After I set Gail free and got some life back into her limbs she went downstairs and came back with her cup. The one with the drug in it. She walked towards Bernice who started shaking her head. I think she knew where this was going. I helped Gail unlace the helmet, but we left the gag in. Gail pinched Bernice's nose, she couldn't breathe through it and with the gag at the back of her throat she was struggling to take a breath. Gale timed it nearly perfectly, she pulled the gag out just as Bernice was trying to breathe in. Her mouth wide open and she poured a large amount of what was in the cup into Bernice's mouth. It was only then by the smell I could tell it was coffee. There was lots of coughing and spluttering as Bernice tried to spit it out, but Gale put her hands over her mouth and pinched her nose. We repeated that with what was left in the cup and after a short while Bernice's struggles slowed down. Whether it was the drugs in the drink, or she was worn out I don't know, and as the effect was the same, I couldn't care less.   
We had swapped the helmet gag for our ball gag. Gail came back with a handful of her makeup. She started applying it to Bernice who I'm absolutely certain had never worn any before. Lipstick around the ball gag, blusher, eyeliner all that sort of girly stuff. Gail slipped a leather collar around her neck. It made her look submissive. She laid still with the hands tied behind her back, what she didn't know was there was a slipknot on a long tail. It would just take one pull and she would be free. Well, that was the plan anyway. I was probably going to screw it up. Not literally if you know what I mean. I looked across and noticed Bernice her legs had been tied wide apart, also with slip knots.    
I wanted to wear a condom, but Gail said there were two problems with that. It wouldn't look right, it showed lack of commitment and doing it bareback showed a willingness to procreate. And we hadn't got any anyway. 'Fuck' I thought to myself, well that was going to be the problem, would I, could I go through with Gail's plan?    
I didn't want to be recognised so Gail had got one of her bedroom sexy wigs and plopped it on my head, so it obscured most of my face. It also helped that I didn't have to look at my sister.   
"Come on sweetheart we agreed. Just do this for revenge, for the grief she has given you since you were fifteen, and for trying to steal your wife." Gail said as she reached out for me. Actually, I didn't think I signed up for incest. And I was having problems with my manhood. "It's not your sister, and you don't need to be in there long. As soon as I have a video of it going in and out, we're done." Said my wife and with that she pulled my trousers down and started sucking my cock. I managed to get the rest of my clothes off. I got hard. Gail was very good at doing that.   
Bernice was aware enough now to guess what was going to happen, she probably had the half of it. She got the full story when Gail picked up a video camera and pointed at her.   
I got between Bernice's legs, I took hold of two ropes that held her legs apart and released them so they became free. I lifted her legs and slid into her. She was a bit tight. I leaned forward and turned her head to one side and undid the ball gag. I pulled it out of her mouth, it just stayed open. I pulled the tail on the slip knot holding her hands behind her back. She soon got them out and reached up to me with her hands open. I thought she was trying to strangle me. I lifted her legs up as far as I could so Gail could get a good video of me going in and out my sister's cunt. She'd have to be quick because I was going soft very quickly. This was not fun.   
Bernice finally got her voice back. "Get out of me you fucking bastard. This is rape." Strange when I do it to her it's rape but not when she ties up and does similar to my wife, mmm strange as I say. "See you can't even fuck a woman properly." My sister shouted.   
"You're so fucking ugly the only person you can get to fuck you is a drunken blind woman." I don't know if that was true or not. Gail had disappeared. I knew exactly where she had gone. Bernice was doing her best to get her muscles to work so she could get dressed. I didn't help her, I just slipped my underpants on. Bernice was nearly dressed when Gail came back clutching a tablet.    
"Sit down you bitch, watch this." If I knew Gail, she would have done a very quick edit. She turned the tablet so I could see it. I recognised a picture of Bernice. "This is the website your sister runs in California, it's a dating website primarily for lesbians, but because of the law she cannot limit it to one gender.
Nothing wrong in that everybody needs somebody but here's her bio. 'We are here to help you find your partner, blah blah blah, we know how difficult it is to find your life partner. I had my first love taken away from me by a man. I will never forgive men for what they do to us. I am proud to say I have never been intimate with the male of the species. So, your bio implies you have proudly never had sex with a man. Well, I've got some video to disprove that." Gail looked at me. "This is her having sex with a man that looks very similar to her brother, but you can't make it out because of all the hair." She pressed play on the tablet and showed it to Bernice and the look on her face told me everything I needed to know.   
"There you are with a man who looks a little bit like your brother with his cock in your cunt and your hands reaching out to him, you're wearing makeup, and have a black collar around your neck. Just a few captions and innuendos and your reputation will be ruined, all the people on your dating site will see you for what a lying submissive cunt you are. Your members who look up to you for being so proud of never having a man in you will just fade away. So, here's the deal: you just fade away from us and this will stay under wraps. If you ever approach me or my husband again, I will press the send button. So now fuck off out of our house never darken our door again."    
I'd never seen my sister cry. I think she was making up for that with the amount of tears pouring out of her.   
I made sure my sister left the house, when I got back upstairs my wife took hold of me and kissed me deeply.
Gail said to me. "There must have been some aphrodisiac left floating around my system because I feel randy as hell. So come here let me clean your sister off that cock of mine before you shove it in me." She got on her knees and cleaned me off and then I fucked her as hard as I could neither of us lasted long. As we cuddled she whispered to me. "We must get one of those helmets. I just love the smell, but no gag."   
We slept late the next day and after lunch I got a phone call from my mother saying that Bernice had managed to get a flight back to America this evening, did we want to go round and say goodbye to her. When I asked Gail she said 'yes', it would be a nice thing to do. But she must take her tablet with her after she has done some more editing.   
Epilogue.   
Bernice returned to America. Three years later we got an invite to her wedding. She was marrying her girlfriend of three years. Mum and Dad went over for the wedding and spent a couple of lovely weeks there. We didn't go. Life for us just settled down. We did visit California a couple years after Bernice got married. When they picked us up at the airport Bernice gave Gail a big hug, I got a small one after I called her Bernie. When I asked her how married life was suiting her. She seemed happy. I commented quietly to Gail how much she looked like my sister's wife.
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I got the idea for this story from a YouTube video title I saw.
This story may not be reproduced in part or whole without the consent of the author.
Melonie, my girlfriend and me Dave
Kaz Mike, Married four years.
Debbie Phillip Married three years.
Wendy alone.
We were out having drinks with friends on Friday evening, it was something we often did. We had a few and there was lots of laughter. There was Debbie and Phil, married a few years. Kaz, her husband, Mike of four years, he was still working and would join us in a bit. Wendy, in between girlfriends and Melonie, my girlfriend of two years who had moved in with me nine months ago and me, Dave.
We just seemed to congregate, some of us had been to school and college together, others worked together and others were partners. We did lots of stuff together, sports, hobbies. The girls naturally went shopping. We even went to each other's work parties. We were an eclectic bunch.
I was waiting for Mike to turn up as I had a small jeweller's box in my pocket with an engagement ring in it,I was going to ask Mel to marry me.
Everyone was happy, there was an expectant air about the table centred on Mel. Did they know what I planned?
It was my round and I was at the bar. I could hear Debbie laughing, she was the loud one in our group, nothing seemed to faze her, and everything was a joke. Debbie was always the one waving her arms about. It was what she did to draw attention to herself.
She annoyed me sometimes. I saw she had her phone in her hand, I hope she wasn't recording. She always had that phone on her, she lived by it. I know it pissed Phil off at times too. It was really annoying when she would ask you a question and then ignore you when her phone bonged a notification.
I headed back to our table with the first three drinks, I had asked the barman if I could take these three whilst he poured the others, he nodded as he topped up my Guinness. I had not paid yet.
Debbie was laughing, "Here he comes the little beer delivery toe sucking simp." Kaz and Mel joined in her laughter. Wendy smiled and Phil just looked embarrassed, he had been the brunt of his wife's jokes before.
He recognised the look on my face.
Looking at Mel. "So you are sharing our intimate details with our friends now?"
"It's okay sweetie I was just telling them how 'energetic' you get after you have washed my feet and nibbled my toes."
Debbie spoke up. "Come on Dave, under the table, I would love a foot rub, I wouldn't bite them though they are a bit smelly, mind you, you might like that, have you got a foot smell fetish as well."
Kaz spoke up. "I've got a particularly juicy big toe on my left foot in need of your tongue or teeth, get you all revved up for Mel later."
They all laughed loudly at her comment, including Mel. Wendy and Phil not so much as the others.
Yes I did have a foot fetish, Mel and I talked about it a bit, she was okay with it as she got the benefit. But I didn't want it public knowledge, the same as she probably wouldn't like me spreading around what turned her on.
I looked at Mel. "Anything else you want to tell them?"
"Oh I am sure there are other secrets I might let slip." She said laughing.
Debbie leaned across the table and touched Mel's hand. "Oh come on what dirty kinky secrets have you got on our little kinky simp, does he take it up the arse too?"
That caused another bust of laughter.
By now Phil and Wendy were giggling. Laughter is infectious.
I walked away, not to the toilet, not to the bar. Straight to the door of the pub. I got there, turned and looked back. All five were in fits of laughter. I do not think they had missed me.
I went home and sat there thinking if she was going to talk to people like Debbie about our intimate secrets, did I want to marry her? The answer was No, the next question was did I want to keep seeing her? I loved her but she overstepped the boundary. Let's see what she says when she gets in.
I was expecting my phone to ring, nothing. Did they not even wonder where I was?
It got to half past ten, nothing. I was getting angrier now. Did she hold me in that low esteem, that she didn't wonder where I was.
Opening up some bin liners I went upstairs and started putting her clothes and toiletries in them. I took the ring out of the ring box and put the box on top.
I went to the front and back door and locked them and went to bed. Not that I was going to sleep.
It was 11:30 when I heard a car pull up at the front and then drive off. I assumed it was a taxi. Shortly after that there was a beating on the front door and ringing of the doorbell. It went quiet and I heard the back gate rattle and banging on the back door. That was when Mel probably realised she was locked out. She came round the front again where our bedroom was. This time when she started ringing the bell I opened the window from the bedroom and looked down at her and said. "I thought you had gone to Debbie's place to carry on taking the piss out of me?"
"It was just a laugh, a bit of a giggle."
"So, our sex life and humiliating me is just a laugh now, is it?"
"It was just a joke; I didn't mean anything by it."
"If you didn't mean anything by it, why did you share intimate details with friends, especially Debbie you know what she's like. I would never hear the last of this. And what was that crap about me taking it up the arse. You didn't step in to defend me when Debbie said that. You just laughed along with her. You've probably spent the last three hours laughing at me behind my back."
"No, we didn't."
"Well, you obviously didn't care where I was because no one's phoned me to see what happened to me. I could be lying in a gutter or in hospital as much as you fucking lot care."
"No, we just thought you were pissed off and you would come back. We lost track of time and we were having a laugh. When we realised it, it was late, so I came home."
"Half past fucking eleven, spent all that time laughing about me taking it up the backside I suppose."
She looked down, "No, well not really."
"Did you tell them any of your little likes? I bet not. Did anyone else share the intimate secrets, or was it just me held up to ridicule?"
"No, we changed the subject when we saw you weren't coming back with the beer."
"So you carried on taking the piss till you realised I had gone. It wasn't me you missed, but the beer delivering simp?
"So not only take the piss out of me, you also didn't bother to see where I was. Fuck you! So, what was so funny anyway?"
"It was a sort of truth or dare."
"And I suppose you went first just to make me look like a fucking pervert."
"They are our friends. We can trust them."
"WHAT! Debbie has only just stopped taking the piss out of Wendy for being gay in the last six months. How much fun do you think she will have with me."
"Please sweetheart, let me in, we can talk about this. It's late." She was crying.
"You are right, it is late, probably not too late to see where this relationship is going." And with that I heaved the plastic bin liners out the window and let them drop onto the front garden. I heard her start crying.
"Where will I..."
I closed the window.
I did care where she was going, but I wasn't going to show it.
I went downstairs unplugged the doorbell and left my phone down there and went upstairs and watched out the window. I saw Debbie's car pull up, she got in and they drove off.
I went to bed. Well at least I wouldn't have to put up with Debbie anymore.
But I was going to get my revenge.
As I lay back in my bed I thought back to Mel and my voyage of discovery.
It wasn't long after Mel moved into my little house with me that she came home and told me she had been on her feet all day and she had the wrong shoes on for that day. She flopped back on the sofa. I offered to give them a rub for her. She said she would love that, but they were smelly after being in those shoes all day and as soon as she had the energy she would have a shower.
With that she closed her eyes, and I was certain she fell asleep. I had an idea. I went and got a bowl of warm water and some soap. I eased her shoes off her feet and started to wash her feet. When they were clean and dry I rubbed her feet, ran my thumbs up her soles. She groaned, I recognised that grown. She moved her legs apart, then for no apparent reason, I gently lifted her foot to my mouth and kissed her big toe, then I sucked it. Mel moaned slightly. I started nibbling gently down the soft arch. That was when I realised, I had an erection. I could see up Mel's skirt and it looked like she had a wet patch up there, but it was dark up there so I wasn't sure.
I transferred my attention to her other foot. She moaned some more.
After a few minutes she opened her eyes. "Honey, that is fantastic, but would you like to use your mouth and tongue further up?"
"Willingly, but I will need a hand getting the skirt and knickers off."
She lifted her backside up and pulled her skirt up around her waist, I pulled her knickers down. They were wet.
I eased her pussy lips apart and teased her clitoris with my tongue and then pushed it up her pussy. I knew what she liked and in this position it was easy. She was breathing heavily. I increased my attention to her clitoris, licking it rapidly and at the same time quite forcibly pushed two fingers deep inside her. She came, hard. I disentangled myself from her, undid my trousers, eased my hard cock out and entered hard. I didn't want her to come down. I rammed in again and again. This was not love making this was pure fucking. She screamed as she came this time, and I was right behind her as I emptied myself deep into her and then collapsed on to her. It took us a few minutes to recover.
"Bloody hell Dave where did that come from?"
"I don't know, but it was good, I think we had better order takeaway and have a shower. We both smell now."
She chuckled and said. "My feet don't, that was nice."
I investigated on the internet and realised I may be a foot fetishist. A couple of days later I mentioned I might have a thing for feet. She told me that it was okay as long as she got the benefit, with that she rubbed my crotch. I got the message. She would ask me to rub her feet after a long day, sometimes I would just play with them in my lap whilst we watched telly. And sometimes I would wash them for her. We generally had great sex after I played with her feet, I thought the feeling was mutual. But I did decide to see if I could get massage lessons so I could do her calves and shoulders. They often ached after a long day.
There was a slight hiccup, a couple of weeks after I started doing the foot rub, she called me her foot slave. I stood up and walked out. She came rushing after me and apologised. I told her if she was going to take the piss, I was going to stop doing it. She never did it again.
I thought that I had set the level.
Mel and I had finished in the garden, it was a very hot day and we were both sweaty and sticky from all the work. Mel suggested a shower, together. She asked as she had been wearing flip-flops on her feet, would I wash her feet first. She gave me a cheeky smile as she asked, she knew where a foot wash would lead.
I thought it was the ideal time to test my new thumb skills. I had watched a few YouTube videos and wanted to put into practice what I had seen. And it worked. Mel got quite vocal.
Before we got too far I dragged her to the shower. We washed each other. We both spent time on our knees with their mouth on the other's genitals.
I was washing her back "Now." She said and put her hands on the shower walls and pushed her backside out. I entered her, hard. Mel screamed.
Mel got louder, I realised with the heat all the windows were open. I did not want our neighbours hearing us so I placed my hand over her mouth.
Mel's hands grasped my wrists. I thought she was trying to pull my hand from her mouth. So I let go. She was not. She put my hand back over her mouth. It was a bit of a scramble, and I got it wrong with all the water and the hands going everywhere. I was still pushing up inside her when my hand covered her mouth and nose. I felt her try to breathe in, she couldn't.
She came, hard. It was difficult for me to hold her up as she thrashed around in her orgasm.
We talked about it afterwards and we thought it was because she was gagged by my hand. We tried different gags, cloth over and in the mouth, and even a ball gag, that was okay, it reduced her breathing, then we tried two-inch wide gaffa tape. That worked better. Then one day, I was deep inside her when she was gagged with tape, thrusting gently, but deeply, I held her hands over her head to stop her pulling the tape off and I had a flash of inspiration, I squeezed her nose closed with my fingers. She came instantly and almost threw me off of her. Bloody hell.
We worked out quite quickly that it was the breath control that sent her over the edge, especially if I did it as she was breathing in, breath control that did it for her. I felt good we both had a kink.
It did nothing for me apart from the obvious of giving to the one you love.
Her favourite was her hands tied over her head, not for the bondage, but because I couldn't hold her up when she came. I had fitted a pull up bar in our bedroom doorway. Entering her from behind and using one hand to hand gag her and squeeze her nose at the right time whilst my other hand played with her clit.
I had to tie her wrists quite tightly and that left rope marks, we didn't want that. So, we used leather wrist cuffs, that was better. Eventually she had a pair of leather gloves and the wrist cuffs, they reduced the marks.
Seeing how much she enjoyed the massage I had a plan.
I had searched for where to learn to do massage properly, there was none anywhere near us, and I would have to fit it in around my day job.
So I decided to pop into a local massage parlour. They may know somewhere that taught massage. I was a bit wary. It might be a bit sleazy. But it wasn't, it was almost a bit clinical. I told the receptionist what I wanted. She seemed a little confused and called the manager. I told the manager what I wanted. She gave me a funny look but invited me into her office.
She offered me coffee. I accepted as she made it. I looked around her office, and at her. It seemed to be all quite efficient and tidy.
She was quite a few years older than me, quite pretty, very fit and with that accent probably from the former communist eastern bloc.
"I can teach you, it is a business so it will cost you. Why do you want to learn."
"My girlfriend likes it, I like doing it."
"In all my time in this business, there is something underlying. You are not telling me the truth."
I felt the blood rush to my face with the heat. I looked at this woman. She had her head slightly to one side and a smile on her face. I had the feeling she'd seen a lot of life.
"Okay, my girlfriend likes it." I took a deep breath, looked at the lady and said. "I think I might have a fetish for feet." That was the first time I'd ever said it. But it felt better getting it off my chest. I looked at the lady. Her head was still slightly to one side and the smile was still on her face. "Ah at last someone who recognises what he is. I can work with you." She put her hand out. "My name is Jane. You can call me Jane."
We settled on a price she wanted 40 quid a lesson. I wanted to pay twenty. We agreed on thirty as long as the lesson was a full hour. And over the next couple of months she taught me how to properly do a Swedish back, neck and shoulder massage as well as the feet and the calves.
I took time off work during the day and made it up in the evening.
Jane had set up a training programme and it was halfway through when the shit hit the fan. Mel told our friends about my thing for feet. They all laughed at me, so I left the pub, and my relationship.
I got up in the morning, looked at my phone and there were hundreds of messages from all of them. They all came in after half past one. I read the first few. They were all pretty much the same, I deleted the rest unread. I went for a run, I guessed they would be round knocking on the door whilst I was out. The security cameras caught them. Including Mel looking up at the camera and asking to be let in. I waited around the corner till I saw them drive away and went home.
I answered Mel's parents. I told them she had disrespected me by letting out intimate secrets and then laughing about them in my face. I did not want a relationship with a person who could do that to me, even though I loved her. I could not go on. Mel's mum asked quietly if there had been a ring in the ring box. My answer was cryptic. "What use is an empty ring box?" I heard her start crying as I hung up.
I wanted revenge on Debbie for all the shit she had thrown at everyone over the years and Kaz because she was a follower and she followed Debbie. We all follow sometimes, but we are aware of the repercussions, Kaz not so much when following Debbie.
Phil and Wendy I could forgive the giggling, laughter is infectious.
I made my plans, but did I want to punish Mel, or just teach her a lesson? That I would have to work out for myself. I loved her, a lot. It would depend on her. She never said she was 'sorry' for what she did.
She never said 'sorry' in any of the texts I saw, I suppose after that I never gave her much of a chance.
I was a software developer and worked from home most of the week. The company insisted we all went to work one day a week. They said brainstorming around the coffee machine bore more results than Zoom or Webex. They were correct.
I decided to go to work every day. Get there early and leave late. Go in by the back door, leave the same way. I checked and often saw Mel or one of the others waiting for me.
After a month they stopped bothering me. Looks like they moved on. My plans were coming together. My hair had grown out and I had a beard.
I was not being hassled so I was now working back at home. I could have the day free and catch up with work in the evening. I started following Kaz and Debbie. Kaz was easy. I quickly got a couple of photos I wanted, she was having lunch with a work colleague. She gave me a strange look as I walked past her, I wondered if she recognised me with the facial hair?
Debbie was going to be harder.
I needed to find the soft underbelly of Debbie. There was something I had glimpsed on Debbie over the past six months, it would be difficult to verify. What I saw reminded me of something Mel and I had discovered in our play. I would not be able to get the information I wanted from outside the circle. The comment about. 'Keep your friends close but your enemies closer' came to mind.
I would have to get back with them, anyway I missed Phil, Mike and Wendy. Yes, Mel as well.
I asked Jane for help. I had a plan to get back in and take Kaz down at the same time. Jane came with me to the pub, I promised her dinner for her support.
I saw them all, but ignored them.
There was an extra bloke there, he looked a bit familiar.
I planned my trip to the toilet. There were just the two of us in there.
We had finished at the urinals and were washing our hands.
"Hi, loud crowd you're with." I said.
"Yeah, a bit overwhelming, girlfriend wants me to meet her friends for a bit then we are going for dinner, second date."
"Hope it goes well."
"Yeah, thanks."
The air dryers precluded any further conversation. He smiled at me as he left.
I approached their table, they were all there. Mel had her new chap, Toilet man. It had been six weeks. She had obviously moved on. That was okay. Mel's chap recognised me from the loo, the others took a while as the beard fooled them for a while. When I got closer a flash of recognition and fear passed Kaz's face.



"Hi. Nice to see you all again, how are you all?" There was a mumbled reply.
Mike was with Kaz this time, I could tell he knew the story.
I looked at Mel. "Didn't take you long to move on and replace me then."
Mel looked down at the table.
I looked at toilet man. "Be careful what you tell her, don't tell her any secrets. She will share them with her friends here. Anything a little odd that doesn't fit in their narrow-minded attitude they will laugh at you, take the piss, ridicule and belittle you. And she will join in the laughter. Leaving you feeling this big." I held up my hand with my thumb and forefinger about 1/4 inch apart.
They all looked chastened.
I pulled my phone out. "Okay, let's have a last happy photo of my former friends."
I lifted it up, took a photo. They didn't look happy at all. "Let me send it to you."
They were all still quiet. I heard their phones go. Kaz looked at hers and went white and said. "Oh Shit."
"Mike, you may want to look at that." I said. It was a short video clip I sent to everyone, not the photo.
The clip was of her holding the hands of a man across a table. I knew he would recognise the man as a work mate of hers. I knew Mike didn't like him.
Mike had a thunderous look on his face.
"I have more if you wish?" I told him.
"Yes please."
They were all ready, I just pressed send.
Mike looked at them, he just got up and walked away.
Kaz rushed after him. "Honey, it's not what it looks like." She was right, it wasn't.
I just looked at Debbie as if to say, 'You're next'.
With that I turned and walked back to my table where Jane was waiting for me.
As I sat down Mel was beside my table. "Dave I'm sorry. I was wrong. Please can we talk, we haven't talked since that night."
We had not. I had shouted, she had cried, but no talking.
"What about your boyfriend?"
"He's not my boyfriend, it's a second date. I work with him."
"Well, you had better ask Jane." I indicated the lady sat next to me. I did not let on who she was.
"Jane, excuse me. I am sorry for being rude. My name is Mel. Dave is my ex, we had a falling out. I was stupid, it was my fault. Would you mind if I talked to him for a minute or two in private."
Jane still had her cute, gentle central European accent, she had lived here a long time, but still had not lost the twang.
"David is taking me to dinner, but you ask nicely, how could I refuse, however we have table booked. I give you five minutes." But she didn't move, that kind of upset Mel a little. The pub was crowded, there was nowhere private.
"Dave, I am sorry, but I may need more than a few minutes, can we have a coffee sometime soon please?"
I had missed her, but I was still pissed at her. I lost £100 returning the ring. Not to mention a life with the one I loved.
I made arrangements to meet her in a coffee shop in town tomorrow.
She apologised to Jane again for being rude and headed back to a much quieter table.
We could hear shouting outside, sounded like Kaz and Mike. Seeing pictures of your wife walking into a hotel with another man can do that. It was completely innocent. The photo was a fake, a very good photoshop. I was in the software business, I knew people who could do that sort of thing. But the clincher was the date time stamp was when Mike was away for a few days. 'Properties' would confirm the date/time stamp too.
The seeds had been sown.
Jane said to me. "She is very pretty. And polite too. She learn her lesson. You take her to dinner now, you take me next week?"
"She has her date."
"Oh, he just walk out, alone."
I took Jane to dinner, then back to the massage parlour where she let me practise on her with a foot as well as a Swedish back, neck and shoulder massage.
I met Mel for coffee in town, she was early and had a drink waiting for me.
"You asked for this, you start." I said gently. She did look good, sad but good.
"David, I am sorry for what I did, I regret it every hour of every day. I was stupid, I got carried away with Debbie's stories and wanted to go one better. It was totally fucking stupid of me. Worse, I didn't realise what I had done until I was in the taxi on the way home."
Her eyes were full of tears.
"Okay, I accept you are sorry, but it didn't take you long to move on?"
"That was Graham, he has been helping me at work, I've not been doing well since, well, I don't get foot rubs." She smiles sheepishly at me. It was cute. "It was just a thank you dinner, I think he was hoping for more. He is a nice chap, but he isn't you. I don't think he will talk to me on Monday."
"Okay I accept your apology. The floor is still yours."
She reached across the table and took my hands, I let her hold them. "I want to get back together. I screwed up and I want to prove to you how sorry I am. I will do anything, please."
"What do you mean by anything?"
"You name it, I will do it. Except for another person."
I was expecting this was what she wanted, so I had things I wanted.
"Never see Debbie or the crowd again."
"Yes." She said instantly.
She answered very quickly, almost as if she was expecting that request.
"I thought you might ask that of me, and I have to say I will miss them, but if it is a choice between them or you, it's you every time. And to be honest I think I need to separate myself from Debbie. She has taken to trying to influence Kaz. She did that to me that Friday night, I didn't see it till it was too late. Sorry.
"We couldn't find you, it was like you disappeared off the face of the earth, we knew you were around because your car kept moving. Where did you go?"
"Nowhere, I just watched for you and waited till you left. I had some cold wet evenings."
"We decided to leave you alone to see if you surfaced. You did with that lady, she seemed nice." She hesitated. "Are you an item, am I too late?"
"No she is my teacher, if you had not taken the piss, you would have benefited from what she is teaching me."
She took a drink of her coffee. "Please can we try again. I promise I will not do anything like that again. What is in our sex life stays between us." She looked abashed." You could have let on what gets me off and got your revenge. Debbie would have had a field day. I know you, you wouldn't do that to someone you love. And I won't do it to you ever again.
"Please sweetheart, give me one more chance, you won't regret it."
I had already decided if she was contrite enough I would take her back and see how it turned out. She had offered anything except another person. I wondered how far I could push it.
"What do you call anything, you've already told me what you won't do. And I agree with that. But what else."
I think I tipped my hand that I was going to say 'yes'. She smiled. "I liked it when you rubbed my feet when I was wearing stockings. I will wear stockings all the time where appropriate, they are not the thing to wear to work, but you can have a veto. I will do whatever, whenever and wherever unless I am ill, because I trust you not to embarrass us.
"Blowjobs, bum sex, bondage, dressing up, latex, leather, role play, outdoors, anything. What do you want?"
"You've thought about it then?"
"Yes, I thought about what I would do to get you back and it is almost anything. You name it."
"I don't know yet, but I am sure something will come up."
"Good." She said with a smile.
"I have a request, well two actually. Will you rub my feet tonight? I am wearing those nice stockings you like and if you wish to put your hand over my mouth, I won't complain.
"This one is quite difficult. After what you did last night I think you have seriously damaged Kaz and Mike's relationship, maybe even divorce."
I didn't want that. I wanted to teach Kaz a lesson, Mike would be a little collateral damage. He was tough, he would get over it. But this wasn't right. "Okay, I think I can sort that out, but she was holding his hand. The other was a fake. I will tell Mike what to look for."
I sent Mike a text. 'Phone me. It's important'. I didn't want to just phone him out of the blue, he was probably upset with me.
He was on the phone straight away. "WHAT?"
"Sorry man, I've caused you more problems than I thought. The photo is a fake. There are clues in there. Open it up for me and I will tell you where to look."
I pointed out that the date and time clock behind the reception desk was different from the date time stamp on the photo and if you looked closely at the watch on the man's wrist it was over the shirt cuff and the time was different again.
He was a bit calmer now. "What about the video?"
"Sorry mate, that is real. But they didn't leave the restaurant together." I wasn't sure about that.
"Okay, thanks, I think. Look sorry for shouting."
"Not a problem mate, I deserved it. I'll buy you a beer when we see each other again."
I hung up and saw Mel was on the phone, she showed me the phone, she was talking to Kaz. She told her about the fake photo, she had obviously overheard me. She then told her that I told Mike she had not left the restaurant with the bloke.
"I know him, he is a smooth, good looking git. Spends his time trying to get into married women's knickers, it's a game to him. I just hope he didn't succeed with you Kaz."
It went quiet on the other end of the phone.
"Kaz, please tell me you haven't."
The reply was quiet. "No. Please don't tell Mike."
There was nothing to tell Mike.
"I'll see you tomorrow for coffee, I'll be round at yours at two." She hung up.
"I think you touched a nerve with Mike, I think he already suspects something is going on between them. He has been a bit off these last few weeks. Shit."
We finished our drinks. Mel reached across the table. "Please can I come home with you; I need a hug after listening to Kaz."
We did go home, she got her hug, a foot rub and a cuddle after making love.
"Can I tell Mum and Dad we are back together?"
"Yes, and the crowd. I need to buy Mike a beer so I will be there Friday."
"Okay. Thanks."
She leapt out of bed and went to her phone. "Mum, It's all fine, nothings wrong. I am at Dave's place." She looked at me. "Yes we are back together." There was a pause, she looked down a bit. "No mum, I think it's a bit soon for that. See you later."
"Is she planning the Engagement party?"
"No asking if I was moving back in. You heard what I said."
"I did, but you had better bring a toothbrush back next time you visit, and some underwear."
A smile lit up her face.
We arranged to meet next Tuesday, she wanted Monday after work, Graham may be a challenge. But I was having my final lesson on Monday. She was seeing Kaz tomorrow and would let me know what was happening. I went to bed a happier man.
Mel went home in the morning to collect her toothbrush.
The crowd beat me to it. There was a knocking on my front door at one o'clock. And there they all were. Bearing gifts. Debbie was in the front as soon as the door was open she spoke. "Dave I'm sorry that was out of order taking the mickey out of you like that. I will never mention that again. What you and Mel do is between you."
I wondered if my actions with Kaz had her worried?
Debbie held out a bottle of red. I was more interested in the slabs of beer that Mike and Phil had. Kaz had a bottle of white and Wendy was holding some flowers. Mel had a small suitcase. Far too big for a few bits of underwear and a toothbrush.
I invited them all in, there was little else I could do. They were all very apologetic and promised never to do it again. I believed most of them. The afternoon went well. Wendy found a vase for the flowers and then accepted a glass of wine. Debbie, Mike, Phil and I caught up with what had been happening over the last few months. Mike had won a bit on the gee gee's. Phil was going away again next week. An overseas trip this time to Belgium. Wendy sipped her wine, and she was her usual quiet self, just adding the out comment when asked. Debbie never stopped talking, I tuned her out.
Mel and Kaz went outside to look at something in the garden. They were out there for quite a while. I don't think anybody noticed. Well Mike may have done.
They all left just about four leaving Mel and I to clear up the mess, that was about normal for this lot. They seemed to think everything had turned back to how it was.
One of them was wrong.
After we had cleared up Mel asked if she could unpack. I followed her upstairs, she knew where to put her stuff. There was plenty of space. She had only brought a toothbrush, toothpaste and underwear. Lots of bras, knickers, suspender belts and stockings. She looked at me and smiled as she put them away. The last thing she took out was her leather gloves. I told her not to put them away.
We had an early night, we both had a lot to catch up on, no kink just making love. As we relaxed in our post coital bliss Mel told me about her chat with Kaz. It appears my intervention with the fake photo and the video clip had averted a disaster in her marriage. She had been considering having a one night stand with the bloke from work. Debbie had been egging her on and would cover for her. But when Mike saw the video clip the game was up and she came to her senses. Mel confided in me, but she thought Debbie might be running around on Phil.
I hadn't thought of that
Phil would not make our next Friday get together as he would still be in Belgium and return Saturday afternoon.
Did I want to involve Mel in my revenge on Debbie?
Mel had followed where Debbie led, but it was Mel's decision to do that.
So, not for now.
With Phil being out of the country for a few days it would be ideal to see what Debbie got up to whilst he was away. If she was cheating on Phil, now would be the time to catch her.
I did not bother with her during the day, she would be at work, but I wondered what she would do in the evening, she was not the sort of person to be alone or just sit and watch telly unless it was something specific she wanted to watch.
On Wednesday I followed her to Wendy's house after work, she walked. They are friends, which seems sensible. Saves cooking for one person. Although Wendy was a Vegetarian and Debbie was not. Wendy is still between partners. However, Debbie had never once visited Wendy when I followed her the last time I did this. Perhaps I missed it? I couldn't watch her all the time. I waited a couple of hours in case they went out, but they didn't so I went home and carried on working.
I followed her the following day, and again she went to Wendy's house. Now I thought that was strange.
I gave it an hour and they had not gone out. I phoned Debbie, and it went to voicemail. That was strange too, Debbie's life was on that phone. If she wasn't talking to people she was on the phone, sometimes both.
I phoned Wendy. She answered, I asked her if she knew where Debbie was. I had a question to ask her? She told me she had no idea.
Now that piqued my interest, why lie?
I hung around, it was hard to stay awake, but I managed it, I am sure I nodded off several times. I was rewarded when I saw Debbie leave just after seven o'clock.
She went home, changed and went to work. I went home, confused and to get some sleep.
I knew Debbie finished work at midday on Friday, she was always mentioning it, and it got boring. I followed her, expecting her to go home, but again she went to Wendy's.
I told Mel to get to the pub and grab a table, she wasn't happy but did it.
I saw Debbie leave Wendy's house and go home. I rushed home, got changed and met Mel in the pub, she looked stunning. As I slid in next to her with our drinks she whispered to me. "My feet ache, can you help out later on?"
"Definitely."
Kaz and Mike turned up, they were a bit quiet, Wendy was next. Then Debbie, I studied her. She looked a bit jaded, and I recognised a fault in her lipstick, I had seen something similar when Mel and I played. I needed to confirm my suspicions.
As it was my first week back in the fold, I plied them all with drinks, most of Debbie's were doubles. Phil and Kaz seemed to settle down, she even leaned across and kissed him on the cheek. Public Displays of Affection, not their style. Phil smiled and took her hand.
I looked at Debbie. "You're looking a bit off."
"Yeah, missing Phil, so much to do when you are on your own in the house."
"Look, I've been looking up shoulder massages on YouTube, let me give you one. I might not be very good, but I can give it a try, can't be much different than a foot?" I was about to put to use what Jane had taught me. I stood behind her and started. I tried to lift her arms a few times, but she resisted. I wanted to look at her wrists, but she had a long sleeved blouse on. I applied my full skills and soon she was very relaxed. I quickly lifted both arms, saw what I expected. Two rope marks exactly like I had seen on Mel when we started playing. I ignored them and concentrated on her upper arms for a while.
"How was that I asked?"
"Fantastic. I will never take the piss out of you again."
"How about a foot massage as well, but you will have to lift them up, I am not getting on the floor."
Mel gave me a funny look.
I did Debbie's feet not a full massage just enough to settle her and confirm the rope marks on her ankles.
Things settled down. We all chatted about our week, Mike and Kaz had booked a holiday to a small cottage in Cornwall next month.
I asked Wendy if she had a girlfriend yet? Wendy had bought an occasional girlfriend on Friday evenings. They never lasted long. Debbie was always the first to console her when it went wrong.
I mentioned it must be difficult for her. She told me she couldn't find the woman with the same peccadillos as she has. I gently asked her to share what those peccadillos were, and maybe we could help. "You didn't want your foot thing known about, so thanks, but 'No' it's alright, I can manage for now." Debbie's face flushed.
Mike went on about his golf during the week, normal day to day stuff. I stopped buying Debbie doubles.
Debbie got a call from Phil, which we all had to share. She raved how good a shoulder massage was and he was going to have to learn that if he wanted any 'intimacy'. Flipping heck, the woman was black mailing her husband with sex in front of their friends. I liked her less and less.
Mel and I left a little early, she told the others she was feeling a little breathless and wanted to go home. I suspect they thought we were going to get naughty. Their suspicions were going to be correct.
We got just outside the pub door when Mel lifted her skirt and adjusted her suspenders. When she finished, she took my arm. As we walked home she asked. "What was that all about?"
"What, I was just helping a friend with stress."
She snorted.
How much do I tell her?
It did not take long to get home. Clothes were spread all the way up the stairs. It was not long before Mel had her hands tied to the pull up bar with rope, without her gloves. I crammed the ball gag in and strapped it tight.
Then I did something new, after removing her stockings and suspender belt I tied a rope around her right ankle and pulled it up so it was off the floor and behind her knee, securing the rope to the pull up bar. I sat on the floor and started playing with her foot. To start with I ran my nails firmly down the length of her sole, not to tickle, that was new, Mel jumped. I carried on doing that a few times and then used my thumbs to massage the sole of her foot. I used all the techniques Jane taught me, just where to push and watch for the effect.
I gently nibbled the soft sole, I knew she liked that.
I sucked her toes, starting with the big one. And worked my way down, giving each a little nibble as I went. Whilst I was doing that, I was massaging on the top of her foot. I could hear her breathing very heavily. She was struggling to breathe around the ball gag. That was my intention. I slipped one of my hands up her leg and entered her with two fingers. I used my other fingers to play with her clitoris. It wasn't very subtle. But it worked, she came heavily. Now it was my turn. I pulled the rope, releasing her ankle. I stood behind her, she stuck her backside out. That made it easier for me. My cock was rock hard as I entered her. I fucked her for all she was worth and just as she was about to come, I put my hand over the ball gag and squeezed her nose closed. She shook hard and ended up hanging by her wrists. I had to hold onto the pull up bar as well. I was glad it could hold the weight of two people.



It took a while, but I released her from the pull up bar and I think we helped each other to the bed.
After hanging from her wrists for so long I gave her a neck and shoulder massage. She moaned all the way through.
She went quiet after that and we lay there recovering, then asked me the question. "What was all that stress relief with Debbie about really, please you can tell me."
I lifted her arms and said. "I saw the same marks on Debbie's wrists. I think you are correct, she is playing away from Phil whilst he is away." I ran my fingers around her lips where the ballgag strap had left marks. "And she had these as well."
She sprang up. "With whom?"
"Wendy."
"You're sure?"
I told her the whole sorry tale.
"I am going to get my revenge. And I think Phil should know she is cheating on him."
"What about Wendy?"
"I don't know yet, if she is breaking up a marriage she gets it as well, but I don't know how."
At that point we were too tired to talk and fell asleep.
Over tea and toast in the morning Mel said to me. "I loved what you did last night, your foot rubs are fantastic, and what you did to my shoulders after being tied up was wonderful, how did you get to do that?"
I told her all about Jane and the massage lessons.
On our second cup of tea Mel said in a serious tone. "I agree with you about letting Phil know if Debbie is cheating. And if you think it's Wendy, I think I can help. We work together. Would you mind if I had a chat with her? We don't want to go barking up the wrong tree?"
I told her I thought that would be a good idea.
We spent a pleasant day just doing stuff together. I thought I would test her. I got a blowjob whilst watching the highlights of the Test Match cricket. I had to look in the newspaper the following morning to see what the score was. Bugger.
Mel got to my house just after six on Monday. She had another small suitcase. Was she moving in piece meal? The conversation over dinner was very interesting. She did have a word with Wendy, and yes it was Wendy Debbie was having an affair with, but it wasn't quite that simple.
She told me the story. Wendy was getting fed up with having the piss taken out of her for being gay, she couldn't help who she was. She managed to see Debbie going into a hotel with a workmate of hers. They weren't walking close or holding hands or anything like that but the way he kept on looking at her aroused an interest in Wendy. So, she followed them in, they stayed quite separate until they went into the same lift. Just after it left Wendy pushed the button to call the lift back down. It only went to one floor and came back down. She waited, they left together, not so discreet this time. Kissing before they left the hotel. She did a bit of digging and found out who he was, Mark Winters, married with two children. That would be typical for Debbie. She couldn't just fuck up her own life.
Wendy asked Debbie to pop round to her house and see her. When she got there, she told Debbie everything she knew. When Debbie was alone and did not have a crowd to play to, she was generally very quiet but this time she started having a go at Wendy. Wendy could take no more. She slapped her around the face, grabbed hold of her hair and pulled her over the back of the sofa and started slapping her backside. Debbie stopped struggling. Wendy pulled her tights down and started slapping her bare backside. When he could smell that Debbie was getting aroused. So, she felt her lady parts and they were wet. This was something Wendy hadn't expected.
Wendy took the opportunity and threatened to tell Phil about her affair and tell her affair partner's wife if Debbie didn't eat her out. It had been a long time.
Wendy then blackmailed Debbie for her to stop seeing the bloke from work and service her instead. However, there was something we didn't know. Wendy's peccadillo was also dominant in the bedroom and the reason she hadn't found a girlfriend was she couldn't find a submissive. So, she now blackmailed Debbie into being her submissive gay lover.
I loved the irony.
Mel told Wendy that she was going to tell me everything. Wendy replied that she had been expecting a visit or a call after she saw what I did on Friday.
Wendy didn't think she was at marriage breaker, because Debbie had already stepped over that line with Mr Winters, and was in fact helping, as they would only do it when Phil was away, so hardly any chance of getting caught.
Until Debbie upset someone, like Dave.
I really didn't know what to do with what Mel had found out. I gave Wendy a phone call, I thought she was expecting it. She knew I wanted to get revenge on Debbie. We came to an arrangement. I could out Debbie as long as Wendy was kept out of it. She had met a girl that she might have feelings for, they had played a bit and it seemed to be working. I told her I would keep her out of it, but I couldn't say what Debbie would do.
Next Friday was going to be dirty.
We all got settled in on Friday evening. We were on about our third or fourth drink, Debbie was holding court again as usual waving her arms around, she'd already knocked over one glass of beer, fortunately it was nearly empty when I said to Phil. "Flipping heck she's so loud, do you have to gag her when you have sex?"
"I have thought of that, but I don't know how good it would be."
"Well, you could always ask her gay lesbian lover, I'm sure she could tell you."
Debbie's face was a picture, her mouth hung wide open, and I think it was the first time she stopped talking all night.
"Yeah, that might be an idea, do you know who she is?" Phil laughed. I did not look at Wendy, but Debbie did.
"No, I don't but I'm guessing from the marks on the side of her mouth last week the ball gag was pretty tight."
Phil wasn't laughing, I didn't think Debbie's mouth could get any wider. It would take a really big ball gag.
I looked at Debbie. "From the marks on your wrists and ankles last week I'm guessing your lover must have tied you up pretty tight as well. When she had that cock gag strapped to your mouth was she facing you, or facing the other way so you could look up her asshole?"
Phil was starting to smile, he thought this was all a joke.
Debbie not so much she had lost all the colour of her face and was looking around worried. Phil thought this was me getting my revenge. Oh no, the next bit was my revenge.
"Of course you could always ask Mark Winters the chap she's been shagging. I wonder if he has to gag her as well.
"She was seen." I said in a serious voice.
I think the mention of that name hit home. Debbie burst into tears and held her hands to her face. Phil grabbed her wrists and pulled them away from her face, looked at her and shouted. "I fucking warned you anymore and you're out."
He stood up and just walked away, Debbie ran after him. I don't think it was going to do her any good.
"Fuck me." said Mike.
"I'd rather not, that's Kaz's job, right. My round I think."
Epilogue
Phil and Debbie ended up in counselling, I'm still not sure they're going to make it. She doesn't try to be the centre of attention so much these days. She can be quite a nice person.
Kaz and Phil sorted themselves out.
A couple of weeks later we met Wendy's new girlfriend, she seemed nice. I gather she's moved in with Wendy. I'm sure they're having lots of fun. It certainly seems like it.
Me and Mel, well yes, she was moving in piece by piece by stealth, I gave in and told her to bring the rest of her stuff. A couple of months later she was a bit edgy on Friday night. I thought something was coming but had no idea what. The two double Gin and Tonics she had was a bit of a giveaway. The girls were all coming back from the loo. There was an expectant air about the place. As she reached me in the middle of the pub, she got down on one knee. and said. "You proved your love for me enough to forgive my mistake, I want to spend the rest of my life proving my love to you. Will you marry me?" She pulled the ring box out and opened it and inside were two identical wedding bands.
"Yes my sweetheart I will."
She then pulled another ring box out of her pocket. And held it out to me. "Then you might want this. I went to every jeweller in town, gave them your name and asked which ring you had bought. I got a £100 discount."
I took the engagement ring out-of-the-box and slid it on her finger. She smiled at me. I dropped the engagement ring box on the floor and stamped on it.
We won't be needing that again.
The end
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In a story I read recently the author commented that there is love and forgiveness.
There is, but they forgot to mention that, sometimes if the betrayal is deep, whilst there may still be love, there is no forgiveness and there is revenge as well.
This is that story.
This story may not be reproduced in part or whole without the consent of the author.
To meet the requirements for my upcoming promotion I had to go from our head office in Reading to attend a management course in Manchester. I was to become Deputy HR manager. I needed training in those 'difficult discussions'. And this was a two week course I had been booked on for the finer points of human resources management techniques. The HR in my company didn't have a good rap, and in most cases I thought it was deserved. I worked with a bunch of arrogant prats who looked down on the rest of the company as a hindrance to doing business. You know those people that actually made stuff, made a profit and paid our wages. I was hoping to change that. And this course would help. The current deputy manager was being 'moved on' as the head of HR thought that a lot of this poor attitude came from her. Dave Harris Deputy Manager HR had a nice ring to it, and hopefully in a few years drop the Deputy.
We had known about the course for four weeks prior to it starting, it was planned to be two weeks and as the course finished late on the first Friday and an 8:00 start on Monday with the traffic around Birmingham we decided that I would stay over the weekend. I did ask my wife, Carrie if she would come up and see me as she didn't work on a Friday afternoon, she could get Friday morning off and easily drive up to me Friday morning and she may be able to bunk off work Monday. We had done that sort of thing before. She was quite keen when I first mentioned it, but a couple of weeks before I was due to go she told me something had come up at work and she was quite insistent she wouldn't be able to make it.
It was another thing that just wasn't right over the last couple of weeks. We had talked about starting a family, and to be honest had been going at it like rabbits, it was great. We had done the ceremonial flushing of her pills about two weeks before.
But about two weeks before the course started, she seemed to change her mind and seemed to dither a bit. And the sex fell away to almost nothing. I bought it up and I wanted to get a few shots at baby making before I went away, she seemed a bit reluctant. Something wasn't right. She was dithering. Babies are not the sort of thing to dither about. I asked her if she wanted to wait until I was settled in the new job, in which case she had better go back on the pill and I would wear a condom. I wouldn't be happy if that happened.
We had a long chat about it over the weekend and she seemed to change her mind again about babies and decided that it was time to go ahead. The rabbits were back in the house and the garden and the back of the car at lunchtime.
Something was nagging me at the back of my mind, but all my brain power was either working or in my cock.
When we got to the course on Monday, Margery, the course instructor told us we wouldn't be working on Friday as they had some unscheduled emergency maintenance to do on the electrics in the building. They apologised for not telling us earlier, but it had only come up last evening. We would work later during the week to catch up, it wasn't a problem. I had nothing else to do. I thought I would surprise the love of my life and pop home the middle weekend. It was about a four hour drive and if I left at three in the morning I'd probably be home by about seven and hopefully I could convince her to take the morning off, call in sick or something. She would still be in bed when I got home, and we could carry on our baby making activities.
Leaving at that time of the morning I would miss most of the traffic, I knew there were some overnight road work closures planned but I should hit them after the roads reopened.
Driving down the motorway Friday morning I looked back on how we met nine years ago. We had been married for seven. She had been on a hen night in Blackpool. Me and my mates had gone there for a stag night. Most of the lads were hoping to hook up with some girls that were there on a hen night. We were all single, well except the groom to be.
I was best man to my best mate Gerald for his wedding to his fiancé Lisa.
It was my job to make sure that nobody put Gerald, aka Gerry on a train to John o' Groats or some far-flung distant place with no money in his pocket or any other similar antic and to make sure he did not do anything to upset Lisa. That would be the hard bit.
At times I wondered if the wedding would go ahead.
Gerald had been a bit of a ladies' man and sometimes sailed too close to the wind. I think there may have been the odd married lady. Occasionally he would be late or not turn up to something we had planned and give me an excuse about the car breaking down or something similar. But I think it was the ladies. I told him he was playing with fire if he was seeing married women and he might get aggro from an angry husband. He just laughed and said he could run fast. I did suggest he might have to run a long way, as well as fast, he still laughed.
Gerry and I were as different as chalk from cheese. He was the practical and athletic one of us and I was the academic one. He would come to my house and fix things I would do his tax returns and paperwork for him. But we both shared two loves, Cricket and beer. He played cricket. I watched it. He tried to teach me how to play it, I was useless. I couldn't bowl the ball straight. It went everywhere, I couldn't hit the ball. I think it hit the wickets more times than I hit the ball. He told me I had no eye hand coordination. He was probably right. We did manage the odd round of golf, the golf ball wasn't moving. I did walk a lot.
We both found out at an early age that we liked dark British Beer. I remember my hangover after my 17th birthday. We also found some European lagers acceptable. Now that we were older we would often be found on a Sunday afternoon in the local Cricket Club with a lot of other people dissecting the game on telly whilst we drank beer. That was one place Gerry didn't mess around with cricket club members' wives and daughters. I think that was his safe haven.
And Gerry loves his cars, especially big American ones. I sometimes think he used the flash cars to play the field before he met Lisa.
But here we were in Blackpool celebrating his last week of freedom before tying the knot. I managed to make sure Gerry didn't do anything that might jeopardise the wedding. Lisa would not forgive him if he stepped outside the boundary of them as a couple about to get married, if you know what I mean.
His playing around seemed to drop off when he met and proposed to Lisa.
On the stag night I managed to keep Gerry out of trouble, and we had a good time, we drank too much. Well actually I got him so drunk he had to be put to bed before his wandering eye got him into trouble. I kept my intake moderate just to keep an eye on Gerry and the other lads. Mind you I still had a few pints and the odd shot, especially after I got a very drunken groom to his bed. I think some of the guys did hook up.
I got down to breakfast in the small B&B we were staying at. I hadn't been there for many minutes when an attractive young girl came in and was shown to the table next to mine. There were only the two of us at that time of the morning. She looked a little bedraggled, but I would not say that to her. I looked at her and said, "Good night last night?"
"Yeah, you could say that. Hen night." She looked at me. "You?"
"Good enough, stag night. Managed to keep the groom out of trouble. I'm the best man. Did yours go okay?"
"Chief bridesmaid, I think I got most of them to keep their knickers on, well the married ones and the soon to be married one. Not so sure about the single ones but that's up to them. Look instead of talking across the room why don't you come over here and have breakfast with me."
We introduced ourselves and she told me her name was Carrie.
And that's what I did, we discussed the forthcoming nuptials of each couple. We discovered that we both came from the same part of the country. I am from Basingstoke. She was from Andover, well a little village outside Andover called Anna Valley. We discovered a lot of other similarities. The weddings were on the same day, next Saturday. Whereas mine was at ten in the morning and would finish early because I had to drive the happy couple down to Southampton to catch a cruise ship for their honeymoon. Her wedding was at two in the afternoon and the reception was in a nice hotel just outside Andover, she joked about me hooking up with the chief bridesmaid. I told her that the chief bridesmaid was my sister, yeah, so that's not going to happen. I jokingly asked if she planned to hook up with the best man. She told me she couldn't stand him. He was an obnoxious prattling idiot.
After we had a drink of coffee, orange juice and some poached eggs on toast, I started to feel better, and things were picking up. We chatted for quite a while. Then some of our partying compatriots started turning up. Most of them looked a bit rough. Carrie and I were getting on quite well.
I told her about me and Gerry and she told me that she and her bride became best friends in college, she told me that the bride had asked her to be chief bridesmaid as she couldn't trust her friends from her hometown. She knew very little of her bride's family outside her Mum and Dad, who she had met several times.
She said, "In fact I've spoken to you more than I've spoken to most of the other members of her family. Maybe on your way back from Southampton. You could pop in for a drink. You've got to go past us anyway." She admitted that it might keep the 'obnoxious prat' away.
I think her geography of Southern England was a bit amiss. But it was not an offer I was going to turn down. It wouldn't be too far out of my way. Anyway, she was witty, intelligent, made me laugh and she was very pretty. And it might lead to other adventures.
We swapped phone numbers and I said I would think about it, depending on how the traffic was. By then people were starting to turn up and it was obvious some people had hooked up. And a lot of hangovers in both sexes.
That was when Gerry turned up, I looked at him and frowned. He took the hint and stayed away but did give me a thumbs up, obviously thinking I got lucky after I put him to bed.
During the week Carrie and I had a couple of conversations on how the wedding planning was going. Mine was easy, Lisa's mother was doing most of the running around, but Carrie was having a bit of a nightmare.
It appears one of the married ladies, hooked up and the husband had found out. There was all sorts of shit flying around, and she was trying to keep a lid on it just so it didn't upset the wedding. It appears the lady that hooked up was the bride's sister.
"I really could do with seeing a friend next Saturday if you're available." All of a sudden I was a friend, I liked that.
Just before I left Southampton, I sent her a text and told her I would probably be going past Andover at about five o'clock and to give me a call if she still wanted me to pop in. I got an almost instant text reply, but I couldn't take it as I was driving. Then two minutes later my phone rang, it was Carrie. She apologised for sending the text, because as soon as she had done it, she realised I would be driving. And yes, she'd love to see me. She had already asked the bride's mother and she was happy with me popping in. She had to rush off now as she only made the quick phone call while she popped to the loo.
When I got there the formal part of the reception had finished and the party was starting. I quickly found Carrie and she hung on to my arm and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
I quickly spotted the obnoxious prat, it wasn't hard. I also saw a couple sitting in the corner, not talking with an air of ice about them. I recognised the woman from the bed and breakfast. I think that was the one who had been naughty in Blackpool. Carrie and I had a little talk about it. I told her I couldn't understand infidelity. If you love somebody you keep yourself just for them. She agreed
I haven't been drinking so just after ten o'clock, I said I had to go so I got home at a reasonable time. Carrie took my hand and said. "I've got a room here." I didn't know what to say but she carried on. "It's a double room and it will have to stay that way." She looked at me thoughtfully and said. "This is a first date." I nodded, hoping she might change her mind, but I was happy to spend time with her. "You can stay and have a beer and we can dance some more." Again, another offer I could not refuse. But from her tone of voice there was obviously going to be no hanky panky tonight. That was alright by me. We hadn't known each other that long. We had a few drinks and danced a lot, she hung on to me in the slow ones. We were almost the last to leave.
We did sleep in separate beds, there was a bit of confusion in the bathroom when we both got dressed for bed. I kept my underpants on, and she kept her bra and knickers on. I had to get into bed quickly when I saw her dressed like that. It would have been embarrassing. Sometime early in the morning I felt Carrie get into bed next to me. We spooned and my hand naturally fell on to her breast. it wasn't intentional it was just, well natural and comfortable. She gently turned over so she was facing me. She kissed me softly on the lips and said. "Not yet." My hand was now on her back. I asked if that was okay. She nodded, smiled and kissed me again and then closed her eyes.
She ignored my raging hard on.
We got some knowing looks at breakfast which we ignored. We arranged to meet the next weekend somewhere between Basingstoke and Andover.
We met at a country pub and had dinner, before I knew it, they were calling last orders it was time to go our separate ways. I suggested next time she come to my place and then after that we could go to hers. This meeting halfway didn't really seem to work. She agreed. But her place first next weekend.
The following Saturday I went down to her little cottage that she was renting, she cooked and after dinner we just sat in front of the fire watching something on the telly it felt so comfortable. Halfway through the evening she slid across and rested on me, it was so natural.
It was quite dark by the time I had to go home, she came out to my car to see me off and we kissed tenderly. I gently stroked her face. She took hold of my hand and moved it from her face down to her breast. It was lovely firm and overflowed my hand to be the perfect size. We had arranged to meet at my place the following week.
When she turned up, she looked stunning. I couldn't believe I was going out with somebody so beautiful, smart and intelligent. I live in a little flat on the outskirts of Basingstoke. I made sure it was completely clean. When she arrived, she was carrying a small bag. It was my turn to cook. I didn't do too bad. I noticed she had more than one glass of wine. I don't have a fire to sit in front of just a telly, that would have to do. We watched a film, I can't remember what it was.
Just after we sat down she slid across to me and said. "Would you mind if I stayed the night?" My heart leapt, but all the indications she had given me was that she wanted to take it slow and that was fine by me. I pointed out I only had one bedroom and I would sleep on the sofa. I was hoping we could both sleep in my bed.
I didn't sleep on the sofa. It was very tentative that first night, gentle love making after we both got over our initial nervousness. Things took off like a rocket after that we were both adventurous, we both introduced things to each other that they had not experienced before and not just in the bedroom or on the sofa or on the beach or in the sea in Majorca. That one was a little difficult.
We married two years later, I'm not sure her parents liked me very much. They gave me the impression I was not good enough for her. But it was her choice. She moved into my flat. She could commute to her job in Andover from Basingstoke whilst I carried on with mine in Reading. Life was very good. After a few years we managed to get a little house on the outskirts of Basingstoke.
Things settled down, Gerry and I met quite often for drinks and at the Cricket Club on a Sunday. He still fixed stuff around our house, although with the help of YouTube I was getting better at doing stuff. Although I still did his paperwork.
I thought Gerry had stopped his philandering ways and had settled down, although a couple of years ago he did ask me if Lisa phoned up to say we were playing golf. I told him I wouldn't do that. If he wants to play around on his head be it. It was a foolish thing to do from the risk of losing his wife and his lovely two year old daughter if Lisa caught him straying.
He just fobbed me off again saying it'll be alright.
I had told Carrie what he was like before he married Lisa, and I thought he might be playing away again and suggested not to cover for him if he asked. I didn't want us to get involved.
He never did ask me to make an excuse for him, but about a year ago Lisa phoned me up to ask if I'd seen Gerry, I told her I hadn't, but I had a message he was going to be late. He had car trouble. He did explain to me what it was, but I didn't understand three quarters of what he said. It was all gobboldy gook to me. Anyway, he had a bright yellow Mustang that was only a few years old. It shouldn't be breaking down just yet. Gerry is a petrol head. To me, a car is just a box on wheels to get you from A to B. If something goes wrong with the car, a light comes on the dashboard and I take it to the garage.
Gerry turned up two hours late and I told him Lisa had phoned me, and I told him what I said to her. He just smiled at me. Then it came back to me that last year he asked me to make excuses for him. He hadn't actually asked me to do that, he just fed me a line that I would feed to Lisa. I told him I was pissed off with that and not to use me like that again. He told me it was the first time he had done that. He got caught short. I told him I didn't want to know the details. He brought the beer for the rest of the afternoon.
In the few weeks before I went away there were a few things that had been worrying me. Just little things over the last week our sex life had taken off even more than it was before. I put it down to baby making.
As I said she didn't work Friday afternoons but twice I got home and the stuff she did on Friday afternoon hadn't been done. And she was particular about that. It gave us the weekend to enjoy ourselves and not have to bother too much about household jobs. I questioned her about it and she was evasive. I was getting worried, too many things were just not right. I kept an eye on her clothes and other telltale signs of her having an affair, like coming in late and making random excuses. There was nothing, so I ignored it. It was just me being paranoid being married to a beautiful woman. I was going home and we could have a chat about it just to put my mind at rest.
I made better time than I expected, maybe due to the empty roads and exceeding the speed limit a bit at times. The road works on the A339 were still on and the detour was down the A34 to the A303 was fine for lorries, but I was in a small hire car. A Fiat something or other, well, that's what the badge on the steering wheel said. But being a local lad I knew the back roads and headed towards Kingsclere. As I passed through it, I saw a Yellow Mustang that looked like Gerald's. But he would be at work, I knew he was on nights this week. There is more than one yellow Mustang around, I'm sure.



I managed to get home just before seven o'clock, I even picked up a bunch of flowers when I stopped to get petrol.
When I got to our house the first thing I noticed was Carrie's car was missing. We had talked on the phone last night and I had sent her the usual text messages that we sent each other most nights to say 'good night sweetheart' or 'sleep well, love you' or in the morning it would be. 'Rise and shine sweetie' or 'morning sweetheart' and soppy stuff like that. We would reply with something similar and we always make a point of replying. I did that to her last night at eleven o'clock. I got the usual reply. She didn't know I was coming home this morning. It would be a surprise. Instead of a little morning text it would be a good morning kiss and hopefully a lot more as I had been away a week.
I got into the house and it felt empty. I took the flowers with me and crept upstairs and our bed was empty. It didn't look like it had been slept in at all. Where was she?
I had a nasty thought. I tracked Carrie's phone. It was in Kingsclere. I dreaded the next bit but I had to do it. Gerald's phone is also in Kingsclere. So that was Gerald's Mustang parked outside the hotel. My best mate was shagging my wife.
What a fucking idiot I was.
I did some thinking and then I sent her a text. "Morning sweetheart, anything planned for today?" That was longer than a normal morning greeting.
I got back. "Nothing just catching up with household jobs."
"I miss seeing my beautiful wife's face. FaceTime?"
"I am a mess, you wouldn't want to see me."
"I love you, you're always beautiful to me, come on what are you trying to hide."
"Nothing gives me a few seconds." The next thing her face appeared on my phone and it was just the face. Well that was good because I was holding my phone close to me, she wouldn't see where I was.
"I don't know sweetheart you're looking good, nice and refreshed, where are you?"
"In bed of course, where else would I be?"
I laughed. "Whose bed?"
She giggled. "Ours of course."
"You might be in a bed. But it's not our bed." As I moved the phone to one side and let the camera see our empty bed behind me.
There's a sputtering on the other end of the phone, she dropped it. I couldn't see clearly, but it looked like a hotel room. Then a hand came down, picked the phone up and turned it off. There was a flash, but I recognised part of Gerald's face as the phone went dead.
Although it was early, my next phone call was to Lisa. I knew she would be up getting their little girl ready for school. I asked her where Gerald was. She told me he was at work. I called him Gerald, not Gerry. She told me he was working nights this week. He did that every now and again and she was expecting him home in the next couple of hours. She knew I was away so why was I asking? I told her I had come home to surprise Carrie.
I asked if she could track Gerald's phone. She asked me to give her a minute or so. Her voice sounded worried. I did mention that I didn't think Gerald was at work. I heard her swear something along the lines. 'I will kill the bastard this time'. She asked if she could speak to Carrie. I told her she wasn't here. All I heard was 'bastard' as she hung up.
I suppose it was too much for him to change his ways. I went to the kitchen and made some coffee and waited for the shitstorm to happen. I wonder what excuses she would come up with?
As I was drinking my coffee, I got my laptop out and looked up divorce rules. It was quite simple. If you went for irreconcilable differences, it was easy. But that seemed too easy a way out if somebody cheated in their marriage. It will take longer and probably cost more and it wouldn't change the outcome, but I was tempted to go for adultery. It might make me look a bit of a wimp or cuckold but at least it was honest. But I wanted people to know the real reason, not to be just a falling out. I pondered whether she had the seven-year itch? I thought the men had that.
It took her less than an hour to get home. She came flying in through the door, she looked a mess. I think she'd been crying all the way home. She stopped in front of me. I nodded to the chair. She sat down opposite me over the kitchen table.
Looking at her I said. "Why?"
"It just happened, it didn't mean anything, it was just a silly mistake." Tears were pouring down her face.
"You haven't answered the question and that was bullshit. You don't 'just' drive an hour away to stay in a hotel with my ex best mate. That takes planning."
She carried on. "I'm sorry, I love you. It was a stupid mistake. I won't do it again. It was going to be the last time."
Well, that's nearly answered one of my next questions, but led to others. "How long?"
"About four weeks, we've only done it 3 times. This was going to be the last one. I'm sorry sweetheart it just happened."
"As you still haven't answered my question, 'why', tell me what 'just happened'?"
She sort of pulled herself together as if by explaining it I would forgive her.
Not a snowball in Hell's chance.
"You know that party you couldn't make it to about a month ago because you were working, so I went with Gerald and Lisa. Well, Lisa had to go home early because their little girl got poorly and that left Gerald and me together and, well one thing led to another and when he brought me home, we ended up in the back of his car, I was drunk. I'm sorry sweetheart. He took videos of us together and he's blackmailing me for more. It's over now it was always going to be over because we're going to be starting a family. I was going to blackmail him back." She looked down into a lap.
I was livid. "I would never forgive a one off, but then you go and do it twice more. There is a poor excuse about being drunk and in his car for the first time, but no excuse for the second time. So, 'no' there's no forgiveness. You had better go upstairs and pack your bags. I will be applying for divorce on the grounds of adultery. I know it doesn't mean much. Okay it will show how stupid I've been with my wife sneaking around behind my back, but it shows where the blame lies, I can live with that."
"Where will I go?"
"I don't care, your parents? You can't go to Lisa's because I have already told her what Gerald was doing last night, so don't expect any help from her."
"I can't go to Mum and Dad, they've only got a one bedroom bungalow."
"Not my problem." I would probably enjoy showing her parents what a cheating slut she was.
Crying she came downstairs with a suitcase and walked out. I heard her car drive away a bit later.
I didn't like her parents and I'm sure the feeling was mutual. They thought she married below herself. They were quite well off. They had a large house once, but when Carrie left, they sold it and downsized. They spent a lot of time on cruises and travelling around Europe in their big Motorhome. It might be a one bedroom bungalow but there was plenty of space. Again, not my problem.
It was about an hour later when my phone started going mad. I took Lisa's call but ignored the rest. It appears whilst she was taking her little girl to school Gerald came in, took a lot of his clothes and left. I suggested he'd be easy to find with that yellow Mustang. She told me he left it behind because it was in her name. It was actually her car although she never drove it. Their bank account was almost empty. I reminded her to cancel all their credit cards. She had already done that.
I talked to my Mum and Dad, I told them what had happened, they were sad for me. They liked Carrie and had known Gerald for almost as long as me. They asked if there's anything they could do to help. I thanked them but told them 'No' after that I turned my phone off and unplugged the landline.
I decided not to stay around. I still had the hotel room in Manchester. I would go there.
I did a little bit more thinking. I would have to finish the course to get my promotion. I'm sure my situation would add some interest to the coursework next week. But I had to stop Carrie from getting back into the house. I went to the local DIY shop and purchased some basic shoot bolts, which I fitted onto all the external doors, two to each. It wasn't very pretty, but it worked. Then it crossed my mind if I operated the bolts, how do I get out. Then it struck me, it was easy. I went and got a ladder and put it up by one of the back bedroom windows. I operated the shoot bolts, went out of the window and pushed it closed behind me. It wouldn't be locked but nobody would know it was open. I put the ladder away
I was correct, my situation was a good learning point for the rest of the course. I managed to contact a solicitor and started the divorce proceedings. He did suggest adultery would make no difference and would cost a lot more. He convinced me that an irreconcilable difference would be quicker, and it would not stop me telling everyone why we were divorcing. Actually, quick sounded good. I wanted her gone. So, I went for that. I assumed that we would have to sell the house and my half of the profit would pay for the divorce.
I got back late the following Friday. I managed to get in the house okay. Nothing had been disturbed but there was a whole mountain of junk mail by the front door and one letter from my solicitor that was the only one I took notice of.
I had kept my phone off for the last week. I did everything by landline. I turned it 'on' now and phoned my parents and told them I was back. We chatted for a bit. They asked how I was.
I told them I had the divorce paperwork and asked them if I could move in with them if it came to that. They told me they would shift all the junk out of my old bedroom, and I could sleep in there until everything got sorted.
I did give Lisa a call to find out what was happening. It wasn't good, Gerald had run off taking most of the money, not that they had a lot. She had sold the Mustang and that would tide her over for now, but Gerald had completely disappeared.
I pottered around the house and garden on Saturday looking at what I would need to do to tart the house up to sell it. Ironic really, the chap who used to do all of that sort of work for me is the one that's now making me sell it. Bastard.
I had just finished mowing the lawn, something to take my mind off things, I looked back and saw the straight lines I had cut in the grass, they looked good. I looked around to see what needed painting, I could probably manage that.
As I went in to make a cup of coffee I heard the key in the front door. It opened and Carrie and her Mum and Dad came in. I was expecting them. I had names for them, Battle Axe face for her mother and Henpecked for her father. We still didn't like each other, and this situation probably made it worse. They either assumed I'd be back on Saturday, or they tracked my phone. It didn't matter. We would have to have this discussion sometime. So sooner rather than later. Henpecked was carrying Carrie's bags.
"I told you to get out." I said forcibly looking at Carrie.
Battle Axe face started on me. "This is her house as well, she lives here. We couldn't get in last week. What have you done?"
I ignored her question.
"She gave the up the right to this house when she slept with my mate for the first time." The look on their faces suggested to me she hadn't told them the full story. I carried on. "She cheated on me three times, at least that's what she's admitted to, but once was enough. She needs to get out."
I think that put them off a bit. I am guessing she told them it was only once, not three times. But it didn't put Battle Axe face off for long. "She can't, you have got responsibilities. She's pregnant." Carrie was crying her eyes out.
"Well whose baby is it then Gerald's or mine. We'll have to wait and find out. Meanwhile she gets out. I think you're going on a cruise soon. She can live in your place and get fat there."
Carrie looked at me and whispered. "We used condoms."
"So, Gerald just happened to have condoms on that first time then, did he? That just proves he planned something"
She cried some more. "Well, no not the first time, but it was all over in a flash."
"You know Gerald has got the morals of an alley cat and you fucked him without protection whilst we were trying to have a baby with me. And you must have planned this latest get away. Go to a hotel far away from where we lived and Gerald must have planned his night shift with me being away so you could go fucking. So, you can fuck right off and get out. If the baby is mine, I will pay child support, if it's not you can go fuck yourself, chase Gerald for child support. I suppose you've heard he just fucked off leaving Lisa in the shit." I don't think her parents had heard me use as many expletives in one go.
There was something I wanted to know. "I'm probably going to regret this, but I have to know before I go to bed, where it was the second time. Here, in our bed?"
"No, I went to Gerald and Lisa's. Lisa was at work."
"In their bed?"
She looked down and muttered. "Yes.
"Sweetheart I made a mistake please can you forgive me? I think Gerald set it all up, he got me drunk at the party.
"What I didn't know was he videoed that first one and he used it to blackmail me. He told me Lisa was getting suspicious of him running around. But she wouldn't think of him hitting on his best mate's wife. Gerlad knows how you stand on infidelity and if you found out we had sex you would divorce me. Even for one fumble. It wasn't until after the second time that I thought I could blackmail him back. So I video recorded us last night and I told him if he didn't stop, I would tell Lisa and he would lose his wife and his family. I was wrong, but can you forgive me? I tried to make it right."
If that was true, why didn't she just leave and come home after she got the recording she wanted. She could see what was running around in my head. She held out her phone to me. I didn't take it. "Sweetheart, look. I did this this morning, I'm sorry I didn't come home. I was so worried and tired." As soon as she said that she knew how it sounded, she was tired because she had been fucking all night. Her face fell and if Battle axe face hadn't been holding her up, so would she have done.
Henpecked took the phone off Carrie and showed me a clip of Carrie shouting and threatening Gerald. He told me it was uploaded to the cloud so Gerald couldn't get hold of it. It looked good, but it could also be done after I caught them out.
I shook my head. "That might have stopped him, but if you had told Lisa he would probably do what he has done and just bugger off leaving Lisa holding the baby. He's gone, nobody knows where he is." I suppose that was a little unfair. I remembered him saying he could run fast and I told him he'd have to run a long way away, and he had probably just done both.
"You know my thoughts on infidelity, but I love you and if you had come and told me that first day and we had told Lisa, we might have worked it out. I don't know, it hasn't happened that way, so I don't know what I would have done, but we're definitely done now."
I picked up the divorce paperwork and handed it over, Henpecked took. They left.
With Battle Axe face and Henpecked's help she started to fight the divorce. We got the DNA test done as soon as we could. The baby wasn't mine. Battle Axe face and Henpecked knew there was no way back then. They stopped hassling me and she signed the divorce papers. They bought out my share of the house. Carrie and the baby would need somewhere to live. That suited me, and probably buggered up their travel plans for the foreseeable future.
It was after the last match of the summer and the visiting team had gone home. Somebody found a watch in the changing room. So we gave their club house a call and arranged to have it sent up to them. Then it struck me that was how I could find Gerald. I phoned the England and Wales Cricket Board on Monday morning. I told them a chap by the name of Gerald Jones had left something behind. Did they have his address, and I will post it on to him? They told me they did have his information, it was nowhere near our club and they couldn't give out that information but if I sent it to them, they would post it on.
The tracking device I put inside the small box wasn't very expensive and had a month's battery life. I don't know if Gerald would have recognised the small electronic device. He was more of a mechanical man. That was how I found him just to the north of Huddersfield.
I looked up cricket clubs in the area and there was only one. and I knew where he would be on Sunday afternoon.
I gave the Cricket Club a quick call and confirmed that's where he was. But they wouldn't give me his address either.
I had a plan, I'd known him for many years. I knew his habits.
It was a cold wet windy winter Sunday when I caught the very early train to London and then to Huddersfield. Like everybody else I was wrapped up to try and keep warm and dry. It took a few hours, but when I got to Huddersfield I walked to the cricket club. It was still raining and cold. There was a big American car in the car park. It wasn't as new and flash as the Mustang. I had to check something. I lifted the wheel arch and the car alarm went off. Gerald came rushing out to turn the alarm off. That was when I knew I had him. I had to do it several more times before he didn't bother turning the alarm back on. Now the small hand axe I brought with me came into play, every panel had the axe head through it. I slashed the tyres and I beat the shit out of the alloy wheels. They would be useless. I expect they were all watching the highlights of the England v New Zealand match. I was recording the program back home.
I slid away into the shadows and waited, it was still pissing down and the raincoat I was wearing was starting to leak. I saw him leave the club and a few others and they all walked the same direction, I followed. Eventually Gerald was on his own. He staggered a little, just like he used to do when left the club at home. He was never going to take his car. I knew that because he didn't want to lose his driving licence and not be able to drive his big cars.
Unfortunately, in a dark area on the way home he fell over. I may have had something to do with that. He was lying face up. I'm sure all he could see was a silhouette. He was muttering something until I jumped on his right knee. It made a lot of noise, and so did he. It went quiet, I think he fainted, I thought he was stronger than that. I imagine his right knee was completely shattered. As was his right hand when I stamped on it, he will struggle to hold a bat in the future and running would be difficult too.
The next part was planned. Being unconscious made it easier. I undid his belt and fly, pulled out his man parts and wrapped a zip tie round them. I didn't pull it too tight. I did not want to give the NHS too much work to do. I did his trousers back up.
I took pity on him and took the phone out of his pocket and dialled 999. I told them a man had been beaten up and needed medical attention. I didn't want him to die of hypothermia. Lisa couldn't get child support off of a dead man. Nor could Carrie. I used a fake Yorkshire accent which probably sounded more Mexican or Pakistani. I didn't switch the phone off, just dropped it onto his chest and slid back into the dark. It was about 12 minutes when the ambulance turned up. He was taken away. The police turned up as well. I stayed hidden in the dark until they all left.
As I walked back to the railway station I dropped the axe into a bin, and a mile or so later I got rid of the gloves that I had been wearing. I got back on the train and headed home. I think I slept most of the way. It's a good job London was a terminus or heaven knows where I would have ended up. I got to bed late and I was maxed out



My phone rang, it was two in the morning. I looked at it. It was Lisa's number. Shit what's gone wrong now?
She couldn't hold it in "I've got him, I've got the bastard. I'm still down as his next of kin. It appears he's been beaten up in Leeds or somewhere up North. And I was still the emergency number on his phone. The police didn't say but they hinted it might be some husband's wife he's been carrying on with. They asked if I knew of anyone that might do that to him, I told them I didn't because up until their phone call no one knew where he was. It wasn't you, was it Dave?"
The zip tie round his man parts probably gave the game away.
I just grunted and said. "I'll pop and see you in the morning."
She got him, social services would milk him dry. I didn't want to burst her bubble but I'm certain he will bunk off again. But he won't be able to run fast or as far I'm certain.
And I must remember to tell Carrie where he was.
Me, well I looked forward to next seasons cricket and a couple of pints of Doombar.
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Another in the 'Hotel Confrontation' series.
OK, not really a confrontation, but more of a realisation.
My last was BTB this one not so much
Sorry, no sex in this one.
This story may not be reproduced in part or whole without the consent of the author.
A couple in their early 40s followed my wife and her boyfriend, not her lover, yet, into the hotel. That was lucky for me, I followed them in. I would be hidden from my wife and her boyfriend. I thought back to what the receptionist had said when I chatted to her earlier. My wife, Shellie and her prospective lover, Harold were both carrying small bags each and he had his arm around her waist, they were smartly dressed trying to look like a married couple. Although she seems to want to pull away from him. Shellie seemed to be looking up into the big mirror behind the reception desk.
However, the couple behind them were different, the man had a large suitcase and an armful of dress and suit bags. She had a small overnight bag and they were dressed in practical travelling clothes but looked like they had enough luggage for a good weekend. They were married.
I managed to get a few photographs of my wife and Harold in the mirror.
I watched as Harold did the business of booking in. The receptionist looked at me, I nodded, she smiled back at me. I think she was enjoying herself. I could just see what was going on. I heard some cursing. I saw Shellie pull away from Harold and as she turned away from him. The receptionist said something to her which made her stop, and the receptionist handed my wife the envelope I had given her.
After a while the couple in front of me looked at one another and there was unspoken communication between them, and the gentleman gave a loud 'harrumph'. Then things seemed to happen, my wife rushed out the door dragging her little suitcase with her. The receptionist passed over the other envelope I had given her to Harold.
With that I turned and walked towards the door.
Well, here is the story of how we got here and what happened afterwards.
It started at my wife Shellie's Christmas company party. We were there with her friend Dee and her husband Frank. I didn't particularly like Dee, but Frank was okay. We'd chat, he seemed all right, but we had nothing in common. He played golf and cricket. My main interests were old cars, DIY and gardening. Dee and Shellie have known each other since senior school. They managed to get a job in the same bank but on the commercial side, not the public side.
Frank and I were returning with drinks, I got just behind Shellie when I heard her say. "I wouldn't mind his slippers by my bed."
I looked across the room and they were looking at Harold Gault. He started in the bank a couple of months ago. Initially that was all the girls could talk about. He was certainly good looking, just over six foot, about 12 stone, blond wavy hair nicely styled, he had a bit of the Greek Adonis thing going on. He was talking to the Bank's bosses, he looked comfortable, confident even though he was the same level as Shellie and Dee. There was a pretty young blonde standing beside him, he had his arm around her waist.
I had talked to him in the past, he had a certain confidence, bordering on arrogance. It was like with Frank, he seemed okay, but we had nothing in common.
"What's wrong with my slippers by your bed then?" I asked.
Frank spoke up. "And I'm not sure the blonde he's with would like him putting his slippers beside your bed, who is she?"
Dee piped up. "That's his wife, Mary, they've been married five years and have a little boy, Phillp, two, I think. She's got a bit of a problem." She seemed to know quite a lot but didn't expand on the 'problem'.
I looked at Shellie and I had my unhappy face on. In a serious tone of voice, I said. "If you want somebody else's slippers by your bed, divorce me first." With that I walked away to the toilet.
I didn't need to go to the toilet, I was just showing my displeasure.
When I got back Shellie apologised. "It's just a saying sweetheart, I wouldn't cheat on you."
"If I find his or anyone else's slippers have been anywhere near a bed you've been in, I will divorce you."
Dee looked at me. "Rob, don't be like that."
Shellie looked down. "I wouldn't do that to you sweetheart, I love you." She took a sip of a drink then looked down into her lap and looked all contrite.
Dee giggled. "I'm sure Rob would forgive you for a slip up."
I glared at Dee, she saw it and I just said "Ppft."
Frank said pretty much the same thing to Dee, but her response was completely different. She laughed at Frank and said. "You wouldn't divorce me sweetheart, you love me too much, you'd forgive me for one 'mistake' wouldn't you?"
I had never heard Frank swear. "Don't fucking try it, you might not like the result."
A flash passed across Dee's face, then she slapped Frank playfully on the arm and said. "I won't, but you still wouldn't divorce me, you love me."
I don't know Frank well, but from his demeanour, I hope she doesn't make a 'mistake'.
That was when I realised why I didn't like her, she took everybody, including her husband who obviously loved her, for granted.
The conversation bothered me a little bit. Shellie tended to follow what Dee did, not all the time, but enough to concern me. I told Shellie I was unhappy with her following Dee's sometimes dubious advice. I told her she had a mind of her own, but Dee seemed to have a way of persuading her. I had warned about it, to be her own woman.
Things seemed to calm down a bit after that although I did notice both Dee and Shellie kept on stealing glances at Harold. But Dee's face had a look of lust. She even went and asked Harold for a dance when Frank popped to the loo. It would look like Harold asked Dee, and it was a slow one.
As it was Shellie's company party, I drove. She drove when it was my company's function. We shared things like that. We dropped Dee and Frank off at their house and carried on home. The rest of our journey was very cold and quiet.
I said in a quiet voice "I think Dee is going to try and have an affair with Harold, that'll show disrespect to her marriage and to Harold's wife. If you help her, I will have serious doubts about our marriage and future, because it shows the same disrespect." She didn't answer me.
Things got better over the weekend and returned to not such an icy stage. There were several text messages to Shellie from Dee, she had a special message tone. It was that giggling frog thing. When we went to bed on Saturday night I dug through the bottom of my wardrobe and found an old pair of slippers. I purposely placed them on her side of the bed, she saw the joke and the hint. She laughed then we made love.
Things returned to normal after that, but I kept an eye on things, how she dressed. What time she got in. I did the things I knew she liked to show her I loved her and to show her what she would be missing if she cheated or helped a cheater. There was no more said about Harold. I wasn't worried so much about her cheating but helping Dee cheat. I would remind her in subtle ways every now and again about the results if I found her helping Dee cheat on Frank. I pointed out how celebrities seem to get married and divorced with no regard and hold the value of their vows cheap. I told her stories I'd heard and some that I'd made up about husbands or wives finding their partners cheating and let her know that if she ever did that, I would leave her, I would disappear. I would just be gone.
I was out with the lads from work, not a place we usually frequent but one of the lads fancied the barmaid. I saw Dee and she was with Harold, they looked very cosy. I told Shellie about it when I got home. She quickly pointed out that they worked together. I had taken a photo. I showed it to Shellie. You don't go to pubs at 10 at night dressed like Dee if it was for work, she came back instantly that they were friends as well, almost as if she had pre planned answers.
"And does Frank know about this 'friendship'; or is he away playing golf?" I knew he often went away on golfing weekends.
She turned around and went upstairs to bed. I had another beer and followed her.
As I sat on my side of the bed, I asked her. "Did you know about this assignation of Dee's?"
She said quietly. "She said she might be seeing him this weekend."
"Does Frank know?"
"I don't know." She rolled over and looked at me. "I'm not getting involved." I knew that look. I believed her.
I slid into bed and across to her and slipped my arms around her and gave her a huge smile and then a loving kiss then drew her onto my shoulder. One of her favourite places. Nothing more needed to be said.
A week later after a long phone call with her mother Shellie asked if we could go and see her parents in a few weeks' time? They had some little jobs that needed doing. I liked Mavis and David. They are nice, so I had no problem with that. We drove down to Gloucester on Friday. It was too late to do much, Shellie and her mum just chatted, catching up about Shellie's old friends, family news and local gossip. David I and I just muttered at the right time and had a few beers.
We had a nice day with them, I got on with some jobs that I wanted to do for the oldies. They're not that old really, David's only 65 but the arthritis in his hands is causing him gyp. That prevented him from doing the fiddley jobs. I was glad to help.
We went out for a meal in the evening, so the oldies could have a drink, I drove. Towards the end of the meal Shellie 's phone started that annoying giggling frog. She didn't even look at it, she just turned it on to vibrate. That's the thing about texts you can get around to them when you have time. The food was great and the company was excellent. On the drive home I could still hear her phone vibrating.
We got in and had a few more drinks. David had got me some Crafty Old Hen, so I had a couple of bottles of that. The other three were a little bit tiddly when they went upstairs, it had been a good evening. Although I wondered about the texts from Dee, there had been quite a few. We got to bed, and Shellie was feeling a bit amorous. It didn't feel right doing it with her parents in the next room, which was strange because when we were courting, we would do it anywhere we could and sometimes they were in the next room wide awake, not asleep like now.
It was about one o'clock when the Crafty Old Hen hit my bladder and I made my way to the toilet. Shellie's phone was on the dressing table, and I heard it vibrate and it lit up. I shouldn't have done, but I had a look at it. It was from Dee, at that time of the morning, what was she up to? It was just the preview. "Oh my God he is fantastic, you have got to try him, even if it's just the once. I'll..." that was where the preview ended. I know I shouldn't, but I took the phone to the toilet with me. We knew each other's passcodes. I opened up the messages folder from Dee. There were only the previews, none of them had been opened so Shellie hadn't seen what was happening, but it was obvious from what I read she was with Harold overnight, and all that that meant. I wondered if this weekend away was arranged as some sort of spa weekend and that's what Frank was told. I didn't have his number so I couldn't confirm anything with him. I didn't open any of the messages. I did my business in the toilet. I didn't flush, I didn't want to wake Shellie up or to let her realise I'd seen her phone.
I was up early on Sunday to finish a few things I wanted to do around the house for David. I had the tea made when they all got down at about nine. As Shellie dropped her phone on the induction charger it lit up. From what I could see she hadn't looked at any of the messages from Dee, but I couldn't be sure
"Dee and Frank must have been busy last night with all the messages you kept getting, anything interesting?" I asked.
I think up until I'd mentioned it, she'd forgotten about the messages. She looked at her phone and then quickly disappeared into the other room. It sounded like she was talking to Dee, but I couldn't understand what they were saying. When she came back her face looked flushed.
Something had happened.
We got everything sorted, packed the car and headed home. Once we got settled on the M5 heading north I said to Shellie. "Sounds like Dee was busy this weekend?" I didn't mention Frank's name, just Dee's.
"Yes, I think they've had a good weekend."
We were nearly home, not a lot had been said in the car. Shellie seemed to be concentrating on something. We'd left the motorway, and we were stopped at some traffic lights. I'd been bothered, so I tried to clear the air. I thought I would come straight out with it, no pussyfooting around. I turned in my seat and faced Shellie, I said. "If I find Dee's been shagging Harold this weekend and you've helped her by arranging this visit to your Mum and Dad's, I will never forgive you and I will think seriously about our marriage because I warned you not to do it." The lights had changed and the car behind me was beeping his horn.
The next 10 miles drive home was utterly silent. When I glanced at her she was looking down at her hands in her lap. Shit she was guilty.
We got home and I decided it was time for a beer, probably a tad early. Shellie went upstairs and unpacked and put the dirty clothes in the washing hamper. When she came down, I think she'd been crying. Her eyes are a bit red. She offered to go and get a Chinese take way for tea to save cooking. I agreed, as I had already had a beer, I let her do it.
She came back with the Chinese and as it's next to the supermarket she bought me some more Crafty Old Hen. I did wonder if she had spoken to Dee whilst she was out. I had got the plates and everything ready.
She was quite subdued when we sat down to eat. Halfway through she said to me, "Sweetheart I haven't helped Dee, but I did tell her we were going away this weekend. This was not a special thing. I arranged this so you could do the little jobs for Dad with his hands playing up. I didn't arrange it so she could go off and have sex with Harold, but I think she's taken the opportunity knowing that you and Frank don't mix in the same circles. I'm sorry sweetheart I didn't think she'd do it. But I've had enough text messages and talks on the phone to know that she has. I don't know what to do? Do I tell Frank or do I keep out of it. She's my best friend and she's ruined her marriage."
"What you have to do is to think about it and make your own decision. The one you'll be able to sleep with at night, and look at yourself in the mirror and say 'I did the right thing', and most importantly, look Frank in the eye next time we see them out together."
We watched a spot of telly. I had a couple more of those beers and we went to bed. No sex, just cuddling and I'm certain just before I went to sleep, she whispered. "I'm sorry sweetheart."
She was late home from work on Monday and despite the fact she phoned me and told me, it still worried me. During dinner she told me she had a long chat with Dee, she got some of the gory details, but she wasn't going to share them with me. That was good. She warned Dee that she wouldn't tell this time, but next time if she found out she would not do the same thing. Also, if Frank asked her a direct question, she would not lie.
She told Dee that she would not help her cheat on her husband and warned her if she carried on, it would ruin her marriage and Frank would leave her. Although she had laughed at the slippers comment at the Christmas party, Frank did not laugh back, he was deadly serious. Dee told her it was only intended to be the one-time thing. It was good but she wasn't going to risk it anymore. And if Harold's wife found out she would divorce him. So, he wasn't keen for a rerun either. It appears Harold's father-in-law was distrustful of Harold and there was a prenuptial agreement.
Things settled down in the house for a few months. One lunchtime I had gone to the local newsagents and got a car magazine and went into a coffee shop to have a quick read away from the noise of the office when I saw one of the young lads from our office, Martin, come in with one of the ladies from sales. She was a bit older than him and looked good. He was a good-looking lad himself but had always thought him a bit naive. They got their drinks and sat in the booth behind me. I heard her apologise for the mix up at the weekend, but her husband had got suspicious, and she had had to call off the Saturday night. She told him there would be no late night working for a while. She said how careful she had to be about the clothes she wore and her time with him. She told him her husband picked up on the clothes she wore to work, and that she felt guilty, so she was having more sex with her husband to put him off. It wasn't very good with her husband. Martin was better, he filled her needs better than her husband ever did.
I bumped into Martin when he was alone by the printer, well I made a point of it. I told him what I'd heard. I warned him to be careful, but it was none of my business. He told me that she told him her husband was abusive and she couldn't leave him because of the children. Once I started the conversation, he went on about the problems they had getting together and what they did to hide their meeting from the husband. He let it all out, it was almost as if he was glad to get it off his chest, he had to keep it under his hat with his workmates, but as I had found out it didn't matter. I warned him that although the company didn't care as long as it didn't affect their work, if the husband found out it would cause shit to hit the fan. It gave me a sort of cheater's guide.
I started getting worried when I saw Shellie 's phone. It had Dee's icon but not the annoying frog sound. Why had she changed it? After my chat with Martin I was forewarned what to look for. I watched how she dressed, make up, everything. Nothing changed in fact there was no variation. Always the same style of skirt and the same set of blouses. Similar shoes. In the past it changed with the weather, but now it was studiously all the same. She was never late from work without a phone call. When she did go out with the girls from the office she never stayed late and often asked me to pick her up. That was something I generally offered to do but this time she made sure I did it. This had been going on for the last five weeks or so. Something wasn't right. However the sex was good, that was another worrying thing. Although I wasn't complaining too much about that.
I tried to look at her phone, but she had changed her passcode. I asked her about that, she told me somebody at work had seen her put hers in, so she changed it and forgot to tell me. She told me there and then what it was. It would be too suspicious to check her phone in front of her. She often left it on charge overnight, so that was when I checked it. Nothing obvious.
The hairs were standing up on the back of my neck, it got worse at their bank summer BBQ. Frank wasn't there, he was off playing golf for the weekend. So, Dee hung around with us all the time. I had decided that we would get a taxi home, so I appeared to drink a bit more than normal and spent a lot of time going to the toilet. I got them to think I was a little drunk so they would let their guard down. It worked.
I went to get more drinks, there was no queue at the bar, so I was back much quicker than I had been before. When I went back Shellie and Dee had moved to a quiet section of the garden. Why did they do that? As I walked up quietly behind them they were looking at Harold and I heard Dee say. "Look it's all arranged, it's foolproof you can't get caught. We've put everything in place, care with dressing and timings, and from what you tell me the sex side as well. I have even got you down for the symposium, the fact you won't turn up and I will make an excuse for you is simple. I have arranged the travel and I have booked a room in the symposium hotel under your name in case Rob checks. Anyway, it's only the once."



"I'm still not sure. I will know and Rob will see the guilt."
"You can't get caught, what's the harm? Just give him lots of sex, men are easy."
"I still don't know if I want to take the risk?"
"Shuss, he'll be back soon, we can talk about it at work. When I get the real hotel details I will tell you, remember nothing electronic."
There were no names, and they could have been talking about almost anything, but after what I'd seen I guessed it was an assignation with Harold. I just had to wait.
After the taxi dropped Dee home and carried on to our place I said to Shellie. "I saw you looking at Harold. If I find his slippers have been anywhere near a bed you have slept in, I will leave you. As I said I would just be gone."
All of a sudden, I wasn't so drunk. She looked at me. She knew exactly what I meant. She didn't say anything. Just looked out of the window.
I showed her I was pleased for her when she came home telling me about the symposium she would attend representing the bank. When I asked her what the symposium was about as she seemed a bit flustered, 'Banking in the 2030s'. That sounded made-up. Anyway, I sounded enthusiastic just in case my thinking was wrong and there was nothing going on.
I checked, there was such a symposium and in the hotel she told me. So why was she flustered?
The symposium was on a Friday but to save the nightmare drive early on Friday she was going down Thursday afternoon and staying in the hotel that the symposium was being held in. At least that was the plan I was told. And with the traffic in the area on a Friday morning it was the logical thing to do. But I think the room in that hotel would remain unused whilst Shellie met Harold elsewhere. To hook up with him in the same hotel as a lot of banking people, some of which she worked with would be stupid, and neither her nor Dee were that.
We rarely spent time apart so I suggested I accompany her and we could stay over for the weekend at the hotel, make a break of it, we had done that in the past once or twice. She got all flustered at that and said she'd be tired after the symposium and would want to be at home with her husband and in her own bed with him.
The assignation hotel couldn't be too far away as she still had to be at the symposium by eight o'clock ish, if she actually went. So, I started looking for reasonable hotels not far from the symposium. Bugger. There were quite a few.
I still wasn't certain this was an assignation and I had decided Shellie needed to make her own decisions whether to destroy our marriage or not, she'd had enough warnings.
I loved her and I would give her one last chance and then see how she intended to rebuild the trust. I felt she was being led by Dee, and again I had warned her about that.
Then a week before the symposium something aroused my suspicions even more. The Bank had an office party in a local watering hole to celebrate a new contract. I offered to pick them up when they finished, as I normally do. It would have looked odd if they refused my offer. They did try but not very hard. I had insisted.
I got there early and stood quietly in the corner, there was music and some dancing. I saw Harold lead Shellie on to the dance floor and halfway through the song into a corner, she appeared to stagger. I got my phone out. I had a look around, I don't think anyone was paying any attention to them, well Dee was watching, but she was the only one I could see. Then I saw it, Harold copped a feel of Shellie's right boob. I expected a good slap, but nothing happened. I took photos. Then they kissed, it wasn't a passionate kiss, just lips touching, I got that on photo as well.
The music stopped and Harold and Shellie returned to the crowd. Just after they got back to their table I turned up. Shellie was obviously not sober. She doesn't hold her drink well and is normally quite cautious. As soon as she saw me, she coloured up.
I wasn't happy with what I had seen, but it wasn't really enough for a divorce. I would have to give more warnings about cheating in the future.
On the drive home I asked if Harold or Dee were going to the symposium, Shellie told me she didn't know.
We were stopped at some traffic lights, I looked across at her and said. "I don't believe you would not know if a colleague was or was not going to the same symposium as you. I will not be happy if you are lying to me."
The lights had turned green, so I could only glance at her as I drove off. She was looking down into her lap. I said. "You know what I think of cheaters. If they are going and use it to get together and you cover for them. I will assume you condone cheating and may do it yourself, and if you do cheat on me, I warn you again. I will be gone. Just gone. You will never see me again."
Now I was convinced something was happening. But how to confirm it. I suspected that it was at the symposium, I would just have to do the Detective thing and follow her.
Then I had a break. I had stopped checking her phone after I heard Dee say no electronics, but I saw in passing Shellie's phone light up. "Best Western Solihull. Mrs Jones, your confirmation..." Our name is not Jones and the hotel the symposium was being held in was in a Best Western Coventry, not too far away.
When I checked her phone later the message was not there or in the recycle bin.
I had them.
I had several plans running around my head. She would get one last chance, and in case she chose the wrong one I visited our solicitors and started things in motion, I came away with a letter of separation as a prelude to divorce. I got a copy of a divorce petition off the internet for shock value. But given the choice I didn't think she would go ahead with it. But I had to put things in place to prevent her being tempted to do it again.
But even if she didn't go ahead with it, what would I do? The problem for me was that I loved her with all my heart, but there was a limit. If she allowed a part of any other person to enter her body, that would be it. I will not stand for that.
If she did not do it, we could work on the trust, and that would be an uphill struggle. One that might still fail.
The Wednesday night sex was fantastic, but I still couldn't stop wondering if it was guilty sex, I even got a blowjob on Thursday morning. That was rare. We were normally too busy on a workday. Shellie promised me more of that over the weekend.
I booked a room at the hotel in Solihull, still hoping nothing was going to happen. I took the day off work and got there early. I had a long chat with the receptionist about cheaters and trysts. She told me it was obvious who was having an affair. Married couples didn't walk in holding hands; they were much more practical. Normally the husband will be carrying the luggage and the wife a small bag. Either would do the talking. If they were having an affair, both carry small bags, and the man always did the talking and he would generally have his arm around her waist, or they would be holding hands trying to act like a married couple. As long as the staff didn't get involved, it was all a bit of fun. So, when I came up with my suggestion for Mr and Mrs Jones the receptionist thought it was all a good idea, a bit of a laugh especially if they caught it on the CCTV. But it did cost me £20.
I saw Harold and Shellie arrive and followed them in, there was a mature couple between me and them. They walked in just like the lovers the receptionist described. I managed a photo, and I wondered how long that lovers' look would last.
I heard him say to the receptionist. "Mr and Mrs Jones, we are booked in."
The receptionist looked at me, I nodded.
"Certainly sir." She bent to the computer and did her thing. She asked him to complete a vehicle registration form and then handed over a key card.
I had prompted the receptionist for this next bit, she seemed to think it was a bit of fun.
She looked at my wife who was beside her would be lover, she smiled.
Then things changed, I saw Shellie's body tremble. And she pulled away from Harold. She was shaking her head. I think she was muttering 'No, no, no, I can't' Harold looked at her, confused.
The receptionist carried on and said. "The hotel is not concerned with the names you use. However, I believe your real name is Mrs Shellie Harris." I saw my wife stagger, she moved away from Harold. The receptionist continued unfazed. "I have this envelope for you. Have a nice day." She smiled and handed over the envelope I had given her. With that, she turned back to her computer.
My wife just stood there with the envelope in her hand. The receptionist looked up and said, "May I suggest that you open that before you go to your room?" I had not asked her to say that, but it was a good idea.
Shellie just stood there frozen.
Harold took the envelope off her and opened it. "Oh Shit."
He handed the contents over to Shellie. She took them and looked at the pictures of them kissing and Harold fondling Shellie's breast. She opened the folded paper which was an unsigned divorce petition along with the letter of separation.
Attached to it was a note that said. 'What you do in the next 30 seconds will depend on whether you receive a signed divorce petition.'
I was timing her, but the time really didn't matter, her actions did. The couple standing behind them harrumphed and this startled them into action.
Shellie turned round and ran towards the hotel front door, right past me. She didn't look back.
Harold just stood there, looking dumbfounded. The receptionist handed him an envelope and said. "This is for you Mr Gault."
The letter inside it said. 'Your wife has received copies of the pictures and details of your planned night. Have a good evening', It was unsigned.
I walked outside. Shellie was dialling on her phone. I headed towards my Land Rover. My phone started ringing with her ringtone. She looked up and saw me.
I called out. "Do you want a lift somewhere?" She dropped her case and ran towards me.
"I'm so sorry."
I opened the passenger door for her. "Get in." Tears were pouring down her face as she clambered in. I went and picked up her suitcase and put it in the back of the Land Rover.
"I'm sorry sweetheart, I'm sorry, I got dragged into this by Dee."
I ignored her.
"Which car is his?"
"That black Audi, over there."
She pointed to a black Mercedes parked under the trees. "Are you sure, that's a Merc?"
"Yes, I'm sure, he parked it there because he doesn't want it to be seen by anyone."
That was a Merc EQB SUV, a £50,000 car. How did he afford that on his wages, his salary must be about the same as Shellie's'. I wondered if his wife had money, or was it family money?
Never mind, I had things to do.
I looked at Shellie and said. "Don't you dare phone him." She quickly reached into her handbag and gave me her phone. Was that because she didn't trust herself? Or wanted to show me she was apologetic? I put it in my pocket, I had other things to do. I went to the back of my Land Rover and got out some tools. I've got a Land Rover, you've got to carry tools. I paused a little while whilst I sent a pre prepared email from my phone. I made my way to the back of his car, just in case there's any CCTV cameras working. Not that it bothered me, I'd just get probation or a fine for criminal damage.
My snips cut all the tyre valves off and the Stanley knife left a slash in each tyre sidewall. They were run flats, they wouldn't go down, but the car wouldn't be safe to drive and all the tyres would have to be replaced. The next thing was the two pound ball pein hammer struck the windscreen and it was right on the driver's eye line. It was better than I expected, the crack went several ways, and the car alarm went off.
I got back to the Land Rover. "Can we go home now?" Please?"
"In a little while. I've not finished here yet."
"Please?"
I didn't bother to answer her as the front doors of the hotel opened. Harold came rushing out dragging his suitcase. His phone nestled in the crook of his shoulder, whilst he tried to turn the car alarm off. I managed to snap a picture of him, the hotel name was visible. I sent that to his wife as well. My windows were down so I could hear him talking on the phone. "Sweetheart, it's not what it looks like. I would never cheat on you. I'm just going into the hotel. I'm on a course you know that." He paused. "No, I was just helping her." He got in his car, then he realised the state of the windscreen. He got out of the car, he was still on the phone. "Sweetheart, that's not me, I didn't do that." Then his phone pinged, he looked at the screen and I heard him say. "Oh fuck." I wonder if it was the picture of him groping Shellie's tit or the pair of them walking into the hotel with his arm round Shellie's waist. Although taken from the back it was obviously them and something I hadn't planned was the mirror behind the reception desk showing their faces. Or was it him leaving the hotel he said he was just entering. Never mind the damage was done.
Now it's time to go.
I started the car and drove out of the car park. Shellie just sat there crying. She tried to talk to me several times but failed. I kept hearing her whispering, 'I'm sorry'. I saw her gather herself together, she turned to look at me and said. "Sweetheart, can we stop and talk about this?"
I was in no mood to talk, but it would have to happen. She hadn't noticed where we were. "Not whilst I'm driving. The next motorway stop."
That was when she looked out and realised we were heading South down the M5 not North towards home. "Where are we going?" she asked.
"Your parents."
"Please no, this would destroy them. You love them, you wouldn't do that to them."
I glanced across at her and growled. "I didn't."
She burst into tears again.
I had no intention, but she didn't know that. I said to her. "Did you think that that would be part of the fallout with you taking Harold as a lover."
"We planned it so carefully, I would never get caught, it was only going to be the once, you would never know, you wouldn't get hurt, it was just for the experience." All the excuses and reasons came rattling out through the tears, I wonder if these were the excuses Dee had used to convince her. Probably.
Just a thought, was Dee Harold's pimp, finding him lovers and arranging it all for him? That would be an interesting revelation at the Bank, I might have to suggest that, even if it wasn't true.
"By 'we' I assume you mean you and Dee." I saw her nod her head out of the corner of my eye. "I was asking you what you thought would happen if you got caught? Dee hasn't put her marriage at risk this time.
"The next services are just over a mile away, I will give you half an hour there to convince me not to take you to your Mum and Dad's."
She started to speak. I held my hand up. She just sat there looking out of the window.
We got to the service station, I parked the car and told her to find a quiet corner whilst I went and got some drinks. I got to the booth with two teas. She doesn't like tea much, but she hates motorway stop tea. She took a sip, that pulled her up, her face grimaced, she was expecting a latte. She gave me a look that said 'okay, I deserved that'.
She sat there until I said. "You have 27 minutes left." Again actually, the time didn't matter. The words did.
"I know I made a promised at the altar. And although I haven't broken it, I've come so close as to not make any difference. I have lied to you, hidden things from you and disrespected my wedding vows to you. So, I don't know if you will believe me, but I promise I will never do it again. Let's just say once nearly bitten twice shy. I will never see Dee again. I will leave the bank, if they don't sack me."
It appears she can think for herself when Dee is not around playing devil's advocate.
Shellie continued.​​ "Dee convinced me it would be safe. You would never find out and you would never get hurt. It was going to be a one off. Just like hers was. I got caught up with the planning and the excitement. I've never had anybody but you and Dee convinced me it was worth the risk as the risk was so low, providing we planned it properly.
"Doubts set in as soon as he picked me up from the bank and on the drive down there. Harold was a bit, how can we say 'energetic' in his driving, and then I had a thought, what if we had a car accident or anything. We hadn't considered that. It would destroy you.
"As Harold was booking in I looked into the mirror behind the receptionist desk. I thought to myself, and you've said it often enough. 'Do I like the person looking back at me', and at that moment in time I hated the person looking back at me and I decided not to go through with it, to come home and tell you how stupid I'd been.
"Then when the receptionist looked at me and smiled, I could tell she knew I was about to cheat on my husband. I was already having doubts, but if she could see it so would you and then the excitement Dee and I built up was gone and I was left with a naked fear. So even if I stopped now, it might be too late to save my marriage, but I know you. If I had gone ahead with it would be over for ever. So, at that point I was leaving, and I pulled away from Harold.
"Then she used my real name and gave me the envelope. I guessed what was in it, so you knew all along. You must have told the receptionist. It didn't matter how she knew. It was still the look on her face."
I told Shellie how the receptionist had told me how they recognise cheaters and that she and Harold followed the exact scenario, so I didn't need to tell her, she would have seen it straight away.
"So did you give any thought to what would happen if you got caught?"
"I did, but every time I brought it up Dee would just tell me it was foolproof, you wouldn't know, so it wouldn't hurt you. I'm ashamed to say I didn't even think about the parents and what they would think if I got caught.
"She told me the experience would be good for the both of us, I might learn new things to please you with. I now know that's a crock of shit because you would wonder where I had got them from."
"Dee planned everything, it worked for her, I just went along with it. But we planned everything, no strange flirty clothes, no late nights. All late working was real, and we always told you. I came home early from our girl's night out or got you to pick me up. We wouldn't give you any reason to worry."
"Ah you see, that was part of your downfall. You studiously wore the same sort of clothes whatever the weather or going out with your friends, that in itself was a giveaway you were hiding something. Coming home early from girl's nights out. Again, totally unusual and your excuse about being bored just didn't hold water. Getting me to pick you up from happy hour just so you could show off how much you loved me to your work mates by hanging all over me. And the sex was fantastic. I assume it was guilty sex?"
"Partly yes, because of what I was planning to do, but mainly because I love you and like doing it with you."
"Or as a comparison with Harold?"
She gave me a quizzical look. "No, that never crossed my mind."
I continued. "I saw all that and got worried and started following you. Turning up earlier than we planned to pick you up. You were brilliant. You never put a foot wrong until two weeks ago at the contract winning party. You asked me to pick you up at ten. I got there at nine and hung around in the corner. No one saw me. I watched you, you only had one dance with Harold and when he thought no one was watching he fondled your breast. And you didn't stop him. That would have got anyone else a slap. So, from that, I felt as you let him cop a feel, something was planned. Then when you came home last week and said you were on a symposium all the warning signs lit up like a Christmas tree. Even if I hadn't seen the grope I would still have followed you, but it gave me the chance for a photo.



"You were just too perfect. You were never late, even by one minute, that's not like you. You're sometimes five or ten minutes late when it doesn't matter. You always phoned well before time if you were working late and I'm sure if I checked you were always working. You asked me to pick you up when you went out for the evening, you've never done that before. I generally offered but you almost insisted and you're always waiting for me. I didn't have to ease you out like I normally did. And when you went out for an evening you dressed down, dowdy, not smart like normal.
"You even asked me to help you pack your clothes so I could see there was nothing sexy in there. You've never done that before. Did Dee have your sexy lingerie then?"
"No there wasn't any, I just took the nightgown you saw me pack. I normally sleep naked, you know that but that didn't seem right with another man."
She looked down at her tea and said quietly. "So, we weren't as smart as we thought we were. Shit I feel so stupid for following Dee's advice." She looked at me and carried on. "And you warned me so many times. What an utter fool I have been." Tears were pouring down her face dropping into her tea.
She pulled herself together, took the sip of the cold tea and grimaced. "I was having doubts about going through with it, when that receptionist looked at me, she could tell that I was going to cheat on my husband. And if she saw it so would you, you would know and it would hurt you and you would leave me. Then it hit me that it was so wrong on every level.
"Sweetheart, I'll do anything, I'll sign a postnuptial agreement with a solicitor sorting it out, I will leave with nothing. I'll do anything. I'd rather not but if you insist, I'll even tell my Mum and Dad and yours and if you take me back it will make me look bad and you look better."
I wouldn't do that to the oldies, any of them.
Shellie carried on. "It's no excuse. I can't even say I didn't know what I was thinking, I knew exactly what I was thinking. That you would never know about it. It would not hurt you and it would be an experience for me. I like planning, you know that, and I got wound up in the planning for this, but not seeing where it would end, and every time I had doubts Dee had a reasonable alternative reason or excuse. I'm sorry sweetheart I was so wrong,"
The big question. "Why?" I asked.
"It was for the experience. You would never find out and you would never get hurt. Dee ensured me it would be safe and fun. I've never had anybody but you and it was only going to be the once. Dee convinced me it was worth the risk as the risk was so low, as long as we planned it carefully. Because she had done it, we knew all the pitfalls. I now think Dee was probably drunk on the fact she got away with it, and it would be the same for me, and that she would have company somebody who cheated on their husband with Harold. Sorry, that's just hindsight that's just come to me."
"So what were you going to do when you decided not to go through with it?" I asked her.
"I don't really know, my initial thought was to get a taxi and go to the symposium, there is a room there for me anyway, and I wouldn't have to tell you what a fool I've been. But then I realised that would just make it worse, a funny thought flashed through my mind, I just hoped you could get off work and come and save me. I know this sounds all made-up because I got the letter and you knew all about it. But those are the things that were rushing around in my head. Sweetheart, I was so confused. I felt so guilty. I'm still trying to get it sorted out in my head now. I was so stupid to even let it get this far. I'm sorry sweetheart."
I sat and pondered a bit, I knew what I wanted to do, but what did she want?
"What do you want to do now?" I asked.
"I want my husband to take me home so I can start making it up to him. To apologise for being a stupid cunt. For not taking his advice and being foolish enough to think I could get something over on him. I never disrespected him, but from his point of view that is what it will look like and finally, I have to start building trust. I know it won't be easy and I'm not sure how to do it yet, but I can't do that if I'm not with him.
"Please I am begging you, I'll get down on my hands and knees here and now but please give me the chance to build that trust and make my stupid mistake up to you."
She took a deep breath and carried on. "I need to get rid of Dee from my life and I think I've probably lost my job. I'm not sure yet what I would do about that but if you take me home it'll give me some time to think."
We got back in the Land Rover, and I again headed South. Shellie just sat in the corner crying until I reached the next junction where I went round and back onto the motorway and headed North, she noticed. She swung round in her seat, looked at me and said. "Sweetheart thank you so very much, you will not regret this. I promise with all my heart and soul." She carried on crying but I think this time they were tears of joy.
We had been on the motorway for about half an hour when Shellie said to me. "Can I ask you a question please." I just nodded my head. "If you knew all about it, why didn't you stop me?"
"I believe you are your own woman, and you have to make your own choices. I did warn you so many times. But you chose to ignore my warnings. You know how I feel about cheating. So, it had to be your choice. Fortunately, in the end you made the right choice, but you damaged me, our marriage and my trust in you. But if I didn't think our marriage could be saved, we would still be heading South."
I heard sobbing coming from the other side of the Rover.
I knew it wouldn't be easy, but she had seen her own faults, and once you've seen your faults you know what you can do to counteract any mistakes they let you make.
It was late when we got home. All I wanted was a quiet beer just to let the day's troubles fade away, for now.
Shellie went to bed, when I went up I slid in beside her, she turned over and wrapped her arms around me. I was tired and I fell into a deep sleep.
Shellie was up early in the morning and she brought me a steaming hot cup of tea to bed. She was dressed for work. I was still tired, she leaned down, kissed me on the lips, stroked my face and said. "Thank you, my sweetheart. I love you."
I had already arranged for the day off work so I just pottered around the house and garden.
I didn't know what time to expect Shellie home, but I got a text 'be home around two'. That was early for her. I wondered what had happened.
When she got in, she got herself a large glass of red wine and me a beer, it was a little early. But she looked like she needed it. She told me what she did when she got to work. Dee saw her walk in and go to her manager's office, Dee went white. She told her manager what had happened and why she wasn't in Coventry. HR were called in and she repeated what she told her manager. She told me she stood up straight, held back the tears, and just told them everything.
She told them she had probably lost her marriage and she was willing to resign. She was sent home and told to wait for a phone call. She walked out and didn't look at Dee. She told me she visited our solicitor and managed to get an appointment in the afternoon with a junior solicitor and she had a draft post-nuptial agreement. She laid it in front of me. It stated If she had sex outside of our marriage, she would get nothing. There was no mention of me playing outside the marriage.
She had hand written underneath the typing 'Plus 1 free pass to make up for my mistake.' I added 'threesum, 2 women+ me'
She added 'as long as one of the women is me'. She showed it to me, I nodded and pushed it back to her. She signed my addition.
I took the pen off her and scribbled out all the handwritten notes. She smiled at me.
She took a large drink of wine and asked. "Will you help me? What do I tell Frank? He's not a friend, just an acquaintance, the husband of a former friend. I don't know what to do."
I told her in my view was that we would have to tell Frank But in the end it was taken out of our hands. Dee got sacked the following Monday. There was no one month's notice, something about using the bank funds to book hotel rooms for sexual liaisons, Sherrie and Harold's was not the first time she had booked rooms. She was sacked on the spot, she lied to Frank about the reason. Somebody ratted on her and told him the real reason. It came out about her sex with Harold, and it was often, not just the once. Frank, true to his word, divorced Dee. She wasn't laughing now. She moved away, we do not know, nor care where.
Harold got divorced and lost almost everything in the prenup. He met with an accident, wasn't me. I found out later Frank was away for a golfing weekend with some very good mates when it happened.
And us, we made it. Due to Sherrie coming forward she did not lose her job but was reprimanded. She worked extremely hard to rebuild the trust with me. I had more faith in her than she had in herself now that Dee was gone. I did keep an eye out on her friends.
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I know this could be an All Hallows Eve story, but I missed the day. Actually I forgot I had it and having finished some of my current crop of half finished stories whilst looking for one to finish I came across this one.
It could also be a 'Hotel confrontation story, that is where the action takes place.
I'm not a lawyer so there are going to be inconsistencies. Don't worry about it, just enjoy the story.
It's fiction, like Dracula, hopefully!
I stood next to the wide boardroom table. My wife Sharon sat opposite me, we both worked for the same food company. She was deputy director in charge of production, and I was the legal Beagle. My job was to stop the company from getting into trouble. It wasn't a full time job. I was just called in when poo had or was about to hit the rotating cooling device, plus a bit of pre-emptive work. The rest of the time I worked for Smith, Smith and Jones, a company of lawyers in town. I smiled at Sharon.
I had picked a trend in the US and as sure as runny dog shit smells it would hit our small island at some time, so I wanted to be prepared.
The CEO indicated for me to speak, it is something I had passed through him. We had discussed it and he thought it was a good idea. I'd been thinking about it for a while, but I had to move my plans up.
Our group of companies are held in high esteem. We are a family company with family values and with the economic downturn our production runs of slightly less expensive food had garnered us a great following.
"I have noted across the US, and increasingly in the UK that companies are enforcing a moral code of conduct."
I picked up the remote control and pointed it at the large television screen and turned it on. I had done some research. There were headlines of a U.S. company that had nearly gone broke because it found out that the CEO was carrying on with one of the director's wives and there was a great backlash.
I pulled up another one where the stocks fell a full 6 1/2% in a day, because another director took his company to a tribunal. All because he had had an affair on company premises with his married secretary. They were both immediately sacked. The company did not have a moral code of conduct in place and therefore they could not be punished. They went to the tribunal and won. The company lost millions, and nearly went under.
"I have suggested to Sir David that we employ a simple moral code. He has agreed it will be an addendum to everybody's contract. Basically, if people are having a sexual liaison within the company with someone other than their spouse, there will be two weeks suspension without pay. They will have to explain the loss of earning to their other half. If both of them are married, and we all know each other well enough to know who is married and who isn't, the same rules apply to both of them. The full details will be in the amendment."
I looked at him, he nodded and he said. "Even the CEO."
He carried on. "Everybody in this company should be above reproach. That includes me, my son, all of you, and everybody who works for you. Everybody will be contacted, and it will be explained to them."
I looked around the room waiting to see if I was going to see any faces looking flushed, there wasn't any, that was good.
Chris from packaging down the end of the table asked the question that had probably been playing on everybody's mind. "I'm not and I hasten to add, do not know of anybody who is currently having an affair between two members of staff, but what if they are?"
Sir David nodded to me. "It's relatively simple, if they sign the document and continue to have an affair and they are caught the will be asked to leave, if they do not leave of their own free will they may find their employment somewhat more difficult, they may get transferred to prevent the affair continuing. If they're caught having an affair on any of our properties, they will be sacked. If they do not sign the document and that is their right, let us say that will put doubts on their suitability for working for this company in the long term."
With that the meeting broke up. That was when I saw Sharon cast a smile at Brian, Sir David's son.
Sir David was a nice man, a genuinely nice man, he had been knighted for his charitable works. He was so proud of that and quite rightly so, he was a man that people, including myself, looked up to and admired. He had found a way of collecting food from supermarkets that was nearly out of date and redistributing it to the needy. Quite difficult because the rules about selling or providing food that is past its 'best by' or 'sell by' date are difficult to overcome. The people getting this food didn't care. It also saved a lot of waste. He managed to convince other food manufacturers to do a similar thing.
I suspected Brian had been making a play for Sharon for some time, being the boss's son, he thought he had a bit of leeway. But I think that little speech by his father put the damper on that. That was my full intention, but I didn't think I was out of the woods yet.
I think he had been making a discreet play for a lot of the ladies, since he got back from working at one of our other factories. He'd been moving around doing a couple of years in each place to work out how the business was managed. And now he was back at base.
I was wary, little rumours had reached me that he was being a bit naughty whilst he was away from home. His wife stayed in their house in our town, and he travelled weekly to the other outlying factories.
I'd also had a few visits from some of the girls on the shop floor asking me questions about what would happen if the boss's son made a pass at them, and they turned him down. They knew he was married, and in some cases so were they.
They were worried about losing their jobs if they didn't respond to his 'flirting'. Their words, not mine.
I told them all they had to say was. "Mr Davidson, that is inappropriate. Please do not do that again." And then report it to me and I will keep track of it and deal with it. Anonymously if they wished.
Now Sharon has always thought she's smart, she is, and sometimes she's smarter than me, she doesn't think she is. She also thinks she's more devious than me, and again sometimes she is. OK that's what I let her think, but I'm still distrustful. In my legal business I've had to do things that are, shall we say, less than completely ethical, so I'm very good at covering my tracks. I contacted one of my people who did work for me on the quiet, and I managed to clone Sharon's phone.
Sharon and I had been married for seven years. We've known each other for nine. We met just after I left university working as a lowly pen pusher in the lawyer's office that I still worked for. She wanted some help over some death duties, and as it was a mundane task, I got it. She was very cute; I was taken by her as soon as we started to talk.
I liked her short, efficient bobbed haircut, the cutest smile and bright blue eyes. She was smartly dressed. She excluded a small air of class. I was taken with her straight away.
I thought she was out of my league. But I asked her out anyway and was surprised when she accepted. It turns out she had been a bit flighty in her younger days, but now she had settled down. Hey, I was the same when I was at university. After two years we were married, and we were happy. We had decided children weren't for us just yet. But Sharon loved children and was looking forward to being a mum in a few years' time, but for now we enjoyed the holidays, the smart cars. We had planned ahead and the in the house we have brought we had already decided which room was going to be the nursery. It was a large room because twins run in her family, and she was hoping it would happen to us.
It turns out the lawyers I worked for liked what I did. It appears I sailed a little close to the wind occasionally but knew when to tack into wind or luff up and run with it. That was how I ended up working part time for the same company she does, the lawyers rented me out on a sort of as needs basis.
It was all fine until Brian turned up, yes, they did have a little fling before they both got married. Cute junior manager and the boss's son, it was always sort of going to happen. But I didn't hear that from them. They kept quiet about that. But there are plenty of shit stirrers in any company.
I could almost see why she'd taken up with me, I look a bit like Brian. Some people thought we were cousins. We both had the same build and height, even our hair was similar when I let mine grow long. At a distance we had often been mistaken for one another.
But I'd seen her look at Brian and the way he returned the look, and that gave me little worries. Whilst I kept an eye out, I could see nothing wrong. It was just the little look thing, sometimes accompanied by a smile as if they were sharing a secret. But being a lawyer, I had heard all the stories of cheating wives and husbands, so I knew what to look for. I saw nothing, and hopefully the new moral code contract would stop anything happening that shouldn't. Some of her flightiness came back in the bedroom since Brian turned up. We were never shabby in bed together, but she took it back to our early days together.
I kept an eye on her messages, there were a few texts from Brian, not many and nothing untoward. But then there were things like. "Your smile brightened my day." He was right, her smile did brighten everyone's day, but it was the three little crosses he put after it that bothered me. I couldn't let Sharon know I had seen that message.
She replied. 'Stop it,' with a giggling emoji.
He sent a winking emoji back.
That was enough to send out warning signals to me. I would have to keep an eye on this.
That night over dinner I almost gave myself away. I asked her. "You're spending a lot more time with Brian than you did John before him. I hope you're not getting too up close and comfortable with your old boyfriend? He is married, you know."
She didn't hesitate. "Of course not, he's just a friend."
"Well, just make sure it stays that way, you won't like the result if that friendship changes to something more."
I don't think she noticed I called him her 'old boyfriend.' I would have to be careful not to do that again.
With that I got up and walked away leaving her to clear the table, something we normally did together. I glanced back, she was just sat there with her mouth hanging open.
When she came into the lounge after she'd cleared up, she looked a bit crestfallen. Like she was waiting for me to ask something like that, and she had a ready answer. But I had shown her I wasn't taken in.
And her looking like that convinced me something had or was about to happen.
She said, "You think you're smarter than me, don't you?"
"Sometimes I am, and sometimes I'm not. We each have our own skills." I laughed at her, smiled and said. "Of course, there is one skill we enjoy together." With that we went upstairs early for the first time in a while.
She had been working late, but that was only to be expected with the new production lines happening and Christmas just around the corner. It was a matter of getting the unit cost for each item of food at the correct level so the company still made a profit. And it might be as simple as only putting six meatballs on a pizza instead of eight.
I wasn't sure if it was the late working or something else, but our sex life fell off drastically.
And I knew Brian was at work with her, that was normal. I wanted to squash anything before it started so I tackled her.
The opportunity arose when she came in late one night, she smelt a little of drink. When I questioned her, she said she and Brian had been for a quick drink after they finished work to discuss the next product they were going to produce.
I didn't beat around the bush; I came straight out with it. "You're spending a lot of time with Brian. Are you sure you're not having an affair? He has a wife and two kids, you know."
That immediately put her hackles up. "No, I'm not, how dare you?"
"Are you sure, you're coming home later and you're always sliding up to Brian a lot. You know that moral conduct thing applies to him and you?"
She was still angry at me for suggesting it. "Yes of course I do, I wouldn't cheat on you." Mayhap, milady protests too much. I still didn't tell her that I knew about them before.
I looked at her "You're a young sexy lady, but none of it's been coming my way recently so where are you getting it if you're not having an affair."
That stunned her, she looked at me aghast.
"I'm not, I promise you I'm not. I'm working late and I can prove it. You can track my phone. The security people know where I am. The factory runs 24 hours a day, and you know I have to be there at times. You can check who's on site, everyone has to sign in and out. You can check who's there." It sounded like she was panicking.
I tried to look like I was pondering on something, and I said to her. "OK but something's not right, something is going on. I need to think about this."
That night I knew where my lovely young wife was getting her sex from, she struggled to walk in the morning. and I was pretty knackered too.
A couple of days later at breakfast I got out a piece of paper. "So you tell me you're not having an affair?"
"No I'm not." She had a worried look on her face at where this was going.
"You're not planning to have an affair?"
"I love you, don't be so bloody ridiculous, of course not." She sounded quite angry now. I was almost relieved.
"Then you won't mind signing this will you?" I pushed a piece of paper across to her. It was a postnuptial agreement. I was expecting a little bit of an argument, but she knew how my mind worked, she read it. It was very simple.
If either one of us engaged in a sexual activity with any other person apart from the undersigned, the perpetrator would leave the house and take one eight of the savings and half the current bank account and their clothes. Underneath that was a list of sexual activities which included, fornication with, masturbation of another person, whether male or female. Oral sex of any kind. No fucking, no wanking or no blowjobs or fanny licking of any other person.
She looked at me and said, "This wouldn't hold up in court."
She seemed to forget I was a lawyer.
"We're not in court, this is between you and me, and by the way it is so simple yes it will, I am a lawyer don't forget. I made it purposely simple." I was tempted to add that she does food, I do law. And yes, it would hold up in court once she knowingly signed it.
She didn't hesitate, she could see I had signed it, so she signed it.
That was when I told her I knew her and Brian before. And when I asked her about it, she said, "It was all a long time ago, don't worry sweetheart, you're my only man now."
"So why not tell me about it?" I asked her.
"It was a long time ago, before we even met. It's no secret. It just didn't come up. That's all."
As a bit of a jibe I said to her. "So now if you fuck Brian, you lose your house, your job and your car plus about 250 grand give or take."
Now that caught her out that made her shake her head, she paled a little for a short while.
Now was the time to keep an eye on what was happening. I checked on her phone daily.
It wasn't long after that that I saw the text she sent to Brian. "Pete knows something is planned. He made me sign a post-nup. He wouldn't do that unless he suspected something. We are going to have to call it off."
Brian replied. "He can't, this is fool proof. It is so simple, so even if we get caught it will look like it's him. Nobody will believe him, and if he says anything else he will look like the idiot he is."
"Don't you run him down, I love him. This is just a one off, just like those old days when we used to sneak around. As I said once."
"You just want to get something over on him don't you? And you're using me to do it." Brian texted.
"Might be." She replied.
He put a smiling emoji on. "Don't worry, I'm not complaining."
So, it was soon, the only thing coming up was the company Halloween party.
They were so smug they could get away with whatever it was they were planning. There was nothing else in the texts apart from meet you so and so, it was always in the building and the places they were never alone. It will be an office or the cafeteria, but they were sitting talking together which is not unusual. She was in charge of production, and he was in charge of the factory.
Then on Friday afternoon I got the text from Sharon's phone. "I've got the costumes." There was nothing more than that. We were due to go to the factory Halloween party that Saturday. The factory would be very busy at Christmas making Christmas foods, so Halloween was the best time for a company get together. It took a bit of sorting out, shutting the factory down for a day, but I think the maintenance people got a lot of stuff done.
We had done this before, and I generally picked my own costume, but this year Sharon picked it. It was normally quite a fun event. Management generally hired their costumes, but the lads and lasses from the shop floor tended to make their own, some of those were better.
I got a little worried when I saw mine. It was a cowboy outfit, a hat, shirt, waistcoat, chaps and a gun in a holster. I found out the gun was a water pistol. She even got cowboy boots. That was Ok but what worried me was it included a Lone Ranger style mask and a full beard. You almost wouldn't be able to tell who I was. I will probably have to lift the beard up to drink beer, a straw might be in order.
We got dressed for the party. The hairs started standing on the back of my neck when Sharon did something strange. She tucked a pink handkerchief in the breast pocket of the waistcoat, and she messed around with my hat.
She was wearing a PVC catwoman catsuit that i hadn't seen before, complete with whiskers, ear headband, the most fantastic cat eye make-up and a tail. We were sometimes a little risqué in the bedroom. The zip went from neck all the way round to the small of her back, that is where the tail was stuck in. I did draw the line at her wearing her thigh length boots and leather waspie. That would have been too many secrets out in the open. It was all finished off with a small black handbag on a golden chain, the sort of thing that women keep their phones and a little make up in.
I tried to get a little naughty, we had time for a quick one. She was as sexy as hell and I wanted some of that, she laughed and told me to wait till we got back home.
Anyway, with my senses all alert off we went to the hotel where the company had hired the ballroom and somewhere to store coats.
Lo and behold, when I got there Brian was wearing exactly the same outfit as me. We all had a bloody good laugh about it. How we were both dressed the same and anyone could get the two of us mixed up. It didn't take me long to work out what they were planning. I could see their game straight away. What bothered me was how would she know who was who? If you didn't have a suspicious nature and didn't think there was something untoward going on, it'll be a good laugh.
Then I noticed a more worrying fact, he also had a handkerchief in his top pocket, but his was red, he also had a hat on the same as mine. It looked a bit odd, then I realised the feather in his hat was on the opposite side to mine. Now I could see how their plan was going to work. It didn't take me long to think of a way round it. But I would need a bit of luck.
Sharon stayed close to me and I didn't even see her glance across a Brian at all. There were lots of laughs and jokes saying that we were both dressed the same and you could get us mixed up. Sharon arranged to have photographs taken in the middle of this. I got someone to take photographs using my phone, we even had photographs taken of us with our beards and masks off, I insisted on that photo. Just so people could tell who was who. It was a bit of a giggle.



It was about mid evening and Brian headed off to the toilet. I didn't need to go, I hadn't drunk much. But I followed him in and we had a bit of a laugh and a joke in there. I pointed out his handkerchief was all messed up and I straightened it for him, he gave me a strange grin. I even straightened his hair as he had his hat off.
I managed to get away before he did and as I left the toilet, I saw Sharon. I nodded to her and discreetly pointed to a room at the back where all the coats were stored.
She headed that way and so did I. She got there first, opened the door and went in. The lights weren't on but there was enough light to see, I followed her in and as I did so I turned the key in the lock
"I've been waiting for this." She said as she sunk to her knees and undid the zip of my trousers pulled my cock out and took it into her mouth.
I muttered "Phone" through the beard. I don't think she heard me. I managed to reach her bag, get her phone out and start recording. Hopefully there would be enough light. It took a lot of concentration, which was probably a good thing otherwise I would have come very quickly, she was very good at blow jobs.
If anyone caught us it would look like Sharon giving her husband a blowjob. Naughty but not wrong.
I didn't want to come in her mouth, so I lifted her up and pushed her back until her backside met the table with the coats on. I pushed her back and undid the zip from her back, I saw the tail fall off. Now I propped her phone up so it would video everything.
She had trimmed her pubic hair. I like that, but she doesn't do it for me. I managed to move around so I could get a good picture of me doing it. I was using my fingers on her. As I said, it would look like her and her husband doing naughties. She had little orgasm then she grabbed me by the shoulders and said, "Come on Brian fuck me." I tried not to disappoint and I slipped in hard.
"Oh my God Brian, that's so much bigger than Pete's."
I rammed into her hard, she came like a train.
It didn't take us long to finish.
She looked at me but didn't smile, surely, she should be happy now she had achieved her aim.
Now to the next part of my plan.
We left the room separately, Sharon went first, she said she had better go and find Pete before he became suspicious. Too late. I picked something up off the floor and put it in my pocket.
I tucked my handkerchief further down, so it was out of sight. I moved the feather in my hat to the other side. I left the room and headed out to the ballroom. Looking across the room I saw Sharon standing by Brian, he had his arm around her waist. She probably thought it was me. I walked up and said out loud in a poor Cowboy accent. "Get your hands off my gal. Or go for your gun."
I took up the gunslingers stance that I had seen on telly. "Go for your gun." We were only a few feet apart.
I laughed, my voice was muffled by the beard. Brian laughed back and took up the stance and yelled "Draw."
We did, he was faster, but I was more accurate. He got soaked, I had red wine in my water pistol. And I got him in the heart. I used the waistcoat top pocket as an aiming point. I hit it. We laughed again. Everybody laughed. I walked up to him, grabbed him and spun around so his hat came off. I kept spinning round. That could confuse everyone. When we stopped I took his waistcoat off, it was wet with red wine. I whipped off Brian's mask and beard and then mine.
I think everybody including Sharon was confused. At least that's what I was hoping for.
After that excitement things started to slow down. Now that we were revealed Sharon stayed close to me and put her arm around mine all the time, she often looked up to me and smiled. I wondered what she was smiling about?
Probably that she was more devious than me, and had got one over on me, well we will see Monday morning.
Things started to die down and it was time we went home. We hadn't drunk much as Sharon would have to go into work tomorrow around midday to make sure the ovens were 'on' and everything was ready to restart production on the Christmas lines.
We had ordered a taxi and the taxi driver's eyes were out on stalks when Sharon walked out of the hotel. Which wasn't bad, the taxi driver was a lady.
When we got home, she leaned into me and whispered. "God I'm randy as hell, now let's go to bed."
I didn't know to be disappointed in my previous performance or be grateful.
When we got to a few steps up the stairs I asked her where her tail was. I don't think she knew it was missing. She told me she didn't know. She surmised it dropped out when she went to the loo. I pointed out to her that we didn't drink that much, I was with her most of the night and she never went to the loo. A worried look passed across her face, which turned into a smile, then she held her hand out to me and said. "Come on, we have things to do."
It didn't take me long. I followed that cute bum in the PVC catsuit up the stairs.
She walked in first, I grabbed her and spun around got hold of the zip at the top of the suit took it all the way down from neck to her backside
Oh my God that's great.
I put my fingers down there and started to play just how she liked it. I had to hold her up, her legs were about to buckle. I pulled back and looked at her. "Trimmed your pussy hair then, that's nice."
"It gets caught in the zip, and I know you like it, so just for you, my lover. Do you want to taste down there?"
Yuck. "Not just yet, maybe in a minute." Not a fucking cat in Hell's chance.
I pushed her back on the bed, she laid there with her legs open. "Lick me, I love it when you lick me."
"No time for that, you're so fucking sexy I'm going to come, and I don't want to waste it. it's going up your fanny."
I went into her hard and fast, this was no love making, this is pure fucking. Her legs went round my back as I pummelled into her. She scratched my back with her heels.
She screamed as she came.
When we finished she looked at me. "If that's what I get, I'm going to have to wear this suit again. That was probably the best fucking I've ever had."
I helped her undress; she was all sticky and sweaty wearing that suit all night. She managed a quick shower and collapsed in bed next to me.
I got up early in the morning and got her phone and sent the video that was recorded last night to my phone.
She had to go to work, but we had breakfast together. As we sat there it was all very nice, she looked at me, smiled and held my hand. She couldn't stop touching me, perhaps I made an impression last night after we got home.
Whilst she was at work I edited all the photographs, the video and the audio tracks. There were several pictures on social media which I downloaded. It would make for an interesting chat on Monday morning.
She got in in the evening and bought a takeaway. OK it was the pizzas they were making at work, but never mind. It had ten meatballs on. She cracked a bottle of wine. She was very amorous. I didn't know whether I impressed her last night or she was happy that she got something over me. I wasn't sure but I took full advantage of it. She even let me have her bum hole, and that was normally only reserved for my birthday. When we went to sleep she laid there smiling, she looked happy.
Monday morning I was waiting at the front door when Sir David arrived, whenever I did that he knew it was bad news. As we walked to his office I said to him, "I'm sorry Sir, I don't think this can get much worse. This has far reaching consequences."
As we walked towards his office he asked me if he needed his secretary to take notes. I suggested that we have a chat between the two of us to start with and he can take it from there. But unfortunately, it concerned his son.
He seemed to suck in a little as I said that. I didn't want to hurt this man. He was nice, he was a lovely man but I'm afraid it was inevitable.
I plugged the drive into the big TV screen in his office and I put up a set of pictures. He had already seen that Brian and I had turned up in the same costume. That was no surprise to him. I showed him the big picture showing the different coloured handkerchiefs, and where the feathers were in the hats. Even the picture with us lifting out beards and masks so it could be seen who each of us was.
But until I pointed them out he hadn't noticed the differences. I felt sad about this next bit I looked at him and said. "I'm sorry Sir David."
I showed him the picture of Sharon having sex in the room with what looks like her husband, until I pointed out the handkerchief and the hat. And this had been a deliberate ploy by both of them to cuckold me and to go against his wishes.
He sat there stunned. "Are you sure, could it be a mistake? Are you sure it wasn't you? Of course not, you would not miss doing something like that."
I apologised and played the video of Sharon having sex and then fast forwarded so he could hear the audio clip.
The poor man sat there and cried. I felt really, really bad. But in my view something that had to be done. This could probably be handled discretely between us. If Brian had been successful with one of the other married women on the shop floor all hell could have broken loose. So in my view, as painful as it was, this was probably the best way.
Sir David gathered himself together, he asked his secretary to fetch Brian and Sharon and it was urgent. He asked me to put the picture up on when we were lifting our beards and masks to see who we were.
They walked in with obvious trepidation and then when they looked at the screen, I think Sharon realised. Brian was completely confused.
Sir David repeated almost everything I said pointing out the hats and the handkerchiefs.
He asked me to go to the scene in the room with the coats. There were tears in his eyes, but he asked me to pause. He pointed out the hat, the handkerchief that Brian was wearing. And that this was obviously a pre planned exercise. And that if they had been caught everybody would think it was me.
Brian just stood there with his mouth wide open. Sharon was crying. She managed to get out that they couldn't be sacked, it was in a hotel. It wasn't on a company site. I pointed out that we rented the whole ball room, including where the coats were, therefore it was classed as a company site. We owned that property for the duration that we paid money for it. Sir David agreed with me.
Sharon collapsed on the floor crying, nobody moved to help her. Brian just stood there with his jaw wide open shaking his head. "Oh God, that's not me, honest Dad, that's not me, I didn't do that." He kept on rambling when Sir David said. "You and Sharon planned that between you, didn't you?"
That was when Brian stopped, looked at his Dad and said. "Yes, but it never happened. That's not me."
"If you have the red handkerchief and the feather on the right side of your hat, you're caught." He paused for a while then he said in a quiet tone. "Get out the pair of you. Go home whilst I sort this mess out."
Brian walked out on his own, Sir David helped Sharon up and to the door that was when Sir David's secretary took over and helped Sharon out. I don't know where she went. Sir David looked at me. "What do we do?"
"That is entirely up to you Sir, but I shall be divorcing Sharon."
He seemed to pull himself together. He told me he had heard rumours of what Brian was doing whilst away, which is partly why he agreed to the moral clause contract hoping it would stop him. But he had found no evidence either. And nobody had come forward to complain.
He said he would sack anybody violating the moral clause, so they both have to go but as discreetly as possible. There would be rumours, that was unavoidable.
I agreed with him that enough rumours would get around, but it would reinforce his statement of no cheating and no extramarital affairs.
Nobody asked how I got the video.
I asked if I could go home, I had things to sort out. Sir David just nodded. I intended to go home to sort Sharon out and come back to help this man.
I phoned her parents on my way home, I told them what happened and asked them to collect her, as she no longer had a car.
Her father didn't like me. I was a lawyer. His first wife had taken him to a cleaners. She was the one that cheated on him, and a shark lawyer took him for everything he could. The poor man worked incredibly hard to get back on his feet. I greatly admired him although he didn't like me.
They had a set of keys, I told them to let themselves in when they got there.
I got home and Sharon was sitting at the kitchen table. I barely got in when she rushed up to me and tried to grab hold of me. I pushed her back. "How could you do that to me? It was Brian's doing. I thought I was fucking you." She said.
I got my phone out and started the play back so she could hear herself say. "Come on Brian fuck me."
She collapsed back on the chair, she looked defeated.
I heard the front door open, and her Father and Stepmother came in and stood in the hallway. I had waited for this.
"How could you be such a conniving bitch. To trick me, you purposely ordered two of the same costumes so you could make everyone think that you are having sex with me if you got caught. You then had sex with him saying 'Oh my God you're so much bigger than Pete'. I could see her Father and Stepmother out of the corner of my eye. I didn't let up. "And then when we came home you tried to get me to eat his spunk out of your dirty cunt." There was a retching sound as Sharon's father threw up, all over the Axminster carpet.
They helped her out. I said I would deliver her clothing tomorrow. As they left I gave her stepmother a copy of the postnuptial agreement.
I saw the family lawyer in my company later that day. That was his side of the business. I let him sort it out. I went back to see Sir David, he was holding up very well. I knocked on his door and he asked me to come in. He was on the phone and it was Brian. I could hear he was still complaining that it wasn't him. Sir David asked him to prove it because all the evidence and the handkerchief and the words that Sharon had said proved it was him. With that he hung up.
The next couple of weeks were frantic. Just before Christmas, losing the production manager and the factory manager in one go is not good. Rumours were flying round like shit from a runaway muck spreader. Most of them were surprisingly accurate.
My divorce went through quite painlessly. Brian's was a different matter, he fought and he argued, but to no avail. His wife used our family lawyer, who I informed of the rumours about Brian playing away from home whilst he was working away. He investigated officially, and a couple of women from the other factories admitted to having liaisons with Brian. One was married and narrowly missed a divorce, the other was single. As soon as that came out. He stopped fighting. His wife' lawyers took Brian for everything they could.
The day after the divorce I asked Sharon to dinner. We went to the hotel where the company held the Halloween party. We could see the room where she had her assignation with 'Brian'. I did not point it out. She was a mess, she had made an effort, but her pallor was off and she had lost weight. I felt sorry for her, she was still the person I loved the most in this world.
We had spoken several times since that Monday morning. She always said she was sorry and could we stop the divorce and try again, it was only the once and that was a mistake, she shouldn't have done it. She was never going to do it again. It was too risky and she had too much to lose. She would go on. But she never told me why she did it, even though I asked.
We made small talk over the meal. She had a job as a deputy production manager at a bread factory in the next town. It was boring, the same product day after day, there was no challenge. I didn't talk about Sir David's company or that Brian had ended up divorced and was now working in a small factory in Ballymena in a subsidiary of the main company. I talked a little about my work.
After dessert I took hold of her hands across the table, I leaned forward and said. "Please, just tell me why?"
She looked at me with sad eyes. "I just wanted to get something over you, to know I was as smart as you."
"But sometimes you are smarter than me."
"You're a lawyer, I was just a food production manager. It's not as important, or as smart."
"Oh my sweetheart." I said to her, I gave her hands a squeeze. "I cause mayhem in the world, you sustain life. That's far more important than what I do, and to do it efficiently and make a profit takes all sorts of intelligence that I don't have. I couldn't do your job in a month of Sundays."
It was as I thought, but I had a problem. "But then Brian would have something over me as ​well as you​"
"He was no problem, he couldn't let it be known that it was me and him, one of the single girls told me she'd had a fling with Brian since the contract change. She showed me proof. Brian at times can be stupid. I let him know if he ever mentioned it, I would show Sir David what I had.
"I think Brian wanted to thumb his nose at you and the company, to prove to himself he was better than you. He isn't as smart as he thinks he is, is he?"
I shook my head.
There was a pause, almost like we didn't know what to say next.
"Was Brian any good, probably not as you nearly raped me when we got home?"
I could see she was in a quandary. Did she say he was good or pander to me and say that he was rubbish. She is a sensible girl. She took the middle road. "I won't lie, he was good. He hit the right spots, like he knew what he was doing. But it was empty. It was rushed. I came but it left me wanting more. And I realised I had fucked up. I had put everything at risk for a silly idea of being better than you. So, I tried to make it up to you, even though you didn't know I had done anything wrong."
Sharon looked at me and said. "I love you. I know there is no way forward for us now that I've been with Brian, I didn't mean to hurt you. You would never have known. Please forgive me, I was stupid to think I could get away with it. And I really apologise about the eating me out thing, I didn't realise. I was so randy and you're so good at it. You may not believe me but it's true. I wanted to get one over on you, not humiliate you. I didn't realise until Dad threw up. I'm really sorry sweetheart.
"I've said there is no way for us, but is there? Could you find it in your heart to forgive me for having sex with Brian and for being a 'conniving bitch' to use your words? Because I was."
Was now the time to reveal the truth? It was, because I had a plan.
I put my hand in my pocket, pulled out the cat tail and dropped it on the table. Her mouth flew open. She picked it up. "Where did you get this?"
"From the floor of the room, where you had sex with me thinking it was Brian."
She went white in the face, I thought for a minute she was going to faint. Her mouth opened and closed like a guppy. I could see she was trying to get it sorted in her mind.
"But, but that means I didn't have sex with Brian. How...?"
"I saw him in the toilet, swapped handkerchiefs and hats, when I came out, I signalled to you. Seeing the signs you thought I was Brian."
I could still see things going round in her head. "So that means I've not had sex with Brian." She paused whilst she took it all in. "But you knew and still divorced me." She had been close to tears most of the meal, now they came at a flood. I was going to explain when she had calmed down. But I didn't have to. She stopped crying and said to me, "It's because I'm a conniving bitch, isn't it?"
I just nodded my head.
"Oh shit." She said, "You can't trust me anymore, can you?"



"If it had been a stupid drunken mistake, I might, just might have forgiven you because I love you with all my heart, but to purposefully plan and arrange all that. And with Brian, added to that, that you were using him as well, was too much.
"And that's a pity because we were so good together."
With that she got up and rushed to the toilet. I got both of us another drink, she would probably need one when she got back and I waited. After about ten minutes I was getting worried, I hadn't seen her leave by the front door and I didn't know if there was a back door out. I asked a waitress to check to see if Sharon was still in the toilet as I was worried about her. The waitress came back and told me Sharon was just putting the final touches to her make up and she would be out shortly.
Sharon came back, she looked as well as she could. "You told the waitress you were worried about me."
"I was, I always worry about you, that's what you do when you love someone."
"I suppose I really screwed up, could we be just friends? Even friends with benefits, I still have the PVC catsuit. Exclusive friends, for me anyway."
"I think I can go one better than that. I love you, I always will, I promise I will make love to you, I will fuck you and I will live with you, I will look after you. But I will not marry you or give you children. But, just the hint of one more conniving bitch episode and you are out the door for good. That's the deal, take it or leave it."
She reached out and took my hand and looked me straight in the eyes. "I promise to be the best woman a man can have, I will never cheat on you, lie to you, deceive you or be a conniving bitch."
On the way to my house, we stopped by her flat, she picked up her toothbrush and the catsuit.
About six years after that conversation, I broke one of my promises and ten months later our beautiful daughter Lucy was born. Breaking one out of six promises is not bad.
She kept all of hers.
I like happy endings. And yes, she did forget she had spunk up her cunt. She wanted to forget all about fucking 'Brian'.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I had two endings and couldn't decide which one to use and after reading the story several times I decided. But then why should the BTB crowd miss out. So here is the alternative.
I contacted Sharon just after the divorce was final and asked if she would like to go for a coffee. We went to the hotel where the company held the Halloween party. We could see the room where she had her assignation with 'Brian'. I pointed it out. That made start to tear up.
We made small talk. She had a job as a deputy production manager at a bread factory in the next town. It was boring, the same product day after day, there was no challenge. Brian had ended up divorced and was now working in a small factory in Ballymena in a subsidiary of the main company.
"Please, just tell me why?" I asked after the coffee and cakes I ordered had been served to us.
She looked at me with sad eyes. "I just wanted to get something over you, to know I was as smart as you, just the once."
"But sometimes you are smarter than me."
"You're a lawyer, I was just a food production manager. It's not as important, or as smart. The only thing I have left is that I got one over on you, but even that is empty because I lost my marriage."
I took a long drink of my coffee. "Oh I wouldn't gloat too much about getting one over on me. I swapped handkerchiefs and hats when I was in the toilet with Brian, I knew what you were doing. It was me all along. So you've still only had my cock up your cunt since we've been together. Bigger I don't think so, just the same bloody size. You're not as bloody smart as you thought you are. And now you have a crappy job paying crappy money, no savings, no car and no house, so you have to live with your parents. It's them I feel sorry for."
Her jaw fell open. "I don't believe you." She said.
That was when I dropped the cat tail on the table.
"But if I didn't fuck Brian, why did you divorce me?"
"Why would I stay married to someone who would go to those lengths just to get one over on the person they say they love. If it had been a stupid drunken mistake of fucking Brian, I just might have let you get away with it. But to plan, lie and then cheat just to get one over on me is too much. And that's a pity because I still love you. I just can't live with a conniving bitch like you."
I didn't mention about her planning to get fucked by some old boyfriend.
That didn't seem important.
I stood up, picked up both slices of cake and walked out.
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Chapter One
I had been waiting for it to happen, it had been a week since the bitch dumped it on me. And to think I loved her. On my way home I was the happiest I'd been in a week, not happy just happiest. It had something to do with the three pints of Jaipur IPA I'd had, I couldn't afford to be too drunk, or maybe I should be for what was coming at some time.
It was a Friday evening, and it was just past dusk. I kept to well-lit streets, but there was one dark patch under the trees that I couldn't avoid, well I could have crossed the road, the streetlights worked over there. But I wanted this over and done with, so I would have to let him confront me.
That was when he appeared. He was carrying a baseball bat. I'd have gone for a cricket bat if I was in his position. You can do more damage with the edge of a cricket bat, if you use the face, you crack more than one rib. Use the swell and you get more than one rib and at different depths, harder to fix. Depends on how much damage you want to inflict.
I knew this.
I recognised him, I had done my research. There were two of them. It looked like he brought his Dad with him, fair enough. But he was bigger than I thought. He was swinging the bat around. He was right-handed, so my left knee was going to be his target, I changed my stance slightly. I could tell he was angry. I knew the feeling.
"Bastard, I'll teach you, by the time I've finished with you, you won't be fucking up anybody else's families."
I held my hands up in submission. "It's not like it seems." I said to him.
That didn't seem to deter him, I didn't think it would. It wouldn't have deterred​​ me. He was still swinging that bat around. I was watching it. I saw it coming, the fact that he muttered, 'bastard' was a bit of a giveaway. The bat swung down towards my left knee, that's what I would have aimed for. But instead of shying away I stepped sharply toward him. The bat landed on my thigh just below the hip. It was a couple of inches from where he was holding the bat, so it wasn't travelling as fast as if the end had caught my knee, that was better, but it still bloody hurt.
He was caught off guard by that and stumbled and fell over backwards. The other chap stepped forward raising his fists, the guy lying on the floor said. "No Dad, I said I would deal with this." The big chap stopped.
It might have helped that my two mates appeared out of the gloom. Just to make sure I got home alright.
I looked at the chap on the floor and shouted at him. "She fucking lied. She told me she was divorced."
"Well, she's fucking not, she's married to me."
"I know, I found out on Friday, that's why I dumped her."
"You dumped her? She told me she dumped you."
"No, you believe what you want, I don't deal with married women. My ex-wife cheated on me, I won't do the same to anybody else."
"I don't believe you." He said. Why should he?
I got my mobile phone out, "I can prove it, but you may not like it." I opened up the photos and showed him a segment of a letter his wife had written to me. Just the bit about me not knowing she was married.
His Dad was still standing there, and my mates were still standing at my back, that may have influenced things.
It was a bit of a risk, but I put a hand out and said. "Let me take you and your Dad to the pub. I can tell you my reasons why​​ I don't knowingly shag married women.​​ I need to buy these two a beer." I said, indicating my two mates stood behind me. He took it and I helped him up.
When he was standing. As I held it, I shook it and said. "Nice to meet you Pete, I just wish it was in better circumstances." I let go of his hand and offered my hand to his Dad. "And you Ron." He took it. They looked a bit stunned.
Yes, I knew their names. I'd done a fair bit of investigating since Friday.
Whilst I had my hand out to Pete as he lay on the floor waiting to see if he would take it, I wondered how I ended up offering my hand to the husband of the woman I've been shagging for the last five months.
As we walked to the pub, I went back on how I ended up falling in love with this man's wife.
Chapter Two
I was away in Portsmouth on a business trip visiting the Dockyard there and staying in my usual hotel. I was just filling in time in the evening and standing at the bar waiting to be served when this pretty dark haired lady walked up beside me. She was smartly turned out, looked fit, being the cheeky bounder I am I checked to see if she had a wedding ring on, she didn't nor was any little white band or indent where a wedding ring would be. It didn't mean she was single.
"Have the bar staff gone on strike?" She asked me, she had a very pleasant voice, but sounded a bit grumpy, like she needed a drink.
"There's only one and he's gone to change the barrel. It was my fault. I couldn't drink the last one as it was a bit off. Sorry."
"Oh, I wouldn't worry about it, it's been a crappy day, another minute or so won't make any difference."
"I know the feeling, sometimes you beat your head against a brick wall and all you get is a headache."
She looked at me and said. "I'm hoping a large G&T will clear my headache."
I had a better look at her without trying to stare or be rude. She was about my age, maybe a bit younger than me. It was hard to tell, mid to late 30s, very pretty face, wavy black hair just down past her shoulders. not fat, not thin, all the curves in the right place. There was a confidence about her that I found attractive. She had opened the conversation, very few women are confident enough to do that.
John, the barman, came back. He looked at both of us, I nodded to the lady. John and I got on well, maybe because we're both Ex Royal Navy and had both served on the same ship, at different times, but under the same captain.
He went to her. She told John I was before her, I nodded for John again to serve her first. "Your need seems greater than mine."
She ordered her G&T and made it a large one, she then looked at me and said to John. "Whatever this gentleman is having.​​"
He didn't ask, he went straight to the Hobgoblin and poured me a pint. I was here last night, and a few other nights over the last year or so.
I looked over my shoulder around the bar then looked back at her and said. "I can't see any gentleman in here."
She tilted her head to one side, smiled and said to me. "Oh, I think you are a gentleman, most of the time, and when it suits you, you're not."
"You seem to have sorted me out in very short order." I replied.
She continued to smile at me. "Please don't take this the wrong way." She said to me. "Would you mind if we shared a table for dinner? I can't buy you dinner on my expenses but at least we can keep each other company after our crappy day."
I had nothing better to do so I agreed. To have somebody to talk to and to be honest, the fact she was pretty to look at was always going to be a bonus. I agreed and we found a table.
We chatted about what we were doing here in Portsmouth, she even called it by its Navy nickname 'Pompey'. She was there on some banking training thing and as I said, I'd been to the dockyard. Her name was Jackie and then we got round to discussing where we'd come from, and she wasn't looking forward to the drive home Friday evening. It appears we both came from the conurbation of the Medway Towns. I live in a small town to the east called Rainham and I told her I worked in the museum dockyard at Chatham. She told me she lived on the other end of the conurbation in Strood but worked in Rochester at a bank as a training officer. What a small world we live in, we were almost neighbours.
We talked about our families. I was divorced and had custody of two children, Beth and Gary. She didn't ask about my ex-wife. I told her about my parents and my younger sister, her husband and two kids lived in the area. The whole family, including my ex's parents, helped with the children when I came away like this.
She told me she had been married for eight years and they had two children and had lived in London. She caught him cheating. She divorced him and moved down to Kent with her job to get away from him to where she lived now.
But he followed her to Kent and lived just around the corner from her house. Her sister also lives close by, she could work from home and looked after her children while Jackie was away. Her ex-husband was a pain. He kept on trying to get her back. He tried to break up any relationship she has, apparently, he has succeeded on more than one occasion. He had unlimited visitation rights and often had the children, he was using them to try to get back together. But she couldn't trust him, so that wasn't going to happen.
She also let slip that she currently wasn't dating. She looked at me and said. "How about you, are you seeing anybody?"
"No, not really, I've had a few dates, but they came to nothing." I looked at her and thought 'She's a very attractive, intelligent and smartly turned out lady. I'm sure she won't be alone for long'.
Then I thought that I should look in a mirror. I wasn't good looking, but I wasn't ugly. I hadn't run into the back of a bus recently. I ran when I could, and looking after two children keep you fit.
I did wonder, you know, as you do as a man, but I didn't push it. Some bed company would be nice tonight.
We chatted about stuff for the rest of the evening, and it was getting quite late when I said I had to go to bed because I was up early in the morning to try and get to see my contact in the Dockyard​​, and I wanted to get in before the rush at half seven. I had arranged an early breakfast.
She looked at me, smiled and said. "Would you be so kind as to walk me to my door?" Who wouldn't? Unfortunately, her room was at the opposite end of the hotel to mine, but it wasn't a problem, I agreed. I did walk her to her door, when we got there, she didn't invite me in. I didn't expect her to. I will admit I was hoping. But she did ask if we could meet for dinner the following evening. We seemed to get on so well. I told her that would be nice, and we agreed to meet at half past seven in the bar.
I made my way back through the hotel bar towards my side of the hotel. John the barman waved to me as I went past and there was a pint of Hobgoblin in front of him. He and I had had a few chats in the past when I stayed here before, he seemed a nice bloke, anyway he was an ex-matelot, so I wandered across. I told him to get himself a drink and put it on my room. I have to pick up my drinks tab. The museum pays for my hotel and food, but I have to buy my own beer.
After pouring himself a beer John, being a sage wise barman, he said to me. "Sir, the young lady you're talking to is often a visitor in this hotel. I believe she's an accountant or something for one of the local banks or building societies. I am going to be a bit forward Sir. If you continue to see the lady, may I suggest you avail yourself of the machine in the gentleman's toilet."
I pondered his information for a while. "Does she regularly, how can we say, have visitors?"
"Not always Sir, every two or three visits, she does appear to be quite picky and very discreet."
"Do you often give men this advice?"
He smiled. "Only those that spend the time of day with me and buy me beer Sir. Only you so far."
I laughed. I finished my beer, thanked him and headed towards my room. I know barmen have many services, but I didn't think advising gentlemen to wear condoms was one of them. I was smiling, I might just get lucky tomorrow, it had been a while, but I will be definitely buying him more beer even if I didn't get lucky.
My day at the dockyard went better than I expected, getting in early helped. I managed to gather some artefacts for the museum and even managed to get transport arranged, it was a good day.
John had implied it wasn't a done deal with this lady,​​ I didn't want to apply any pressure to her. I would just let it happen naturally. We did meet up at 7:30. Whilst I didn't make an extra effort, I did look smart, she obviously had. When she walked up to the table I stood up and pulled the chair out for her as if we were on a date, a proper date. I sort of stammered and said to her that I looked shabby, and she looked amazing in a red silk blouse and black leather skirt with 4-inch heels, a classic beauty. I then apologised because that was too forward.
"See, I said you were a gentleman."
"I feel like I should rush upstairs and put a jacket and tie on, you've put me to shame."
"Oh, there's no point in putting something on that you're going to have to take off later." She smiled at me. "I might even give you a hand with that."
We finished dinner including a bottle of wine. It was about 9:45 when I saw Jackie take on a serious face. "Jeffrey." That was a strange thing to call me, it was a bit formal. I had introduced myself to her as Jeff, so that was what I expected her to call me. So, let's see where this goes. "Jeffrey, we are both single, and I would like you to come to my room to spend some time with me. But I must point out that you will not be the first person I have done that with." I must have looked shocked because she reached across the table and took my hand. "There's been nobody else on this trip, but occasionally I do need some company, not every time. I try to be discreet, but I'm sure the hotel staff have noticed." She was still smiling. "I'm pretty certain you're clean and I know I am, but I can't take risks. You will have to wear a condom."
I must say that despite John's warning I was a bit flabbergasted at her openness. She did seem to be a bit forthright with this. But what could I say? Have sex with a beautiful woman and hopefully wake up in her bed with her. I do miss that. I wouldn't push to stay the night, but it would be nice.
I headed towards the bar and asked John for a bottle of Merlot. He raised an eyebrow at me. I just smiled like an idiot. As he went to fetch it, I looked back at Jackie and It did cross my mind that she​​ wasn't discreetly dressed, she was in a bright red silk blouse.
As we left the bar, she slid her arm in mine, that was comfortable. In her room. I poured two glasses of wine. I think she was keen to get started by the way she slowly and seductively started undoing the buttons on the front of her blouse. I wanted to savour the experience. I handed her a glass of wine and said. "Would you mind if I did that for you?"
"Mmm, that would be very nice, yes please."
I took a sip of my wine, placed the glass down and continued where she left off. I soon had the blouse undone and eased off her shoulders. She placed her wine down and went to undo my shirt, I pulled her hands away and said to her. "You're not completely topless yet, when you are, you can have a turn." Her bra was pretty, not sexy, but it was full.
I slid my hand round her back, dragging my nails. "Please be careful, no marks." I lilted my nails and proceeded to undo the clasp with one hand, with the other I cupped the bra and eased it away when the clasp came undone. The bra may have dropped, her breasts didn't. And what wonderful brown upstanding nipples, I leaned forward and kissed them gently, she shuddered slightly. I started to pull away, she held onto my head. "Please more." I kissed and licked all around her nipples, even a little nibble, being aware of no marks.
After a few minutes of that she pushed my head away and said. "My turn." expecting her to undo my shirt I was surprised when she passed me my drink and took hers up. Now she was playing the savour game. After taking a sip we put our glasses down. There was no gentle undoing of my shirt buttons, I was worried for a very short while if any of them would still be attached to the shirt when she finished, I didn't care it was only a shirt.
She caught me unawares and soon my trousers were pooled around my ankles. She got down on her knees and had me lift each leg so she could remove my trousers and socks. She reached for the waistband of my underpants, oh no not yet, she still had far too many clothes on herself.
I took hold of her hands and pulled her up into an embrace and started kissing her, she had soft warm lips. I tried to reach the zip at the back of her leather shirt but failed. I think she noticed as she did not stop me pulling away and turning her around, she even pushed her backside out at me a little. Looking down it was too good a chance to miss so I gave her leather backside a slap, not hard. It sounded good. I looked up at her face to see if there was an admonishment coming. All I got was. "Nice, again." I gave her a few more and then went for the zip at the back of the skirt. I managed to get it down rapidly the skirt and her knickers at the same time. Now she was naked I could smell her arousal as much as she could see mine sticking out in front of me. My underpants quickly followed her knickers.
I led her to the bed and gently laid her back into the middle, he had a sweet sexy smile on her face, her eyes were shining. She lifted her knees and opened her legs invitingly. It was too soon for that, I would not last long.
I got on the bed and lay next to her. I do like to tease my women and to see them orgasm. That was my aim here. I kissed her on the lips, and we swapped tongues, my hands slid down her belly and my fingers moved through her hair down there. It wasn't very thick; it was like she had trimmed it. Perhaps she was expecting some company tonight. Or maybe she just doesn't like being bushy?
It made it easy for me to find my way to her vagina, it was very moist. I slid my fingers in, it was a little difficult with the position I was in, so I just used the moisture to tease her clitoris. I shifted my kissing from her lips ready to move down her body. Her head went slightly back with her eyes closed. I licked her cute ear. She pulled away from me quickly. "I'm sorry."
She smiled at me. "Don't worry, we are getting to know what each other likes. It's not a problem." She leaned up and kissed me. As her head went back down, I followed keeping our lips in contact to prolong the kiss.
If the ears were out of bounds, what about the neck? I moved down so I could kiss her neck, her head went back and I gently kissed. "Mmm, that's nice, I like that."
That allowed me to slide down the bed a little, and get my fingers further in. I alternated between driving my fingers in firmly and teasing her clitoris whilst kissing her neck. On one of my deeper insertions, she gave a little shudder.
I used my moist fingers to carry on playing with the clitoris. Her hips pushed back at my hand. Her hips rose back up now. She gave a little shudder, she must have been very ready.
I stopped kissing her neck and whispered into her ear. "I think you've just had a little one. By now I would normally be laying between your legs and attacking your lady parts with my tongue. But I'm afraid they don't make condoms for tongues, so we'll have to give that a miss."
"Until next time." She said.
I didn't think there would be a next time. This will be a one off. I was going to make it the best one I could for her, and me of course.



She grabbed hold of my head and tried to pull me on top of her. I wonder if she had forgotten about the condom? But I wasn't finished yet.
I grabbed hold of her hands and held them above her head with my left hand whilst I started kissing her neck. Her head went back, and she started breathing heavily. I had a quick look. Her eyes are closed. I'm still kissing her neck when I went back to work on a clitoris with my fingers. To get into a better position I moved my head down and started licking her nipples. They were like Scammell wheel nuts. They must be very sensitive. As I was laid further down, I could get my fingers up inside her. I moved them rapidly until I felt she was starting to come, then I stopped. All I heard was 'bastard' so I started again this time when she started to come, I left my fingers fully inside and lifted them up to her G spot and I gently moved them backwards and forward.
I thought she was going to scream so I released her hands and put my hand over her mouth making sure her nose was clear. She screamed into my hand. "Get that cock into me now!" She breathed heavily at me as soon as I let go.
I had a little problem. I hadn't put the condom on in years. I was well out of practice, and I didn't want her to come too far off the boil. I was as quick as I could. I tore the foil apart and slipped the condom on, it may have helped my cock was rock hard. I managed to roll it down quickly and got between her legs. I slowly put it inside her, her legs came up and wrapped around me, she lifted herself up and pulled herself into me. It didn't take me long. I hadn't had sex for months. I tried to hold it back for as long as I could using long deep slow strokes. I felt her fanny clench and her legs and arms wrapped around me. I managed a few more short strokes, because that's all I could do she was hanging on to me so tight. Then I came, it was good.
I rolled to one side. I didn't want to crush her. We just laid them in each other's arms whilst we regained our breath, she had her head on my shoulder and her legs across mine. After a few minutes she lifted her head, looked at me and said. "That was fantastic." She stroked my face, she had a smile on her hers, she kissed me, not passionately but gentle like a lover. I'm afraid I had things to do. I eased myself out from under her. I went to the bathroom to get rid of the condom. When I got back she had poured two glasses of wine and passed one to me. I took it and sipped it. Then I reached for my clothes. "Please stay the night."
"I'm not sure." It was a token resistance, giving her the option to change her mind.
"Please, I would just like to cuddle, I miss it so much."
And so did I. Lying in bed with a warm body next to you, somebody who cared for you was something I missed as well. Well, I could pretend she actually cared for me, so I agreed, and I got back into the bed. We sat up in bed with our backs against the headboard.
She rested her head on my shoulder. We just sipped wine and didn't talk. It was very comfortable. We finished the wine and snuggled down into the bed and laid in each other's arms. It was one of the best night's sleep I'd had for years, the morning might be a little bit awkward.
I had noticed her underwear, it had not given me the impression she had done anything special to entice attention. She hadn't dressed for sex. Maybe she didn't do this all the time?
I woke up at my normal wake up time of 6:30. I started disentangling myself from her. That must have woken her up. "Thank you." She said, she looked down, a little bit ashamed. "I don't normally do that."
For some reason I believed her. "Will I see you at breakfast?" I asked.
She smiled a brilliant smile. "Yes, if you let me, that would be very nice."
"I'll see you at eight o'clock." I smiled at her and left.
OK it was nearly ten past eight when she turned up, but she did walk up to the table and sit down. I thought she might ignore me. She apologised for being late, but she had to check back home with the children. We had a lovely breakfast just talking about nothing in particular, well how bad the traffic would be around the M25 and the weather over the weekend. It was extremely pleasant. She asked when I would be back down here again? I told her I didn't know, there was never a plan. It was just when some artefacts came up. She asked me if I always stayed in this hotel. I told her I did. "Then hopefully I'll see you again. I would like that."
I smiled back at her and said. "So would I." But now I was running short of time so I had to go. We embraced as I left the table, it seemed a bit weak after last night.
I'm afraid I left in a bit of a hurry, so I rushed upstairs and packed my wash kit. I did most of what little packing I had to do after leaving her room. It didn't take long. When I got to reception to pay my bar bill John the barman was there. He seemed to be bloody everywhere.
"How was your stay, Sir?" He asked.
"Excellent thank you John, and I would like to thank you for your advice."
"My pleasure Sir, I'm glad to be of service." He paused a bit. "That was new Sir, we have never seen the young lady have breakfast with her friend. They tend to just ignore each other. You are also the first to purchase a bottle of wine as well Sir." John smiled. "And I'm afraid we can't reimburse you for the bed you didn't use last night. That was a first too."
I didn't know what to say, so I just paid my bill but before I left, I put my hand out to John and he shook it. We smiled at each other.
I made it to the dockyard in time to see the lorry carrying my bits leave. I should get to Chatham well before the lorry does to receive it.
Chapter Three
I would like to say for the next two weeks I didn't think about her. That would not be true. Every time I drove around the towns, I looked at every woman that had long dark wavy hair. But I didn't see her. I don't know what I would have done if I had.
Then a strange thing happened at work, my desk phone rang. We used mobiles phones almost exclusively around the museum, but we still had the desk phones. It was Maeve from the front desk, she said to me. "Jeff I've got a young lady on the phone that wants to speak to you, it's a bit strange she doesn't know your phone number. She says her name is Jackie and you may remember her from Pompey." I will never forget that night.
I was confused but hoping, so I said. "OK Maeve put her through. Thanks."
It was a bit quiet for a few seconds. Then I heard a small voice say. "Hello, Jeff?"
"Hi Jackie, this is a pleasant surprise, what can I do for you? I have an old submarine for sale if you're interested, only half a million pounds." What was I saying! I was as nervous as hell.
"Sorry, I don't think it would fit in my fishpond. Actually, we don't have a fishpond. But I'm sure my lad would like it, he loves submarines."
She sounded as nervous as I felt. But she had phoned me.
"You will have to bring him for a visit, I do guided tours as well." I was hoping.
"I don't think that would be a good idea, he would talk to my ex about it, and that would be trouble."
Shit I think I made her sad, I must try to divert her.
"How did you find me?" I asked.
"I phoned the hotel. I didn't know your second name. The barman John told me what it was. But he wouldn't give me any other details. So, I phoned the museum. They wouldn't give me your personal number or address. The lady told me where to find your work email address. But I asked the nice lady to put me through. And she did, so here I am. Look, can we meet for a coffee some time Saturday, my ex has the kids and I would like to meet. I believe there's a small coffee shop in your village we could meet there. Can you get babysitters?"
I had to think, today was Wednesday, I probably could, I would definitely try. "I think I can arrange that, give me your number and I'll give you a call back."
"Sorry Jeff I don't give out my number, it's too dangerous, I think my ex has cloned my phone so I will give you a call on this number tomorrow, is that alright?"
Then it struck me, I did not know the names of her children, and I had told her the names of mine. Were we so wrapped up with each other we didn't talk much about our children. Only our ex's, although I didn't tell her where mine was, just that I had full custody of the children.
My ex, Sandra, her Mum and Dad often looked after the children for me, it just took a quick phone call. We were still close whilst Sandra was away, they were their grandchildren, nothing would change that. I did get a phone call from Jackie, we arranged to meet in a small cafe, just off the High Street. I was walking on clouds for the rest of the week, people noticed, especially my Mum.
I was five minutes early and she was there waiting for me. As I walked in she waved at someone by the counter. I was going to order a cup of tea, but her smile had me, so I went and sat down opposite her.
She didn't beat around the bush. "Your tea will be here in a mo, I know you like it boiling and I would like to keep on seeing you."
Wow, Hot tea in a cafe, that's novel. "YOU WHAT!"
"I said your tea will..."
"No not that, the other bit about seeing each other."
"Jeffery, I have missed you, I know it was only one night and a lot of talking, but I have missed you."
You could have bounced sugar cubes off my forehead, I would not have noticed.
"I have missed you. Could we go out together next Saturday? My ex-husband is away for the weekend playing golf and my sister can look after Katie and Ben for me for the day. We could spend the day together. Maybe go to the coast."
"I would like that, I will see what I can do. I know it's a little awkward, but can I phone you to let you know."
"Sorry, I can't risk it, and our work phones are monitored for personal calls. I will phone you during the week."
Then I had an idea. "I still have my ex-wife's phone. I could let you have that, if you can charge it?" As she wasn't living with her Ex, I couldn't see a problem.
She thought for a bit, then smiled, it appears neither​​ could she. She didn't q​​uery why I had my ex's phone.
"I've got it at home, shall I bring it to you, or do you have time to get it now? It's not charged."
She smiled. "Are you going to show me where you live? Are the children there?"
"Yes, I will if you like, and the kids are with my in-laws. We are still friends by the way."
"You will have to tell me what happened with you and your ex. I think there is more than you are telling me?"
"There is, maybe later. But for now, let's go for a walk and get you a phone." It was my turn to smile.
It wasn't far to my house in Thames Avenue, but what pleased me the most was as we walked down High Street she hooked her little finger on mine.
I was glad I had whipped round the house before I came out to make sure it wasn't too untidy. I was not expecting a visitor. It was just that I was ready to go to the cafe well early and needed to fill in time, so I tidied up, after the children, again.
I was happy to have her in my house, I didn't expect to end up in bed, it would have been nice, but I wasn't expecting it. I made coffee for the both of us and I showed her around.
I gave her the phone and told her the pass code. She added my number and showed me what she put in. 'Geoff work'. I raised an eyebrow at the wrong spelling. "Just in case." She said.
I didn't want her to go, but it was going to have to happen. She told me it was time for her to go. I offered to walk her to her car, but she told me that she wanted to walk alone. I walked her to the front door; I opened it to let her out. She pushed it closed, put her arms around my neck and drew me in for a toe-curling kiss. She whispered to me. "Thank you so much for letting me see a little of your life."
Then she was gone.
I was left wondering where this was going.
The ex in-laws brought Beth and Gary back. They recognised my confusion, I got a hug and a handshake, that was good.
I had just put the children to bed and was sitting in front of the computer catching up on some of my favourite presenters on YouTube about boats and ships when I got a text from my ex-wife's phone. 'Thank you so much xxx'. I slept well that night.
Both sets of Grandparents twigged something positive was going on with my life. They didn't push, but I had no problems with babysitters for Beth and Gary.
Jackie picked me up on Saturday, we drove to Herne Bay and had a wander around. We had fish and chips for lunch on the beach. She took me back to my place and came in for a coffee when we got back. I was wondering if we were going to make love, I didn't want to push things. That question​​ was answered as soon as we got in the front door.
"What time do Gary and Beth get back?"
"They are staying all night; they are off to the Zoo tomorrow with the grandparents."
"Bugger, I wish I had known that. I might have been able to stay the night. I have to be home by seven. So that gives us three hours. Which way is your bedroom?"
We made full use of those three hours.
And that was how we settled down. I would get a call from my ex-wife's phone. Jackie and I would meet up or she would come to my place. She did say she did not want to meet the children just yet. I did wonder where we were going but for now, I was just happy to be with her when I could.
Lying next to her, waking up next to her was one of the things I looked forward to. Lying awake cuddling her after making love, not wanting to fall asleep we would play I-Spy in the dark using our memories, and imagination.
There were a couple of worrying things after a month or so. Jackie told me she was due to go back to Portsmouth in a couple of weeks' time and she knew I would be worried. It was time for me to come clean with her. We went to Whitstable this time for our coast run. We sat on that beach, and I told Jackie the whole story of my divorce and that my ex-wife was in prison. But not for much longer.
In fact, she was due out next month, and I would have to let her see the children. That was when I told her the reason for my divorce and how I could not stand cheats. Jackie went very quiet for the rest of the time in Whitstable, it was like she was thinking. She perked up on the drive home, I was driving this time.
After we made love, resting on my shoulder she looked up at me and said. "Please sweetheart, don't worry. I will not betray you. I only did it for the company. Well, and you know, I have needs. You are all the company I want, and you fulfil all of my other needs. Please don't worry. I am sure your friend John will keep you informed if I stray."
We had not committed to each other. I had no real hold over her. She was her own woman. But I noticed she called me 'sweetheart'.
The other thing that worried me was that she did not tell me where she lived. Probably to stop me calling round. I would not have done that anyway, I did not want to upset her ex if he found out she was seeing someone. I did not want to cause her more problems.
I was in Rochester getting a model boat for Gary on Saturday, then it came to me. I had not disabled the tracker on the phone I gave her. So, I tracked it, and it was at her work. I knew she didn't work Saturdays. I sent her a text asking if she was okay and then a phone call. No response to the text and the call went to her answerphone. Then something popped into my head. I only ever got phone calls during the working day.
She phoned me on Monday morning and was a little off with me phoning her. I told her a fib, that I had miss dialled thinking it was my ex-wife as she was now out of prison. I fired back at her that I didn't know where this relationship was going and if she was going to get grumpy with me for phoning her, I would have to rethink where we were going. It had been nearly four months now and she still hadn't met my children nor I hers. She was just using me. With that I hung up on her. I got a text saying she was sorry and would phone me this evening. That was new.
I did get a call. She was quite subdued. She apologised for being short with me, her ex was playing up. She asked if she could pop round on Wednesday at about seven thirty. I told her that would be okay and asked if she wanted to meet the children, but I could get a babysitter if it was still too soon. She said she was still trying to get things sorted in her mind, so she would rather not just yet.
Jackie arrived on Wednesday, I cooked. She apologised profusely. She explained her problems again as I did mine. After we had dinner, I said to her. "I know you are a strong, confident woman. But that does not always make you correct. This relationship is a partnership of equals, I don't mind you taking the lead most of the time. But when I say I want to do something I expect that to be respected or at least talked about. If you can't do that, then we might have to rethink this."
An incident a couple of weeks earlier had sprung to my mind. It was a Wednesday we both had the day off and I wanted to go to the museums at the old RAF Manston airfield. I had exposed the children to a lot of naval experiences but nothing about aircraft. Gary had already decided to join the Navy even at his young age, following in Dad's footsteps. But I still wanted him to experience something else. So, I wanted to check the museums at Manston to see what they were like. I had to drive into work first. We had a bit of a heated discussion, not quite an argument. Jackie didn't want to go to the dockyard. She told me she'd bunked off work and didn't want to be seen by any of her workmates. I gave her the options. She could wait here whilst I went to work. It would only take an hour or so. Or she could come with me and stay in the car, it had tinted windows and if she sat in the back she wouldn't be seen. She chose that option.
We talked a lot after that, but decided to carry on as we were for now. Nothing was resolved, but Jackie agreed she could be overbearing and would listen to me more often. We ended up in bed. I knew she had to leave at some time. I didn't want to waste it by falling asleep. It was a battle I was going to lose after my week so far, but I wanted to stay awake as much as possible and enjoy the cuddling. So, we tried to stay awake by playing I-Spy in the dark again.
One question stuck in my mind.
"I-Spy with my little eye something beginning with 'L'.
I responded with drowsiness. "Lamp?"
"Nope."
"Light switch?"
"That's 'LS' silly, so 'No'."
I was struggling to stay awake.
"Sorry, I'm shattered. I give in."
"Lovers."
I smiled to myself as I dropped off to sleep, I suppose as we had just had sex, we could be called lovers.
She had to leave early in the morning, I felt her get out of bed but didn't fully wake up. I sort of heard her get dressed. I sensed more than felt her come across to me. She stroked my face, kissed me on the cheek and then she whispered. "I love you." She turned and walked away. I managed to drag myself up out of my slumber as she reached the door.
"Jackie, did you just say what I thought you said?"
"Yes." She said very quietly. Then she was gone. Bloody hell, had she just committed herself? That wasn't supposed to happen. I thought about it as I lay there in bed. I did have deep feelings for her too.
Then my world fell apart, again. A couple of weeks later, I had taken Friday off work, and we had just got back from another trip to the coast. It was raining, we were in her car this time. It was chucking it down. One of those heavy summer storms we have on this little island. She had her raincoat in the car which she grabbed put over her head and shoulders and followed me as we dashed to the front door laughing. As we ran in her handbag fell from her hand, it flew open depositing its contents on the floor, including her purse which also burst open. Like most of us she doesn't carry much cash anymore but out of her purse flew a wedding band and engagement ring. I stopped dead. I bent down and picked them up. I could understand her keeping them. She had been married to her ex for eight years, what got me was the look on her face, she went white and started to cry. There was more to this than just keeping her rings as a keepsake. I could clear this up in one go so I asked the question. "You're still married, aren't you?"



She collapsed on the floor, her hands went to her face, she was crying heavily now. What I was hoping upon hope for was that she would say 'No' but she just nodded her head.
I didn't know what to do? Scream, shout or walk away but I felt the tears trickling down my face.
"I think you had better leave and not come back." I said.
Chapter Four
I managed to pull myself together before the children got in from school. I concentrated on Gary and Beth for the rest of the weekend. I spoilt them rotten. They weren't sent to bed until they were nearly asleep. I didn't want to be alone. I almost gave Sandra a call, but that would send the wrong signal.
I looked longingly at the Gin bottle, but I stuck to beer, and not too many of those either.
I made sure that with work and the children I kept busy during the week. People stayed away from me at work, they could tell something was wrong.
I was dreading the weekend, Gary and Beth were going to their mothers. I would be alone. I looked around the house. There were things to do, gardening, painting and the car was dirty. I was tempted to pour all the spirits down the drain to remove the temptation. I'm stronger than that. I didn't.
Sandra expressed a concern for me when she picked up the children, she asked if I wanted to join them. I declined. My Mum and Dad turned up an hour later, they were bothered about me. I gather Sandra hag phoned them. I managed to convince them I would be okay. I did not go into details of why I was so down. There was a bit of Gin missing from the bottle by the time I went to bed and cried.
Sandra had the children every other weekend now and large bits of the holidays. After she left prison, we had a meeting with a psychologist and social workers. It was decided it was probably in everybody's best interest that if two supervised visits went okay then unrestricted access to the children would be good for everybody. Sandra could get back into her real life with some normality. I would get a rest from the children and most importantly the children would see their mother and start to form a bond with her again.
It was late Saturday morning when there was a knock on my door. I opened it. There was a woman who looked just like Jackie, but she had blonde hair. "Hi, my name is Janice, I'm Jackie's sister. Can I come in please?" She sounded very nervous. I was tempted to close the door on her, but that would be rude. I try not to be rude to people. "I've come to return this phone and bring a letter." She held her hand out. I took the letter and phone.
I opened the door fully. "You had better come in." I indicated the way to the kitchen. I put the phone and the letter on the kitchen table and went to put the kettle on for tea. There is always a level of politeness in this house.
"I'm sorry to disturb you, are Gary and Beth here?"
"No, they are away with their mother this weekend." I busied myself making the tea. I just made the tea in a cup, I didn't make a pot. She will not get offered a second one, she wasn't staying that long.
She knew the names of my children, where was this going? I looked at her but before I could speak, she said. "Jackie and I talk a lot. And 'No' before you ask, I did not know she was seeing you until it all blew up. She kept it even from me."
I gave her the tea, she took a sip and grimaced. I hadn't asked if she took sugar. "Hot and no sugar, just how I like it.
"Jeffery, I am really sorry for all the pain Jackie has caused you, she told me about your divorce and how she feels she let you and her family down. There is an apology and an explanation in the letter. I have been asked to wait for a reply. If you would rather, I can come back after you have read it, just say so."
I picked the letter up and offered it back to her. "There won't be a reply."
She was crying. "You don't know me, so I have no right to ask. I know what is in that letter, I have read it, I am asking as a favour, please read it. I'm afraid it's all a bit of a jumble, but she is sincere."
I could tell Janice was feeling the pain of her sister's betrayal.
"Please read it". She took the letter off me and wrote something on the back then she put the pen back in her handbag. I didn't even notice she had a handbag. I really must pull myself together.
"I have written my phone number on the back of the envelope. If you are the man Jackie says you are, you will read it. I think it will help you. Please call me. I am here for you."
I felt her last sentence was a strange thing to say to a stranger.
She stood up. "Thank you for the tea, it was just how I like it."
I walked her to the front door and said goodbye. After I closed the door, I stood looking at the back of it.
FUCK! I didn't see her handbag until she went to put the pen away. It was the usual woman's handbag. It was massive, it must have had everything in it, it was so big, including the kitchen sink. Then I thought about it. Apart from that she had a face that looked like Jackie's and blonde hair, I had no idea what else she was wearing, what her body was like or even how she got here.
I really need to pull myself together.
I was fine when the children were here, but I seemed to fall apart when I was on my own. I looked out at the back garden. I had just cut the grass, but I've missed chunks and there were clumps of cut grass where I hadn't emptied the collector box and it had overflowed and I hadn't bothered to pick them up.
I looked at the painting I had done. There were runs in the paint, and there was paint on the glass of the windows. I haven't bothered to use masking tape.
I went to the front window and looked out at my car that I had washed yesterday. There were bits I had missed, and it was obvious I had not cleaned one of the wheels at all. The front lawn was a mess too.
I steeled myself. I went and looked in the mirror. Not too bad, at least I had combed my hair, and I had a shave yesterday. My clothes were clean but crumpled, it was the weekend. This could not go on, I thought to myself. I would be alone every other weekend as the children will be with their mother. I would be alone for great chunks of summer holiday as well. At least work could help with that.
It was obvious I was doing stuff around the house, but not paying attention to what I was doing.
Right! I resolved to volunteer for extra tour guide duties during the holiday. I would have to discuss timings with Sandra next time she brought children back. Next thing I re washed the car. I even opened the doors and washed round the door frames. Then I cut the grass again, properly this time.
The paint was going to be a bit more difficult, but I got started by stripping the old stuff off and scraping the paint off the windows. I washed them at the same time as well. But my slapdash paint job would take weeks to recover from. The house wasn't untidy, but it could be better, so I went round and made it better. I even went for a short run.
I ordered Chinese food for delivery. I had a shower and changed to the house lounging clothes whilst I waited for the food. I was starting to feel better.
I collected the Chinese from the delivery girl and put it on the kitchen table. The phone and letter lay there, and they'd been haunting me every time I walked through the kitchen.
Do I read the letter before or after I've eaten, I decided after. Just enjoy the food that someone had gone to the effort to make for me. I had a couple bottles of Tsingtao that would go nice with the beef in black bean sauce and egg fried rice.
Dinner finished, the plates washed, dried and put away. I didn't use the dishwasher when it was only me.
I picked up the phone and unlocked it. I looked at the messages there were only the ones that I had sent her. I picked up the letter and I got a bottle of Warsteiner out of the fridge. It felt like a lager day today.
I sat on the sofa and opened the letter, it was handwritten, and I started to read.
"My dearest Jeffrey.
I call you dearest because you are very dear to me.
I'm extremely sorry for the pain and hurt I have caused you.
If there was any way I could've stopped or made it easier I would have done.
But it was after you told me why your wife and you divorced it was obvious you were going to get hurt, but by then it was too late. We had already made love and I had caused you to break one of your vows because I lied to you.
And I discovered that I was falling in love with you.
Before you ask, I do love my husband.
My reasons for sleeping with men other than my husband are shabby, poor and shallow.
But I will tell you and please believe me, although you have no reason to, that after I met you there was no one else.
Pete is away a lot for work and was too tired when he got home and then he made the children a priority. I'm not complaining about that, but I wished he'd had some time for me. I know he was trying for the best for our future, and it would be alright if he gets the promotion he is aiming for.
It did cross my mind that he was having an affair whilst he was away, he had the opportunity, just like I did. That would explain why he was so tired and not wanting to make love. I have no proof that he was having an affair, but it made me uneasy.
My dalliances took the edge off my needs. It was just mindless gratuitous sex, some of it was even good, most men made an effort, and I was generally satisfied.
Then you came along, you were different, you cared about me and apart from Pete you're the only man to leave me fully satisfied. You gave more than you took, with you it wasn't just sex, it was love.
But it wasn't just the sex. I felt we connected. You were a man I could respect, you would not have put your career before your family.
And yes, I was angry with him, there was an element of revenge. He would spend a week away working then go away for the weekend playing golf with his boss. I know it was his promotion plan. But it meant I had the children and work all week and at weekends there was no rest. If it wasn't for my sister, I don't know how I would have survived.
It's wrong but for a while the only relief I had was work. The structure and the certainty of work was my only respite, that is wrong.
I know I should have talked to Pete about the problems I was having, I tried, he didn't listen so in the end I just gave up. He kept on saying a few more months and it'll all be okay​​. I should have persisted.
I was feeling dejected and lonely. There Is still no excuse for what I did. I was wrong to cheat on him.
Then you came along and the trips to the seaside make everything bearable.
I didn't know how to let you down without hurting you some more, so I took the coward's way out and did nothing, hoping it will resolve itself in the end.
It did resolve itself but not in the way that I wanted, and I've hurt a man I love. In fact I have hurt both the men I love. I have damaged them both. I just hope it is not beyond repair.
If I can get Pete to forgive me, I will never cheat on him again. Next, If he divorces me, and he has every right to, I will not contact you again. I know you would never take me back.
Pete was starting to get suspicious, he thought I was having an affair at work. He had friends follow me, but as he thought it was a work thing they stuck to my work. But he knew when I was away at Portsmouth it gave me the opportunity and that coupled with my mood swings and me wanting sex when I got back had him worried. But his friend could not follow me to Pompey. The sex I gave him, when he was able, was guilty sex, but I blamed it on him being away so much.
Pete knows about us, but he doesn't know who you are. He is not normally a violent man, but this could push him over the edge. I have told him you didn't know I was married. I don't think he believes me. Why should he believe anything I say after what I have done to him? The same goes for you, why should you believe me?
I have not told him who you are nor will I. I have used the reason, but I don't want him to go to prison in case he does something out of character, that is true.
I wasn't going to tell him about us, but when I got back from your house, I was a mess. He wanted to comfort me, but I pushed him away.
That was when he asked me if I was upset because my boyfriend had dumped me. I think he was half joking. But I retaliated with ' No', I dumped him'. It was out of my mouth before I could think.
And that was when his suspicions were confirmed. We argued and it all came out, not everything but enough to truly destroy my marriage and my family.
Pete and I have talked and there may be a way out of this without a divorce. I will do everything in my power to make it up to him.
Jeffrey my sweetest of men, please believe me that when I say I love you I really do, and I cannot begin to apologise enough for the pain I have caused you.
Please remember the good times the beaches, the walks and the nighttime I-Spy something only you and I will ever share.
None of this is your fault. It is all down to me.
J"
I finished the letter and then read it twice more. I went to fetch another bottle of Wobbly and sat and thought as I sipped it.
Had I been a fool, had I been suckered in by a beautiful face and the sex? I don't know whether or not I fell in love. Was it lust and that blinded me?
In hindsight the indications were all there, it would be easy for her to arrange things. She knew Pete's plans for his golfing and his work trips away and could arrange to meet me and she had her sister to look after the children during the week.
He is not blameless, but why couldn't they talk to one another about the problems they were having.
The problem I had with my marriage was that she was playing a part in a play, and that play was real life to her. She lived two lives and when I made them into one and the same, when I broke the screen between the two, she snapped and slapped me. In her mind it wasn't an affair. It was part of a play. I will have to admit I don't fully understand her thought process, but I am a man.
Jackie told me not to come round the house or contact her in any way apart from the phone. If her ex-husband found out about her having a boyfriend, he would make their life hell. He wouldn't physically abuse them, just put obstacles in the way. Stop paying money for a while, she suspected he knocked on the house door or rang the bell early in the morning just to wake them all up. Childish things like that but they had an effect, so she had to keep me a secret for now at least. She won't let me meet her children or her sister. The children might let something slip. Her sister was safe, but she didn't want to put her in an awkward position. I would be able to meet them all when her ex calmed down and stopped trying to get her back.
And I took it all in. What a fucking idiot.
It became clear to me we always drove to the East of where I lived. She didn't want to drive to the West where her workmates, family and her husband and his mates were and get seen, also most of our trips out during the week and not the weekend. I must have been so stupid not to see it that was why she didn't want to come to the dockyard with me or attend crowded places like museums. Seasides and beaches were much safer for her. Thinking about it, the 'No marks' on that first night should have given it away.
I thought about it. If I saw her, what would I do? For her own selfish needs, she destroyed her family and two men she says she loves.
It was two days later I got a text from a 'number withheld' it said. "He knows who you are. Please be careful."
Chapter Five
Well, that was how I fell in love and out of trust with the wife of the man sitting opposite me. And how I ended up in a pub buying my ex-lover's husband and his Dad beer.
I had bought the beer for my mates, Bob and Jack and one for Pete, Ron and myself. We sat in a quiet corner. I reiterated. "I don't go out with married women, my ex-wife cheated on me."
The pub was going to close in a few hours, and I didn't want to bore them, so I gave them the potted version of why I didn't deal with married women. The full story was much more interesting.
I took a long swallow of my beer and started my story. It was still going to be a long one even if it was the shortened version, it wasn't that simple. I didn't want to live through it all again. It hurt. But I had to convince Pete I am not the sort of chap that goes round destroying families.
"Sandra and I had been married for seven years and we had two children. She was a teacher at a local secondary school. I worked as a project manager in a local engineering firm.
"There was a new English teacher at her school. He was gay and was married to a man, so everybody thought he was safe. He started an Amateur Dramatics Society for the children, he had written a play he wanted to put on. He and my wife were lead characters. She had two friends who worked in the same school. I knew them well. I played golf with their husbands, we used to all go out together.
"There were signs that things were going wrong in our married life. She dressed the same going out for a rehearsal, but she started coming home late, long after rehearsal had finished, saying they had been to the pub and forgotten to tell me. She was often too tired for you know what and the next week she couldn't get enough. She always seemed to be in a bit of a daze. Even the children noticed.
"All the signs were there that she was having an affair. I asked my golfing friends and their wives if they knew anything about it. It was obvious the men knew nothing, but the attitude of their wives scared me by going over the top by denying everything.
"One day I turned up at a rehearsal unannounced and one of the wives ran into the hall, whilst the other one dragged me away, she started talking very loudly, that was unlike her. My wife came out all flustered with an excuse that they were rehearsing a surprise scene.
The late nights after going to the pub after rehearsals sounded like a lie to me.
"I tried turning up unexpectedly at rehearsals, but they always seemed to be waiting for me. I now think they were tracking my phone. I did get to the pub once without them knowing, I watched them for a while without being seen. There was obviously something between Sandra and the gay teacher, you could see the way they looked at each other. But you can't divorce people for looking. But the way they jumped apart when they saw me and the look on all their faces convinced me something was going on.
"Just before the play was to go on, there was an extra rehearsal. As she was leaving I asked her out right if she was having an affair. I was expecting her to lie to me. So, I recorded it. She denied it and then slapped me and left.
Forty-five ​​minutes later I burst through the door of the hotel to find her naked on the bed of this allegedly gay teacher. I recorded that as well. I divorced her.
"It gets worse. Because I had a video recording of my wife slapping me, she went to gaol and lost her job. She will never teach again with a record like that. The gay husband divorced his allegedly gay teacher husband. The rumour is the teacher met with a baseball bat.​​
"Mine tried to get me to forgive her for the sake of the children. She told me it was just sex, and she didn't love him, only me. I didn't believe her.
"Her friends had been covering up for her to make sure I didn't find out. Their husbands found out the wives had been doing that for her. That had cast doubts on their marriages. One of them didn't survive, the other is struggling, they are only together for the children, I don't think it will last once the children leave.



"So that was four families destroyed because one woman had an affair thinking it would be fun. I now have two children to look after and hold down a full-time job. Maybe the children and I are innocent, but we are still paying for what she did. And to cap it all, I got picked on at work, had a fracas and had to change jobs.
"That is my story and if you don't believe me, you can go and ask my two mates over there because they are the husbands of the two wives that covered for her."
I think that was the longest speech I ever made on the subject. I was drained.
I looked down, my beer glass was empty. I don't remember drinking it.
Ron went and got some more beer.
Pete sat there. He looked a bit stunned.
I carried on. "I don't blame you for coming for me, I would have done that to my wife's boyfriend. But I think his husband got to him first with a baseball bat. I'm waiting until he is fully healed before I take my cricket bat to him. Please keep that to yourself."
He nodded and muttered. "Okay."
Ron got back with the beer, he even brought some for my mates. Nice man.
Pete looked at me. "Where do we go from here? You could charge me with assault. You have witnesses." Nodding to Bob and Jack.
I laughed at him. "Come on. How would I explain to the Police about sitting here drinking beer. I don't think so. Providing you don't come for me again that is."
"No, not now I have the full story. I thought mine was bad enough, but yours takes the biscuit. But as I said, where do we go from here?"
Why would we go anywhere? As far as I was concerned that was it. Move on.
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Part Two
This will make no sense unless you read Part One.
Part one was a LW story, this is the outcome and is more of a Rom follow-up
I know very little about golf. So please excuse any details I have got wrong.
He looked at me. "The thing is I am still full of anger, you may understand that? I was going to take it out on you. Glad I didn't now by the way. But the anger is still there. I need to shift it before I can move on and decide what to do next."
I knew the man's pain. I quite liked him in the short time I had known him, not so sure about Ron yet though, even if he had brought the beer, I think the feeling was mutual.
"Look, I am booked at the cricket nets tomorrow morning, why don't you come with me and beat the shit out of some cricket balls. I will keep them coming at you and you can slog away with all you might until you can't slog anymore."
Pete thought about it a bit and accepted. I offered Ron a go as well, but he declined.
It didn't work. We got to the nets, and I knew Pete played golf so I expected he could hit a ball. But I was wrong, he couldn't hit a moving one and after ten minutes he was getting frustrated. It didn't take a physiatrist to work out that this wasn't working. He was getting angrier.
I stopped it and we went for a coffee. I suggested we go to my golf course for a round, I thought the concentration might calm him down. He hadn't played there before, and it would be a new challenge. I was going to take the mickey about how he would be able to hit a stationary ball. That would have probably not gone down well.
I managed to get a slot for the afternoon. We started playing. It was obvious he was far better than me. His drives far exceeded mine and they were accurate. He was calming down, he even gave me a few tips and that was working.
Then on the tenth ​​hole he sliced the ball into the woods next to the fairway. It still went a long way. I struck my ball and it went close to where his went into the woods. He told me to go next whilst he looked for his ball. I heard the swishing sound of someone clearing the undergrowth with a stick. I concentrated on addressing the ball. I hit it well, I saw where it went and then headed to the woods to help Pete find his ball when I heard an almighty shout and the sound of something being hit hard and more shouting. It was Pete. I did not want to be the target of his anger as he had a driver in his hand.
It all went quiet, I wandered closer to where the shouting came from, after a short distance I heard sobbing. I found Pete huddled with his back to a tree. He had his arms around his knees, and he was crying his eyes out. I didn't know what to do, but I knew his pain. I walked up to him, got down beside him and gave him a man hug. He let it all out. I wish someone had held me when I cried.
His crying stopped and I heard him take a deep breath. I stood up and left him and found my way to the fairway. Not a word had been said.
A couple of minutes later he came out, his eyes all bloodshot. He waved his driver at me. "I think I'm going to need a new one of these." He gave a wane smile. It was well bent.
He had to use his biggest wood for the rest of the round. He still beat me.
By the time we got to the clubhouse his eyes were almost back to normal.
We didn't mention the incident, but he did seem more settled. We had a coffee and talked about some of the more interesting holes we played, not mentioning the tenth​​.
We walked to the cars, as we got to his he held his hand out. "My course next week?"
I was dubious. "I need to sort out babysitters. Which day and what time. Give me a call?"
We swapped phone numbers. Jackie had mine, I didn't mention that point.
Chapter Six.
Pete gave me a call on Tuesday about golf on Sunday, he mentioned that if I couldn't get a babysitter, Jackie's sister, Janice, had offered to do it. I did not let on that I had met Janice. After we sorted out the times he paused and said. "What shall I do?" He asked. He wasn't talking about golf.
This is not the sort of thing you talk about over the phone. Wednesday night is quiet in pubs, so we met in town in a pub neither of us used.
He said. "I've got lots of friends, but I can't ask them for advice. That would show them what a shitty situation I am in. I don't want to do our dirty washing in public or even with friends. I am so confused.
"You are the only one I know that has experience of this. I know it's different. I'm sure no two of these things are the same. But I have absolutely no experience."
He's right, you can't expect a decent answer to a question unless you have been through the pain. Even then the answers will be different for everyone.
"I will tell you the options, but it's up to you to make the decision. I don't know what's in your heart. You will have to decide the best way forward for you, Ben and Katie.
"If you divorce her, you will become a part time Dad and have to pay child support and still not see them as much as you would like. There is also the risk she will find another man and he will become a father type figure to them, and he will see more of your children than you do. That is just the way it works. The other option is you make the best of it until the children leave and then you divorce her. The risk is you will get comfortable with her and forgive her, you will have to work out if she is faithful to you until the children leave. Or you can try to work it out and see what went wrong. Maybe go to a marriage guidance counsellor. You will also have to work out whether your life will be better with her or without her and finally the big one if you go down the staying together route can you trust her?"
He sat there taking it all in.
Then he asked the question I really didn't want him to ask. "What would you do if you were in my position?"
"I'm not in your position, mate and my split was completely different."
I took a long swallow of my beer and started. "I would look into my heart, set some priorities. Who comes first is it you or is it the children. Does Jackie figure into it and if she does where? T​​hen work it out from there. I don't envy you, it's not easy, mine was cut and dried. I'm sorry mate, I'm not a great deal of help."
He sat there for a little while and sipped his beer.
"I have to ask, was it good?"
Shit.
"Pete, please do not go into this." I paused. "But I realise you need to know. I did when I was in your position. I won't go into details. All I am going to say is there was no kink, no fetish, no dressing up. It was two people in love having sex. I'm really sorry mate.
"She never ran you down, she never said anything bad about you. You were a great father and an excellent lover. She never appeared to compare us." She may have done it, but she kept it to herself. That was good.
I really felt his pain again, unfortunately I knew it.
I could see things going round in his head as he looked into his beer.
"Thanks, I think."
He came up suddenly. "You called me 'mate' are we friends now?"
"I hadn't thought of it, but we're sitting here in a pub you're asking my advice, and I am trying my best, that's what mates do. I just wish I could be more helpful."
He looked at me and with a sad smile said. "You don't know how helpful you have been, I don't feel so alone at the moment. You weren't any help with the questions but you at least you have given me a direction, I will just have to sort it out myself."
He got all melancholy "All I was trying to do was make our life and future better and I was making the here and now worse, we may not have survived to get to a better life if she hadn't met you. Weird isn't it."
We hadn't finished our beers, but he got up and went and got some more. It was like a signal he had enough to think about. When he got back, we chatted about golf, cricket and the weather. He admitted didn't understand the rules of cricket and I failed to explain them completely. He had shown his lack of ability to hit a moving ball in the nets a few weeks earlier. I asked him to come with me to a match next summer. I had already been to his golf course in Gravesend. To play a different course is always good. At about half past nine he excused himself saying he had to arrange a lift home. I hope he's getting a taxi. He's in no fit state to drive. My ex mother-in-law was picking me up. The family thought I was seeing a woman. They wanted me to move on from my divorce, they were very supportive.
We finished our beers. It was just before ten, when a car horn sounded outside. One long and then two short bursts. It sounded like a signal. He stood up. "That's my ​​lift, please give me a couple of minutes." I stood, we shook hands and he left.
I didn't give him a couple of minutes. I followed him as discreetly as I could and peered round the door. It was Jackie picking him up. I had a feeling she knew he was meeting me. I was confused, but to be honest with you that wasn't difficult.
Chapter Seven.
Then it happened. In a place of nearly 300,000 people in nearly 80 square miles, you do not expect to bump into the one person you do not want to meet.
I don't often shop in Marks and Spencer's but Sandra asked me to pick up a cake for a children's party she was having for Gary and Beth, it was a special order, it had boats on it.
I turned a corner and there was Jackie. The anger came up quick and hard. I was in the process of turning away when I felt her hand on my arm. I was going to wrench it away, politeness be buggered. "Please have a coffee with me, please."
A look must have passed over my face. "I will tell Pete, No I'll ask Pete." Before I could say 'No'. Because I was going to, she had her phone out and I could hear it ringing. I was surprised it was answered so quickly. "Pete, I have just bumped into Jeff in M&S, can I have a coffee with him?" I heard a muted reply and then she handed her phone to me after she put it on speaker. "He would like to talk to you." She mouthed at me 'Please'.
"Hi Jeff, you alright mate. This must be difficult for you?"
"Yup."
"I trust you, but it is up to you. Look, we have become mates, and it is likely you two are going to meet sometime." At that point Janice came round the corner holding up a pack of smoked salmon. She was starting to say something, she saw me and quickly closed her mouth. Pete carried on. "It may clear the air in a neutral situation, but I am leaving it up to you."
"Okay, I'll think about it."
"Watch out though mate, her little sister Janice is with her. She has a thing for older men and if Jackie liked you then so will Janice, you are right up her street." He laughed. "See you Sunday at one." He cut the line.
I looked at Janice, I could feel the heat from the blush on her face.
"Okay, you are buying." I said.
"Thank you." I heard Jackie say.
She reached out again to touch me. I pulled away. The anger was still there. I had not got over it yet.
As I walked to the cafe, I thought to myself that this felt organised. I never came to this shop, but Sandra asked me to collect a cake from here, special order. I had the cake and I was heading towards the checkout via the beer aisle to see what they had on offer. Jackie was in the same shop at the same time. There are other M&S stores that sell Smoked Salmon closer to where she lives. Sandra didn't know Jackie. It was not possible to arrange this and the look on Janice's face was total shock.
It must be fate.
I had better go with it.
Jackie went to get the drinks. Janice looked at me and said quietly. "Are you okay?"
"No!" I snapped back.
Her face fell. I felt a shit.
"I'm sorry. That was very rude of me. This is not of your making. You have only tried to help. Sorry." I tried a small smile. I failed.
As we waited, I wondered why I was doing this, what good would it do, who was I doing it for? Myself, Pete? Certainly not Jackie. Pete had been correct. We were going to meet socially. It was probably a good idea to do it where no one knew us.
I had got Jackie's explanation in her letter, but I had not vented my anger at her.
Fuck it, she had broken my heart, that's twice in two years. What a stupid gullible arse I was. She was going to get both barrels.
Jackie came back with a tray of drinks. As she put my tea in front of me she said in a quiet voice. "Sorry, it's not very hot."
I took a sip and grimaced, she was correct. "You asked for this, the floor is yours."
"I wanted to apologise in person."
That made me think again this had been set up, but how? "For what?" I asked.
"For hurting you, for the pain I caused, for lying to you." She was gripping her sister's hand.
"Not for breaking my heart, again!"
"Yes, yes that as well. I should have broken it off when you told me about your divorce, but I couldn't. I was in love with you, I was weak."
"You told me in that letter that you loved your husband. I like Pete, he is a good man. What did he do wrong? All he was trying to do was provide for your and the kids' future. What did we do wrong that you could treat both of us that way?​​
"You say you love both of us. You had to choose, but you couldn't choose me because of what Sandra did. So you were stuck with Pete. Why didn't you just leave me knowing how I felt?"
"He ignored me. Everyone else was more important to him than me. The kids, his boss, the bloody job and fucking golf." She was shouting. "He wouldn't listen to me." Then she said quietly, with tears pouring down her face. "You did nothing wrong. I just couldn't give you up. It wasn't the sex, it was you."
"Oh fucking brilliant, now I'm crap in bed too?"
"No you're wonderful, but love is more than sex."
She was right.
A man in a smart suit with a security guard behind him was standing next to the table, I didn't see him till he spoke. "Excuse me. I am going to have to ask you to leave. Now! You are upsetting our other customers."
I stood up and stormed out and headed to a corner of the car park. I was seething. Meeting her had not made it better, it made it worse. I wanted to find a litter bin to kick.
Fuck, they were all concrete. I was angry, not stupid.
I sat on a kerbstone put my head in my hands and tried to slow my breathing.
I heard two sets of heels hurrying across the carpark. Fuck, why can't she leave me alone.
I was about to shout when I looked up and it was Janice. Jackie was a couple of yards behind her.
She sat down beside me and took my arm. I wanted to push her away. At that moment in time I wanted nothing to do with the females of that family. But that would have been rude, and I try not to be rude. Sometimes I succeed, this was one of those times. I just shuffled away from her. She stayed where she was, we broke contact.
Janice spoke. "Jeff please don't drive like this, you will have an accident and all the people that love you and rely on you will be without a wonderful man, please." Bloody hell she was right too.
I looked up. Jackie was standing there. She looked a mess. She was looking at her shoes.
I loaded both barrels and let fly. "You couldn't get the excitement at home, so you used your lovers for it." I caught the startled look on Janice's face from the corner of my eye at the use of the plural, lovers. "And you didn't even give your husband the chance, you didn't talk to him about what was wrong, you gave in and took the easy way. You make me sick. Your cowardice not to face facts and make a fucking decision has hurt the people you say you love the most in this world, your husband, your kids and even your sister. I told you how much pain my cheating wife caused, and you FUCKING CARRIED ON CHEATING ON YOUR HUSBAND. To make it worse with ME!"
I took a breath. "And to think I loved you." That made her look up at me.
"You never said."
"Guess what, I was frightened of commitment, it appears I was fucking right."
"She knows she hurt you." Janice said.
"I don't fucking count, obviously. If I did, she would have fucked off after telling me she was married when I told her about what Sandra had done."
I felt a hand on my arm, I looked at Janice. That was the first time I looked properly at her since Jackie brought the drinks to the table. She was crying as much as Jackie was.
"That's not true. "Jackie said." I was lonely with Pete being away all the time. I thought I was safe in Portsmouth. that was till I met you. You changed things."
"So it's my fucking fault now, is it?"
"NO, IT'S FUCKING NOT, ARSEHOLE. I fucked up and fell in love with you."
After the good times we had together I wanted to believe her. I said quietly "How can I ever trust anything you say, how can I trust anything any woman says. The two women in my life that I loved both lied to me and cheated on me.
"You both hurt me, how can I ever trust another woman ever again. Twice in two years I have been let down by you lot. I must be a fucking idiot. I bet the whole fucking world is laughing how stupid I have been.
"That is what you have taken from me. Trust in the whole of womankind. It's surprising I don't hate women."
Janice reached my arm. "Please don't do that Jeff, you're too good a man to do that."
Jackie pulled herself up, tears were pouring down her face. "Sorry, it wasn't supposed to happen like this. There is no way I can make this right, but I didn't use you. I love you. You are right. I was a coward. I am so very sorry." With that she turned and was gone.
Janice hugged my arm. I wanted to shake it off, but I was too knackered after that rant. I heard her say. "You have my number on the back of the envelope, give me a call or a text to let me know you got home okay, please."
I just nodded. She gave me a small smile, mouthed 'Sorry' and rushed after her sister.
I finally calmed down. I was feeling better, still shit, but better. I think I had got most of it off my chest. Now where was that fucking cake? I stood up, took a deep breath and noticed the white box on the curb next to where I had been sitting. Well, that will save the embarrassment of going back into the shop or telling Sandra why I hadn't got it, more importantly telling the children I didn't get the cake for their party.
I managed to get home, wash my face and make myself look reasonable by the time Beth and Gary needed collecting from the school bus. I did think about sending a message to Janice but fuck them. I knew I was alright. I know I hadn't killed myself on the drive home.
When I got back from collecting the children from the bus there was a strange car parked opposite our house. We don't get many strange cars up Thames Ave unless the main road is blocked. As I approached our house I saw Janice get out of the car. I felt guilty. By nodding my head, I had agreed to contact her and I hadn't. I just gave her a little wave and a small smile. She smiled back, got in her car and drove off.
Later that evening Pete phoned me and asked me for a round of golf. He was good, probably with all the practice he got with his boss. He was certainly better than me.
He was giving me quite a few tips, and I was getting better. But his invites were not usually to improve my golf, he generally had a question.
Not this time. In the clubhouse afterwards he told me that Jackie and he were going to counselling. She told the counsellor that whilst they were both at fault she accepted that the vast majority of the blame lay at her door.
He did query with me how the chat with Jackie and Janice went. I told him it was heated, we both got stuff off our chests. Well, I did, but I didn't want to talk about it. It was in the past. He told me that was what the girls had said. He seemed to accept that, he wasn't happy, but had little choice in the matter.



I think he wanted to share what they had learned with the counsellors. He did not blame me for what happened between me and his wife. I was a mate now and I was the only one of his mates he could talk to. At least he brought the beer. Part of the reason she cheated was the sameness of everything, they had lost their spirit of adventure. With work and Pete chasing promotion and the children there was no excitement, risk or challenge anymore and things got stale, they admitted they got lazy.
As they were going to try again. He had changed his ways, less work and golf, more family as a whole, not just the children. She promised that if there was a problem to be firm that they talk about it, not push it under the carpet. They had both learned, I hoped.
He did let on to me that he had promised himself that she had until Katie and Ben were old enough and he might still leave her if she stepped even close to the line.
If she did as she promised me in the letter, he would stay with her. I would be happy for them if that happened.
Pete asked me. "Were you the only one?"
Shit.
It appears Jackie never admitted to Pete about the other men. Janice didn't know if I was telling the truth or was just being nasty. That was a risk and a shame Jackie would have to live with. I think she had pushed them to the back of her mind and had forgotten them.
"As far as I know, I didn't see or hear of any others." I lied. To repeat to him what John the barman had told me would destroy him all over again. Was it the right decision of Jackie's. I don't know, it was her choice. But bugger it, I was lying for her now, I justified it to myself that I was protecting Pete and the kids.
Pete had stopped his travelling away so much and gave up on the golf weekends away, he just played in the morning or afternoon. It was golf or marriage to the woman he loved. When she went to Pompey he managed to go with her a couple of times. I believe they stayed in a different hotel.
I was still lonely and after Sandra and Jackie, I was loath to form a relationship. I guess that probably put me off dating in hindsight, fear of caring for someone to have your heart broken by them.
Chapter Eight.
It was late in the summer holidays I was doing more tour guiding. I got a phone call from Maeve on the front desk asking if I could do a special tour. I have been requested by name.
If I couldn't do it, then the party would leave and wait till I was available, even coming back another day. I was interested, was it a bunch of ex mates wanting to take the piss or was it Jackie with Ben? She told me he liked submarines. She was still on my mind. I couldn't shake her.
As I walked in the door of the ticket office I could see I was correct. I recognised Pete, Jackie and Janice straight away, even from the back. I suspect the two children with them were Ben and Katie. I had never met them. I was tempted to walk away. but that might upset the children. I'm sure Ben had been promised a tour. Pete and Jackie had guessed I wouldn't let the children down.
Janice turned and she saw me, her face lit up. That made up my mind that I would do the tour. She turned and spoke to the others, they turned and looked at me. Jackie looked very nervous. Pete strode across to me with his hand out. I took it and he clasped me on the shoulder. He stopped me where I was. He said to me. "Before we get going, I would like to thank you for all your help. I know we have met quite a few times now, but I haven't actually thanked you for the help you have given me. So, thank you. Now come and meet the children."
I was introduced to Ben and Katie. They appeared to be pleasant children, polite and well spoken.
I started the tour with HMS Gannet, a sail steam ship. I showed them lots of stuff but concentrated on the living conditions. Showing them the difference between the Captain, officers and the ratings, the ordinary sailors. I explained that the captain would have to sometimes entertain visitors to the ship and that was part of the reason he had a big cabin. Occasionally they took their wives with them on excursions. Then ​​we moved on to HMS Cavalier the World War II destroyer. I did a bit more on the armament and the living conditions. Again, the captain's accommodation was better than everybody else's. Ben liked the guns. Then onto HMS Ocelot, the submarine. That really opened their eyes. I had to explain what hot bedding was, the children got it straight away, the adults not so much. They had dirty minds.
Janice looked into the Captain's cabin. "You can't entertain many people in there. I bet he didn't bring his wife with him." She giggled. "Not much room in there for you know what." She giggled again. Something flashed through my mind.
Looking at Pete and Jackie I said in a serious tone of voice. "I've been in the cabin that Janice is talking about. There's a lock on the door. Why don't you tell us how much is possible? You've got about 12 minutes before the next tour comes round." I said as I looked at my watch. That was a lie, there was no follow-on tour. People may wander in, but no tour. I couldn't believe how fast Jackie grabbed Pete's hand and dragged him into the captain's cabin. I heard the lock snick too.
I looked at Janice, her mouth was hanging open in amazement. I carried on nonchalantly and said. "Let's take Ben and Katie to the torpedo room, I'm sure Ben would like to see where the torpedoes are." About 15 minutes later a very flushed Jackie and a smiling Pete rejoined us. Pete winked at me, I just smiled in return.
We finished the tour. The kids were excited they had certainly enjoyed it. Ben couldn't stop talking about the submarine. He would be a bore at school and when he went to Scouts on Tuesday. I thought it polite to return them to the ticket office.
On the walk back across the yard Pete asked the children if they would like an ice cream. What a silly question to ask children. The three of them walked off towards the ice cream kiosk, the children in front Pete got two paces away, then stopped and held his hand out to Jackie.
It was obviously still a work in progress. She smiled and took his hand. Pete looked at us and said. "Can we get you two an ice cream?"
"Thanks, but no, I'm working."
Janice spoke up. "Yes he does, if his bosses get grumpy, I will take them on."
I realised we were walking much slower. Janice slid next to me and slid her arm through mine. I tried to pull away saying. "I'm working. This doesn't look good."
She hung on to me, telling me not to be so stuffy.
In the gentle stroll I had time to think. I said to her. "You organised this didn't you?"
She just nodded.
"Why?"
"Pete wanted to say thank you properly, Ben loves boats and ships, especially submarines and I really wanted to meet you again and I couldn't think of another way to do it."
The others got back to us. Ben and Katie carrying our ice creams. We thanked them. Pete and Jackie saw how we were walking and took the children a little bit further away. Again, I tried to disentangle myself from Janice. She wouldn't let go and I didn't want to make a scene. Actually, I was enjoying it, but it would get me a bollocking from the boss. Eating ice cream and walking arm in arm with a customer is not a good look.
We got to the ticket hall and I took them to the exit. As I walked past the ticket desk Maeve waved at me and winked with a big smile on her face.
I held the door open for them, Janice was last to leave. She stopped and said to me, In a serious voice. "Jeff." I did not like the sound of this. "Can I ask another favour again, please." I nodded. "Can I take you to dinner tonight? I know Sandra has Beth and Gary. You can't then use them as an excuse." She carried on. "Star Hotel Maidstone Rd at 19:00 hours if you want to be all military."
"If I say yes, you won't be able to get a table."
"I've already booked it." I recognised the confidence of her sister although I could tell there was an air of trepidation about her. I think she was frightened I would say 'No'.
It would save me cooking or getting a takeaway. "Yes." I said.
She smiled, it was a nice smile. "May I suggest you get a taxi; parking is awful in Chatham at night." She was correct, it was.
I would get the bus, it was cheaper.
But what to wear, the same dilemma I had with my first time eating with her sister. But was it a date or just to chat, what was it? This time the venue gave me a bit of a hint; flannel trousers, shirt tie and blazer.
She was there when I arrived. The buses don't always run on time.
I was glad I dressed the way I did. She looked stunning. It wasn't quite a little black dress but it was heading that way. Her hair shone almost as much as the smile that lit up her face when I walked in.
"You're a bit late, I was worried you weren't coming."
"The bus was running a bit late. It's quite a long way from my place on the bus and there is a lot of scope for delays."
"Well, I can't have you catching a bus home, I will have to take you."
How did she think I was going to get home or was it just a ploy so I didn't bring my car. The similarities to her and her sister are becoming obvious. I had planned to take a taxi.
During dinner I told her about the children, my naval career and all the places I had been. She told me about her work as a fashion designer. That made me raise my eyebrows. Not high fashion but normal High Street stuff that normal people wear. She was always hoping to have the one big creation that caught the eye of the big fashion houses. She realised after a while that that was not going to happen and resigned herself to the fact this was going to be it. She made enough money for the lifestyle she wanted and could work from home. Pursuing her dream had cost her socially, she didn't have many friends. Most of the men around her just seemed to hit on her for one thing. I'm not surprised, she was beautiful.
I didn't realise how late it was by the time we had finished talking. I've got my phone out to get a taxi. And then Janice said. "I would like to take you home if I may, part of me saying thank you for the help you've given Pete and Jackie." I'd be a fool to say 'No' and I wonder where this was leading?
She was quite a positive driver, nothing illegal, just quite definite in what she did, a little too much throttle and then brake for my liking. But she was safe.
I invited her in for coffee, she accepted. I put the kettle on and got two mugs out. She sat at the kitchen table watching me. And then without a warning she stood up, walked into my utility room and came back with a bottle of Old Speckled Hen and a bottle of Crafty Old Hen. She lifted them up and said to me. "I'm not sure which of these you would like but I think you probably prefer one of these to a coffee?"
I took the Hen, it wasn't as strong as the Crafty.
I smiled as I reached for the beer. "Are you trying to get me drunk so you can have your wicked way with me?"
"No, I don't want you drunk when we get round to that."
She really was as forthright as her sister. Somehow, I wasn't surprised, but it did give me a worry. How similar were they?
She carried on telling her story as she cradled the mug of coffee in her hands, she was a few months away from marrying her long-term fiancé and she was sitting at her desk at work having had a design for a trouser suit rejected. That was when it hit her, she realised she was never going to make it to the big time. So, she decided to go home and think about her future. When she got there her life changed drastically. She found her fiancé in bed with his boss. She knows it's hypocritical, when she sees two women kissing, it is sexy but when she sees two men kissing and one of them is her fiancé it's just disgusting.
We sat in silence for a while. Then I could hold in the question no longer. "Why?"
She looked a bit confused. That was my intention. "Why what?"
"Why did you ask me out? And the real reason, not just to say thank you."
Chapter Ten
"Jackie said it wouldn't work." She took a deep breath. "When I delivered the letter and phone, I saw a broken man trying to do the best he could for his children after being hurt by two women. After what Jackie told me about you, you were always going to make it. It would be hard, but you would do it. Jackie told me you can be a hard, dedicated man when you need to be. I don't know why, but I felt proud of you, and I didn't even know you.
"You could have slammed the door in my face when I brought the phone and letter, but you invited me in and well; sort of welcomed me into your home. I watched you over the next few days to make sure you were okay. I saw why Jackie fell in love with you. She and I are similar, we both fancied the same boys at school." She sighed. "That caused a few issues.
"I know you are going to have trust issues with women, especially with women from our family." She reached across the table and laid her hand on mine. "If Jackie liked you, I was going to. If you liked Jackie, you might like me, and I wanted to give it a chance. I do like you. It's that simple."
I didn't think it was that simple. My mind was in turmoil. I wanted to change the subject.
I asked Janice. "Was the meeting in Marks and Sparks arranged?"
She gave me a quizzical look. I carried on. "There are five ​​shops all of them sell smoked salmon and that one was the furthest away from where you live. I could only get the cake from that shop."
"Oh, I see what you mean. No it wasn't, we couldn't have set up the timing."
"Jackie has my phone number, she could have tracked me. I leave it on so the children and grandparents and even Sandra can find me."
"We were going to the garden centre in that retail park as well, we just wrapped it all into one. Please trust me, I know that may be hard, but please try. It was fate." She paused. "It was good that you did, well not good really, it was awful. It was very painful for everyone seeing the pain on all sides after what she did to you. It was obvious how much you loved her."
"And how fu... well, how stupid I was."
She reached out and touched me again. "From what I have been told it was different from the split with your wife. She was, well, having a fling. Jackie had problems." I was about to speak when she held her left hand up. That was when I realised her right hand was still on mine. "Yes, I know what she did was not the way to solve them. She was wrong."
I wanted to change the subject. We paused for a bit, ensconced in our own thoughts. I had a question to ask.
"I don't know anything about genetics, but Jackie has dark hair, so do her children and you have blonde hair. You are so similar you could almost be identical twins. Is that your real hair colour?" That question made her smile.
"No it isn't, it's from a bottle." In a serious voice she said. "After hearing about you from Jackie and knowing we look alike I decided to go blonde so as not to frighten you when I came with the letter and phone." Then she giggled. "Collar and cuffs don't match."
A thought flashed through my mind, I would really like to confirm that.
I thought that was very considerate of her. That showed she had compassion.
"I must go." She said. "I'm looking after Ben and Kaite tomorrow whilst Pete and Jackie go clothes shopping."
"Can't they take the children?"
"Not for the sort of clothes they are buying!"
It was obvious from my face that I didn't get it.
"Jackie's underwear is boring. Don't tell me you didn't..." She stopped. Dangerous ground. "Sorry. I had better go now."
I escorted her to the front door and opened it. The quandary, do we shake hands, kiss, lips or cheeks? What? It had been a fantastic night, and I didn't want to screw it up. As she stood there, she proffered her cheek. Great, someone had made a decision. As I leaned in, she turned her head and our lips met, the next thing I felt was her arms going round my neck. I quickly wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. It was a warm passionate kiss, after a while we came up for air.
She disentangled herself from me, she looked flushed. "I have had a brilliant evening, can we meet again, soon?"
"I've got the children next week, week after?"
"Next week is fine, I would like to meet Gary and Beth."
She kissed me on the tip of my nose and walked to her car unlocking it as she went. I held the door open for her and closed it after she got in. "Drive carefully." I said. I stood and watched till she got to the end of the road.
I sat at the kitchen table and got the bottle of Crafty Old Hen and thought through the day's events.
As I sat there. I had been in love with Jackie. Janice was similar, were they trying to set us up to get together. I like Janice, a lot. But was it a setup, and if it was, was I against it?
Did I want to allow myself to be manipulated? And if I knew about it, was it manipulation? I thought about it a bit. Yes, it was, but I wouldn't let them manipulate me, just let them think they did.
I had to clear this up. I don't mind being pushed along a route, as long as it is a route I want to go along. I do not know if I want to go down a route with another woman from that family. Let's approach this with an open mind I thought to myself.
During the week I got on the phone to Pete and suggested a meal out for all four of us on Friday, somewhere closer to my house. I told him we should go out together with Jackie and Janice sort of informally before a golfing function dragged us all together. I mentioned to Pete I could probably control my anger at Jackie if Janice and he were there. He told me he sort of understood where I was coming from.
Jackie and Pete had to find babysitters, but it was set up for Friday. My Mum and Dad had Gary and Beth for me.
I managed to get a table at a nice restaurant by the river, it was all quite mellow. Jackie was very nervous at the start but calmed down. I made an effort and was even polite to her. We had a nice chat about children, work. Pete and Jackie talked a little bit about how their marriage guidance visits were getting on. We had just finished dessert when I spotted my moment. Pete was just taking a mouthful of lager and was savouring the flavour and Jackie was taking a small sip of her wine.
"You lot have been setting me up to get me and Janice together!"
Pete spluttered into his beer and Jackie's wine went down the wrong way. She started coughing, after some back slapping Jackie got her breath back. Pete stood up, offered his hand to Jackie. "We need to leave these two alone for a little while, let's get some more drinks."
Jackie reached across and gently stroked the back of her sister's hand. "Good luck." She looked at me and smiled. She left and followed Pete.
Janice turned her chair so she was facing me, I did likewise so we were facing each other. She reached out and took my hands in hers.
"To answer your question. Well, yes and no."
Now I was even more confused.
She carried on. "Jackie told me all about you. You are a caring, compassionate and kind man, you are fun and a passionate man." She blushed slightly with the last comment. What was coming next?
"Jackie didn't go into details, but she says you're quite good intimately. That's not really true, she said you were very good.
"When I came to bring the letter I saw how much pain and hurt she had caused you.
"She convinced me that she loved you and she regretted the pain she caused. She wanted to make it up to you, so she asked if I would help. It was just to deliver the letter. Then I saw a handsome man trying to cope the best he could after having his heart shattered for a second time. Back then I didn't know the details of your divorce, just that you were divorced, and it was traumatic and it hurt you. I just saw a damaged man.



"I drove back past your house later on and I could see it was different. Your car was now shiny, the front lawn had been mown again.
"When I saw you that morning, I just wanted to hold you. She told me all about you, it was like I already knew you. And to see the broken man in front of me it hurt so much. I just wanted to help.
"I saw you go for a short run and your dinner being delivered. You looked different, more confident. I suppose that letter helped you. I felt good about that."
I shook my head. "I hadn't read it by then, I was just working up the courage to do it. It was other things that changed my outlook."
She raised a quizzical eyebrow. I indicated that she carry on.
She took a sip of her wine. "I liked what I saw and after Jackie told me about you, I wanted to get to know you better. I talked again with Jackie, and she told me everything she knew, even the details of your divorce. I asked her if she thought I had a chance with you. She suggested we ask Pete.
"Initially he was against the idea, he quite likes you even though you're rubbish at golf, he didn't want you to be hurt again. He suggested we meet and see what happened. And not to use sex to sway your thinking. I remember he glared at Jackie when he said that, she cried. They were still working things out then. They still are.
"It was when Ben said he wanted to go to the dockyard that the idea came to us, so I organised it, that part was arranged. After that you and I took it from there.
"So 'Yes', the dockyard was a setup, and 'No' the rest of it is just us to see how we get on."
She sat up fully in her chair taking hands away from me "Jeff if you want to leave, I will understand but I will be upset. But I have to tell you that I'm falling for you and I hope you can feel some affection for me. I think you do after the way you kissed me and held me last week before I left your house."
She had brought to the surface something that had been bothering me. But I kept on pushing it down.
Did I feel something for her? Yes, I did, but the similarities between her and Jackie worried me. Most of the similarities were the things I liked about Jackie. But was she similar in other ways? Could she do what Jackie did? That is what worried me.
I took her hands in mine. "Firstly, I am not leaving." She smiled. "And yes, I do have feelings for you. You are so like your sister. I loved her, how could I not have feelings for you. But where do the similarities end? She cheated on her husband who she says she loves. I am worried you will do the same thing if I fall for you, so I'm trying not to fall in love with you. But it's hard because I really do like you, I like being with you. Gary and Beth will like you, but I don't want to take the risk of them being hurt again."
She pulled herself away from me, her eyes were glazed. I saw Pete put his head around the door carrying drinks. He turned around and went back to the bar. Janice dabbed her eyes with a napkin. She looked me straight in the face. "What happened to them will not happen to us. They both made mistakes, we will learn from their mistakes. Pete got wrapped up in his work chasing for promotion. He tried to make up with the children, he thought as Jackie didn't complain she was okay with it.
"She did complain, he admits he heard but didn't listen. She wasn't happy, and she suspected he was having an affair with all the time he was away and being so tired. He wasn't, she just thought that, by the way. She expects that will come up in counselling.
"The thing was, they didn't communicate. I know it was a difficult time for them. That is when you have to put the extra effort in, they didn't. She should have persisted, maybe threatened divorce then he may have listened. We will not do that!
"I have been hurt by betrayal. I know there is a risk and I'm prepared to take it. I will always be completely honest with you, even if I don't think you're going to like what I say. We may fall out for other reasons, money, politics, religion, we may be sexually incompatible. you may like stuff that I don't, but from what Jackie says that's not likely." She smiled. I think she was trying to lighten the atmosphere, it worked.
I looked at her and she was beautiful, and not just her looks she was a beautiful person I made a decision. We will never know if it works if we don't try it. So that was what I decided to tell her.
I smiled, she looked happy at that. I told her just that. "Janice, there is a lot of baggage in our lives, both in the present and the past, but we will never know if we don't give it a try." I was bold. "Shall I see if they have a room available here tonight for us?" She leapt up and dumped herself on my lap and kissed me. The whole restaurant went quiet and looked on as she sat there. She put her arms around my neck and kissed me.
When she pulled away, she looked at me and said quietly. "No, for our first time I want to wake up in your arms, your bed and your house."
I saw Jackie and Pete coming back, they were smiling.
As Jackie and Pete sat down Pete looked at me and said. "You accuse us of setting stuff up and you got us here, lulled us into a comfort zone and dumped the question on us. You waited till we were both drinking before you asked the question. Git, you made me spit in my beer." He was smiling.
"It probably improved that crap you were drinking,"
It all went a bit quiet again. Jackie was itching to ask questions. I wasn't sure what to say but Janice came to the rescue. Looking at Pete and Jackie she said. "Can I ask you a favour?" She didn't wait for them to answer. "I haven't got my car, I came with you. Jeff came by bus could you give us a lift home please."
He answered instantly. "Certainly, Jackie's driving, she's only had one glass of wine, well not even that after she spat it out all over the table."
We finished our drinks, and it was time to go home. We got in the car Jackie drove off. We came to the main road and Jackie was indicating right. Then Janice realised that we were going to her place, not mine. She leaned forward and said. "If you don't mind, can we go to Rainham please?"
Jackie hesitated and looked at Pete. He was a bit stunned. He shook himself, looked across at Jackie and said. "I'm okay​​ with that. I'm probably going to have to go there sometime to pick him up before I give him another thrashing at golf."
This will be difficult for him. Going to a place where his wife made love to another man, even if the man was now his friend. We hadn't been at the time. As we got into the village I leaned forward and said. "Just drop us off at the end of the road. It can be difficult to get out of the end of the road at this time of night."
Pete turned and looked at me and said. "That's tosh, I know you're trying to save my feelings. but 'No' we will drop you at your front door." They did. I went to the car door where Pete was, he wound the window down. I put my hand in to shake it. He opened the door and got out, smiled at me and said. "You know I don't shake hands sitting down." I could tell this was hard on him. I pulled him in and gave him a hug, a big man hug. As I pulled away, I said to him. "I think you're an incredibly brave, strong man. I could not have done what you have just done. Look after yourself." Janice and his sister were doing similar hugs on the other side of the car. I wonder what the conversation was over there?
Pete said. "We will wait until we see the door close before we go." That was almost a hurry up please. If it was a hint, I took it. I went to the other side of the car to drag Janice away from her sister. Jackie and I just shook hands, it felt weird after what we had done in the past only a few yards away.
I hurried Janice indoors for two reasons, we waved at Pete from the door and closed it. Janice took off her coat and let it fall down on the floor behind her. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her. We had kissed before, but this one was different, there were sparks.
We separated for breath. "Tea, coffee or wine?"
"Bed." She took hold of my hand and led me up my stairs into my bedroom.
She slipped my jacket off onto the floor and started undoing the buttons of my shirt. I slid my hand around the back of her dress, found the zip and pulled it down. We were kissing at this time, it was all quite crowded. I eased the dress off the shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I couldn't miss the lingerie satin bra, suspender belt and stockings. She had the shirt off my shoulders. I think she tore the last two buttons off.
I slipped my hand around and managed to undo the bra with one hand. It fell away. I couldn't help doing a comparison. Janice's breasts were nicer than her sisters, not by much. They fitted my hand better. I would have to stop doing that.
Before I noticed it, she had the belt on my trousers undone and my zip was lowered. she got on her knees and pulled my trousers and underpants down in one go. And there it was sticking out in front of her, she didn't look at me, she just opened her mouth and took me fully inside. I nearly came, I had to pull her head off with my cock.
I helped her up as I shuffled out of the trousers pooled around my ankles. I got my shoes and socks off at the same time. I gently pushed her back onto the bed and she laid down. I got on beside her wrapping my arms around her.
We kissed deeply and passionately but there was an urgency I eased one of my arms from her and slid my hand down. I found her love channel. It was sopping I played around with the clitoris and gently easing my fingers in and out. I kissed her neck, her head went back and her eyes closed.
"I like that, more of that please." She muttered. I did some more and then I slid lower and kissed her nipples gently. "That's nice, I like that." She said my fingers were now inside her gently moving backwards and forwards and occasionally slightly sliding all the way out and across her clitoris. I paid more and more attention to that, and I can feel her getting hot. Suddenly she grabbed hold of me and shuddered.
I waited till she came down from that. She was ready, the look on her face told me everything I needed to know. I reached across to my bedside drawer to get protection. I wondered fleetingly if they were still in date? I had them left from my time with her sister in Pompey.
She reached across and placed her hand on the back of mine. "You don't need that."
I entered her slowly not wanting to hurt her. I rested on my elbows so I could see her face. I pushed in as far as I could, she lifted her legs, so I went further in. It felt wonderful. I started slow and picked up the pace watching her beautiful face to judge how I was doing. I got the rhythm and depth that I thought was about right when she wrapped her arms and legs round me and pulled herself unto me. She grunted loudly and relaxed, her eyes closed, breathing heavily. I picked up the speed and went as deep and as hard as I could. She screamed as she came and this time the pulsing of her pussy brought me off.
I just rested there as I went soft. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. I eased myself off her and lay down. She quickly lay her head on my shoulder. She looked up at me. "Thank you, that was wonderful."
I fell into a contented sleep.
The sun was just coming up when I was awakened by a warm feeling on my cock. I didn't take much to work out what it was. When I was hard, she moved herself on top and impaled herself. I quickly managed to meet her with a thrust. We both came, she fell forward and then kissed me. It was her turn to roll off.
As I fell asleep again a thought flashed through my mind, I realised that if she did not have blonde hair, it could have been Jackie. I could probably use what I learned to please Jackie to please her sister. But I would keep that to myself. What worked for Jackie might work for Janice.
In the morning she wore the shirt I had on last night, unbuttoned, and her lacy knickers. She made tea and toast. The look on my face watching her was lust. She saw it and dropped the shirt on the floor. I hadn't made love on the kitchen table for many years.
It was very comfortable sitting at the kitchen table with her eating toast with blackcurrant jam and sipping tea. I had to wipe the odd bit of jam off her cheek. I used my lips to do it.
I asked. "So why me, what made you make a play for me?"
"I have already said after Jackie had told me so much about you, I felt like I already knew you. I saw a broken man in front of me. I just wanted to hold you. I just wanted to help.
"Jackie thought you would be OK when you had the children around you. It was when you were on your own, so we watched when Sandra collected the children. But got Pete to keep you partly occupied. That helped Pete as well. He came home quite calm after playing golf with you. The plan was we would introduce me and Jackie into the mix sometime. Like we pick you up from golf or meet you in the clubhouse, but the Dockyard idea came up, to meet on your turf so you would feel comfortable. Pete quite quickly worked it out what we planned and told us to be careful. He likes you,"
Then she stunned me. "When do Gary and Beth get back from your parents?"
"I'm due to collect them at eleven and stay for lunch."
"Can I come with you and meet them, if you're okay with that? You can take me home after that if you want."
"I would like that. I had better warn Mum and Dad. I was planning to drop you home first then collect them."
I phoned Mum and told her I was bringing someone with me, a female. She seemed happy at that. I told her I would still be there at eleven when Janice started waving her arms about. I asked my Mum to hang on for a moment and I put my thumb over the microphone on the phone. I always struggle to find the mute button. "I can't meet your parents and the children in the dress I wore last night, it wouldn't be proper. We will have to pop into a shop to get something decent."
"Mum, we might be a bit late. We have a spot of shopping to do."
"Okay, we will see you when we see you. Do you want us to warn the children about your friend?"
I had not thought about that. "Yes please Mum, it won't be so much of a shock to them. Sorry I have to rush. See you later." I hung up.
Janice said to me. "I need to phone Jackie to see if she is okay after last night."
"Okay, I've got a call to make as well after I get dressed."
I got halfway up the stairs when I realised I had not asked if Janice wanted to borrow my toothbrush. We had swapped enough fluids last night that sharing a toothbrush once would not hurt.
I got back to the bottom step and I could hear them both on the phone. Janice must have done it on facetime.
"How did it go when you got home, is everything alright? I was a bit worried about you." Janice asked.
"It was fine. Pete was very quiet on the drive home." There was a pause. "He was a little rough when we, well you know. It was like he was staking his claim."
"Are you alright? He didn't hurt you, did he?"
"No not at all, he got the job done. I enjoyed it, actually more than I thought I would. It may be something to explore in the future. He is much calmer this morning and he keeps apologising for being rough. Enough about me, how was your night?"
Janice giggled. "You're right he is bloody good. He is a wonderful lover."
"Did he throw you all over the bedroom in haste?"
"No, he was gentle, caring, loving and powerful, he knows how to please, he might need a little tweaking as we learn about each other. He could teach my Ex a thing or two."
"Don't worry, he learns quickly. What are your plans for the rest of the weekend? He has the children this weekend."
"I'm going to meet them and his parents today."
There was a bit of a pause before Jackie replied. It was a bit quiet. I could hardly hear her. "Perhaps I should have done that?"
Janice's voice was harsh. "No, you shouldn't. Don't be silly. I don't agree with what you did. But you played it the best way you could. At least the kids didn't get to meet you and get to like you. That would have hurt them." Her tone mellowed. "I'm never letting this man go, so I need to be friends with Gary and Beth, and this is the first step. Meeting his parents is a bonus too. Look I have to go, we have shopping to do before we go to collect the children. I'll phone you tonight to see how you and Pete are?"
Whilst I was listening to this, I had already decided what I was going to do. No secrets.
I stepped off the bottom step. Janice had her phone held up and I heard Jackie say. "Shit, He is behind you." Janice turned, looked at me and said. "Oh Shit." Her face went bright red. "Did you hear all that?"
"Pretty much."
"I'm sorry."
She realised the line was still open when Jackie's voice came from the phone. "Did Jeff hear all that?"
"I think he did." Janice relied.
I nodded my head.
"Yes, he did."
"Shit, I had better leave you two alone for a bit." Jackie hung up.
"There was nothing there to apologise for. Complete honesty. Remember." I smiled. "I would be interested in the tweaking through."
Janice's face was returning to its normal colour. "I found out how loving you can be last night. I was wondering how kinky and adventurous you can be."
As I headed back upstairs to get dressed and make my phone call, I said over my shoulder. "I am sure you will find out in the next couple of weeks" I forgot to ask her about the toothbrush.
Chapter Eleven.
We went to a local supermarket. Janice got a smart skirt and blouse, her shoes would do a trip. She pointed out a pair of leggings she had designed. She asked me to select a bunch of flowers that my Mum would appreciate, more importantly, not ones that she does not like. I picked Pink carnations, all mums like carnations, I think?
Whilst I was doing that Janice rushed off and came back with a toothbrush, toothpaste, shampoo and soap in the shopping basket.
She pointed to them and said. "Is it too soon?"
I smiled. "Not at all."
She reached up and kissed me.
We got to Mum and Dads about half eleven. Although I had a key, I rang the doorbell. The door opened instantly. I think Mum was watching for us.
"Mum, this is Janice." I handed over the flowers.
Janice put her hand out. Mum took it then pulled her into a hug. "Nice to meet you at last." It is hard to hide things from parents and children.
"These are nice, thank you." Mum said, looking at the flowers. "He has been a bit up and down over the last nine months, looks like you two went through a rough patch. But if you have come to see us we assume it's all sorted out."
Mum was assuming a lot and got it wrong. I will have to have a chat with her and Dad to tell them the full story away from little ears.
Mum invited us in. I Introduced Janice as my 'girlfriend'. I think Gary and Beth would understand that. I'm sure Beth would.
Mum had the children's favourite sandwiches and tea ready.
It was all gentle until I mentioned that Janice might be staying at our house sometimes.
Beth looked at me and said. "Daddy, does that mean there will be squealing noises in your bedroom like when Mummy was with us?"
She could not have timed it better. Mum spat a mouthful of egg mayonnaise sandwich all over the place and started coughing. Dad choked on his tea, that went everywhere. My face went redder than a fire engine. Janice was the only one to keep her cool. "Oh, I hope so. But if we get too loud you tell us in the morning and we will do something about it."
"No, I like it. I like it when people sound happy."
We had not got over the last coughing session before that hit us. Gary just looked bemused by the antics of the adults.
Dad and the children cleared up the mess that was the kitchen table.



Mum said quietly to Janice.​​ "Was the dress you were wearing last night that scandalous?"
Mum looked at me. "There are two microphones on your phone dear."
"No," Janice replied. "Just not the sort of thing to meet your future fiancé's children and parents in."
Now it was my turn to splutter into my tea. 'Future fiancé!'
I do wish these people would time it better. We were running out of paper towels clearing up all the mess.
Janice and I took the children home via the park and let them ride the miniature train, Gary loved that. Janice and I drank tea and watched the world go by whilst they ran around wearing themselves out.
"Jeff."
Now what? I just nodded.
"Can I stay tonight please?"
Wow.
"Same bed?"
"I think Beth is older than you think, I'll try to be quiet."
I smiled. "I will try to make you loud."
I spoiled the children with pizza for tea, it's a treat in our house. Beth was on her second slice when she looked at Janice. "Are you going home today?"
"No, if that's alright with you."
"I don't mind." She looked at me. "You had better tell Mummy."
Children! "I already have done sweetie."
I had given Sandra a quick call this morning after Janice told me she wanted to meet Gary and Beth. I told her that the children were going to meet a female acquaintance of mine. All she asked was if it was serious with my new acquaintance. I told her it was. She was happy with that.
I could understand her question. She wouldn't want them to meet a plethora of different women passing through my bed. Like that was going to happen!
I got the children ready for bed, we had a system. Janice did not try to help. I think I could see what she was trying to do. Just be there, help if she was asked, but not interfere.
We sat and talked about the day. It has been a new experience for all of us. She quite liked my Mum but thought my Dad was a bit reserved. She was correct, he would tell me his thoughts later, I had no doubt about that.
She took hold of my hand and said, "I think Beth is asleep now, and I am a bit tired. Can we go to bed please?"
I don't think sleep was on her mind. She proved that as soon as we got to my room, she took all her clothes off, I almost beat her getting naked.
I laid her on the bed and laid beside her, I nibbled, I fondled, I played with her ear lobes, her neck, her boobs, I used my fingers to excite her, my fingers entered her. I felt her have her first orgasm. I slid down the bed, eased her legs further apart and gently applied my tongue to her clitoris. I had my fingers inside her searching for the 'G' spot. I must have found it. Her body went completely stiff. I saw her grab a pillow and pull it over her face. It muffled the scream.
She was wide awake, a bout of drowsiness hit me, but I did not want to go to sleep, I was enjoying having her in my arms when she whispered. "We are both going to bring things from our former relationships." That worried me a bit, but it was true. Then she startled me. "Can we play I-Spy in the dark? It sounds fun." Just how much had Jackie told her sister?
We did play. I wonder if Jackie told her our final question.
I could tell she was getting drowsy as well.
"I-Spy with my little eye something beginning with 'L'.
She responded with a drowsy. "Lamp?"
"Nope."
"Light switch?"
"That's 'LS' silly, so 'No'."
I could tell she was struggling to stay awake.
"Do you give in?" I asked.
"Yes, sorry, I'm shattered. You wore me out."
"Lovers."
I sensed her smile.
It became a tradition whoever wanted to go to sleep would say. "I-Spy something beginning with 'L'." Even if it wasn't their turn.
She did sleep in my arms again.
The children were playing outside, Janice was helping me clear up after breakfast, I looked at her and said. "You are very much like your sister." After I said that, a worried look must have crossed my face. She reached across and took my hand. "Yes, we are very similar, I could see why she fell in love with you. But one big difference is I know the pain the cheating can cause. I have seen what it has done to Pete and you, and I've experienced it myself. I like you and I never do that to someone I like. It might be brutal to be honest with someone that you have fallen out with or have a problem with, but it's less painful than the heartache that cheating can cause."
There were tears in her eyes. "I would not do that to you, or anyone." I 99% believed her, but she is her sister's sister. Then she said something stranger. "Please, take the risk. You won't be disappointed."
She left mid-morning by uber after saying goodbye to the children, Gary asked her when she was coming to see us next. She glanced at me and said. "Soon sweetie I hope, soon."
I smiled and nodded at her. The sun shone from the smile on her face.
I made a quick phone call and managed to get a table at a family pub restaurant. I invited Mum and Dad. Whilst Gary and Beth were outside playing in the playground, I told Mum and Dad the whole story, Jackie, Pompey, Pete and his baseball bat, Pete and Golf and finally Janice, all of it.
Throughout Mum's mouth opened and closed like a goldfish.
When she got time to talk Mum asked. "What are you going to do about Janice?"
"Don't know Mum, for the moment, just suck it and see. But I do like her, I'm just worried about, you know, being hurt again and the kids."
Dad had not said much, that was his way. Mum did most of the talking. He is a watcher, a studier of people. "I think you will be okay, the way she watches you, touches you and looks at the children. It is a risk, take it son." That was my Dad, a man of few words but generally spot on.
The children were worn out with all the excitement of meeting Janice, playing in the park, and going out for dinner on Sunday.
Gary was like his Grandad. As I tucked them in that evening, he said to me. "We like her." I kissed him on the forehead and left.
Interesting, 'we' not 'I'.
Three weeks later when Sandra was collecting the children she met Janice. It was a cool meeting. I think Janice arrived early on that Friday, just to make sure she met Sandra. Crafty woman, but it broke the ice.
I got a text message from Sandra later that evening. 'She seems nice and the kids like her, just be careful'. When she brought the children back that weekend she asked if we could have a chat, alone.
I cracked a bottle of red as she put the children to bed and I waited for her in the kitchen.
I had a glass poured for her, it was obvious something was on her mind. You are not married to someone for as long as we were without picking up on that.
"Thanks". She took a sip. "Can I ask for your advice?"
"Always, but you might not like my answer."
"Richard, my boss has asked me out. I don't know what to do."
I knew Sandra had got a job in a local estate agent. She was never going to teach with her record. Her notoriety had increased the footfall into their showroom. That helped sales. It also meant she could work every other weekend so she could have the children. She seemed to enjoy it as well.
"Is he single?"
"Yes, divorced." She looked down. "He got caught cheating on his wife."
Oh gosh, I so wanted to say something, 'Pot, Kettle, Black'. I thought to myself. but I held my tongue and took a long drink of my wine.
Sandra looked at me. "Thank you for not saying anything." She took a sip of her wine. "It was with a friend of hers. Not a customer."
"Has he been completely honest with you, do you think?"
"I think so. It was a while ago but his ex-wife still comes in, she owns part of the business and she warned me to look out for my friends. She was a bit snarky. So, I asked for her side of the story, she told almost the exact same one, she just couldn't forgive him. She tried, but it didn't work."
"Have you been completely honest with him?"
"Not completely, he knows most of it. I just haven't set it all out in order."
"I suggest you tell him the story, completely and honestly from start to finish and see if he still wants to go out with you? He can even come and talk to me if he wishes."
"You would do that for me?"
"I loved you, some part of me still does, you are the mother of my children. You have paid for your crimes. Now I just want what is best for you. And by extension the children, if you are happy, then they are happy. If they're happy so am I."
That had obviously given her something to think about. We talked about what we both had planned for the coming months to sort out times and dates. We actually finished the bottle of wine. I escorted her to the front door and opened it for her. As she left she reached up and kissed me on the cheek. "I'm so sorry I fucked up, I still love you, but I know we can never get back together. Janice is nice. The kids like her, I like her. I'm not sure she likes me though." She walked out, got to the front gate, waved to me then walked to her house.
Sandra told me later she told Richard everything, he still asked her out and they made a promise to be completely honest with each other. She asked me if I minded him meeting the children. I knew of him. I had seen him around town and at the golf club. He didn't seem a bad sort, so I didn't mind.
Janice visited the next weekend Beth and Gary were with Sandra. Janice showed me her underwear was not boring. I now have a thing for corsets. Especially if she designed it for herself and had it made. When she went home she left most of her underwear behind, she took the items that needed washing.
The following Friday evening was great, we played a board game with the children, which Gary won. Getting them excited was a good way of wearing them out.
I woke up in the morning and the bed next to me was empty. When I fully came round, I heard the noise of little people chattering in the kitchen. I guessed Janice was sorting out breakfast or the children. I pulled in a pair of trousers and an old T-shirt then went downstairs. I stood by the kitchen door. Beth and Gary were at the kitchen table Janice was in front of the cooker she was frying eggs and four slices of bread sat next to her. Egg banjos for breakfast had become a treat when Janice visited.
I studied her long flowing blonde hair, her figure and the concentration on her beautiful face so she didn't burn the eggs and still had the yokes soft.
She did look very much like her sister. Even with her concentrating she must have sensed I was there. She looked at me and smiled as she placed the eggs into the bread. She cut their banjos in half and opened them slightly to let the egg yolk run out. She placed them in front of the children and gave them both napkins. They were going to dribble the egg yolk everywhere.
"Okay​​, this week it's Gary's turn to decide where we will go, so think about that while you're having your breakfast."
"The zoo." Came an instant reply from Beth through a spluttering of bread and egg.
"Best not to talk with your mouth full, sweetie. The food goes everywhere. I think we went to the zoo two weeks ago. Let's go somewhere different. And it is Gary's turn to suggest something."
I just stood there leaning on the door frame smiling at the domestic scene. A warm feeling came over my body as I looked at Janice.
She looked at me. "Banjos or toast?"
"Toast please"
She grabbed two pieces of brown bread and put them in the toaster and popped it down. She poured me a cup of tea and brought it to me in the doorway, as she handed it to me, she did not let go. She looked me in the face and said and whispered. "I love you too."
It was a good job she was holding the cup. "You haven't said it, but it's written all over your face. I thought I would say it first." She said.
She let me have the cup and I went and sat next to the children. She came back a couple of minutes later with toast for both of us and she sat down. With a cheeky grin on her face, she leaned across and whispered in my ear. "Let's hope it's not just lust."
A little voice on the other side of the table popped up. "What's lust Mumtie?" Blast, my daughter has got big ears.
"It's something people have when they love each other." Replied Janice. I suppose that's pretty close.
She carried on. I think it was a distraction technique. "How about we go to Canterbury Cathedral, have ice cream and then stop at the seaside and on the way back to get fish and chips for tea?" That went down well.
I looked at Beth. "You just called Janice Mumtie, where did that come from?"
"Mummy said that we should treat Janice like a mum too. But we can't have two mummies, so mummy is number one and Janice is mummy number two. Like mummy-too. So, it's like mummy with auntie at the end." The minds of children. I think there were tears in Janice's eyes.
Things settled down. Janice would come over most weekends, she would look after the kids whilst I went playing golf with Pete or my mates. And it was one of these times that Sandra found out that Janice did like her when she phoned her for help. Janice told me later, how she could dislike someone who threw me away so she could have me.
She was not going to say anything to her about that, that would be cruel and rude.
One thing that I did have a question for.
We were lying in bed playing I-Spy. My letters were 'BB', which she didn't get. It was Bottle Blond.
"Are you staying blond?" I asked her.
"Don't like the collar and cuffs not matching?" She asked with a smile.
The following weekend she sorted that out. She had me tie her spread eagled to the bed to stop her moving. I got to shave her pubes. I used my electric hair clippers and then an electric razor and then the wet razor to finish off. I spent a pleasant half hour or so using my tongue to explore her now bald love cave.
It was a good job Beth wasn't here, she may have complained about squealing noises this time. We may have to investigate gags. A couple of weeks later she got her revenge, and it was me tied to the bed being shaved. I didn't squeal. Keeping trimmed down there became normal for us, as did the tying up but that was more for teasing than actual bondage.
The next year Pete, Jackie, Janice and I were at a Golf Club dance. ​​Sandra was there with Richard, she had asked for my advice earlier, it appears it was reasonable advice. I had seen him in the club, we never spoke, but we knew who each other was and sometimes nod to each other as an acknowledgement.
She introduced him then she introduced all of us and me as her ex-husband. He seemed okay, then Sandra surprised me, she laid a hand on Richard's arm and said. "Do you mind if I ask my ex-husband for a dance?" He shook his head.
She looked at Janice and said. "Janice, do you mind if I ask my ex-husband for a dance?"
"Please go ahead and thank you for asking."
I was stuck, it had been rude not to do so, so I led her on to the dance floor. It was a slow one. We kept an inch or so apart when the song was nearly finished she leaned in and said. "I did tell Richard everything about our divorce, no secrets. I think he's going to ask me to marry him. What should I do?"
Shit, what a question out of the blue.
"Go with your heart. Be honest with him and especially yourself. That is the only advice I can give." I was tempted to say don't cheat on him, but I felt that would be nasty.
The music stopped, she kissed me on the cheek and we left the dance floor. We said goodbye to Sandra and Richard and they returned to their table holding hands.
I got a text the following morning from Sandra. 'He did ask, I said yes. Thank you for your good advice'.
Chapter Twelve
We got an invite to the wedding. It was a small affair. It was Sandra's weekend with the children. We all went to the ceremony and the reception. We took the children home with us. It wasn't our turn, but we had them for the next two weeks whilst Sandra and Richard had a honeymoon.
Richard thanked me later and said. "We will do the same for you when you tie the knot, and by the way what are you waiting for?"
My Dad said something similar. "Stop dithering boy. What are you waiting for? What would you do if she asked you to marry her?"
He was correct, I knew the answer to that.
We married six months later.
Pete gave Janice away, Jackie was Chief Bridesmaid, Beth was the flower girl and Gary the ring bearer, he wanted to be the sword bearer, but he had to make do with a ring.
Epilogue
Janice and I talked a lot, we rarely got into arguments. We learned from Jackie and Sandra's mistakes. It is better to learn from other people's mistakes than your own. Jackie, Pete, Sandra and Richard did learn from their own mistakes and never repeated them.
Richard passed away a couple of years ago and Sandra moved back into her old house in Thames ​​Avenue. I know her keeping that house was a bone of contention between her and Richard. But she pointed out to him that whoever was left, the house they now lived in was too big for one person, and anyway whoever moved into Thames Avenue, be it her or him, they would be among friends.
We had all become friends and let bygones be bygones, well mostly. When we would say goodbye to Sandra she would look at me and say 'I still love you' or look at Janice and say 'I still love him' but she never said it when we were alone. It piqued Richard in the early days but she would turn to him and say, "I Love you." Then she would kiss him, he loved her, and she does love him, so he got over it. He was a bigger man than me, I'm not sure I wouldn't have done it.
I sat beside the bed holding her hand. Her hair was no longer blonde. It was a platinum grey but still shone and bounced when she could walk. Gary and Beth were both here sitting on the other side of the bed. Gary had got compassionate leave from the Navy. Beth had left her husband looking after their veterinary practice just outside Bristol. They had tears in their eyes. But Janice was smiling as she looked at them and whispered. "Look after him until he joins me."
"We will Mumtie." Beth and her husband had a flat for me in Bristol if I wanted it. But I didn't want to leave Thames Avenue. Gary's wife had moved in with me when Janice became ill whilst he was away. He was due out of the Navy in a few years, and he would have the house anyway. We had sorted that out between us.
She looked at me and said. "Thank you, we've had a good life. I have enjoyed every minute of it. But for one last time, I spy with my little eye something beginning with L." She closed her eyes.
"Lamp."
"No."
"Lamp shade."
"No, that is LS."
"I'm tired sweetheart, I give up."
She gently squeezed my hand and said. "Lovers".
She didn't breathe in after she said that as the machine she was hooked up to sounded an alarm. I held on to her hand until the doctor came.
I do have the full long story that Jeff told Pete. I wrote it as part of the story then realised it was too big, so I extracted it and made it a separate stand alone story if anyone is interested.
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Another take on my 'I'll see you in the morning'. Same people. Different story but with a lot of similarities but from a different perspective. And it has a different outcome.
When I'm writing my LW stories. If I like the main characters, you get RAAC if not, it's a BTB.
It won't take long to work out what this one is.
Sorry, it is a bit long. I got carried away.
The Red Hart
The evening started well, we as a group of friends had arranged to meet in the Red Hart. Linda had told us they were going out to celebrate Jim's promotion and they were going to spend a night in town at the Red Hart. Our best local hotel, 4 poster beds and everything, you know with no children around. I remembered what Denise and I had got up to in those beds. I knew about Jim's promotion. Dee and David had suggested to all of us that we go and help them celebrate. I wasn't that keen myself, but I could do with a good night out. Dee as usual organised everything, she told us she wouldn't tell Linda until the last minute, a kind of fait accompli. The six of us, Dee and her husband David, Edward and Jane and me, Stephen with my wife Denise. We had been hanging around together for years. All the men played golf and the girls did whatever girls do when they get together, shopping and chatting that sort of thing. As with all groups of friends there can be minor annoyances, and one was Dee trying to organise everything, in most cases it worked. Dee and Linda had been friends since school. But for this get together I wasn't so keen to go, just let Jim and Linda have their night. But not wanting to be left out and to be seen as curmudgeonly, I agreed.
I saw them walk in, we had their drinks ready on the table. Linda looked stunning, and I really shouldn't say that. Jim was a good looking bloke, they made a handsome couple. Jim was heading across the other side of the dance floor when Linda dragged him our way, he stopped, and I saw them get their heads together and they carried on walking towards us. Jim may have smiled but his heart wasn't in it.
Jim put a brave face on it, he danced with Linda a couple of times, but he refused Dee when she asked him to dance. David wasn't a very good dancer. I heard him say he's only dancing with Linda tonight and they wouldn't be much longer down here. At that he smiled, and Linda smiled shyly back at him. It didn't take a rocket scientist to work out what they were thinking about. That big 4-poster bed. They had been there about an hour when Jim stood up and held his hand out to Linda, she took it.
I noticed somebody come through the crowd. It was our local football hero. I'm not much of a sportsman, I don't follow football. I play golf badly, I enjoy the walk. But I did recognise this man, it was said he was going to take us into the Premier League next season, his name was Marcus Vale.
I heard him say, and he wasn't quiet about it. "The most beautiful woman in the whole town is leaving so soon. Can I have one dance?"
Linda looked at Jim and said. "Just the one sweetheart please, it's Marcus Vale."    
Jim said something but I couldn't hear what it was. Vale led Linda onto the dance floor. Jim was seriously not happy as he sat down. I asked if he wanted a beer, he probably didn't but I wanted to break into his sadness. He told me he wouldn't have time, it was only one dance. Then Dee as usual stuck her nose in as she does. She slid in next to Jim. "Oh, come on don't be grumpy, it's only one dance and anyway it's Marcus Vale."  
I looked round at our friends, they were grinning, this wasn't right, something did not sit right.
This was Jim and Linda's night.
All of a sudden Jim noticed they were on their second dance and this was a slow one. Jim got up and went to leave the booth. Dee stopped him. "Don't go, I'll talk to her." Before he could say anything she turned and walked across to where Linda was dancing with Vale. I saw them talk together, Dee stroked Linda's arm and came back to us. "Just one more." Dee said to Jim. But it wasn't, when they continued with the next slow dance Jim pushed himself out and strode across to Linda and Vale. He didn't reach it, two blokes got between him and the couple. I don't know what happened when Jim came back, he had a thunderous look on his face. The two goons followed him till he got almost to the table. David, Edward and Jane started on how lucky he was, he might get tickets for the next game if Linda played her cards right. Jim sat down but was getting seriously annoyed. He stood up when Linda and Vale turned up, he had his arm around her waist, he was smirking.
She looked at Jim and said. "Just one night sweetheart, and then I'll be back with you for the rest of your life." She turned and walked away with Vale, as she left, she looked back over her shoulder, smiled and said. "I'll see you in the morning. It's just one night. I love you."  
I was astounded. She had just ruined her marriage. I had known Jim for a long time, before Linda did. He would not stand for that. I don't know how for one second she thought she would get away with it. She must have had her head turned, probably by Dee.
Dee got in front of him. "It's one night, just let her have one night and she'll be back, she'll make it up to you. It's Marcus Vale."
David and Edward slid out of the booth and stood beside her. David put his hand up onto Jim's shoulder. Edward just stood in the way. "Come on mate, it's just one night." David said. That seemed to make Jim angrier.
He looked at David and said. "So, it would be OK if Dee went off with him and they spent the night shagging, you would accept that?"
"She wouldn't do that, she's not a sl..." He realised what he was about to say. He looked at Dee. "You wouldn't do that would you?" The silence and the look on her face spoke volumes. She would have. Then he realised just what he had said and he had basically called Linda and his wife sluts.
By now David had hold of Jim by the elbow and Edward was standing behind Jim. That did not stop him, he wrenched his arm out of David's grip then spun round knocking Edward on to the floor.
He stormed across the dance floor towards the exit. He got almost there when Vale's two goon mates turned up again. Jim didn't stand a chance. The shorter one of the two just stood close to Jim and Jim went down holding his ribs. I suspect he was punched.
The two goons just stood above him, they said something to him. The taller one of the two helped him up, turned him round and pushed him back towards our table.
He staggered across towards us. I noticed by now Denise had her phone out she had been recording it. Jim was playing with his hands. When he got to our table he looked at us and said, "You bastards, you are no longer my friends and give this to the cheating slut." He threw his wedding ring into the middle of the table, it just spun there for a couple of seconds, we all looked at it. Jim turned and headed towards the exit again this time as if nothing was going to stop him, I had no idea what he was going to do. The two goons saw him coming and stood in his way, this was completely unfair.
"Get out of my way." I said. "I'm going to give him a hand, he doesn't deserve this." I felt Denise's hand on my arm. She was pulling me back as I tried to stand up. I turned and glared at her, what did she know, was she party to this? She let go, she was still recording.
"Leave it be, there is nothing you can do." Said Edward. I tried to slide out the booth they wouldn't let me. David was sitting next to me pushing on my shoulder. I was not having this at all. People were sensing the commotion and were looking towards Jim as he hurried towards the two goons. He would need a hand.
I just tried to stand up, but the table was in the way. I grasped it underneath and tipped it over, complete with drinks and glasses, they went everywhere and I saw Jim's wedding ring spin off into the distance. All the sound stopped, even the band, the silence was deafening. Everyone was looking at me as I walked across the upturned table to help Jim. Jim had used my distraction to get past the two goons although one managed to stick his foot out and trip him up. He got up and carried on out of the ballroom. I caught him up just as he got to the hotel entrance. He had his phone out and started dialling. I assumed he was phoning Linda. It went straight to answer phone. I looked at him and said, "Come on mate, we've got to follow them."
He looked at me and said, "It's too fucking late for that, I'm going home to pack. She can do whatever she wants. We are done!"
"No mate, please as a favour to me help me stop my little sister ruining her life any further."
Because, yes, Linda was my little sister and if she went through with this, her marriage was already over, but her life would get worse, it would shatter completely. Mum and Dad would not stand for it. She worked in the family Kitchen and Bathroom selling and installation business. She would be out.
"Why the fuck should I?"
"As a favour to me and for Sean and Carrie."
He looked at me, scowled and said. "Git, using my kids against me, come on then, we are wasting time." We ran towards my car, I could just see the tail lights of Vale's Lamborghini. It had distinctive tail lights. My Ford Focus would keep up with the Lamborghini unless he pushed it. I had driven there taking Edward and Jane. Edward doesn't like taking his Overfinch Landrover out in the rain. We had planned to get a taxi home, all four of us. I was probably over the limit for driving. I would risk it for my little sister. It was not the first time I had stepped over the line for her, but if she went ahead with this it would be the last.
I helped her with her homework. I fixed her bicycle for her. That's what big brothers do for the little sisters they love. But I remember the time when she wanted to date Kevin Fanshawe. Dad warned her against it, strongly, but she was eighteen, it was her choice.
Dad told her he wasn't a nice person, and there were lots of bad stories going around about him. Fanshawe had that bad boy image that some girls get attracted to.
That Saturday I got a phone call asking me to pick her up. She was in tears. She had gone out with Fanshawe. And because she didn't put out, he dumped her Thirty miles away. I went and fetched her. She cried all the way home. Her dress was a mess. She asked me not to tell Dad. I didn't, but me and my mates did have words of Mr Fanshawe and he never bothered her again.
Linda tended to listen to Dad's advice after that.
I had known Jim for a long time. We went to school together. We were in different streams but met in the woodwork club. He got an apprenticeship as a carpenter. A couple of years after he finished his apprenticeship he came and worked for my Mum and Dad's business, Beaumont Kitchens and Bathrooms as a fitter.
That was where he met Linda. They hit it off straight away. He bought her out of her shell; she had been a bit withdrawn after the Fanshawe event, even though it was a few years ago. I know she wasn't his first nor was he her first, I believe. They married two years later.
I watched them over the years. My little sister grew into a complete woman. They loved each other, it showed in everything they did. They had two lovely children Sean who was ten and Carrie nine.
Old Ted, our chief fitter, was retiring, and Jim was his replacement. That would be more of a troubleshooting job. Whilst doing his own small fitting jobs he would be called in to sort out problems and spend more time in the showroom. Dad let me know that they were grooming him to be second in command of the business when I took over Dad and Mum retired. He would be a safe pair of hands. He understood the business.
This was so out of character for Linda, not like her at all. I knew Jim well enough. He would not stand for this. This was the end of their marriage.
Jim and I got to the car, I started off as soon as I got the engine started, I concentrated on the disappearing tail lights. I had not even put my seat belt on. I realised that when Jim reached across me and put it on, it was a bit fiddly with arms and belts everywhere, but we managed. Then he put his on. That got rid of that bloody annoying buzzing sound.
As I raced after the Lamborghini I said to Jim. "Phone the incident line for the Journal, tell them there is a n incident at Marcus Vale's place." The Journal was our local newspaper.
I heard him talk to someone. He told them it could get violent. They did not ask where Vale's place was. They probably knew. We did not, but we knew where all the celebrities and posh people lived in our city, and we were heading that way.
Vale was sticking to the speed limits and was indicating properly, probably did not want to get pulled over. He was easy to follow once I caught up with him.
I had horrible thoughts as to what might be happening in that car. Then I realised the central console was probably too large for that.
I told Jim to get his mobile phone out, put it on record and put the phone in his top pocket facing outwards. He did not say anything, he just did it. I noticed after he did that he was holding his ribs, that punch must have hurt.
The Gate
As I followed Vale I had to drive carefully, I did not want to get pulled over either. I changed the lights around, using side lights and fog lights, so I looked different in his mirror when we turned corners, if he was bothering to check.
I expected he would have a set of electric gates and as he drove through, I would follow and my plan, such as it was, Jim and I would confront her. I was hoping seeing Jim would bring her to her senses, but I had no idea. We might get done for trespass, but bugger it, all we would get is a fine. It would be worth it.
I saw he was slowing down and indicating left. There was a wall to our nearside, with a 10 foot verge with white painted rocks every ten yards or so. I saw a set of lights come 'on' at the top of the wall and then I saw the gates, they were starting to open. I have no idea what came over me, it may have been the four pints of Abbots Reserve that I had drunk. I floored the accelerator and shot over the verge and got between the gate and Vale's Lamborghini. I didn't completely block the drive.
I think before we had stopped Jim was out of the car and gone. I twisted the action camera I used as a dash cam as far around as I could and then tried to get out of the car. It was difficult as I couldn't open the door fully because Vale's Lamborghini was in the way. I managed it but fell over in the mud.
Bugger, my best suit would need dry cleaning now with all the mud on it. Linda can pay for that.
As I stood up, I gathered myself. Vale was shouting at Jim and poking him on the shoulder. Jim was just standing there taking it, not saying a word. That was when I saw how big Vale was to Jim. Vale was angry, he was red in the face and spit coming out of his mouth as he shouted, it showed up well in his gate lights.
Linda was out of the passenger side of Vale's car shouting. "Jim, don't. Stop it please."
Stop what I wondered to myself?
He wasn't doing anything.
Then I saw the haymaker coming from Vale, Jim must have seen it coming as well, he swayed away but it still caught him a blow on the side of the face. He will have a shiner tomorrow. It was enough to put him down.
I saw Vale shuffle his feet. He was going to kick him whilst he was down. Bastard, not on my watch. I got up on the bonnets of the two cars and launched myself at Vale, just like you see in the movies. But I was too late. Vale's vaunted left foot contacted Jim, but he had managed to roll away, so it caught him on the thigh. He carried on rolling. I wonder if we can get half price for one of the two suits in the dry cleaners.
I landed on Vale and he fell over with me on top of him. I heard him scream then I rolled off and stood up.
Linda was on our side of that car now, she was crying and looking around at the two men on the floor. Who would she go to? If it was anyone but Jim, she was toast, burnt toast.
Vale was screaming like a stuck pig and holding his shoulder, as he moved I saw the white painted rock he landed on when I crashed into him.
She rushed to Jim, who still had not said anything. That was so like him.
Out of the gloom I saw a young woman approaching with her phone held up. There was a big label on her right chest that said 'Press' I assumed she was from the Journal. "Someone had better phone an ambulance for Mr Vale." She said calmly.
I got my phone out and dialled 999. I had to ask the press person the address as I had no idea where we were.
Whilst we waited Press girl told me her name was Susan Black and she was from the Journal. She asked me what had happened. I gave her a short version. She asked if she could contact me later for an interview. I said it was okay and gave her my number. I also asked for a copy of her recording because the shit was going to hit the fan with this. She seemed to think for a short while and agreed she would. She walked over to Jim. He was standing now holding his face and ribs leaning against my car.
I had seen Linda try to get close to him, he pushed her away and turned his back on her. She was standing there crying.
The journalist did not get much from Jim, but I saw him accept her card, she was typing into her phone. I assume she took his phone number.
The paramedics turned up in about fifteen minutes, they took a crying Vale away. One of the paramedics looked at Jim and suggested he go to the hospital to get checked out, especially the ribs. He just grunted. I do not think his pain was physical.
I was surprised the Police had not turned up. No one here had called them, and Vale was in no state. I was sure someone would have phoned the police with all the cars driving past and the back end of Vale's Lamborghini hanging over the road. Still not my problem. I managed to extract my car from the verge and told Jim and Linda to get in. They did. Jim in the front and Linda still crying in the back. She kept on trying to touch Jim, but he shrugged her off every time.
I managed to phone Denise, she told me that all hell broke loose in the ballroom just after we left. She got a taxi home just after it all started. She asked me what was happening. I told her I was bringing Jim and Linda to our place. She had better get the tea on.
We pulled up at a set of traffic lights just after we got into the centre of town. Jim still hadn't said a word. He looked at me and said, "You asked for my help, I gave it to you. I'm out of here." As he said that he unclipped his seat belt, opened the door, got out and walked away. I was getting a lot of aggro from the cars behind me as the lights were now green. It might be best to let him calm down.
Linda just screamed. "JIM!"
By then he had disappeared into a side street. I will track him on his phone later.
I got home, Denise was waiting for me and she helped Linda indoors and quietly asked me where Jim was? I told her he got out of the car and walked away but I would track him. Linda just sat on our sofa crying, saying. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
I did wonder what she was sorry for?
Denise got a cup of tea into Linda's hand and made her drink it. Tea was not going to fix this mess, but it might help. Linda seemed to calm down a little. I tracked Jim, he was at the hotel. That would not go down well. Now I had a dilemma, do I go and help Jim in case he got into trouble or do I stay with my little sister.
I asked Denise, she suggested that Jim might need a hand with all the hullabaloo that had gone on in the ballroom after we had left. The police turned up, and a couple of fights had broken out. David and Dee had been involved.



That might explain why no Police turned up at Vale's place, they were all at the Red Hart.
I would have to be careful if I drove again, despite all the adrenaline I was still over the limit. I tried calling a taxi but there was none available anywhere, so I decided to drive anyway. I kept my phone tracking Jim and after about a quarter of an hour I saw he was leaving the hotel and it looked like he was headed home and by the speed he was going he was probably driving. I got to his house before he did. I saw him pull into his driveway in his car, get out and go indoors. After I saw the lights come on' I phoned him, he ignored it. So I sent him a text. ' I'm here for you just call me.' I got a reply ' thanks'. At least I got an acknowledgement.
I headed home to find Denise had got Linda into a bed.
I poured myself a very large gin and tonic. But I had a question for Denise. "Why did you try to stop me helping Jim?"
"Because with Vale and his two goons it was three against two. Ed and Dave would not have helped. I needed you to help me with Jim. Sorry it might have looked bad."
"Did you know this was going to happen?"
"No, I don't think anyone did. I heard afterwards that Vale is no longer welcome at Morrison's after a fight broke out there a couple of weeks ago, so he switched to the Red Hart for his post-match entertainment."
That may have been another reason there were no Police at Vale's place. He is probably not welcome in the Red Hart either now.
I was knackered. It was time for bed, ready for the shitstorm that tomorrow was going to bring. I took Denise by the hand and led her upstairs.
Saturday
Linda seemed to have pulled herself together by the time she got up in the morning. I was already downstairs making the coffee. That was something simple I was allowed to do in the kitchen.
"Stephen, can you take me home please, Jim is not answering his phone. I need to get to him, I made a terrible mistake, I need to explain, and I want my babies."
She could have walked to her house, but I think she wanted moral support. She might be disappointed in me.
I had already tried to phone Jim but got no reply. I told Linda I would take her home. When we got outside that was when I saw the dent in my car door. I must have caught Vale's Lamborghini when I got out of my car. There was also a big footprint on the bonnet. I wondered if there was a similar footprint on Vale's Lamborghini bonnet. Probably. The cost of a new bonnet for that thing was probably more than my Focus cost brand new. Never mind!
As we drove Linda phoned the babysitter. Jim had picked up Sean and Carrie earlier. She was relieved at that. When we got close to their house, I heard her whisper. "I really fucked up, didn't I?"
"I don't think you realise just how bad yet." I said.
We got there and Jim's car was in the drive. I did not block it in. As soon as I stopped on the road Linda was out the door and running up the path. I followed her, as she got in the front door Carrie rushed up to her. "Mummy, why is daddy crying?" She asked.
"Mummy did something silly yesterday and it upset daddy. Where is he?"
"I don't know, he was packing his rucksack like when we go camping, are we going camping?"
That was when I heard the back door close and a few seconds later the squeak of their back garden gate. Then I heard Jim's car starting and driving off. Linda just stood there her face went white, her mouth hung open. Now she began to realise how much she had fucked up. I think it was only going to get worse, much worse.
She grabbed for her phone; I assume she phoned Jim but got no answer. I used my phone to track him but there was no signal. The bugger only let me track him when he wanted me to. Crafty sod.
I stayed and helped as much as I could. I tried to keep the children occupied as Linda tried to sort things out. She phoned friends, but nobody knew anything. There was no answer from either David or Dee. I had an idea where Jim would go but I didn't let on, he would need time to settle down.
Jim was currently finishing off a job in the next town over for one of our more affluent customers, the Hargreaves, a nice couple. Because they were away on holiday, they had offered to put the installer up whilst they were away, cheap house sitting. I suspect Jim went there to finish off what he was doing and may stay the night.
The children were in the back garden playing. I made a cup of coffee for each of us. Linda and I sat at the kitchen table. She looked at me and said. "What are you going to tell Mum and Dad?"
"I think more to the point is what are you going to tell Mum and Dad?"
Her face dropped again. She wasn't even getting close to realising how much she fucked up last night, this was just another step on that path. I'm sure there was more coming, I had a feeling it was going to be a long path.
I had to go home early in the afternoon. I had some films to transfer to a memory stick as I was expecting a visit from the Old Bill. I suggested to Linda that she go round to see Mum and Dad and explain things to them before they got into work Monday.
I tried giving Jim a phone call, he didn't answer. I didn't expect him to. I couldn't track him, but I sent him a text telling him the kids are okay Linda not so much. I also told him he could contact me if he needed to.
Denise told me a Police car had pulled up outside the house. I was ready at the front door. There were two of them. They introduced themselves. I offered them a drink. They declined.
"We believe you were involved in an incident at the home of Marcus Vale?"
"I was, and at the Red Hart, not the event you attended, one earlier. I have a video."
That caused a raised eyebrow.
They were not aware of the Red Hart part of the story. I told them the whole thing from Jim and Linda arriving up to me driving Linda to our house. I might have not mentioned how much I had to drink.
I gave them the memory stick and offered to show them the original footage to confirm it had not been edited. Watching the incident in the hotel one of the policemen asked what happened when Jim went down. I told him I did not know, but I suspect he had been punched. They also looked at each other as it was plain to see that one of the goons tripped Jim up when he tried to leave.
I showed them the dash cam footage, it was at the edge of the screen. But it could be clearly seen Vale poking Jim and Jim being punched. It did not show Jim being kicked as it was below the bonnet of my car. But Vale's body attitude would show it.
I can be seen jumping on Vale, but we both disappear below the bonnet as well.
I informed them there was a journalist from the Journal there. They told me that they had been contacted by Ms Black and she was providing information for their investigation.
They told me they had spoken to Linda and got her side of the story, but she did not know where Jim was. They would dearly like to speak with him.
"Do you know where Mr Northover is?" One of them asked. "We have his number, but he is not picking up."
"No, he is not taking calls from me, his tracker is off, but he is answering texts. I will see what I can do."
I sent him a text 'Police need to talk to you. Probably a good idea to get your story out. You have a video. I have given them what I have. Please phone me.'
Jim phoned me a few seconds later. There was no preamble. "Put them on the phone." He sounded rough. I passed the phone over to one of them, I could not hear what was being said. But I gather an address was given. The Police thanked me and left.
Denise and I went round to see Linda, she was barely holding it together. She was on the verge of tears. She kept on whispering 'I'm sorry' to herself. Carrie was very upset. She did not know what was happening. I told her that her Mum and Dad had a bit of a misunderstanding, and they were sorting it out. You cannot tell a nine year old daughter her mother left her father to sex with another man. A misunderstanding it was not. Carrie asked me where her Dad was and when he was coming home? I couldn't help her. That hurt, we loved those kids. We did not have any of our own, so we doted on them.
I sent Jim a text 'the kids are suffering, think of them please'.
I got a text back 'Tell Linda to let the kids answer the phone in five minutes she is not to answer it. I do not want to speak to her'. Then I got another text 'yet'. Was he mellowing or realising he would have to sort this out at some time.
Linda did as he asked. The children were a little happier. I know Linda wanted to take the phone from the children, but they asked the question that she wanted the answer to. When was Jim coming home? He told them next week, probably Wednesday. He had things to do first.
We waited until the children went to bed then we had to go home ourselves. Linda seemed a tad happier now that she knew Jim was coming home sometime this week. I think that was just going to be the start of more trouble for her.
Sunday, The Interview.
I got a phone call from the journalist that was at Vale's place Friday. She asked for an interview. She told me she had already talked to Jim. I wonder how she managed that? How did she find him? She told me it was simple. She followed the police car. But she was not going to tell me where Jim was. I was not going to ask. I was still pretty certain he was at the Hargreaves, but I wanted to give him space. There were enough people bothering him as it was.
She came round in the afternoon, it appears she had also spoken with Linda, we were last on her list. I told her the same story I told the police. I even gave her a copy of the same videos. She told me she would e-mail a copy of the video she had taken, but it had been edited. That worried me, she allayed my fears when she said. "It shows an unproved attack on Mr Northover in a public place, I also have his recording. Mr Northover told me pretty much the same story."
"Thank you, now we just have to wait for the fall out of what Linda did."
Are you saying she should not have gone with Vale?"
"No, she should not have."
"Are you telling me she has to do what her husband and brother say?"
"Not at all, she has the right to do whatever she wishes, but I do not think she had thought through all the ramifications of her actions. Jim also has the right to do whatever he wishes. She probably thought Jim would forgive her because he loves her. She was wrong, he does love her, well did, not so sure after this. But he would not stand for her walking off to have sex with another man, no matter how famous he was. Not only that, but the bad press the company would get would damage the business. It would tarnish our image as a family business, something Mum and Dad have nurtured, because it is. And that is not to mention the humiliation of walking out of the hotel on another man's arm."
"So you chased after her to stop her? You look like a couple of men telling a woman what to do."
"No, I think we were a couple of knights riding in to save the damsel under the influence of the evil prince. But if she persisted that was her choice. And she would have to live with the consequences."
When he finds out what happened Dad will probably move her out of sight of customers to retain what is now an illusion of a family.
"Did it help?" Ms Black asked.
"Probably not, but you don't think clearly at times like that. We may have made it worse. But we are a family company with family traditions and values and leaving a hotel to go with another man in front of those people would not sit well with Dad and Mum. At least she did not have sex with Vale.
"She would be out, they wouldn't abandon her, but she may have to find another job.
"Well then who are we, oppressive men or knights trying to save a damsel?"
"You will have to wait until Thursday when the Journal is published to find out." She smiled. "I have to put it past my editor, I don't think you will be disappointed."
She was a journalist, I did not believe a word she said.
Monday at Work
I got into work early. I watched Mum and Dad arrive, they were smiling. I did not think Linda had told them anything. They wouldn't be smiling if they knew what had happened on Friday and over the weekend. When they saw my face, they knew something was wrong.
"Have you spoken with Linda recently?" I asked.
"No, what's going on, is everybody OK. How are Jim and the children, is Linda alright?" Mum asked.
"We all met up in the Red Hart and an incident happened, it's not good Mum."
I didn't know how much to tell them? But I had to tell them something, pre warn them.
"We heard there was a bit of a fight at the Red Hart Friday night, were you and Jim involved?" Asked Dad.
"No, that happened after Jim and I left. We don't know how that came about." Now would be the time to explain. I took a deep breath. "Linda left the hotel with Marcus Vale. She just walked out leaving Jim behind."
"She wouldn't do that, what makes you say something like that?" Mum said angrily.
"Mum, why would I make that up? Do you want to see the videos.?"
Dad looked at my face, he knew I was telling the truth. "What happened?" He asked.
"Linda got asked to dance by the footballer, when they got back to the table. She said she was going home with him for the night. Jim and I followed Vale and Linda and we managed to stop her doing something even more stupid than she had already done. Jim got beaten up over it. He left Linda, we don't know where he is."
I told them I suspect he went to the Hargreave's place and worked there over the weekend. Work would have kept him busy and his mind off what Linda had done. If that's where he is one of us had better go and check the work.
"He's had his phone tracker off, but he's been answering texts. We've had interviews with the Police and the local journalist from the journal. We are going to have to wait until Thursday to see what comes out in the newspaper."
"Shit." Said Dad, it isn't often he swears.
We heard a van pulling into the car park. I saw out the window it was Jim. We rushed into the showroom to see him coming in. He didn't give us a chance to speak. "Have the handles for the Hargreave's cupboards come in? I need them and I'll be finished Wednesday.
"By the look on your faces Stephen has told you what happened. I can't stay here. I'll do the Smith's bathroom next week and then I'm off. You can take that as a month's resignation. But honestly, I don't care. Now can I have those handles please? I want to be out of here before Linda gets in. I don't want to see her."
My parents were stunned by his attitude. This was not like Jim, but there again none of us have been through what Jim had been through. The bruise on the side of his face and the black eye was massive and he was holding his side and limping slightly. Mum went to hug him. I said. "Mum, leave him, he's in pain right now and he's dealing with it the best way he knows how."
I held my hands out to my side and said to him, "We are here for you, if you want anything just give me a call." With that he harrumphed, that was a sign he wasn't happy.
He gave me a wane smile and said, "Thanks, just get the stuff delivered to the Smiths place. I will be staying in a bed and breakfast next week." He looked at Mum and Dad. "When Linda gets in you can tell her I will pick the children up from school and don't come home until six o'clock. I'm seeing a solicitor about a divorce as soon as I can get an appointment. I'm sorry about the job, I would have enjoyed it." He walked out and sat in the van. I went and got the handles and took them to him.
So that was it that was his plan, divorce.
The other fitters started turning up most of them knew what they had planned. There were one or two new jobs which Mum handed out. It was obvious to all of them there was something wrong and they couldn't wait to get out of the building. Mum kept on trying to phone Linda but there was no answer. We wouldn't expect her till 9:30 when the children were at school. I could tell Dad was angry. But I wasn't sure who at, so I asked him. "Linda of course, stupid girl. Why didn't Jim do more? He should have fought for her."
"Trust me Dad he did. Denise took videos, do you want to see them? Did you not see the state of his body, he was holding his side, he was limping and that massive black eye. When he tried to catch up with Linda and the footballer he got punched in the ribs and ended up on the floor. When he tried to follow them the goons tripped him up. When we got to Vale's place he got punched and kicked. Come on Dad, Vale is 6 foot plus and a professional athlete, Jim is five foot eight and a kitchen fitter. What the bloody hell do you think is going to happen if Linda had gone into that house, we had no idea when she was coming out. Who would have looked after the children for the next day if Jim was in hospital."
I pulled out my phone, queued up the video's pressed play and gave it to Dad, he walked out. I decided coffee was a good idea, strong and black, while I waited for my stupid sister.
It was about half an hour when Dad came and found me, he was sad. He handed the phone back and said. "I'm sorry you're right, Jim did everything he could. Let me know when your sister gets in."
The next hour and half was awful. We had things to do, but nobody had any heart in it. Linda got in just after ten. You could tell by the way she was walking she was dreading this. As soon as she saw Mum and Dad's face she burst into tears. It was obvious I had told them everything. Dad said in his low growling voice that we knew so well when we'd been children and we upset him. "How are you going to get out of this mess you have created?" At that moment the door opened and a couple walked in. Shit we didn't need this. I put on a brave face. I told Mum and Dad to go to the office. This couple were just finalising the details for their kitchen. Bugger, I'll have to find a new fitter for that because that was going to be Jim's job after the Smith's bathroom. I don't know what happened upstairs in the offices, just after the customers left Linda came down the stairs, she looked at me and said angrily. "You had to tell them didn't you, why did you do that?"
"It would be better if it had come from you. You should have told them yesterday like I suggested. They were going to find out anyway, so best it comes from one of the family. Anyway, as Jim has been in, they would have found out from him."
"I was going to tell them. You didn't have to do it." She was angry at me because of her mess up.
"The time to tell them was yesterday at home not at work, don't blame me for your stupidity. You've lost your husband, and I can't see Mum and Dad keeping you here. You have probably lost your job and that means you've probably lost your house. Was it worth the few hours of fun you hoped to have?" I turned my back on her and walked away before I said anything else. I heard the door close.
I went upstairs and into the office, Mum looked at me. "I've heard about the videos. This is not Jim's fault. What are we going to do? Linda's lost her husband. We can't have her working here. We will have to move her elsewhere. To cap it all, Ted's gone and now Jim's going, we are down a fitter. Shit what has she done?" I'd never heard Mum swear before.
She looked at me. "Sorry, that's not important right now. We have Sean and Carrie to bother about."
I pulled a box out of my pocket, and I said to them. "Jim is missing a handle. I didn't give him all of them. Now I know where he is, I will deliver it and see what his plans are. I'll see if we can all get round the table and talk."
I got to the Hargreaves. I could hear machinery operating. I waited until it was quiet before I walked in. Jim saw me. He didn't say anything, just put his hand out. I gave him the handle, he took it from me and said. "I thought you would be round when I noticed there was one missing. Okay, out with it, what do you want? I want this job finished as soon as I can?" There was some instant coffee and milk so I made a couple of cups and I sat and talked to him. I asked him if there was a way out of this. He told me yes there was. Divorce. He would miss the hell out of the children. They would work out some sort of arrangement for visitation. He told me he didn't expect Mum and Dad to ditch their daughter. But he couldn't stay working there after they were divorced. Which was a pity, he would have enjoyed the new job, and he would be good at it too. He liked the challenge of troubleshooting. He told me he had a solicitor's appointment at two tomorrow afternoon. He would contact me after that if there was anything to talk about.



He told me he wanted to pick the children up from school so he had some time with them and he would do the same as he did the other day, she comes in the front door, he goes out the back.
I asked if we could all get together sometime to see if there was a way out of this. He told me as far as he was concerned it was over and done with the moment she walked away from him on Vale's arm.
I asked him to keep an open mind and to think of the children. I finished the coffee and went to leave. I went to the door, he followed me. When I got there, I turned and said to him. "Thanks for coming with me the other night, mate."
He did not look well. "How are you feeling?"
He looked at me and said. "How do you think?"
"No sorry, I meant your ugly boat race, you bugger, your ribs and you're limping." He lifted his shirt and there's a massive bruise on one side by his lower ribs. The bruising on his face was purple. He dropped his trousers and his leg was swollen, kneeling down would be very painful for him.
I suggested he go to the doctors. He told me he had laid awake all night in pain and went to A&E during the night. They X-rayed him, he had two cracked ribs, the rest was just bruising. They took photographs of his injuries after he told them how he got them.
I drove back to the office and told Mum that I had tried to arrange a meeting, but he was having none of it. The only way I could see this ending up was in divorce.
I noticed Linda's car was in the car park, she must have come back to work.
In the afternoon I went and found Linda. I told her what Jim told me to do about children. She wanted to be there when he brought them from school, so she could talk to him. I told her he needed space. I told her I had spoken to him this morning. He was still very angry at her, so she had better make herself scarce when he bought them home from school.
"Where is he? I want to talk to him. He needs to come home."
"No, he needs to sort his mind out before he comes and speaks with you otherwise you won't like it. He's physically in pain and he hurts."
"If he loves me he'll get over this."
"Do you trust me?"
"Yes, of course!"
"Well Jim trusted you with his heart and you broke it. His heart might still love you but I'm not so sure about the mind after what you did. You need to leave him alone."
"Look it was just going to be one night, I admit it was a mistake. I shouldn't have done it. But you and Jim can't go around telling me what to do."
"True we can't but we all have to live with the outcome of what you have done. Let's just call it the ramification effect."
She was angry at me now, she accused me of trying to control her life. I bit my tongue because I was about to say, 'but you haven't done a very good job of controlling your life have you.' I didn't want to make it worse, so I said nothing.
She stormed off to her office and closed the door. Tracy, our admin assistant had by now worked out there's something seriously wrong. Closed doors were a very rare thing in our offices. Tracy went home at five o'clock, her eyes were all red like she'd been crying. She didn't say anything to me, just gave me a small smile and left. Just before six Linda came out of her office and said. "Jim told me to go home. He will leave by the back door as I'd go in the front just like he did yesterday, the coward, why can't he face me?"
I lost it "His wife of ten years walked away with another man, looked at him and just smiled. He got punched, kicked and beaten up. He is in all sorts of pain and you're making this everybody's else's fault. You're the stupid one. There's only one person at fault here and I'm looking at her. Stop blaming everybody else for your stupidity."
She turned round and stormed out. I think if the door hadn't had a closer on it, she would have ripped it off the hinges.
I got a call from Jim just after seven o'clock. He asked if we could meet up, just me and him. The Hargreave's place is within walking distance from a country pub he suggested we meet there. What he wanted to discuss he didn't want to do in somebody else's house.
He wasn't happy, he told me he'd had a chat with some men who got divorced and he was buggered. If he went ahead with the divorce he had a lot to lose. He wouldn't see his children grow up. He would become a weekend Dad, it would cost him half of his wages or more. He would struggle to find somewhere that wasn't a hovel to live and despite what she had done he still loved her. I just listened as it poured his heart out, he would lose the kids and his home. He had done most of the work on the house they lived in, with my help. He and Linda loved that house, and they were probably going to lose it. At least they would get a good price for it with all the work Jim had done.
I went to fetch more beer, whilst waiting to be served I thought back to the good times we had in that house, me and him building the extension with the supplies we got cheap because we got the materials from the builder's yard Denise worked in. I think what we saved we spent on beer.
I got back with the beer, and I could tell he had been thinking. He asked me, if after he visited his solicitor could we arrange for a family get together. He didn't care where, just keep the children out of it. He will pick them up after school again and do the same changeover as he did yesterday. I told him I would try to arrange it as we walked back to the Hargreaves place. He had asked me to look over the installation. He didn't think he'd missed anything, but he's a bit distracted. I told him I couldn't see anything obviously wrong, but I'll be around some time for a final check. He smiled and said that was probably a good idea.
When I got home Denise told me that she had been round to Jim and Linda's house to look after the children whilst Mum took Linda out for a chat. I would have loved to have been a fly on that wall for that one. Denise mentioned that she thought Mum had ripped Linda a new arsehole by the way Linda was acting. Fucking hell, this incident was making all of our family start to swear like troopers.
The Family Meeting Tuesday
I arranged the meeting for seven o'clock at our parent's house and told Jim, he had a key. Linda, Mum, Dad and I were there. Denise had Sean and Carrie at our house, but she was on the phone. We were all there early.
The doorbell rang, I imagine Jim would not use his key. As soon as Dad opened the door Linda rushed towards it. Jim just stood back and pulled the door closed in front of him. The letter flap opened, and we heard him shout. "Keep her away from me."
Linda burst into tears, but nodded her head and went and sat down next to Mum.
I went to the door this time and opened it, Jim came in. He put his hand out, I took it and shook it. That was rather formal, but it felt like we were still friends. Jim walked into the centre of the kitchen. Mun and Linda sat side by side. Dad and I stood. "I talk, you listen. When I leave you can talk amongst yourselves and make a decision."
I held my hand up. "Denise is listening on the phone, it's only fair that I'll tell you." He just nodded at me.
Then he started, he was angry." That woman." He pointed to Linda. "My soon to be ex-wife." That drew a gasp from Mum and Linda. "Walked out on me in front of our friends. She disrespected me, she disregarded me and she humiliated me. And she just smiled as she walked away!"
"She may not have had sex with him, but she certainly would have done if Stephen and I hadn't stopped her. To me that is the same as cheating."
"I've been to see a solicitor, and as I thought, I'm on a hiding to nothing."
He took a deep breath. "As I see it, I have three options. My first is I just disappear and trust me that is very tempting. But that would be cutting my nose off to spite my face and I would miss my children every day of my life.
"If I divorce her, and again that has attractions, but the downside is I would end up living in a hovel, become a part time Dad and not see the children enough. I could not stay working for you, I could probably find someone to take me on as a fitter, but I would have to start at the bottom again.
I will probably lose the house that I have sweated blood over and that I love. She would find another man and the kids would call him dad, not me. I couldn't stand that!"
He took a deep breath. "The third choice is I suck it up and move back in." Linda's hands flew to her mouth, Mum reached across and took her hand. Dad just stood there with his mouth open. None of us were expecting that.
"But there are conditions. And that is what you're going to have to talk about when I leave."
"Anything, anything you say." Said Linda. She opened her mouth to say something else but the glare from Jim shut her down.
"Postnuptial agreements are becoming more popular in this country, so my solicitor tells me. Not legally binding but they are looked on favourably these days as a way to sort stuff out, but the way I see it is if she signs it, it's a contract and if she signs it and does not stick to it, she is breaking a contract. That might hold more water. So here is the deal. We split the assets now half and half we have separate bank accounts. We both pay into a house account but we keep our own money. If she cheats on me, if she has sex with another person, I get the house and custody of the children because she has proven she can't keep her promises, she is not reliable.
"When I married her I committed myself to her totally, she has obviously not done the same thing to me. I don't know how she can prove she has. But what I will say is, and this is unfair, I know it's unfair, but I don't fucking care. I don't own her. She can do what she likes as she proved last Friday, but If she dances, holds hands, has dinner or goes out with another man without my agreement that is the end. She commits to me and the children one hundred percent. But also, she doesn't own me and I can make my own decisions. If she can't agree to that, I'm going for option one. I will just go, and she can sort this mess out herself. I'm sure you can help her pay the mortgage on the house.
"One of us moves out of the company. I will come back as head fitter, but not if she's there. And by the way, she moves into the spare bedroom. She was the one that wanted to sleep in another man's bed. She could have a bed all to herself without me in it." With that Linda burst into tears even harder than she was before. Mum leaned towards Linda and whispered to her I don't know what she said but he seemed to calm her down a tad.
Mum asked. "Why has she got to go, I can't see a reason? We are all family, including you. It's a family business. It won't be the same if she is not there."
"I understand that." Jim said. "It's the smile, the smile she gives customers when they come in, the smile she used to give me and the same damned smile she gave me when she walked away with that arsehole and his arm around her. Every time I see it, it reminds me of that night.
"As head fitter I'd been mainly working from the office. And I don't want to see that smile every time a customer walks in or something makes her happy. I can't stop her smiling. I loved that smile, but now it's just painful. I realise that next year is going to be hard whatever option you go for, but from now on I'm thinking of me and Sean and Carrie, Linda comes way down the list. In fact, your business is above her. Also, I don't want to be around her at work and at home." He sighed. "At one time I was looking forward to that."
Linda opened her mouth to speak. "I..."
Jim pointed his finger at Linda and growled at her. "I haven't finished. Don't say one word or I am out of here, option one."
With that he drew two envelopes out of his pocket and threw them on the table.
"The yellow envelope is a draft prenuptial agreement contract, call it what you like, we can finesse it, but the basics won't change. The white envelope is a divorce petition if we can't come to an agreement on the postnuptial. I have signed it."
Dad said quietly. "Okay Jim we understand I think we can work this out. Have you thought of marriage guidance counselling?"
"Yes I have because I want to know what the fuck she thought she was doing when she walked away from me, it might help, but I'm not paying for it. I did nothing wrong." Then he showed his full animosity. "Or perhaps I did by not being a superstar footballer, or a celebrity, perhaps I failed by being Mr average, by being just not good enough.
"Give me a call when you have made a decision. Don't leave it too long. I will be at the Hargreave's till I finish in two days. Then I will move on to the Smith's bathroom. That should take three days. I would like an answer when I finish at Hargreaves, so I can start applying for jobs if you can't accept my conditions."
Jim leaned forward, ​​he rested his hands on the kitchen table and looked at Linda. "The thing is if I suck it up and come back, you get away with it. You basically get away with cheating. I want to punish you so much for the disrespect, the humiliation and the pain you've caused me, our children and your family." He waved his arm around indicating us. "I want you to feel the pain and the hurt that I did, but there's nothing I can do, so you get away with it."
"You can do anything sweetheart, anything, Spa..." Linda said.
Dad walked up he you put his hand on his shoulder, Jim looked deflated. Dad said quietly. "Son, I'm afraid that's the nature of forgiveness."
I didn't mind it when he called Jim 'son' it made me feel like his brother.
Dad carried on. "I'm sure we can work something out son, when you eventually put her over your knee, don't hurt your hand." He said it in a lighter tone, I think he was trying to ease the mood. It kind of worked.
"Thanks Dad, I'll try to remember that." He gave a small smile.
Linda's mouth opened again, and mother quickly gripped her hand. I think she squeezed it quite hard because Linda closed her mouth, there were tears pouring down from her eyes.
Jim just turned around and walked out the front door. He had made his point.
We were all stunned into silence. It was Denise who broke the spell over the phone. "He's given you an olive branch, it's up to you how you use it." My wife was spot on.
We talked long into the night Linda didn't say much, we had to calm Dad down, he doesn't like being put on the spot like that. And he blamed Linda, not Jim. Mum was insistent that Linda would not leave the business, she was a key part of the business. We could always promote one of the others into head fitter if Jim went. but she understood where Jim was coming from.
Dad was insistent that Jim stayed, this wasn't his doing. He would be punished further for something Linda had done, and he was the best person for the job. He did say he and mum will pay for the counselling. It was Denise that came up with the idea. Linda could work from our home. We had a small office in one of the bedrooms. It was big enough for Tracy and her to do the accounting.
It would be awkward, it wouldn't be easy. That was when Mum suggested but there was a spare office going for rent a few units away from our showroom and warehouse. Linda would still have to come in occasionally but she would no longer be on the selling staff so she would not meet customers.
It was past midnight when we thrashed all this out, we had drunk gallons of tea. I think Denise was on the wine back home. Dad looked at me and said. "You seem to be getting on alright with Jim. Can you pop and see him tomorrow at the Hargreaves. The deal is she will not leave the company, her contacts and the relationships she has built up over the years with our suppliers is invaluable. Tell him we are sorry, she's too valuable to lose. He is by far the best person for the job." I was to give him the two compromises, her and Tracy work from our home, or we rent the office out the back. And in both cases Linda is not part of the sales team. Jim will have to pick up that part when he's in the office."
Wednesday
I agreed and the following morning at just before ten I turned up at the Hargreaves house. I know Jim normally stops for a cup of tea about then. I made the tea, I even bought chocolate HobNob biscuits with me, his favourite.
I didn't beat around the bush. This was going to be a difficult conversation as it was, to be told his wife was more important to the business than he was.
"Jim, there is no easy way to say this. With Linda's knowledge of accounting, the relationships she's built up with the suppliers over the years, my parents will not let her go. But they fully understand where you are coming from. They will not sack her, but they will remove her from the premises, she will no longer be on the sales team. Mum is looking to rent an office just down the road, for Linda and Tracy. Or they could work from our home until they find somewhere. But Dad would like them close to sort out problems personally as they come up and not over zoom. She will have to meet customers occasionally. The idea is to keep with your wish and not be tormented by her when she smiles doing her sales job. What do you think?"
He looked into his tea, he picked up a chocolate HobNob, waved it at me and said. "I knew it was bad when you brought these." And then dunked it, that was disgusting, and it did not bode well.
Then he surprised me. "I can fully understand that and I agree." He looked at me and said. "I told you it would need a bit of finessing." He smiled.
I smiled back at him, I just worked out what he had done. "You git. That's how you planned it wasn't it? To make us make the decision on your marriage. To test to see if blood is thicker than water. Well did we pass the test."
"I never expected you to get rid of Linda for all the reasons you have just said. But were you going to choose her over me? And the answer to that question is yes you did, I expected you to. But you have tried your best to do everything else I asked for. So yes, you passed the test. I agree with your Dad they should be close but if you can't find anything just yet, I will make your home office ready until you do find somewhere nearer. I will put up a big telly in the office for you so they can Webex or zoom into the office if they need to."
He dunked another chocolate HobNob. The chocolate scum floated on top of the tea. Absolutely disgusting. "Whilst you're here you better do a final inspection. I will get the prenup altered and take it Into the office before I knock off today. I would like everybody to agree to it.
After that I will go home with Linda." He looked down into his scummy tea. "I missed the kids, and anything but this was going to be hard on them."
I did my final inspection, it was as I expected, a superb job. He was tidying up as I left, he was hoovering the kitchen floor. Before I went, I said to him. "Dad has agreed to pay for the counselling we have no idea who to choose? We will have to ask around."
"Yes, I know your dad phoned me and told me he's been looking it up, he has a few suggestions."
Jim got to the office just after four o'clock. Tracy kind of gathered something was happening so she went downstairs to the showroom as we congregated in Mum and Dad's office. Jim got a new envelope and laid it on the table. Linda picked it up first although Dad was reaching for it, she took the piece of paper out and she looked Jim straight in the eye. "Is this fair?" She said lifting the sheet of paper.
"Not particularly, it hammers you if you pull a stunt like that again or if you cheat on me." Said Jim.
"Do you still love me?" Asked Linda, Mum gasped.
"Yes."
"I love you too." And without looking at the paper she signed it and handed it back to Jim. She looked at us and said. "That is my decision. I trust him. I was the one that cocked up. Now I'm going home early tonight. I've got to move bedrooms." She looked at Jim. "The kids are dying to see you. I will pop some pizzas in the oven for tea to give you time to play with them."



As she left there was a visible easing of the tension in the room. It looked like things were going to be okay. But nothing is certain.
Newspaper article
I went into work early on Thursday and collected a copy of the local newspaper on the way. I purposely did not look at it, just in case it was really bad. I made a strong cup of tea and sat at my desk and looked at the headlines.
'Local footballer meets his match.'
There is an ongoing Police investigation into an assault that local footballer, Marcus Vale, was involved in. This newspaper cannot comment on an ongoing investigation. It can comment on the events that appeared to precede that incident.
This journalist has obtained video evidence of the lead up to the Marcus Vale incident. This has been passed on to the Board of the City Football club. The police are not investigating this incident.
Marcus Vale left the Red Hart with a wife of a local artisan craftsman.
This journalist would like to point out that whom she leaves with is her choice. In discussion with her husband and brother, they both agree with this journalist. It was her choice.
The husband believed his wife had been influenced by Marcus Vale and she did not fully understand the ramifications of her actions. He attempted to follow her to remind her of her obligations to her family and the ramifications if she continued with this action. The husband was prevented from leaving the Red Hart by two of Vale's team members Harry Jenkins and Ismail Casuro.
There was a picture below showed a person lying on the floor and two people standing over him. The implication was clear. It was a snapshot of the video Denise had taken. There were no other comments.
The Red Hart has attempted to block the publication of this picture. The Red Hart has been advised by this newspaper's legal team that there is no expectation of privacy in a location open to the public. There is no signage on display detailing the prohibition of photography.
The brother then assisted the husband to leave the Red Hart and they proceeded to follow Vale with the intention of reminding the wife of the possible outcome of her actions. Due to receiving information from a bystander this journalist was on hand at the incident that followed. I can report that Vale was taken to hospital by ambulance. Other people involved were advised by the Paramedics to go to hospital, but they declined.
The police were called to an incident in the Red Hart after this picture was taken. It is believed that a fight broke out on the dance floor over a spilled drink. The police are taking no further action on this incident.
This newspaper feels it is its duty to support the Police and have made available to the police all the video evidence we have gathered on the incident concerning Marcus Vale.
Marcus Vale, Harry Jenkins and Ismail Casuro have declined to comment under the advice of their legal team. The City football Board will issue a statement when they have received all the facts and carried out an internal investigation.
This journalist will report on the investigation when information is made available by the police.
I sighed, obviously small city police and football politics were at play here. Plus, newspaper sensationalism and looking for expanded circulation and maybe selling to the big news agencies.
At least our business was not mentioned, yet.
Marriage Guidance
Things seemed to settle down in the Northover household as far as we could tell. There was an obvious tension, but it seemed to be getting better. Jim stopped growling at her every time she walked in and she definitely did not smile. Mum and Dad, Denise and I went round occasionally to check on Sean and Carrie, they were doing okay. Sean did ask me why mummy was sleeping in a different bedroom than daddy. I had been briefed on the story they told the children, so I backed it up.
After a lot of deliberation they agreed on a counsellor and today was going to be their first visit. It was a two hour session so Mum and Denise picked the children up from school and brought them into work. We had a play area so customers' children could play whilst we discussed what they wanted in the way of kitchens or bathrooms.
From the look of thunder on Jim's face it hadn't gone well. I hope the right counsellor has been chosen. Linda didn't look so happy either. I wanted to ask how it went. But I decided that would not be a wise move. If they wanted to talk about it, they would.
Jim walked past me in the showroom later. "Beer tonight seven o'clock, the Plough. Bring Denise if you like. It might help?" I just nodded and phoned Denise.
When we got there Jim was already there, he had our drinks waiting for us, we sat down, Denise sat beside Jim. I took a drink of mine, I felt I was going to need it. "Okay mate, tell us what happened, you looked like you were going to burst when you came in."
He told us how the counsellor asked what each of them wanted to get out of these sessions. Linda went first saying she wanted to go back to how they were before, she wanted to move back into their bed and become a proper wife. She admitted she had made a mistake and she's willing to do anything to make up for it. She pointed out she had signed the post nup agreement without even looking at it because she trusted Jim.
Jim said that he then told the counsellor he wanted to know why she had done it, why did she think it was alright to walk out in front of their family and friends. Disrespect him, disregard him and humiliate him. She had walked out of that ballroom with another man other than her husband and was planning to go to his place to have sex, how could she think it would be alright when she got home?
Jim told me by now Linda was crying, he admitted that she did a lot of that recently. He told us that Linda had replied that it was a fantasy come true for her. It was a fantasy of hers being swept off her feet by a celebrity. It was a fantasy she had had when she was a little girl. It went away when she met Jim, but the fantasy came back when Vale approached her.
She thought Jim loved her enough to let her have this one night of fantasy, but now she realises it was wrong. It was a mistake and she should not have done it. Jim admitted to me he never knew she had that fantasy, she kept it to herself, so all this was a surprise to him. Had he known he would have found a way to sweep her off her feet.
Now he was disappointed that she had fantasies of her own and he had shared his with her. I did point out to him that she had said that when she met Jim, she didn't have those fantasies anymore. He fulfilled them. But he still felt let down that she had not shared those fantasies.
"I know what I heard her say. I'm just not sure I believe it. I might look into that some more when we go back in two days' time." He took a mouthful of his beer, looked at the empty glass. "Sometimes it's things she doesn't say." With that he got up and went to the bar to replenish our drinks.
Denise hadn't said anything, she just looked sad as she looked at me. "I think they might need a bit more help than a counsellor. Family?" I agreed with her.
We talked, we didn't offer advice, mainly we just listened. He got things off his chest. He told us he was looking forward to the one to one meeting with the counsellor next week. But not the one in two days with both of them again. He told us he managed to keep his temper, but he was finding it harder and harder to do these days.
We gave him a lift home. We went in and said a quick hello to Linda, she looked sad, but she hugged Denise and me and said. "Thank you." I think she meant listening to Jim, amongst other things.
At work the following day I got a message from Linda. Tracy had gone to the warehouse, could I nip round to her office, she had something to ask me. She knew Jim was in the showroom and did not want to come over.
When I got there Linda apologised to me for taking it out on me. She was wrong. Mum had heard Linda talking to me and laid out some truths to her. She felt like she had two bum holes.
"How is Jim doing, yesterday was rough for him?" Linda asked.
"He is not well. He took it hard that you had a fantasy and it did not involve him and you kept to yourself. He is now thinking that when you were making love, were you thinking of him or someone else?"
"No, I wasn't, it was always him. It was only when Marcus walked up to me that it all came back as a rush."
I glared at her. "You called him 'Marcus' are you seeing him or still having fantasies about him?"
She looked shocked. "No, no. Jim and I haven't, well, you know, yet, but Marc... Vale hasn't entered my head." She looked down at her hands in her lap. "My head is full of the pain I caused Jim and working out how to get him back? Because at the moment I have lost him." She cried. "I don't think the counselling is helping?"
I went and held her.
By the time Tracy got back she had stopped crying, but Tracy could see all was not good. I told Linda to call me or Denise any time.
The next counselling was two days later. Jim got back early from the session. I saw Linda arrive in a taxi about three quarters of an hour later. That did not look good. I was expecting a call from Jim to go out for a beer, but it was Linda. She asked if she could come round, she sounded bad. I warned Denise that Linda was coming over and better make sure there was wine in the fridge.
Linda knocked on the door and when I opened it, she looked like a mess. I invited her in, Denise had her wine glass waiting for her, full. She drank it in one go.
"I don't think we are going to make it. I think Jim is going to divorce me. He was really angry with me today."
I looked at Denise, she said to Linda. "We thought you two were doing okay, well things were getting better?"
"So did I, but he let rip today about the way I left him on that night."
"We know he is still upset about you not telling him about your fantasies when you were younger, but you explained that you didn't have them after you met him. With the counsellor's help he will handle that. We thought you explained to him that you didn't mean to humiliate and disrespect him, you got carried away in your fantasy land? We thought he was coming to terms with it."
"No, it's worse than that, something I did that I thought would reassure him has destroyed him. He has been trying to keep it in, but he can't. Do you remember when as I was leaving, I turned and said to him 'I'll see you in the morning. It's just one night. I love you' and smiled at him. That was supposed to be a reassuring smile to let him know I would be back, but he told me today that's not how he saw it."
I remember Jim saying he didn't want her in the showroom smiling at customers. It reminded him of that night. I think we were about to find out the real reason he didn't want that smile.
Linda carried on through her tears. "What he saw as I walked away, was, as well as the disrespect, disregard and the humiliation, was that the smile said to him, 'he's going to be better than you, you're not good enough. You're just Mr average. I've been chosen by a superstar. And now he says how could he ever match up to what I thought I was going to get that night. The fact that I didn't doesn't matter to him.
He told me that moment in time when I smiled at him was the lowest part of his life. He didn't measure up, he wasn't good enough, after two children and twelve years, he just wasn't good enough, and it wasn't just that. It was a smile that said 'look what I've got to keep me company tonight while you go to our hotel room on your own. Look who's keeping my bed warm tonight whilst you sleep alone, look who's going to make love to me tonight, going to fuck me stupid whilst you sleep alone in a strange room.
"I had no idea, I've hurt him so much. That smile was supposed to reassure him, and it destroyed him.
"He told me he's only staying for the children. He told me I was always going to wonder what that night would have been like if you hadn't stopped me. And he's right about that. I have wondered, just for a few seconds, what it would have been like. Jim thinks it will become my fantasy. It's not now because I'm worried about Jim and my marriage, but he's right I would have wondered. But I wouldn't have told him. It would have hurt him again. I know it would have gone away like it did when I met him. That was when he got up and left."
"After Jim left the counsellor warned that wondering what the night would have been like was a dangerous path and don't go down it. She gave me something to think about.
Denise's mouth hung open, mine wasn't far behind, I looked at Denise, we would have to think about this. There was nothing we could say, no help we could offer. She really had fucked up with that smile. Now it all became clear about why he didn't want her in the showroom. Every time he saw her smile at customers it would remind him that he just wasn't good enough. I'm absolutely certain that's not what she meant, but that was how he took it and now it's in his mind he can't shake it. Shit.
Denise held her while she cried, I felt useless. We muttered some kind words and eventually she calmed down, but Denise looked at me and gently shook her head now the shitstorm had happened. When we got her calm enough to take her back home. We had too much to drink so I walked her, it was only ten minutes. Denise must have phoned ahead because as we got there the door opened.
Jim took her from me. Then said. "You had better get yourself a beer, you could probably do with one. I know I could. I've not had one yet waiting for her to come home. I'll be down in a minute." With that he gently eased her coat off her and helped her upstairs.
He was gone for about fifteen minutes when he came back there were two bottles on the table, I had drunk most of mine. "She told you it all then?"
I just nodded. "It's bad, isn't it?"
He took a long drink of his beer, he looked tired, worn out as if he had the weight of the world on his shoulders
"I was trying to deal with it when during the session The counsellor asked Linda how she thought it was going. Linda said it was a struggle, but she felt we could make it, it would take work on both our parts, but it was all her fault. Then she looked at me and smiled and it all came rushing back.
"I just blew up and let her have both barrels. I told her exactly what I read in that smile. I don't know what to do. I don't know the way forward. It might have helped if she said she was sorry."
That was what he meant when the other night he said ' it's what she's not said ' surely she must have said she was sorry?
"She said she's sorry, she must have done?" I asked.
"Nope, not once, I'm sure she is, but she's not said 'sorry' for everything she's caused me, you know the list, I'm not going to go on. I'll only bore you with it and hurt myself again."
"Have you told her?"
"No, it has to come from her, if I ask her to say sorry it's like I'm forcing her to do it, she has got to say it over own free will. I think I want another beer, do you want one?"
That was the end of that subject. Shit, she couldn't have been that stupid, he was right, I'm sure she was sorry after what we had seen and heard.
I talked to Denise about it when I got home, we had both heard her say 'sorry' but never in front of Jim. Also, we were not sure what she was sorry for? Leaving Jim in the Red Hart, or the pain she caused him.
Denise and I made love that night, gently and slowly to reaffirm our love.
As Denise left for work the following day, she said to me. "I will sort this out, for the sake of the children." How the faff was she going to do that?
I found out at lunch time. I saw Denise's car parked outside Linda's office down the road. I do not know how long she had been there. I was about to go down to see what was happening when the door of the office flew open and Linda came running to the showroom, she was not looking where she was going and it was good that the driver of the Transit van was awake or he would have knocked her over. I got the door open for her as she came hurtling in.
"Where is Jim?" She asked.
"He's in the warehouse getting the Jackson's kitchen ready to load, I'll..."
She was gone, she burst through the warehouse door, I followed her. She saw Jim and ran to him, she threw herself at him and I heard her cry "I'm sorry sweetheart I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry for the pain and the hurt I have caused you, that was never my intention, I am so sorry." He extracted himself from her arms. He saw me, I stepped back behind the racking. Tears were pouring out of her eyes, I'm surprised she had any left. "Sweetheart I am so sorry for everything, I thought I had said it to you. I know you hate it when I keep repeating it, I must have said it to you because I am so sorry?" He held her arm's length and just shook his head that brought on another burst of tears.
After that I sent them both home. I got Dad down to finish helping me load the Jackson's kitchen. Denise came into the showroom and I told her we might have to pick up Sean and Carrie from school. I think Jim and Linda had things to sort out, it had all come to a head and I had sent them home. This would be make or break for their marriage. We both sent both of them a text telling them we could pick up the children and take them to our place and to let us know if they were going to collect or shall we take them home?
We both got a reply from Jim. 'Thanks, I will let you know.'
We collected the children and fed them their favourite, Auntie Denise's special Lasagne. I played with them to try and wear them out. Didn't work, I got worn out before they did.
We got a message that Jim and Linda would be round at seven thirty to collect the children. I pointed out to Denise that they were coming together and we hoped that boded well. It did. We saw them arrive and they walked up our drive holding hands.
We were dying to ask how things went but did not. As Jim was putting the children in the car Linda told us that they had both shouted, screamed at each other, accusations flying around. When they had worn themselves out, calmed down and talked, cried, laughed and did, well you know. They knew it was not over and there was still a lot to do. But they had a plan and had got over the immediate problem. And at least Jim was staying, then she added "For now, so we can work stuff out." She was sad when she said that. They obviously knew they were not out of the woods yet.
As we walked out to the car I heard her say quietly to Denise. "At least I've moved back into our bedroom."
Later Jim told me she sat down and went through the list of things she was sorry for. She was even sorry for some things she hadn't done, but thought she had. It was true, when she made a mistake in the past, she was forever saying sorry like a stuck record.
Six months later
The court case against Vale did not help. He pretty much got away with it. The Police and the Crown Prosecution Service said that Grievous Bodily Harm would not stick so it was Actual Bodily Harm. Vale's very expensive lawyer argued that Vale thought he was on his own land. It was not. It was owned by the county council. So, he believed he was confronting an angry football fan and was protecting his property. He was found guilty. The video of Vale punching and then kicking Jim as he stood there did it for him. He had pleaded guilty, he seemed contrite and apologised for any pain he had caused. Probably on the advice of his lawyer.
It was pointed out from the photographs that Vale could have reversed his car and driven round mine. He did not have to confront Jim. The reason it all happened was skipped over.



Vale's lawyers did not want it broadcast that he chased married women and the CPS did not want to put any blame on Jim and at the same time save Linda any more embarrassment. Denise and I thought the lawyers had come to an agreement.
The sentencing was a let-down, we were hoping for a custodial sentence. The lawyer for the CPS told us that was very unlikely. It was Vale's first offence.
Our hopes were raised when the judge said it was within the guidelines to award a custodial sentence. But when he followed that sentence with the word 'However' we knew it was not going to happen. It was a very hefty fine, but one he could well afford, plus community service, which because of his celebrity status would be a soft one.
Vale appeared contrite up until the Judge left the courtroom, then he smirked at us. Twat.
That, however, was not the end of it. The Journal now did publish the whole story but kept Linda's name out of it, plus the name of every other woman he had seduced that came forward.
His contract, and that of his two teammates was not renewed. After a short time playing in Europe, we believe he went to America. The Yanks wouldn't put up with his antics with married women.
A Few years later.
A few years later, things took a downward turn in the Northover household. The children were growing up and were out of the house most of the time.
Linda came and found me. "I think I'm losing him." she said.
"Why?"
"He went to the solicitors yesterday, when I asked him about it, he said it was a will thing. We have always done that together in the past. And he has taken his new wedding ring off, says he keeps catching it when he is working, but hasn't put it on the chain round his neck like he normally does. I think he is softening me up to leave. And he has been going out all night every couple of months or so." She looked down. "He has been doing that since the court case. He might have found someone else. I don't know what to do?"
Shit.
"Have you talked to him?"
"No, I'm scared to. I have done everything I can to make it up to him. But he has been slowly drawing away from me since the kids aren't at home so much, they are growing up, they will be off on their own soon."
This time I asked him to go for a beer after work. I came straight out with it. "Are you leaving Linda when Carrie goes?"
Looking down he whispered. "I don't know. I think she is still thinking of what she missed that night. And that smile still haunts me. It is getting better. I am not angry anymore and I know she is trying, but I just can't shake it."
"Apart from that is everything okay?"
"It is, apart from that everything is back to normal, but occasionally I see her looking off into the distance, and you know, I just wonder. I ask her what she is thinking about, she smiles at me and then gives me a kiss and tells me it's nothing. That's why I am dithering."
"Linda thinks you are seeing someone else when you stay out overnight. Are you?"
He shook his head. "I don't cheat."
I asked quietly. "Where do you go?"
"You know those two teammates of Vale's?"
"Yes, they met with an accident a few years ago. At different times. Shit, was that you?"
He just looked me squarely in the face and said nothing. Shit It was!
"I believe every few months they get a reminder of their time in hospital. Nothing violent. Just a shadow, an invitation to a funeral through the letter box with their name on it or a baseball bat by their front door. They can be hard to find at times, I believe."
I was no help, but the following week Denise came bursting in from her work at the builder's yard,
"I have it! She needs a hero, more importantly Jim needs to be a hero."
I looked confused, not difficult. She took pity on me.
"The old Bonnie Tyler record came on the radio this morning. 'Holding out for a hero'. Jim feels he doesn't count because he could not stop Linda leaving. He feels inadequate. The fact he would have got the crap beaten out of him and ended up in hospital with no one to look after Sean and Carrie if Linda did not come back. The fact he would have failed anyway against the two goons doesn't matter to him, he feels a failure because he didn't try enough, there was more he could have done."
I hate that song, but I was less confused.
"I have an idea, please bear with me. I had a word with Big Barry, you know Clive Burrows."
I did know him, I had met him at her company functions. He was big, but a more pleasant, mild mannered bloke you could not wish to meet. I looked confused again.
"He doesn't like the name Clive, Barry is his middle name, and well, Big Barry seems to fit him better. You have to keep this bit quiet. Vale seduced his wife at Morrison's on a night out. Barry had the same problem as Jim, only there were three of them. He fared less well than Jim. Nothing broken, just not well.
"Barry and his missus are still together because she convinced Barry that Vale was not very good and he even wanted to invite one of his mates over. That pulled her up and she walked out and phoned Barry. She had to get a taxi home because Barry could not drive after Vale's mates had finished with him. She nursed him back to health. Vale seemed to get off more in humiliating Big Barry than having sex with his wife. Well, if you are up for it, I have a plan. Barry is up for it, if it would help."
She explained her plan, it was risky, but I could see where she was coming from. If our plan did not get discovered, it would more than likely work and save their marriage. Barry could not get to Vale as he went to America after a year in Europe. Things got too hot for him after the court case. But Big Barry would help Jim and Linda.
We had a few years before both of the Northover children would leave home, but the sooner the better.
I convinced Mum and Dad to celebrate their Fortieth Wedding Anniversary and as we were a family orientated company, we made it work party. They agreed and strangely enough we volunteered to organise it for them.
That was how we ended up in a hotel function room, not the Red Hart. Friends and most of the staff were there with partners, even some suppliers. Everyone looked very smart, Jim and I had new suits and Mum and Linda looked stunning in new dresses, Linda's was a bit sexy. I think she was hoping Jim would pay her some attention. Denise was wearing my favourite dress that I liked on her.
Mum, Dad, Linda Denise and myself were sitting around a table. Jim was at the bar with the other fitters. There had been a buffet so people were happy and replete. There was a disco playing gentle tunes, as he was told to do, so people could talk and dance. The evening was going well although Jim and Linda rarely sat together.
Just before ten o'clock Linda decided she was tired and was going to bed. She walked round the edge of the dance floor, which was slowly filling up. We watched her say something to Jim, they gave each other a peck on the cheek and Linda headed towards the door. That was when a great behemoth of a man turned up in front of her and he said in a loud voice. "The most beautiful woman in the whole town is leaving so soon. Can I have one dance?"
It looked like a bigger version of Big Barry, his hair was a different colour and combed differently.
Jim's head spun round. He had never met Big Barry, but he watched what happened. Linda looked up at Big Barry and said. "No thank you." She went to step around him.
Big Barry stepped to one side and blocked her. "Come on, it's one dance, what have you got to lose?"
You could see the fear on Linda's face. She stepped to the other side and so did big Barry. Then Big Barry pulled his pièces de résistance. This was not in the plan that we had talked about. He put his arms out wide and said. "Come on just one dance and I can take you to heaven."
Linda just stood there shaking her head. Then it happened just like we hoped, Jim shot across the dance floor and got between Barry and Linda. That was when we realised just how wide Barry was. "My wife said 'no', what part of 'no' do you not fucking understand?"
"What are you going to do about it, little boy?" Big Barry was certainly off the script.
Jim pulled himself up to his full five foot eight inches and stared a six foot two big Barry straight in the face and said. "Anything I fucking have to, to protect my wife from wankers like you." I had never seen Jim so angry. I would not have tackled him right now.
Big Barry played it to a tee, he took a pace back and held his hands up. "Look sorry mate I didn't mean any harm. I think I need a beer." And with that Big Barry turned and walked away towards the bar. When he got there the barman refused to serve him. At least the warning we gave the barman was working. He stayed on script even though he did not know there was one. "Fuck you lot, this is a shitty party anyway." And with that Big Barry stormed out.
When I looked back at Jim and Linda she was hanging around his neck crying, he had his arms around her tightly holding onto her and stroking the back of her head. Denise looked at me and whispered he is saying 'it's alright sweetheart'. Her lip reading was much better than mine.
Right, we just had to keep this to ourselves that this was a setup. Jim brought Linda back to our table and sat with us. One of the fitters brought Jim's beer across, clapped him on the shoulder. "Well done mate!"
Linda looked at Jim and said. "Please dance with me?"
He took her by the hand and led her onto the dance floor. The man on the music made sure it was a slow romantic one. Jim put his arms fully around her and she rested her head on his shoulder. They had a couple of dances and came back to the table, they finished their drinks. Jim excused himself to the little boy's room. Linda turned looked all of us and said. "Excuse me, I need to go and rock my hero's world."
She left us and intercepted Jim as he came out of the toilet, she grabbed him by the arm and dragged him towards the exit, he did not resist.
Denise's phone made a noise, she looked at it and showed me. It was Big Barry ' how was that?'
'Better than we expected, you are a star. Thank you so very much.'
Nobody noticed the blonde lady leave just after Big Barry. Well, he'd had a couple of pints to build up his courage. His wife would have to drive him home.
The party wound down around midnight and we went to bed. When we got into bed Denise laid on my shoulder and said. "I think with Barry's help we did a good job."
"Let's wait and see, it's too soon."
The next morning told us part of the story. When Jim and Linda came down to breakfast, they looked like they hadn't had much sleep. I don't think by the way they were holding each other it was an argument that kept them awake.
The real telltale was when Jim came into work the following morning on Monday, he had the bounce back in his step that I had not seen for a while. Linda had to come across to the showroom for something, she walked in, gave Jim a little wave and smiled at him. Oh shit. He just smiled back. I carried on doing what I was doing as I watched. Linda went upstairs to the offices, I followed her.
"Hang on sis you smiled at Jim and he didn't rip your head off. What the flipping heck is going on?"
"It was something that the counsellor told me a couple of years ago, and I have been using it. She said to me. 'If you start to think about what you missed that night, just think about what you would be missing right now if you had not been stopped. Your Husband, your family, your house that you and Jim made into a home for yourselves and your children, and maybe lost them as well. Put it into perspective'.
"She was right, that banished all thoughts of Vale out of my mind forever."
I said to her. "You should have told Jim that years ago, it would have saved all his worry."
"I know, but I told him last night. He told me about my far away looks, and I told him I would be just thinking how lucky I was to have a second chance and to have him."
She looked down and said quietly. "Sometimes after that faraway look I would take him upstairs and he thought it was guilty 'you know what'.
She lifted her head and said. "It wasn't. It was love.
"I told him Saturday night I couldn't afford to lose him. When I thought of Vale, I wanted to throw up.
"Who was that bloke anyway and where did he come from?"
"I don't know, I think he was a gate crasher."
The gate crasher got a new kitchen four months later at almost cost price, I know because I fitted it.
When I went round, he didn't look so big. He told me to make it more threatening, he borrowed his big brother's suit, he packed so he looked even bigger, and it was a sort of disguise. And if anything came of it, he would blame his bigger brother.
When Mum and Dad retired, we sent them on a Caribbean cruise. We all went down to see them off. I heard Jim say to Linda. "We are doing that when we retire." And I saw him kiss her.
Marcus Vale
Vale paid his fine, he had millions, he would hardly notice it. His community service was a soft one as we suspected it would be.
However, the football industry was going through a lot of bad press at the time. A couple of football players up north had 'allegedly' raped a young girl all of a sudden the Football Association was trying to clean up its act. Vale's contract was not renewed, nor were his two compatriots involved with the Jim event. He lasted a year in Europe, so he ended up in America.
It appears there was an accident off the pitch, and he had a damaged left knee and hip. He became a football pundit at one of the better known TV channels over there. His British accent went down a treat, he put it on. Then it got to us that one day he was found tied to a tree by a highway with his nose and ears cut off. There was a rumour that another part of his anatomy was a bit shorter than it used to be. The broken knee and hip obviously hadn't taught him a lesson. The Yanks did not put up with his shenanigans. Good for them. He returned back to the UK where he still had his mansion. He became a bit of a hermit, there were rumours that the cost of the plastic surgery on his nose and ears seriously reduced his fortune.
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This is one of my 'You can love more than one person' stories. Unfortunately, it is not always reciprocated. Like most LW stories, nothing new here.
I had the day off work and invited my best mate Dave for a drink in the Plough. I found a quiet corner to sit in. He would probably only be having a soft drink because he was on night shift starting at six. We worked alternate shifts for the same paper making company. We were waiting for my wife Jenny to join us. I was annoyed, but I kept it in check. Dave did not seem to notice my short sentences as we talked.
We had been friends since Junior School along with Jenny, we basically hung around and grew up together. We liked Dave, he was a good friend, he could be a bit unreliable. Even from those early years we knew he was a player. His word was as firm as a lump of warm jelly, my word was my bond.
But as time moved on my feelings for Jenny grew. And it appears, her feelings for me did as well. The friendship grew into love. And we got married, we were both 23. We get together on weekends, Jenny, me, I'm Craig and Dave with his latest girlfriend.
Dave was always there to help, he may be a little, or occasionally, a lot late but he always got where he was going. It was obvious from our early teens' Jenny loved me as I did her, it was expected that we would get married. All the parents could see what was happening and they were happy.
Dave was my best man at our wedding, he was also the bugger that put me on a train to Scotland with no money on my stag do. Fortunately, I guessed something like that might happen, so I tucked some cash and a credit card into my sock. The credit card was a little uncomfortable at the start but after several shots I was feeling no pain. He was surprised when I turned up for work the following day. He'd already made excuses for me.
Jenny had always flirted from a very young age. I am sure at the start she did not know she was doing it. But as the hormones took over, she fully realised. But she kept it under control. Just a coquettish look and a smile. Never touching. That would be wrong.
Why do you flirt with other men? I asked early on, "It's fun." It was only gentle flirting, not full on court press. She even did it with Dave. I had just sort of grown up with her doing it, it would be strange if she did not have a little flirt.
One day walking home from the pub after we had been married a few years I asked. "Why do you not flirt with me?"
"Where is the fun flirting with your husband in public, I do that for you in the bedroom." And she did, our sex life was good.
Our company was expanding and Dave and I got the chance of promotion to shift boss of our respective shifts. A course was involved. Dave went on his and a few weeks later I did mine. It entailed a weekend away. Dave told me of the antics he got up to, him being a single good looking chap. I was married and behaved myself, okay I may have drunk too much Saturday evening and was not too bright on Sunday morning.
The pay rise with the promotion meant Jenny and I would soon have enough saved up for a deposit on a house, the plan was once we got settled in we were to start a family.
We had talked about it, and we were looking forward to the ceremonial flushing of the birth control pills down the toilet, that's what people do.
I had noticed a change in attitude in Jenny about three months ago just after I got back from my course. It took me a while to pin it down. Initially it was just subtle, the increased sex, which I put down to being away for over a week, then the decrease in sex to almost nothing for a few weeks. I also noticed the flirting had slowed down when we went out, she still did it, but it was not as blatant as it had been, a tad more subtle.
There were other little things. The house wasn't as tidy as it usually was. Clothes washing was now being done at the weekend, normally she would do that in her off time during the week. Other things that she had done during the week were now being done at the weekend eating into our time. Something was going on. I was looking for stuff now. She normally showered when she got in from work, nothing unusual except the showers took twice as long now.
I also noticed her wages had dropped, so I guess she was not doing as many shifts. When I asked her about it, she just said there were less available as the supermarket was recruiting some young people. That was strange when I had visited the supermarket, I saw no extra 'young people', just the same usual old farts. In fact, there was a big recruitment poster up.
That was when it hit me, she was having an affair, more than likely with someone at her work. I couldn't afford a private investigator and my time was busy with the new job. I could get the odd day off, but that would probably not be enough and Dave would hear about me having time off and ask me about it. I didn't want to admit to him I thought Jenny was stepping out on me. I needed more information. I got some small spy Wi-Fi cameras off eBay and put them in our bedroom and the living room.
I tracked her phone using the tracking app.
Three weeks later I had seen nothing. I realised I needed help, so I turned to Dave. I told him that I thought Jenny was having an affair and asked if he would help me. He was incredulous. He wouldn't believe it, he said she loved me so much she would never cheat on me.
But he offered to help, he could follow her around in the evening when he was on day shift, when he was on night shift he went to bed in the morning and could keep an eye on her in the afternoon. He would pass anything he found at shift change over. She worked in a supermarket stacking shelves, I told him I suspected that was where she would cheat on me. It would be difficult if they were doing it in the supermarket.
Well after a few weeks Dave told me he found nothing, and he was certain there was nothing going on. He had a friend in the supermarket and there was no gossip of Jenny having an affair, other people, but not Jenny.
But by now I was even more convinced, the telltale signs, the extra cuddling, the morning blowjobs, the sexy underwear, then the following week there would be nothing. She didn't dress differently, but she brushed her hair more and there was more makeup.
It was a Saturday evening and we went to our local, the Plough, they had a small disco. Normally Jenny danced with both of us. Me more than Dave.
But this time it was nearly all me. Only a few with Dave. Then it struck me immediately. She had stopped flirting with Dave. She was having an affair, and it was with Dave.
I had been so stupid, the two people I trusted the most in this world after my parents.
That was what gave it away when I worked it out. How stupid had I been!
I needed more information, this time on my own. Jenny arranged her shifts to coincide with mine, it worked a lot of the time, but we had to give work the priority sometimes. Her shifts and hours varied so we kept a calendar with dates and times on. I went back and cross checked the video of when she left the house with her shifts on the calendar.
That was it. She was leaving our house about ten ish even though her shift did not start till two. Then I saw she was leaving her phone at home. She would have to pass our house to get from Dave's to the supermarket. What a dull twat I had been.
The following Monday I was on days and Dave on nights. Her shift did not start until two. After I left home I called in sick. Jenny had the early afternoon shift. Today should have been four hours according to the calendar. So she would be home at the same time as me. I watched as she left our house about an hour after I left for work and drove to Dave's, then she left just before her shift time. No wonder our house wasn't as tidy, she was spending most of the day at Dave's place. I photographed her going in and coming out.
I had to make sure, it could be innocent and I would look a twat if I accused them without proof. I went out for a walk on Monday evening. I knew where Dave hid his spare key. I took the two Wi-Fi cameras. He would not notice them amongst the mess he lived in. I even managed to get one in his bedroom. Although recently I had noticed that his flat was a bit tidier when I called round. I had assumed he was seeing someone else as well, but he hadn't mentioned anyone to us. You couldn't invite a girl back to the usual bachelor pad mess he normally lived in.
I caught them the very next day, Jenny turned up there, but it wasn't the welcome kiss of a friend, it was a full on snog. I heard her berating him for the state of the flat and she started tidying up. Once she got that done he took her by the hand and took her into the bedroom. They didn't come out for two hours, that was enough for me. I didn't look to see what happened in the bedroom. I didn't need my heart to break anymore. I just saved the recording for later.
That was last week. I told her I was feeling a little sick and not in the mood for sex. My parents had moved to the South Coast and I suggested to Jenny we go and visit them over the weekend. There will be no sex down there. Doesn't seem right doing it in your parent's house and I was loath to have sex with her after what I had seen. There was also something I had heard Dave say on the phone in one of the recordings that piqued my interest.
We got back on Sunday and neither of us fancied cooking, so I suggested Chinese take-away when we got back. I went to fetch it. I got close enough to Dave's house to be able to download the Wi-Fi. My suspicions were confirmed.
I had asked Dave to meet me in the pub at 5:00 before he went on shift. I got drinks, including one for Jenny. When he got there he asked me what it was all about. I told him I wanted to wait until Jenny got there. I'm sure I saw a flash of concern across his face.
He had half a pint of lager, he didn't want to be drunk at work. I got a text message telling me Jenny was on her way. I put my phone on the table, screen up. I was waiting for another text.
Jenny turned up and she slid in beside me and gave me a kiss, she was smiling, she barely looked at Dave.
"OK sweetheart what's this all about why, why all the cloak and dagger stuff?"
"Oh, it's quite simple, how long have you two been having an affair behind my back?"
The look on their faces was amazing. I did have my old mobile phone propped in the corner recording everything. There was a spluttering from Jenny "We're not, what makes you think that? We're not."
Dave held his hands up "That would be fucking stupid mate, of course we're not. We wouldn't do that to you, you must be stark raving bonkers."
Both their faces were bright red. That was when I pulled the photographs out of my pocket showing them going into his bedroom holding hands. It was date time stamped and then two hours later coming back out plus a picture of them kissing like lovers not friends. Jenny's face went from bright red to white, she lost all colour in her skin.
I pulled an envelope out of my pocket. I had printed off a separation agreement. I threw it on the table Jenny picked it up and read it as I took a mouthful of my beer. "No, no I don't want this. I'm sorry, I don't want this."
"You haven't answered my question, how long? I'm going to ask you several questions. I know the answers to most of them so one lie and I'm out of here, I will sign that piece of paper, see a solicitor tomorrow and that separation becomes a divorce." I could see the cogs going round in Jenny's head. If it was a separation she could find her way back. She saw it as a way out of divorce.
"About three months." Said Dave. "I'm sorry mate, it just happened. I love her, I've always loved her, and she loves me. But she loves you more than she does me. I'm sorry we should have been stronger. I'll stop it. I can't see you two breaking up, that would hurt all of us."
They had just admitted it, I did not need to torture myself by watching them have sex on the video.
It was Jenny's turn to make excuses. "It was when I went round to his flat whilst you were on your course. His flat was a mess. I tidied it up for him, then we sat on the sofa watching a film and drinking wine then he said 'Look at us like an old married couple'."
"He leaned in and kissed me, and well, it just happened. We felt guilty."
"Not guilty enough to stop though." I said through gritted teeth.
"I'm sorry, we were wrong, it just became comfortable." She replied.
I looked at Jenny. "He said you love him, do you?"
"I love you and I have always been fond of him, it just grew, but I love you more. I am sorry."
"You haven't answered my question. Do you love him."
She looked into her lap and whispered. "Yes, but not as much as I do you. I'm so sorry. Can we get over this? I will do anything, please."
She looked up at me. "I am sorry. It shouldn't have happened. I do love him, but I love you more. I'm sorry sweetheart, but you can love more than one person and over the years I've been fond of him and over the last few months that has grown into love. It only happened three months ago whilst you were away." She paused for a little while. "How did you know?"
"That was fairly obvious when I realised you stopped flirting with him. You don't flirt with your husband, well you told me you don't. So, the increased sex was guilty sex then?"
She looked at me and said. "Some of it was yes, I'm sorry, but other times I wanted to be with you, you're better than him."
He baulked at that.
Was she placating me? "Unfortunately, I didn't put two and two together until last week." I said.
I looked her straight in the face. "So, what was going to happen when we started our family? Was it going to be mine or his?"
Her face dropped. "Yours of course sweetheart, yours, always yours."
"How can I be sure of that? I don't believe you. We look similar. You could have had his baby and passed it off as mine."
"No, no, Dave and I talked about that. We would have to stop when you and I decided to have kids."
He nodded his head. I carried on. "But I heard Dave say he wanted to start up again once the baby was born."
She looked at me aghast. "No, no I would be yours totally. We would have responsibilities. Dave was going to be a godparent. We've already talked about that, me and you."
"Right, I've heard you say to him on the video 'I love you'. You said that to me this morning as I left for work. And you have just said that you love both of us. So, who is it going to be, him or me? You have to make a choice right here, right now, not in five hours' time, not in 12, not in 24, right here right now."
She reached across to me. "You sweetheart always you forever you. I'm sorry I won't ever see Dave again. It's you I choose. I'm sorry I will make this up to you." She was repeating herself now.
I looked at her and said. "That's good, but how can I trust you won't go sneaking around behind my back."
"I don't know, I'll work something out. We will move away, anything, anything move down to your Mum and Dads. I'm sorry I do love him, but I love you more. I'm sorry I can't help it. But it's your children I want to have."
I looked at Dave. "So, when I asked you to keep an eye on Jenny because I thought she was having an affair you had an ulterior motive for telling me she wasn't because she was, and it was with you?"
He just nodded.
Jenny's head snapped round and looked at him and said. "Why didn't you tell me he thought I was having an affair."
"Because you would have stopped it, and I love you."
Excellent, it was almost as if I put the words in his mouth, well I did try to lead down that path.
I pushed another photo of him, this time he was fucking Sahra Bridges, our boss's wife, over the back of the sofa. I picked up my phone and played the clip on my phone of Dave saying 'Sahra, I love you, run away with me from that old man of yours'.
"And your one-night stand, Christine, was it?" I pushed another picture of Dave and a dark haired girl in his bed, he was on top of her. I played another audio clip of him asking her if he could see her again.
Jenny just sat there, her mouth doing an impression of a goldfish. Tears poured down her cheeks. Goldfish can't cry, can they?
I had finished my beer, I got out of the corner and went to get myself another one. I didn't bother with the two cheating bastards. I would check what they said to each other on the phone later in case there was anything interesting. I planned that bit.
I sat back down. Looking at Jenny I said. "Oh, I don't think we'll be moving. I think we'll be staying here."
Dave was all aghast. "I can't move, my parents live here, they're going to need my help."
"Oh, I think you'll be moving sooner than you think, I sent Mr Bridges, you know our boss copies of the video I took of you and his wife. You really should have tidied up that sofa before you fucked her over the back of it. And I seem to remember you saying to her that you loved her more than anything else in the world. And you wanted her to leave him. So, it appears you can love more than one person as well!"
A text popped up on my phone, I just glanced at it.
"I think our boss is waiting for you at work. He's probably going to work late tonight to be there when you get in." I slid some more pictures of him and Mrs Bridges across to him.
Jenny finally got it. She shouted at him. "You bastard, you're cheating on me." How fucking ironic, the cheater calling the cheater a cheater. Well Dave didn't wait, he left quickly, he didn't even say goodbye. Mr Bridges was a big man.
Jenny reached across to me. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I'm really sorry. We should never have done that, please can we forget this separation. I will make it up to you. I'll do anything please."
"Stay there." I said to her, stood up and walked to the window. I saw what I expected and dialled 999. I said to the operator. "Police please, oh you better send an ambulance there appears to be a man being beaten up outside the Plough on Mill Road.
"I'd rather not give my name, I don't want to get involved." They would have had my phone number. I'm sure they could have traced me if they wanted to. The text I got earlier was from Mr Bridges, it said. 'I'm outside.'
I went to sit back down with Jenny, she was still crying.
"Sweetheart I'll do anything, I couldn't help it, but it was wrong and once we started, I couldn't stop. I'm sorry we should have been stronger. I'm sorry I hurt you.
"I'll do anything that doesn't involve another person, I'll dress up for you, I'll look nice all the time. I'll wear stockings, you can have my bum, anything."
Why did she think me having her backside would solve her cheating. "I don't want your bum, there's a perfectly good hole next to it. Anyway, we tried it, and you didn't like it. You said it made you feel dirty." A thought flashed through my mind. "I suppose you did it with him, didn't you?"
She looked at me and said. "No. He wanted to, but I said 'No'. But if we did, I can't get pregnant that way."
Another thought crossed my mind." So, you didn't use protection then?"
She looked up at me. "I'm on the pill."
I leaned forward and looked at her. "Apart from you and Sarah Bridges, how many other sluts has he been fucking. We know of at least one, his one night stand Christine. It's not about getting pregnant you idiot."
"Oh shit, I'm going to have to get tested."
"That might be a good idea."
"Yes, first thing tomorrow. Please take me home, claim me as yours. Please I'll never do anything like this again."
"When you're clean. But before that, there is one thing I want you to do."
"Anything sweetheart anything."
"On the way home we will tell your parents what you've done." Her face fell.
"No, no I couldn't do that to them. you couldn't do that to them. I really couldn't."



"So you won't do anything for me then. I think that's it, we're finished." I took the separation form and signed it and gave it to her.
"Okay, okay I'll do it, I'll do it."
"Right, let's go round there on the way home. Oh, and by the way you don't have to tell them the whole sordid story, just admit you had an affair with Dave and for how long, and that's why he's left. You don't need to tell them how many times and what other things you did for him."
When we got outside there was one ambulance and several police cars. Where did they all come from? You normally don't see a copper from one week's end to the next and now there are seven here.
We arrived at her parent's front door, she was still crying. Her Mum helped her indoors, her Dad was there. "What's the matter sweetheart, is everything alright, is Craig okay?" Her Mum asked.
"Yes Mum, Craig is fine, well, sort of okay."
She pulled herself up, took a deep breath. "Mum, Dad I have a confession to make. I've had an affair with David for the last three months. It was a very big mistake, we have talked about it and Craig has forgiven me."
Jenny's Father was now standing next to her Mother. They both looked at me and noticed I was carrying a suitcase.
I raised my voice. "I never said I would forgive you." Jenny turned and looked at me. I dropped the suitcase on the floor. Her eyes went wide and her hands flew to her mouth. "All those years ago you chose me, but then you decided you had to have him as well. 'I'm sorry' is not good enough. I have already seen a solicitor."
I took the last envelope out of my pocket and held it out, her Dad took it from me. I swear there were tears in his eyes. "The divorce papers. You cheated on me with him for three months. You lived with him like husband and wife, so this marriage goes no further. You gave me guilty sex and you told me you loved him. I saw you tidying up his flat. You do realise he was just fucking the maid that was keeping his place tidy for his other women?
"Our marriage will be over and done in 90 days. The flat is rented. You can stay there or move in here with your parents if they will have you. I don't care which. Just let me know if you want the flat and give me time to get my stuff out."
Through her tears she said. "I do love you." She cried. "I love you so much."
"Obviously not enough, you played housey, housey with that cheating bastard. He cheated on me as a friend, he cheated on you, he cheated on Mr Bridges and I suppose in a way he cheated on Sarah with you. He'd be good to have as a husband wouldn't he if you're interested."
With that I walked out the door. She had a choice, she may love two people, but her choice was to have sex with the one she loved the least.
And it appears it was crap sex at that.
People may find the style of my writing this story brusque. It is written about an angry, upset man. To me it kind of fits.



        Office Lothario Takedown

        The title says it all.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/office-lothario-takedown

Title: Office Lothario Takedown

Author: LJA644

Category: Loving Wives

Description: The title says it all.

Tags: super glue, revenge, cheating, humiliation, cock cage, protecting the vulnerable




This is just a short one that popped into my head at three o'clock one morning. I was not sure which category to put this in, but LW seemed to fit the best.  
I had just started dinner when my wife, Rachel, came in. The frown on her face destroyed her beautiful looks. What the bloody hell was she going to lay on me now?  
I hated that look, she was gorgeous and had improved with age. Long wavy blond hair, the cutest face and all the curves in all the right places.   
"It's happening again." She said.
"Then you had better stop it, you know what nearly happened last time and this time I will carry through. I don't care if you cheat or not, any antics like last time and you're out."  
The Past
Rachel made some bad choices several years ago, but came to her senses and told me all about it. She told me she was tempted, but realised it was wrong and what she would lose if she went ahead. Her self-respect, respect of her family and friends and lose the husband she loved and her future.  
He had been so persuasive that everything would be okay and they could not get caught if they were careful. The adventure, the excitement of it. He had been chasing her gently for months. But she had mentioned none of the little things to he did and the lunch time coffee shop visits to me.  
She went out for a drink with him one evening and did not tell me she was going out with a man. They kissed, and touched in a manner a husband would not approve of, even if it was over clothing. That was when she realised what was happening.    
We had been going through a rough patch at the time. My Dad had just passed away. Mum was taking it hard. We were short of money as I was helping Mum out and I was working long hours to make up the shortfall. Rachel was lonely and feeling neglected, because she was.   
He spotted her disquiet, and it made her vulnerable and he took advantage of that. She sat me down when she got home that evening and told me all about what happened and how she felt. We talked, some of it angry on both sides, divorce was mentioned. By the end she understood my point of view of helping Mum. I understood her point of view of feeling neglected. We made up in bed and we both changed, just a little. It did not take much for a big result.  
Despite her telling him to back off and reporting him to HR nothing changed. He was just more discrete, so she asked for my help.  
I did, I had words with him not to chase married women, it hurt my hand, I had bruises and I was wearing gloves.  
It worked.  
This one had a different approach. Go for the married with children. No commitment, no responsibility, he just had to be careful not to get caught.  
The Present
"No, I've got a handle on it, it's not me. He's hitting on the younger, more vulnerable ones." Then she said quietly. "Sweetheart that was nine years ago, I've not put a foot wrong since. I learned from my mistake. I just wished I could have learned from other people's mistakes."  
We live in a military town and there are lots of young wives around, their husbands are away a lot and some of them have children, but don't have the benefit of parents living close by. We had all sorts of colour uniforms, Khaki, Navy Blue and even some Crab Fat Blue*.   
She carried on. "These young girls have got friends, but they can't be there all the time, they have their own problems. He seems to be friendly with everybody in the office and I think he's just trying it on to see who's vulnerable."   
"Can't you warn them?"  
"I've tried, some of them have listened to me, but others just think I'm an old fart. They said so, I overheard one of the girls in the toilet say, 'look at that Rachel sticking her nose in, bloody old fart', for Christ's sake I'm only 36."  
She carried on. "He is devious, he tried it on with me. But I just ignored him. I don't think he was serious with me, just trying to be seen as treating everyone the same. Even the 'old fart'."  
I smiled at her. "A very sexy 'old fart'.   
"Sweetheart, I need your help. I need a man of strength and your deviousness to stop him damaging marriages, like that twat nearly did to ours nine years ago."  
She told me a bit more about him. He was married and his wife was an officer in the Army and was away a lot. They had their own house on the edge of town, no children and he seemed to have money of his own by the way he dressed and the car he drove. It was as if he had a job as a sort of hobby with his wife being away so much.  
I had seen him at company functions. He was a tall, good looking, well built bloke, with the arrogance of someone who looked good and knew it. I knew his name was Gerald.  
Rachel told me he came in a few weeks ago with a black eye and his face all bruised, he told everyone he got mugged and he fought them off. But his flash watch was missing, and she saw him paying for his dinner by cash, not by his phone like he normally did. When she got back to her desk, she phoned the number listed for him and heard the refrain. 'This number is no longer in service'.  
She had looked at his knuckles, they were not bruised like mine had been nine years ago. He played the victim. She thought one of the husbands of someone he was playing around with found out and had 'words' with him.  
I took her hand, led her upstairs and showed her that I thought she was a very sexy 'old fart'.  
The Christmas Party  
She didn't want to go to the Christmas party. But we had been every year, it would look odd if we didn't go. She looked nice as she hung onto my arm as we went in. It was annoying to see everybody fawning over the 'victim, hero'. His wife wasn't with him, some excuse about conflicting arrangements, she had a mess function to attend. He moved around the room asking a lot of the ladies to dance. Nobody turned him down.
Gerald approached us, it was obviously our turn to fawn over him. He was very polite, he looked at me and as held his hand out to my wife, he said to me. "Do you mind?" He was smirking at me. I wanted to slap his face.  
"Be my guest."  
We had talked about this very thing. It would be rude to say 'No' to the victim, hero and it would stand out as looking odd. She took his hand and he led her onto the dance floor. It wasn't a particularly fast or slow dance. About halfway through he leaned in and whispered something to her. She stood back aghast and slapped him across the face, hard. It was loud, she stormed off the dance floor. The place went quiet. He just stood there with his arms out as if to say, 'what did I say.'   
I didn't look at him. I watched the other party goers. I wish I had a camera to capture the scene and I could study the faces later. A lot of men were smirking, some of the women were aghast and some had a look on the face that said he got what he deserved.  
"What did he say to you?" I asked quietly.  
"He asked if I was enjoying the party."  
It went exactly according to the plan.  
We saw my wife's boss go and talk to Gerald, and then he came across them to us. "What did he say to you?" He asked.  
"He said something very inappropriate."  
"That's not what he says."  
"Well, it's up to you Sir. Do you believe me or the married man who's trying to dance with all the women in this place? I know he lied about the mugging. His hand was not damaged, his knuckles weren't bruised. He didn't hit anybody. His phone and wallet were missing, and we haven't seen his expensive watch. He's no hero, he didn't beat up his attacker, okay he is a victim and now he's playing on it. We've both seen that sort of antics before in an office. I will leave it up to you to decide Sir." With that she stood up and walked away heading towards the toilet. He was dismissed, that might not go down well for her on Monday.   
Things settled down after the slap 'incident'.  
After a while he latched onto one of the young girls whose husband was in the Navy and was away at sea. We watched. She was with friends, she fended him off quite well at the start of his attentions, but he was persistent he kept on buying everybody at the table drinks. If you walked in, you would have thought they were a foursome.  
I asked my wife. "What do you think he is saying to her?"  
"He'll be praising her husband in some way. 'What a fortunate man he is to be married to her'. 'How brave she is to marry someone who was in the Navy'. 'She is so brave to have children and it must be hard work?'. 'Does she get time to relax', 'When does she have some fun? 'She must be lonely.' And 'she is so good having a job'. From her accent she is from up North, so family are a long way away. They will be of little help.  
"Thinking about it, in the past week or so someone has been dropping little posies of flowers on her desk. I don't think she knows where they come from. That's what that twat did to me." She looked down into her lap. I looked at her and there were tears in her eyes. I took hold of her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.  
"He won't stop, he'll keep sniping away. He will praise everybody, her husband, but especially her, he'll say things like 'You're perfectly safe with me', 'don't worry I will look after you'. He will lead her into a false sense of security. It will start with just a little kiss on the cheek. If he doesn't succeed tonight, he probably won't even try too much in front of all these people. He will try to make it look like he is supporting a wife of one of our servicemen.  He will continue to dig away at her until he succeeds or is stopped.  
"Looking from the outside now, I can see how gullible I was."  
I saw him head towards the bar. I followed him. I had a plan to protect the sailor's wife from his advances, at least for now. I stood behind him, he bought his drinks, he had a tray full. When he turned around, I was too close to him. It didn't take much for me to knock the tray of drinks over his front. He would have stepped back from me if he wasn't so close to the bar.    
"Whoops, I'm very sorry let me get you some more." I said, looking up at him in the eyes and smiling. His front was soaked in red wine, Guinness, I could smell cider and I'm sure there's a gin and tonic in there somewhere.   
He looked at me, I was smiling a broad grin. It was obvious I didn't mean what I said. I said quietly to him, but I'm sure others heard. "Only fuck your own wife."   
He stormed out the door. I bought some more drinks for the sailor's wife and her companions. I walked across to them. I managed to get there with all the drinks intact. She looked at me a little bit ashamed and said, "Thank you." I wasn't sure what she was saying 'thank you' for, for getting rid of the predator or buying the drinks. Her companions give me a shy smile. I think they knew what was happening, but not how to handle it.   
I decided there and then, he would have to be stopped. And I just might take great pleasure in doing it.  
The Warning  
I watched Gerald leave the supermarket. I got on my bicycle and rode through the nearby woods to the road junction I had selected. It was dusk, but I knew the way by now. This was the 4th time I'd done it. This time it went as planned. When he slowed down for the stop sign there were no other cars behind him. I threw the Calthrops under his car as he rolled along, they were just 6-inch nails bent and welded together attached by a big rope to a tree. As he pulled away, they punctured his rear tyres and rattled up the back of the car.  
I quickly dragged them in and threw them into the undergrowth. I would collect them later. I saw him pull round into the nearby layby, get out of the car and go round to the rear right-hand wheel. I snuck up behind him and looped the noose around his neck and pulled it tight.  
He managed to get his fingers under the rope between his neck before I got it tight. I pulled it a little tighter, it wouldn't come loose until I decided. That would trap his right hand out of the way. An unexpected bonus. I leaned down and whispered in his ear. "Walk into the woods and you might live if not, I'll drag you by your neck and you won't survive."  
If he could see me, he would know there was no way I could drag him, he would probably choke.  
He did as he was told, every now and then I gave him a tug and directed him to the small clearing I had selected. I threw the rope over a branch and secured it so he was on the balls of his feet. It went off to one side, out of his reach, but not mine. I went round in front of him. That was when he realised I was much smaller than he was. He won't recognise me because I was wearing a black balaclava. He tried to kick me, that wasn't a good idea because I just pulled on the rope until he was on his tiptoes. 
The sun had gone down now, but there was a bright moon, enough to see by. 
He used his left hand to hold on to the rope. He was choking, I let go of the rope, undid his belt and pulled the zip of his flies down, then yanked his trousers and underpants down around his ankles.  
I pulled a bread knife out from where it had been tucked in the back of my trousers, he saw the lovely serrated edge glinting in the moonlight. He may have noticed a piece of string hanging from it. Probably not as I pulled a cock cage out of my pocket. I held them both up in front of him, giving a sawing motion with the knife. Then I indicated which one he wanted by lifting each one up in turn. He nodded to the cage. It was a no brainer really. I carefully slipped it on not wanting to touch his man parts. I clicked the padlock on, I said to him. "The only married woman you fuck from here on is your own, nobody else's." He tried to nod his head, it was a little difficult. Then I took my pièce de résistance out of my pocket. I gave the rope another little tug. His head went up, then I poured a little super glue over into the key slot of the padlock on the cage. A tiny bit dropped from the nozzle onto his man parts. He may not have noticed the burning sensation as he was trying to breathe.   
I eased the rope, so he was back on the balls of his feet. He glared at me. I think he was considering kicking me, but with his trousers around his ankles that would have been a dangerous and stupid thing to do. I took the key to the padlock, which also had a piece of string attached and tossed into a tree branch in front of him. He would probably be able to reach it, he was quite tall. I held the bread knife out to him, handle first. He gently put his hand out. I quickly slipped the string around his wrist and dropped the knife to dangle on the string, he started winding it in quite quickly and got the handle into his hand. He was sensible enough not to try and stab me.  
I walked away behind him and got far enough away so I could see how he got on. He quite quickly freed himself cutting through the rope, he removed the noose from his neck and threw it on the ground. That was another bonus, I could retrieve both bits of rope and leave less evidence.
With a jump he managed to snag the string with the key attached. Much good it would do him. He then took hold of the cage with both hands, and I heard him scream. I'm guessing the glue was still wet and he managed to glue at least one of his hands to the cage. That was going to hurt. I didn't think I put that much on, I just tried to block the keyhole. But it was hard to judge in the moonlight. Oh dear never mind. He wrenched his hands free and looked at them, it was both hands then. He pushed the key into the lock, but it wouldn't turn, well it wouldn't. It was the wrong key, and now it was glued into the padlock.   
As if after going through all that hassle would I just give him the key! I think I heard him cry. He headed back towards his car. I quietly followed him, collecting the rope on the way. He got in the car and drove away, I think he just wanted to get away. He had run flat tyres so as long as he drove carefully, he would be okay. I went and retrieved the ropes and my calthrops on my way back to my bike. On the way I threw the real key into the undergrowth.  
We have friends who work in the local hospital, rumours were abound. No names you understand but it appears when he turned up, it was initially thought it was a sex game gone wrong, so they phoned his wife. Then they saw the key and the Super Glue, they realised this was probably a revenge thing, so they called the police. They interviewed him and I'm sure he gave him the names of the married women he'd been chasing.   
It turned out his wife came to collect him as the Police would not let him drive his car with tyres in that state. Our friends told us they could hear her shouting at him and the words 'Divorce this time' were heard quite a lot, often accompanied with solder type expletives.   
When they got nothing from people they interviewed, all the husbands and partners of the women who worked in the building got to visit as well. My wife gave me an alibi for the times in question. After the Old Bill had gone, she said quietly to me. "That was you, wasn't it?" She carried on not giving me time to reply. "It's part of me saying thank you that I gave you the alibi and I will swear that black is white that you were with me when that happened to him."  
She held her hand out, I took it. Then my sexy 'old fart' led me upstairs to show me the rest of her thanks.  
* For those of you wondering about Crab Fat Blue, Google 'RAF Crab Fat Blue'. The British Military, like many others, have a tradition of taking the piss out of their fellow armed forces.  
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The idea started as a long story. It popped into my head at three in the morning, but it seemed to fit 750 words. So here we go.
I heard she was back in town. Her brother told me, we were still close. I expected to bump into her at some stage of the game, and here she was in the coffee shop. It was the first time I had seen her since our divorce six years ago. My ex-wife saw me and gave a little smile. She headed towards me carrying two cups and a plate with something on.
She got next to the table, looked at me and said. "Do you mind?" indicating the vacant chair opposite me.
"It's a free country."
She sat down.
I stood up with my cup and the remains of my garibaldi biscuit. "And I have the right to leave. It looks like you've got company anyway." Her face dropped.
"Please don't go, these are for you." She pushed a cup and plate across. It was a cappuccino and a large Belgian chocolate chip cookie. Both my favourites at the time we were married.
"Please don't go. Please can we talk? It's been six years." I sat down. I did not touch the coffee or biscuit.
"One question, then I'll leave you alone. I probably know the answer, but I need to confirm it."
I nodded my head.
"I expected to get hurt from what I did. But did you have to burn me so much? My family disowned me, friends wouldn't talk to me, and work became so bad I had to leave. Did I hurt you that much?"
"What do you think?"
"I'm sorry I didn't mean for you to get hurt. It was just a fling."
"That 'just a fling' broke my heart."
"I'm sorry I didn't mean to. You weren't supposed to find out."
"That's bollocks. You were and still are a gorgeous woman. He was parading you around town like a trophy. You may think you were being discreet, but he was not. Okay we never saw you kissing or even holding hands in public. But the way he looked at you there was something going on. But the killer was the photographs your brother showed me when you weren't in public. If you had done that in public, you would be locked up.
"If you weren't rubbing it in my face, he was. We had saved up enough to buy a bigger house, we were planning on starting a family, was it going to be his, was that the plan?"
She shook her head. "No, no never, we used protection."
"What? You hate condoms."
"There are other methods.
"Please, I'm so sorry. Back then I made a huge mistake. And I've regretted it every minute since." She paused. "Look, can we go out together on Saturday? I see Mario's is still open. Please can we just be friends? I'd like more, but if that's all there is, that's okay."
If what her brother told me was true, he had no reason not to. She had not formed a lasting relationship since the divorce. He suspected she moved back here to get over one and try to get me back.
"I'll think about it."
She smiled. "Do you still have my phone number?"
"No, I deleted you."
She got her phone out and my phone bonged. She still had my number. I didn't look.
Saturday was a memorable day for me. I wondered if she remembered it would have been our tenth wedding anniversary. She probably did, that was why she was here.
I left the coffee shop leaving the coffee and biscuit behind.
I phoned her brother, we talked.
I sent her a text. 'Mario's 7:30. You book'.
Saturday night I'm sitting on my sofa with my new wife, stroking the hair of my 4-year-old little girl, Lilly. She looked exactly like my ex's brother. Well, she would, she was his. The original plan was in vitro fertilisation. We would have been one happy family. Mind you he was a good-looking lad I would not have minded it the traditional way. But that would have been cheating on his wife.
I'd tried cock at university. It was okay but there was no connection. I found that connection when I met my ex-wife.
My phone went mad, I answered a text message at about ten o'clock. 'Why?'
"Now you know how it feels to be sat in a restaurant alone on your fourth wedding anniversary whist your boss is trying to fuck your wife straight.
"I gather he failed. Hope the 'little fling' was worth it?"
750 word stories are great for short punchy stories like this one, but they are light on character development, explanations, emotions and outcome. As you may be seen in this story there is a great scope for all of that. My initial thoughts at three in the morning a lot of these details were in my mind, including my second favourite use of a cricket bat by the ex-wife's brother. If there are enough requests, I may expand on the story, I also give permission for anyone else to have a go. I ask two things, if physical retribution is carried out on the boss, I would appreciate it if a cricket bat was used and let me know you write a follow on or full story.
Les
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This started as a short story, then grew with the telling. Little character development, straight into the action. It is LW so nothing new.
Three rules, no knives, no guns and no police, anything else goes.
It was a Friday, and I left the hangar early, the lads had some jobs to do then they would probably bunk off as I was not there. I was looking forward to the evening with my beautiful wife Zoe. We had known each other nearly six years and been married three and a half. We were both twenty-nine. Things have been a little slow on the intimacy front and she has seemed a little distracted over the last month or so. So, I pulled out all the stops. A decent bottle of wine or two. A couple of rib eye steaks from the butcher shop, Roses from the florist not from a supermarket. I plan on candles and hope to find out what was wrong with her, show her my love for her, and hopefully an early night.
I was home well before her. I made sure the house was tidy, fresh sheets on the bed with candles in the bedroom. I set the table in the kitchen, the best cutlery and napkins. I opened a bottle of wine to let it breathe. I put the roses on the table by the front door so she will see and smell them when she comes in. She loves the smell of roses. I've got the potatoes for my special homemade oven potato scallops. Potato slices lightly sprayed with olive oil, seasoned with salt, pepper just a hint of Rosemary. I had mustard powder out for a very gentle dusting on the steaks.
Everything was out ready to cook. I was quite pleased with what I had done. All I had to do was to wait until the love of my life came in and I would sweep her off her feet and show her how much I loved her. Hopefully it will last all weekend.
I heard the front door open as I was arranging the potato slices on the baking tray. The oven was coming up to temperature. I heard Zoe call out. "Richard, are you in?"
Strange I thought, surely my car parked on the road in front of the house and the roses would give that away. I had just finished with a very gentle sprinkling of Rosemary on the scallops when I heard her say. "Good, we are here first. We can be sitting on the sofa when he comes in. It will look better if we are sitting down and he is standing. He won't feel intimidated when we tell him."
"Tell me what?" I asked as I entered the living room to be met by a shocked Zoe and some other man. Taking one look I knew who this man was. Zoe had been going on about him for the last couple of months. He was the new deputy head of HR. Just over six foot, fit, blond, good looking and arrogant. I must have had a confused look on my face. He was not phased, he just put his hand out. "Hi Dick, I'm Gerald."
In a daze I took it, he had a firm grip, very firm. He stopped just before he crushed my hand. Twat.
I just stood there. He smiled at me. Zoe spoke. "Richard, we have something to tell you."
Was he an extra for dinner? I could defrost an extra steak, Gerald would have that one.
She carried on. "I am spending the weekend with Gerald. It will just be the one weekend."
That I did not see that coming.
"WHAT? No!"
Gerald stepped forward. "This will be so good for you. I will teach her things you can only dream of. She will be so much better for you. It will only be for this one weekend and she will never do it again."
"NO, never." I started to get myself together. "If she does that, I will divorce her."
Gerald steps right up to me, looking down and said in a menacing voice. "No, you will not!"
"You cannot stop me."
Continuing in his menacing tone he says. "No, I cannot stop you, but I promise you, you will have problems walking on the very day you lodge that divorce application with the court. Your life will be full of pain from that day on. Your choice."
He stepped back beside Zoe and smiled at me, he carried on in a normal voice. "She will spend the weekend with me, I will teach her things. She will come back to you, and I will never sleep with her again. She will remain completely faithful to you after this weekend." He looked at Zoe. "Won't you babe?"
What The Fuck, calling her babe!
I was stunned, I had no idea what to do.
"You've been fucking already?" I accused them, I reckoned that because he was calling her babe.
"No, we haven't, that would be cheating." Zoe exclaims.
"And this isn't? I need a drink."
"I'll fetch you a beer." Zoe offered.
I growled at her. "I think I can at least do that for myself."
Gerald laid a hand on her arm. "Leave him a minute babe, he will need a while to sort this out in his head. We have been talking about this for weeks and we have just dumped this on him in a few minutes. He needs time to realise it is inevitable. He will agree to it, they always do."
Clearly, he has done this before then.
I stormed off to the kitchen. I got the feeling that Zoe wanted to follow me, but he held her back. At the moment that was probably a good idea of his. And why the fuck was he calling her babe? That annoyed the shit out of me. The twat.
When I got to the kitchen I saw the open bottle of wine. I poured a glass and took a deep swig. Nope, wine was not the right drink for this occasion. I charged through into the garage where my beer fridge was, I almost wrenched the door off of its hinges as I opened it and grabbed a bottle of Crafty Old Hen. I slammed the fridge door closed. What a pair of fucking of twats I thought to myself. I looked round for a bottle opener. I didn't find one, it would be in the kitchen. Fuck. I did not want to go back into the house until I had my head sorted.
I used the alternative methods that we used to use in the military. I put the edge of the cap on a sharp piece of my bench and thumped down hard on the top. It used to work then, and it did now. The cap flew off into the corner. I did not pick it up. I'm sure there are many Land Rovers going around with big chunks out of their tailgates. How do I sort this? I was slowly becoming calm, and I pondered for a few minutes then a plan emerged. I walked to the other side of the garage, opened a cupboard and took what I wanted and stuffed it in the back of my trousers.
I took a long drink and finished my beer, then got another one and went back into the kitchen. I opened the beer properly this time using a bottle opener and did some more preparation. I stuck the largest knife from the knife block gently down the back of my trousers with the other thing. It was for show, I had no intention of going to prison. I felt confident with my plan.
Right, this was it. I took a deep breath and walked back into the lounge. The cheating twats were sitting on my sofa holding hands. I glared at them, they let each other's hand go and slid apart. Good, the power level swung slightly back towards my favour. It looked like they had been waiting for me. I pulled my phone out and dropped it on the coffee table. It was fairly obvious it was in record mode.
He stood up, he could see I was angry, he put his hands out to his side. "Listen mate, this will be just one weekend."
That annoyed me as well, a twat like him would never be a 'mate'.
He looked down at my phone. "I guess you are recording this, that's okay, but you know what will happen if it ends up in social media, the pain you will feel will be nothing like having both your legs broken. Do you understand?"
"I want to record this for my protection, and oddly enough yours and hers." I told him.
"Do not think of sending it to my work, as Deputy HR manager all complaints come to me, and I have friends who tell me if someone tries to circumvent me. It's not what you know, it's who you know. Get me?"
"I do." I replied with the serious tone of my voice looking up at him.
"I have a suggestion how we can get over this." I said.
He just smirked at me. Arrogant twat.
Nodding at the phone I say. "For the record tell me what you plan to do with my wife."
He puffed himself up like a peacock. "I'm going to take your wife away for the weekend, and I'm going to give her sexual experiences she has never had. She will learn new and exciting ways for you to enjoy each other. Then she will come back to you much better equipped to please you." He smirked as he said. "Probably not until next weekend because she will be too sore and probably unable to walk in a straight line." He giggled
I did not believe a flipping word of the bullshit.
"And what happens after that?" I asked.
"She comes home to you, having had the best sexual experience of her life, but she has promised me she will remain faithful to you for every day that she draws breath. She will show you new skills and techniques that will blow your mind away."
I looked at Zoe. "Zoe, this is what you want?"
"Yes please Richard. It will just be the one weekend and then I promise I'll be faithful to you."
Looking at Gerald I said. "So, what if he doesn't stick to her promises? Like she promised to remain faithful to me at our wedding. What if she cheats on me? Will you come back and abuse her physically like you have threatened to do to me? Or if some sex God comes around and promises her something even better." My voice was dripping in sarcasm, which went completely over his head.
He looks confused, I'm guessing he'd never been asked that question before.
"She promised me she will remain faithful to you after this weekend."
"Yeah, like I trust anything she says now. Right here it is. I will fight you for her."
Standing a few inches taller and wider than me and a bit younger, he just smiled. Fucking arrogant twat. "If that's what you want, we can do that. I don't want to waste the weekend, so it will have to be here and now."
"Fine by me." I replied.
Zoe puts her hands to her mouth like she does when she's excited. "Two men fighting over me is exciting." There was a sparkle in her eyes.
I looked at her and growled. "I'm not fighting for you, you're not worth it. I'm fighting my self respect." The sparkle died in her eyes and her face took on a serious look.
Looking at him I say. "If I win, you leave and do not ever speak to her again, even at work. If you win, you get the weekend with her and I will not divorce her. But there are rules."
He still had the smug look on his face. "Okay, let's hear them."
"The first one flat on their back is the loser. No knives, no guns, that is it, anything else goes. Oh, and no matter who wins, no police."
"Okay, no police. Do you have any knives?" He smirked at me.
With that I pulled the large twelve-inch butcher's carving knife out from behind my trouser and laid it on the coffee table. That made his eyes open. "And I suppose you've got a gun behind there as well?" He said, smirking.
With a smile I reached behind me and pulled out a replica air pistol. I don't know if he knows his guns but this one looked real. Especially when I slid the magazine out.
He wasn't so cocky now. But he brazened it out. "I'm going to beat the living shit out of you before I throw you on your back."
"Give it your best shot twat, just remember, three rules, no knives, no guns and no police, anything else goes."
"I am not stupid, I get it you little fucker. You will pay for this. I might have to keep her all week."
"If you win at least I will have my self-respect, that I tried to defend my marriage. I won't feel ashamed every time I look in the mirror."
All of a sudden Zoe had a change of mind, she had recognised my demeanour and determination from the past, this may not go the way she had planned. "No, please stop. I've changed my mind. Richard, don't do this please. Gerald, go now. I've changed my mind. I don't want this"
She recognised the power level swing more my way.
I growled at her. "Too late 'babe', you and he started this weeks ago and I'm going to finish it, here and now, one way or another. Get your phone out and record this. I want proof."
She was crying. Now it was out of her hands. I indicated the kitchen door to Gerald. "After you."
He went through to the kitchen and headed towards the back door. I grabbed a handful of my preparations.
Just as he stepped through the back door I kicked his heel and he went flying into the flower bed face first. He jumped up and turned around angry and glaring.
I just smiled at him and said. "No rules." Not quite true, but never mind, the essence of it was there.
He was livid, good, that was my intention. The power level swung even more my way. It would have been nice if he'd fallen onto his back, but I wasn't expecting that. He took a swing at me with his right. He might as well have given me a telephone call and told me it was coming, it was so slow. I blocked it easily and then threw the contents of my right hand into his face, salt, pepper, Rosemary and mustard powder. His hands flew to his face and he started screaming. I tried to push him down so he landed on his back, but he managed to take a pace backwards.
He dropped one hand and looked at me through the tears with snot running into his mouth. I just stepped up and hit him as hard as I could in the stomach, he bent over, but he didn't go down. He now had one hand on his stomach and one on his face.
I kneed him as hard as I could in the bollocks. He went down on his knees and started dry heaving. He did not have enough hands to hold everything that was hurting. I tried to push him onto his back, but he resisted, so I slapped his face hard.
He rocked on his knees but still didn't go down on his back. My right fist now caught him on the nose, blood gushed everywhere. Shit that hurt. It did not seem like that on telly.
I open hand slapped him in the face, his head rocked back, then I backhanded him. That was a silly thing to do, my hand hurt like shit. I leaned down next to him and said quietly. "You can stop this, all you have to do is lay down on your back."
I raised my hand again. His knees sagged and he fell onto one side and then rolled on to his back.
The power level was all my way.
I looked at Zoe, tears were pouring down her cheeks. I did not know what she was crying for.
I grabbed Gerald by his hair and dragged him to his feet. I was not gentle. I opened our back garden gate and said to him. "Remember, you never talk to her again. Wimp twat. And if I get a visit from the Old Bill, this beating will seem gentle by comparison". I threw him out the gate and closed it behind him. The smell went as well, he had shit himself.
Zoe was still there recording. "Send a copy of that video to my phone." I carried on walking past her into the kitchen and went to the sink, I washed my hands. At least Gerald will smell nice with all the Rosemary I had put in my preparation. I walked upstairs, Zoe followed. I got a suitcase from the spare bedroom. I started taking her underwear from her drawer and put it in the suitcase.
"What are you doing? You won, I'm yours." I looked at her as I continued to put her clothes into the suitcase.
"The deal was I wouldn't divorce you if I lost. As you have just said, I won so I can divorce you and will. I suggest you go to your parents."
I carried the suitcase down the stairs, opened the front door and threw it out. I picked up my phone and dialled her mother. "Hello Richard, this is a nice surprise. What can I do for you?"
"Mary, would you be so kind as to come and collect your daughter. I am divorcing her." With that I hung up. I sent her the audio clip of Gerald bragging how he is going to fuck her daughter all weekend. And her saying that was what she wanted. Then I turned my phone off.
I took hold of Zoe's arm and eased her out the front door, closed and locked it behind her. I took no notice of the banging, after a while it stopped.
I was expecting a visit from the Old Bill. It never came, perhaps Gerald was too ashamed to admit he was beaten by a smaller man. Never mind.
I spent Saturday clearing out everything that belonged to Zoe, I did some sums. When my grandparents passed away the house was passed to my sister and me. I took out a small mortgage to pay her for her half. I am sure I will have to compensate Zoe for what she paid towards the mortgage.
I edited the video and audio clips and sent them to every email address I could find at Zoe's workplace. Twats like Gerald must have made enemies. I'm sure they will ensure it gets to the head of HR.
Zoe's Dad came round Sunday morning to collect the rest of her stuff. He looked at me and said. "Is there any way you..." I think the look on my face told him the answer to the question he hadn't finished. We shook hands as he left.
I suspect Zoe's parents were part of the reason the divorce went through so quietly.
It had been just over four months or so since I sent the divorce petition in, it was a Saturday afternoon. I was in the garage cleaning my air pistols. I had a shooting competition tomorrow.
I heard the front doorbell ring. I was about to get up when a voice shouted. "It's okay, I'll get it." That was Klara, she was the lady that kept my house tidy.
Klara turned up at the garage door. "It's a lady who says she's your wife. Five foot eight, dirty blonde hair, she is about 30, maybe a bit more. I've put the kettle on and left her in the lounge."
I went through to the lounge, it was Zoe. She looked nice. She had made an effort, but she had aged about five years. She did not look well. It was the first time I had seen her since I threw her out. "What do you want? I'm paying you what we agreed for the house."
She looked at me. "Richard I'm very sorry, I made a terrible mistake. I was played by him, he promised me everything would be okay. He told me if you loved me, you would let me do this. He seemed so convincing. He got one of the other girls to tell me how it had worked for her."
"And this other girl, is she still married?"
I knew the answer to that. She was not.
"I don't know, I don't work there anymore. After everybody got the video and audio I was so ashamed. Nobody would talk to me. I had to leave."
"I have to ask, are you still seeing Gerald?"
"No, I was never going to. He honoured his bargain, he never spoke to me, but he wasn't there long. He didn't come into work for a few days and by then the shit had hit the fan, he was escorted out of the building. The rumour is that another husband caught up with him."
It was not me. As I dragged him to the back gate I warned him. I did not get a visit from the Police. But I did keep looking over my shoulder and stayed away from dark places.
"Serves the twat right. He is not an honourable man. Honourable men do not shag other men's wives."
"Please Richard, can we try again? I will never do anything so stupid, please. I do love you and it was going to be for your benefit. But I'm sorry sweetheart it was a mistake I shouldn't have done it." She was pleading with me now.
That was when Klara came in carrying a tea tray with cups, saucers, teapot, milk jug and some biscuits. As she laid it down on the coffee table and said. "You may want to give that some time to brew." She disappeared back into the kitchen.
Zoe's eyes followed her out of the room. "Or have you replaced me already? "
"That is Klara, she cleans up for me once a week. She is a cleaner in our hangar. I'm working so much I don't get time to do it. I've had to take out an extra mortgage to pay you."
"So, is there a chance? Please Richard."
I poured the tea and took a sip of mine. It was weak, I should have waited like Klara suggested.
"It's been nearly four months, and I've not heard a peep out of you. You are not contesting the divorce, why now?"
She looked shyly down into her lap. "I know I made a terrible mistake. I wanted to give you time. I wanted you to miss me. And, I... I had to work up the courage."
"Mum said if you loved me you might give me one more chance. Dad said I was wasting my time, but I have to try. Richard please."



I sipped my tea again. Klara came through with her tool tray full of her cleaning materials and headed up the stairs. "I'm just going to clean upstairs, there is nothing in your bedroom that I shouldn't see, is there?" She gave a little giggle. "You put all your bondage gear away I hope." And with that she ran up the stairs without waiting for an answer.
I looked at Zoe. "That's her little joke, you know we never indulged in that sort of thing. Perhaps we should have done, but you never wanted to explore anything outside the ordinary, except with that twat. Even doggy style was a step too far for you."
Zoe looked at me, I had not answered her question.
I was still angry at her, but I kept it under control. "What do you think? You blindsided me by telling me you wanted to spend a weekend with another man. You had been planning it for weeks and gave me two minutes to make a decision, with the threat of physical harm if I didn't go ahead with it. You got all excited about the thought of two men fighting over you, hoping your lover would win so you could have your weekend of mind blowing sex, come back and everything will be back to normal. But it would have been a new normal with me, I would, in your mind, never be as good as your lover."
"Yes I was excited at two men fighting over me, then I saw you pull the knife and your air pistol out, at that point I realised I'd made a mistake and Gerald was never going to win and I didn't want you to go to prison because I had put you in that situation. I am so very sorry."
"Zoe, I loved you with all my heart. You killed that love when you told me you wanted to spend a weekend with him. You had been down for the last few weeks, a bit quiet, I thought there was something wrong. I was trying to cheer you up. I know why now. You were planning to sleep with the shit head. I had a special dinner planned, there were flowers. I was there for you, but you listened to that snake, you didn't come and talk to me. With the threats of a beating, you made it a fait accompli. How can you do that to someone you say you love? I can never trust you again in fact it hurts to be around you"
She hadn't touched her tea. "I think it's time you left." I told her.
She stood up and walked to the front door. I opened it for her, she looked at me and said. "I love you, I'm so very sorry, but I understand."
I had one more cheap shot. "You know that girl that told you about Gerald?"
"Yes. Karen Prescott."
"Soon to be Karen Jones, her husband is making her take her maiden name back."
She turned and walked away, crying. I didn't bother watching where she went.
I was wondering how Klara was doing upstairs? I went up the stairs and saw my bedroom door was open. I walked towards it, undoing my shirt and dropping it on the floor. Klara will tell me off for that later, I don't care. I went into my bedroom to see Klara laid on my bed, the covers pulled back and she was wearing black stockings and a smile. "I couldn't find your bondage gear."
"That's because I haven't got any."
"Pity I might have liked to try that."
I was down to underpants by now. I walked into the bathroom and took the belt from my bathrobe, going back into the bedroom I said to Klara. "Perhaps this will do."
"Let's try it." She sprang up and turned round and placed her hands behind her back. I quickly tied them there. I eased her down onto her back and slipped my head down between her stockinged thighs.
Nearly an hour later Klara was laid on my shoulder, one of her black stockinged legs was draped across mine. Looking up at me she said. "I really should be thankful to Zoe, but I can't find it in my heart for the hurt she did to you. It would be like thanking her for hurting you"
She smiled. "When your divorce becomes final, and I move into here permanently we will have to try more of this bondage stuff."
That was the first I heard of her moving in permanently, I didn't complain.
As we were dropping off to sleep I heard Klara say. "I want to explore everything Zoe didn't."
We fell into a contented sleep.
The story of Richard and Klara's helping each other over heartbreak will be told in my next tale.
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For those of you who have not read 'Playing Dirty' a bit of a precis for you. Richard's wife, Zoe, tells him she is spending the weekend with her new boyfriend. Richard offers to fight for her. He does and wins, but still throws her out. Divorce is the only way forward for Richard.
This is the following Monday at work.
The UK, like many nations, has a strong Naval tradition and many sayings have transferred into normal everyday speech. I have taken that a small step further for this story. Many of the similes' I use in this story are naval from the days of Lord Nelson. For those not familiar with some of the rarer naval terms I have added notes at the end.
Sorry, longer than I like, I got carried away with these two, I like them.
All of a sudden, the company nurse, Miss Braithwaite, came marching across the hangar, I was chatting to the lads about our current task. She was retired from the NHS. She had been a nurse in the Royal Navy before that, probably where she got her attitude from. She did this job to keep busy. She was not one to cross. "Show me your hand Richard."
I gingerly held it out. She took it and was surprisingly gentle with it until she found the right spot. I screamed.
"Did you drive in with this?"
How else was I going to get to work? I thought, I did not say anything, just nodded. Anyway, I was on key duties, and it was my job this week to unlock the hangar.
"Foolish boy. You have broken a bone, off to A&E with you. You cannot drive with that. I will arrange for one of the security chaps to take you." And with that she was off like a Ship of the Line under full sail with the following wind. I thought it strange she never asked me how I did it, never mind.
"Well, that's you told, mate." Said one of the lads, they were all grinning at me. Most of them at some time or another had been on the receiving end of her wrath for doing something stupid. We finished our talk and I headed back to my desk to find one of the security guys waiting for me.
We chatted on the way to the hospital. He did ask how I did it. I fudged around the answer. Just said I caught it wrong hitting something.
If you have to go to A&E, Monday morning is one of the better times to do it. The Security chappie wandered off to get some coffee, whilst he was gone I thought back. How did Nurse Braithwaite know that I had hurt my hand?
The blokes in the office had mentioned it, but that was all, they would never have told Nurse Braithwaite, they tried to avoid her if at all possible. It must have been Klara. How much had she told her? I will have to have a word with her when I get back to work.
I had told Klara all about my weekend this morning. Probably not the best thing. I got to work early as I had to unlock, also I wanted to get ahead of the game as I would be needing time off later to sort the divorce. Klara was the hangar cleaner; she started really early and was waiting for me to unlock when I got there. She could get the offices done before the office staff got in.
She was about my age, probably a bit younger, she had a very pretty face, and I had heard the lads say they wondered what her body looked like under that cleaning smock she wore. She looked as if she made an effort she would be quite good looking. I must admit she looked pretty even with the red hair pulled back into a long functional ponytail. It looked like it would be a lot if she let it out. She was in the kitchen when I went for my first cup of tea. We had chatted in the past, you know passing the time of day, the weather, holidays, that sort of thing.
She was a nice lady and seemed a bit sad most of the time. When she smiled her face lit up. But that was such a rare occasion.
Klara went to pass me the milk. "What happened to your hand? That looks painful."
It was painful, it was swollen and had turned blue. I had taken a couple of painkillers at home that took the edge off the pain in my hand. But not my heart.
I don't know why, but it all came blurting out. The only person I had only spoken to since the incident was a few words to Zoe's father. I just told Klara that Zoe came home with a man and told me she was spending the weekend with him. I challenged him to fight for her. I won. But threw her out anyway and we were getting divorced.
"That was how I got this, during the fight." I said holding up my hand.
She took hold of it. I pulled it back and yelled. "I'm sorry." She said, "And I thought I had problems."
"You do seem a little sad."
It was her turn to bleat out. "I got divorced a year ago, and it still hurts."
"Sorry to hear that, that's rough."
"Not as rough as finding your husband in bed with your best friend and having a miscarriage with our baby from the shock."
Shit.
She burst into tears. I took hold of her and held her. She cried for a few minutes, and then she gathered herself and eased away from me. "Thank you, sorry, it just burst out."
"That's okay, misery loves company."
"True, secrets. No one at work knows, well one person."
"Absolutely."
She gave a small smile, her face did not light up this time. She took her tea and left. I thought that was the end of it. But it appears she did not keep the secret. She must have told Nurse Braithwaite.
It did not take long, The X-Ray confirmed I had broken a bone, and the doctor told me I had bruised my hand quite badly. You did not need a machine or to be a doctor for that diagnosis. That was probably from the punch to his nose or the backhander I gave the twat. They did tell me the name of the bone, it was just words. My hand was put in a lightweight cast. I asked if I could drive after what Nurse Braithwaite had said. I was advised against it until it had healed, which would take about four to six weeks or thereabouts.
Blast, I could not work from home. I could just ignore it and drive in. Anyway, who would know? That seemed the best approach. My car was an automatic, so changing gear was not going to be a problem.
A thought crossed my mind, as my sex life had just taken a dive I would have to learn to be left handed.
I got back to work and carried on from where I left off, typing was a tad awkward in the cast, but as I only used one finger at a time anyway, it was no great shakes. There was a note on my desk when I got back to it with a name and a number. 'I used these solicitors, they are good. Kl'.
I took time to make a few personal phone calls and I had an appointment for Thursday afternoon with the solicitor that Klara had given me the number for.
It was just after lunch when Nurse Braithwaite turned up next to my desk. She inspected my cast and found it satisfactory and told me I should book an appointment with her to have it replaced in a few days' time. Because when the swelling from the bruising went down it would become too loose to do any good.
She looked me straight in the eyes. "And no driving. You will invalidate your insurance. I know your car. If I see it in the car park I will report you to management." She turned and left me floundering in her wake.
Report me for what I wondered? I was not going to ask. Blast, I will have to think of a way around this. None of the people I worked with lived on my side of town, taxis were expensive. Buses might do the job, but the nearest bus stop was half a mile from my house. Could I borrow a car? Who would lend me one? Zoe had taken hers. I had a push bike, that would have to do. It was not the nicest weather for cycling. Blast. And I'm not sure it would be any better than driving.
I went to the kitchen for a cup of tea. Klara came running after me just as I entered. "Sorry Richard, your hand looked nasty, I had to tell Kathy about it."
I must have looked more confused than normal. Kathy?
"Kathy Braithwaite, the nurse."
All was clear, it was her. I sort of felt I should be angry with her, but we had both shared secrets with each other this morning. It did not seem right to be angry with her.
"I didn't tell her how you did it. You have to look after yourself."
I held the cast up. "It's okay, I can still type, it's just getting to work is going to be a problem."
It was her turn to look confused.
I said. "Nur... Kathy has told me not to drive, so it's the push bike for the next few weeks. Not looking forward to that with the weather forecast."
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean for that to happen, I didn't realise it was that bad, sorry. Will you be okay? Can I help?"
"Only if you drive down Rushdean Avenue at seven in the morning." I said jokingly.
She smiled. "I could, it's not far out of my way. I live in Brookdown."
That was a posh area, I must have raised an eyebrow. "I live with my parents after, well you know what." She said.
"No, that's fine. I will use the bike, I could do with the exercise and it will take my mind off my problems."
I thought I saw a flash of disappointment flash across her face. "Tell you what, if the forecast is really bad, I will let you pick me up. How about that?"
"Good. I feel a little less guilty now." She paused. "Kathy knows how you hurt your hand by the way. She asked me if you hit someone from work. She told me she had seen enough injuries like that on a Friday and Saturday night in A&E. I told her I had no idea how you did it. Was that okay?"
"That's fine, although it might have reached her by the rumour mill by now, I probably beat up half the thugs on my estate by the time it gets to her." I giggled.
Klara smiled back. "Oh Kathy will bring it down to earth and she will not spread it round. She can keep a secret."
Without thinking, I said. "Does she know about...?" I stopped thinking I had overstepped the mark.
"Yes, she helped me through it at the time. She has been good to me."
"I'm glad you have got someone." I smiled. "Sorry, but I have broken aeroplanes calling, I must rush. It has been nice chatting and don't worry about this." I said holding up my hand.
I got as far as the door and had a thought. I turned to her. "Could you give me a lift to the solicitors on Thursday, it's the one you used. You will know where to go. I don't want to turn up in cycling shorts."
"What time?"
"Half four, if you've finished work I'll get a taxi."
"No, that will be fine. I'll be at the front door at four."
I left and went back to work. One of the blokes in the office asked if I had been to China to fetch my tea as I had been so long? I still managed to flip him the finger with the cast on.
I wasn't looking forward to going home to an empty house, so I planned to stay as long as I could, then remembered that I had to get the bike out. It had not been used for a while. I wanted to fill the car with fuel before I put it away. There would be room in the garage when I got rid of Zoe's clutter.
I would have to see the solicitor about that. I had better make a list of questions.
It was about a quarter to four when Nurse Braithwaite turned up beside my desk, she looked like she was dressed for going home. Now what!
"I have spoken with Tom Bentley." What an ideal name for our motor transport manager I had often thought. "One of his chaps will drive you and your car home under company insurance and he will get picked after he has dropped you and your car off. Unless you would rather leave it here until your hand is better or you can make your own arrangements."
I just shook my head. "No, that's fine. It was very nice of you, thank you."
"Can't have my lads ill so they can't work now, can we." With that she gave me a small smile. Nurse Braithwaite smiling. That was new.
She turned and moved off stately down wind.
When Tom's chap dropped me off. I went into a cold empty house. I had to keep myself busy. And stay away from the beer.
I cleared a load of clutter from the garage, mainly Zoe's. I got my bike out, that would need looking at before I use it tomorrow. I put the car in and restacked Zoe's stuff in front of it. I will have to get in contact with her and get her to collect her belongings.
I got all that done, I got clothes out for cycling to work in. I will have to put a lot of work clothes in my locker at work. Cooking for one was going to be a pain as well.
I will have to start using the works canteen. I had forgotten what it was like to be single, that is another thing I would not forgive Zoe for.
The bike was not too bad, a bit of oil here and there, a tweak of the brakes. I would order new tyres and inner tubes online and change them at the weekend.
I was dreading the weekend.
I did not sleep well that night.
I was up early and decided for the first bike ride an early start would be good. It took me thirty five minutes. I was well early. I got changed in the office. I was the only one there so no one saw me in my underpants. I had just finished dressing when Klara came in. She gave me a little wave and carried on with her work.
I did have lunch in the canteen and sat with a few mates. I could see the pity in their eyes, the rumour mill had been busy.
I worked late, had a sandwich when I got home and spent an hour practising with my competition air pistol. What a life!
I left home five minutes later the next day, it took me over forty five minutes to get in, the traffic was mad. Those five minutes made a lot of difference. I was still early.
Klara was hoovering beside my desk when I got in. I had a feeling she was waiting for me. She was. "You haven't forgotten I'm taking you to the solicitors tomorrow have you?"
"No it's not something I could forget."
"Sorry."
"No not you, it's not your fault. You've been very helpful." I gave her a smile.
She smiled back. "I'll see you at lunch time to sort out the details."
I had an idea. "Look we are both early every day, let's meet in the tea bar for a coffee and work it out there."
"What, are you ashamed to be seen with me in the canteen?"
I was aghast, never. Then I saw she was smiling.
"I would never be ashamed to be seen with you." I came back with.
"Good. I'll see you in the morning."
With that she turned and walked away. Not quite like a ship off the line, more of a sloop. It must run in the family.
We did meet the following morning. She brought me a Blueberry Muffin. I ate it as we discussed times and arrangements. I did not have the heart to tell her I do not like blueberries.
I spent a lot of the day going over the sums that I wanted to show the solicitor.
The house Zoe and I lived in was left to me and my sister by our grandparents. I took out a mortgage to pay off my sister, it wasn't a large one. I had lived in it for three years when Zoe moved in and we got married. She had contributed to the mortgage for the last nearly four years. But it was still only my name on the deeds. I suspect she will want that money back. I was going to offer her two thirds of what she paid as a starting point. The least I paid her the less I would have to borrow. I just hoped she wouldn't fight it.
Klara was waiting for me at the front door at four o'clock, she dropped me right outside the solicitors.
The solicitor, Mrs Trethowen, was very nice, she understood where I was coming from after I told her the story. I missed out the bits about the fight. She warned me that I may have a fight on my hands about the house. Although the 50-50 split of the rest should be alright, but it would depend on Zoe.
The biggest impact for me was sitting in front of Mrs Trethowen and realising it was the end of my marriage and losing the one person I loved and thought loved me enough to have children with and grow old together. The shattering of all the plans we had made. I barely held the tears in. I blew my nose, a lot. Klara had given me an extra two hankies before I went in, I wondered why at the time. I know now.
I remember sitting in a pub afterwards and Klara putting a glass in my hand, I just drank it. I hate whiskey. I choked and nearly sprayed it everywhere. There was a pint of beer in front of me, I grabbed it and sunk half of it. Then I realised it may not have been mine. I saw Klara had a glass of wine in front of her.
"Was that mine?" I croaked at her.
She nodded.
"Thank you."
"It's hard isn't it? Seeing your future disappear in a puff of smoke like it never existed. Mine was different from yours. I'm sure no two are the same. But the pain is. I know the pain."
I looked at her. "You lost a lot more than I did, you had got that one step further than me and Zoe."
I washed the stinging taste of the Whisky away with my beer and offered to get her one. She declined and told me we had better get me back to work so I could get home on the bike. She did not want me to fall off my bike drunk as Kathy would never forgive her.
She asked if I was hungry and did I want to pick something up on the way back. I told her I had no appetite.
That was a bad night. I cried a lot.
I got into work very early on Friday, there was very little traffic. Klara met me in the tea bar. She admitted she was waiting for me when I asked her. She wanted to make sure I got in alright and was as well as could be expected. The way she used that phrase gave me a small smile.
There have been few of those recently.
Just after lunch Nurse Braithwaite turned up at my desk demanding to look at the cast on my hand. She wanted to change it, I wanted to stay on as I had a shooting competition on Sunday. I had practised with this cast on and did not want to change it.
She insisted I was at her office nine sharp Monday. I won that little battle. She went away like an old steamboat, puffing and blowing.
I spent Friday evening and Saturday gathering Zoe's stuff together. I left a message on her mobile and her parent's phones that I would be away on Sunday and to collect her belongings and to look to see if there was anything else she wanted, leave me a list and we would discuss it. Also to leave her keys behind when she left. I trusted her parents to make sure she behaved herself.
My shooting was rubbish, but it got me out of the house and gave me something to think about. When I got home the keys were on the table and Zoe's stuff was gone. There was a list of things she would like. It was mainly our wedding pictures. I was torn. It was one of the best days of my life and I had fond memories of that day. She could have them. I sat and thought about her for the first time in a week. Did I still love her? Yes, I did. Could I live with her? Not a cat in hell's chance. She had done that to me once. What was to stop her doing it again? I was not going to offer myself up to that pain again with her, or anyone.
Monday Klara was waiting for me again in the tea bar with another blueberry muffin. I picked the blueberries out.
We had a chat about our weekends. I told her about Zoe collecting her stuff and wanting the wedding photos, she suggested I get copies if I still wanted them, in fact she could get it done for me. Her Dad did photography and she might be able to sort it for me. She told me she went out with friends Saturday night to a club. I joked she was on the pull. That did not go down well. She told me she was not interested in men at the moment. I realised I had messed up. In an attempt to lighten the mood I said. "So, I have no chance when I get divorced then?"
Then she stunned me. "You don't have to wait that long. Whenever you're ready." With that she stood up and walked away. What the bloody hell did she mean by that. I had enough problems with women as it was, I did not need any more complications.
I was duly at Nurse Braithwaite's surgery at five to nine. I did not want to be late. As she replaced my cast she asked how my shooting went. I told her how badly I did. She said next time bring my weapon in and she could mould a better cast. She was awfully chatty. I was not used to this. I risked a question. "Is Klara okay? She seemed a bit off this morning."



"Sometimes she has a lack of patience, she knows what she wants, she knows it will take time. It comes out as bursts of frustration. She will get over it. She will be fine for your chat tomorrow morning."
I did wonder why she has cast making stuff in her small surgery, never mind, it was a bonus for me.
It took me until lunchtime in the canteen when one of the lads asked me why I got in so early in the morning, that I realised what Nurse Braithwaite had said about Klara and our morning chats. I explained to the lads that it was a traffic thing and wanted to keep busy. By now everyone knew Zoe and I were splitting up. I heard some rumours of why, some were pretty close. When I was asked, I said we had grown apart. No one believed that, probably because of my hand.
Nurse Braithwaite was correct, Klara was fine for the rest of the week. She brought me a Chocolate chip muffin on Wednesday. I like them.
I got up Friday to find the BBC weather forecaster got it wrong. It was supposed to be overcast, chilly with light winds and no rain. I could hear the wind and rain from my bed. The cats and dogs were coming down nearly horizontally. I did not look forward to the ride to work, I was tempted to phone in sick, but that would not be fair on my work mates.
As soon as I was ready, I went to the garage, I lifted the door to see a car parked across my drive. Bugger. The passenger window went down. It was Klara. "Don't you ever look at your phone." She shouted. "I left you a message that I will pick you up, I sent a text too. Come on get in. The seat is getting wet."
I closed the garage door and got in her car. I looked at my phone and there were the messages. "Sorry I was concentrating on getting ready for work."
"Well don't let it happen again." She said in mock anger, she was smiling.
Klara chatted as she drove, the roads were quiet and she moved quickly. I was a little nervous at first, but she seemed to know what she was doing. I was paying more attention than when she took me to the solicitors. I soon settled down. When we got to work, she told me she did not have time for our morning chat, as she was late as she had picked me up. But she would be here to take me home. As we walked into the hangar, she took my arm and said. "Thanks for not braking with your right leg every time we came to a junction, my ex used to do that."
"I didn't because there was no need, you were perfectly in control." She smiled at me. I went to my desk and changed because I was still in my cycling clothes. Sitting there at my desk I realised I missed our chat, they were not deep philosophical discussions, just chats about what we planned for the day, the weather, news, that sort of thing.
As soon as the canteen opened, I popped along and got her a Blueberry Muffin. I assumed she liked them as she had brought them for us when we started our morning chats. I went to her cleaning cubby hole, fortunately it was unlocked, I wanted to leave the muffin for her as a thank you. There was a small desk and a closed laptop. I placed the muffin there, that was when I saw there were a bunch of books about engineering design. And an open notebook with notes. I didn't read them.
Klara was waiting by the hangar door as I came out after we finished work. I was glad she was taking me home, it was still heaving down, it had not stopped raining all day. I had planned to take my work clothes home on a Friday to wash and then bring them back in on Monday, it would be easier in a car instead of a bicycle.
"So, my secret is out." She said as we drove out of the airfield.
"Is it a secret?" I asked.
"Not really, I just didn't want people to know in case I fail."
"Your secret is safe with me. I am not a designer but maybe I can help? I do have some experience on aeroplanes."
She glanced at me. "No poo Sherlock." She said with a smile. "I want to do this myself. If I can get a basic level, then the design office will put me through a course." She looked a bit glum. "I have to do this myself, the thing with my ex knocked my confidence, well that's what Kathy says, she's probably right."
"Why not university?"
"They are too broad a brush for what I want, and anyway I don't want to move away from here. Plus, I'm too old." She wasn't.
"How about you carry on but give me a shout if you need help."
"Harold in the design office has given me Ralph to mentor me. Only those two and now you know about it, well Mum, Dad and Aunt Kathy of course" I must have looked confused. "Kathy Braithwaite is my Auntie." She said.
That explains a lot.
Ralph was a nice lad, smart, intelligent, a bit younger than me, single. I had worked with him installing some modifications. He was alright. I felt a stab of jealousy. Strange.
We got to my house and I invited her in, she declined as she was going out tonight and was running late. "Maybe next time." She said. "And make sure you check your phone when it's raining."
Yes, I could hear Nurse Braithwaite in her voice.
I got in not looking forward to a quiet night in front of the television. I sorted out all the washing, all my shirts were white, underpants grey and socks black. That made sorting into colours easy. I bunged the shirts in first and set the machine going. Ho hum the life of a single man.
My phone rang and it was one of the lads from work asking if I wanted to go out for a beer. They had noticed I've been down all week but didn't have time to catch me before Klara took me home. I agreed to meet them in town. We went to the Old Vic, it was heaving. I had a good night, I relaxed a bit. It was getting near to time for me to go home, I was a lightweight these days. The lads suggested a kebab. Always a good idea after a shed load of beer! We were wandering past the Red Lion hotel when I saw Klara come out on the arm of a young man. We hadn't talked about relationships apart from our ex's, but it looked like she was having fun with him. That was good, it would be good for her to have fun.
Klara looked stunning. There was a lot of that red hair, it was all wavy and it bounced as she walked. I muttered 'bloody hell' to myself.
I managed not to throw up in the taxi on the way home. I got the kebab home all in one piece. Well mostly. I didn't spill it inside the taxi.
On Saturday morning there was a letter in the post from Mrs Trethowen telling me that she had received the signed divorce paperwork and Zoe had agreed to everything. I had a feeling her parents may have had something to do with that. Just twenty weeks to wait now. I marked it on the calendar. It made me feel sad again.
Well, I couldn't sit on my laurels. I had jobs to do. The grass had dried out enough for me to cut so I got on with that after I sent the lads a text thanking them for my hangover. The lawn mower engine sounded extra loud. I got the washing out, I got the car out of the garage, gave it a look over and a wash. I risked a quick drive to the supermarket to get some shopping and more beer. I just hope Nurse Braithwaite didn't see me.
The highlight of Sunday was a long phone call to my big sister explaining what happened between Zoe and me. She offered to come down and visit to look after me, but she would have to bring the children. I decided I could probably make it on my own. She knew I would say that as soon as she mentioned the children. The little tinker.
I had a good look at the weather forecast for the coming week. Rain on Wednesday but I'd make sure I've got my phone to hand.
The following week Klara and I settled into our routine. On Monday I asked her how her weekend went. She said it was good she met up with some family and old friends. She asked about mine. I told her I cut the grass and I had drunk too much on Friday. The rain didn't hit our little part of England until Thursday night. I was pre warned. Karla told me on Thursday morning she would pick me up on Friday morning. I was tempted to say, 'yes nurse', but I resisted.
I again asked her in for coffee when she got me home on Friday. I was just being polite.
Again, she declined but asked if she could pop round on Saturday afternoon because her Dad had done the copies of the wedding photographs for me and even managed to get similar frames. I told her that was fine.
I resisted the temptation of too much beer on Friday evening. Saturday morning I had a phone call from my sister telling me she was coming down to see me, in fact she was on her way and would be here in about two hours. I was tempted to tell her that I was going out, but she told me it was just her, the children were staying at home.
Phew, this will be an inspection to make sure I was living alright and the place hadn't turned into a drinking den. She turned up around midday and yes, she went round the house checking everything was clean and tidy. She bought a load of shopping, vegetables, healthy stuff like that. It didn't matter that I told her I was eating in the canteen at work, and I was getting at least five a day.
Klara hadn't told me what time she was coming, but I was not bothered. Just before four my sister decided it was time for her to go home. I walked her to her car, held the door open for her, gave her a hug, a kiss on the cheek and waved to her as she left. I didn't notice the car creeping up behind me and I jumped out of my skin when the horn went off. Bloody electric cars should be made to sound like internal combustion engines. I recognised the car as Aunt Nurse Kathy Braithwaite's, what do I call her?
It was Klara, I went and helped her out of the car she seemed a bit frosty. I offered her tea or coffee or something stronger like beer or wine. She took tea, that was good. She asked about the shopping that was on the kitchen worktop, pointing out that that seemed to be an awful lot for one man. Especially one who ate in the works canteen every day. I told her that my sister had just popped down to make sure I was okay and bought enough to feed the 5000. I was going to have to cook some of it and put it in the freezer. I asked her if she would like to take some kumquats home? She declined. I thought it strange after that she settled down, perhaps it was my joke about the kumquats. She did comment on how tidy the place was, and she assumed I'd done it because my sister was visiting. I did admit that I whipped around the place with a duster and a hoover before she got here, but it was getting a bit much. I was trying to work more overtime in the evening, and I had asked the boss if there's any Saturday work. My savings had taken a beating when I had given Zoe her half and I wanted to get the mortgage paid off. Plus, it will keep me busy and stop me drinking myself into oblivion on the weekend.
"I'm a professional cleaner, I could do it for you. I'm not very expensive."
"Define not very expensive?"
"How about I come round on Saturday, clean up for you and you cook me a Saturday evening meal. That way I can make sure you get at least one decent meal over the weekend. And not just eat kebabs. I heard about last weekend."
"Will you not be seeing your boyfriend?"
"What boyfriend? I don't have one. I told you, I'm off men."
"I saw you coming out to the Red Lion with a young chap. You seemed to be having fun, sorry I thought he was your boyfriend."
"No silly, that's my cousin, he's in the Royal Navy, he has just got back from his first sea cruise and he wanted to tell me all about it. He's a Wildcat helicopter pilot. A lot of our family are or were in the Navy."
"Oh, okay then, look as I've got all this food. How about I pay you one meal in advance, if you've got time?"
"That sounds like a good idea, and I can have a look round to see what I've got to do. It's one of those jobs if you keep on top of it, it doesn't take too long. I'll set up a rota and give each room a deep clean." The mood had considerably lightened in the last five minutes.
"Feel free to wander around, look at anything you want to. But I haven't made my bed yet."
She gave a little giggle. "There's nothing in your bedroom that I shouldn't see, is there?"
"No Zoe has taken her stuff with her; most of the drawers on the left-hand side of the bedroom are empty."
"I didn't mean that silly man, you don't have any pornographic magazines hidden under your pillow?"
I caught on. "No, all the porn I watch these days is on the Internet." A couple of thoughts raced through my mind. Fortunately, they stayed in my head and didn't make their way to my mouth.
The following Monday in our morning chat Klara told me she had mentioned to Harold of the design office that I had discovered her little secret, and that I was willing to help with practical examples. She pushed a note across the table. "Harold asked me to give you this."
I did wonder when she got time to chat to Harold.
I read the note. 'Excellent thank you. That will complement the theory. Concentrate on wiring at a basic level, bend radius, clearances and interaction between circuits. She is okay with structures and stress. You may find these books and websites interesting. H'
The two books mentioned turned up on my desk later that day. One of my office mates quipped. "Thinking of having your brain removed and becoming a designer." He got the finger. "Ralph dropped them off for you."
Things settled down, Klara and I got into a system. I would ride the bike to work most days and finish around half six. Some of our morning chats took place around aeroplanes as I explained some nuance to her. Klara would pick me up Friday morning so I could bring my washing home in her car at about four. The shirts would go in the washing machine and get set going, Klara would take them out Saturday whilst I was at work. I would work Saturday until about two-ish and Klara would be at my house when I got home, she had Zoe's old key, she would be washing my socks and underwear, cleaning and ironing my shirts. That was novel, ironed shirts I had never done that before. She would take my clean work clothes in her car Monday morning, and they would be hanging on my locker when I got in. I would cook dinner Saturday evening. Sometimes we would watch telly for a while or we would discuss her design work in the evening before she went home. A few times she would stay over in the spare room if she had had too much wine. A few times she came to shooting competitions with me. We both became very comfortable around each other.
Then it happened, it was always going to. We just didn't see it. Well, I didn't. I am not so sure about Klara.
I'd had my cast off for a week or so and my hand was still a little sore. I had been practising a lot with the air pistol. Work had been frustrating, and I was taking it out on a paper target. My cooking was particularly good that evening. Klara and I more than likely over imbibed on the wine. That is probably how it started. I do not like leaving dirty pots around, it was gone ten and we were washing the crockery, there wasn't much, and we were giggling like children. I was flicking soap suds at her when Klara dropped a plate on to my poorly hand. I swore, she grabbed hold of it and began gently massaging it.
She looked up into my face, she looked as if she was going to say 'sorry'. I don't know who started it. I don't know who kissed who first.
She let go of my hand and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in. I was feeling no pain. I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her tightly. She must have felt me, I was hard.
She eased herself back and I felt her hands on my belt. It was quickly undone. The kitchen was not the place for this. I picked her up in my arms. That put her face directly in front of mine. It is hard to walk when your arms are full, you are being kissed, you have a hard on and your trousers are falling down.
I made it to the sofa without incident.
There was no foreplay, I was hard, she was wet. We coupled hard and fast. I managed to hold out till she came, then I let go.
I rolled off of her, she followed and put her head on my shoulder.
I pulled the blanket from the back of the sofa and wrapped it around us. The dirty pots were forgotten.
It was the sunlight coming through the windows that woke me up.
When I opened my eyes, Klara was there looking at me.
Embarrassed, I disentangle myself from Klara and make my way to the kitchen. I put the kettle on for tea. I heard her go upstairs and into the spare room which had become her bedroom when she stayed over. A couple of minutes later she had come down and she had changed her clothes and sat opposite me, her hands round the mug of tea I had made. I had put bread in the toaster, it had popped up. But neither of us moved to get it.
Embarrassment hung in the air. The unspoken question, where do we go from here?
"That should not have happened. I'm sorry." I said.
"I'm not. I wanted to wait until your divorce was final before I came for you.
"I have always liked you. You were one of the few that would spend the time of day and chat to a lowly cleaner, you didn't try to look at my bum or boobs, you held the door open for me. I would have liked to get to know you better, but you were married, and I know the pain of cheating. After we had that chat that first Monday morning,
"I decided I would be there to help you, little did I know I will be helping myself. I know it's early on, but I have to admit I am falling for you."
I didn't want the added complication of a new relationship at the moment and I told Klara. I think she understood but then she surprised me.
"Do you love Zoe?"
"I don't know, I don't think she loves me, otherwise she would not have done what she did."
"May I suggest, if you don't know, then you don't." She tilted her head to one side slightly. "Do you love me?" What a question after what we had done last night, that could be lust.
I had to be honest. Bearing in mind what she had just said to me. "No, but I am very fond of you. I would hate to see you get hurt in any way.
"You are my best friend, and I look for ways to please you, help you and I take pleasure in making you happy and doing things for you. And I... I miss you when you're not here."
"Do you feel those things for Zoe now?"
"No, I used to, but not now."
"Does making me happy mean making love to me?"
I had to think about that because you don't take advantage of your best friend. So, I said just that. "I wouldn't want to take advantage of my best friend."
Klara got up, came round the table and sat on my lap. "My sweet man, I am taking advantage of you."
That was me being told.
We had to go out and find a pharmacist that was open on a Sunday because as neither of us had planned this, we had no protection, and we had things to do. Klara did not go home until Sunday evening, we were both worn out, there was a lot of talking as well.
Just before lunch on Monday the Ship of the Line known as Nurse Braithwaite burst into our office, she was heading for me, her main sails were clewed up, gun ports open, guns run out, I was her target.
"Show me your hand."
I meekly offered it, she took it and gently inspected it. "Your hand is fine, but if you hurt her, you will regret it." She said in a loud whisper, loud enough to be heard by most people.
She tacked about closing her gun ports and sailed out of the office.
I was not standing for that. It went quiet in the office as I stood up and followed in her wake.
The door to her small surgery was closed. I did not knock, I barged in closing the door energetically behind me. There was the Ship of the Line thinking she was safe in harbour. The cheeky Frigate heaved to, opened her gun ports and let her have a broadside. "Do you have a minute?" I did not give her a chance to answer. "DO NOT ever talk to me like that in public again. Your niece and I are mature adults with our own minds. We are embarking on a new relationship after both being hurt by people we loved and trusted. We are going to make mistakes, we will learn to get over those mistakes. We are going to hurt each other, we will learn from that and make up. I will never intentionally hurt her."



I calmed down a tad and lowered my voice. "I realise part of your remit is welfare and I can understand your concerns for Klara, but if you want to talk to me about your concerns there is a time and place. If you do that in public again, I will report you to HR."
I backed my foresail, filled the mainsail and left. I looked back as I left the surgery. Her mouth was hanging open. There were round shot holes in her hull, but nothing below the water line. I am sure she will be fully repaired and seaworthy within a few minutes. I left the door open as I walked away.
I turned the corner to see Klara leaning against a wall. "Well, that's let the cat out of the bag. I think most of the hangar heard that. Good job we didn't want to keep it quiet." She was smiling from ear to ear. "I didn't tell her by the way. I think she worked it out from the smile on my face."
Bugger, she answered my question before I asked it.
She held her hand out to me, I took it, and she pulled me towards her cleaners' cubbyhole. Pulling me inside, she closed the door, locked it and pushed me against it. "You're sexy when you're angry, I might like to see that later, but for now I need something." Her hand was on my belt.
"No, not here."
"Yes, here, now."
I had little choice.
I pulled out after she came, we had no protection. She finished me with her mouth. She must have tasted herself. Zoe would never have done that. That was another new thing I had learned in the last few days. Klara would do many things Zoe would not.
When she had finished with me, we decided now that it was out in the open, we would go to lunch together. In the canteen we headed towards my office work mates, the hangar lads gave me a thumbs up as we passed. As we sat down one of my office mates said. "At bloody last."
"What, you knew?"
"Of course we did you daft bugger. We probably knew before you did. We saw it when you saw her come out of the Red Lion with that bloke, your face fell. You couldn't take your eyes off her, mind you nor could we, she scrubs up well. She was stunning."
"That was my cousin, that dress was nothing special."
I leaned in and whispered, although I am sure some of the others heard. "If that was nothing special, I can't wait for something special." She blushed.
It was mid afternoon when Nurse Braithwaite came in, she cruised down the office. She got to my desk, placed a packet of chocolate hobnobs on my desk. "I am told you like these. Sorry." With that she turned and cruised out.
The office was silent. It didn't stop them helping themselves to my biscuits as soon as I opened them.
In our chat the following morning Klara told me her Auntie got told off by Harold.
"Harold, you mean design office Harold?"
"Yes, Uncle Harry, they're married. They met when Uncle Harold was an Engineering Officer in the Navy."
"But they have different surnames and they never hang around together at company parties."
"She kept her maiden name for her nursing career and you never saw them get together at the end of the evening, you had probably too much beer and too wrapped up with Zoe to notice."
Bloody hell.
Although my hand was mended, if the weather was fine I would use the bicycle. On Friday's Klara would pick me up and take me into work and bring me and my washing home and stay the weekend. I hadn't met her parents, and I did wonder what they thought of their daughter going out with a married man who was not yet divorced. Nurse Brathwaite didn't give me any indications.
Klara and I had been together for about six weeks when I had a surprise visit from my estranged wife. I had heard she moved back in with her parents and sister about thirty miles away, I was taking little interest. I introduced Klara as my cleaner because I was working so much. I'm not sure so he believed me, I don't care.
As Klara went upstairs, she made a quip about finding my bondage stuff.
When Zoe left, I went straight upstairs to find Klara in my bed wearing black stockings and a smile. "I thought you might need cheering up a little. I couldn't find your bondage gear though."
"That's because I haven't got any."
"That's a pity I might like to try that." I had an idea, I went and fetched the belt off my bathrobe and tied her hands behind her back and gently laid her on her back and then cheered myself up tasting her love juices. I made her scream with pleasure. There may be something in this bondage lark after all.
We were cuddling in that post coital glow when Klara said to me. "I couldn't help but overhear that Zoe was not very adventurous. I take it you wanted to be more adventurous than she was in the bedroom."
"I'd rather not talk about what Zoe and I did. That's in the past."
She got up on one elbow and looked at me. "No, we need to learn from our mistakes in the past. My ex told me I was not adventurous enough, I don't think that's true, I think that was just an excuse. I would try most things he asked to do, not all of them. I don't intend to lose you because I'm not adventurous enough. So come on spill the beans, was she adventurous, was it a problem?"
"She wasn't adventurous, but it wasn't a problem, I got plenty and I loved her, I was happy with her. Yes, I wanted to do a bit more but if she didn't want to do things that would make her unhappy, I didn't do them. It didn't bother me."
"Would you have liked to tie her up like you did me just now?"
"It wasn't something either of us really thought about until your little joke, it was fun. I'd like to try that again. Did you do it with your ex?"
"No, but I wish we had, that was completely different. I could do that again as well." She put her head on one side as she has the cute way of doing. "In fact, we might have to look into it some more. I felt very good, I had no control, you could do what you like to me I just had to lay there and enjoy it, and I did. Anyway, I might want to tie you to the bed sometime and have my wicked way with you."
"Oh I think that might be fun." I said smiling.
"Look, we should make a list of things we want to try, and not just in the bedroom. A sort of to-do list."
"OK two to-do lists, one bedroom, one non bedroom."
"Now let's be clear, two to-do lists, one sexy, one for normal life, a way forward for us."
"You're in this for the long haul aren't you?" I asked her.
"Yes, don't be surprised if some leap year I don't ask you to marry me, I intend to be with you until one of us passes on."
That was a bit heavy for me, so I changed the subject.
"Is there anything you wouldn't consider?"
"Yes, but let's put them all out there and talk about things. I would hate to say in a few years' time 'I didn't ask cos I didn't think you'd go for it'."
So that was it, a sex to do list, that should be fun. I had a competition the next day, Klara came with me, but she spent some time sitting in a corner scribbling on a bit of paper. I did some scribbling too in between shooting slots. My shooting was rubbish, my mind kept wandering. On the way home Klara asked me if I had finished my list. I told her it was close enough but might need expanding as we learned about each other. She agreed and she had done hers as far as she could for now. We decided on Chinese takeaway for tea.
We were still eating when Klara said. "Come on, let's see your list."
"What can't you wait till we have finished eating?"
"No, I nearly took it out of your pocket on the drive home, come on, this is so exciting." Her whole face was glowing.
I slid it across to her, she snatched it up and started reading. "Tie up games, toys." She looked at me. "Do you mean vibrators and stuff like that?"
"Yeh, part of tie up games."
She carried on reading. "Sexy underwear, cosets, catsuits. Catsuits!"
"Honor Blackman, Diana Rigg, the Avengers in leather, especially the catsuits."
"I'm not sure we could run to leather. Do you have any other materials?"
"I don't know. Maybe Latex? PVC. Shiny. I like shiny things."
"What colours?"
"Well black obviously that goes with everything, purple, red, bold colours. No green or pink."
"I suppose you'll want thigh length boots next."
I reached across the table. Took the piece of paper off her, took my pen out and added thigh length boots to the list.
"See, it's a living document." I said.
"No anal, I thought all men liked bum play?"
"Zoe and I did talk about that, but it never really attracted me. There's a perfectly good receptacle right next door, what about you and your ex?"
She looked down. "He wanted to, I didn't, that may have been part of the problem."
I changed the subject. "Right, let's see your list."
She pushed her piece of paper across to me "There might be some things on there that surprise you."
There was, I kind of was not surprised about the bondage but, she put explanations and added notes. Next to bondage she had put ropes, leather handcuffs, gags, blindfolds and positions closing with a question mark. She had obviously thought more about this than I had. Toys, vibrators, whips, spanking. Now this one did surprise me. Doing it outside, the risk of getting caught. But she did not want to be caught. 'Difficult one for you,' she had added as a note. Anal, she had anal on her list. I felt she put it on her list because that was part of the problem with her ex.
"That was one of the things I wouldn't do with him probably because he wanted to hurry it." She replied when I asked why it was on the list.
"I had a talk with Aunt Kathy about it when he asked to do it, her being a nurse, you know. She told me to be clean, use lubrication and no bigger than what comes out that is uncomfortable when you start and then work up."
"What! Are you going to measure your poop and my man parts? Do you want to borrow my micrometer?"
"No, don't be dirty, what's one of those?" She knows exactly what a micrometer is.
"Are you just taking the piss, or was it poo?" I asked her giggling.
"Anyway, your willie is much bigger than my poo."
"Way too much information, but I am glad about that."
Klara said to me quietly. "I think he slept with my best friend because I was not adventurous enough for him. I'm not letting you get away just because I won't do a bit of bum play."
"I'm not particularly interested in bum stuff, as we've already found there are other ways to play." I looked at her. "Did you want to try bum stuff?"
"Don't know, I wasn't keen on it. But thinking about it we might give it a try, just to see if we like it, as long as we work up slowly."
That seemed to draw discussion to a close, there was the other to-do list we had to make. About our future, I was more scared about that one than I was this one we had just done. What did I want from this relationship with Klara?
We had finished eating by then, there were no pots to wash as we had been eating from the cartons. She picked up our lists. "Where should we put these for safekeeping? We don't want the cleaner to find them, would we now." She giggled. She took them, folded them up and put them in her handbag.
"I think we need to go shopping next weekend for some adventure facilitators, know what I mean?" She said.
I did, I smiled and nodded. She carried on. "It looks like we've got some research to do before next Saturday. It's not something you can do at work, and you work late most nights so I will do it at home. There is no chance Mum or Dad will look at my laptop."
"Okay seems like a plan. You had better fully brief me on Friday and we can spend Saturday and Sunday shopping."
"Oh no, Sunday is out, you're coming to Sunday lunch. It's time you met my Mum and Dad."
Bugger, I knew it would have to happen sometime. But after we went shopping I was hoping for a little play time and a bit of experimentation, if you know what I mean. I was already conjuring up ideas of mixing the to-do lists. Corsets and bondage seemed to go well, as did the tie up games and outside. I'm certain that would definitely get her wound up. It'll have to be the following weekend, again bugger.
That week passed slowly. In our morning chats, I would ask her how her research is going. All she told me was she had found a shop about fifty miles away that looked like it would probably cater for all of our needs. It had a big Internet presence, and they have several shops around the country. They did not look seedy, she had done a drive by on Google Earth. The shops were not located in rundown areas, they're on the main High Street. But that was all she would tell me.
She was getting more and more excited as the week went on.
Thursday evening she showed me some things she thought we might like to look at. They seemed interesting.
I thought Friday night might be a to-do list night. I decided to do a BBQ, burn some steaks over some charcoal, but I left it a bit late and it was almost dark by the time I nearly finished. I had turned the security lights on permanently so I could see what I was doing for the last couple of minutes. Klara was getting a little bit grumpy at me, good that was my plan. I asked her to bring me a plate outside, she did. I slipped back indoors and turned the security light off. I heard her swear, I was quickly behind her. I took the plate out of her hand and laid it on the table. She started to complain. I put one hand over her mouth and very quickly put my other hand under her skirt and into her knickers. She struggled for a little bit, then she stopped when she realised what I was doing. She opened her legs slightly so I could get better access. I took my hand away from her mouth. "You naughty man you've planned this haven't you?"
"Yes of course I have, you know I'm not that inept, now shut up and enjoy the ride "
"Yes Sir."
She hung on to the table, I moved my fingers around, she wasn't wet yet. I played around her lips. That got her moist, she eased her legs further apart to give me better access. It wasn't long before I had a lot of moisture, a couple of strokes across her clitoris, she shuddered. I repeated my actions and then I whispered into her ear. "Don't move too much, or the security lights will come on." I felt her shudder even more. They wouldn't, I'd turned them off at the switch.
"Oh my God, oh my God I'm going to come, please stop, this is naughty somebody will see us or somebody will hear us."
"I can do something about that." I said and put my hand back over her mouth. I shot my fingers in as hard as I could and moved them rapidly backwards and forwards. I was glad she was holding on to the table. Her whole body shook as she orgasmed. I felt her legs give way, it was a good job I had my hand under her. I took my hand from her mouth and held her around her waist to hold her up. She slowly regained her senses. All I heard her say was. "The steaks are going to be ruined now. But as that was fantastic, I forgive you for burning dinner."
"Oh ye of little faith, I put the lid on. I planned this, they should be absolutely perfect by now." They were, it didn't take long to finish dinner. There were no soap suds flicking in the washing up that night. No sooner had the last plate been put away when she grabbed my hand and dragged me upstairs, just a woman showing her love to her man every way she knew. She used her mouth and pussy. She sat astride me and we have both just come. Looking down at me she said. "I... I think we should do that again sometime, that was fantastic."
"Yes, I'm a pretty good cook on the BBQ, aren't I?" I said smiling.
She slapped me playfully "No you bounder, the outside stuff." She slid off and lay next to me, we were soon asleep.
We were up early on Saturday. She had the route planned. She was definitely getting into this. We got to the shop, and she was right it wasn't seedy. We walked in and started browsing. There were a couple of shop assistants, a young girl and a young man. After about ten minutes the young man came up and asked us if we were okay. We told him we were still browsing, he offered to help any way he could. It felt really strange for me to be asked by a man about that sort of stuff. Klara didn't seem to mind.
On the drive up we talked about what we wanted from the visit to the shop. I just wish I could have afforded all the things we had seen online that we wanted. We had decided for the tie up games, metal handcuffs might be quick and easy for the spontaneity. Rope might be good and not expensive. Leather cuffs, good ones, were quite expensive especially from what I'd seen online.
Klara told me she had some ideas on catsuits and had seen a couple of corsets she liked on the website. I was getting worried about my bank balance. I mentioned some of the items might have to be a long-term planned purchase due to the state of my funds. For a few seconds it got icy in the car and then she said to me. "You've let me live in your house, you fed me, you buy me little presents. You're trying to earn as much money as you can to pay Zoe off and get the mortgage down to a reasonable level. You pay what you can, and I will pay the rest. It's a thing we have to share. I don't pay Mum and Dad for rent or food, so all my money I get paid is mine. I only go out with you, so I save most of it. So let this be a treat from me to you. I want to do this for you, for us."
I decided there and then what we purchased, we would split the cost between us, because she might wear it. But it'll be for me and hopefully we would both reap the benefits, if it took a couple of months longer to pay off the mortgage, so be it.
We selected some rope and handcuffs, that was quite simple, the rope felt soft. Klara wanted a blindfold and a gag. The blindfold was easy, she saw a soft leather one where the nose poked through. She lifted it up to her face to try it, then she whispered to me. "I have just found I like the smell of leather. We might have to add that to the to-do list."
For the gag we shied away from the penis and pump-up gags. She settled on a ball gag but wasn't sure what size. The young girl assistant approached us and guessed we were unsure of what size so she helped us out and we took a medium size bright red one, she also suggested a soft leather cleave gag. The girl looked at me and said. "Fit you as well." She gently laughed as she walked away.
We made our way to the underwear section. Klara waved the young girl over and told her she had seen a couple of corsets online and as she was wearing a bodystocking, could she try them on. That was news to me. I didn't see her put the body stocking on this morning.
Klara told me to go and look elsewhere. She wanted what she got to be a surprise. I wandered off but kept an eye on the changing room. I saw the assistant come back out. She looked at me, smiled and kept whatever she had in her hands covered up.
Klara came out of the changing room beaming, clutching two bags. I hadn't wasted my time. I asked the young man his advice on vibrators, the young lady joined us, and she agreed with his recommendations. We just got a fairly simple one to experiment with but has suggestions for future purchases. I had a feeling they were a couple by the way they interacted.
I was sure we were finished, and I was about to get my debit card out when Klara pointed to a small finger vibrator in a cabinet, it was next to a bunch of butt plugs. When Klara asked to see the small vibrator, I did not see where this was going. I think the shop couple did. I certainly did now. The finger vibrator, a butt plug and some lubrication went into the pile of goodies. Klara crept up on it, I think she wanted to keep the bum play option open.
Whilst Klara had been in the changing room, I had a chat about what I planned. He recommended a couple of remote-control vibrators. That would fit nicely into doing it in public, well not actually having sex but teasing her in public. I brought it and asked him not to mention it as I wanted it to be a surprise. Two can play at that game. It felt strange talking to a stranger about my plans. He did suggest a 'safe word' in case things got out of hand. We already had one. He understood my reason for secrecy, and when Klara suggested those remote-control vibrators, he steered her away. The female assistant gave him a funny look, I saw him wink at her. Klara missed all that.



I was hoping for a fashion show when I got home, I was disappointed and got told to wait. We did see if the handcuffs fitted round the bed head. They did. And I discovered that I liked having my cock sucked by my girlfriend with her hands cuffed behind her back. No idea why that would be so nice, it was bloody kinky.
Klara insisted the Sunday lunch to meet her parents was informal, so just trousers, shirt and shoes were fine. But she looked gorgeous in a pretty flowered flouncy sundress. I put a tie on to catch up. She drove telling me her Dad would probably want a chat over a beer and not to worry, probably just the normal 'What are your intentions towards my daughter?' sort of stuff.
Bugger, I liked this woman a lot and I wish I had it clear in my head what my intentions were. I was still married and a little wary of relationships. Klara did not seem to have that worry.
I was surprised when we turned towards the town centre and not towards Brookdown where her folks lived. I was even more surprised when we turned into the Toby Carvery restaurant. I was not the sort of place I thought her parents would use. However I had never met them. Never mind the food was good, plentiful and the beer acceptable.
As we walked to the entrance she hung on to me tightly. When we got in, I found out why. Her whole family was there. I recognised two of them standing in a huddle. She said to me. "We have a family get together here every six months or so. If I had told you, you would have run away." She was correct.
The two people I recognised disengaged themselves from the group they were talking to and headed towards us. They started Line astern, but Nur... Aunt Kathy soon moved to Line abreast of Uncle Harold, both had their arms wide with Kathy heading towards me. I could not move. I felt I was grounded, like I was stuck on a sandbank. Kathy enveloped me in her arms. She whispered in my ear. "Don't worry, you have allies, and they are not a bad bunch." She kissed me on the cheek. A kiss from Nurse Braithwaite. Bloody hell. She disengaged and hugged Klara.
Harold held his hand out, I took it. He clasped me on shoulder. "You're doing a fine job showing her the difficulties of working with bad designs, we should do more of that. Can you pop and see me tomorrow afternoon? I have arranged a late start for you, you might need it after Klara's Dad has finished with you. Now come and meet Frank, Sally and the rest of the mob."
I had a feeling that was a demonstration to the family that these two approved of our relationship.
I was introduced to the family including Brian who was the Royal Navy Wildcat pilot and his girlfriend, it was her first time meeting the family. I felt for her.
It was a bit hectic, most of the family were fine. Klara's grandparents were a bit standoffish when they found out I was still married. I saw Sally have a word with them and they got better. Frank brought me a Greene King IPA, saying. "It's a good session beer, I have something a little better when we get home." I just had the hint it was an implied instruction instead of an invite that I could turn down. That was fine by me. It was the talk I was expecting to have with him at some time, just not yet.
We finished lunch, bid our farewells and Klara followed her parents' home. She seemed to think things went well, but realised the interesting bit was about to come.
It was a nice house, and as soon as we entered Frank asked me If I would like a proper beer. Without waiting for an answer, he gently eased me out the back door and headed towards a shed. "I brew my own. I have a very nice Old Conkerwood that has turned out well. It's a dark beer, a bit nutty. I think you'll like it."
He poured me a glass, and I had a sip. It was nice, a creamy, nutty flavour. This was obviously his man cave, a couple of tatty but comfortable armchairs, a few books and some woodworking tools, a computer and massive printer. He sat opposite me and started. "You two are adults, but that does not stop me worrying. Klara is a few years off thirty, I am guessing you are similar?"
I nodded. "Thirty next year actually." I told him.
"Klara had told us you are helping her with her studies and some of your background, awaiting the final divorce. But not why you are getting divorced. Is there any chance you will reconnect with your wife?"
"None at all." I then explained the full story of what happened. I left nothing out. He now knew more than Klara did, only because it did not come up with her. He laughed when I said there was Rosemary in my preparation and that Gerald would have smelt nice if he had not mucked himself. I told him I was happy for him to share with Sally, but no further.
"Wow, well that put my mind at rest about that question." He leaned forward and looked me square in the face, in a deep penetrating voice, he said. "How do you feel about my daughter, do you love her?" He did not pull any punches, his bluntness was a shock, I felt I was being raked from stem to stern, cannon balls were travelling the length of my body.
I took a long drink of my beer, gathered myself and told him exactly the answer that I gave Klara when she asked that very question last week.
When I finished, he smiled and said. "Sounds pretty close to me, but after you told me why you are getting divorced, I can understand your position."
He took my empty glass and refilled it. Handing me the glass he said to me. "My daughter loves you. She will not hurt you."
"Zoe loved me."
"I don't know your wife, but you don't do that to someone you love."
"I think she was swayed by an evil man. She should have been honest, stronger and not so stupid."
Frank paused and leaned forward in his chair as he looked at me and said. "Klara has been hurt by a man she loved and trusted, and she trusts you. You won't let her down, will you?"
"Frank, I have forty years before I get to my three-score year and ten, hopefully a bit more than that. Things change. How I feel about Klara will depend a lot on what she does, we will both change, we can only guess what is around the corner. But I promise you I will never cheat on her or lie to her. I like her a lot, she is my best friend, and we have both suffered too much for me to do that to her."
I looked at him, I could see him thinking. I took a long pull at my beer. It was nearly gone. It was really very good. I might have to start making my own.
"Good lad, I could not wish for a better friend for my daughter." He held his hand out for my beer glass. "Let me top that up and go and join the ladies." Interview over, he was smiling.
When we got to the living room Sally looked up and said to nobody in particular. "Must have gone well, he let Richard bring a pint of beer indoors."
I sat down next to Klara. Frank looked at Sally and said. "He'll be alright." Sally smiled as if that said everything. We chatted about work and what Frank did. He was an accountant and Sally worked as a local pharmacist. I was asked how I thought Klara's learning was going? I told them I thought she had a knack for design. She had picked up on several not bad, but poorly designed things I'd show her in aircraft. She admitted she could have designed better but the cost might have been prohibitive. I had finished my beer. Frank looked at me and said. "You seem to like that one. I've got several more you should try. You can stay the night if you wish." Well, that was a surprise indeed.
Sally piped up. "Klara has a double bed in her room. All we ask is that you keep the noise down." I didn't need to look at Klara to feel the embarrassed heat from her face.
"No thanks Mum, that's very nice, but I've got work early in the morning and I've got to take Richards's work clothes with me. If you don't mind, we'll pop off now." I think she wanted to get out of there.
We went to the front door and said their farewells. I've got a hug and a kiss off Sally. A handshake and a smile from Frank. They stood and watched us as we drove away. Glancing at me out of the corner of her eye Klara said to me. "Was it bad?"
"No, pretty much what I expected. I told him the full story behind my divorce, I even told him some things that I haven't told you yet. I said he could tell your Mum but no further. He did ask one question that threw me. He straight out asked me if I loved you." I heard her gasp." I told him exactly what I told you last week, he seemed content with that."
She sighed with relief. "That's good. You will have to tell me the full story one day."
"Oh, there's not much more, just that I threatened him with a butcher's carving knife and an air pistol of mine that looks real. I tripped him up as he went out the back door and then threw a handful of salt, pepper, mustard powder into his face so he couldn't see and then I'll beat the shit out of him. Oh, there was Rosemary in my concoction as well. That's really the only extra bits." Previously I just told her we had a fight over Zoe. The rest didn't seem important.
We got home and as we walked up the path to the front door Klara took my hand and said. "I hope you haven't had too much of Dad's home brew, it can be quite strong."
"Yes it was very nice I might have to do that myself, but I only had a couple. I was hoping we might have an early evening. You know, we went shopping yesterday and we might like to try some of our new acquisitions."
She walked into the lounge, put a hand up and stopped me where I was. "That's good because I was thinking the same thing." She reached up behind her back and I heard the zip go down, she eased the dress off his shoulders onto the floor. She was wearing a stunning purple satin Basque with stockings. She ran her hands down her body over the corset.
She turned, looked at me and said. "This is very comfortable. I might have to wear it more often." With that she walked upstairs looking over her shoulder. I was not far behind. We got to the bedroom. She stood at the bottom of the bed and held her hands up over her head and turned round showing me how stunning she looked. It was hard not to grab hold of her and throw her on the bed. That was when I realised she wasn't wearing any knickers. She looked at me and said. "If you like what you see, I think you should reward me and you know how much I like your tongue."
She pointed between her legs, I walked up to her and got on my knees and I did as she bid me. She tasted fantastic. She was late for work in the morning, and I was glad I had a late start. I got in at about 10:30.
I did pop and see Harold.
Over the next couple of weeks, we experimented with most of the toys we got that day. We both wore the handcuffs, she admitted she liked being in charge occasionally but preferred to be one restrained and teased. On that first night when I saw her raise her hands over her head had given me an idea and a hook appeared in the ceiling in the corner where one might hang a houseplant. It was quite a substantial hook. I also put two hooks in the end of a strong broom handle. The spreader had many uses. When we can afford it, I will replace the hooks with leather cuffs.
We also both found out that the small finger vibe up the bum on full power is not uncomfortable with a bit of lubrication.
But I think Klara's favourite was me controlling the remote-control vibrator while she wandered around the back garden. Our house was on a bend in the road and if our neighbours hung far enough out of their bedroom windows, they might just see her with her hands tied behind her back so she couldn't take the vibrator out.
Three weeks after our visit to the adult shop a latex catsuit turned up. She spent some time with her hands attached to the spreader bar high over her head as I gave her body a good polish with rubber shine, and I polished everywhere. That was the first time I had to use the ball gag in earnest. We had used it before as part of our games, but that night it was essential if we didn't want the whole street to know what was happening. Klara told me later that whilst she was in the changing room she got the female assistant to measure her and order her a cat suit in latex, the crafty minx. I loved it
The following month she came back from shopping with a pair of leather thigh length boots. She can be quite a convincing dominatrix, fortunately she wore them a lot when she wasn't in charge. They looked fantastic with the latex catsuit and the black satin corset. When she was in charge, she didn't use the ball or leather cleave gag, she just undid the crotch of her catsuit and sat on my mouth. I didn't mind, I do like the way she tastes down there when she is excited.
We played a lot, I tried hard to find ways to fulfil her 'outside' risk on her to-do list. One lunchtime we did not go to the canteen, but the library, it was empty. She was a designer by now and she no longer had her cubby hole we could use. Early mornings when it was my turn to unlock, we would play in the hangar. One Friday I tied her hands over her head in a large military transport aircraft and teased her. We heard a door bang, worried about being caught. I quickly released her. She was on the edge of coming. She grabbed hold of me and kissed me hard and said. "You need to finish what you started; I will get you back for that." She was not happy with me.
She told me in the canteen at lunchtime something had come up and she could not take me home that evening and I would have to find my own way. One of the hangar lads offered to drop me at the end of my road as he was visiting his Mum and not going straight home. I felt something was afoot. I was not wrong, when I went in the front door a dream goddess was there, a dominatrix goddess. Klara was wearing her latex catsuit, thigh boots, black satin corset and leather over the elbow gloves. Her makeup was smokey with dark red lipstick. Her hair framed her face. I was rapidly very hard and uncomfortable down there. She glided up to me and gave me a toe curling kiss. When she stepped back I realised she had handcuffed my hands behind my back. Bugger this would be her revenge for this morning, I was not sure I was looking forward to it.
The next thing I knew my trousers and underpants were round my ankles. She had me step out of them and removed my shoes and socks at the same time. Taking hold of my cock she led me up to our bedroom. The handcuffs were replaced by rope but still secured behind my back, rope is much more comfortable than metal handcuffs to lay on. I was soon naked with hands secured behind my back and legs tied to the bottom of the bed. She put the finger vibe up my bum on a quarter power, I could just feel it. That was nasty. She teased, she sucked and stopped just as I was about to erupt. Then she would do it again, after a few of those she moved up my body and lowered herself onto me, squeezed her muscles whilst moving up and down slowly. I would have been screaming but for the leather cleave gag in my mouth, that is not quite right, I was screaming, just that nothing was coming out.
I closed my eyes so she stopped moving. I felt her take the gag out and lowered her pussy onto my mouth telling me if I got her off, then she would let me come.
I did my very best.
She shuddered with her orgasm, lifted herself off my mouth, put the gag back in and slid down my body. She took me in her mouth, I was almost there, and she pulled off. I looked down at her, her black leather gloved hand was around my cock. I was trying to thrust up, but she was not letting me. She gently licked the end of my cock then looked at me through her hair and said. "I lied; you really need to finish what you start in the future." I nodded frantically. I do not know how long she teased me, but she did let me come deep inside her. I think I fainted. I woke up unrestrained with Klara naked beside me. I started something and finished it properly that morning.
The next time we heard a door bang in the hangar whilst she was restrained, I finished what I started. I think she came harder when that happened, I think it was the greater risk of being caught.
True to her word, the day my divorce was final she turned up with a small van full of the rest of her belongings, most of her stuff had made its way to my house by then anyway and she was here most of the time. Frank and Sally were there to help her. Before they left, they gave me a bottle of chilled champagne and a punnet of strawberries. "This is what we did on our first night after we got married, it's not the same but we are sure you get the meaning." They looked upon us as a married couple. From that day on they called me 'son'.
Two years later, on the 29th February Klara approached me, got down on one knee and pulled a small box out from behind her. I put my finger to her lips, got down on one knee as well and pulled a box from my pocket. We opened them at the same time and both said. "Yes." at the same time. We were married six weeks later. I had already booked it.
The twins, Katherine and Frank came along nearly a year later, which slowed us down a bit. Handcuffs, remote vibrators, leather catsuit and thigh boots were relegated to the bedroom for a while unless the twins were visiting the Grandparents.
We settled into a comfortable life. There were lots of smiles and laughs in our house, some tears occasionally, life is not always fair. We just faced up to the problems and got over them.
I would get a birthday card from Zoe every year, it always said. 'I am sorry. Love Zoe' and at Christmas a card that said. 'Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to you both. I hope you are both well'. After the twins came along it changed from 'both' to 'all'. Somehow, she was finding out about us, it was no secret what was happening in our lives. Klara asked after the first Christmas card if I minded her replying, I did not. I think Klara felt sorry for her.
We bumped into Zoe's sister a few months after our wedding. She told us that Zoe had married a nice chap. We asked her to pass on our best wishes. As she left, she turned to us and said. "Zoe will not make the same mistake again."
I thought to myself 'I'm glad she did'.
The years were good to us, true we worked and played hard, but it was worth it. Klara had a knack for designing and talking to people. She became chief designer. I managed to get to the position of Engineering Director, but I still took time to show new designers around aircraft.
Klara was in the hospital bed, her heart was giving out. I was holding her hand. "We never did get to use that butt plug did we?" The smile still lit up her face.
"It's a bit late now." I said.
"Never mind, as you said, a perfectly good designed receptacle next door. Surprised we didn't wear that out though, we used it a lot."
"Yeah, it was fun. Sorry I didn't last as long last month, but you tasted as sweet as ever."
"Hey, don't knock yourself, it wasn't bad for someone just over their four-score year and ten. And it was just what I wanted, your love was the best pain killer ever."
"Dad, you didn't?" Our daughter sat in the other chair. Our son just sat there with his mouth wide open.
"Oh, he did." Klara looked at them and smiled.
Looking back at me in her soft voice she said. "But now it's time my sweetheart, I can feel it coming. See you soon, but take your time, don't rush to join me."
She gave my hand a gentle squeeze, then let her last breath go. The machine alarms went off and our daughter sat there crying. I didn't. I would be seeing Klara soon because my time was coming as well and we would be together again.
Richard and Klara
Some nautical notes.
'Clew up' to furl (a square sail) by gathering its clews up to the yard by means of clew lines to keep the sails away from the flaming detritus when the guns are fired.
'Heave to' balancing the wind in the sails so a sailing ship remains stationary.



Rake from Stem to Stern' To fire lengthways into a ship's exposed and least protected front and rear, usually causing massive damage down the ship's length.
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There are very few new things in the LW category, just reworks of similar themes. This is no different. There is nothing new here so please just enjoy the story. It is not real, it is fiction.
I was not sure which category to put this in, there is a wife who thinks about cheating, so that seems about the closest.
I needed Christine to feel extra good about herself. So I used the events in 'Wife Plans Impropriety'. You may recognise some characters from that story.
This is about poor communication. At least Julia and Alan had learned to talk to one another.
People are flawed, they make mistakes. If we were all perfect, there would be far fewer stories.
This is a story where the husband cannot make his wife listen to what he is saying. The threat is genuine if she carries on.
What does it take to make her listen?
I was in a quandary in this story, do I make it RAAC or BTB. It came down to whether I like the characters.
Christine and Stan.
James and Karen. Children.
Carol and Mark. Friends.
Debbie. Stan's former secretary.
Mandy. HR.
Derek and Suzie.
I didn't see it coming and I really should have!
Suitcase, Stan and divorce papers
I walked towards my car pulling my suitcase for my weekend away. My husband, Stan, was standing by my car holding the door open. He did not look happy, but he stood tall and proud, I had forgotten how good looking he was. In fact, he might have lost a bit of weight recently, why hadn't I noticed that before? Never mind, I'll find out more when I get back. I felt a pang of guilt with what I was planning to do. If he had smiled, I would have probably changed my mind. But I deserved this after all I had done for us. I got to him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. I reminded him I would be back Sunday morning at about eleven. It was Friday today.
He held his hand up the way he does, he was quite methodical, he was going to count things off on his fingers.
"Christine, you might need some more petrol depending on where you're going, you only have a third of a tank."
He never calls me Christine unless I've done something wrong!
And that was strange, he knew where the spa was that I was going to. It was 50 miles away, I had enough to get there, and back as well.
He started counting things off his fingers. "I've checked the oil, tyres, water, brake fluid. The condoms and the divorce paperwork are on the passenger seat if you go ahead with this."
What the fuck did he just say? I looked at him. He carried on. "I've not signed the divorce paperwork. The signed one is at the spa you told me you were going to for the weekend."
I dropped my suitcase and fell onto it. "Shit, shit, FUCK, FUCK." I started crying. This was going to be foolproof.
He didn't help me up. He always helped me, not this time. He put his finger under my chin and lifted it so I was looking at him straight in the eyes through my tears. "Well, that got your attention at last, that's the first time you have really listened to me in about three months, so I hope you're crying for the loss of your marriage, not your weekend away with Derek. I don't think he'll be there anyway, his wife has a copy of the photographs. They're in the divorce package, not that I need them. But I want your family and friends to know why I'm divorcing you."
That certainly got my attention, what the hell was he talking about. What photographs?
I was not planning on having sex with Derek. Oh I knew he would try, but I would stop it, wouldn't I?
Stan just walked back to our house. I scrambled across the car, on the passenger seat there was an envelope. I picked it up and underneath it were several condom packets. I ripped open the envelope and there were the photographs. Me and Derek were holding hands across a table, there were date and time stamps, it was lunchtime, I remembered it was Derek and me in a hotel restaurant. I don't remember holding hands. Then there was another one from when I went out last week with Carol, my best friend.
But who took these photos and how did Stan get them?
I had not mentioned that Derek was at the hotel when I went out with Carol.
Oh bugger. Should I warn Derek? No, if I was going to salvage my marriage, I would have no contact with him. That would be difficult, we worked together. I would have to sort that out Monday.
I sat there in the car looking at the divorce petition, it didn't say much, you don't need a reason these days. There was a post-it note stuck to the top sheet. "The condoms are so you don't catch anything. You don't know where Derek has been. His wife tells me you're not the first." I got out of the car and walked back indoors dragging my suitcase with me.
As I got to the front door Stan came out, he had his rugby club blazer and tie on.
"I'm going to the club, there's a committee meeting and there are some membership issues to sort out. I'll stop for a few pints to give you time to think. I'll be home in about two hours. You better have a damn good excuse for what you had planned to do, or not be here, and at the moment I don't care which." That comment hurt me. He walked towards the car and closed the door that I left open. And without looking at me he walked away, he still had a slight limp.
The Rugby Club.
Meanwhile, Derek had been summoned to a rugby club committee meeting, it was implied that he was receiving something. Derek turned up and made his way to the committee room. He thought he would just have time to fit this in before he drove to the spa hotel to meet Stan's wife. Just the two nights would be good, it should give him enough time, with a bit of help, to finish his seduction. But if he could have more of her after the weekend, that would be better. She was a fine looking woman, and his boss. He would have to be discreet. Stan was a big man and not stupid, that was part of the fun of it.
When he got to the club there was a single chair in front of the committee table. The Chairman, the General, as he liked to be known, well, because he was a retired General, indicated for Derek to sit down. All the committee members were already seated including Stan, Derek smiled inwardly to himself.
Then he thought to himself that this did not look like a presentation.
The General was sitting in the middle, Derek sat down, he started to feel uncomfortable. The General harrumphed and said. "Mr. Wilson you know, Mr Vincent, Mr Collins, Mr Wright and Mr Harris." He nodded, thinking to himself, that he would know Mrs Harris better tonight than he knew her husband if his plans worked out.
That was when Mr Harris's phone gave a text notification. He apologised and did something on his phone. The General harrumphed again and glared at Mr Harris. Looking at Derek he carried on. "Standards man! Standards, you must have standards, and they must be maintained. Standards of behaviour. You have not maintained the standards of behaviour that we expect from a member of this club. There have been several complaints about your inappropriate behaviour within the club. Mr. Jones and Mr Wilkes have both complained to you about how you touch their wives. Their wives have complained to them. This has been reported to the committee. You have persisted in these inappropriate actions despite being warned by Mr Jones and Mr Wilkes. Last Thursday you stroked the arm of Mrs Vincent. She felt it was inappropriate and slapped you if I remember correctly. You have not taken the warnings therefore we are rescinding your membership to the club."
Derek did not wait to be dismissed, he just stood up and left. At least he would probably get to shag one of the bloody committee's members' wives for the next two days if his plan worked and he would try extra hard now, he patted his pocket to make sure the tablets were still there. He smiled inwardly.
That was until he saw his wife standing by his car with a face like thunder. She had an envelope in her hand. Her Dad was standing beside her. Fuck! This could be painful.
Discovering some of what I had missed
I went indoors and dropped the suitcase at the foot of our stairs. I will have to empty that before Stan gets home. I didn't want him to see the lingerie I'd taken. It was my old favourite, comfortable, it made me feel good, not sexy. I had other lingerie for that. Blast, he can't see that either. I went into the kitchen and put the kettle on for coffee. Whilst the kettle boiled, I rushed upstairs and unpacked the suitcase. I put my old lingerie back where it belonged. That was when I saw the new crimson corset still at the back of my underwear drawer. That wasn't for Derek, Stan cannot see that corset. It was for his birthday next week, something to perk him up a bit, he'd been a bit down recently after losing his job. It was expensive. I could afford to splash out with my bonus. But I bet he would think it is for Derek if he saw it, it wasn't.
I couldn't risk hiding it. I took it downstairs and wrapped it in a black bin liner. It went to the dustbin, and I shoved it right to the bottom. That was a pity, I looked good in it. Stan would have appreciated that corset.
Wearing it made me feel good, I had fleetingly considered taking it with me this weekend. But then it would seem like I was giving Stan Derek's seconds, that would never happen.
What was I thinking?
Shit. Had I been thinking?
I stood there with the open rubbish bin lid in my hand. Then I realised the bins were not in their usual place. Stan must have moved them. Before Stan got made redundant it was my job to do the bins. In fact, when was the last time I did the bins? I couldn't remember, it must have been months ago. Why had he moved them? Looking round I could see they were better here than where I had them, easier to get out on bin day when they were full.
Bugger, what else had I missed?
Standing there with the bin lid in my hand I looked around. The grass was neat, the flower beds were weeded, the apple tree had been pruned. Bloody hell! There was a vegetable patch, we had been talking about one of those for years. And runner bean wigwams. I love runner beans. Growing our own veg would save money. Why had he not told me about it, or had he and I missed it? Shit!
Had I been so wrapped up with work, I hadn't been paying attention to Stan? We needed the money now he was not working.
I carried on looking around. There were paint marks on the patio, that was where we planned to put the conservatory, but it was larger than what we talked about. We had talked about one but could not afford it after Stan lost his job.
What else have I missed?
Then a thought struck me. I was going to borrow some five-inch heels from Carol.
Stan would have noticed my five-inch heels missing, and why would I need heels in a spa? I had planned to borrow a pair from Carol. I didn't tell her what I wanted them for, I just told her that they were more comfortable than mine, well, that was true. I told her I was going out; I didn't tell her the whole story. I was due to call round and collect them. Bugger, I had better let her know. I sent her a text. 'This weekend is off. Will explain later.' I've got an almost instant reply. 'I know.' How did she know? I'd only just found out.
Carol phoned me straight away. "Mark thinks I'm helping you have an affair, that's putting my marriage in doubt. If I am helping you cheat, I would cheat as well. He thinks I might be cheating. You've dropped me right in the fucking crap. Don't ever speak to me again!" With that she hung up.
Shit.
She had met Derek. She probably put two and two together and came up with five. We were out having a drink in a local hotel last week. I was going on about how well I was doing and how Stan still had not got a job. Derek just turned up, there was nothing planned. It was just a night out with my best friend. She wasn't happy about Derek being there. That must have been where Stan got the picture of the three of us at a table, and the one of me and Derek dancing together, his hands touching places only a husband should touch a married woman. I had removed them seconds later and told him not to do it again. Later Derek told me he tracked my work phone. I always have it with me in case I get a call.
Whilst Derek was getting the drinks, I remember Carol said to me. "You're not having an affair with him are you? That would be stupid."
"No of course not!"
"He is trying to get into your knickers and in your state of mind, you might let him. You think you owe it to yourself for all you have done with your job and everything. Don't be so stupid."
"No, don't be silly." But I think the smile on my face may have given it away that I was thinking about it. I deserved it, just one night, well, maybe two I told myself. It was a fantasy. I would not really do it. I had too much to lose.
"I know you; you're thinking about it, I can read you like a book. Don't do it! Don't do it to yourself or to Stan. I will not help you with this. I will not cover for you and if Stan asks me a question, I will not lie for you." With that she got up and walked off to the toilet.
I remember sitting there thinking whilst Carol was in the toilet and Derek getting the drinks. Derek and I weren't lovers, I was aware that was his plan. But I would resist. Show my strength. But I wanted a rest, a weekend of relaxation and pampering and not to worry about anything. Derek was good company and good looking. I admit I was tempted. But I had too much to lose. I felt I needed to reward myself with a fantasy.
Carol got back before Derek, and I let her know that I had told him off for fondling my backside and told him not to do it again.
But she was correct, I did feel like I deserved it, but it was so wrong, and If I got caught it would ruin everything. No, it was not going to happen. I remembered as Carol drove home, I decided there and then. I would lose my family, my house that I loved and the man that meant so much to all of us. No matter what Derek tried it was not going to happen. But it all turned to rat shit.
I remembered when I got home after that evening out with Carol, I made it up to Stan, even though I had done nothing wrong, I rocked his world that night, he asked what got into me. I just told him I was randy, and I love him.
I bet after he saw those photos he thought it was guilty sex.
Carol knew nothing about my plans and spa trip, she was completely innocent. I would have to sort that out but first I need to sort out my own marriage.
Fuck, this is a shitstorm.
What have I done?
Whilst I was in the garden I went into the garage and there was our Triumph Stag, the bonnet was closed, and the cylinder heads were not on the bench. And the benches were tidy.
We had planned a week away in Scotland driving the Stag. but I had cancelled it as I had too much work, anyway it wasn't finished. The cylinder heads were off waiting for head gaskets. If they were not on the bench, there was only one place they could be. I lifted the bonnet.
Shit, could this get any worse? I went back into the kitchen and had a think.
The kettle had boiled but I didn't bother with that, I went straight to the wine. I don't think I tasted the first glass. Time for some self-reflection. If I could work out what I had done, I might be able to save my marriage. Fuck, my plan for going away was so simple.
If I had missed those things in the garden and the Stag what else had I missed?
How did I get here sitting in my kitchen with a Divorce Petition in front of me?
What led to this point in time.
Over five months ago or so Stan got made redundant, he was a senior production engineering manager in an engineering firm in Swindon. He worked his way up from the shop floor learning almost every aspect of the business. He'd been there over thirty years. He started as an apprentice tool fitter straight from school. The redundancy payment was quite good and used properly it would tide us over till he found a new job. We would have to cut back on stuff and not help our youngest, James, who was still at uni. And there was our daughter Karen's upcoming wedding next year. It is only a small affair, but it will still cost money. It was paying the mortgage that bothered me. I was worried about our house. We love this place, it would kill me to lose it. We would be alright. But things would be a bit tight financially for a while.
Stan's former company had acquired some new machines that did not need as many operatives and were more reliable. So, they had reduced the workforce. Stan was miffed at the company, but he saw the sense. He did predict problems with the older machinery that was still being used.
I worked for an insurance firm, also in Swindon, as a claim adjuster and estimate assessor. I decided to bolster our income a bit by taking on extra projects. As Bill, the other assessor, was retiring the company had recruited Derek. My company did not like the same person doing both jobs on the same policy. It was like marking your own homework. So, I took on a training role for Derek. He had experience in insurance, but not as an assessor. I managed to get a pay raise for training Derek, as training was not in my original contract.
Derek was not like my Stan. Stan was big, not tall, five foot nine ish, but solid in manner, bearing and attitude, upright, smart, rugged and utterly reliable. He could be very firm and very gentle, whatever he thought I wanted or needed, especially in the bedroom. I loved all those qualities in him.
Derek was the opposite, taller than Stan, definitely handsome and well built, but a bit effeminate. Some people in the office thought he was gay, until he showed us pictures of his lovely wife and two adorable looking children. That did not convince some people. He seemed a little soft.
He was married to Susie, and the children were five and seven, Derek was about ten years younger than me.
I was 43, Stan was a couple of years older and would be 45 next week. We both worked in Swindon and lived in Marlborough.
But the Stan I saw walk out to the rugby club didn't look that old. He went downhill a bit for the first few weeks after being made redundant, he just moped around the house looking scruffy until I had a go at him. Then he seemed to pick himself up. But by then I was up to my eyeballs in training Derek and visiting sites for assessments. I must admit to feeling tired, our social life dropped off and so did the lovemaking side.
I think I had subconsciously blamed Stan for not taking more care of me. Sitting there alone with a glass of wine I thought back, this was probably the first time in a couple of months or so that I had had time to sit down and think for myself, and not be dragged along by work. Getting the training programme in place for Derek, set him goals and standards and then double check his work as well as my normal job.
Derek was quite good at the difficult stuff but made simple mistakes on the easy stuff, he easily gets complacent.
Then it came to me. I think I've been putting Stan down in my mind because he had not got another job straight away. I thought I would have to work harder to cover the shortfall. Stan didn't seem to bother. I had noticed a few things changed around the house, dinner had always been waiting for me when I got in whatever time it was. All the washing was done, the house was always tidy, that would save me doing it on the weekend. That was the least he could do as he had nothing else to do all day, apart from maybe applying for a few jobs. I had seen little of that. That should have given us more time to be together on the weekends. But then I had used that time for writing up assessments and checking what Derek had done. Sometimes this meant an extra site visit so I could just get a feeling for a place. I remember Stan moaning about how I was always at work, and I shouted back at him, "Well at least one of us has a job." He stormed out.



Discovering more of what I have missed
Then I thought back to the bins. They were better there than where I had them. I had better look around to see what else I missed. A list, Stan loves lists. I looked around then I realised how smart the lounge was, it had been painted. Shit, how did I miss that? There used to be a slight stain above the open fireplace that had gone, as had the mark on the ceiling above it. We always kept the mantlepiece clean, that was easy, but the wall was much more difficult to keep smoke-stain free. He must have done it in sections during the day and cleared away so as not to upset me with painting stuff all over the place. He knows I don't like that. 'Sh...'
I had thoughts whistling round in my head. I better get them all down on paper. I went into the cubby hole we used as an office to get a notepad. I don't remember it looking so tidy. Stan wasn't an untidy person, but this was exceptionally tidy. The PC was only asleep, I wondered if he put a password on it, we don't normally have passwords on our computers. He hadn't, there were several files I hadn't seen before. I don't come in here much now. I used to do our monthly accounting. But Stan had been doing that recently. He told me we were doing okay for money when I asked.
There were new folders on the desktop. I clicked on some of them. It was emails and what looked like engineering drawings. I recognised the letter heads on some of the stuff, it was from his former company, but the others were new to me. I didn't understand, why would he have all this e-mail traffic and the drawings?
There was an excel spreadsheet named 'cash in v out'. That was my old spreadsheet. It had all our incomings and outgoings. There was everything on that spreadsheet. We got statements from the bank and that was what I used. I opened it, this one included all of our credit cards and debit cards. All cross referenced, there were some payments 'in' from his old company. There was another tab on the spreadsheet, so I opened it up. Bloody hell, there were several thousand pounds in there.
Our bank balance is going up in the early weeks, not down like I expected. There were transfers in from another account. A quick cross check and I could see the transfers to our normal account from a new one.
The new account details were there. I tried logging on. I was allowed, Stan used our usual password. Shit it needed a confirmation code. That would go to Stan's phone.
Shit, now he knows I am snooping. My text notification went off. That would be Stan telling me off. All it said was "The code you need is 7767."
I opened the account. There were several payments in and not just from his old company, but some of his old companies' rivals too. Putting two and two together with the folders it looked like he was doing consulting work.
There was a payment out about three weeks ago. Several thousand pounds, but no details of where it went. I remembered that date it was two days after I came back from Nottingham. There have been a couple of payments out since. Our balance was now going down slightly. Was he separating his and our money?
I remembered that trip to Nottingham. I had to go there for a claim assessment, a fire in a warehouse with some very expensive furniture. As I packed for the trip, I remember Stan asked me if Derek was going. I told him 'No'. And he wasn't at the time, but when I looked into the initial fire brigade report. There was something not right, so at the last minute I decided to take Derek as part of his training. Because we had to collect an overnight bag and a change of clothing for Derek we didn't arrive in Nottingham until very late. We had one drink, a bite to eat and went straight to our separate rooms. I just sent Stan a quick text, 'arrived safely, will phone tomorrow'.
Fuck, this looks bad.
The investigation went well, but it had been a long difficult day. I remember Derek and I went for dinner. It was a bit late when we finished so I just sent Stan a text, I did not phone him like I normally do. I had phoned Stan on the way back south. He doesn't like phoning and driving even with Bluetooth. He quizzed me about it. I told him I was sitting in the back working and Derek was driving. I remember because Stan went very quiet after I said that. Shit, I had not told him about my change of mind and that Derek was coming with me. I bet he wondered why I had not told him? It could have looked like I was covering something up with Derek.
Little wonder he was upset during that call. I remembered even then I reminded him that the gutters needed clearing.
It was all coming together. He would have been upset that I had not told him about Derek coming with me and that I did not phone him in the evening like I normally did after I said I would. It was all starting to add up how it looked to him. I remember thinking I would have to make it up to him when I got home and tell him about my fire investigation and that I would probably get a bonus for saving the company money.
But that all went wrong.
Oh shit.
I really must stop saying that.
Oh shit!
Then it came back to me. When I got home Stan wasn't there. It was later than I originally told Stan, we made a detour to Reading as part of the investigation, and I hadn't told him the change of plan. Shit. I remember getting a text message from Stan, I missed it earlier, the phone had been on 'silent'. 'At A&E fell off the ladder.' I did try his phone. It went straight to answerphone. it must be turned off where he was.
I remember thinking the silly bugger couldn't even be here for me to let me make it up to him. I'll give him a piece of my mind when I see him. That was when I heard a knock on the front door.
It was Jenny, our next-door neighbour, she told me she heard a clatter and Stan calling out. She found him at the bottom of the ladder and called the paramedics, they took him to hospital.
I rushed to the hospital and found him just as he was coming out on walking sticks. He had a taxi waiting to take him home.
I rushed up to him. "Why didn't you call me?" I asked.
"I didn't want to disturb you. You were too busy with your job and Derek. Why would you bother about me. You don't even seem to consider me anymore. I expected you back earlier. Stop for lunch or a quick one with your boyfriend, did you?"
I just looked at him in disbelief. I was flabbergasted, I was doing this for us.
He carried on talking in the slow growling voice he has when he is pissed off as we walked slowly to my car. "Did you notice your favourite flowers I got for you about two weeks ago. If I hadn't put them in a vase, they would still be lying on the kitchen worktop. Have you noticed every Wednesday we have your favourite dinner. So why would you bother with me having a broken leg?"
He was exaggerating, it was a bad sprain, not broken.
I stormed off towards the car. He was making this my fault, yet he was the one that hadn't got a job. I remembered that argument very well and the quiet drive home. He didn't cook dinner, just went to bed.
Bugger, he fell off a ladder doing something I asked him to do and then I blamed him for it.
I remember telling him that the gutters were full of leaves and moss, when it rained it overflowed onto my car. I couldn't turn up to visit a customer with a dirty car. It didn't look professional. Then I remembered the phone call on the way back telling him I was on my way back to Swindon, but I did not get home until after six. It does not take nearly ten hours to drive from Nottingham to Swindon.
I had not told him about the detour to Reading. No wonder about the jibe about lunch and a quick one with Derek. I had not paid attention to the comment at the time. I was angry with him.
Fuck, how much shit am I in?
Nottingham and Reading
I remember that trip to Nottingham very well. The outcome was going to bolster our bank balance.
The trip to Nottingham was to investigate a fire. A company had just opened a new office there. It was an estate agent for high class properties in the South and he was expanding his business to the Midlands. Part of this estate agent business was also a removal and storage company. They had temporary offices attached to the warehouse in the Lady Bay area, not far from the Notts County Football ground until a suitable city centre location became available for the offices.
There had been a fire in the warehouse. We were given a list of expensive original and reproduction Regency furniture that had been lost in the fire. The value was near a million and a half pounds. That was always going to get investigated.
Derek and I turned up and introduced ourselves to the owner. I didn't like the look of him from the start. He welcomed us and he held his hand out to Derek, sort of assuming that Derek being the male was in charge. "Gerald, Gerald Elegant of Elegant Properties." After shaking Derek's hand, he turned to me and held his hand out. When I gave him mine, he tried to lift it to his lips. I stopped that. It was at that point when I introduced myself and Derek as my assistant, that is when Gerald said. "Ah brains and beauty."
Then Derek surprised me. "Elegant, is that your real name?"
Gerald smiled. "Yes, it is, I changed it from Jones. It fits better." The man was a creep.
We had several questions. Why had the sprinklers not operated? Gerald pointed out that there had been a water malfunction down the road and all the water had been turned off. He showed us the newspaper reports. He then showed us a video, he did point out that the cameras were motion sensitive as he didn't want to fill the cloud up with pictures of an almost empty warehouse. He told us the video was working up until the cameras got burnt. He also lost the recorder in the fire and was glad the cloud storage was safe.
We saw the furniture arriving. It looked like quality stuff. There was a lot of it. There were comings and goings over the next two months. It was always covered in a tarpaulin after the loading or unloading was finished. Then we saw the flames start in the corner of the warehouse and spread rapidly.
They burned very brightly for a few minutes before the camera failed. Gerald implied it was an electrical fault in an old building, or it could be arson from one of his competitors. The Police and Fire Brigade had copies of the film.
Next, we inspected the damage. We saw the burnt-out electrical box where the fire was supposed to have started.
The Fire Brigade was carrying out an investigation. I had already discussed this with the fire investigating officer. He wouldn't tell me much as the investigation was still ongoing, but he had enough information to suspect it was arson.
We had a look at the wreckage, there were some parts of the warehouse we couldn't go to as the structure wasn't safe. Derek said to me. "Looks a bit cut and dried to me, an accelerant was used over in that corner by the electrical box and from what we saw that's where most of the furniture was stored."
I picked up a charred piece of wood, I looked at several other pieces of charred wood and ash on the floor. There is quite a lot of curved wood in Regency furniture. Most of the wood on the floor looked straight. I said nothing to Derek in front of Gerald. We left and I asked Gerald if we could take a copy of his video. He was okay with that, he had little choice.
Derek and I went to our hotel. I asked the manager if we could borrow a conference room with a large television screen. Derek was a little bit late getting to the room because he was on the fifth floor, I was on the second. I had played the recording several times before he got there, and I had an idea what had happened. I pointed out to Derek the bright flare of the foam burning. Even in modern reproduction furniture they used fire resistant foam or horsehair, you don't see many horses catching fire.
It should not have burnt like that, I also told him that Regency furniture has a lot of curves, there was little evidence of that in the wreckage. I suggested to Derek it was probably more like the old G plan than Regency.
My next call was to the local police station to find out who is investigating the fire, I was directed to a Detective Constable Smithers. We visited the Police Station, and I told him of my concerns. I gave him the indication that this may be fraud and my reasons. He told me that they were already considering that angle and now because I had doubts, they would hurry up the furniture expert.
I pointed out that as the video cameras are motion sensitive, you can't tell if they're not recording, or they've been switched off now that the controller was damaged in the fire. DC Smithers pointed out that they were aware of that.
It was just before dinner I got a phone call from DC Smithers saying after an initial chat with their furniture expert and pointing out my concerns, they were now investigating a case of fraud as well as arson. He suggested my company not pay the insurance until the investigation was complete. We would not have done it anyway.
Derek was over the moon that night at dinner. He pointed out I had probably saved the company in excess of well over a million pounds and we would get a bonus. I was excited. Bonuses were paid at about one half of one percent of the savings, that was about seven thousand pounds. That would be very useful. It was a nice hotel. We had a good meal, some decent wine and a nice chat. I felt it was the first time I'd relaxed in ages
That was when I probably told Derek it would help our financial situation. I'd had a couple of glasses of wine, I was excited, and I had drunk more than I normally do. I probably said more than I should have about me and Stan.
When Derek went to the toilet and I was on my own I felt slightly guilty that it wasn't talking about this with Stan, it was with Derek. I decided there and then I would have to make it up to Stan when I got home.
I did let Derek hug me as we parted our ways. He tried to kiss me on the lips, but I pushed him away. I put it down to him being excited as well because he would get a bonus for assisting me.
It was past eleven when we left the bar and I was a bit tiddly, and I had not phoned Stan to let him know what was happening. I had turned my phone on silent when in the Police Station. There were several missed calls and text messages. I texted him back and said I'd had a good result and would phone him in the morning.
It came back to now that I let Derek know some of our problems. Hindsight being the exact science that it is, I shouldn't have done that.
I had learned from Gerald that this was a new venture for him. DC Smithers told me he had a similar business in Reading and was branching out into the Midlands. I do not know why, but something smelt a bit off. I couldn't put my finger on it, but Gerald's whole attitude changed when we mentioned the Reading office and he tried to change the subject.
I remembered some of the conversation I had with Gerald, without being asked he had offered an alibi for the evening of the fire. He was out with his sales staff, a lady named Lucy and a client.
Lucy had moved up to Nottingham from Reading with him until he could recruit locally. His plans were now delayed until he could find another premises, maybe something better with the insurance. Lucy had moved back to Reading for now.
We left straight after breakfast, I had a slight hangover, so I got Derek to drive. I sat in the back of the car and did some work on my report about the fire.
That was when I phoned Stan, he was obviously not happy when he found out Derek was with me. I wanted him to be happy with me about the investigation, but I lost it with him and nagged him about the gutters being full of crap.
I had decided to call into the Reading office of Elegant Properties on the way home to see what I could find out. It was not much of a detour. I had a long chat with a lovely lady called Jessica. She looked familiar. She knew about the fire. She was running the Reading office. She let something slip, well she may have sort of told me. Gerald was starting a new venture in Nottingham, that I knew. But he was not using the profits from the Reading business to start the new office, so he was tight on funds. That was odd, you normally use the profits from one business to expand or to start another. I sensed bad blood. I asked if she knew Lucy? She did, she had returned back to the main office in Reading after the fire. I asked, as she had given Gerald an alibi. Were they a couple I questioned? She was quite definite when she said 'No'. There was definitely bad blood around here.
I was told Lucy had split from her husband, who had custody of the children and Lucy was hoping to get back with him now that she had moved back, she had gone to Nottingham to let her husband cool down.
I asked if he would have used Lucy as an alibi, her answer surprised me with its vehemence. "He would use anybody to get what he wanted, and 'No' they were not a couple." She repeated.
Just then an attractive, smart woman walked in. She had a sad look on her face. It was Lucy, I was introduced. I told her who I was and could I ask her a few questions. She told me Gerald had insisted she go with him for an evening meal to meet a client. She gave me the client's name and phone number.
Then I asked the difficult question, were she and Gerald 'involved'? She burst into tears. "Never!"
"Then why were you in Nottingham with him?"
"It's complicated, I messed up with my husband, and, well I wanted to get something on Gerald to help get my husband back."
"Did you get something?"
"No, not at all, I was being kept out of the warehouse, told it was not safe. That was rubbish, I couldn't get the combination to the door. Then the fire happened, sorry."
I wished her luck in getting her husband back. I didn't realise then I would be in a similar position a few weeks later.
Looking round the office at the staff, I noticed they did all look elegant, I wondered then if that was why they were hired, to fit in with the name.
Jessica walked with me to our car, I asked her if Lucy had a chance with getting her husband back. She seemed to have a finger on the pulse of most things. "I doubt it". She replied, "Lucy fell under the spell of an evil man, and she said words she can't take back. Those words may have been put into her mouth, but she said them. Her husband will never forgive her. We will look after her."
We shook hands and she gave me her card, I looked at it, 'Jessica Drake', that was familiar.
I had a feeling the evil man was Gerald, there is a lot more going on here than meets the eye.
I remember thinking that there was definitely something going on with Gerald's business. On the drive back to Swindon I phoned DC Smithers and told him what I had learnt.
As soon as I had phoned DC Smithers, I tried to phone Stan, but there was no reply. Derek and I just chatted as we drove down the M4. I was quite relaxed. We had done a good job.
That was when I got to Marlborough I found out why Stan didn't answer his phone. He had fallen off a ladder whilst cleaning out the gutters and was in A&E.
More current Introspection
Sitting at the kitchen table I poured another large glass of wine. But I only took a mouthful.
Where did the spa suggestion come from, I thought back a little bit and it came to me. Derek suggested it,
I remembered chatting to Derek as we drove back down the M4 to Swindon. I had not cracked the case, but I had certainly helped the Police, and I felt good about myself. I must have mentioned to him how good the visit to the spa was with Stan, for my Fortieth birthday. We had a very relaxing time and I may have mentioned the increase in well, you know what. I don't think I actually mentioned sex, but I think he got the idea.



I remembered clearly that when I got to work the next day after Stan's accident, I told Derek all about it. He gently chided me for having a go at Stan when he was doing something I asked him to do. He seemed to be on Stan's side. That stuck in my mind, Derek sticking up for Stan, he didn't often talk about him even though they were members of the same rugby club. I decided to make it up to Stan when I got in that night because Derek was correct. He also suggested I had probably been a bit snappy at Stan because of all the stress I was under. He may also have mentioned that I probably wanted a bit of praise from Stan for helping with the finances. He reminded me we were probably going to get a bonus for what we had discovered in Nottingham and Reading. I think that was when he suggested that I needed a rest.
I also remembered that I looked up 'Drake' in our files. We had paid out to Harry Drake. Bill and I had gone to see him in the hospital. He was a bespoke furniture carpenter. He had all of his machinery smashed, and he was beaten up quite badly. His hands were a mess. He needed the payout as he had bills to pay and he wanted to replace or repair his machinery. That was where I had seen Jessica before. There was something really strange going on.
I did make it up to Stan when I got home. I smiled to myself remembering that evening. The short PVC maids dress was round to my waist as I laid across Stan's knee and he spanked me for being bitchy at him. It was just hard enough to get me turned on.
His ankle might have been sore, but so was his cock by the time I finished with him that night. I realised now he may have thought that was guilty sex after seeing the photos of Derek holding my hand, not telling him I had taken Derek to Nottingham and not phoning him whilst I was there.
How did this look to Stan? Bugger.
I was late out of bed the next day, I remember Stan waking me up and then I fell back to sleep. I was almost late for work and that had made me think that perhaps Derek was correct. I did need a rest.
When I did get to work I got a phone call from Nottingham. The Police's furniture expert agreed with my initial assessment. Not all the furniture in the warehouse was original or reproduction. They have more work to do but they suggested I was correct. They also said they would send an email to my company with enough details to delay payment until the investigation was complete.
I was over the Moon. The extra money would certainly help. I told Derek about the bonus, he suggested we treat ourselves to lunch. Not just a trip to the local coffee shop, but a proper lunch in a hotel restaurant. That sounded good to me. I phoned Stan and told him I was going for lunch and would not need a big dinner.
It was probably at that lunch when Derek suggested I go to a spa and take Stan. It sounded like a good idea. A couple of days at the spa would certainly do the trick. I remember thinking I would have to talk to Stan about it that night. But I never did!
I remember telling Stan about the bonus when I got home. He sounded very appreciative, but he seemed a little off, a little chilly. That was probably why I did not mention the spa.
The following day at work I booked the spa just for myself.
When I told Derek I was going to the spa I remember him telling me. 'Take things that make you feel good, not for looks, nothing uncomfortable or that pinches, go for comfort, clothes that make you feel great, you know 'Grrrr'.' I think he meant sexy but didn't say it. I knew then exactly what to take.
Thinking back, hindsight being an exact science that it is. It was a few days after I got back from Nottingham things changed. Stan's attitude changed. The house seemed the same but there were no more flowers. Wednesday night wasn't one of my favourite dinners anymore. Sometimes it would just be take-out because Stan said he was busy, although at the time I didn't know what kept him so busy. I do now.
Bugger, sitting there I realised what Derek had done. Over the weeks, he slowly reverse ran Stan down, telling me that I owed it to myself to have a good time away from work, just to relax. It probably slipped out that Stan still hadn't got a job and I do remember Derek saying. He doesn't deserve you, why should you pay for him to go to a spa when he is not bringing any money in.
And I have only just realised what he was doing. He never ran Stan down directly. But he did big me up, praised me and told me how good I was. How much better I was than Stan, so it was sort of negative putting Stan down. It had the same effect making Stan not my equal and I was better than him.
Shit.
I took another drink of wine, I thought back to something that I had really fucked up. Because Stan got chilly and hadn't got a job, I sort of punished him by planning to go to the spa on my own. I told him I wanted to have a rest on my own. I remembered Stan just grunted at me.
It was the Monday before I was due to go, Derek asked me if Stan was looking forward to it. I must have let slip that I wasn't taking Stan. I was going on my own. I may have made some feeble excuse about a rugby club meeting or something of that nature, I don't remember.
On Thursday afternoon Derek told me he had booked the same spa. He held his hands up and said. "Just to keep you company, no hanky panky. I should not have tried to kiss you in Nottingham. I was excited because of what we had found, but it was out of order.
"You said how much you and Stan enjoyed going to spas and I've never tried one. I would like to give it a go before I take Susie. She might not like it. It's not the sort of thing a man does on his own. So, I thought I would keep you company. I am at the other end of the hotel." He made a great deal of showing me his receipt with the hotel room number on it.
I did have great sex with Stan that night as make up sex or was it guilty sex?
And I did not tell Stan that Derek was going to the spa at the same time as me. He would have taken it the wrong way.
How did Stan find out? Fuck it, no wonder Stan thought I was having an affair with Derek, he would have been checking up on us.
My only saving grace was that I had not done anything, nor had I planned to. But this is what it would look like to Stan.
But oh, how I have screwed up!
How to recover from this mess? This is going to hurt but make a list of the things I have missed. Stan loves lists. They have their uses, but Stan loves them. List of all the things I could see where he had done since he had been made redundant.
I walked around the house and started the list.
Shit, now I was looking he had done an amazing amount of stuff, most of the house had been redecorated. And he had cleared up every day before I got home. The windows were shining. I went back to the garage and sat in the Stag.
The keys were in the ignition. I turned it 'on' and the ignition lights came on. The fuel tank was nearly full. He must have had it out on the road, so it must be MoT'd, Taxed and insured. Dare I, oh no. I popped the bonnet. I'm not an expert, I'd helped Stan rebuild most of this car, mainly passing spanners and holding stuff. He did explain as to what and why he was doing stuff. I think I understand the basics of the internal combustion engine now.
The last time I saw it the cylinder heads were off. Now they were fitted and so were the carburettors. It all looked good. I got back in, I risked it. I kept on turning the key and it started. It sounded good. I turned it off.
As I left, I saw all the tools were on their shadow boards, it was a thing of his from his military days as a reservist. As I went back to the house, I thought I had better check the garden. Flipping heck, it was tidy and clean, with logs stacked. And that was not mentioning the runner bean wigwams. The more I looked the bigger the list got the deeper in the shit I got.
Upstairs was even worse with the things I hadn't seen. The strange thing was our bedroom hadn't changed, the taps didn't drip anymore and the shower worked properly in the en-suite but that was all.
Standing in our bedroom, I was thinking of the night I made it up to Stan when I got back from Nottingham. I went to my kinky closet and got out the PVC maids dress stockings and bondage ankle boots. I don't think a spanking is going to fix this. There are other things going around in my head that I need to do. And that dress and boots may symbolise it, at least I hope so.
I went round the house adding things to the list. I went and sat on the sofa with the list. I looked at it and saw how blind I had been, and I started to cry. That must be like the pain he was feeling. I had ignored him and all the things he had done. I got so wrapped up in doing what I thought was right, I didn't consider him.
I had my head so far up my own arse and didn't see the shit up there!
To make it worse, I blamed him for ignoring me whilst he was doing all this for us. We had planned a trip to Scotland in the Stag this year, but I had cancelled it for work and told him that the Stag needed to work for us to do that, I remember walking off muttering about him getting a job.
Right. How do I sort this? I could be careful or completely open. I think completely open is the safest bet with Stan. He will have more information than I know about. He wouldn't have gone this far without knowing almost everything. So he will know I haven't slept with Derek. That might be my one saving grace. I would have to beg and crawl and heaven forbid James and Karen find out about this.
I realised I had brought this on myself, with that I finished the glass of wine and poured another one, drank that as well. Most of the bottle was gone.
I thought I was saving our marriage, but I was just destroying it. Now I would really have some work to do to save it.
'You fucked up girl. Big time.' I said to myself.
How do I make this right? I looked at the list again and started to cry, a lot. I slid to the floor looking at the lists. And that is where he found me. Crying my eyes out looking at the tear-stained lists in my hands. I looked up at him. I waved them at him and said. "I'm sorry, I didn't realise."
Stan comes back from the rugby club
"Stan, I have been an idiot, I've not seen everything you've done. I have made a list so far of what I have found that you have improved our life whilst I was running around with my head up my arse. Please forgive me for being stupid. Can I have time to complete my list? I think there is some stuff you've done that I haven't found."
With that I looked at him, tears pouring down my face and held out my list, he took it off me and said. "That's not bad there's only a few things missing most you wouldn't have noticed."
He spoke quietly, he was not shouting at me, hopefully a good sign.
"Right, we've got a job today, we need to go and see your friends to stop their marriage falling apart after what you've done. I suggest you go upstairs, have a wash and make yourself presentable. I've already spoken to Mark, he's expecting us at about three ish."
I went upstairs, I saw the PVC maids dress on the bed with the other stuff. Stan was very firm with me, but he wasn't shouting and did not seem too angry. My list seems to have worked, maybe the rest of my plan will as well.
I was sitting at my dressing table putting a bit of makeup on when Stan walked in. He was carrying the black plastic bag that held my new corset. How did he know about where I hid that?
I look at him. "Sweetheart, how did you know where I hid that?"
"That will be something else you didn't realise. I told you about the new security system and how to turn it off, you obviously didn't hear, that's how I knew you packed your comfortable undies and not this for your tryst with Derek."
I looked at him and said quietly. "There is no tryst. That." I said pointing at the bag with the corset in. "It's for your Birthday. To cheer you up."
His face went hard, I had seen that look before. Bugger. "I wouldn't be unhappy if I had a wife that thought about me once in a while and not about work and Derek!"
I took hold of his hand. "I know that now. I'm sorry." I kissed the back of his hand. That seemed to calm him a bit.
I remembered him going on about the security system. I switched off, I had heard it all before. He had probably tweaked something to get better camera coverage. I was busy going through one of the reports that Derek had written, and it was full of grammatical errors and spelling mistakes. All schoolboy stuff. It should be in such a simple report.
Stan could see the confused look on my face.
"The control panel is behind the front door hidden behind the curtain, nobody would think to look for it there, so you never switched it off when you came in. The cameras are motion sensitive, so the system recorded everything you did in the house. There are cameras in every room except the toilets. The code by the way is the day I first met you. 1st of November 1995. 011195"
I remembered that day, I was waiting at the bus stop, and it was pouring with rain. Most cars were going around the big puddle that had formed in front of the bus stop. A lorry couldn't and Stanley, in his blue uniform, stepped in front of me. He took a soaking. He turned, looked at me, smiled and said. "I don't pay for the dry cleaning, and it would be a pity if that pretty dress got ruined."
I was on my way to a party. Instead, I invited him back to my flat to dry off. I never got to that party. I smiled at that memory.
He saw the PVC maid's dress and the stockings, and he pointed at them. "I'm not sure that's going to work tonight."
"It's not for sex, well actually it is, but the main reason is the servitude. I need to serve you. They are the only things we have that will let me show you my servitude, and I know you like them. If I had something that wasn't PVC I would have worn that. You have looked after me for years, but ever much more so in the last five months. And in those last few months I did not see what you were doing, sorry. I need to start paying that back."
He looked at the items on the bed, then at me. "We will talk about that and other things when we get back from Carol and Mark's. But you have a point." He gave me a small smile. The first for a long time.
"Carol doesn't want to talk with me, she is angry with me." I told him.
"I have spoken with Mark, we can go round. It is Mark you need to talk to. You need to put this right."
He walked out leaving the crimson corset on the bed. Looks like I was still going to be married, for now. But I had some work to do
Going to see Carol and Mark
I wanted to use the Stag but Stan said it was inappropriate. Stan drove my Mini, I'd had too much to drink for me to drive. Stan had only one pint at the Rugby club. That would have raised a few eyebrows in the bar.
I nervously knocked on the door, Carol opened it. She did not look happy to see me. But she let us in. There was a cool air about the place. Mark stood up to greet us, he didn't look happy either.
There was no easy way around this. I leapt straight into it. "Mark, Carol is not cheating on you. She loves you so much she would not do that. She suspected that I was going to have an affair with Derek. a coworker of mine. I wasn't." I looked at Stan. I carried on talking to Mark. "She warned me against it. She told me she would not lie for me, in fact I think if she had found out I was having an affair, she would have told Stan." I looked at Carol, she just nodded her head slowly. "Mark, there is no way Carol is cheating on you." I carried on. "I did want to borrow the shoes because hers are much more comfortable than mine." I looked down. "And Stan would have noticed mine missing."
Carol left and went into the kitchen. I hoped she was bringing wine back, although I'd probably had enough. I didn't feel drunk. Looking at me Mark said. "Thank you, that was very nice. Why do you think I asked you here? When I discovered that Carol's shoes were in a plastic bag by the front door I asked her why. She told me just that you wanted to borrow the shoes, because they were more comfortable than your own. She said nothing about you cheating on Stan, but you had a falling out. I asked you round so you could make up with her. And to apologise to her for putting her in that embarrassing position with Derek."
Carol came back in. Thank God she bought wine, I said to her. "Why did you say I damaged your marriage?" She smiled back as I took a drink of the wine she handed me.
"Because if you had gone ahead and slept with that arse and got found out, it would have looked bad on me because I had seen the two of you together. I had not told Mark or Stan about it. So, it would have looked like I was covering for you."
I looked at Carol. "Sorry to put upon you like that. I didn't mean for you to get in trouble with Mark."
Mark said. "Stan phoned me and told his side of the story, so Carol and I are fine. But you hurt her."
I put the glass down and walked towards her holding my hands out, she took them. "I'm sorry. You warned me what Derek was about. I didn't hear you, I'm sorry." I cried and Carol hugged me.
I heard Stan say. "So, it wasn't only me you ignored."
Stan gently pulled me away.
Carol looked at the both of us. "Are you two going to be okay?"
I was about to answer 'I hope so' when Stan spoke up. "We will see." That hurt. "We have some things to sort out at home."
As we walked to the door, Carol asked. "Girl's night next Thursday?"
I looked at Stan. "Your choice." he said.
I said to Carol. "I will let you know later."
The drive home.
On the way back from Mark and Carol's place Stan had a suggestion. "How about we take Mark and Carol to the spa the week after next? I got most of your money back, but we can treat them with your bonus."
What, he got my money back! He almost crashed the car when I grabbed hold of his arm.
"I cancelled it Tuesday and got most of your money back. If you'd not taken notice of the unsigned divorce, then the signed one with my solicitor's details would have put a damper on your weekend. They had it at the spa waiting for you. Plus, as I had cancelled your room you would have had nowhere to stay. I cancelled Derek's as well, I told them he caught Covid. If he asks he might get his money back. But he's probably got other things to worry about at the moment."
At least Stan was planning two weeks ahead.
I had a question. I was in no hurry to get to the talk we would need to have when we got home. Stan was obviously holding a lot in. And it would come out aimed at me, probably correctly.
"Where did you get the photos?" I asked.
"It was the day after you got back from Nottingham, Debbie saw you in that restaurant, not a coffee shop and he was holding your hand, and you didn't pull it away. She took a picture and sent it to me."
Until Stan told me I had not pulled away, I did not realise I had let him keep hold of my hand. I did not think I was doing anything wrong, so why would I?
"You told me you went out to lunch with him, I thought it was a coffee shop, not a plush restaurant in a hotel. I wondered if anything else had happened in Nottingham. I gave you the benefit of the doubt, but I started making plans in case that doubt was confirmed."
Debbie was his secretary at his old firm. She treated him like a son.
"Debbie is still very protective of me. After she saw you holding hands she has been keeping an eye on you. I didn't ask her to, she just did it."
"She followed you on your night out with Carol. She was surprised when Derek turned up. Oh and by the way she did see you move Derek's hands from your backside. She told me about it. But I wasn't sure if you did that so you were not doing things in front of Carol that she would not approve of, or you thought he was out of order. Debbie couldn't tell.



"You need to thank Debbie as well. She is the one that tipped me off that other companies were having problems with their older machinery, so I offered to be a consultant for them like I am from my old company. Good job I had the Stag nearly finished. I could have done with your help with that by the way."
He went on. "In case you don't remember, or more likely didn't listen, when I got made redundant, I had a chat with my bosses and warned them about the older machinery, they listened, unlike you." That was a jab I fully deserved. "So, they took me on as a consultant. I've been doing odd jobs for them and others for the past four months or so. Pays quite well as you have probably seen in the accounts."
I sat there as Stan drove. It was all coming together. I've been going on about Derek for ages, I spent two nights in a hotel in Nottingham with him that I didn't tell Stan about. And the way he found out about it would have seemed like it slipped out and I was keeping it a secret. I was late back from Nottingham and then the day after we got back, I had been seen holding hands across a table in a hotel. That is all Stan would have seen, no wonder he thought I was having an affair and he got chilly with me. Shit. He probably thought the increased sex was guilty sex.
The talk when we get back home.
When we got home it was going to be the time to talk, I was dreading it.
Stan put the kettle on and got the mugs out for tea. I bunged a frozen pizza in the oven on a timer, neither of us were hungry, but just in case we felt we needed to eat. Whilst we waited for the kettle to boil. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I've seen what a fool I've been." I said through the tears.
He made the tea and then led me through to the lounge, I sat on the sofa, looking up at him. I told him I hadn't seen the amount of work and effort he put into redecorating the house, running it, doing the garden and getting the Stag running. I told him I had worked out from the accounts that he was doing work for his old company and others. I told him how ashamed I felt. I said in a quiet voice. "Why didn't you tell me? I would have stopped working so much."
He bristled at that, I thought his face went a little bit red. He quickly went out of the room into the kitchen. I heard the fridge door open, and close. The sound of a bottle being opened and something being poured into a glass. I assumed he was having a beer, he normally drinks his beer at home from the bottle to save the washing up. He must be using this as time to think.
He came back into the room, his face was like thunder. Oh Fuck! I was going to get both barrels of his imaginary but deadly physiological shotgun. I had to brace myself, there was going to be truth in here that I wouldn't like.
He got back and sat in an armchair looking at me. "No." He growled. "I did, the problem was you didn't listen. You heard what you wanted to hear. You were so wrapped up in your project 'Derek', work and trying to save our future, but it didn't need saving. Then you got back from Nottingham and were so full of yourself. You didn't even hear me let alone listen. And now you're trying to make this my fault! I might as bloody well go ahead with the divorce."
I leapt out of my chair. "No, no I didn't mean that. After what I've seen this cannot be your fault, I'm sorry that all came out wrong." Shit! I wasn't thinking properly now. I sagged down onto the floor.
Stan just looked at me. "Do you want me to tell you the times I told you last week? I warned you about this weekend, to think about what you were doing. I didn't hint.
"I said last Sunday. 'If I find Derek is with you at the spa, I will divorce you.' And your answer was. He won't be there, anyway you can't afford to divorce me'.
He took a sip of his beer, I wish I had a drink. "When did you find out Derek was going to the spa?"
I didn't like that question. I had a feeling he knew more than I did. But as I thought earlier, complete honesty. "He told me yesterday, but I've got a feeling he booked it well before that."
"So, you could have told me last night, but you didn't, did you?" I just shook my head. "Why not? Did you think I would not carry out my threat to divorce you? Do you not know me after all these years?"
"I thought you would be upset. I can't stop him from booking the same spa as me."
"True you can't, and yes, he booked it the day you told him I wasn't going with you. But if you had told me last night, not kept it a secret, I could have done something about it, like come with you."
"How do you know when he booked it?"
"I found out with a quick trip to the spa, it cost me a few quid and I had to let the young receptionist drive the Stag round the gardens. He really liked it. Did you know Derek had booked a room next to yours?"
"No, he told me it was the other end of the hotel there and there will be no hanky panky, he admitted what he tried in Nottingham was wrong." Oh bollocks, I hadn't told Stan he tried to kiss me. Shit this was going to hurt. "He tried to kiss me but I stopped him. I'm sorry I should have told you. Nothing happened."
"Oh I know, because if it had, it would have shown up on your face, the guilt would have eaten you up. Your job has made you so honest you're easy to read."
I went across to him on my knees and kissed his hands. That was only one barrel. I'm sure the next one was coming. With a bit of luck I might make the shot go wide and not hurt as much.
I didn't get the chance, he had cracked the imaginary physiological shotgun, ejected the spent cartridge and loaded another. Now I got both barrels.
"So, you knew he might try to seduce you?"
"Yes, I suppose after Nottingham he would have tried."
"Then why did you put yourself in that amount of danger?"
"I would have resisted."
"Do you think he would have just taken 'No' after all he had done, all his planning?
"You have complained to me that he is inconsistent. He cannot be relied upon to complete some projects without a reminder and can't concentrate on simple tasks. The way you explain it is if it is a simple job his mind wanders off the job. Probably planning ways to get his MILF boss in bed.
"I told you how I would deal with those sorts of behaviour, did you listen to my suggestions? I guess not. I bet you thought you could sort it yourself ignoring all my help and years of experience managing people."
He looked down at me on the floor and growled. "The only person you listened to was your own over inflated ego. I bet you thought you deserved this one night?"
I had done fleetingly, but it was never going to happen. I would lose too much. I may already have done.
"No sweetheart, I would have fended him off if he tried. I would, I swear"
"What! Are you so arrogant to think that if you resisted, and, by the way, I am not sure you would have done." That hurt, he didn't trust me. "That the twat would have used all his power to shag his MILF boss who just laid everything before him, giving him the 'come on' sign by going to a spa at the same time as him after refusing to take her husband."
He spoke deeper. "Are you so arrogant to think that he would have taken 'No' for an answer. He would have got you drunk, and I would not have put it past him to use drugs, and then he would have recorded it and blackmailed you. You stupid arrogant woman. You didn't even listen to yourself; you had your head stuck so far up your own arse."
He looked at me. "He tried to kiss you. He goes to a spa with you, Why would you put yourself at such a risk?"
And he was right. I didn't think I gave Derek the 'come on' sign, but I suppose looking at it from Derek's point of view that is what he would have seen, in fact that is probably what he was trying to achieve.
I was absolutely certain I would have refused Derek's approaches, but I hadn't even considered he would use alcohol or drugs and then blackmail me. Bugger, how stupid had I been? I laid myself completely open to him. I didn't see it myself.
Stan just sat there, solid, stoic, his wife had admitted she might have had sex with another man. And he just sat there. I had seen this before, this was bad, he was controlling his anger. It was building up inside, the outside looked calm. I didn't fear for my health, just my sanity. I would have not been surprised for him to pull a big envelope out of his pocket and slap a divorce petition in front of me in a slow gentle manner.
He would have cried as he did it. My only saving grace is that it was not my intention to have sex with Derek.
I looked up at Stan, I mustered all the strength I had and said "As you said I had my head up my arse, but I was wearing rose tinted spectacles and did not see the shit coming my way. If I had, I might have done something about it before it got to me. What do I do now?"
I got up on my knees and rested my hands along his thighs. "How do I fix this? Stanley, how do I fix us? That's my job, I fucked up and I have to fix this. And I don't mean sexy lingerie and blowjobs. And what do I do about Derek?" I asked. "If I get him sacked, I will have to pick up his work and that won't help me get my hours down to before your redundancy. I've got no experience of managing people.
"Please can you help me."
"Are you asking for my help?"
I nodded. "Please."
"Will you listen this time?"
"I will take notes and write it down."
His voice mellowed. "Yes, of course I will help, I will always help you, I don't think you'll need to write this down.
"I suggest you call Derek into your office on Monday, you tell him you did not turn up to the weekend because you learned he had changed rooms to one adjoining yours and he hadn't told you. You suspected he was going to try something 'on' like he did in Nottingham, possibly get you drunk, maybe even drugs to do something you would both later regret. You tell him you should have reported him to HR after he tried to kiss you in Nottingham. And if he tries anything else like that again you will report him. Then you go and see Mandy, Mandy is at head of HR isn't she?"
I nodded.
"And you tell her exactly what happened, unofficially. Ask for her help. I also suggest you check back into his CV, there could have been some shenanigans going on there."
"Thank you, that sounds like a good plan. I will do that. But what about us Stanley, how do I fix us?"
"That one is much simpler, take your glasses off and get your head out of your arse and listen to me. You don't have to do what I say but you do have to listen. But I warn you if you dare ignore me and treat me like that again you will be out that door faster than you can say 'Jack Robinson'. I have forgiven you this once for treating me like that because of the stress you were under and because you were trying to do the right thing."
Then he just looked at me. What was coming next? Then he spoke in that slow, quiet voice he has.
"You know what would have happened if your resistance wasn't successful and you had gone to the spa or slept with him at any time?" I just looked down into my lap. I knew exactly what would have happened.
"And do you know why?" He asked.
I thought about it. It was not as simple as having sex with Derek. "Because I let my ego get the better of me, I didn't listen and not just to you, I ignored you and what you have done, I ignored your warnings and because of that, I put myself and our marriage in danger. There is only so much you can do to protect me, I have to do something myself."
Stan looked down at me. He took a long drink of his beer then pulled himself upright. Shit here it comes. He had not so far given me any indications he was going to divorce me, but perhaps he was lulling me into a false sense of security as punishment. No, my Stan would not do that.
Stan looked at me hard. Then he did the damnedest thing, he did pull out a big envelope. I quaked where I lay. Oh fuck! 'No'.
He stood up, walked towards the fireplace and slipped it behind the clock on the mantelpiece, like my Grandad used to do for important letters till he got round to them. It was a reminder.
One that I wouldn't need, I was damn sure of that.
It was only nine o'clock, but it had been a long day. Stan held his hand out to me, I took it. The pizza stayed in the oven and we went to bed. No sex, just cuddling. The same could not be said for Saturday and Sunday.
I got to work on Monday and Mandy was waiting by my desk. She asked if we could have a quiet word in her office? We went via the kitchen and grabbed a cup of coffee each. I don't think this was a bollocking for me, we would not have got coffee on the way to her office, but it would have saved me a call to her.
Mandy did not pussyfoot around. "Chris, we have had a few complaints last week about Derek. Since he's got back from Nottingham, he's become rather arrogant, and I've had at least one complaint about inappropriate behaviour. You're working with him, do you have any suggestions on how we treat this?"
"I do, but before we get into that, I have some other information that you should know about. Stan knows all about this and he suggested I speak to you unofficially. You may find some of what I'm about to tell you useful, but please from what I say here and now is unofficial. Is that okay?"
Mandy had a concerned look on her face, but she agreed it could be unofficial, for now. I told her the whole story exactly as Stan suggested, even the fact of checking on his CV and previous companies. I told her what I intended to say to Derek when he came in. Which was pretty much what Stan had suggested. We talked for a bit and she agreed that it was probably a good approach, but that anything from here on in will be official.
Derek turned up at work late. He had a black eye and was limping. I did pretty much as Stan suggested. When I finished Derek told me he was applying to move back to normal insurance. He said he wasn't cut out for this assessment lark.
Bugger that did not go according to plan. I gave Mandy a phone call and asked if we could both go and see her.
Derek put out all his woe's. He said he was not cut out for this assessment work and the paperwork was too much for him. But he would stay until they could find a replacement. Derek was dismissed. Mandy said to me. "I think that has solved one problem, and I don't think finding his replacement is going to be a problem either. The news of your exploits and the bonus has got around, I'm sure we'll have plenty of volunteers to take his place."
"You're going to need two to replace him."
"Why?"
"Because if I don't change my work life balance, I'm going to end up divorced and as much as I like this job, I'm not putting my marriage at risk."
"I don't think I'm getting the full story here am I?" I just shook my head. "I think we both need to go for a drink at lunchtime, don't you? Unofficially of course." Again, I just nodded.
We went to the same hotel that Derek and I had used. I told Mandy everything. Well not how I made it up to Stan. I did mention the divorce papers tucked behind the clock.
Mandy reached across the table and took my hand. I glanced around to see if Debbie was there. I didn't see her. "Right." Said Mandy. "Two replacements it is then. You go home to be with Stan. I will get this passed through the management team today and try to get the advert out tonight."
"One more thing." I said. "Well, two actually, they are to come from inside the company. They will be used to our paperwork. And I want final say who gets the positions."
Mandy still had a hold of my hand, she gave it a squeeze. "Chris, you've just saved the company over a million pounds, you could probably ask for the Queen of Sheba, and management would phone to see if she is available! So, I don't think that's going to be a problem."
I smiled and bid my farewell. I had things to do. On my way to my car I phoned Stan and let him know I would be early. He was away on a site visit and would not be home till six o'clock he told me. That was good.
I went to a vintage clothing place on the edge of town and got a Victorian full-length maid's satin dress, including the little white cap and apron. Then popped into another shop for the leather under bust corset to make the maids dress sexy, and I got plenty of stockings whilst I was there.
Dinner was on the table, waiting when Stan got in just after six. I was fully dressed including white cap, corset and I had borrowed Carol's shoes.
I met Stan at the door, he smiled. I took him by the hand and led him into our dining room. The table was set for one. Stan insisted I join him for dinner, halfway through I laid my knife and fork down and said to him. "Sir, I have taken your advice and I've spoken with HR. There will be a radical shake up of my work life balance. I cannot promise to be here all the time. But I have learned from my mistake. Oh, and by the way Derek is leaving, it may have something to do with the bruises and the limp he came into work with this morning. I hope that wasn't anything to do with you Sir. I would hate for you to spend some time at His Majesty's Pleasure."
"Not me but it may be somebody from the rugby club, but more than likely his father-in-law." He paused, tilted his head to one side and said to me. "Even with this new work life balance, we're not going to make Scotland this year. How about Devon and Cornwall in the Stag?"
I could feel my face light up. "You just tell me the dates and I will arrange it." I stood up. It was my turn to put my head to one side. "Can I take my new dress? I rather like it, I think it suits me." As I ran my hands down the front.
"It's a bit bulky, I don't think so, but you can definitely pack the corset."
I smiled as I sat down and finished my dinner. We had an early night.
Epilogue
The company did find two people internally to replace Derek and they recruited others to fill their jobs. I reduced my hours and if I did have to travel, sometimes Stan would come with me. We didn't use this Stag for company business even though I wanted to.
As I said, we didn't make Scotland that year, but Devon and Cornwall were fantastic. The following year we made the trip to Scotland. The day after we got back I saw the letter was missing from behind the clock.
Oh, and Stan did appreciate the Crimson corset for his birthday. I made sure of that.
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David and Lucy's and their children Katie & Jake
Jessica, Harry
John, Karen
Brian, Carol
Frank, Zoe
Jock, Maureen, Lucy's parents
Before the pub
Lucy bounced in through the door, ran to me and gave the biggest kiss. I pushed her back, smiled and looked at her. "You got the job then."
"Yes, I start Monday."
Jake, our youngest, had just started full time school joining his sister, Kate.
Lucy had wanted to go back to work as soon as she could. We were doing okay, I was deputy chief designer and tester for a local electronics firm. We designed and made micro control processor boards that controlled almost anything you wanted, from food packing machines to controllers that regulate how deep a farmer digs his furrows for planting.
I had just received a bonus for getting a bit of kit working for a customer. Basically, it used micro-Wi-Fi cameras and strain gauges to measure the depth of the furrow and change the height of the tine, so the seeds were always planted at the same depth and there was a Wi-Fi microphone which the output from the software guys used do work out what type of soil the farmer was ploughing. That part was beyond my comprehension, but I know it worked.
I work from home most of the time, but I go into the office once or twice a week, just to meet people and swap ideas.
The extra money Lucy earned would be welcome for the nicer things in life.
Lucy had gone for a job as an estate agent, it was what she did before the children came along.
But this estate agent was a step up from you common or garden High Street estate agents. They had an office just off the High Street. We had looked in the window, just in case we won the lottery. They had nothing advertised in the window under a million pounds and most were over 5 million with a few that were POA. Which means if you need to ask, you can't afford it. It was called 'Elegant Properties' the name said it all.
Being a man, I had noticed all the staff were women, and they all looked good. A sort of professional smart, bordering on sexy smart.
It also helped that there was a crèche for between the time the children finished school and the staff finished work. There was a play area for the younger ones and study area for the older ones so they could do their homework.
The lovemaking was, shall we say, energetic that night. It's not often Lucy starts sex. Just after the children went to bed, Lucy came downstairs wearing her silk crimson nightie. It didn't stay on long.
Lucy was my MILF. 5' 7" 36,24,36. Long blonde wavy flowing hair and the most beautiful face I have ever seen, and that beauty flowed down to our children. The hair, the good looks from their mother and the good manners and sporting ability from me, I loved them to bits, all of them.
I met Lucy when I visited the estate agent she worked when Mum and Dad wanted to downsize after my sister and I left home. I thought she was gorgeous. I still do, and she has given me two wonderful children. I've had nine wonderful years married to her, and I felt she felt the same. She told me she did.
I watched her get dressed that first Monday morning. She asked how she looked. She looked good. "Very professional." I told her.
She was really looking forward to her new job.
Then a change. I watched her dress on Thursday, but there was a difference, it was almost party clothes.
"Sweetheart, isn't that blouse, erm, a little tight for work wear? Your boobs are, how can we say, outstanding or more correctly standing out."
"I've got to look smart."
"You've looked smart all week, why the party clothes, and isn't that skirt a little short? It's not rude but you know, it's a night out with your husband skirt."
"Sweetie, I look dowdy compared with all the other girls, I wanted to take up a notch. I don't want to stand out in the office as being the frumpy one. Anyway, the girls say showing a bit of cleavage can help you distract some of the buyers on things you don't want them to see, but you have to be careful with their wives and girlfriends."
I said to her in a sort of light-hearted voice that I did not feel. "I suppose it is a sales technique, flashing your tits to help a sale. But I'm not particularly happy about it."
"Oh, sweetie don't worry, everything is above board, you don't get to run a business like Gerald's if there's any impropriety."
I sort of let her have that one. I've never worked in sales, but it certainly wasn't like where she worked before.
She came through the door on Friday all cheerful. She let me know she was bringing food in and not to bother cooking. She had pizzas for the children and Chinese for us. The children make an awful mess with Chinese.
After the children were in bed she cuddled up to me on the sofa and said. "Sweetie, can you give me a hand to go shopping tomorrow? Gerald liked the clothes I wore the last two days but I pointed out to him but that was all I had. So, he's given me a budget to go and get some similar clothes. And Gerald suggested you come with me so I don't want to get too risqué. We might have to ask my Mum to have the children. He said we could squeeze a lunchtime drink and a bite to eat out of the budget."
I felt I was being included, and that felt good. "Okay I can do that. I can help my beautiful wife choose her work clothes. Especially if it means a couple of beers on Gerald."
"Well then." She said, smiling at me. "As we're going to have a busy day tomorrow, we should probably have an early night. What do you think?"
I smiled back at her. This new job was making her happy and that flowed into the house. "Well, there is only rubbish on the telly, an early night sounds like a good idea to me."
Went to bed early but I think we went to sleep at the usual time.
We went shopping the next day knowing what the aim was. I approved most of her purchases. I raised objections to a couple of blouses where the buttons didn't seem to go up the front far enough and one skirt that had a split up the thigh. It didn't go far but it gave a hint, and I did not like the hint it was giving. She didn't argue, she just put them back. We had a very nice lunch in one of the local hotels. There are a couple of pairs of shoes with heels higher than I would have thought ideal for driving in, but she insisted she would take a spare pair of driving shoes like she did when we went to parties. There are a couple of pairs of tights that were ordinary run-of-the-mill stuff you bought in the supermarket. It was a good, but busy day.
Monday evening when she got in and said that Gerald and the girls approved of the outfit she had worn that day and if the others were similar all would be good. She had a few folders under her arm. She told me she was assisting one of the girls, Jessica, on the sale of five properties with a total price of just over £22 million and she wanted to read up on all the details, get to know the history, the location and the problems, that sort of thing. That seemed a sensible approach to me. I let her get on with it. I made dinner and played with the children in the back garden. I got them through the shower and put them to bed. I made sure she had coffee whenever she wanted it. After the children were in bed, I sat with her helping her go through the details. I helped her to make a list of interesting facts about the properties and local area, towards half ten I became a quizmaster and asked her questions. It was more fun than watching telly.
Tuesday night Lucy looked after the children and did dinner whilst I did a spot of work. Wednesday evening was a rerun of Monday, that was fine by me. I enjoyed helping her out as she was enjoying it. Thursday was a rerun of Tuesday, but I finished much earlier and we had an early night.
Friday evening Lucy came up with a funny request. She asked if we could drive around a couple of the properties she was selling in the local area. She had to work until 3:00 on Saturday, but Sunday was free and the weather looked good. Some of the properties were empty and she could get the keys, others we could just do a drive by of the local area. We could take a picnic and make it a day with the children. Again, it was a sensible idea, we were all included. I couldn't include her in my work, but Lucy was making this a family thing for her work. I liked that.
We had an excellent day on Sunday. I drove, Lucy took notes as we drove around, we even incorporated the children by playing I-Spy. It appears that they saw a lot more than we did. We were at an empty large house. We were sitting on the lawn having our picnic. The children were a bit tired after running around in the big hall playing aeroplanes and hearing their voices bounce off the walls. We didn't want them to go to sleep just yet. We wanted to wait till we got home. We played I-Spy. Lucy started with 'I spy with my little eye something beginning with T. I think she was keeping it simple, meaning tree. Katie came up with treehouse, Lucy pointed out that it would be TH, and there was no tree house. That was when Katie pointed up into a tree. And there it was! A full professional treehouse, not a couple of planks knocked together like we did as kids. We explored and Lucy took a lot of photographs, some had all of this in. I was particularly proud of the one with Jake on my shoulders, Katie hanging on to my leg and where Lucy had her arms around me.
As good as the day was, once the children were in bed the evening was better.
Things settled down over the next week or so, we adapted our lifestyle to both of our jobs. Her company had a sort of round robin where someone picked up all the children from school and took them into the crèche and Lucy would bring them home from there. One of us would cook whilst the other one played with the children. Sometimes I would do a spot of work, or we would watch telly and she would read up on some more properties. I would help with that. It was fun to see how the other half lived. We talked about it. We didn't feel jealous we had enough to keep us happy.
We settled into a comfortable routine.
A couple of weeks later Lucy came in on a Monday evening and told me that she had her first showing on Wednesday. It was the property with the Tree House. She had been shadowing Jessica on showings, but all of a sudden Jessica was not available for Wednesday. Lucy would have to do it on her own. She was so excited. She had told the girls in the office how I had helped her learn about the place and the local area a few weeks ago and what we did that weekend.
I watched her get dressed on Wednesday as I usually did, but what surprised me was she pulled out a pair of stockings and a suspender belt. The rest of her underwear was normal.
"Hey, what's with the stockings today?"
"The girls and Gerald say a flash of stocking top can help distract at the right time. I thought I would try it, it can't hurt, can it?"
I was not happy, so I changed my tone of voice. "Yes it can. It's your business, but I think that's a step too far. It's bad enough wearing tight blouses and short skirts but now you're flashing your stocking tops. It's going to send the wrong signals, the slightly too tight blouse and the just short enough skirt. I am not happy with your choice of how you dress, but I can mostly live with it, but flashing your stocking tops is too much. What signal does that send to the customer? I think you should stick to tights." She looked at me, I could see she was thinking.
"Sweetie, I understand your concerns, trust me nothing is going to happen." She was downplaying it.
"I don't want to hear about you selling properties on your back. There are a lot of stories out there of estate agents sleeping with their customers to get a sale. If you do that, I will divorce you and take the children." I walked off.
I had heard the rumours, but I didn't put any credence to them. I thought it was just an estate agent banter, now watching her get dressed, I was not so sure.
I knew her showing was at about one o'clock, I was anxious for her, but I didn't bother her. I did get a text message at about four saying she might be late and could I pick the children up from the office. That put a worry bead in my head. I asked her why she said she had some paperwork to finish.
I got to the office, it was the first time I'd been inside. It was obvious everybody knew who I was. They made me welcome. Lucy was there, she came to me and thanked me. It appears the customer had made an offer which might be accepted and she had some paperwork to finish. I was introduced to the rest of the girls there. There were three other saleswomen and two admin people. I noticed they all looked good, elegant. Lucy told me she wouldn't be long, possibly an hour. I took the children home and got them sorted and Lucy came in. It was nearly an hour and a half. But the smile on her face told me something.
"I've just had my first sale, I got a message just before we left the office, the offer had been accepted." I gave her a big hug and held onto her. In my mind I wondered what her portion on the commission of £6 million would be, as you would.
We went out on Saturday night to celebrate, it was my Mum and Dad's turn to look after the children. One thing stuck in my mind when she went out with me, she wore tights, not stockings. I'm afraid something will have to be said about that. Wearing stockings to work had become the norm the last few days. But we had a good evening and a better night with the children not being in the house.
Thursday as she got dressed I saw the underwear was new, not the usual underwear she'd been wearing, and after the stockings incident on Saturday I had to bring it up. "Sweetheart, that's really nice underwear for work."
"It doesn't seem right to wear stockings and frumpy underwear. I just thought I'd take it up a notch."
"Sweetheart I've got a problem with that, who's going to see your underwear. You're starting to worry me a little bit now."
She looked at me, I recognised the look. There was going to be an argument. "What, don't you trust me?"
"Yes I trust you. But look at this from a husband's perspective, you go to work with your boobs hanging out, short skirts, sexy underwear and stockings. I would like to point out to you didn't wear stockings for me on Saturday or dress half as sexy as you do for work. Am I being pushed into second place?" It was a bit of an exaggeration.
"Don't be stupid of course you're not. I have a feeling you don't trust me." And with that she stormed off. I was even less happy. We would need to sort this out tonight. That attitude was most unlike her. I think she's getting a bit uppity. That would have to stop, she probably didn't realise she was doing it. I'd seen that at work, fellow designers going off on one after they had had a big success not realising what they actually said.
I got a message saying not to cook dinner, we were going out. She had to apologise for this morning. She told me she had arranged a babysitter. Lucy told me she would be a little late with the children.
I was still quite angry at her, we very rarely had unresolved issues, but I was annoyed with the fact she just stormed out. That pissed me off. When she got home one of her work colleagues, Jessica, was with her. Jessica smiled at me and said. "I'm your babysitter, but please don't make it too late." They bought pizzas for the children. The kids loved pizza but I did not want it to become their staple diet. I wasn't so keen, but something was going on here.
Lucy took my hand and said. "Come on sweetheart it's only to the pub, I'm driving." With that she led me outside to her car. I started to ask what was happening and she said gently. "Shush, I'll explain later." We got to the pub and found ourselves a table in the corner and ordered dinner.
Reaching across the table she took my hand and looking at me she said quietly. "Sweetheart, I'm sorry about this morning, I told the girls about our little spat."
That put my hackles up, I snatched my hand back and angrily I said. "So now you're discussing our home life with your work friends, what will it be next, our sex life. And I bet they backed you up telling you what an inconsiderate husband I was, and it was all my fault. How much did you tell them?"
She looked at the table for a bit. I don't think she realised how angry I was with her. "I just told them you got upset with me because I wore better clothes to work than I did on a night out with you.
"No, they didn't. To put it mildly Jessica tore me a new one. Jessica told me off and I shouldn't let my work family dictate what my home family did. I didn't realise I was doing it. She said the two couldn't be separate, but you had to prioritise the home family, or both the home and work family will suffer. She told me I needed to apologise to you and that's when she volunteered to babysit. I'm sorry sweetheart. Even Gerald told me off. He told me the support his staff received from their family was very important to him and the business. A happy home family is a happy business family."
We finished dinner. We talked about things, her attitude this morning was one of them.
She didn't realise she had been like that. She admitted she had made a mistake and her work colleagues had pointed that out to her. I was coming to like these new people she worked with. They seemed reasonably sensible, so far. She told me she planned to carry on wearing stockings because she liked them, but she would save the sexy underwear for when we went out. She apologised for her attitude, and she admitted she got upset with me for picking her up on the underwear.
I accepted her apologies, and we walked out to the car hand in hand. The children were still up when we got home. We were not late. Jessica asked if we were sorted out. When Lucy started to answer, Jessica just said quietly. "What does David think?" That was nice. I told her I was happy and with her help we have resolved some issues that Lucy didn't realise she had.
We put the kids to bed and sat down in front of the telly, although it was a school night I did treat myself to another beer and a glass of wine for Lucy. I asked about Jessica, how she could offer to babysit at short notice. I had seen she hadn't got a wedding ring on. Lucy told me that she was divorced. She had two children, her parents only lived around the corner, and they were always more than happy to babysit. She had no idea about her ex-husband. It wasn't the sort of thing you brought up. She felt there was something between her and Gerald, but she wasn't sure what it was, she couldn't put her finger on it.
The next day when she got dressed, I saw that she was back to her normal underwear and stockings, but the rest was the same as usual. She would look like most of the other girls in the office. The Stepford wives' television programme flashed through my head. But whilst they all looked similar they were definitely not submissive. I pushed the thought away.
Later I noticed that she would wear sexy underwear if she was doing a showing. When I asked her about it, she told me it gave her confidence and again accused me of not trusting her. She started to get angry but then I think she realised Jessica's warning and backed down and apologised.



I did notice that she seemed to wear the same clothes on showing days. When I asked her about it she said that Gerald asked them to do it as it showed consistency and made the client more comfortable.
The routine settled down again. When they had a new property, I would help her learn about it and if it was fairly local, we would take the kids on an adventure, we definitely used Katie's I-Spy skills.
Lucy made a few more sales over that time. With a 2.17% admin fee you don't need to sell many properties at those prices to make quite a good profit for the company.
Lucy had been there about 3 months when she told me there was a get together at Gerald's place this weekend. He was going to announce the bonuses. Lucy had mentioned they had a Commission share scheme.
I hadn't paid much attention at the time, but she explained it again. Half of the sales staff Commission went into a pot and every three months that pot was divided by everybody who worked for Gerald. There were some staff who were essential to the business but didn't have the opportunity to make a commission. The cleaning staff for example, it's not good to have a scruffy office when clients come in. The cleaning staff also maintained the decor, the painting, pot plants and the like, so the place always looked smart.
The admin staff, which no business can survive without, did all the day-to-day running around. Also, Gerald owned a small removals company that specialised in moving high end furniture. Although invited, the removals company people didn't often turn up, but for the rest it was almost a three-line whip. Lucy got the impression it was always a good day out. Everybody went, husbands, children, girlfriends, boyfriends. There would even be a nanny to look after the children and taxis home.
We turned up at half past one on Saturday, we were a bit late. Jake decided he didn't like the taste of worms, he'd seen birds eating them and wondered why we couldn't. He knows why now.
As soon as we got there the children ran off because all the friends they met whilst in the crèche were there and there was a big inflatable pool as well. The people were in three groups. I recognised the sales and office staff and I suspect the others group with the cleaners. As I looked around it came to me, it might be a bit sexist, but all the women were very good looking. The sales ladies, and I assume their husbands we're all sitting around a big table. We joined them and I was introduced to the men, I knew most of the women by now. A chap I assumed was Gerald came out of the house, Jessica was following him. She looked a bit flushed.
One of the other girls at the table said. "Here they are." It looks like we weren't the only ones late. It was his party so that was okay. It was the first time I'd seen Gerald, he wasn't very imposing he was probably slightly older than me and a few inches shorter, I wasn't tall by any means.
He saw us and walked our way. I noticed he had elevated heels, and still was not tall. Mind you I am only five foot seven at a push. He excluded an air of self-confidence almost arrogance. It was in his face, that 'you are all here because I want you here' or 'you lot do as I tell you'. And I do not think it was just his staff he had that aimed at. I suspected 'small man syndrome'. He was slightly broader than me in the shoulders. I had a feeling he kept himself fit. He dressed to impress. His shirt and trousers were just that little bit too tight.
He got to the table and started on the far side of the table and started welcoming everyone.
You know when you take an instant dislike to people. And although he had done nothing wrong, I took an instant dislike to this man. I felt he was a smarmy, slimy git. I suppose that goes with the territory of being an estate agent. Anyway, I had to get over it. I had made instant assessments on people before and found myself wrong, so I had to give him a chance.
The men went quiet. The women stood up to kiss him on the cheek like friends and the men shook his hand, but they stayed sitting down. In my mind men don't sit down when they shake hands. He made his way round to us last. He came to me, he smiled and said. "This must be David that helps out my newest employee. Thank you for that, she's got a great future in our office. Especially with your support. Support from the family is important, don't you agree?"
I tried and failed to push the dislike away. However, I do have to be careful. I had done that in the past and been wrong, some of the people I know I did not like when I first met them, but now, we are not best of friends, but we are mates. Also, he was Lucy's boss in a job that she loved, and it paid well.
Gerald put his hand out. I stood up and took his proffered hand. Then he starts to slowly squeeze. This was the alpha male humiliation tactics, I had witnessed even in my business. I noticed the sound level had decreased and people were glancing at us. I leaned forward and said in a voice that was just loud enough to be heard. "Now don't be so childish." A look of shock passed quickly across his face and the smile faltered. He let go of my hand. He told me to help myself to a drink. I would almost certainly find something that I liked. He kissed Lucy on the cheek and walked away. Jessica followed him, but she looked at me and gave a little smile. What people probably did not see was that as I leaned forward to talk to him, I put my foot on his toes and started to apply pressure. Now that was strange. I saw some of the other men smirk, I'm guessing he had done that to them, but they hadn't come up with my response.
Lucy said. "Let's get a drink, I think I need one." As we walked to the table that was set up as a bar Lucy asked me quietly. "What was that all about?" I ignored her for now.
We got to the bar, and I saw half a dozen bottles of Adnams Broadside, which was my favourite beer. It has a particular flavour. I had a quick glance around and it didn't appear anybody else was drinking it.
"Broadside, that's good I could like these parties."
Then I thought. "Did Gerald ask what beer I like? No-one else seems to be drinking it, and it's a bit special."
"No, but Gerald asks what our partners like so he can get something he knows they will enjoy. I never mentioned Broadside to him."
"So, your boss is keeping tabs on us now, is he? He probably has the office bugged." I said jokingly.
"Just notes, it's part of his family policy, getting to know people. Anyway, what was all that about?" Lucy asked.
"He was just being a twat."
"I've seen him do it in the office. Sorry, I should have warned you about that. I didn't think he'd do it here though."
"I don't care, a man who invites somebody to a party and tries to show his dominance by crushing their hand is a twat. All it proves is that he has stronger hands than me. He probably does, but that is all it does prove. So, I told him it was childish."
I didn't share the facts with her that I didn't like or in fact trust him.
She didn't say anything about it after that.
We got back to the table with her workmates. I started having a chat with some of the husbands, they seemed alright, but a bit subdued. The girls were gathered at one end of the table and we men at the other, Brian, Carol's husband, clasped me on the shoulder as he walked away to the bar and just said. "Nice one." He came back with a Broadside for me, and he had one himself. I think we could get along.
It was just after three when Gerald headed our way, he held his hand out to Karen and said to her. "Would you give me a hand collecting the meat for the BBQ please." She stood up without even looking at her husband John, took his hand and walked indoors.
We all heard John say. "Fuck." He went to the bar and came back with some clear liquid in a tall glass. Brian gave him a look of sympathy. I just want to know what the fuck had just happened.
I saw that Jessica had started to get the salad and the rolls out. She had even lit the gas BBQ. That wouldn't take long to warm up, so I was surprised when Karen came back over half an hour later with Gerald.
Gerald walked up to Jessica who was by the BBQ, I heard him say. "Thank you." And he gave her a peck on the cheek. She did not respond. Lucy was absolutely correct there was something going on there, the way she followed him around and the way he treated her just didn't sit right.
I leaned across the table and said to Brian. "What's going on?"
He stood up and said to me, "Come and give me a hand to fetch some beers." He didn't need a hand. When we got to the bar, he said to me. "Do you fancy going out for a beer on Wednesday night?" He looked at me, there wasn't a smile on his face. I had the feeling I might learn something to my advantage, so I agreed. He told me about a pub that wasn't a place I would normally frequent. We went back to the table with the drinks. By now John was obviously drunk and very unhappy. Karen sided up to him, but he moved away. I looked across at Lucy, she didn't appear to notice anything.
Apart from John being drunk and walking away from Karen every time she approached him the rest of the day went well. The bonuses were announced and everybody except John and Karen appeared to be happy. I was certain Karen was close to tears and she went to play with her children, Jessica joined her and gave her a hug. I started to pay more attention now. There was tension among the sales staff and their partners. Several things were running around in my mind. I'm sure I will find out more on Wednesday.
So we could all have a drink and not worry about driving Gerald had arranged for taxis. On our way home I gently asked Lucy about what she saw with John, Karen, Gerald and Jessica. She agreed with me there was something between Jessica and Gerald. She had noticed a change in attitude when Gerald and Karen disappeared, she couldn't put her finger on it. She would ask around on Monday.
We had a quiet evening after the kids had gone to bed. My mobile phone buzzed which was strange. I had a look at it and the message said. 'I hope we didn't get off on the wrong foot. Can we meet for a drink later? Gerald.' How did he get my phone number? I logged him in as a contact. I talked to Lucy about it, and she told me the company had my phone number as an emergency contact. Why would they not? I wondered why he had it on his personal phone. When I asked Lucy about that, she told me she didn't know that he personally had my phone number. He must have got it from her file. I told her I wondered what was in this file? He had my phone number, he knows what beer I like. What else does he know about me? She told me she thought Gerald keeps a small file of the families that work for him. He kept it personally and nobody else had sight of it.
In my business we are very wary of people stealing our ideas. So, I wasn't keen on the idea of secret files. Gerald's invite was not one I was going to accept in a hurry. But I had a feeling Wednesday would be very informative.
I do not normally keep secrets from Lucy, but I felt I might have to see what Brian had to say before I let on. I didn't lie to her, I just didn't tell her the whole truth. I told her I was going for beer, but didn't tell her with whom.
When I got to the pub. Brian as well as Frank, Zoe's husband, were there as well. I fetched the beers.
"Will John be joining us I asked?" That got a shake of the head.
After I sat down Brian said to me. "Do you want to ask questions, or shall we just tell you the story?"
"Well, I'll ask you some questions and you can tell me if your story is going to answer them for me."
"All right, that sounds a good way. What do you want to know?"
"Well, Jessica and Gerald for a start, but what I really want to know is why did he try and crush my hand. This thing about Karen and Gerald something wasn't right and John got pissed pretty quickly and stayed away from her for the rest of the day. I'd like to know what's going on there?"
"I think my story will answer your questions, but I must tell you it doesn't show Frank and me in a good light, perhaps you'll understand why. Because we've got a feeling you love your family."
"I do, but there are certain things I will not stand for."
"We will tell you our story and you might change your mind."
Frank stood up, looking at Brian he said. "You start mate, I'll fetch the beers and take over when you're ready." These two obviously shared something.
"I'll tell you my story. Frank's is almost the same. I'll not beat around the bush there's no easy way to say this. Gerald likes to humiliate men, he'll do as much as he can get away with. You probably noticed that on Saturday." He gave a little chuckle. "I wish either of us." Nodding at Frank. "Had thought of what you did, we just pulled away. That was to put us in our place. The problem was, as the wives all said what a nice bloke he was, I didn't see a problem. But it's a game to him, the thing was, I didn't know I was playing, it caught me unaware, by then it was too late, he had won."
"What about Karen and John?"
"I'll come to them later. It gets worse. When Carol started at the job, she went through probably the same thing Lucy has done. Smart clothes on the edge of sexy that the company paid for." I nodded. "Stockings for work and let me guess, tights and frumpy for you? Don't worry. You're not alone. The reason they went frumpy on you was a guilt thing. Gerald would say to Carol 'I hope you're not wearing the clothes I brought you for Brian.
She would then feel guilty. I don't know how that works, but it did until we had a blazing row about it. In hindsight, we think." He looked at Frank who had just got back with the beers. "That was Gerald's plan."
"How far have you got?" Frank asked.
"Stockings."
"Ah, the wedge. Shall I take over?" Frank offered.
"No, I'm alright mate." Looking at me Brian carried on. "When he used that comment Carol dressed down for me until we had a blazing row. The wedge. Gerald stepped in after a few days and smoothed it over. Talking to Carol after this was all over, and I am nowhere near the end yet, she thinks Gerald added fuel to the fire before he stepped in to help, Carol thought something strange back then, but we were just happy to be back together."
I spoke. "We had a similar thing, when we celebrated Lucy's first sale."
"That fits the pattern, did it last long?"
"No, Jessica stepped in on the first day and told Lucy off, she even looked after the children so we could go out and have a talk."
"Jess, she's a good girl, I bet she got stick from Gerald for that."
"Are they a pair, an item? It seems like they are together, then they're not?" I asked.
"It's a bit complicated, but it will become clearer." He took a deep breath, then Frank stepped in.
"Shall I carry on; I've had longer to get used to it?"
Brian gave a small smile. "Thanks mate, but I need to do this. It will help, I think."
Coming back to me he took another deep breath and said. "Carol had been working there for about four months when she told me she was going on a course with Gerald, some Real Estate selling thing." He took a long drink of his beer. There was a tear in his eye as he carried on. "The morning she left for the course she told me she was going to sleep with Gerald for the two nights, and how she loved me, she was doing it for us, it would secure our future and it would only be the one time. I pleaded with her and told her if she did this, I would divorce her. Let's just say she gave me some examples of what would happen to me if I stopped her doing this or if I divorced her. She said she loved me and would only be sex. And that she had to do it to protect us. That didn't make sense. She told me about Jessica and her husband, Harry, he was a carpenter. He objected and he did divorce Jessica. Gerald had a lawyer rip Harry apart in the divorce courts. His workshop had a fire, the sprinklers saved the building, but he lost a lot of wood, and his machinery was water damaged and some of it got smashed. The electrical stuff did not survive. Then he was mugged, he had his wallet, phone and his works van stolen, the van was later found burnt out. That was the easy bit, they smashed his hands. He couldn't work for a bloody long while. He made bespoke furniture. Well, you can't work wood if your machinery and your hands are broken. He had to sell his business and Jessica got half of the profits."
"There is no proof that it was Gerald's men from his removal company, but I have met them, and I wouldn't put it past them."
Frank looked at him, but Brian held his hand up and carried on, he was crying. "That was when Jessica walked in. I didn't even know she was there. Jessica sat me down and told me if I divorced Carol, I would only see my children one weekend in four, I would lose the house, maybe my job and probably all of our savings. She promised me it would be this once. She pleaded with me to let this happen and not divorce Carol. Jessica was crying. She took Carol out the door. The difference between the two was amazing. Carol, upright and resolute that this was going down on her terms and Jessica crying. As she passed me Jessica gave me a card and said. 'I will see you tonight.'
They took the kids to school, I sat there on my own just crying wondering what the fuck was going on. Eventually I looked at the card Jessica gave me. It was for a marriage guidance counsellor. There was another card, it was for a solicitor and across the front it said PTO. I turned it over and on the back was written 'don't use this one, he was rubbish for Harry.'"
Tears were streaming down his face. Frank went for more beer, when he got back Brian carried on. He gave me a little laugh through the tears. "I dragged myself together. I would have to go and fetch the kids from school. When I got there Jessica was already there. Arrangement had been made that anybody from the office could pick children up from school. Jess followed me home. I didn't even think about that. Let's just say she kept me occupied. No, not like that. Once the kids were in bed she explained what happened to her and Harry and how she loved him and she missed him. She realised she'd been stupid, made a mistake and handled it all wrong. All that happened to Harry, his injuries and his business, he blamed her for. If she hadn't put him in that position. He wouldn't have had to refuse. After that she plied me with drink until I was too drunk to think. She stayed the night and took the kids to school. I couldn't go to work in my state, I didn't even phone in. I found out later Jess had. It appears she got my work number for emergencies from Gerald, it was in my folder. Yes, Gerald keeps folders on all of us.
"Jess told me she and Harry went to counselling and the biggest thing that struck her was that Harry had to sit at home and look after their children knowing his wife was having sex with another man. No man should have to do that and that is why she was with me that night. Frank and I think that is all part of Gerald's humiliation on us."
Brian took another long drink of his beer, it was nearly gone. Frank again did the duties. Brian carried on. "Carol came home in the evening the following day. Well to cut a long story short, after the first night she realised what she'd done, and she came home to beg for forgiveness. But I told her I was still going to divorce her. The following day I got a visit from Gerald and his removal team. It was just a gentle reminder of what would happen if I divorced her. He also warned me that she couldn't leave the company. If she did, he had videos of their evening together. It was quite quick he didn't even come into the house. He didn't smirk, he didn't grin, he just warned me and walked away. When I talked to Carol the video was news to her. But there was a strange look on her face at the mention of videos. Frank and I think the videos with Gerald are not the only ones. We went to counselling and I think we're through it now. I still get flashes of anger, but Carol knows how to deal with those. So that's it mate, that's the story."



He took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. Then he wiped his tears away with a handkerchief and blew his nose.
I knew there was something going on, but fucking hell.
"Sorry, I've got to ask is Carol, still, you know?"
"I'm pretty certain she's not. I've kept an eye on her. When I can afford it, I hire a private detective to follow them around. One of them even purported to be interested in one of their properties and he arranged it with Gerald and Carol to show him around, but he saw absolutely nothing. So, as I said, I'm pretty certain she's not but there is that nagging doubt in the back of my mind."
I went to the bar this time. I wanted time to think. When I got back I said to them both. "A couple of questions." They both nodded. "What does Gerald get out of this and what is with John, Karen and Gerald. What is going on there?"
Frank took over the story. "Ah right, that's the nub of the matter. Gerald gets off on humiliating husbands. He insists the wives tell their husbands before they go away with him. It's no good having sex with their wives if the husbands don't know about it. For him it's quite simple, every time he looks at us and smiles, he is actually saying 'I had sex with your wife whilst you were sitting at home looking after the children, cuck'. He gets off on rubbing it in. However, he recognises the wimp in John. We don't think Karen particularly enjoys it, but she's trying to hold her marriage together. We know they are going to counselling, but the poor bastard is caught between a rock and a hard place. He knows what happened to Harry." He looked at Brian then back at me. "We think John at some stage of the game is going to flip and do something stupid and either end up in hospital or prison. We like him, and we feel sorry for him and Karen. We would like to help him, but we don't know how. So that's it. We thought we had better warn you. But it's up to you what you do. By the way, my story is pretty much the same as Brian's. But I ended up with a broken arm."
"What has he got on the women?" I asked.
"We don't know." Said Frank. "All we know is all the women have said 'it is something they have to do'. We have a myriad of theories and suppositions but bugger all else."
I had to ask the question that was on the tip of my tongue. "Well why haven't you two something about him? And I think you know what I mean."
"We do, we often come here to try and work something out. Look, I run a small construction business, just me and three other lads. Brian runs a small plumbing and heating business, him and two others. So, it would have to be foolproof, we can't go to prison. So, alibis are a problem without dragging other people in. And the opportunity, he's rarely alone. Those goons from his removal's business seem to be his shadow."
Brian carried on. "And to make matters worse, we get work from Gerald which is quite lucrative. It's like he is saying 'you would not survive in business unless I gave you work'."
"That's crap." Said Frank. "We were okay before he got here and will be when he is gone."
I noticed Frank said 'when' not 'if'. And I have a feeling the pair of them we're working out a way to make it sooner, rather than later, and that I could help.
Frank carried on. "We discussed asking Jess to give us a hand, but we don't want to put her in a bad position after the way she supported Brian. I think she is on our side."
"You didn't get the full underwear, stockings treatment from what you've told us. I think Jess headed that off. We even considered hiring a hitman, but there were several problems. We couldn't afford one and we don't know how to contact one. And there are those damn folders he keeps on us. We don't know what's in them. And let's not forget the videos of our wives. That is why we come here, it's a bit of a shit pub but at least the beer is good."
I hadn't noticed the beer to be honest with you. The story had a ring of truth about it, but these were two blokes I had never met before last Saturday. I think that thought must have played across my face. Brian turned to me and said. "Look mate all we wanted to do was warn you, so when the shit starts to go down, you are prepared. It's up to you what you do." He gave a small smile. "Unless of course you happen to be a hitman or an ex-member of the SAS or Royal Marine Commando sniper. But I suppose if you were, Gerald would know about it and not have hired Lucy."
I gave him a small smile. "Sorry mate I'm none of those, never even fired a gun. But if it plays out like you say it will, you will have a comrade. The more people that support an alibi the stronger it is. Three is better than two. With three of us an alibi should be easier and perhaps with more of us, we can come up with an idea." I paused. "So why does Jess stay, do you know?"
Frank looked into his beer and said quietly. "We have thought a lot about that. We've got several theories, but none seemed to hold water. The private detective Brian used has found the money that Jess got from the sale of the business she gave back to Harry, and we believe she's paying him something monthly. We think that's where all her bonuses go. We suspect, only suspect mind you, that Jessica brought the business because Harry is back in his old workshop. We think she may be staying close to Gerald because she can do more damage to Gerald inside the company, and we are sure Gerald's got some sort of hold on her. Videos or something like that possibly, so she can help like she did Brian and she did you the other week. But we don't know, it's all supposition. She may even like him sometimes, the look on her face gives her away."
I kept quiet about it, but I knew an ex Royal Marine. Lucy's Dad. He was not a musician in the band. He was called Jock, he wasn't Scottish, it was a name that he got in the Royals, it stuck. He and Lucy's Mum, Maureen, were nice people. I liked them, I think this was going to upset them if it went down as Brian and Frank suggested it might. Best not go there until I had to, he was a big man, and he had a bit of a temper, I had seen it. When provoked he got angry, very quickly, but he calmed down just as quick, but by then the damage had been done.
It was time to go home. They had given me a lot to think about. We arranged to meet in about two weeks or so, or sooner if something came up. We all stood to shake hands. As we were standing by the pub door, Frank looked at me and said. "Be careful mate, he will come after you harder because you didn't kowtow to him at the party, in fact you humiliated him in front of us, he won't let that go. Oh, and by the way we saw your foot on his, nice one. He will come for you, it will make his humiliation of you even sweeter for him. It will be his revenge."
Pt 2 After the crap pub.
Before the pub I thought I had a good marriage. Afterwards I thought that I had a marriage that was in danger.
I headed home with Frank's warnings fresh in my ears. Despite all the beer, I felt particularly sober and it gave me time to think of what to do if Lucy confronted me with what they had warned me about. Perhaps I could head it off at the pass. We will have to see.
It wasn't late when I got in. Lucy asked me how my evening went. I told her just some blokes chatting about stuff. I didn't expand. I got myself a beer. Lucy came up to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and suggested an early night. I told her I probably wouldn't be very good, as I had too much to drink but tomorrow night was on for definite, she smiled at me. She gave me a kiss and went to bed. I sat there pondering and followed her as soon as I'd finished my beer. We just cuddled. I did not sleep very much. Lucy never turns me down for sex, but it was very rare she initiated it. I had a fleeting thought that she was trying to butter me up for her time away with Gerald. I realised that was a dangerous path to go down. She could just be loving or feeling sexy. I would have to control my thoughts on that.
The walk back and not sleeping gave me time to plan just in case Frank and Brian were right. What worried me were the threats. Brian had not gone into any details, and I didn't want to push. The poor man had gone through enough.
Just in case they were correct I came up with a plan. I had a chat with our storeman at work and I managed to borrow a couple of cameras and microphones as I wanted to try something out. It was not unusual for me to do that. It would not take long for me to set them up and link them to my home PC.
I went home at lunchtime and set the camera up in the lounge and the kitchen and one in the hallway which covered the front door. There was no point in putting one in the bedroom, anyway, that was private, I wasn't looking for cheating. I wasn't sure about the one on the front door as we had a doorbell camera. But Gerald would probably know that.
Part of my heading it off at the pass that evening after the children had gone to bed I told Lucy a story about a couple at my work, she had cheated on him with her boss and now they're in a divorce court and everybody got hurt even the innocent children. I told her that I would have done the same thing if that happened to us. She just gave me a funny look as if to say why I was telling her all this.
Nothing happened for the next two weeks. I checked the cameras every other day and there was nothing. I did not see any change. She dressed the same. Sex was normal, probably a little bit more adventurous, I put that down to her being happy. Monday afternoon a couple of weeks after my chat with Brian and Frank Lucy came bouncing through the front door. She had good news. She told me to wait until the children were in bed.
When we put the kids to bed, she fetched me a beer. I try not to drink strong drinks on a workday, but I might need it today. It had to be something big. I had an idea what it was.
Lucy told me that Gerald ran courses on the psychology of selling real estate and she was going on the next one. He was holding this one in Nottingham. He was hoping to open a new office in that area so it would give him a chance to have a look around. She would give him a hand on the setup on Tuesday afternoon. Attend the course on Wednesday, help pack up on Thursday and come home. Gerald had given her the Friday and Saturday off as a thank you. She was very happy about this. After Brian and Frank's warning, me not so much. Well, the first phase of my plan to head it off at the pass hadn't worked, so on with the second plan.
"So, when do you plan to tell me you're going to spend two nights in Gerald's bed?"
Her chin hit her chest and she did a lot of spluttering. But what was telling was there was no denial. so I carried on. "I gather Gerald uses the courses to sleep with his staff. You only have to look at Jessica, Carol, Karen and Zoe to see that this has happened. And I warn you now, if you sleep with Gerald, I will divorce you. I love you with all my heart and because I love you, and only you, I will not share. And I don't care if you ask for permission and say that's not cheating, well two things if you ask, I will say 'No'. And if you go ahead and do it anyway. I will divorce you. I suggest you think on that before you say another word. To give you time to think I'm going for a walk."
I stood up and walked to the front door, picked up my coat and left. Just after I got out the door I sent a text message to Brian and Frank. 'It has started, the game is afoot.' I got a sad face emoji back from both. A thought flashed through my mind that they didn't look like the people that used emojis. But they replied.
I was out for about an hour and a half. I got back and Lucy was in bed. I went upstairs and did my ablutions and got him beside her, she came across to cuddle me and said. "This is a great opportunity for me. The courses he runs are very expensive and there's always a waiting list, the course is well regarded in the business, so please sweetheart can I go."
"I will think about it. Just remember what I said about sleeping with Gerald." I turned over and gave her my back. There's still been no denial. I might just have to put the camera up in the bedroom after all.
The following day there was a knock at the front door. I opened it, on the doorstep I found an 18-inch-long half inch steel water pipe. When I picked it up it was obvious one end had been filled with lead. There was a note taped to it 'this fits nicely up the sleeve. We will watch your back when we can F&B'. It's great to learn from other people's mistakes. It did fit nicely between my elbow in the palm of my hand. I slipped it behind the curtain next to the door.
Lucy was home late on Tuesday. I had collected the children from the office, it had an icy atmosphere. Pretty much like our house. After the children were in bed Lucy said to me. "Dave, we need to talk." I wasn't going into work tomorrow, so I broke another of my rules and had a beer. I didn't get her a drink.
I made my way through into the lounge and sat in the armchair. Lucy got herself a glass of wine and followed me in and sat on the sofa. I said to her. "Unless you're going to tell me you are not going to sleep with Gerald there is no point in this conversation. If you sleep with him, you know what will happen."
She pulled herself up, looked me straight in the eyes. "Gerald said you would be like this. So, this is what will happen if you divorce me. I will get the children, and you will never see them again. You will be paying child maintenance till they leave school, and I will do my damnedest to make that is as long as possible. I will get our savings and the house. You will end up not being able to afford to put sugar in your tea. I will blame you for the break-up of our marriage. I might even have to slap myself around and blame you. I won't go to the police, but I am sure the hospital will when I tell them you abused me. And when you get out of prison with a record and known as a wife beater you will struggle to find a job. I need to do this."
With that she got up and walked out, leaving me staring at her back. Did she really threaten me with losing everything I hold dear to me? Was this really my wife? No, after my talk with Brian and Frank this was Gerald's doing.
I don't know where she went but she came back about half an hour later. She sat down opposite me and took a sip of her wine. "Sorry sweetheart, I shouldn't have left, but I thought you needed time to consider what would happen. Sweetheart, I love you with all my heart and it'll only be the one time. We will benefit from this in the long term. It's just two nights." She paused, looked down and said. "Sorry. it is something I have to do."
She obviously didn't think of all this herself. Some of it was wrong. "I suppose you got these ideas from Gerald?"
"He said you might not agree to going back to being a family again, it will be just a one-off sweetheart. It won't happen again. I want this. Sorry, but I have to do this."
"What! You want to destroy our marriage. How can I believe you? You do this once and get away with it, what's to stop you holding this over me again?"
"Gerald said you might say that, so I have signed a post nuptial agreement. Gerald has drawn one up." She gave it to me.
"Not worth the paper it's written on." I just threw it away without looking at it.
I carried on. "l know you had to tell me."
"Gerald insisted so it wasn't cheating."
"That's bollocks. Gerald wanted you to tell me to humiliate me, you could have just run off and done it without me knowing, I would have suspected, but as I had the children to look after and work to do, I couldn't follow you to check." I paused. "Anyway, I would have trusted you to do the right thing by your vows. No, this is him humiliating me. It won't work. Have sex with him, I will divorce you."
I went upstairs, grabbed a couple of pillows and a spare quilt from the airing cupboard and threw them down the stairs. "You're not sleeping in our bed, the bed we made love in, the bed we conceived those two children in until you put this despicable notion behind you."
This was Gerald's revenge on me for humiliating him on that Saturday. I gather Jessica, Carol and Zoe had only told their husbands as they left to give them no time to argue. He's now giving me nearly two weeks of purgatory. That just might be his undoing.
Wednesday was a late start working at home for me.
Around nine there was a knock on the front door. I had an idea who it might be. I picked up my water pipe just in case.
I was right. I opened it to find Gerald and two of his removal company workers, they were big lads. One leaned forward and put his hand over the doorbell.
The threat was obvious.
I suppose Lucy told him I was starting late today. I would have to have another word with her about that.
"I won't come in. This won't take long."
I wasn't inviting him in.
"Look Dave, this is going to happen. It will be just the once, I promise. I need company whilst I am away. It will benefit you and your family."
"And if I say 'No' what happens then?
"Have you heard about Harry, Jessica's ex-husband?"
I shook my head. It was a lie Brian and Frank had told me about him.
"Well, he went and divorced Jessica after our little event. He was given the opportunity to reconsider, but his ego wouldn't let him. He was a carpenter of some repute. It appears his workshop went up in flames, something about the wood and glue he used and a heater. He used to make nice furniture. He still wouldn't change his mind. He got mugged and had his van stolen. Unfortunately, the muggers broke both his hands, quite badly I hear, took a long time to recover. The muggers were never caught.
I saw the two big lads' grins. Their intention was obvious. It almost looked like they wanted me to go ahead with the divorce.
"He had to sell what was left of his business and Jessica got half of the proceeds. Jessica's lawyer took Frank to the cleaners. He lost his part of the house, their savings. He has to pay child support and only sees his kids a few hours a month and that is a supervised visit. And like you, he loves his kids.
"If he had changed his mind at any stage before the divorce, he would have been welcomed back into our work family and I would have helped him set up a new business and may have been able to get him a few commissions. His work was really very good.
"So just think about what Lucy said and let this happen and all will be well. Now, have a good day at work. Whilst you still can."
There was no mistaking the threats.
Just after he left I gave Brian and Frank a call. We met in a coffee shop. I told them my plan, they asked me to give them a little time to think about it and they would let me know. I got a text message late in the afternoon saying they were okay with it and Brian had already contacted Jessica.
It was quiet in the house when Lucy got home with the children. After the children had gone to bed I said. "Lucy, we need to talk."
I was sitting at the dining room table, she sat opposite me.
I kept my voice normal. "You threatened to have me arrested for something I didn't do. Lose my house, my children, everything. How do you expect me to get over that? The person I love the most in the world threatened to take away everything that I love."
"I'm sorry sweetheart I didn't mean it, it was just a threat, Gerald put me up to it, I wouldn't have done it."
"But you fucking said it. I don't care who put it into your head, you said it. The words came out of your mouth. And how do I know you won't pull that stunt again." She'd never heard me use the F word before.
She said quietly. "I want to do this. I have to do this. it will be good for us, trust me"
"Why should I trust you when you want to throw away our marriage?" I paused for effect. "Gerald just wants to humiliate people. He gets off on that."



"No, he's not like that, he's a nice man."
"Bollocks! Nice men don't want to sleep with other men's wives and humiliate their husbands, and what's to say he won't video you and blackmail you later."
A frown passed across her face.
I said to her quietly. "Look, I do not care what he has got on you. We can work through it. Don't choose him over me."
"I'm sorry, I can't." She had chosen, it would cost her. She was waiting for me to reply.
There was silence for a while, I wasn't going to break it. She cracked.
"It doesn't have to be like this, it's just the once and I will make it up to you. It's your Birthday the week after next. I promise I will make it up to you. I will get Mum and Dad to have the children and we can go away, nothing and I mean nothing is off the table." She thought for a second or two then added. "Well, no other people."
I growled at her. "So, it's okay for you to have sex with other people, but not me. That's hypocritical." I stormed off into the kitchen, time for a coffee, I wanted beer.
She came rushing into the kitchen after me. "Sweetie, you're right. But I'll have to think about it, get my head around you being with another woman."
I turned on her.
"Just like I've got to get my head around you having sex with Gerald. You expect me to just sit here, look after our children knowing my wife is having sex with another man. Not going to happen. The choice is yours. Don't do it, resign from the company and we can make it back from this."
I poured the coffee away and got a beer from the fridge anyway.
I paused and said. "Okay you want to do something for me, organise a Birthday party for me this Sunday. Family, friends, neighbours, even people from your office." I appeared to think a bit. "Except Gerald. I will not be humiliated in my own home." That would be a red rag to a bull and almost guaranteed his being there.
"Okay, it won't be easy but if Mum and Dad help it should be doable. But why, your birthday is not until the following weekend?"
"Two reasons, if you go ahead with this, it is to show you what you will be losing when I divorce you."
"Secondly, if you don't go ahead with this, we will go away for my birthday, and I will rock your world. Nothing and I mean nothing is off the table. Well, no other people." I used her words back at her.
"Alright then, I will organise the party, because you won't divorce me. You have too much to lose. Gerald will see to that." There was an arrogance there I didn't like.
"I know, your boyfriend and two of his goons visited me this morning before I started work, they threatened me with physical harm, well not directly. They just explained what happened to Jessica's ex-husband. Did you know about that? And I suppose you told him I was working from home today?"
"No, I haven't seen him today, he left for Leeds early for a delivery. But you normally work at home on Wednesday, perhaps he knew that? He does keep a track of people, says it's good for business. No, I have no idea what happened to Jessica's ex. She never talks about him, why should she?"
"Well, I suggest you ask her and see if you can live with the outcome."
Something that Brian and Frank had said popped into my mind. "Where is Jessica by the way, is she not around?"
"Gerald sent her to Nottingham on Monday to scout out some properties so he can go and check them when we go up there next week."
That was the same day he had approached Lucy and offered her the trip to Nottingham. That is what the git had done. He's taken the one person that protected the vulnerable and he had nothing over and sent her away.
He probably took pleasure in manipulating that.
Apart from when the children were around the house it was cold. I relented and let Lucy come back to our bed, the children would find it strange her sleeping downstairs. There was no making love or sex.
I did mention to her later that when I left for work on Thursday Gerald's two goons were standing opposite our house and their removal van followed me to work.
Friday evening she told me Jessica had got back from Nottingham in the morning and she asked about her ex-husband. She said Jessica clammed up, and tears formed in her eyes. Carol dragged her away and suggested, quite forcibly, that Harry was not a topic of conversation in the office.
Lucy told me that after lunch Jessica suggested they went for a walk, and they ended up on a park bench. Jessica had found out that Lucy was going to Nottingham with Gerald. She advised her not to go through with it. It wasn't worth the pain, because there would be pain and more than likely Lucy will be the one that got hurt the most. Jessica said she could see a lot of her Harry in me. But she didn't expand. Lucy told me but she was now reconsidering it after Jessica's advice. I felt relieved but didn't let my guard down.
Lucy had to work Saturday morning and it was my worry that Gerald would get to her there, I knew Jessica was in the office too. That was my hope.
Lucy had been shopping. She came in with all the meat and rolls for the BBQ and she showed me a new dress she bought for the party. I wondered who paid for it?
There was a change in attitude when she got back. I asked her out right. "Have you decided not to do it?"
"It's just the once, it will be good for us. We are not like Jessica and Harry."
"So, you're doing it then."
"I love you, but it's something I have to do for our future. It will be just the once. You won't divorce me, you have too much to lose. And I really will make it up to you. You can even have that threesome."
Well, that was it. I bet Gerald got to her whilst she was at work. That was my biggest fear. She had enough warnings and opportunities to stop this. But it was her decision.
Saturday night after the children had gone to bed she approached me again wearing her best underwear, things that I had bought her, not Gerald. Again, I declined, I told her what she had to do to get me to go to bed with her. She was only trying to get me to go to bed with her so she could start making it up to me, she couldn't do that if I didn't give her a chance.
It was one o'clock on the Sunday when people started arriving, our parents were first they went round and helped setting up. My Dad got the BBQ going, it was charcoal, proper BBQing. Lucy's Dad did the drinks, as you would expect from a Royal Marine. I sorted out the electronics for the music and I set our big telly up outside. I ran a selection of photos of my life, from a baby to our latest holiday. It included the treehouse photograph we had taken recently. Just after the parents arrived Lucy took me aside. "Sorry sweetie, I've just had a message from Jessica, Gerald is with her. He sort of invited himself. Somehow he found out about it, I don't know how because he wasn't there when I asked them, he was in Leeds, and I asked them not to tell him as you didn't want him here after what he tried at the last party. They agreed not to."
Then I twigged it, how he had gathered all the information. He did have the office bugged. And the girls when chatting would let slip all sorts of stuff that they wouldn't share with their boss.
By two o'clock everyone I wanted was there. Family, our close friends outside work, a couple of my work mates. Brian, Carol, Frank, Zoe. Even John and Karen, I was surprised they came. Jessica and Gerald. Gerald did not have his goons with him, he probably felt safe in a big crowd.
There were children running around everywhere, but not Jessica's. I supposed Harry had them?
Dad had the coals nice and hot and wanted to start cooking, so I asked him to give me a few minutes.
I went and found Lucy, it suited my plans that she was talking with her office mates. Gerald was there. I had seen her circulating and I waited until she ended up with them.
I joined them, they stopped what they were talking about. Looking at Lucy I said. "This is your last chance to stop what is about to happen. Just tell Gerald 'No'."
All her work colleagues could hear what I said.
I saw him smirking at me, Lucy dragged me away. "What do you mean?"
"Tell Gerald you will not have sex with him and the shit storm that is about to happen, including your divorce, will not."
She pulled herself upright, looked me in the eye and said. "It's just the once. It will be good for us, you will lose everything, I need to and I want to." That last comment killed my love for her
"You have had enough warnings, so on your head be it. You have until I get to the far side of the garden to stop this, last chance." I looked across at the table. Gerald was smiling, I looked at him and gently shook my head. I was not smiling. His grin got bigger. Jessica looked worried, Brian and Frank were smiling, the others looked confused.
I got to the far side and stood beside the table which had all the gifts that people had brought me. It was mainly alcohol.
I raised my voice. "Family, friends and Lucy's work colleagues, excluding Gerald, her boss. He was not invited, the rest of you, welcome." That raised a stir. My Mum sensed the tension and gathered all the children to the back of the garden, that was good. "I would like to thank you for these gifts. I see it is mainly beer, wine and I see a nice bottle of Sage and Apple Gin. Thank you for that Dad. That's good because I am sure I am going to need a lot to get through my divorce from Lucy and the custody battle for the children." I wish I had a camera. Oh, I did, it was all being recorded in case Gerald had his goons with him and they kicked off.
You could have heard a leaf fall from a tree. "Lucy told me earlier this week she was going to have sex with Gerald whilst they were away on a course next week." I pointed at him, he stood out because all of his staff moved away from him. Brian and Frank had an inkling of what I planned.
I carried on after picking up the remote control for the telly. "As if that wasn't bad enough, she threatened me with losing my children, my house, my savings and even my job. She would leave me penniless. On top of that she said she would beat herself up and get me reported to the Police and I would never see my children again."
Lucy found her voice. "No I didn't say that." She cried.
I hit the play button and an edited version appeared on the screen with her saying exactly the things she just denied saying. It stopped before it came out; it was Gerald's idea.
Lucy shouted. "I didn't mean any of that, it was just a threat to let me go with Gerald." Looking round she shouted. "Gerald put me up to it to convince Dave. I wouldn't have done it, really." She was on her knees crying.
I looked down at her. "I heard the words from your mouth. Not Geralds."
Raising my voice above the swelling voices I said. "You see, Gerald likes to humiliate husbands that are in happy marriages, he gets off on it. He has ruined people's lives and marriages, and he is proud of it." I pointed the remote control at the telly and said. "Look at the smirk on his face as he threatens me with two big goons standing behind him, he's a coward as well." I played a clip of his visit.
When it finished I continued. "He records the assignation and then uses that to blackmail the husband that if they rock the boat, he will send the videos to everyone that knows them and then destroy the husband's life. He doesn't sleep with the women again, they were just his ammunition to humiliate the husbands, they mean nothing to him."
Gearld ran for the back gate, unfortunately for him John was standing in front of it, and he had his fists up. That is when Jock caught up with him, he moved quickly for a big lad. He grabbed Gerald by the scuff of the neck, he growled at John who let him out the gate. He closed it behind him. Did I say Lucy's Dad had a temper? I think I did.
Lucy was a mess on the floor, Maureen was with her. I walked up to them and said. "Maureen, her bags are by the front door, best you take her away."
People were standing around in embarrassed groups, not knowing what to do. I would have to apologise to them later for using them like that.
Jock came up to me. "He won't bother you again." He held his hand up. "No I didn't hit him, I just told him to stay away from my family if he knew what was good for him. The physical stuff will come later when we can't get caught. He stinks, I think he shat himself." He looked at Lucy and Maureen. "We will take her home for now and see you tomorrow."
Most people had gone now; only Lucy's work colleagues were still there. They came towards me. There was a wide range of looks on their faces, the men were smiling, most of the women were looking confused. Strangely the one thing that stuck out to me was Jessica was smiling. She said the most unexpected thing. "Thank you. You have done what we couldn't. We are here for you."
Jess walked off and started doing something with her phone
Now I was confused. I thought she and Gerald were a pair. Frank walked towards the BBQ saying, "There's a lot of meat here and we still need to eat."
John went to the table with the beer and brought us all one back. He looked at Karen and said to her "You can get your own." She looked close to tears then went to the table and bought four glasses and a wine bottle back.
Jess was back with us. She looked at John. "Stop it, we talked about this."
"Sorry."
"Not to me, Karen."
He looked at his wife. "Sorry sweetie, I got a bit heated, stopping the shit getting out of the gate."
I thought that was probably the first time he had stood up to Gerald.
Brian had gathered some tables and chairs together, he said to me. "Let's sit down mate. You have done us a big favour. Because now he can't blackmail you, he can't blackmail us. I bet you've got all of that recorded somewhere and we could destroy his business."
He looked around the people. "We didn't talk about it to each other until about a year ago. Carol and I went to a marriage guidance counsellor. So did Frank and Zoe. It all came out after we had been to one of Gerald's events. We talked. He has some information on the girls, and he blackmailed them. We are not going to say what it is, it was false anyway, we just couldn't prove it."
"Part of the whole thing was they had to tell us just before they went that they were going to sleep with him and the consequences if we tried to stop it or divorce them. We had children to look after and no time to think, let alone find a way to stop it."
"We have talked about it, and we think because you humiliated him, he wanted extra from you, and he would do that through Lucy. He's probably been priming her for weeks with all the usual stuff. But he would have given her the ultimatum Monday whilst Jess was in Nottingham. It was probably the usual stuff the other girls got promised. It will be a one off, it will be good for her, he'll make her deputy manager of his new estate agents because you work so well as a family and as a family you were a shining example for his business. He may have even promised her a cash bonus. He wouldn't have run you down, he would have complemented you and her. Then he would have pulled out whatever it is he is using to blackmail her with. She was in a no-win situation. We've watched him at work. That's how he sells his high-end properties.
Frank spoke up from the BBQ. "I did try to leave my house the night it happened to me, I had already phoned my sister to come and look after the children. I was seething. Only to find one of Gerald's removal men waiting on the pavement by the front of my house. He just looked at me, smiled and shook his head as he cracked his knuckles. It was plainly a threat of what would happen if I walked. I went upstairs and looked out the back window there was another man there. I looked at my children and decided it wasn't worth it. When I threatened to divorce Zoe, I got a visit from Jess and she gave us the contact for the marriage guidance counsellor. We have kind of worked it out the same as Brian and Carol have. Oh, a couple of days later while walking to my car after visiting my solicitor, I got mugged and had my arm broken. They didn't take anything, not my wallet, phone or car keys." He didn't mention John and Karen. I think that was a different ball game.
There was a knock at the back gate. I was about to ask Brian to get it when Jess ran across the garden without asking me and opened the gate. Two little bombshells screaming mummy, mummy, mummy ran in and hung onto her legs. I looked at the man who brought them in. I had never seen him before. But I had an inkling. I looked at his hands. They just looked off, but he had a wedding ring on. I suspect this is Jess's ex-husband. Jess took him by the hand and led him across to us. "David, this is Harry."
He put his right hand out. I was a bit loath to take it. He just smiled at me and said in a very pleasant voice. "It's okay it doesn't hurt anymore, only when it's cold."
Jess introduced everyone else. When she got to Brian and Frank she said. "You guessed, didn't you?"
"Kind of, but we weren't sure. Glad though." Said Brian.
We sat down and Jess told us the full story. She felt so bad about what happened to Harry that she gave what money she got to him, got the insurance sorted whilst he was in hospital recovering and getting his hands fixed. She got his workshop sorted, got the machinery that could be repaired, repaired and replaced where it couldn't. After a couple of months, she went back to the courts and got the child maintenance stopped, and the visitation rights changed. She even used Gerald's company to pay the solicitors, naughty, but nice. Gerald didn't know about that. She even passed on Gerald's contact book to Harry so he could look for business. They started going to marriage guidance counselling even though they weren't married, it took a while. When Harry saw what Jess was doing it helped with the reconciliation. They got married just over a year ago. They just couldn't be open about it. I did have a question going around my brain, but Jess forestalled that and told me she hadn't been sleeping with Gerald after the only time because as Harry was no longer there to humiliate, there was no pleasure in it for him. She had decided she could help better by staying and trying to prevent it happening in the future and helping those who had been affected meanwhile try to get something on Gerald. She failed in that.
Jess told me she had the name of a good solicitor if I wanted to go through the divorce, but told me to think about the ramifications, because it wasn't just me this will affect. The children and all the parents as well. We talked some more. Jess and Harry were hanging onto each other. I said that I thought the office was bugged, Zoe agreed. That was the only way Gerald could know so much about all of us, including today's party. From time to time things came out in conversation that would be useful to Gerald. I'm guessing the fact that I liked Broadside, and I work from home on a Wednesday.
I said to Jessica. "Sometimes you look at him and smile as if you like him."
"No, I am just thinking what he will look like after Harry has finished with him."
John and Karen left. He was still very gruff with her. As they walked to the gate Brian and Frank followed them. The three men stood head-to-head, I couldn't tell what it was about, but got a feeling John was getting told off
After they had left the garden, I asked about them. It appears John had a shady past that they think Gerald had discovered, but they didn't have any idea what it was. John was a bit submissive, Gerald recognised that and was constantly rubbing it into John's face. Yes Gerald and Karen were still having sex quite often, but only when John was around, like at the party. He would take her away, do it and bring her back. It appears Gerald would sometimes take her away and not have sex with her, as if to say, 'I could have had sex with her, but I didn't'. Just another way of rubbing it in. The sex was not important to Gerald. Karen obviously didn't enjoy it but that didn't matter to Gerald.



Brian and Frank thought John and Karen had been having financial problems, they guessed it was gambling or bad investments, but they didn't know, and Karen had done the actual deed with one of the prospect purchasers to get the sale. Unfortunately it was a scam to get some blackmail material on Karen, but she went all the way and that gave Gerald more than he needed.
The children were getting fractious, and it was time for them to go. Everyone helped me tidy up the garden, put drinks back in the fridge, pick up the meat and put it in the freezer. Jess asked if I would be alright tonight on my own as the children have gone with their mother. I said I would. It was a lie, after they left, I drank myself into a stupor, but before that, I made a decision
It was midday when Jock, Maureen, Lucy and the children got back. You could have cut the tension with a knife. Lucy tried to come to me muttering "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
I had my hand up to her. "Don't come near me." Jock looked at me and asked me to go for a walk with him whilst Lucy got the children settled back into the house. They were happy, they didn't understand what was happening. They were glad to be back home.
Jock asked me not to do anything too rash and to think about it. He told me she admitted she had done wrong. He could see I was upset. He asked me to see if I would go to marriage guidance counselling. I told him I would think about it. But down the bottom of the garden I turned and looked up at him and said. "Jock, my wife, the person I love the most in this world, the mother of my children told me she wanted to sleep with another man. She wanted it, and she was going to do it, whatever I said. Her boyfriend threatened me with physical harm. She threatened to take away my house, my children, get me sent to prison. I would have lost my job. I would have always been known as a wife beater. You would never talk to me again and I doubt my parents would have had much to do with me. I would have lost everything I hold dear. You don't say those words to the man you love. I'll think about it, but I wouldn't get your hopes up."
I think he realised then that my marriage to his daughter was over.
I applied for a divorce and custody of the children. It was not going my way until my lawyer showed the judge the clip of Lucy threatening me, including the bit where she said Gerald told her to say those words to me. He also showed him Gerald making threats, although veiled, they were obvious threats and pointed out this was the sort of man she associated with. He was her boss, and she still worked for him. And that he would not be a good influence for the children. The judge agreed. I got custody of the children she had supervised visitation rights.
Gerald quickly moved to Nottingham to get away to where he started the new office. Lucy went with him. He was welcome to her. I saw her every other weekend when she came and stayed with her parents and had the children all weekend. After a few months Gerald's warehouse caught fire. Initially it was thought to be an electrical fault. When it was investigated by the police and the fire service. It turned out to be arson. He lost a lot of expensive reproduction and original old furniture. There was something wrong with the water main so the sprinklers did not work, highly suspicious I thought and ironic. John worked for our local water people. Later it came out it was an insurance fraud. The furniture was not all it was cracked up to be, after a visit from the insurance company to the Nottingham warehouse and Reading office. I took no interest after that.
I still met up with Brian, Frank and sometimes John in the crappy pub. He and Karen were working on their marriage. I wished them well. That is how I learned about the fire and Gerald's accident whilst he was on bail awaiting trial for a whole plethora of charges. John took great delight in telling me what they were, I cannot remember, I wasn't that interested. I did mention to Jock that Gerald was in hospital after an 'accident', he smiled and said. "I know. I saw it in the papers whilst I was up there watching a Notts County game." Jock doesn't like football, more of a rugby man.
I got a visit from the Police to ask for my whereabouts at the time Gerald was assaulted. I was with Brian and Frank at the time in a pub that had CCTV. Lucky that.
Jessica took pity on Lucy and moved her back to the Reading office. She could see the children more often working down here. To be fair to her and the children I got the supervision aspect of her visits removed as soon as I could.
On one of the times she collected the children, I asked her if she enjoyed her time in Nottingham with Gerald. She looked at me and said. "He didn't want me, there was no one to humiliate. And anyway, I would not have let him within a mile of my body. I went to see if I could get something on him, to try and get you back. Please can we give it another go? I love you, I am sorry."
"Did you?" Not that it would have made a difference.
"Not really." She whispered.
I kept my voice low. "All you had to do was say 'No' to Gerald, I gave you enough chances and we would have worked anything out, but you didn't. You said you 'wanted' to sleep with him. So not a snowball's chance in hell."
She shouted at me. "He told me I had to say that I wanted to sleep with him to humiliate you more. I didn't want to."
"Then as I said, just say 'No', but you didn't. On top of that you threatened me with losing my children, my job, my house and going to prison. That does not show you love me at all. So fuck right off. And do not be late back with the children or you will not see them next week!"
I looked at her. "It's ironic that you have lost your husband, your children, your house, the respect of family and friends, almost exactly what you threatened me with losing."
With that I turned and walked away not looking back.
People have complained about some of my stories having two endings. Therefore, my second RAAC ending is a separate story. If you like BTB, stop here. If your preference is RAAC please read Part Two.
Precis. Gerald gets off on humiliating husbands. He tricks and blackmails wives into having sex with them and then humiliates the husbands in several ways.
Lucy moved to the new office in Nottingham with Gerald, but that didn't last long. It was proved the fire was arson. Gerald was suspected. And it was proven that the furniture was not original or the Reproduction furniture that was supposed to be there. The investigators were suspicious because some of the wood and foam in the remains were not right. I don't understand it all myself.
Gerald went down for fraud and arson. His goons with him as accomplices. Jess told me that the sprinklers failed to work in the warehouse.
I still met up with Harry, Brian, Frank and sometimes John in the crappy pub. I had started to appreciate the beer. It was at one of those that Harry passed me an invite to a commission share party. It was the first one that had been held since Gerald had been put away. It seemed a fair way of doing business, so they kept it up. I was not going to go. But Harry suggested that my children missed the friends they made when they went to the office.
It might be good for them to get out. I thought the kids were fine, but it wouldn't hurt. He told me there would be Broadside.
I took the children. As I suspected Lucy was there. I think Jess was trying to get us back together. That was not going to happen. I will have to have gentle words about that later. There were the usual groups of people, admin, cleaners and sales staff. The sales wives were off chatting. I was sitting with Brian, Frank Harry and John. As we were away from the other people I asked, quietly, if they had anything to do with the fire in Nottingham because I remembered John worked for a water company and would have the tools, access to the plans and knowledge how to turn the water off. They just smiled some of the biggest smiles I had seen on those four, and Frank used the American term. "We plead the fifth." I had been told they were fishing in Cornwall when the fire happened. Harry has family in Cornwall. He said something about the more people that have the alibi the stronger it is. Three is better than two, and four is better than three.
Brian spoke up. "You said something like that the first night in the pub and something like the more heads the more ideas." The four of them were like Cheshire cats.
Jess appeared at my shoulder, she leaned down and whispered into my ear. "It would not have happened without your Lucy's help. Only the people around this table and Lucy know what really happened." She stood up and walked away.
I looked at Lucy playing with the children. There was a pang in my heart, I pushed it away.
As I was leaving with the children, I asked Jess if we could have a chat later, privately. She smiled, laid her hand on my arm and said. "I have been waiting for you to ask, can you pop into the office after you finish work on Tuesday. Lucy will not be there, but the other's will. Is that okay?"
"I will have to sort out the child minder."
"Bring them with you, the other kids miss them."
I could see what she was doing. The business family thing, it was not going to work. I was going to tell her to back off trying to get me to take Lucy back.
I got to the office on Tuesday, the kids ran to their friends. There was lots of happy squealing even though they had only seen them three days ago. Jess indicated her office, I wanted to get my message across as soon as I could, as I walked past. I said, a little aggressively. "Still dressing sexy smart I see." Nodding at Zoe and Carol.
"Yes, we have an image to maintain, we are known for that look, and we have to keep it up, but no stockings, unless they want to and underwear, well I have no idea. It's not important anymore. Now that Gerald has gone we are looking at getting uniforms, still smart but not as blatant sexy, more like some airline hostess uniforms."
Well, I didn't win that little foray. Before I could say anything, Karen came in with a tray of tea. She smiled at me, she seemed happier than I had seen her for a while.
"She seems happier?" I said after she left.
"Yes. She and John are sorting out their problems, going to a marriage guidance counsellor, seems to be working. We found some things that are helping them."
She looked at me. "I think you are here to try to get me to stop trying to get you and Lucy back together. Well, I will, on the condition you listen to me and then read this folder with an open mind." With that, she lifted a folder out of a drawer and put it on the desk, but she kept her hand on it.
"I think you still love Lucy, I have seen how you look at her, but you cannot believe in her or trust her.
"David this is difficult for me but there are things in here that will be difficult for you." She tapped the folder. "In the clear up from the fire in Nottingham the builders found a fireproof box, it was returned to us here. We got it opened and it contained files on all of us.
"The files, and there was one for each of us and his previous employees, detailed Gerald's thoughts on each person, that is each husband and wife. He lists what he saw as insecurities, weaknesses, strengths, where he had the advantage or could generate one, where to oppose people and where to back down so he could control any confrontation. I think you mentioned that it was like he had the office bugged when he had your favourite beer. Well, he did. I suspect you worked that out later on when you told everyone not to invite him to your party. He also has names, phone numbers and email addresses of, well everyone you knew. The bug is gone now."
She took a drink of her tea. "Everyone has had theirs. Harry and I burnt ours in his workshop incinerator." She took another sip of tea. She was building up to something. "We were all played by a master manipulator.
"Please read this and think about Lucy, yes she was wrong, but there again, so were Karen, Carol, Zoe and me. We thought we were doing the right thing. It would only be the once, we did not see that it was not Geralds game. "
"Have you read the file?" I asked.
"No, I have looked at the first page, it was the same as mine. It is a timeline, a plan of when and what Gerald planned. That was all I looked at. Yours is different from mine, and because of that and after what has happened, I asked Carol, Zoe and Karen about their timeline." I was about to speak, when she held her hand up. She carried on. "Before you ask, that is all I know. I only ever opened the first page to make sure what was in the file was the same as the name on the folder. I would not have put it past Gerald to mix them up to confuse people if the folders were ever discovered. The first page was always the timeline.
"All I will tell you is that with all of us, Gerald followed his plan, there were no changes. With yours, dates moved, and events changed."
Jess took a sip of her tea, I could tell this was wearing her down. "Will you promise me to look at this before you make a decision on Lucy? You are already divorced, but I can see you still love her. It's in the way you look at her. I realise you can never trust her again. I understand that because she made the same mistakes I did and look what Harry and I went through. Gerald was a master manipulator, but all of us girls must take some of the blame. We should all have handled it differently." She looked down. "Gerald chose his targets well.
"Please read it with an open mind, try to look at it from Lucy's point of view."
She slid the folder over to me but kept her hand on it. "There is an SD card in there, don't lose it. I assume what is on yours is similar to what was on mine."
I had a feeling she was not finished, but I had a question. "Why give this to me and not Lucy."
"She knows about it, when I showed it to her, I told her some of what was in my folder. She asked me to give it to you. She did not open it. She does not know what is inside.
"There is one more thing I need to tell you, but you have to promise me that you will tell no-one else. It will hurt a lot of families. I trust you, but I need you to promise me to keep this to yourself."
I was intrigued, but I had an idea it may have something to do with a comment she made on Sunday.
I did not think a nod of the head would do. So I said "Yes, I will keep it to myself."
Jess raised her hand off of the file, I drew it away from her. Looking at her I said. "Would you have kept this from me if I'd said 'No'?"
"No, but what I am about to tell you is as important. If not more important than this file."
She took a deep breath. "Lucy was instrumental in taking Gerald down. This cannot be written down. Only Brian, Frank, Harry, John, Lucy and I know the whole story. Carol, Zoe, Karen and Harry's brother in Cornwall, Jack know something has gone down, but not what. The girls have probably done some sums and come up with the correct answer."
"The long fishing weekend?"
"Yup."
Jessica told me Lucy had confided in her that she purposely went to Nottingham with the intention of getting revenge, she suspected something was going on up there.
"To cut a long story short, Lucy found out they had changed all the expensive furniture for rubbish. It was insured for about £1.6 million. The insurance company insisted that the Fire Protection, alarms and CCTV be upgraded. But the wiring was rubbish. Lucy told us about that, we suspected he was going to do an insurance fraud by burning the place down using the faulty electrics as the source. But we decided we would beat him to it and frame him for it. The boys drove to Cornwall, borrowed Harry's brother's van and drove to Nottingham. I don't know exactly what they did, you'll have to talk to them about that, but I know there was petrol and a crude timing device which just happened to have Gerald's fingerprints on it. The sprinklers did not work and one of his goon's fingerprints was found on the control bar that controls the water to the warehouse. It came out during the investigation that Gerald was having money problems. So, it appears he had the means, the motive and the opportunity. A jury found him guilty. He admitted he was going to do fraud but always denied the arson was him. He was found guilty on the two main charges and a host of smaller ones. It was big news in Nottingham for a while. Never quite reached us down here.
"We could not have got our revenge without Lucy's help. She organised everything up there, so please, she has tried to make amends. I want you to think about that."
She looked down and said quietly. "You are the only man she has loved and made love to."
That would certainly give me something to think about. My tea had gone cold. And I could hear Jake moaning he was hungry. He was always hungry. It was time to go home.
We left Jess's office. The girls had gone home and Harry was babysitting my kids. He shook my hand. He saw the folder I had. Nodding towards it he said. "When you finish reading that I have an incinerator in my workshop you're welcome to use it."
Jess and Harry escorted us to the front of the shop. "If you need help whilst you're reading, give us a call, we are here for you. We all know the pain. Please give Lucy a chance mate. I know it will be hard work for you. But if you decide not to, we will never mention it again. You will still be welcome." She gave me a small smile, and a peck on the cheek. "You have been affected by that bastard Gerald, so you're part of our family."
I decide it's going to be burgers for tea tonight, On the drive home I decided to not read the folder until Saturday when Lucy had the children.
I wasn't that strong. My curiosity got the better of me. I got the children fed, washed and in bed. I fetched myself a Greene King IPA, settled on the sofa and opened the folder. There was a plastic bag clipped to the top of the folder with an SD card in it. The top sheet of paper was a calendar and there were annotations in boxes. One for the day that Lucy started, the following weekend there was one annotated 'clothing budget £400'. That was how much Lucy had to spend when we went shopping for her work outfits. A week later 'stockings', a week after that 'underwear' and the following week 'support hubby'. There were ticks against these annotations.
There were two lots of writing, one in red which looked like a target date and one in black that would probably be the completion date. There were a lot of populated boxes with words like 'Showing' and a code. I assume that was a property. There were names as well, one that came up a lot was Darren. He always seemed to go to the same property, I suppose it can take a long time to decide if you're spending seven or eight million pounds.
There was the date of the commission share out party and after that there was a lot of crossing out in red and lines drawn across the page linking dates. One box that was linked was called 'Darren'. Looking at specific dates, the Monday Lucy told me about the course it said, 'L tell D course'. The Tuesday was 'L confront D sex' the Wednesday was 'G confront D with R&T'. They all had completion dates. Wednesday was when Gerald came to see me. I assumed R and T were his goons.
I sat and stared at it for a while, then I saw it. He moved all his plans up after the commission party. But who was Darren?
As I came back from the kitchen with another beer it came to me that Gerald got Lucy to tell me early that he was going to have sex with her, unlike what Jess, Carol, Karen and Zoe did to their husbands, they did it as they walked out the door, giving them very little chance to stop it. Frank and Brian suggested that was what Gerald had done as part of his humiliation of me.



I opened the folder again, I flipped the calendar over. The sheet underneath was lists. I recognised names, phone numbers, email addresses, birthdays of friends and family, even my work boss and the word 'Broadside'. I wish I had one now, but weak beer is the order of the day, and only two a day. This was all too much to take in, and there was still the SD card to go. I had the children to sort out in the morning, I closed the folder and went to bed. I didn't sleep.
I couldn't concentrate the following day at work. I had to get this sorted so I phoned Jock and Maureen and asked them if they could pick the children up from school and take them to their place for the evening? I got a message back saying they would keep them overnight. They would call round to pick up their overnight kit on the way to pick them up from school.
Alone, I steeled myself and opened the folder at the second page. It was a list containing all of our friends, family, my work colleague's names, e-mail addresses, some phone numbers and some house addresses, just about everybody we knew. It included banks, building societies, clubs, there was stuff on there that I didn't know we had. The next page there was lists of likes and dislikes. Lists of what some people would call strengths and weaknesses it was all quite revealing to see how somebody thought of you and your wife. What I did notice was there was no mention of children apart from their names and birthdays. Gerald probably realised that would be a step too far.
I got a text from Jess asking if I was alright, I just replied saying 'managing, for now.'
Next was the SD card. I was dreading this bit. I did get a Broadside for this. I plugged the card into my laptop and opened it. There were lots of video files, some quite large, some were very small. I ordered them by date and started with the newest. It was quite a large file. It opened showing Lucy sitting in Gerald's office. I could see from the date timestamp it was the Saturday before my birthday party.
Lucy started. "Gerald I can't do it he would destroy David. I will quit, I don't care what you do."
"I'm really sorry to hear that Lucy. I'm looking forward to a couple of nights with you. Well, never mind. You will be having many more nights with David, beside his bed. At least you have two sets of Grandparents to babysit whilst you visit David in hospital." I saw him slide a piece of paper across the desk at her. "And I still have that video. You'd be hard-pressed to tell it's a fake, but when people see it they won't look too hard, they will just assume that all your bonuses came from you being on your back, you might convince David but I'm not sure about your friends, his friends and everybody else on this list." At that the door opened and his two goons walked in.
"You wouldn't?" said Lucy.
"We would, have a word with Jessica and ask her how her ex-husband Harry is getting on. He had a couple of incidents. I gather he's still not working, he doesn't see his children and as you can see Russell and Thomas are still here. So put a brave face on it. Be a big girl and do it. I've told you it will just be the once, I promise. Again, ask Jessica."
Lucy was halfway to the door when he spoke up. "Oh, Lucy and if you tell him and he comes for me, not only will my two associates deal with him and the video goes out. So, no strong-arm stuff from hubby, eh!"
One of the goons held the door open for her and the other one stood there cracking his knuckles, they were both smiling. Lucy fled in tears.
I was starting to feel like I was a shit, I should have backed her up. But thinking about it I couldn't. She didn't tell me she was being blackmailed. I gave her enough chances. She gave in to his threats, not trusting me. But at least I can see why she had done it.
I decided to open the next file, it was dated prior to the one I had just watched.
Gerald asked. "How did David take it?"
"How the bloody hell do you think?" She sounded angry. "I told him I was going to sleep with you for two nights and there was nothing he could do about it. I threatened to take away everything he loves, how the fuck do you think he took it."
Gerald just leaned back in his chair, I saw him smile at her. "He'll get over it, they all do, well most of them. If he doesn't, he'll soon learn the error of his ways. Russ and Tom will see to that. What do you think of the postnuptial agreement? That's a new idea of mine."
"He just threw it away, he didn't even look at it."
"Well, it's useless anyway. I won't bother trying that again. Right, this is what you say to him."
He then went on to coach Lucy exactly what to say, what tone of voice to use and even to the fact when she finished saying it to walk away. She followed his instructions exactly, he got her to practise her tone of voice. To become arrogant, make it a foregone conclusion that this was going to happen whatever I did and said. He was very convincing.
I was feeling a bigger shit now, but again she should have just come to me. But with the threat of violence from the two goons I can see why she didn't. But had I known it was coming, me, Brian, Frank and almost certainly Jock would have dealt with it.
I fetched myself another Broadside I started going through the clips there was a large one which certainly gave the impression that Lucy had had sex with this Darren chap there was one bit of them going into a room and another bit of them coming out they were both dressed exactly the same and in the background was a rumpled bed where it was fully made when they went in. There was a clip of doing her stockings up. There were a lot of small clips. It certainly looked like they were both in the same place, but the originals had time date stamps on them; they're all completely different. If you look really closely once you knew you could see the shadows were in different places, it was very well done. That was why Gerald wanted the girls to dress the same for each showing. I will have to find this Darren chap and have words. I might take Jock with me. I think he will enjoy it.
It was about then that I got a text from Jessica.' You okay?'.
'Struggling, I will manage.'
I was on my third Broadside and I sat thinking. The problem I still had was, she said those words They came out of her mouth. If she had said to me.' Gerald told me to threaten you with this. Or if she hadn't followed his instructions so closely, if she had seemed a bit more contrite when she said them it wouldn't have hurt so much. It still hurts now. But I am going to have to think about how I treat her in the future with what I know now.
It was her turn for the children this weekend, she would be around Friday. Bugger, Jessica would have told her I have the file. She'll be at her parent's place with the children. She will know what I'm doing right now. Almost as if she was reading my mind a text alert came in from Lucy, I looked at my phone. 'Are you OK?' and a heart emoji.
I wasn't going to reply but I did.
'A lot to think about.'
She replied. 'I am so sorry. I have never stopped loving you. Shall I come round?'
'No, it's too soon for that.'
'I love you, goodnight'.
I had a lot to think about all by myself. The big question, now what?
Thursday I picked the children up from school, things returned to some resemblance of normal or what was normal in our house. I packed the children's clothes for the weekend with their mother, there wasn't much. She kept a set at Jock and Maureen's house. Normally she would pick them up straight from school and then would pick the clothes up on their way past my place. I would have to face her, we had both made mistakes and I was still sure hers was the biggest. But I still felt a bit shitty.
The doorbell rang at the usual time. I grabbed the bags and opened it to see Lucy, Maureen and Jock waiting there. I was half expecting something like this. Lucy looked nice, not sexy nice. This is obviously not a ploy to get me into bed.
"Sweetheart, we need to talk. Mum and Dad will take the kids. They know about the folder, but like me they don't know what's in it. Although I have a pretty good idea what, please sweetheart can we talk?"
"I suppose now is probably as good a time as any." I invited her in. Maureen gave me a hug, and so did Jock. He had never done that before. He picked up the children's bags and left.
I made coffee, as much as I wanted it, it was too soon for beer.
Over the coffee I went through everything I had found. She had seen the list of names and addresses and the video file that implied she had sex with this Darren chap. But she did not know him as Darren, to her he was Charles Harrington. She now knew he was part of the scam. That was all she had seen.
I pointed out to her she was always dressed the same as Gerald had told her and I showed her that often the shadows from the windows were in the wrong place. I showed her all the short clips that had date time stamps on them that made up the fake. Including the one of her kissing this Darren/Charles chap. You can see she is taken aback by it and pushes him away. It was probably the shock but the kiss lasted a good five seconds. She did appear not to return it. I had run it several times and you could see how Darren/Charles sprung it on her. I did ask her why she didn't tell me about it. She told me it would have upset me, and I might have done something about it, and it might have cost her a sale. She now knows it was a crock of shit, there never was going to be a sale.
By the time we had finished all that it was gone seven o'clock. I got the beer and wine out. She would probably need a drink. I did, I was fed up with coffee and she could get a taxi home or her parents could pick her up. I put a couple of 'prick and ping' ready meals in the microwave. We ate them straight from the cartons, save washing up.
Now the serious talking would start. I had mellowed my attitude towards her after what I knew now. I tried to be kind.
"Sweetheart." I said to her, that was the first time I'd use a term of endearment. "There are so many things you could have done to lessen the pain. You could have said things like 'Gerald told me to threaten you with this' or you could have given me some sort of hint you were under duress like saying 'I've made a mistake'. Almost anything to give me a clue you were under pressure from Gerald.
"When you walked away you could have just turned to me and said, 'I'm sorry' or just show some contrition, not leave me just sitting there looking at the end of my world."
As I talked about, it the anger re-surfaced.
"I'm sorry sweetheart, I didn't know what else to do. Gerald told me I had to do that to make you realise how serious I was. I am so sorry. I was so confused."
I could see her problem.
"You told me you wanted to do this, did you? Did you want to have sex with him?"
She was in tears, I wanted to go to her, but I had to get I had to bottom this out. "Well, did you?"
She looked at me and said. "I don't know my love, I really don't know.
"I think if I convinced myself I wanted to have sex with Gerald, it would make it easier for me to do it. It sounds shabby. I don't know if that's even a real excuse. And I sort of thought, if I was okay with it, you would be. Sorry my love, when I say it out loud it sounds really stupid."
She looked down. "I must admit a very small part of me wondered what it would be like with another man. Have you never thought about what it would be like with another woman? But my main reason was to get it over and done with, not have it hovering in the background. Sweetheart, please don't punish me for being honest."
She reached up and took my face in her hands. "I'm really sorry sweetheart but you asked me and if I lie to you now, it would be a lie forever and I have made enough mistakes." She leaned forward and kissed my lips. Oh those oh so soft warm lips I've missed so much.
I pushed her back. She had just admitted she wanted to try somebody else. That hurt. I walked off into the kitchen. Did she really want to try it or was she making excuses for herself? Were her excuses good enough?
What came first was the question, was having the sex with another man, was the experience first on her priority list, or was it to get it over and done with and having sex with another man was just a bonus? Bugger, I had run out of Broadside. Abbott's Reserve will have to do.
I came up with a plan, it was short term and it was a poor one at that, but it was all I could come up with. Hit her hard, demand an answer, loudly, do not give her time to think. The first answer is normally the honest one.
I burst in through the door into the living room and shouted at her. "Okay, was the experience of fucking Gerald the priority or getting it over and done with?" I glared at her.
She quacked, tears were pouring down her face, she looked at me and without hesitation said. "Getting it over and done with. I had to get past that so we could carry on our lives. I think, I don't know, I think I made-up the wanting to have sex with Gerald as an excuse in my mind to make it easier to do. I do wish we had someone to look inside my head because I'm as confused as shit right now."
Her reaction made me believe her, mostly, but there would always be a smidgen of doubt. I did not let up.
I snorted. "Well, that sorted out the you fucking him side, now we just have to address the humiliation he wanted to put on me and you were going to help him do that. Because this wasn't about him fucking you, it was about humiliating me! Making me his wittol, that's worse than being a cuck"
"I know sweetheart, I can't make that up to you, I've had time to think about that. When you told me that was what he wanted, I didn't one hundred percent believe you. He seemed like a nice man. I know that's bollocks now. I asked the girls in the office, they would say nothing against him. I know why now, he had something over them and the office was bugged. When I got back from a showing, the one where Charles kissed me there was a note on my desk. It said 'don't trust him, he's not a nice man.' I thought they meant Charles not Gerald, but I did watch Gerald closer because of what you said, and little things started to sneak out. It was the way he treated some male clients, he seemed to try to show power over them even though they were bigger than him.
"I had an inkling then that you were probably right. But by then it was too late. I was caught in his net. I'm sorry sweetheart you warned me what he was like. I didn't think he would come for any of these employee's husbands. That would be a silly thing to do, I didn't realise that was his whole aim, to have on tap a bunch of people he could humiliate when he felt like it. He is one sick bastard. I saw it later in Nottingham, he would mutter insults under his breath after a client had left, I couldn't hear the words, but with his attitude, you didn't need to. Sorry sweetheart I was so wrong."
I had my answers, well the best I was going to get, and I could see Lucy was in great pain now I had dragged that all up. I went and sat next to her on the sofa. I've known this face for a long time, she was hurting, there was a great mental pain. I couldn't take it away from her. I love this woman and she needed my help. I wrapped my arms around her, she clung to me sobbing, I could hear her muttering. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry." I have no idea how long it went on for but eventually she calmed down. In fact I think she may have fallen asleep.
She gently lifted herself up, looked me in the eyes and said. "Thank you my love, I am so sorry I put you through all that." Then as she kissed me again with those soft lips, they tasted salty with her tears, the kiss got more intense. She shifted, my hand moved from her back and I touched her breast. I quickly moved it away, she took hold of it and put it back even with a bra on it still felt nice. Her tongue started exploring my mouth. She pulled away from me, she looked me deep in the eyes and said. "I love you, I have to do this."
Next thing I knew, she slid off the sofa, took hold of the belt of my trousers, undid it and pulled the zip down and fished into my underpants and pulled my cock out. After the kissing it was semi hard. She sunk her mouth straight onto it. She's very good at that. It wasn't long before it was very hard. It had been months. Flipping heck. I'd hardly had a wank in the last month. When it was really hard she stood up and reached under her skirt to pull her knickers off. Got onto the sofa and impaled herself on me. I was stunned in amazement. It felt like it only took ten seconds. It was probably longer. She rode hard and after a couple of minutes she stopped fully embedded in me. She took my face between her hands and said. "I love you. I need this. I need you in me."
Then she got more vigorous. But it wasn't right. I took hold of her waist and I slid off the sofa taking her with me and laid her on the floor. And then I went at it hard. There was no finesse, this was just fucking. I rammed into her as hard, as deep and as fast as I could. She just clung on to me saying "more, more, more."
It didn't take long, she screamed. In the old days I would have put my hand over her mouth to stop her waking the children, this was louder.
It took me a while to come down from that high and by then I was soft. I rolled off her, and still on the floor she rolled beside me and put her arms across my chest. She whispered into my ear. "Thank you, my love."
We lay there for ten minutes or so. Lucy broke the silence. "David can I stay the night please."
It would be cruel to send her away. So, I said "Yes."
"I must tell Mum and Dad."
I was about to say something when she leaned forward and kissed me. When she pulled away she said. "Don't worry."
She got up, went to her handbag and into the kitchen. It's a little more difficult for men to put their tackle away. It wasn't long, she came back, she had another bottle of beer and her mobile phone in her hand. She turned it round and showed me the message 'mum dad I'm not coming home tonight I'm staying at Dave's. DO NOT read too much into this'.
We went to bed and we made gentle love. The beer was still on my bedside table in the morning, nearly full.
The morning was awkward, but we managed it. We settled down over tea and toast with strawberry jam. I was on my second cup of tea when Lucy said to me. "Where do we go from here?"
It had been a pleasant evening, night and morning. Oh yes, we did it in the morning as well, making up for what we had missed.
She had been honest with me the previous night, now I need to be honest with her.
"I have two problems, and I'm going to need some help. Without warning you threatened to take away from me everything that was dear to me. I don't care who put those words into your head they came out of your mouth. And you said you wanted to sleep with Gerald."
"I can understand some of your reasoning now, but it still hurts that you wanted to sleep with somebody else. You said that to me. I'm going to have to go and see someone, I just don't know who.
"I will find it hard to trust you again after you said you wanted to sleep with that twat."
She looked sad, I relented. "But we can keep on seeing each other whilst I sort this out in my head. It might help. But we are not together."
She leapt up from her side of the table and dumped herself on my lap. "Shall I ask Jess and Karen about their counsellors? They may know someone. I will come with you if you want, anything sweetheart."
I told her that I thought that might be a good idea,
I went with Lucy and the children to the seaside Saturday. Lucy and I did not show each other any affection in front of the children. I did not want to get their hopes up, nor Lucy's. We got the children back to Maureen and Jock's and into bed. Maureen and Jock made themselves scarce.



As I was leaving Lucy came up to me wrapped her arms around my neck. "Thank you for today sweetheart. I know parts were difficult for you. I managed a quick talk with Jess and Karen. They both use the same counsellor. One of them will get in touch soon I hope. I can see you are in pain with what I said. I am sorry I hurt you sweetheart. I did not mean to, but I was and I am still so confused."
We kissed and I went home. I was going to think, there was nothing I could do about that. Thinking can be dangerous.
I got a phone call just after lunch from Harry the next day. He asked if he and Jess could pop round at about six, they would bring dinner. I was not looking forward to my thoughts alone in my bed, so the sooner I talked to someone the better.
They turned up at six with Chinese. I had a beer and Jess had wine, more than one glass. Harry stuck to tonic water.
Jess had another glass of wine. "David, there are some things that Harry and I went through that nearly wrecked us again. We think you and Lucy are in the same or similar boat right now. In the early days, it wasn't easy."
She took a sip of her wine.
"What has Lucy told you?" I asked.
"Only that she told you that she wanted to sleep with Gerald."
"Did she tell you why she wanted to do that?"
"No, she gave me no reason at all, not even a hint." She looked into her lap and said quietly. "I had similar thoughts to what Lucy has had. But I only had one day to think about it. Lucy had over a week."
Jessica took a long drink of her wine. I could see now why Harry was not drinking, Jess was hanging on to his arm.
Jessica admitted to me that in the short time between when he she told Harry and actually when she did the event, she did wonder what it would be like having sex with Gerald. She said that if anyone had asked her then, she would have admitted to wanting to have sex with Gerald, to get it over and done with. Because it would just be the one time. So she wanted to get it out of the way.
Jess squeezed Harry's hand, Jess carried on. "Lucy would have gone through a similar thing. But for Lucy it would have been a week, a week of threats to you and to her. Bloody hell I would have wanted to have sex with him to get all that to stop. To get it behind me, get it over and done with. Lucy was under a great deal of pressure. It was all done to humiliate you, but Lucy didn't know that."
She paused. "I'm sorry, I should have seen what he planned when he sent me to Nottingham. I did not think he was ready to have a go at Lucy, I didn't factor in the extra humiliation he wanted to do to you because of what you did at the party. Frank and Brian saw it. But they were afraid to come to me. They didn't want to get me in trouble. They could have gone to Harry." He nodded. "But they didn't know we were back together. It's my fault. I should have seen it." She was crying now, Jess was a strong woman, she must be to put up with all this and to get Harry back and she was sitting here on my sofa sobbing her heart out.
"Listen mate." Said Harry. "Lucy is still struggling with the guilt of what she said. Yes, she could have done it better, but she was under pressure to get it over and done with and in her mind to want to do it would make it easier and she used every stupid trick that Gerald told her to use. If your video was like ours, he coached her exactly what and how to say it to cause the maximum humiliation. He didn't need to see it; he was just happy knowing it was happening."
Jess had calmed down and had stopped crying. "I don't know what happened over the weekend, we assumed you talked about the folder, but Lucy is much happier. Please give her a chance."
Jess passed me a card. "This is our counsellor. We think she will only tell you what we have but she will put it much better. She is very good, she even got me over the guilt of having an orgasm with Gerald and allowing Harry to see that the fact that I did, did not demean him in any way."
WHAT THE FUCK!
I looked at Harry, he looked comfortable. "Jess told me she felt guilty having an orgasm. Her mind didn't want it, but her body gave her away." He told me the counsellor suspected it was another of Gerald's humiliation ploys, he could look at the husbands and in his smile he would be saying 'I made your wife cum'.
Jess carried on. "We have heard him say to John. 'She resisted this time, but I gave her a little one. Sloppy seconds if you want it'. We believe he said similar things to Frank and Brian. He spent ages on foreplay and only did the event when he had got me almost there with foreplay. He wasn't actually any good at the event."
Lucy and I went to the counsellor Jess and Harry suggested, she was very good, all she did for the first forty-five minutes was listen as we both told our stories. Then she asked me a question. Well two actually, the first was easy. "Do you love Lucy?"
"Yes."
"What is your biggest concern?"
"That she told me she wanted to have sex with another man whilst we were married. Why? And can I trust her not to do that again."
"Lucy, why did you want to try another man?"
"I don't know, I was confused. I said I did. I've had time to think about it, too much time and I thought I had to do it to save my family and marriage. I think I convinced myself that if I wanted to do it, it wouldn't be so bad, it wouldn't be rape. No woman wants to be raped."
The counsellor looked at Lucy. "I have never looked at it that way before. But I have only come across this type of situation a few times before and talking to a few of my colleagues only one other has come across this form of blackmail situation once.
"David, what do you think of that reason?"
"I don't know, I've never thought about it like that, what do you think?"
"I will tell you, but I want your thoughts first."
"I don't know, men tend not have to fear rape. So I suppose there is some sort of validity to that reason."
"I agree with you, as a woman I can see where Lucy is coming from."
"We have looked backward, David, are you reasonably content for now? It will give you something to consider."
I nodded, she was not trying to force me into making a decision now, but I could see where Lucy was coming from, the problem still was, did I trust her?
"Now let's look forward and try to address David's concerns for the future."
"You have had the opportunity now you are divorced, there is no come back now, you are a free agent, you can sleep with anyone you wish. Do you agree?"
Lucy looked confused, but I could see where this was going. It was a question I was afraid to ask, because I was scared what the answer may be. She nodded. "Have you?"
There was no hesitation. "No. The only person I have been intimate with since my first time with David, is David." She seemed to gather herself together, she sat upright. "Yes, I have had the opportunity, but in my mind if I did it, it meant I had given up trying to get David and my family back and I am not ready for that." She looked at me. "You may have taken me back if I had slept with someone after we separated, you may not. I am not willing to take that risk. It is you I love, and it is you I want in my bed. No one else."
I have known Lucy for fifteen years, apart from when Gerald was around, I believed her, and I did now.
I did think a lot that night and it came back to something Harry said. 'I wouldn't know if I didn't try it. So I did. But I needed a get out clause. That seemed like a good idea.
I gave Lucy a call and arranged to meet at her office. If she did not accept my proposal, she would have Jess and the others to console her. She could tell I had come up with an answer. I just told her I had something to discuss. When I got to the office she led me to Jessica's office and closed the door. I did not sit down. There was no messing around. I came straight out with it. "I love you, I will always love you, but I need to reduce the risk of the pain I felt. You can come home." She was about to leap on me, but I held my hand up. "There are conditions. They are not negotiable. Come home and be a mother to our children. You pay your own way. We have separate accounts. You are a lodger, you pay rent that pays for the house and food, but the rent includes my bed." Now the hard bit. "I will never marry you. If you mess up you are out."
She threw herself at me and nearly crushed me in her arms. "Yes, yes, yes." Tears were pouring down her face.
As we left Jess's office, Jess came up to me and gave me a big hug. She could tell the outcome of our talk from the smile on Lucy's face. She told Lucy to take the rest of the week off and she would see her Monday.
We went to Jock and Maureen's and packed, there were more tears there.
It was Christmas later that year, both my and Lucy's Mum and Dad were round for Christmas dinner. It was getting on a bit and we had sent the children to bed. I had just popped upstairs to make sure that Jake was not playing on his new tablet. It took longer than I expected, because he was. As I came down the stairs, I overheard Lucy talking to her Mum and Dad in the kitchen.
Jock said. "I was surprised he took you back. Is everything back as it was, you both seem okay?"
"No Dad, it's not like it was, it is a new normal and one I can live with. It is the way I can get to live with him, love him and sleep in his bed. He will never trust me fully again and I can see that after what I said. He will never marry me, and I will always be a lodger in the house, but not in his heart.
"Dad if I screw up again, he can just cut me loose with very little effort and pain, I really fucked up. I should have trusted David and gone to him when Gerald first approached me. If I had done that, we would not be like this now. He is keeping his options open. In time he will trust me again, but it will never be one hundred percent like it was. If I do anything like that again he can just ditch me. Trust me I will never will, I have a family and a man that loves me. I will not put that at risk again, I have too much to lose. He tells me he loves me and buys me little presents like he used to, and I spend all my time trying to make him happy. Most of the time I succeed. I can live with that.
David never did marry Lucy, but they were by each other's side till they passed on.
The End.
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This is a story about a married, highly sexual, dysfunctional couple that use sex for selling. This is a fantasy story. It is just a bit of fun, please enjoy.
I was not sure which category to put this in as so much is happening, so it is all in the tags and I hope people who do not normally read this gerne will find something they like here.
Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue." So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are right. It probably would not. This is fiction, so do not complain it is not real. If you want realism, please go watch a documentary or the news.
Dictionaries also tell me there are several meanings for the word fantasy. This is the one I have used. 'The Facility or Activity of imagining impossible or improbable things.'
I don't think people like this really exist. At least I hope not.
Carol, my wife was laid on her back, her hands bound behind her. A penis gag was sticking out of her mouth. Her ex-boss, Shirley, also with her hands tied behind her was between her thighs licking her pussy whilst Barbara, Shirley's wife clad in a latex catsuit was gently moving up and down on the penis sticking up from my wife's mouth. In her right hand she was clutching a remote control.
I was fully impaled in Shirley's arse. I could not get into her pussy as there was a vibrating no strap dildo in there, the one that was controlled by the remote Barbara was holding. In a short while that dildo would be in my wife's pussy. Barbara could be wicked with that control.
Barbara's head went back, she was first to come. I pulled Shirley back from licking my wife's pussy, pushed her up and with my hand I guided the dildo she was wearing into my wife's pussy, I managed to stay buried in Shirley's backside.
As soon as Barbara saw us all coupled, she ramped the remote up. All of a sudden I had two bucking broncos beneath me, and I could not hold on. I was ejected. That suited me. I pulled Shirley out of my wife and laid her on the bed. Lifting my wife's stocking clad legs up I rammed my cock into her up to the hilt. I was bigger than the dildo that I replaced. She carried on coming and she rammed her head up pushing the penis gag in her mouth deep into Barbara's pussy, she came again. Glancing at Shirley she was coming again with the vibrating dildo in her pussy. With all these orgasming women around me, the pulsing of my wife's pussy, I shot my load deep into her. That was one of the rules.
I collapsed forward and then rolled off my wife. Barbara lifted herself off the dildo sticking out of my wife's mouth and slid down beside Shirley. I wondered if tonight would be the night and as I laid down beside Carol I thought back to how we ended up here, it is an interesting story?
I met Carol at university. We were both reading business studies, she was reading engineering as well and I was doing psychology. We clicked that first day we met. We had sex that first night. It was fantastic and when we could, we had sex every two or three days. We married straight after university, sex was daily and got kinky too.
Carol went straight into sales for an engineering firm and I managed to get a position in HR for a pharmaceutical company in the same town. Carol showed me how much fun, and better paid selling was. So, when an opening came up in my company I applied for the job and got it. That was five years ago now. Carol and I had been regularly the top sales people in our respective companies. There is a reason for that. Sex sells. Our jobs involved a lot of travelling and that first six months of travelling away from each other was quite hard. Often, the trips away didn't coincide and the first day back we would have sex everywhere. The first one was her across the back of the sofa as soon as the one who had been away walked through the door just to get it out of the way and we could do the next one properly.
That was a long way from where we started several months ago to where we are now. It almost cost her her marriage.
After a long week away, we were laid in bed after a particularly energetic bout of sex and love, I told her my story of the last hospital I visited. I walked into the room to meet my customers. There were two ladies sitting there. I overheard the more mature one of the pair say to her young colleague. "I do hope my old man is up for it tonight. He has been slacking recently."
The younger one looked at me and said to her, "I bet you could do with something like that." She said, nodding towards me.
The mature lady looked at me and said, "I most certainly could. I might have to increase my order for a night with him." She was smiling as if she was joking.
I held my hand up, showing them my wedding ring. "Thank you, ladies, but spoken for." I looked more closely at the mature lady. She was about forty, but she was damn good looking, a right MILF or she could even be a GILF.
"Well, if you change your mind. I know you have my phone number." The MILF said, maybe she was not joking.
Carol told me she got flirted with quite a bit and there had even been some out right invitations for sex. That had happened to me as well.
People seem to think I'm good looking. I am just under six foot tall, blonde hair always kept neatly trimmed. No poncy ponytails or long hair for me. Always clean shaven. I dressed well, to impress and it seemed to work. You cannot look shabby as a salesman. I was quite broad in the shoulder. I did Taekwondo and swam a lot when I could. I always tried to get a hotel with a swimming pool. It kept me fit. Now my Carol was a stunner 36-24-36 and the 24 got a lot smaller in the right corset. She loved the way they made her feel. Long blonde wavy hair and the cutest nose you've ever seen with a dazzling smile, especially when she looked over the top of her glasses and gave me that cheeky grin, she turned me on like no-one else. I had seen her use that look to get what she wanted. She told me she got hit on quite a lot, I expected she would. She assured me she always refused, and I believed her.
Laid in my arms Carol asked me what I thought the order increase might be if I ever slept with the MILF. I suspected about ten or twelve percent, they would shift their purchase from other suppliers to me. She asked me if I was tempted, I had to admit I was, but I wasn't going to risk losing my marriage.
"Well, if it was just business, I suppose that would be okay." She said. That stunned me.
I got a little bit angry, thoughts flashing through my mind, not good ones. "Have you been doing it already?" I said angrily.
She leapt up on her knees and looked down on me. "No sweetheart, I haven't, ask around. I will give you my phone, phone anyone and ask about me. I'm the Ice Seller, that's my nickname."
I had been to a few parties with her workmates and being married to a beautiful woman you are always on the lookout for hints that something was going on. I saw nothing, so I believed her.
"But that means you would have to do it as well, and I'm frightened of losing you to some smarmy git?"
"Sweetheart, that would never happen. It would just be business, with getting an itch scratched at the same time."
We slept on it. I did not sleep, things were going round in my head, and it turns out, in hers too. The following morning over hot chocolate and croissants she looked at me and said "What if we had an agreement, a list of rules and get out clauses we could increase our sales. Build a nice nest egg from the commission."
"So, are you suggesting an open marriage?" I asked.
I could see her thinking. "Well, I suppose I am, but not completely, there would be rules to stop it getting out of hand. What do you think?"
"No, I am worried you or I will get into a relationship and have a proper affair and ruin our marriage. Fall in love with someone else. I like the idea but not the risk. So, No."
"Sweetheart, I'm frightened of losing you as well. Yes, I know I'm insecure, but I love you and I realise we both need more sex than what we're getting with all the travelling, but I am frightened of losing you as well." She said.
After taking a sip of her chocolate, she carried on. "There will be rules to stop that happening and clauses that either one of us could call a stop to it if the rules are broken or things are getting too much. Look, we're both twenty-five in a couple of months' time. How about we do it for four years then stop on your Twenty-ninth birthday and we start making babies." She giggled. "That means we could have a little bundle of joy for my thirtieth birthday. Boy or girl, I don't mind." I knew she had an idea that would be about the right time we would be financially secure. We spent the rest of the weekend coming up with rules and clauses.
Despite our insecurities It worked out very well. The customer would increase the order, and we would drop the unit price. Everyone won and we had good sex, well most times.
For the first two years it went well, very well. We were the highest selling salesperson in our respective companies. Our bank account was growing very well, and we were slightly ahead of our planned route to financial security. I am sure some people suspected what we were doing. I know Carol's boss Shirley did. Shirley and Carol had become friends due to Carol's success. We always supported each other's awards parties and at one of Carol's parties Shirley and her wife Barbara came up to us and said quietly. "I suspect what you're doing, just don't get caught, it doesn't look good on you or the company." I had watched Shirley and Barbara before, they were both MILFS, but not interested in men. Pity. There was something going on there. Shirley seemed to instruct Barbara on what to do and Barbara followed her around like a little puppy. Shirley was never rude to Barbara, she always said please and thanked her for anything she did. But it all seemed a little odd, especially when you realised that Barbara was always wearing black leather. Perhaps they were a little bit kinky. I thought to myself that I would never find out.
Carol was coming back from a trip, hers and mine had overlapped. I had not seen her for over a week. She was on time; she had texted me. I prepared everything, she came bouncing through the front door already taking her clothes off heading towards the sofa. I could see she was wearing stockings and no knickers in preparation for what we normally did. But I was not ready for that.
"Sweetheart please sit down, we need to talk." I said to her.
Her face fell.
Carol sat on the sofa, the one that in normal times she would been having the arse shagged off over. She saw the bottle of wine with two glasses, both full. She was tempted to take a big swallow, that would show her nervousness. How much did Jeremy know, she wondered to herself?
Jeremy spoke calmly. "I can't do this anymore. This needs to stop. I'm invoking The Clause."
"But why? I thought we were doing so well."
"Because you cheated on me."
"I didn't, we have The Agreement."
"You broke the rules of The Agreement, at least twice that I know of and didn't tell me. That is cheating on me. So, I am invoking The Clause. You know what it says."
She looked at me, her mouth hung open. I carried on.
"Seven weeks ago I admitted to you that I got too drunk, and I stayed overnight in a customer's room. I did not have sex in the morning. I told you about it and we discussed it and you decided not to invoke The Clause. Do you remember?"
"Yes, I do. But what has brought this on?" She replied.
"You told me you slipped up a month ago, similar situation to mine, you couldn't get a customer out of your room because he was so drunk, and you were not sober yourself, you admitted later after I quizzed you that you had sex in the morning, but that was to get rid of him. You didn't offer that up until I quizzed you repeatedly about how you got him out of your room. That was against the rules. If you hadn't tried at the start to cover it up and come right out that you had sex with Steve to get rid of him, I would have not suspected anything. That made me wonder about what else had you not told me. I decided to let you off, but decided to keep an eye out.
"So, we were even. But what other things you were not telling me and had you broken any other rules. I started looking for things that weren't normal. You walked out of the room twice to take a phone call over a weekend, you have never done that before. I got a look at your phone. No secrets remember, we have permission to check each other's phones, so it's not snooping. It was just a number; no name and it started after your mistake. So, I suspected you had broken some other rules. The rule about not being honest, no contact outside work. That's two rules at least I know you've broken so it stops now. That's It." I knew she had broken other rules but was going to give her a chance to own up. "Are there any other rules you've broken that you want to tell me about?"
"It's not what you think sweetheart, it's not an affair I'm not in love with anybody else only you."
"You stopped overnight on the way to Carlise with Steve Chambers in Sheffield. I hoped you would at least be honest with me, you haven't. You did it twice that I know of, so I'm invoking The Clause. You put your resignation in on Monday morning or move out for a month whilst we consider a way forward."
She was crying. "I'm sorry sweetheart it was just sex, there was no affection. You had been away for nearly a week and I was going away for a week. And the customer in Carlisle is a pig. I would never sleep with him. Steve is safe because he's got a family. It was just a fuck, that is all sweetheart. I won't do it again ever."
"No. You have broken too many rules, you weren't honest, you had sex outside business and I've got pictures of you holding his hand. That's at least three rules I know you've broken. How can I trust you not to break them again? And I've found three, what other rules have you broken?"
She looked at me quizzically. "How did you find out about the holding hands? He held my hand for about 10 seconds then I shook him off and told him not to do it again." I knew that because that's what the private investigator told me had happened, but I wasn't telling her that.
"I suspected you were breaking the rules, so I had you followed. That has put a bit of a dent in our savings so we're not on the curve as you previously said."
"You didn't tru..." she stopped realising what she was about to say was absolute poppycock.
I carried on. "You gave it away on your trip to Carlisle a month ago. You turned the tracker off on your phone and you didn't get to Carlisle until the day after. I couldn't track you, but why would you turn your phone tracker off if you weren't hiding something. Obviously you were, your liaisons with Steve."
Carol looked at her husband. He was hurting. Yes it's true she had had sex with Steve, and she had stopped off in Sheffield to spend one night with him. It was just sex. Yes, she had broken the rules. It seemed so safe, she couldn't get caught. She realised she had also broken the rule about honesty. That one would be hard to fix.
I carried on. "So tell me why you broke the rule?. Do you love him, do you want to be with him, throw me over and move in with lover boy Steve? Is he leaving his wife and two children?"
Carol realised that I knew an awful lot about Steve, his name, probably which company he worked for, that he had a wife and two children, and how much in the shit she was in. We were still sitting on the sofa when it struck her.
She didn't love Steve, never would, but she had become comfortable with him and at that moment she realised she had fallen into the trap, the very trap they made the rules and the agreement against. Carol felt her brow furrow as she thought there must be a way to get around this and keep her job. But she had to repair her relationship with Jeremy and try to keep her job. There were two years left to run, and they had no plan for the new jobs, we were going to get to that when the time came. This was bad.
Carol thought she would try again to convince me. "No please Jeremy. I'll stop, I won't see Steve again. I'll give that area to somebody else. I love my job and we're not ready to move on yet I don't want to give up my job please. Can we work around this?"
"I don't see how, you've broken several rules, how do I know you won't do it again if you stay in the job. It's quite simple, change jobs or change me. I'm sure Steve will pick up the slack if his wife doesn't mind, if she doesn't find out, and she just might." In fact I had already made sure Mrs Chambers would find out he was having sex outside of the marriage. If everything came out then Carol would lose her job too. That bit was out of my hands.
I stood up. "You have until I get back from the pub to make your decision." As I left I drew an envelope from my back pocket and dropped it on the table. I hadn't touched the wine and left.
Carol snatched up the envelope and opened it. There was a picture of her holding Steve's hand, a copy of the rules and an unsigned, undated divorce petition. She had to save her marriage and her job. She would need help. Sex brought this on, sex would solve it. She got her phone scrolled to 'S', made a selection and phoned the contact. Then she finished both glasses of wine.
I did not go to my usual pub, instead I went to a local hotel and sat in the corner of the bar drinking expensive gin and tonics, large ones.
There are a couple of texts from Carol. Basically saying 'please come home we need to carry on talking'. I replied. 'Tell me you've made a decision, and I will come home to find out what it is. Otherwise, don't bother contacting me again. I will see you when I finish here'.
I thought back about the rules, The Clauses and the things that happened.
I went through the rules in my mind. They were designed to stop affection. Just to increase sales, our bank account and a bit of sex on the side.
I remembered some of the discussions we had about them and some of the problems that arose because of them.
Rule One. Breaking any of these rules invoked The Clause.
Rule Two. Complete honesty because mistakes are going to happen.
And we have to be open about our mistakes and make decisions from a point of knowing all information about any mistake.
Rule Three. Condoms for every sexual contact including blowjobs.
I remember Carol saying she'd have to get some flavoured ones. Oddly enough It was the MILF whose husband wasn't performing that started this discussion all off that caused a minor upset for me. She told me she loved to be eaten out, and to be honest I love doing it, the teasing, the playing around and the taste of fresh love juices is fantastic.
I pointed out to the MILF, gently, that if she was doing this with me, who else was she doing it with? I also hinted, gently of course, that I used this sales technique with other customers. Also, I had no intention of taking anything home to my wife. I showed her how good I was with my fingers. After that whenever we were alone, she called me 'magic fingers'.
Rule Four. Only one customer per trip.
Rule Five. Regular STD tests.
Rule Six. Business only. No sexual contact with a customer outside work.
If it wasn't done to increase sales, it wasn't done. Sexual gratification was secondary to business. I remember we talked a bit about that. Once we got into the rhythm, customers would probably reduce their order and then barter it back up for sex. They very quickly learned that we are aware of that ploy, and any order had to be larger than the last order. A couple customers tried it on for both of us, but they were soon rumbled.



Rule Seven. No staying overnight, we slept alone in our own bed every night.
We realised that one may be easy if we went back to the customer's room or place, but difficult if they came to our room, so that would have to be the last resort. That was the one that I had failed on several weeks ago. But as per the rules I told Carol. She decided not to invoke the clause.
Rule Eight. No kissing on the lips, holding hands or anything that shows too much affection.
The whole point of this exercise was to increase sales and get some sexual gratification, but prevent affection between us and the customer.
Rule Nine. We tell each other exactly that happened, no secrets.
There may be even some tips or tricks we could add to our repertoire. There was a no-go list. Anal was off the cards for her, same sex for me but Carol said if it came up, she might give it a go. Sexy underwear, that was saved for home. Stockings and suspenders are okay. Most kinks were off the table. The 'no kink' addendum was added later after an incident Carol had. Somebody wanted to tie her up. She didn't let him so, no bondage unless we were doing the tying up. We would not put ourselves at risk like that.
Now that was a pity because Carol liked to be restrained. It was a popular kink of ours. Kink was reserved for home and our loved one.
Rule Ten. No sexual partner was allowed to talk down a marital partner.
That happened a couple of times with Carol's customer's overstuffed egos. She found getting up and walking out the room soon stopped that.
Rule Eleven. Wedding rings stay on.
Rule Twelve. No photos.
Rule Thirteen. Discretion was paramount.
It cannot get out to any company's management, they might suspect that we are sleeping our way into customers' order books, but they would have to prove it. If they did, we would lose our jobs. That one should be quite easy to enforce. Most of the people we dealt with were married, a lot of them had children. Quite often during the discussions in the negotiations children would be brought up in general conversation. It helped to build relationships, that sort of thing.
Next I thought about The Clause. There was only one and it was quite simple, unlike the rules. They started simple but got more complicated the more we talked about them.
The Clause. And I had invoked it. It stated that if the offended partner decided, the guilty partner would quit their job. If they refused it would be a one-month separation to think about, pending divorce. Should the party that broke the original rule continue to break the rules the one-month period will be terminated, and divorce would follow immediately.
I know she loved her job as I did mine, but I was not going to risk my marriage over it. There would be a 50 - 50 split of everything except the house. The offended partner has the house.
That is where I am now. She had to pack her job within the month or I was going to divorce her. If she saw the Chapman guy again it would be instant divorce.
I had had a couple of very large G&Ts. It was coming up for nine o'clock. She had had over two hours to think about it. I walked home, I was pleased the key still worked in the door. I heard a shout. "Please sweetheart give me 30 seconds." I stepped into the hall, the lounge door was closed. What waited behind the door. I braced myself, would Steve be behind the door? What was she planning? That was silly, he couldn't get down here in two hours. I was just being paranoid. Gin can do that to you.
"Come in." I heard.
I was not expecting what I saw. I got hard instantly. So it was going to be sex to change my mind. It will not work, my mind was made up.
Carol stood there, her hair was perfect just how I liked it. She had smokey eye makeup, my favourite deep red lipstick. Hanging around her neck was a ball gag. She was wearing stockings and thigh length leather boots, she had her favourite over the elbow leather gloves on and dangling from her left wrist was a handcuff the other side floating free. She was shaved, she never shaved, I wanted her to, but she said it was too slutty when the customer saw it, so she kept it trimmed.
She was wearing her purple deep corset with an hourglass figure. She must have struggled to get that tight. That was my job, she could not get corsets that tight on her own. I wondered how she did that.
I soon got the answer. Shirley walked out from behind the corner wearing a nearly identical corset to Carol. Shirley was slightly larger than Carol, which accentuated all her curves. She did look bloody good.
"What is this for, to say you're sorry or to convince me to let you carry on in sales?" I asked.
"Both." Said Shirley. "Carol is by far our best salesperson. I don't want to lose her. If I've got to give myself to you to let her stay, I will. She makes too much money for the company and she makes me look good." She smiled, she was a good looking woman, she turned round, and I saw her hands were handcuffed behind her back. "You guessed we're kinky, didn't you? You can do anything to me you wish. I trust you."
Now I was confused. "Does Barbara know you're here?"
"Yes, she knows, every now and again I need a bit of man meat. If you know what I mean and as long as she knows who it is and I'm discreet she doesn't mind. She gets the benefit later on."
For a millisecond I was tempted. "I'm sorry Shirley, that cannot happen." I walked up to her, took hold of her by the arm and headed towards the front door. She struggled.
I heard Carol say. "Jeremy please don't."
I glared at her. "Don't you trust me?"
She looked down.
I looked at Shirley and said. "Trust me I'm not throwing you out dressed like this." She eased up. I got her to the front door. I took one of Carol's rain macks off its hook, placed it around Shirley's shoulders, buttoned up the front and tied the belt around her waist. I poked the sleeves into the pockets. Looking at her I said. You live less than five minutes' walk, I'm sure you can make it."
"But I can't get in like this, fetch me my phone, it's in my handbag."
I just stood there looking at her and raised an eyebrow. "Please." She looked down, definitely a sub thing going on here.
I fetched her phone. We managed to unlock it by using her thumb print, which was quite difficult with her hands cuffed behind her back.
"FaceTime Barbara please." I had the phone in front of her. I heard Barbara answer. "How's it going, has he given in yet, have you had your man meat?"
"No, it's all gone wrong. I'm on my way home to you, but I can't get in, I'm restrained."
"You haven't gone and lost the key to the handcuffs again have you?"
"No. I know where it is, but I can't reach it."
It was on a chain around her neck.
So who's holding the phone?"
"Jeremy, he's got it."
"Jeremy, can I speak to you please?"
I moved the phone round so I could see Barbara. She carried on talking. "Just send her home. I'll punish her for this."
I replied. "Give me a call when she gets in to make sure she's safe. It should take less than five minutes even in the shoes she's wearing. Oh, and you might have a surprise under the raincoat as well."
Barbara smiled. "That sounds intriguing, okay."
I escorted Shirley to the door and watched as she disappeared around the corner.
I turned to Carol and said. "So, what have you decided?"
"Sweetheart, please I love my job, please can I carry on. I'll stop the sex selling."
"No, how are you going to change from what you've been doing for the last two years and how will the customers take if you stop offering benefits on the side for extra orders? How can I trust you? You've lied to me, you know the rules and you purposely broke them." I walked into the living room and opened up my laptop, the display turned up on the big television. I did notice Carol's laptop was next to mine. I went into our bank account.
"What are you doing?" She asked.
At that moment my phone bonged with a notification. I could see it was a message from Barbara it just said 'wow'. There was a picture attached to it, I didn't bother with that. I had other things to do
"If you won't give up your job, I'm giving up on us." I divided our savings in half, she had the extra penny. I took our current account, divided that in half again, I had the extra penny. She just stood there mouth open. She was stunned. The next tab was to the estate agents. I had already crafted the email. I was putting our house on sale, it would become mine. I hit send. Next up was the divorce papers. I copied and pasted my signature into the box at the bottom. As the cursor moved towards the send button she screamed. "No, no please wait. I have something to show you." The cursor hovered over the send button. "Just give me 30 seconds, please I am begging you." As she was talking, she was opening up her laptop, she spun it round so I could see the screen. I could see the email, the address block was to head of sales. it said, 'Dear Shirley Williams, I regret to inform you that I can no longer continue to work in sales. I have other priorities. I will work one month's notice as required by my contract. I will train my replacement if you deem necessary. Please accept this letter as my resignation. Yours, Carol Harris.' She didn't hesitate, she hit the send button. I looked at her. "Sweetheart I had to try, but at the end of the day it was always going to be you, not the job. We might have to start making babies sooner than we planned."
With that she stood up and walked away into the kitchen. "Shirley brought round a bottle of champagne to celebrate, whichever way it went."
Now I looked at the picture that Barbara had sent me. There was Shirley still wearing the corset, but with a ball gag in her mouth and her hands still behind her back. Barbara was standing next to her wearing a leather catsuit and a strap on. Underneath the message said 'If she can't have man meat, she'll have to put up with plastic tonight. Please delete this.' I showed Carol, her hand flew to her mouth. We thought they were kinky, in some sort of Dom Sub thing, but it was the other way round, we thought Shirley was in charge. I deleted the photo and made sure my bin was empty too.
We were at Carol's farewell party four weeks later, it was well attended by the sales staff, most of them probably wanted to make sure she was going so the top spot would now be up for grabs again. It was fairly late in the evening, and many people drifted away. That was when Shirley and Barbara walked across to us. This time Barbara was in front. This could be interesting, I thought to myself.
Shirley held her hand out to me. I shook it, she gave Carol a hug, Barbara hugged both of us. We chatted a little bit about Carol's new job. She moved into the R&D department because she had spent a long time talking with customers, she had a good idea what their needs were. Barbara said to me. "Are you still on the road?"
"No, I thought that would be unfair, so I've gone back into HR but this time as deputy manager. My experience talking to customers fits right in with the difficult discussions you have to do in HR sometimes."
"So, not getting the variety you used to have, the pair of you?" Asked Barbara.
"No, we are doing just fine, plenty of variety with the things we picked up on the road if you know what I mean?" Carol replied.
"Oh, that's a pity, now we have some inkling into each other's, let's call them 'pastimes', we thought we might interest you in some variety. My wife still needs some man meat occasionally and with the experiences you pair have had we wondered if you'd be interested?"
Carol and I just looked at each other. I could see it running round in her head. I think the same thing was running around in mine. It might be a bit of fun. I think Barbara could see the look on our faces, it was almost as if she could read our minds. "Why don't you pop round for dinner tomorrow night? We could have a drink, a bite to eat, a chat and see where it leads, no pressure. And I would like to find out where you get your corsets from. We still haven't returned the one that you sent Shirley home in last month. It really does suit her. Do you have many more?"
"Just a couple more they're quite expensive but they do make me feel good. And it certainly gets a rise from my man." She hugged my arm and smiled.
I thought a little bit, looking at Carol I said. "I think we should take them round for Barbara and Shirley to look at tomorrow night, what do you think?"
It was Shirley that answered before Carol could get a word in. "I think that would be an excellent idea, please do."
That was decided then, we made arrangements for what time we would arrive and we went our separate ways for the rest of the evening.
Carol was very energetic that night. I had to use the handcuffs just to keep her on the bed and my hand over her mouth to stop her waking the neighbours. Tomorrow evening could be fun.
It was, we turned up at the appointed time, we had a bunch of flowers and a bottle of wine. It was Shirley who opened the door and she was wearing what could be classed as a Victorian maid's outfit complete with apron. She also had a black velvet choker on with a heart in the middle. It wasn't one of those cheap French maid's outfits you see in sex shops and on the Internet, something much classier, but the intent was still the same.
"Good evening Sir, Madam. May I take your coats and your gifts. Mistress will be with you shortly."
Barbara came from the lounge, she was wearing a dark ruby coloured satin dress, It fitted her athletic body well.
But we both got a big hug and a kiss on the cheek from Barbara who led us through into the lounge. We got nothing from Shirley as befitting a servant. Shirley followed us in and asked us what we would like to drink. She was walking very upright. Wine seemed a good choice so that's what both of us had. She didn't ask Barbara. Shirley returned a few minutes later with a bottle of red and four glasses. She poured the wine, removed her apron and sat down. I thought it all a bit strange. Shirley was being subservient, not submissive in a kinky way.
We chatted about mundane things for about ten or fifteen minutes when Shirley asked if Carol had bought the corsets. Carol had a small suitcase with her, she opened it and brought out her black PVC corset. She passed it over to Barbara, she stroked its shiny outside. Looking at Shirley she said. "I think we might have to get one of these for you."
With that Shirley turned to us saying. "Can I try it on please?" I could see no objections. A MILF in a tight PVC corset could be good, well I am a man.
Carol replied before I could get the naughty thoughts out of my head. "Yes, feel free."
What Shirley did next shocked us, she stood up, reached up the back of her maid's dress, pulled the zip down and dropped it on the floor around her ankles. She was wearing Carol's corset that she had returned home in a month ago. It was very tight. She faced away from Barbara who immediately undid the laces. It wasn't long before Shirley was standing there naked apart from stockings, shoes and her velvet choker.
Shirley held the corset up to herself and Barbara pulled the laces tight. It took a while but she almost got the corset to meet at the back. It's naughty but I had a raging hard on and I could sense Carol's breathing had got deeper. Her former boss looked stunning, and it didn't help when Barbara stood next to and started running her hands over the corset looking at us she said. "We are definitely going to have to get one of these, but I thought you had two more."
Carol said. "I have four in total: the purple one, the one you have, the PVC one and this one." She stood up, lifted her dress over her head and she was wearing her black leather corset that I had struggled to get tight before we came out.
Barbara's eyes nearly popped out of her head. Carol was now standing there, black leather corset, stockings, shoes and knickers. "May I touch that please?" Barbara asked Carol.
"I have no objections but I feel you should ask my husband."
Barbara looked at me. "Yes, you may but please stick to the leather and not the skin."
She giggled. "Spoilsport, those breasts look fantastic offered up like that. They are just begging to be fondled."
She was right they were, because I had done just that earlier in the evening, and I was hoping to be doing more later when we got home. Carol just stood there with her head slightly bowed and hands behind her back as Barbara ran her hands over the soft leather, she stroked her breasts over the corset and stuck to my requests of not touching the skin.
She looked at me with a smile on her face and put a finger hovering over Carol's bare flesh above the corset. I shook my head. Barbara gave a little giggle and removed her finger from where it was hovering over my wife's breast. "Would it be possible for Shirley to try that one on." She asked. Being slightly larger than Carol it would look amazing, but it wasn't my decision. "What do you think sweetheart?" I asked Carol.
"I think she would look stunning in it so I don't mind." Carol said. Looking at me she asked. "Can I change here?"
"Actually, I think you should swap corsets, you wear the PVC and Shirley wears the leather. You could lend her your leather gloves as well." I decided to push it a little bit. Looking at Barbara I said. "They're very soft, the gloves prevent rope and handcuff marks."
It took a couple of minutes, there was a lot of tugging of laces, it was almost a competition to see whether I or Barbara could get the tightest corset on our wives. Shirley pulled the gloves on and started stroking Barbara's face. Barbara was getting hot and flushed as well. She shook herself and walked away and went upstairs. She came back a few minutes later with some white rope. She spun Shirley around away from her and very quickly tied Shirley's hands behind her back at wrists and elbows. Carol sat beside me still wearing the PVC corset. Once Shirley was fully secured Barbara says to her. "I think you should reward our guests for bringing all this lovely lingerie for us to see and try on. I think you should give master Jeremy a blowjob."
I held my hand up. "Sorry Barbara, no masters and slaves here just two consenting kinky adults with one slightly subservient than the other."
She nodded her head. "Is that no to a blowjob then?"
"I feel you better ask my wife before you take such liberties with me."
"I would rather you didn't, that is my job." Carol quickly replied.
"Well then Shirley, I think you should thank your friend Carol for bringing her corsets and gloves, if that's alright with you two?"
I know Carol had some lesbian experiences whilst we're both on the road. She told me about them, and she enjoyed them. It will be nice to see a bound leather clad MILF getting my wife off. "I have no objections if my wife doesn't."
At that point Carol just smiled, sat back on the sofa and opened her legs. But she reached across, undid my belt, pulled my zip down and released my aching cock out of my trousers. She moved herself around so she could take my cock into her mouth and keep her legs open.
This got way out of hand much faster than I expected. I was not complaining. We were all consenting adults.
It was all a bit strange. I was there with my cock out my wife doing her best to give me a blowjob, her former boss was between her thighs trying to get at her pussy lips. Barbara got up, walked across and pulled Carol's knickers to one side giving Shirley full access to her pussy.
Carol is normally very good at giving head, but I think she was distracted this evening. I took hold of her head, lifted it off my cock. Looking at her and saying, "You can't concentrate, just enjoy what Shirley is doing. You can sort me out later."



I was laid there with my cock sticking out of my trousers like a marquee tent pole. I started to put it away, Barbara said. "Please leave it out, it looks quite good. If I was that way inclined, I might have you myself."
I continued putting it away. Carol's breathing was getting more ragged, she wasn't far away, all the sudden she shuddered, her body shook. Shirley sat back on her haunches, a smile on her face, she had done what her wife had told to do, well at least to one of us.
Carol opened her eyes after a few minutes and looked at me. "Sorry sweetheart I know how much you like having your cock sucked by a woman with her hands tied behind her back. I will make it up to you later."
Barbara stood up and said. "Why wait till later. If you're up for it, I have an alternative?" As she picked up a small hank of rope. "Please stand up and turn around."
"Put your hands behind your back." Carol did as she was told.
Barbara looked at me. "Do you want to restrain your wife, or can I do it?"
"Please carry on."
Barbara swiftly bound Carol's wrists behind her back. It looked very secure. She took hold of Carol by the shoulders and turned her around and looked at her in the face he said to her. "I think you should reward your husband for allowing my wife to entertain you. What do you think?"
A smile lit up Carol's face. "Oh I think you're exactly right. However, access might be a little difficult. He's put it away, would you be so kind as to get it out for me please?"
This will be interesting. Barbara smiled. "Well it's not often I touch one of those, but as you've asked so nicely, how could I refuse." Barbara pulled my zip down, put her hand inside my trousers and removed my still hard cock.
She had very soft hands.
Carol took me in a mouth. That was better, she could give me her full attention now. Barbara sat down, hitched her skirt up. I could see she was also wearing stockings and had a shaven pussy. She pointed to it, looking at Shirley, "I'm feeling left out here, do you think you can do something about it?"
"My pleasure, ma'am." Shirley said as she moved across to Barbara and slipped her head between her thighs to pleasure her. Barbara's head went back and her eyes closed. I think we both came about the same time.
There was awkward silence when we finished and then I had a naughty idea.
Shirley had been the only one not to have an orgasm. Looking down at Carol, she had swallowed but had the residual of my seed in her mouth.
"I think Shirley has been left out of this so far, she's the only one that's not had an orgasm. I think that's a little unfair. Would you mind doing it for her? If you would rather not, would you let me do it, I will only use my fingers."
"I suppose the rules are out of the window then?" She asked.
"I think we're safe here, but there will be tests on Monday."
There was a quizzical look on Shirley's face but I think Barbara got it. She spoke up. "You'll be the only two we played around with for at least a year."
Carol smiled at me saying. "If you don't mind sweetheart, I think I would like to have a go. I probably need the practice. It's been a while since I've kissed a woman down there." I smiled and nodded to her. By now Shirley had moved on to the sofa next to Barbara with her legs open because she was certain somebody was going to pleasure her.
Carol moved across and put her head between Shirley's thighs. Shirley must have been very aroused. It didn't take Carol long to make her squirm with pleasure. Carol may not have had a lot of practice, but she certainly succeeded in pleasuring Shirley.
Again, there was an awkward silence.
It was Barbara who took control of the situation.
"I think we need to release our ladies. What do you think Jeremy, I think they've worked hard enough?"
I undid Carol's wrist bindings whilst Barbara untied Shirley's wrist and elbow ropes.
Shirley pulled the long leather gloves off, Barbara took hold of her arms and looked to see there were very few marks left where she had been tightly bound for about an hour.
"You're right there are barely any rope marks. We will definitely have to invest in a pair of those gloves, you must tell me where you got it from. I'm a bit of a fan of leather, if you hadn't noticed"
Barbara walked off towards the kitchen. Carol and Shirley bent to pick up their respective dresses. I looked at Carol and gently shook my head. If she continued to dress I would not stop her. But she smiled and sat back down on the sofa. Shirley watched the exchange and sat down still only wearing the leather corset, choker and stockings. I thought Barbara might appreciate that.
I was getting hard again.
Barbara returned with another bottle of wine, she topped up the glasses. We all took a sip and then Barbara broached the elephant in the room. "I know we haven't yet had time to think this through, but the question is where do we go from here? I for one thoroughly enjoyed it and to be honest, I would like to do it again."
Shirley piped up. "Yes, I thought that was fantastic. I would like to repeat that experience." She said, "Talk about it later. Don't feel pressured, if you don't, we will understand. We know you have changed your lifestyle because of your family plans. She looked at Barbara, she smiled and she said. "Yes I agree."
I was a bit dumbfounded, but Carol was not. "I'm not saying yes, or no, Jeremy and I will have to talk about this, it's just not anything we'd thought of. We had several rules when we were on the road. This is outside the scope of them. Some of them have been broken today anyway. I'm not sure if they are relevant for this situation. But I had one question. How would this work?"
"I'll tell you what." Said Barbara. "You get dressed. I will get the food and we can discuss it, but I'll tell you one thing now. If we do this the four of us will be exclusive. I believe you two are exclusive and I know Shirley and I are." And that was what happened, the girls got dressed but they both kept their corsets on. Now Shirley had two of our corsets. I would have to rectify that later.
The food was excellent, it was a small buffet, it was easier to chat that way. The conversation flowed around our kinks and what we would expect from a relationship. They admitted they had a sort of a rough plan of what they might try this evening, starting with Shirley in the Victorian maid's dress to show the order of things. The apron was the signal to the role she was playing. It was supposed to be a gentle introduction, but it got carried away, no one was complaining.
They had admitted that they had bounced the idea around about including us earlier whilst we were on the road. They were not aware about rules and that they would have stopped us getting involved.
Carol and I spent the rest of the weekend discussing the rules and what we wanted in the future from a relationship with Shirley and Barbara. We threw our old rules away and came up with some new ones.
Carol phoned me and told me she had arranged for Shirley and Barbara to visit us on the following Saturday.
They must have taken that as a positive sign, it was supposed to be. But we had rules to discuss first. We greeted them together at the door, not like Shirley greeted us the week before. It was a different dynamic between me and Carol to what Shirley and Barbara had.
They both looked stunning, and Shirley was carrying a small suitcase. As we walked to the lounge she offered me the suitcase. "These belong to you and Carol." I was slightly disappointed I was hoping to see her in the PVC corset again. It must have shown on my face. "Don't look so glum, I have my own, but if it comes to it, I would like to borrow your gloves, mine have not arrived yet."
I poured the wine and sat down next to Carol.
"We are assuming that as you have invited us here that you are okay for a little variety? Or you would have just said 'No thanks'. We assume you have questions on how this would work?"
"Actually, we have some kind of rules we would like to stick to." Carol said.
Barbara and Shirley looked at each other and Shirley said. "This should be interesting, because so do we. But we call them expectations. Our first one is that we are exclusive, not playing outside the four us. I gather that one you have as well so we are guessing that a lot of them are going to be similar. Please carry on."
Carol nudged me in the ribs. "Uh okay." I said.
"We all four played together, no one-on-one behind the other spouses back."
Barbara said. "Ours was slightly different, no one-on-one without the other spouse's permission, but we can go with yours."
We carried on talking. They were very similar, no marking the body, no pain, safety words and anyone can call a stop at any time.
Then Carol surprised me. "Jeremy must be the last one in my pussy." We had not talked about that. It didn't seem to faze either of our two guests.
Standing up Barbara said. "I think we should get started on some of these expectations." With that she stood up and dropped the dress off her shoulders. I was amazed to see that she was wearing a corset, leather of course. Carol leaned down and from behind the sofa she pulled out several hanks of white rope and her long black leather gloves and passed them over to Barbara. She just smiled. I was the last one in my wife's pussy that night.
It was two years later, we found ourselves with my cock buried deep into a leather cat suited Barbara's pussy. This was only the third time in the last two years that had happened. Like her wife but much rarer, she fancied some warm man meat in her pussy. Barbara had her head between my wife's thighs and was paying full attention to her clitoris. My wife had no say in the matter as she was tied spread eagled on our bed with a massive gag in her mouth. We didn't want her to wake the baby. Shirley was standing in the corner, her hands tied above her head to a hook that previously held a hanging pot plant. There was a remote control vibrator up in her pussy as Barbara was teasing her with it. It appears Shirley had been naughty. We never found out what she had done. I was giving it the best I could. I felt Barbara coming, her body shook and her head went back, I felt her muscles tighten. I emptied myself into her and she collapsed onto my wife. I quickly got myself out of her and gently eased her to one side. She must have ramped the remote control up full on the vibrator up full because I heard Shirley grunting and groaning behind the dildo gag she was wearing. My wife's glistening pussy was wide open after Barbara's administration. And as per the exceptions the last thing in my wife's pussy was my cock. Not for long it soon shrunk. I cocked an ear open. I couldn't believe Martin, our one year old son asleep next door, had slept through all the noise. Must be the efficiency of the gags.
As usual I had been the last person in my wife's pussy after a night of debauchery.
The end
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Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "something that is invented or untrue." So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are right. It probably would not. This is fiction, so do not complain it is not real. If you want realism, please go watch a documentary or the news.
Dictionaries also tell me there are several meanings for the word fantasy. This is the one I have used. 'The faculty or activity of imagining impossible or improbable things.'
This is part of my confrontation series, which often involves intervention, but what event is being intervened in this story?
The woman sitting next to me was stunning. A real trophy wife, but behind that beauty was a razor-sharp mind that ran several businesses. She told me she did something in Parliament. I had not seen her on telly, I was not much into national politics, I restricted myself to my local constituency. The one that could make a difference where I lived. She looked strange to how I usually saw her when I met her before, her signature long blond wavy hair was in a ponytail. She was in disguise.
She reached across the table, took my hand, smiled that dazzling smile I had got used to and said. "Don't worry Dave, it will soon be over."
"I know Penny, I know."
Penny had approached me a few weeks ago and told me her private investigators, Mitchell and Butler had dug into the antics of her husband and his activities.
Her husband is part of a company that arranges buyouts. And for the past year or so she felt he's been using underhand tactics to arrange a lower price, some tactics should they come to light that would not look good for her. So, she had him followed. She suspected he had done the dirty deed with other women to get information, but had no proof.
The Investigators found out that his usual antics included offering the workforce more money and better prospects elsewhere, so the victim would have to increase their pay to retain his people, a few tip offs to the HSE about unsafe 'Incidents' whether true or not and that was it, the business was ripe for plucking at a stupidly low price.
One trick he was most proud of, was he got the taps opened on an on-site diesel tank and then had someone drive into the bund designed to hold a tank leak. Nearly a thousand gallons of diesel leaked out contaminating the ground so it could not be used for domestic housing without a massive expensive decontamination.
The land was sold at a huge loss. The company was in financial trouble and was brought up for a pittance with the loss of almost seventy odd jobs.
Sitting there Penny asked. "We know all his usual attempts failed with you, so he went after your wife. Your workforce is very loyal to you. You must tell me how you do it?"
"It's simple, I get my hands dirty with them, I listen to them and I share their problems. The odd beer never goes a miss either."
We looked across the dance floor and saw them dancing together. Her arms wrapped around his neck, her head on his shoulder, they were just shuffling. The music was not loud, the place was dark and very discreet.
The woman looked good, almost as good as the one sitting next to me.
I said to Penny. "Now?"
She nodded, we stood up and she picked up two envelopes from the table.
I headed towards them. Penny walked behind me. As I got closer to them he saw me coming, a flash of recognition crossed his face. Why would a single man walk across a crowded dance floor heading directly towards them? Fortunately, the music was not too loud. As I reached him, I said. "Darren, may I cut in?"
My wife recognised my voice. She spun around, a look of horror on her face, that was when Penny, the man's wife, the one with the two envelopes appeared by my side.
She had shaken her hair out and was instantly recognisable.
My wife fainted. I caught hold of her. I would hate to get that lovely dress dirty. Someone must have paid a packet for it. It was not me. "You have tried my wife, I think I will try yours if she agrees." I said to him.
Penny looked at me, smiled and slapped me gently on the arm. "We will have to wait until we're both divorced, but I look forward to it." That was never going to happen but it wiped the grin off of his face.
Penny reached forward and took hold of her husband's left hand, lifted it up. "No wedding ring I see, but I see your date is still wearing one, I wonder for how much longer?"
My wife's stirred, she looked at me and said, "Sweetheart it's not what you think, we were just dancing."
Penny opened one of the envelopes and extracted a photograph. "Oh, you might be dancing now but I wouldn't call this dancing."
She showed them the picture that her investigators had taken of them last week in an office. They were not dancing. Penny extracted another photograph and showed it to them. It was a picture of her husband with his hand up my wife's dress, her head was thrown back in pleasure. That was from last Wednesday outside the golf club.
"I wouldn't call that dancing either, but I can understand your pleasure, he's very good with his fingers, especially the one that should have his wedding ring on. I just hope you haven't tried anything else."
Penny gave her husband the other envelope and said to him, "Darren, just sign the papers. There's a reminder of the prenuptial agreement in there and my lawyer's contact details."
A crowd had gathered, the phone cameras were out. The music had stopped, he'd been humiliated by his wife. He was angry. Very angry.
Good.
My sobbing wife was standing on her own two feet by now. Penny and I turned to walk away.
I was expecting it, I felt the hand on my shoulder, he wouldn't be so stupid as to hit me in the back with all the cameras around. He pulled me round, the punch came. I swayed back but there was somebody behind me and the punch caught me on the side of the face. But there was no strength in it.
I'm guessing it was gym strength. Whereas mine was building site strength. I run my own construction business, and I found out early on that staying in contact with the lads doing the work was really good for business. So at least one day a week I went to a building site. I poured concrete, I hodded bricks, I laid bricks. I did almost everything my lads did, come rain or shine. My hands were calloused. And it was a callused fist that caught him in the stomach. He doubled over and started wrenching.
Penny and I carried on walking towards the door. The place was in complete silence. There were two bouncers trying to head our way. But Penny's minders had something to say about that.
We got to the door and my wife was hanging on my arm. "Please, please don't leave me, I can explain. Please give me a chance. Nothing has happened."
We were in the foyer and could see Penny's Rose coloured Rolls Royce out front. Her chauffeur was holding the door open for her.
My crying wife said to me, "I didn't do anything wrong."
My new friend leaned around me, her Scottish accent flaring again. "Yes, you did! You lied to your husband, you touched a man where only his wife, me, should touch. You let my husband touch you in places only your husband should touch. You wore dresses for him that you do not wear for your husband. You betrayed him and his company."
That brought my wife up sharp. You see, my wife was the company secretary and finance officer. She knew everything about my business.
"Did you tell my husband about Dave's new contract?"
"Yes." My wife said quietly.
"Did you know my husband is part of a company that arranges for buyouts. And for the last year or so I felt he's been using tactics that wouldn't look good for me."
"No I didn't."
"I had him followed. I suspect he has done the dirty deed with other women to get information, but I had no proof. The words in the prenuptial agreement he foolishly signed said 'touching another person's intimate sex parts or having another person touch your intimate sex parts'. I remember he and his lawyer laughed at that comment. He's not laughing now."
The phone cameras were out recording her tirade against my wife, and she was loud enough to be heard. It will be all over social media tomorrow.
"I didn't know, he tricked me." Tears were still pouring down her face.
Penny carried on. "You were just another gullible woman. He was gathering information from you to under-bid your contracts and make you lose business. His normal ploy is going after the workforce but that wouldn't work with your company, he tried, and failed. So he went after you. And you let him, you foolish woman. Your husband's company was being lined up to be taken over when he had lost enough business. His success is making his competitors jealous and angry, they think he is getting too big for his boots as a jumped-up upstart from the back streets."
My wife was a complete mess.
"Bring her if you like, there is room in the car." Penny said as she walked away.
I helped my wife into the Rolls and I had to do her seat belt up, she was sobbing so much she could not find the buckle.
We stopped outside the Hilton Hotel and the doorman opened the door for my friend. She leaned forward and spoke to her chauffeur.
"Parker." Said my friend. "Take Mr Harris to wherever he wants to go."
"Yes M'lady." He said.
Parker took us home.
I helped my wife indoors, she was still sobbing until the front door closed.
Then she pulled herself up right, wiped her eyes, turned and slapped me playfully on the arm. "You bugger, you could have told me his wife was going to be there. I could have played more up to her, apologising saying I didn't know he was married."
"No, I wanted the look of shock on your face to be genuine when she popped out from behind me, like the chandelier incident in 'Only Fools and Horses'.
"Well, it bloody well worked, that fainting was almost real. But it went better than I expected. Pity he landed one on you, I might have to kiss that better later."
With that she threw her arms around me and kissed me full on the lips. I responded in kind, she pulled back. "Anyway, whose idea was it, her turning up with the divorce papers? You can be that devious, was it you?"
"It was Penny's, she knew exactly how he would react so she had her two boys there to keep the bouncers in check until I had finished my business with him."
"Good point. Well, I am going to have to keep up the disgraced wife act for a few weeks in public and then maybe a weekend away to 'make up'. I assume the lads on site know and I am still part of the business?"
"Yup, I had a word with them today to let them know what was happening, in fact Harry was in the crowd at the hotel recording it all. It was the lads that tipped me off at the start what Darren was up to."
"As long as they know I am on their side and keep their traps closed."
"They will, you might even get a round of applause for your acting if Harry shows them the video."
She smiled as she said. "I will bloody give them what for if they do."
"Good. That's the plan then, at least in public till the fuss dies down, but now I think you should take your husband to bed to make up for touching another man in a way he would not approve of, even if it was outside his clothes."
The following morning I staggered downstairs, she had worn me out making it up to me. I put the kettle on for tea and checked my emails. There was one from a Lady Ward-Creighton.
Why was a 'Lady' emailing me out of the blue. I read it.
"Dave, I hope she made it up to you. Nice acting, although I was worried a few times, I thought we had gone too far when she fainted, was that real?
I thought I had better explain myself.
Just to let you know M&B investigated you after they found out that you were my soon to be ex-husband's new target. They found you were aware of his deceit and you had a plan to thwart his intentions. When I was fully briefed, the investigators suggested I let it run its course as it would achieve my aims. However, I am not one to sit on the side-lines, so I thought I would give you a hand. That was when I introduced you to M&B, they told you just enough of the story to let you think your wife was going to cheat on you. It gave me my 'in' to help you stop the 'alleged' affair. Sorry, I know, naughty of me. Of course, you knew all about that, the pair of you planned it. I'm glad she didn't do it, by the way, she would have been disappointed.
I could have told you what I knew in the Rolls, but you pair were so much in character and I was enjoying it, I let it run. You two should be on the stage, again naughty of me.
Darren was jealous of my seat in the Upper House and thought it should be his. He was taking the money I was giving to him to give to charity, giving half to a charity in his name and the other half to party funds. He started buying his peerage. He is charismatic, entertaining, good looking, I loved and trusted him, stupid of me. It won't happen again.
Divorcing him would not be enough, he had to be shamed. I wanted to bring out his antics, lose his job and if we are lucky bring down the company he works for.
I have an opening in my portfolio for just such a company, but to be run ethically. I know a fine honourable couple who would be excellent to run it for me if you fancy a change of occupation, or even a couple of Directorships just to make sure the company is run properly. It pays well and with your skills you may be able to save some jobs.
Let me know and I will send Parker to pick you up for a chat.
Thank you for an entertaining evening,
Regards
Penny."
I showed it to my wife, all she said was. "The cow! She tricked us." Pausing, she looked at me, smiled and said. "Have you got her phone number? We don't have anything planned for this evening."
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This is LW, nothing new here. Please just enjoy the story.
Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue." This is fiction.
So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are right. It probably would not. So do not complain it is not real.
If you want realism, watch a documentary or the news.
It is just a story, please enjoy it.
I would like to borrow your wife.
I could not believe what I had just heard. The man sitting opposite me at the table wanted to borrow my wife for two weekends a month. What The Fuck!
I stood up. I looked at my wife, Charity. Her real name was Claire, but she preferred Charity. "Close your mouth dear, you look like a photo of a Goldfish." She said.
She carried on. "Don't worry, if you say 'No' it won't happen. Please keep an open mind and listen to what Gerald is proposing."
I flopped back into my seat. I closed my mouth and looked at her in amazement, I was stunned. I could not think straight.
"You're considering this?"
"Yes, please just listen to Gerald." She smiled and brushed my arm. I do not think she realised how much damage she had just done with that reply.
It was a Friday evening and that was how to ruin the rest of my fucking weekend.
He stood up saying. "Ah, here comes my wife, she can explain it much better than I can."
WTF again.
Let me give you a little background. My grandad was an Italian POW, he was a barber in northern Italy, he wasn't bothered by politics. He just liked cutting men's hair and passing the time of day with the odd glass of wine. He got conscripted into a war he thought wasn't his. He was on the supply side of things, not that there was much to supply. The site he was on was overrun by the British in 1942. He became a POW and found himself in a camp in England. He managed to get hold of a pair of scissors and a comb and started cutting hair, after a few months or so he was cutting the guard's hair, and occasionally the camp commandants. They paid him a few pence, which he saved, well, he had nothing to spend the money on. He found that the British treated him better than his own countrymen, so he decided to stay in England when the war finished. He opened a small barber shop with his savings. Most people let bygones be bygones. He wasn't sure a German would have got the same treatment. He married a nice English woman and settled down. My Dad became a barber, and so did I, a family business.
By the time Grandad passed away we owned two establishments in town. Each had a flat over the top for a little extra income. There was a house that belonged to the business that I lived in with Charity and our two children, Bianca was six and Marco five. We paid the business a nominal rent. Dad looked after one barber shop and I the other one, he employs me and pays me a reasonable wage, on paper Charity earns more than I do. Dad was planning to semi retire this year, just do two days a week, more of just coming in for a chat with the customers than anything else. I know the feeling, there can be some heavy philosophical discussions in the 30 minutes it takes to cut a chap's hair. I would inherit the business; it was called Antonio's. That was my name, although everybody called me Tony. Despite my surname being Italian, I consider myself British and proud of it because the British gave my Grandad a home, albeit a bit of a chilly, rainy one. I never forgot my Italian heritage.
The property next door to the barber's shop I ran was about to become available. The China and Picture framing business was not doing well. We were considering making an offer for it and making it a Ladies' Hair and Nail Salon. Dad was quite excited by it. There was a rash of Turkish barbers in the town so the only way to expand was into ladies' hairdressing and buying the place would keep it out of the hands of the Turks. We would have to employ more staff, but the lady that worked for me, Shannon, had experience in ladies' hairdressing, but she did not want to run it, she did not want all the employment law and payroll hassle.
I met Charity at college where I was doing 'hairdressing in the modern age'. She had gorgeous long flowing hair with lovely waves, a really nice figure and I thought the cutest face I'd ever seen. When she smiled all the rain clouds in the world disappeared. She lights up any room with that smile.
I learned a few things at college. Grandad taught me most of what I needed to know about hair cutting, but I did learn a lot about women. We had both played around a bit in college until we got together and quickly became exclusive.
Charity was doing accounting and we just seemed to hit it off. She would tell me all about the latest styles and fashions, including hair styles. None of them would have suited our customers. She kept me up on the lives of celebrities. I wasn't that interested. She enjoyed it, it seemed harmless.
I don't have the swarthy looks of an Italian. I'm told I have the passion and sometimes the anger that goes with the passion, but I can control it, up to a point. I thought I was lucky, my younger brother went into the building trade. He had passion and anger in full. It got him into trouble on more than one occasion. Not with the police, with the teachers at school. By the time he left school he seemed to grow out of it, to control it better.
After leaving college Charity got a job as a junior accountant at a local accountant's office where she helped look after the books of many of our local businesses. It was great because she kept all of our books as well. Not that there were many for a hairdresser.
A year after being out of college we married. Life was good. Bianca and Marco made us complete and thrilled both our parents no end.
A new manager, Gerald, started at her company in a senior post. He was right up in the management chain, after a while he suggested she join the local Amateur Dramatics Society; he was a member. It seemed like a good idea, so we met him and chatted about it. It sounded good, I even volunteered to do behind the scenes stuff. He seemed all right.
With the children at school, we had a bit more time on our hands before they started all their after-school activities when they got older. Both sets of grandparents willingly looked after the children. Sometimes the children would come with us to the town hall where we did most of our plays.
I would help out with scenery and occasionally the odd walk-on comedic part. I would just walk across the stage for no apparent reason, stop, look at the audience, raise an eyebrow, tilt my head and walk off. Just to make the audience stop and think, quite clever really. No speaking, nothing too difficult. I was happy behind the scenes.
But this was right up Charity's street, she fell into acting like she was born to it. Sometimes a little too much. I would have to remind her that she was an accountant, and I was a barber. We were not the Beckhams or Bogart and Bacall. She got all the magazines and looked at the celebrities and their lives. I couldn't match that. Okay, I had a hand in a couple of businesses, and we were doing quite well. We were comfortable, we had nice holidays, nice cars and I could treat her every couple of months.
I knew Gerald was married, but on the first production we did I noticed he flirted a lot with the ladies. I told Charity to be careful of him, although he seemed to stay away from Charity probably because she was the best looking one there, or because I was always around. Okay I'm biased, but she was the best-looking woman there.
Gerald was a bit older than us, about ten years or so. His wife came to the shows. She was a good looking woman a bit younger than him I would guess. I was introduced to her, her name was Kimberly, she asked what I did at the Am Dram. I told her I just pushed scenery around plus the odd walk on part, it suited me. She playfully told me off saying I was not 'just' anyone and that I gave depth to the play with the work I did. I liked her, it helped that she was very good looking. They obviously had money, the clothes they wore, the cars they drove. I looked into them, because I'm nosy like that, and I had a chat with some of my customers. It appears he is a millionaire a few times over and he was planning to take over the accountancy business that Claire works for.
Nobody had a bad word against him, but there again nobody had a good word either. Some of my customers didn't like him because he had money. Others said he was okay because he helped the Am Dram Society people were not a bad bunch, they kept people in the town occupied and entertained, I thought no more about it.
What did bother me was after a year, Charity picked up her going on about the lifestyles of the rich and famous, having servants, big plush houses, chauffeurs and posh cars. I jokingly told her once that if she wanted that lifestyle, she went wrong by marrying a humble barber. Laughing at me she said she was happy with her barber; she got free hairdressing. To keep her happy every three months or so, when I had saved up enough, I would treat her and we would go to a posh hotel and be waited on. I reaped the benefits in bed afterwards and not just in bed.
I did have to remind her occasionally to not talk down to the waiting staff, she had a bad habit of that. She would stop it once I reminded her that she was an accountant who also worked for other people and she would not stand being talked to the way she talked to the staff. Once I had pointed it out to her, she would apologise to them.
That was all in the past now.
Kimberly sat down, she sent Gerald for drinks. Looking at me she said. "Let me explain, Gerald gets bored, so I allow him to have dalliances, little adventures. Knowing it will only last about a year at most, normally only six months and sometimes less. He gets bored with them and comes back to me reinvigorated into our married life." She lowered her voice. "Alternative arrangements could be made for you to be kept 'company' if you wish. You can have a nanny or babysitter with benefits if you wish."
I looked at Charity. "And you're happy with this?"
"Well not really, but I can hardly complain, can I? As long as you don't fall in love with her."
The bloody gall of the woman. Every time she opened her mouth she damaged our marriage some more.
Let's see where this is going to go? "Okay you said if I say 'No' it won't happen. So, it is 'No'. End of discussion, can we go home now?" I stood up.
Charity took hold of my hand. She did not stand up. "Tony, please listen to what Kimberly is proposing."
So, it was Kimberly proposing things now.
At that point I made my decision and sat down, I had the start of a plan, but I would need time to sort it out in my head
Gerald got back with the drinks and sat next to Kimberly.
A thought struck me, they had been at it already and maybe Kimberly was in bed with them, literally. I had not seen anything to make me think Charity was that way inclined. I leaned forward. "You three have been at it already, you are only doing this in case you get caught and it gets out."
Each had a different look on their faces. Charity was aghast, Gerald stunned, his mouth doing impressions of a fish out of water, but Kimberly was giggling. "You are very imaginative, Tony. I like that. But no, we haven't. I don't swing that way, anyhow if Gerald plays without me knowing the pre-nuptial kicks in and he loses most of his money and the house. So, 'No' we have not 'been at it' as you call it."
Looking at their different reactions I believed her.
"Okay." I said. "Let's hear about this cockamamy scheme?"
I found it interesting that Kimbely did the talking, what is she getting from this?
Kimberly explained in great detail the timeline of events. It is quite detailed. Kimberly sent Gerald for more drinks. Who is in control in that marriage?
"So, let's get this right?" I asked. "On the weekends in question Charity leaves for work on Friday morning, spends that weekend, the whole of the next week and the next weekend with Gerald whilst I stay at home, look after, entertain and feed the children on my own plus work in the shop five days a week. Gerald has my wife two weekends out of four?" Gerald wasn't back so I stared at Kimberly. "Do you think I'm fucking stupid or what?" I stood up again, looked at Charity. "I've heard enough of this shite we're going home."
Charity didn't move. Looking down at her I said. "Right, so it will be divorce on Monday then."
Kimberly carried on. This, like the detailed itinerary for Charity's weekend, it had obviously been discussed in great depth and planned well beforehand.
"No, Tony, please there is more. Please sit down and let me finish. We do not expect you to work a full day and have to look after the children, cook and clean the house. And as we said there would be, shall we call it, a live-in maid with benefits."
Reluctantly I sat down, again. "So, whilst Charity is off shagging your husband, I get some old slapper who looks after the kids whilst I'm at work. Then give me a hand job in the evening."
"No, if we did that you would back out. We have a selection of four professional 'escorts' who are qualified as nannies that you can select from. Interviews have been arranged for you to meet them Monday afternoon, your shop is closed then."
Gerald had got back with the drinks. I was absolutely certain they were trying to get me drunk. The pint of lager looked awfully full. "All things are negotiable." Gerald said.
I appeared to think and picked my glass up, but before I took a sip, I smelt it. I could smell the tang of vodka.
I told Charity she was driving home tonight.
"Even if I say 'No'?" But my mind was made up. I thought I would tease them a bit. "There is not a cat in Hell's chance that you're going to have my wife for two weekends out of four. So, thank you for the beer, I'm going home." Standing up yet again I looked down at Charity, I said. "You're on pretty thin ice at the moment for even suggesting this. I suspect you've done it with him already but I can't prove it. So I'm going home. Stay here and I divorce you." I was expecting Gerald to get in my way to physically try and stop me from leaving but he didn't. Pity.
Gerald said. "As we said, all things are negotiable. What if we dropped it to one weekend a month. Just seven days including one weekend, leave for work Friday morning, she comes home to you and the children the following Friday afternoon after finishing work. Do you think that would be more acceptable?"
I sat down again, I felt like a bloody yo-yo.
I kept what I thought to myself. I realised that was their tactic, start high with things that were ridiculous and bring their requests down, giving me the impression I had some say in the matter.
The whole fucking thing was ridiculous.
No, this was all planned down to the last detail. But for now, I will go along with it. My mind was made up.
"Do you know, I can see nothing in this for me, absolutely nothing. I give up my wife, my partner, friend and lover for seven days and get absolutely fucking nothing back in return."
I thought I saw a glimmer of a smile flashed across Charity's face. Kimberly and Gerald still looked at me deadpan.
"Maybe we can sweeten the deal?" Kimberly said. "We gather you are looking to expand your business, how about the cash injection of say, £750 for every day Charity spends with my husband. That would be about £32,000 for six months or £48,000 for nine months. That would certainly help your business. Of course, if she leaves early, it's pro rata."
I put a false look of aghast on my face. "You're asking me to pimp my wife out to increase my business?"
"That's not quite the way we see it." Said Gerald. "More of a payment for services rendered. And trust me she will have a good time and she has already admitted she will do anything you want in the three weeks she's at home with you."
I must admit thirty five grand would certainly help with the new shop. It probably showed on my face.
Kimberly leaned across the table and reached for my hand. I let her take it, it was very soft. "Look, let's give you time to think. So how about you interviewing nannies on Monday afternoon and we meet up again Monday evening and discuss it. That gives you the whole weekend for you and Charity to talk it over." She looked across to Charity. "I'm sure you can show him what you'll do for him in the three weeks you're at home."
I had a different idea. "No, it shouldn't take me long to decide, just give me the rest of the evening and tomorrow to think about it and we meet up Sunday evening and I will let you know my decision. But do you really mean if I say 'no' that is it and you will not push it any further."
Gerald spoke up. "I swear to you if you say 'no' we will just walk away, no hard feelings."
I was about halfway down my vodka laced pint of lager. I looked at Gerald and Kimberly saying. "Do you know, this is wrong, but it is awfully tempting." I think I slurred that a bit as I said it. I stood up looking down at Charity for one more time. "I really am going this time, but it's the same, home with me or stay here and I divorce you."
She jumped up this time. "Sweetheart, I was always coming home with you. Trust me I haven't done anything for you to divorce me yet."
That may be her opinion.
Well, she tried her damnedest to show me a good time when the children weren't around. The children were packed off early to bed on Saturday night. She offered me her bum hole.
That was really strange. I had never mentioned going in there before, it wasn't my thing. But what the hell, I tried it anyway. Bit too tight, I didn't really like it. I don't think I'll try it again.
I was woken up Saturday morning to a blowjob, that was nice. When she did the same on Sunday, I asked her. "Are you going to do that every day for the three weeks I have you in my bed, and afterwards?"
"Not every day but most if you let me do this. You know I have always wanted to live like that, just for a few months sweetheart then I will have it out of my system."
Or you will want more of it, I thought to myself.
Charity told me not to bother about a babysitter for Sunday evening, one had been arranged by Kimberly. And what a bloody stunner she was when she turned up. I had a feeling she was one of the escorts.
I wanted this on neutral ground so I chose one of the nicer restaurants. Restaurants are pretty quiet on Sunday evenings in our town; this one was no exception. We found a quiet table in the corner. All Sunday afternoon Charity kept bugging me for my decision. I just told her that I had some extra demands. She mentioned that Gerald and Kimberly might find their way to a little extra financial arrangement.
Bugger, I was going to ask for that anyway. But I have one request that might make Charity less attractive to Gerald, it was unlikely to change the outcome.
The food was good, when the desert was cleared away it became silent. I refused the wine and stuck to water. They were all waiting for me to say something. I pulled out several pieces of paper with lists on them. That made Kimberly's eyes go wide. I saw her glance across at Charity, she gave a gentle shake of the head. She hadn't seen the papers before.
I took my phone from my pocket, they watched me open the voice recorder app and lay it on the table. "If I can't record this to protect myself the answer is No'." Nobody said anything, so I carried on.
"Right, I need to get this clear in my head and protect myself. If I say 'No' this stops here and now." Kimberly opened her mouth. I held my hand up, she closed it. "Charity does not lose her job or get treated any differently from every other member of staff. I do not get threatened with violence or anything else towards me, my children, my business or my wife and we carry on as if you'd never ask the question."



"Yes, that's exactly it." Kimberly answered.
There was a slightly worried look on their faces, I think they thought I was going to say 'No'.
"But if I say 'Yes' Charity leaves my house and goes to work Friday morning, and comes back the following Friday. Meanwhile I get help around the house from one of your 'nannies' who also keeps my bed warm, and like this weekend during that week nothing is off the cards?"
They missed the fact I called it 'my' not 'our' house.
With that Kimberly put her hand into her handbag and brought out four photographs, one of them was our babysitter this evening. They all looked absolutely gorgeous. Why couldn't Gerald have one of them? Never mind. "Yes, that's it." She said.
"You keep this discreet, if anybody finds out about this inside your company or our friends, if I hear one hint of anything happening it stops straight away." There was much nodding of heads. I was not sure how they would manage that, but not my worry.
I continued. "I need to see a report saying Gerald is free from STDs." With that Kimberly pulled a piece of paper out of her handbag and slid it slowly across to me. I opened it, it was a report dated two days ago. Gerald was clean.
"Friday to Friday is acceptable. But there are some changes I would like to make, I want the £1000 for every evening my wife spends with you."
It was Gerald's turn to speak. "Yes, that is acceptable." He gave in too easily.
"If my wife has sexual relations with anyone except me in my three weeks, the whole deal is off and you pay me the full amount for nine months. No running around behind my back. She's my wife for those three weeks, not yours." That put a shock on all their faces. That was obviously what they planned to do.
Kimberly's turn to talk. "Yes of course." I had a feeling she was a bit relieved about that.
"Protection will be worn, I will not look after another man's child if she 'forgets' to take her pills."
Another piece of paper slid across the table, Geralds Vasectomy. They had obviously done this before.
"These could be fake." I tell them, pointing to the two pieces of paper on the table.
"You are very suspicious." Says Kimbely.
"A man wants to borrow my wife for a week a month and not only is his wife happy with that, but she is helping organise it. Only an idiot would not be suspicious."
Kimberly replies. "Apart from the obvious, what else do we gain out of this arrangement?"
"That is what I am trying to work out."
Not waiting for a reply, I carried on. "Once we set the dates, they are not changeable. I want consistency for the children. If it is her period, you put up with it as I will have to. She can let you have her bum, that is between you two. If it lasts that long, she spends Christmas and New Year with her family."
Both Gerald and Charity opened their mouths. Gerald got as far as. "I don't..." Kimberly glared at them. They closed their mouths
They had something planned for either Christmas or New Year. Again, Kimberley looked relieved.
"This is my final one. The Saturday my wife spends with Gerald in his bed. Kimberly spends it with me, including the night, she takes the place of my wife and all that entails. You have my wife, I have yours. We will be discreet and go to a hotel. Oh, and you will have to pay for the hotel and the babysitter."
I laid the lists in front of them. Looking at Charity I spoke quietly. "You living with Gerald and having sex with him will damage our marriage, are you sure you want this?"
"Yes, sweetheart, I do. I will love you forever if you let me do this."
I thought she was going to love me forever anyway, obviously not.
Pointing at the lists I said. "These are non-negotiable, and if you break any of these agreements it all stops. There are two copies, one for you and one for me, I need all three of your signatures on both."
I thought I was in an aquarium with all the mouths hanging open. Gerald's was slowly going up and down. I continued. "I'm going to the toilet and then I'm going to the bar to order some more drinks, when the waiter gets here with them, I want an answer and if it is not 'Yes' to all of my requests, then my answer is 'No'." I stood up.
Gerald placed the list between himself and Kimberly. He looked at me. "This will not stand up in court."
"It doesn't have to. I will take it to court, more than likely lose but the bad publicity and the public humiliation for you and your company will be far greater than anything I feel."
Kimberly smiled at me. "You really have thought about this haven't you."
She had no idea.
I placed a pen on the table and walked away.
When I left the toilet and headed towards the bar, I could see the discussion was heated between Gerald and Kimberly. Charity just sat there. I smiled to myself. My phone was still on the table recording. That will be interesting to listen to later. I slipped my hand into my inside jacket pocket. I felt the envelope was still there.
As I approached the table, I heard Kimberly say. "Make it a SLK AMG, and not a second hand one and you have a deal." Sounds like sex for a new Merc SLK. Another whore, I was not paying so as far as I was concerned it was fine.
The waiter arrived with our drinks. He placed them on the table in front of us, I am sure he could feel the tension around the table, I certainly could but there again I probably caused most of it. "Well, what's your decision?"
Kimberly reached across the table, took the pen, slipped the papers in front of her and signed both, then slid them back to the middle of the table. Next was Charity but she signed using her proper name, Claire. Everybody was now looking at Gerald. Looking at me. "Okay, but you had better treat my wife with respect." He was the last one to sign and he pushed the papers across to me.
I picked one up, folded it and put it in my inside pocket and at the same time took out the envelope. "My answer is yes you could have my wife, but not for one week a month, but for as long as you like."
In front of her would be lover and his wife. "Claire." I said, I had used her real name, that gave her an inkling of how much trouble she was in. "After all this time we have been together I'm surprised you thought I would share. I have put up with your hankering for a lifestyle that I cannot afford, although I do my best. I treat you to special weekends when I can because I love you. And I still do. But I realise I cannot measure up to your expectations."
"The fact you even suggested this has hurt me more than I could believe, and it shows me you don't love me enough. I would never agree to what has been proposed and there are two reasons."
"Firstly, if I said 'No' you would always look at me as preventing you from getting the lifestyle that you want, even for a short time and you would eventually throw me away to go for somebody better who can give you that lifestyle."
Claire was shaking her head, tears were pouring down her face. "No, no, no please no."
"And if I say yes, you would get accustomed to the lifestyle and start to look down on me and I was holding you back from a lifestyle you want, so I am cutting my losses now. Oh, by the way you have full custody of the children. I will have them every other weekend. Now let's see how your life turns out when you've got to work and look after the children on your own."
"Don't bother coming home tonight you won't get in. You can come and collect your clothes tomorrow."
Claire was the one that recovered first; the others still sat there with a look of amazement on their face. "Please, no, I've changed my mind. I don't want this, please I love you."
"No, you only think you love me, if you really did love me, you would accept me as I am and not do this to me."
"Where will I go?"
"Don't know, don't care. I assume you could move in with Kimberly and Gerald, or go to the flat that you have lined up for the weeks you're his wife?"
Gerald finally found his voice. "How did you find..."
"Well, I couldn't see Kimberly allowing her to share your house and bed, so there had to be another place you could go. I assume it's the flat your company owns. Do they know you plan to play housey, housey with somebody else's wife on company property, a subordinate?"
That made him go quiet.
"That would look good to the rest of your staff. I am sure the husbands of all your female staff will feel really secure." I do not think he noticed my sarcasm. "You don't think someone will not notice her shagging the boss."
Looking at Claire I said. "So here you go." I held the envelope up and said. "There are divorce and separation papers. I got them off the internet. I don't know how this works, but I'll be seeing my solicitor first thing on Monday morning to start the process." I threw the envelope on the table, picked up my phone and walked out.
Their mouths were still open as I walked away, I could hear Claire crying as I left the restaurant.
I phoned Claire's parents on the way home and told them what happened. Unsurprisingly they did not believe me. They asked me where she was, I told them I had no idea, but they could track her phone.
When I got home I thanked the babysitter and told her that we would not be needing her services or any of her colleagues as far as I was concerned. I went upstairs, and she followed me.
I got a suitcase out and started packing Claire's clothes. "So, it didn't go the way they planned?" She asked. "I'm paid for the whole night if you're interested?" As good looking as she was, I could barely raise a smile let alone anything else. It crossed my mind it could be a trap.
After I showed the babysitter out and checked Marco and Bianca were sleeping, I settled down in my armchair with a long G&T and started to plan my life.
I unplugged the landline, but left my mobile phone on. I had turned the ringer off before going out. I ignored the text messages. There were too many text messages to see, and I could not be botrhered.
It was past eleven o'clock when I had an incoming call. I had been keeping an eye on who was calling. I ignored Claire's calls and the two numbers I did not recognise. I did answer Claire's father's call. He let me know Claire's phone was in one of the posh houses in the Old Town. Not in a hotel. I knew that it was Gerald and Kimberly's house. It had crossed my mind as to who she was sleeping with.
I managed to get the children off to school without too much grief the following day.
When I got to work Shannon asked if I was okay, I told her I had things to do, then we would have a chat. She was obviously concerned. It was Monday afternoon before I could see our solicitor. He put me onto the practice's family lawyer and arranged an appointment for Tuesday afternoon.
On Monday evening I gathered my family together, including my baby brother and explained what happened. I played a short clip from my phone. My Dad and Brother were seething that she could do that. The passion and anger were evident. My Brother offered to make an accident happen to Gerald. I told him that was not his best idea, anyway it would not change anything.
My Mother was distraught, she took it harder than any of us. And she is not Italian. I let her know she would still see her Grandchildren, that made her a tad happier. I had taken the children with me and I planned to leave them with her. They could tell something was off, but they loved all their grandparents and stayed overnight quite often, it was not too bad for them at the moment.
Mum told me she would give Claire a piece of her mind, I suggested it would be more useful if she could look after the children until we got our living arrangements sorted. She said she would talk to her and sort out some way of looking after the children for the next few days.
I went to see Claire's parents on the way home. They had heard from her and she had told them it was all a mistake and I had got it wrong. I played some of the clips from my phone and showed them the copy of my list that Claire had signed.
She had lied to them. I asked them to help my Mum with the Grandchildren, they agreed they would. I gave them both a hug before I left, they were crying.
I asked Shannon to look after the shop on Tuesday whilst I moved out of the house and into the flat and went to the solicitors. I had explained it all to her.
The visit to the solicitors was surprisingly simple at this stage of the game. Savings were split in half, there was a few grand. She kept her car. I kept mine and my scooter. I offered to pay what was the lowest going rate for child support. I would move out of the house and into the flat that was vacant over Dad's shop. The flat above my shop was occupied. Claire could continue to rent the house. Dad would drop the rent as low as he could.
I was sure it was going to get shitty later.
Mum told me that on Tuesday Claire picked the children up in her car, but on Wednesday it was a large SUV. She was not sure what make it was, but it looked posh and there was a man in the driver's seat, she did not know who it was.
I had a pretty good guess.
She told me Claire looked a mess on Tuesday, but better on Wednesday.
Through Mum, we worked out that Claire would have the children this weekend whilst I sorted out the flat and I would have them the following weekend. I pretty much guessed what Claire would be doing that weekend.
The children quickly found out I did not want to know about Mummy's new 'friend' and the posh cars he drove and that they liked the posh flat with the people who did stuff for them. I learned he stayed over a few nights at the flat.
I got a message via Mum that Claire wanted me to have the children all week two weeks in four, I declined and agreed to one week in four. So, she was still going ahead with her dream of living the high life. It meant I would see the children more often, that was no bad thing. Mum was happy to baby sit whilst I worked, she shared the load with Claire's Mum.
Life settled down, I concentrated on work, losing myself in my customer's idle chit chat and their problems.
The Wednesday before I was due to have the children for the first week, I saw Kimberly slowly walk past the shop window, she paused. I looked at her, she nodded and carried on walking. I wondered what that was about, I soon found out.
Kimberly came back a few minutes later carrying three small bags from our local bakery, she placed one in front of Shannon and smiled at her. Shannon looked confused. Looking at me Kimberly said. "Can we have a chat please?"
Pausing with the customer I had in my chair I pointed to the small room at the back of the shop. "I will be in to make a coffee when I have finished this chap. It's only instant coffee." That was a bit of a dig at her and her posh ways.
Shannon gave me a look as if to say WTF.
'Later' I mouthed at her.
When I got to the back room, the coffee was made and two cakes were laid on a plate. Kimberly was sitting down. "I have drunk instant coffee before." Kimberly said.
I sat down, she stood up and closed the door to the room. Standing in front of me looking down. "I have practiced saying this and it always sounds trite, so I am going to come straight out with it." She took a deep breath. "While Claire is with Gerald this weekend, I intend to uphold the deal I made with you. Can you get a babysitter for Saturday night, or shall I organise one?
"Please close your mouth and blink. It's not a pretty look."
I did. "But I thought..."
She held her hand up. "I try to be a woman of my word, and when I signed that document, I fully intended to go through with your request. I have provisionally booked dinner and a room in the Red Lion."
"But..." I was repeating myself.
She took a card from her pocket and laid it on the table saying. "That is my phone number. Give me a call before midday tomorrow." She smiled. "I promise you; you will not be disappointed and it will give me the chance to explain a few things."
She walked to the door, opened it and as she was about to step out, she turned to me and said. "Please, say you will come."
I made my mind up. I had nothing to lose and maybe a bit to gain. Claire was going to have sex with Gerald, she probably had already. We were getting divorced, I had heard nothing from her about contesting it, so as far as I was concerned, she was agreeing to the divorce and I was single again.
And it had been weeks.
When I got back to the main room Shannon asked me what that was all about?
"I have just been propositioned!"
"Do you mean, you know, for, well that?"
"Yup."
"Flipping heck, she is gorgeous, a bit mature but still gorgeous. Are you going for it?" I smiled. "You are, that's good you might stop being like a bear with a sore head." I looked at her quizzically. "Yes, you have."
I suppose she was correct.
I didn't want to seem too needy, to give the impression that I had thought about it. I phoned Kimberly just after 10:00 that evening, I told her to organise the babysitter. I did not want my family to hear about what I was doing just yet, if at all. She told me she had already organised the babysitter, the one we had on that fateful Sunday. These people must have more money than sense.
On Saturday the babysitter turned up, It was the same one from the fateful Sunday. The children were happy to see her, they remembered her. I made my way to the Red Lion in plenty of time. When I asked for Kimberly, I was told she was already in the dining room and a porter would take my small bag up to the room. They appeared to be quite used to this sort of thing. The maître-d' was summoned and he escorted me into the dining room and there was Kimberly, sitting in the middle of the room in a bright blue dress, looking stunning. The maître-d' pulled my chair out and eased it in as I sat down.
Looking across at her I said. "I thought we were supposed to be discreet?"
"You are getting divorced there's no need and Gerald won't be bothered, he's too enamoured by his new toy now that the children are not around."
She started the conversation; it was clear that she wanted to talk about ourselves, anything except our spouses. She chatted about her childhood; she told me about her hobbies when she was at school. About getting into amateur dramatics at university. She told me about her parents, they were still alive and she visited them regularly on the South Coast. I told her our family story from my Grandad to Marco, and that I would inherit the business in a few years' time. We were looking to expand the business into women's hairdressing and nail salon. I told her some of the little anecdotes that came from my customers, they made her laugh. She had a nice laugh. I wanted to ask if if she got her SLK. I did not, I felt it might ruin the comfortable atmosphere that had developed. We each had a glass out of the second bottle of wine. She took on a serious look and said. "I think we should take the rest of this bottle upstairs and finish it in bed. What do you think?"
"Certainly." I stood up, went round the table and pulled the chair away as she stood up.
Then she let something slip. "Thank you. Gerald has not done that for me for years."
I took her arm and we walked towards the lifts, she leaned against me, I don't think she was drunk.
As we walked towards our room she gave me the key card, I swiped it and held the door open for her, she smiled at me as she walked past. This was all a little awkward. We stood looking at each other. I still had the wine bottle in my hand.
"I think you had better put that bottle down and kiss me."
I did as I was told, the kiss was quite tentative to start with until she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me in tight. I could feel her body, I started to get hard, she pulled back. "That feels nice."



We carried on kissing, one of her hands snaked down and massaged my cock through my trousers. I found the zip at the back of her dress and started to pull it down. She was breathing quite heavily. When I got the zip to the bottom, she stopped me and pushed me back slightly. She took a step back. She shrugged the dress off her shoulders onto the floor. Her body was stunning. She was standing there in her bra, suspender belt, stockings and five-inch heels.
She looked fantastic, I fleetingly thought how stupid Gerald was. I went to move forward. She held her hand up, reached behind herself, undid her bra and it joined the dress on the floor. Her breasts did not sag at all. She was more stunning, nearly naked as she was fully clothed. She stepped out of the dress as she came forward. Her hands found my belt and zip and soon my trousers joined her dress. I leaned down, her nipples were engorged, leaning down I gently kissed around them. I heard her gasp for breath, then I very gently nibbled the nipples, she grabbed hold of my head. "I love my nipples being played with."
Ever trying to be the gentleman, I picked her up and carried her to the bed and placed her on it, then continued to undress. Soon I was naked, I slipped onto the bed next to her and slid my hand down between her legs, she lifted her knees slightly to allow me access and my fingers found their way to her pussy, she was wet. I tried to move down the bed, my intention was to kiss her down there. She grabbed hold of my head, pulled me up, looked at me and said. "There'll be time for that later now just fuck me."
I don't think I'm very large, just average, but she gasped when I entered her. I was quite energetic for a while. It wasn't long and we were both a mess. When I had gathered my senses, I leaned down and kissed her.
She wrapped her arms around my neck holding me in place with a soft sensual kiss, her tongue gently darting out to meet mine. I leaned to one side. I managed to get my hand onto her breast and caress her nipples. I was still inside her and not going soft so I started to move again. She gently placed her hands on my head and said. "No please later, save it for later please, just cuddle me."
I did as she asked. I rolled onto my back, she laid on my shoulder. I grabbed the quilt and pulled it over us. It felt nice.
I think I nodded off because the next thing I knew there was a warm feeling on my cock. I looked down and there was Kimberly looking up at me with my cock deep in her mouth. I swear she was smiling. I just laid there and enjoyed it. Kimberly swallowed every drop.
"My turn now." I said looking down at her.
She rolled onto her back and I laid myself between her thighs.
I did my best for her. I gently used my fingers in her pussy. I used my tongue in and around, up, over her pussy and clitoris, I was keeping track of what worked for her. Then I would do that again. I teased, I went fast then slowed down, I would ease back and then assault her pussy and clitoris all over again.
I felt her body start to shake, she grabbed hold of the pillow and pulled it over her face. She nearly threw me off.
It had been weeks since I'd had sex so I was eager, I wasn't sure about Kimberly and then she let something else out. "I love that but Gerald never does it to me anymore."
I think she realised she'd let something slip her next words were. "I think we both need a shower." We showered together and dried each other off. I poured two glasses of wine. We hadn't touched the wine since we walked into the room.
We slipped into bed and started sipping the wine holding on to each other. I wondered if she was going to talk to me about her relationship with Gerald.
It would have to come sometime but I didn't want her to spoil the evening, so I said nothing. I should not have worried. We talked about a lot of things, most of it about my family and our plans for the business. She went quiet. I looked down at her, she was asleep. I took the glass off her and put it on the bedside table, turned the light out and I fell asleep myself. I felt her get out of bed very early in the morning as the sun was coming up. I wondered if she was leaving, but she just went to the bathroom and came back, gently sliding beside me, she kissed me on the lips and said. "Good morning." Then closed her eyes again. That was the best night's sleep I had had in weeks.
I was awoken by a rapping on the door. Shit what was that!
Kimberly leapt out of bed and grabbed a bathrobe. Looking at me she said. "Don't worry, I wanted us to have breakfast in the room."
I was half expecting Gerald to come bursting through the door wielding an axe. Kimberly opened the door. The waiter pushed a trolley into the room. He did not bat an eyelid, me being in bed and Kimberly in a bathrobe.
After he left Kimberly pushed the trolley across to the table and laid the place settings. She served me bacon, sausage, egg and mushrooms with toast. She said, "You might need to keep your strength up today."
We ate gently, Kimberly poured the coffee and said. "Is now a good time to talk?"
I suppose it was.
Without waiting for an answer she carried on. "I was like Claire once. My parents are middle class, but I wanted more. I went to university, and they worked hard to pay for it. I got a degree in humanities. One that I've never used. I met Gerald pretty much straight out of university. I instantly fell in love with him. He was smooth, easy, pleasant and he made me laugh." She paused, looked at me and said." I still do love him, you know."
She continued. "He's adventurous, he always wants more and something different to everyone else be it cars, holidays, houses." She paused again. "Women."
There were tears in the corner of her eyes. "He was always a flirt and then once he had a management position a couple of companies ago, he introduced me to one of his former lovers and asked me to join them. I declined and he asked me if he could carry on seeing her. Yes, in that manner." She looked down, I could see tears falling onto her plate. "And he said those fateful words 'if you love me, you will let me do this'. I do love him more than I can explain. So we came up with a deal. He can have his little dalliances but he comes back to me and I have to know about them, no going behind my back."
She took a napkin and wiped her tears. "He does come back to me reinvigorated."
She looked me in the eyes. "You're the first one that has gone down this route, a few husbands have accepted it. Some have just said 'No' and we haven't pursued it. I will be honest; in the early days one marriage did not survive. We are much more careful who we choose now. We obviously got it wrong this time. Sorry."
I had to ask. "And do you keep the husbands' company like you have me?"
She lifted her head and looked at me. There was an odd sparkle in her eyes. I didn't expect the answer I got. With a smile she said. "No, in all the years and all the dalliances you are the first one. It was your list that did it. Up until now I have stood by my vows. I was torn between sticking to my agreement with you and my marriage vows, then it came to me. He hadn't stuck to his marriage vows so my agreement with you took primacy. But no, you are my first. And unless somebody pulls the same trick, my last." She obviously expected Gerald to keep on sleeping with other women.
We sat quietly for a few minutes. "You know Clare has moved into the flat with the children. She has her nanny and servant. It won't last long. Gerald is around there every other day but I can tell. He's getting bored, even if the nanny has the children all the time. Children weren't in the plan. I can't see this thing lasting more than a couple of months. I think it'll be over well before your divorce is finalised.
"She will find out that living with him is not all that it was cracked up to be, her world, the servants, the nannies will all be gone. Will you take her back?"
I think the look on my face said everything, there was no way. I still had an affection for her, She was the mother of my children, but it was not love anymore, she had destroyed that, and now she has had a taste of that lifestyle, even for a few months I would only ever be second best.
I asked her something that had been bothering me for a few weeks. "Did you want to make me a cuckold, is that it is that where you get off, is that your thing?"
"No. Actually, it's a wittol if you know about it. If we went behind your back that would make you a cuckold. But that is the term often used these days even if the husband knows about it.
"But 'No' that is not the intention with you, nor has it ever been. You have already stated one of your conditions was that if they were discovered, it stops. So the intention is not to belittle you. It is to give Claire her fantasy, and him his adventure. I know this is trite, but if you love her, you will forgive her."
I opened my mouth to respond to her comment but she got in first and held her hand up and carried on. "Yes, I know if she loved you, she wouldn't do this to you, but it's her fantasy, her dream. It's hard to push that dream away, I know."
"Does he know we are here, together?"
"No."
"He doesn't know I am here, so does that make him the cuckold?"
"Yes, I suppose it does."
I wasn't sure how I felt about that, a bit of revenge I suppose but he would never know about it so it was mute.
We spent the rest of the day in bed exploring each other's pleasure zones.
Over the next few months Kimberly taught me a lot. Claire wasn't my first. My first was a disaster. We were both inexperienced and it was a mess, but we got better till we split up. My second was much better, I was nineteen and visiting my Auntie, no, it was not her but her best friend. After that month I was more skilful at pleasing a woman. Kimberly took it to another level, blindfold, you never know what is going to happen next sex, bloody ice. Tied up teasing sex, I had never been tied up before, I nearly blacked out when I came after her teasing. She did faint when I got my revenge. Outdoor risky sex, Indoor risky sex. I drew the line at doing it in the back room of my shop whilst Shannon was out front cutting hair. I certainly learned a lot.
Kimberly told me that when Gerald stopped seeing Claire, our affair would finish. I could live with that. Whilst there was a connection, an affection between the two of us it was not love and how misguided it was, that was what Kimberly had for Gerald. We would always be friends, just without the benefits.
Kimberly took to popping into the shop on a Wednesday afternoon at the time I took my tea break. She would always bring cakes for all of us. A few times if I was busy Shannon would keep her company in the backroom until I was free. That was when she learned that Shannon was going on holiday with her husband Brian for two weeks and it would only be me in the shop.
It was the next visit when Shannon, obviously excitedly blurted out that we had put an offer in on the shop next door and was planning to make it into a Ladies hair and maybe nail salon. Kimberly knew our plans.
Whilst I had my coffee with Kimberly, I told her that we might still be out bid by the Turks, they seemed to have plenty of money.
Kimberly and I got together that weekend and we were relaxing after an energetic bout. I had declined her offer to stick a finger up my bum at the moment of release, we played an alternate game. "I have a couple of favours to ask."
"After what we have just done, it would be rude of me not to at least listen."
"My hairdresser, Jean, is looking to start her own business. She's an excellent hairdresser but she realises she has no business sense or management skills."
It did not take a rocket scientist to see where she was heading with this.
"Shannon told me she's going on holiday with her husband, Cuba I believe. You must pay her well."
Kimberly was wearing elbow length PVC gloves, it stopped marks on her wrists. She had her hand wrapped around my cock, slowly moving it up and down. That was something else we found I liked, the feel of different materials on my cock. Leather and latex were good but PVC was my favourite.
"Please, just listen to what I'm proposing."
Now I was worried the last time Kimberly proposed something it wrecked my already damaged marriage.
"I have two suggestions. I purchase the property, install Jean as a manager to run it and I pay you to oversee it and at the same time teach Jean the business she needs to know. My second suggestion is we go into a partnership. We purchase the property together and still install Jean to run it with you as manager.
"To see if you and Jean can work together, why don't you rent Shannon's chair to her for two weeks whilst Shannon is away. It'll keep your income up as well. What do you think? I don't need an answer now, just think about it and let me know one way or the other."
Her hand was still moving up and down my cock.
I quite like the idea of being in partnership with Kimberly, in a business way. But I would have to talk to my Dad about this. My parents were aware of what Claire was doing, but not what I was doing with Kimberly. I might have to be a bit careful about that. Making sure another barber does not move in next door would be really good as well.
"Okay, I will think about it and have a chat with my Dad. The second favour?"
"My husband and your wife's affair is going to end quite soon. You will not take her back and she will move back into the house. So, under the terms of the agreement, I will stop warming your bed." I knew that was coming, pity, she was fun and we got on really well.
She got up on one elbow, her hand still moving slowly. "I would like to keep on seeing you when he gets his next companion. As far as I'm concerned, the agreement we made will finish, so we will have to make a new one. He will have to know about this one though. I will make him a wittol."
I say 'yes', I would be stupid not to.
She smiled and took my cock deep into her mouth. I did not take long to empty myself, again.
Things turned out well, Jean and I hit it off. I met her husband, Mike. He ran a local garage. I got mates rates on car servicing. Kimberly and I went into a business partnership.
It was about a month after Claire and Gerald split up when she turned up at my flat looking gorgeous and sexy, she knows what I like. The children should have been with her, they were with her parents. I was expecting something like this at some stage. I did not invite her in, in fact I was tempted to slam the door in her face, but that would have been rude.
"WHAT do you want?" She took a pace back at my shouting.
"Tony, can I have a word please? Look I know I made a mistake, I..."
I held my hand up. "What did I say that Sunday night I left you? I will remind you, the short version. I would never be good enough, so I am cutting my losses. You said it was a mistake?"
"Yes, it..."
"It was a mistake that lasted just over four months. Did you get your fill of the celebrity lifestyle of the rich and now you want to slum it with your soon to be ex-husband?" My voice was rising as I spoke.
She started crying. "No, it's not like that. I didn't enjoy it as much as I thought I would, managing staff is difficult, they would not do as I told them when Gerald wasn't there. The children kept getting in the way of Gerald and me and he didn't come round so often, only when you had the children. And, and well, I missed the love we have and..."
"Had, past tense, the love we had before you wanted to throw me and the kids over for your boyfriend and your lifestyle fantasy. And perhaps if you asked instead of telling the staff what you wanted, they might have done it." I had to get that dig in remembering back to how she treated staff in the hotels we went to. Now that attitude bit her in the arse when I was not there.
It was a strange comment that Gerald had stopped going round, that was not what Kimberly said. I got her to tell me more about that. What Claire told me did not match up with what Kimberly had said.
"I thought we might get back together, Gerald said that if you loved me, you would forgive me, anyway, he paid you the money we agreed."
"WHAT! He hasn't paid me a penny, and I wouldn't want his whore money."
"But that's not what he said."
"Well, that's two things he got wrong. I did not get any money from him and I do not love you, therefore there is no forgiveness."
I growled at her. "You have got off pretty lightly. I wanted to take full custody of the children, give you limited access and throw you out on the street, but your parents begged me, actually begged me to let you keep the children or you would have nothing to live for. Your Dad was crying saying he didn't want to lose the grandkids and his daughter. And do you know for a minute I was tempted to take the kids away just so you felt my pain, but my Dad and I had a long chat about the practicalities of being a working full time Dad with what I wanted and my Mum on the effect it would have on the kids not seeing their mother. So think yourself fucking lucky.
"Oh and by the way none of them suggested, not even a hint that I take you back. So go to all the parents get on your fucking knees and thank them for sticking up for Bianca and Marco. Now fuck off and don't be late back with the children on Friday."
The bloody nerve of the woman coming here, I did slam the door in her face.
I phoned her parents to let them know she was going to them and she was not in a good place.
Dad liked the idea of a partnership with Kimberly and we managed to purchase the shop next door. There was a lot of work to do to get the framing shop into a salon. Kimberly was round most days. Her, Shannon and Jean could often be found in a huddle discussing hairdressing things. Seemed okay to me. In my head I started calling them 'The Coven'.
I helped with the design of the salon. Giving the odd suggestion as it went on, but making sure there was a constant supply of tea, coffee and cakes for the shop fitters.
It was later that first week after the alterations were finished that Kimberly came and dragged me off into a corner. "Okay Mister sore bear head what's wrong?"
Shit. I could lie, but instead I fudged the truth.
"I'm in a quandary, a friend of mine, I think her husband has been cheating on her. I don't know how to tell her."
"Not Shannon, he seems such a nice chap. But there again I suppose they always do."
I took a deep breath. "No, not Shannon, someone much closer to me, someone I have a great affection for and don't want to see her hurt." I think I had said too much.
A look of realisation came over her face. "Are you sure?"
"No, I'm not. It is just something that someone said to me a few weeks ago that put up warning flares, I have no proof. If I had proof, I would have no problems telling her, but I don't. I know she really loves him. It would devastate her."
"I think you should let her know so she can make her own decisions." She had lost a bit of colour to her face. "Tell her the whole story as you see it."
I said nothing.
"FUCKING TELL ME!" She shouted.
I told her what Claire had told me that for the last two months they were together he only ever visited when the children weren't there and since they split up he hasn't been at work as often. Also that Gerald had told Claire that he was paying me as we agreed.
"Why didn't you tell me?" She was angry at me, she was nearly shouting. Tears were forming in the corner of her eyes.
"I did not and do not have proof. It was just a couple of things Claire mentioned, I wanted to be wrong. I didn't know how to tell you. Sorry."
"Don't worry, I will get proof."
"Look, do nothing until you have proof. Innocent until proven guilty, right. If you approach him without proof and you're wrong it will damage your relationship and if he is doing something, he will be more careful at covering it up."



She looked at me. Tears were now running down her face.
I held my arms out to her, she walked forward and I wrapped my arms around her. It was a mate hug, not a lover's hug. I whispered in her ear. "You suspected, didn't you?" I felt her head nod.
She whispered into my shoulder. "I didn't want to believe it. I pushed it to the back of my mind."
I continued to whisper. "Get proof before you do anything." I repeated.
She nodded again.
I noticed over her shoulder Shannon and Jean had made themselves scarce. Shannon was aware of the history between Kimberly and me, I assume Jean would be by now.
"What are you going to do if he is cheating on you?"
"After all I've done for him, after all I've been through and put up with to keep him happy, he goes behind my back. It's going to be a divorce."
"Kimberly, I have to ask, do you still love him, can you forgive him?" She pushed me backwards quite roughly.
"Do not use that 'if you love him' cliché on me, don't you dare." She glared at me, I had never seen her so angry. Gerald was screwed.
I told Shannon what Kimberly and I suspected.
Our customers are a great source of information. It did not take long. They were taking notice of the work going on in the salon next door and saw Kimberly there. It was a topic of conversation as was Kimberly.
With Shannon and I asking the odd question, it did not take long to find out that Gerald was seen going into the Marriot in the next town over with a young woman. It looked to be a fairly regular event from what we could tell, but our informants could not decide if it was the same woman each time.
We got Kimberly into my back room and told her our information as gently as we could. All she said to us was "Thank you. That will save my PI some work." She gave us a small smile and walked out. Kimberly was in the salon most days helping out, I think she was staying away from Gerald.
It was a week later when a middle-aged woman came into the shop and asked for Kimberly. I showed her where she was working. Kimberly asked if she could borrow my back room for a while. Twenty minutes later, the woman left. As she walked past Shannon she said. "Kimberly may need some comfort."
I had just started cutting a customer's hair. Shannon said. "I will take over Alan, you see to Kimberly."
I entered the room, closing the door behind me. Kimberly was sitting there at the table, there were some photographs, written notes and a memory stick on the table. She pushed some photos across to me. They showed Gerald going into a hotel and then into a lift alone. There was another of him entering a room on the third floor. Two hours later there was a photo of Gerald and a woman leaving the room, they had their arms around each other and another of them kissing. The photos all had time and dates on them.
"Gerald went straight to the room, he did not go to reception, she must have booked in. It happened more than once with the same woman. There is a video with more graphic details. I have been advised not to watch it." She pushed the memory stick away with a finger as if it was dirty. I pointed to the notes. "These are the details of the woman, her name, address, name of her husband, her children, where they both work. Also the number of times and places they met."
"What are you going to do with that information?"
"I don't know yet." She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. "Part of me was hoping it wasn't true, part of me knew it was." She paused. "Please can I stay with you tonight? I don't want to go home to Gerald."
"Won't he worry?"
"I don't care."
"You need to be careful to not let the cat out of the bag too soon, you need to plan what you're going to do. Do you have a solicitor?"
"Yes, they have our prenuptial agreement."
"Then you best speak to them with your evidence before you do anything else."
She phoned Gerald and made some excuse, I think she said she had an urgent call from her parents because I heard her talking to them next. I assumed the male voice I heard shouting on the phone was her Dad. I heard her say. "No Dad, I'm fine. I am being helped by real friends."
After she hung up she said to me. "I told them the truth. Dad never really did like Gerald, he agreed with you, get proof before I do anything."
After I closed the shop I took her home with me, I made scrambled eggs on toast, she was never going to eat much. We sat in front of a blank telly and I held her as she gently sobbed.
"I was just a trophy wife, wasn't I? He didn't really love me, not like I loved him." She said out of the blue. I did not reply, just took her to bed.
We did not make love, we just lay together, her head on my shoulder.
"I love him, but I was a fool, wasn't I?"
I wanted to say 'yes'. A fool in love can still be a fool. I said nothing, just kissed her forehead.
I had to lend her a bath robe and a spare toothbrush in the morning. She had taken all of her clothes and stuff when we stopped seeing each other in that fashion after the agreement ran out.
She came with me to the salon. Jean and her talked for a while and then Kimberly went out. She said nothing to me. I was a tad miffed.
She came back mid-afternoon, she had a more purposeful stride to her step. She spoke to Jean then waited till I had finished my customer and beckoned me to the back room.
"Tony, I cannot thank you enough for last night, you do not know how much it meant to me to be with a friend. I have been to my solicitor and have set things in motion for the divorce. The pre nup is solid. I am going to my parents for a week or so." She paused. "I would like you to meet them one day. Dad would like you."
I just nodded.
"Can I come and see you when I get back?"
"You're welcome any time Kimberly, you know that."
She reached for me and took my head in her hands and kissed me. "Call me Kim from now on, that is what my family call me."
She walked out, as she passed Shannon, she gave her a kiss on the cheek.
Kimberly turned up three weeks later a few days before the salon was due to be finished looking much better than she did when she left. She came into the shop and gave me a kiss on the cheek and went to see how the salon was coming on. I know she and Jean had been in almost constant contact.
I had telephoned Kimberly a couple of times each week just for a small chat and to make sure she was okay, every couple of days I would get a text message or a phone call to let me know she was fine and sometimes just a friendly chat. We talked about the salon and the little improvements I had suggested. But I told her it should be Jean's decision whether to take up my suggestions. She was going to have to be the one to work it.
We never mentioned Gerald or how that was going.
Jean had let me know Kimberly was planning a sort of grand opening. Well, not really grand but an opening. Kimberly had invited the shopkeepers in the High Street in for drinks and a look at the place.
Shannon was looking good, Brian was there helping with drinks. Jean looked bloody fine as you would expect for a salon opening, Mike was there as well supporting his wife, but Kimberly was in a class of her own. I was standing in the corner with my mother and father just watching the goings on. Dad had popped into the salon a few times during the remodelling and made a few comments. He was happy with the way things were looking. Well, he had come up with half the money from our business. Mum was rather taken with Kimberly, they spent some time talking together. It wasn't late but many of the shopkeepers had been at work since early in the morning and you could see they were itching to go, but didn't want to be impolite. Kimberly had spoken to me quickly a few times. Mum noticed and mentioned to me how Kimberly kept stroking my arm when she was with us.
Kimberly saw that people wanted to get away. She extracted herself from the group she was with and headed purposefully towards us.
When she reached us, she turned and spoke a bit loudly. "Can I have a few words please?" The general hubbub declined. "Thank you all for coming, it's great to see you all here. The shopkeepers in this room have served this community well, we hope we can match up to your high standards." That received a small round of applause. "I would like to thank Jean, Shannon, Tony's Mum and Dad for all the support they have given me over the last four weeks getting this up and running. But my main thanks must go to Tony, many of you know of the difficult time I have been through recently but the one person who has been there for me has been Tony. He knows when to comfort and support me and when to leave me alone. His ideas for this place have improved our original plan. I must also thank him for letting me have Shannon for the salon. I hope one day I can pay him back for the support he has given me. Most of you will not know the great heartache I caused him earlier for which I will be eternally sorry." With that she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. There was a small round of applause.
People were aware that I was divorcing Claire and Kimberly was split from her husband, very few would know his name. I am sure after what they have seen they will put two and two together and come up with four.
It was a pity that they were wrong, we were not sleeping together any longer.
As Kimberly kissed me she whispered into my ear. "I have something to show you later, please don't go just yet."
People seemed to take that as notice it was the end of the gathering. As people departed they came to us shook our hands and wished us luck and good fortune in the running of the salon. All of a sudden there were only my parents, Kimberly and myself there.
Kimberly turned to my parents and said. "I know you're waiting to take Tony home, but I'd like a word with him. I'll make sure he gets home all right."
Dad looked confused, Mum did not. She dragged him out the door. After they had gone Kim took me by the hand and led me through into my shop and pushed me into one of my swivelling chairs.
She went into the back room and came back with two cups of coffee. Plonked herself into the other chair and swung towards me.
We sat down opposite each other. "This is the first time we've had time to sit down together and chat. I had better tell you what happened whilst I was away. My solicitors that afternoon told me the photographs and video were not proof enough for what we needed in the prenuptial. So, I went to see Gerald's lady friend. It was a bit of a risk, but it turned out to be quite enlightening. Gerald told her that he was not married and she admitted that it had been a bit of fun and excitement from the humdrum life of being a wife and mother. Her husband was working too hard and he was always tired, she didn't mean for it to go so far, it started out as a bit of flirting when she was out with friends. The first time was a mistake, the second time he coerced her into it, that was the time they got photographed. The third time she got so guilty she had called it off and did not go through with it. But I needed proof, to my utter shame I threatened to tell her husband unless she visited my solicitor and signed an affidavit about her affair. I showed her all the information I had on her. The poor woman broke down. I made coffee." She smiled at me. "At least she had a proper coffee machine with proper coffee."
"Would you have gone through with the threat?" I asked her.
"No, probably not. I fully intended to when I went there but after seeing her and guessing it would destroy her family, she seemed really remorseful and I know how convincing Gerald can be. So probably not. I am sure I could have found another way to get evidence."
I liked that answer.
"The following day I took her to my solicitors, and she told them of the affair and signed an affidavit to what happened in that room, she even supplied a short video and photographs. We had to show her how to get them from her deleted items folder because she had deleted them."
Kimberly pulled some sheets of paper out of her handbag, unfolded them and passed them across to me. "These are photocopies of the divorce petition that Gerald has signed. In a little over six months I will be a free woman. But I don't intend to wait till then. I know we have a great deal of affection for one another, we realise we do not love one another, so as far as I see it, we are both single and I have a proposal for you."
Oh shit, not another proposal.
"Look I know I'm a bit older than you and it hasn't bothered you so far, so do you think we can be friends with benefits, good friends until we find our next true love? I am certain there's one out there for you and I'm hoping there is one out there for me."
Again, I said 'yes', I would be stupid not to.
She did take me home that night, her home. As per the prenuptial agreement Gerald had moved out.
The prenuptial did not hurt Gerald too badly, he still had plenty of money after giving Kimberly well over half of his money and the house.
It appears he had an accident in his car a few weeks after the salon opened. A lorry got too close and the wheel nuts ripped up the side of his Merc SUV. Gerald ended up in hospital, he seemed to think it was done on purpose. My brother's best mate was driving the lorry. There was a rumour that just before he moved to France later that year that he did get physically hurt. Kim was not bothered, nor was I.
Just after the salon opened, I had combined the rooms above the barber shop and the salon and converted them into a large flat. It was quite smart. Kim was a regular visitor and not just to have her hair done. We ended up with two pairs of PVC gloves. One pair in the flat and one in her house. We doubled up on the other toys as well.
She started coming on holiday when I took the children away. The children began calling her Auntie Kim.
I did meet her parents, they seemed nice. Every time we went down, I took my combs and scissors. They only had one spare bedroom in their bungalow, nothing was said when Kim and I shared it.
She would accompany me to the larger family events like Weddings and Christmas parties even if Claire was there with her new husband. He was a machinist for a local engineering firm. He seemed like a nice chap and he was good with the kids. I liked him.
Kim came to both of the children's graduations with me. She and Claire seemed to get along well enough at these events.
I managed all the shops after Dad retired to part-time. As soon as Bianca finished college as a hairdresser, she took over the management of the salon. When she met a nice chap and decided to get married, I volunteered to move into the flat over Dad's old shop. Kim borrowed a van instead of the AMG SLK she normally drove. She brought it out of the settlement she got from Gerald. She helped me load my, and her belongings. I did not realise how much of her stuff had migrated to the flat. We were still very good friends.
When she got to the end of the street she turned towards her house and not towards my new flat. I started to object, but she had a proposition for me, pointing out that Marco would soon be finishing college where he was doing business studies and hairdressing and he would need somewhere to live and the flat was ideal. It was planned he would manage the business with the help of his sister if it was needed. It was a good plan. I could pop in to help cut hair when they got busy.
Kim and I each had our own room in her house in case we met our next true love. I never used mine.
Kim held me when Dad passed away and later when Mum followed him a few years later. I held her when her parents passed.
We never did seem to find our next true love.
We remained friends with benefits until death did us part.
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This is LW, nothing new here. Please just enjoy the story.
Sorry folks, I got carried away with this one. It got a bit technical, however I did enjoy writing it, it became a bit of an exercise.
I have read several stories recently that take LW literally, not the Lit version. This is one of those. If you want cheating wives please go elsewhere. However, if you like BtBastard read on.
This is an intervention story.
When it was nearly finished, I realised that people may skip over the technical bits if it is not their thing, that is fine, so I tried to rearrange it to make it easier to skip read, I also attempted to add explanations in-story for those that are interested. However, I did have to fudge the physics and aircraft mechanics a little bit to get to where I wanted to go.
You may need to Google some of the terms used in this story. 'Swiss cheese lined up' and 'Zulu' time may be some of them.
Now on to my usual warnings.
Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue."
So please do not tell me, 'It would not happen like that.' Because you are right. It probably would not. This is fiction well, some of it is in this story. At some point in this story, fiction does take over from reality. Please do not complain that it is not real. If you want realism, go watch a documentary or the news, although parts of this one are very, very real.
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes. Just like the ones I made in this story. Please enjoy it.
Just one kiss, one fatal kiss.
Chapter 1
Doing some sums that I already knew the answer to.
"Harry." My mate Dave called out across the office as he strode towards my desk, he had just arrived back from the crash site and was still covered in smelly marsh mud. Dave was the team leader investigating the Piper Aerostar crash that happened three days ago. It must be interesting. "What do you make of this?" He held up a couple of pieces of bent and burnt metal and what looked like a fuel cap with wires hanging from them both. They were still covered in mud. He dropped them on my desk splattering mud everywhere. The crash site was three hours away and he had not stopped to get changed.
He was excited, we all get like that when we think we have found the cause of an accident.
My name is James, but my surname is Callahan. So I am called Harry after 'Dirty Harry'. That name has followed me since day one when I joined up. I often smiled at the confusion it caused when I met Julie, my wife. She calls me Jim or James.
"Can you do some sums for me? You know about this stuff." He asked.
That was when Eric, the Branch boss appeared beside my desk, he probably wanted an update from Dave.
I know about this stuff from a previous job I had. I gave him a quizzical look anyway. He carried on. "They are parts of the wing fuel tank from the Piper Aerostar crash. It appears to have an extra bonding strap and one from the filler cap to the tank. We don't think that is normal."
He was correct but I faked a confused look. "Hang on, the skin of the aircraft wing is the fuel tank, there is only one bonding lead and there is no need for one on the filler cap" On the Aerostar the aircraft wing metal formed the top and bottom of the tank.
Dave looked at Eric. "See, he isn't as green as he is cabbage looking." Dave was from Yorkshire, ex-military and a mate. His insults were not subtle.
Now that is odd. Aircraft fuel tanks normally have one bonding strap to the airframe to prevent circulating electrical currents which can cause a voltage to be generated. It's not a problem unless there is vibration, or corrosion where the bonding lead connects to the metal, it would be worse if one of the bonding straps was loose and made a spark gap. Fuel component bonding, you know pipes, fuel contents sensors, booster pumps that sort of thing can be complicated.
Dave promptly gave the fuel cap a twirl. The wire was loose and it would be inside the fuel tank. I had been listening to the conversations around the office, so I knew where the aircraft crashed. There was a big military radar not far away. It was initially thought he had been outside the danger zone when he crashed, but he was not. The Radar would not have seen him; he was too close and too low. The radar was looking for 'Bogies' hundreds of miles away not on its doorstep.
I also picked up the fact that he was not far away from landing, so the fuel tanks would not have a lot of Avgas, aviation gasoline, in them, but a lot of vapour. It would only need one spark in the correct fuel-air mix for an explosion that would rip the aeroplane apart.
"I need to find the frequency and the power levels at the crash site, the military won't tell us so I will have to go and measure it. Have I got clearance to work on this?" I asked Eric.
I was not part of the team; the pilot was my wife's boss.
Dave answered. "Yes, you're good to go. I phoned Eric on the way back. It's now a crime scene as well. We found an interesting holdall with a small parachute on it, we opened the bag and there were packages in there. We suspect it's drugs and we called the Police back in. We have warned them you are coming as part of our investigation."
Dave sat down; more mud splattered around my desk. Lucy, our cleaner, would tell me off for that. Never mind, I will take the telling off. This is getting interesting. "Look, you're going to pick up some stuff so I might as well bring you up to speed so you don't jump to conclusions." He smiled. "But knowing you, your conclusions would probably be not far from the truth." We had known each other a long time, we served together, and he got me this job six years ago.
He put a serious look on his face. "Now the interesting bit, the packages in the holdall were well wrapped. The police agree they probably are drugs. They will get back to us on that later. We know he took off from Brasschaat airfield just outside Antwerp in Belgium just after 17:30 hours and started following his flight plan to Cambridge for customs. But he disappeared from the radar plot about five miles from the coast. The aircraft exploded in the marshes just North of Walton on the Naze in the nature reserve there just after 18:30, it was dusk then."
"Hang on." I asked. "Are we talking UK or European times?"
"All times are Zulu, just like in the mob. It was not on his flight plan. It's about 200 miles from Brasschaat to Cambridge, the cruising speed of his model of Aerostar is 250 mph. It doesn't add up. He should have been about to land not over a nature reserve. Between us we think he was drug running and was dropping drugs off to a boat waiting in the nature reserve. It wasn't there so he hung around flying low looking for the boat. Then something went wrong and the Port wing exploded. We think the big radar may have had something to do with it. Can you look into it for us? There must have been a spark from somewhere inside the fuel in the tank for it to explode. Could the loose bonding lead on the filler cap do that? What do you think mate?"
"Could it be a bomb of some kind?" Asked Eric.
"Not a bomb boss, certain of that. Wrong debris field." Replied Dave.
I thought Dave's scenario was exactly what happened, just in the wrong place. I said. "You might be right. I need to take some measurements and do some sums. But your idea sounds plausible."
Eric looked at me. "It's your thing, so crack on. Let me know what you find, and keep it in layman's terms please." He clapped me on the shoulder and went to his office.
"Are you looking into the extra bonding leads?" I asked Dave.
"We are waiting for the archived maintenance records for the aircraft, they should be here tomorrow. Hopefully it will tell us about the changes to the fuel tank."
"It will not." I thought to myself
"Will he survive, do you know?" I asked.
"Don't know, he has third and fourth degree burns over most of the left side of his body Including his face and windpipe so he can't talk. The quacks say that the cooling effect of the water he fell in probably saved his life. That and the bird spotters reporting the explosion."
Dave paused. "He is a bloody lucky bloke to get blown out of the aircraft. We suspect the door was unlocked or open ready to drop his holdall. He was also flipping lucky he didn't have a bird strike flying there and that he landed on his back in the marsh or he would have drowned.
"I reckon he was at about 100 ft and 90 knots, the flaps were partly down, so he wasn't far off the stall. He was in a 30 to 40-degree or so bank to the left when it happened looking at the debris. We will have to wait until the instruments are checked to confirm." Dave paused. "Do you know, if it didn't explode, he would have probably crashed anyway. That is a stupid attitude to put your aircraft into." Dave paused letting that sink in. "His hands are okay, he was wearing leather flying gloves, probably to stop fingerprints on the holdall. That saved his hands a lot. He might be able to write."
Too lucky, but maybe a blessing in disguise. After what I had planned.
"I'll phone Julie and let her know I will be away for a day or two. I assume you have a boat for me to get to the crash site?"
"Yea, it's as big as we could lay our hands on to get you as close to the place as possible and I know how you hate boats. I have left you some snowshoes, they help." He giggled as he stood up. "Right, I need some tea. I haven't had one since I left at half ten, it was a long drive."
I went outside to phone Julie. When she answered, I could hear her sniffling. "I hope you are crying about the damage to your marriage, not for your boyfriend?"
"He's not my boyfriend." She shouted at me. "I did nothing wrong."
"Having your arms around his neck, kissing him like you do me, lying to me and going behind my back to go with him. If you hadn't done anything it was only a matter of time."
I was exaggerating on the kiss, it was on the lips, but she kissed me better, however I was not lying about going behind my back. And that still annoyed me. Yes, I was being petty, she had explained it.
"No I wouldn't. I love you, I am faithful to you, I just got carried away for one evening. Nothing happened, trust me."
"Why should I?"
"I love you, please, let's not go over it again, I was silly, I got ​​sucked by him, I felt sorry for him, I wouldn't have broken my wedding vows."
"I think if you remember correctly, I stopped you."
I just heard more sniffling from Julie. I did wonder why she was doing that.
We had been over this several times since I caught her with her arms around Harcourt's neck and kissing him, and I am sure we would again.
"Have you been to the hospital to see him?"
"No! I want to, he is my boss and a friend, but it would upset you so, 'No' I haven't, and I will not. I am trying to sort out his business, doing what I can if he recovers and getting it in order in case he doesn't. I am still being paid. I told you as soon as I have his affairs in order I am quitting. Look, I know he overstepped the friend, boss mark, but he is still my boss and I have responsibilities to him and the people that work for him."
Her comment 'his affairs in order' struck a nerve with me.
I knew there was a policeman outside his door at the burn unit, they would know who visited. I will check now that I am part of the investigating team. I am sure I can find a shabby excuse to ask the question.
I carried on above her sniffles. "I am going away for a day or two. I will need my warm waterproofs. Can you get them out please?"
It was October and the wind cutting across the North Sea could be wicked. A 'lazy' wind we called it. It went through you, not around.
"Has there been another crash?"
"No, just this one."
"But you're not on it because I work for him."
"Things have been discovered and they want my skills." There was a pause, I suspect she wanted to ask what, but she knew I would not, nor could not tell her.
"Okay, I will get them out, when are you going?"
"Tonight, I'm leaving here as soon as I have some test equipment together. I want to be at the site first thing tomorrow."
"I will book you a hotel, I can get good rates. I know what your rates are."
I told her that was okay and the name of the hotel the rest of the team was staying in. That was one of the jobs she did for knobhead, it would save me time.
I got the car loaded with all the kit I would need. It was not too much as I knew roughly the frequency range and power levels I would be looking at. I made sure all the batteries were charged, it would be embarrassing to get to the crash site and the instruments not work.
Fortunately for us, the local hospital had a special burns unit and he was in there. I stopped off on the way home and spoke to the Policeman outside knobhead's door. After showing him my ID card, he told me knobhead had two female visitors, a young lady, auburn hair 5 ft 11 or so. Seemed quite angry with him, she had a foreign accent, it was not strong, maybe German or Dutch, not French or Spanish he thought. He got a name but suspected it was false, as could be the accent. The other one was Mary, his ex-girlfriend.
Julie did not go to see him. She was blonde and 5 ft 8.
Chapter 2
Why was I checking to see if my wife went to see her boss in the hospital? It is a long story.
I met Julie when I was in the Service, her Dad was in as well, fortunately a different squadron to me or that could have been really interesting. She was very pretty and lively, with a cute short bobbed haircut popular at the time. I quickly learnt that her most attractive feature was her attitude and personality. To me she got more beautiful as time went on. We got married and she followed me around in the service for the next 12 years. When I left the service I got a job doing specialised aircraft trials, that was fun, unfortunately, I got made redundant. I found a job instructing for a few years teaching young people how aeroplanes work so they can fix them. That was fun too.
Julie and I were at a squadron reunion and I bumped into Dave and his wife. Reunions are great because even the wives know each other. We got chatting about what we had been doing and then he mentioned that the investigation branch he was working for had a slot that was right up my street with the knowledge I had got doing trials. I joined the air investigation people a month later.
Life settled down but Julie was bored with her job just pushing paper around the desk. Well, copying and pasting from one screen to another. She saw an advert in the papers for a personal assistant to the manager and owner of Harcourt Enterprises. She got the job and she thoroughly enjoyed it. Harcourt owned a couple of businesses. A distribution and courier company, a small construction company and even a window cleaning franchise. Mainly in London and across the South, he was expanding into the Midlands as well.
But his main interest was his aircraft hire and charter business out of an airfield not far from us. He had a few nice aeroplanes, a Cessna R182, a Piper Twin Comanche and a Piper Aerostar. Julie told me the Aerostar was his favourite. The airfield was where he had his offices attached to the hangar. Along with Julie there was Old Mike and a couple of lads, Young Mike and Stan to look after the aeroplanes. Old Mike was his licenced engineer, he was not that old, fifty-five-ish, but he was the oldest one there. Harcourt had a girlfriend who was an accountant and she looked after that side of his businesses. Julie enjoyed the challenge of juggling his multitude of little tasks sorting out Harcourt's business dealings. Arranging travel, booking hotels, arranging meetings, all that sort of stuff.
Most of his long distance travel was easy because he would use one of his own aeroplanes, all she had to do was to sort out a hire car and maybe a hotel if he was staying overnight. Sometimes Mary went with him on these trips.
He would generally use the Aerostar. He got Julie to put flight plans in for him. That was something she had done before.
I met him when I went to collect Julie from work one day when her VW Golf was in for a service. I chatted to him about his businesses, especially the aircraft charter one.
When I asked him about what other things he did he just said. "Entrepreneur, fingers in lots of pies, you know." He smiled at me. At the time I did not know what those pies were. He carried on. "She is an amazing help, your missus, excellent at sorting out my business life.
"Julie tells me you like aeroplanes, you did some time in the mob as a spanner monkey. She told me that avionics is your bag. Maybe we should call you Volt monkey." He thought it was funny and laughed. I had been called worse. In fact, the service nickname for my job was 'Fairy' as everything seemed to work by magic that my mechanical brethren did not fully understand. "You'll have to come up with me on a trip. I've a Piper Aerostar, it's getting on a bit, but I keep it up to date with the avionics. I plan to have the fuel system looked at next. I will even let you have a go, it's a bit quick, cruises at about 250, top speed just over 300 mph, think you can handle it?" He was bragging, there was an arrogance about him. I felt he looked down on everyone else. I did not like the man. I thought he was a prat. Julie liked her job so kept my trap shut, mostly. I did mention to her that evening that he seemed a bit brash, loud and arrogant.
She slapped me playfully on the arm and said. "That's just his way, he's a businessman, he's got to show confidence."
I just thought he was a knob.
Julie had been working for Harcourt for about nine months when he offered to take us to lunch in Brussels, him, Mary, Julie and me. He said it was his treat for the work Julie had done.
I was a bit bothered about the weather, it looked a bit rubbish in the afternoon, there was a low pressure front coming in from the Southwest. When I mentioned it all I got was a slap on the back. "What, not scared are we?" He laughed. "I have a rating up to anything the aeroplane can take. We will be fine. If you get scared about the weather, we will turn back and spend the night in a hotel. But trust me I can handle it." He walked off laughing. I really did not like this arrogant prat.
We did have a very nice lunch just outside Brussels, the girls had wine, probably a bit too much. I declined. Harcourt did not touch a drop. I did not think about it until later, but Harcourt spent a lot of time either in the loo or at the bar.
Just after we left the coast of Belgium on the way home, he asked me if I would like to fly the plane. I would. "I thought this would have an autopilot." I asked. It did, I had seen the switches.
"It does, but that's boring so I fly manually unless it's a long trip. There is no skill in using an autopilot."
What he didn't know was that a lot of the people who worked in the air accident branch have a private pilot's licence, as I did. But I only had a single engine rating, not a twin. Julie and I would hire that was how Julie knew a bit about flight plans.
I was flying at the time, manually. He was navigating, not difficult these days with GPS and he had a very nice map display showing exactly where we were. "Turn left, heading for 080." I did a gentle turn because I know Julie doesn't like rapid manoeuvring when we were flying.
"No, not like that." He said. "Like this, I have control."
I responded. "You have control." And took my hands on the yoke. He increased the throttle and did a 360° turn heading up on ending up on a heading of 070. I looked back at Julie. She was grabbing hold of the sick bag. "That's how you turn." I looked at him and said. "And that's how you make your passengers sick." Over the intercom we heard the retching. Mary wasn't particularly happy either.



During the turn I watched the turn and slip indicator with the needle and ball were on the end stops and there was a lot of rudder movement as well. It wasn't a very coordinated turn. I suspect he was showing off.
I noticed he did not look out before he made the crazy turn either. Okay we were over the North Sea and not a lot of air traffic, but it is good practice.
The old adage crossed my mind. 'There are old pilots and there are bold pilots, there are very few old, bold pilots'.
He gave me control back; I got us on to the correct heading for Cambridge. He took over when we got close to landing.
After we cleared customs, we carried on to our home airfield. On the drive home I suggested to Julie that she not fly with him again and told her why, she looked at me and said with a cheeky grin. "Thanks sweetheart, I've already made that decision. I much prefer the way you fly me."
Things went well for the nine months, then all of a sudden Mary broke it off with Harcourt and quit as his accountant. Julie had noticed a bit of tension between them when Mary visited the office recently. Then one day Harcourt just mentioned that they were no longer seeing each other. Julie got the impression, and it was only an impression that Mary was not happy with some of Harcourt's business dealings. Julie had noticed that some of his construction business deals did not work out as planned and that business was going downhill. There appeared to be a bit of a cash flow problem in that sector and money from the other business was holding it up from what Julie had gathered.
That was when I started taking a little more interest in 'Harcourt Enterprises'. The internet is a wonderful thing.
Harcourt started asking Julie to accompany him to evening business functions and charity events. He regularly donated to local Children's charities. He did phone me first and asked if I minded before he asked Julie. He promised me there were no ulterior motives and would keep his hands to himself. And if they stayed overnight anywhere there would be separate rooms. There would be no impropriety.
I was a tad worried that he brought up that there might be impropriety and separate rooms. I thanked him for asking and then told him it was up to Julie. I did say to him that if I heard anything bad, I would come down on him like a ton of bricks. He just laughed at me and said. "I'm the one that owns the construction business." I wasn't sure how to take that.
I quickly phoned Julie and warned her what he was going to do and told her it was up to her, but that I was wary of his motives. She had previously told me that he had been to business and charity functions alone since Mary and he split up. Previously Mary often went with him as his girlfriend and accountant. Now he was like a fish out of water as most people were there as couples. It made it a bit more difficult to circulate and therefore do business.
Julie phoned me an hour later and told me that Harcourt had asked her, and she agreed to do it on a case-by-case basis as long as it didn't involve flying. Harcourt agreed to that. Things seemed to go well for the next few months.
I warned her to be careful around him as some things she mentioned to me seemed a bit off since Mary left. Flights to and from the continent at strange hours, alone, and for no apparent reason. Massive mood swings and Julie could overhear him shouting a lot on the phone. We had no good reason for the break up. Julie tried to phone Mary, she always answered but dodged any questions about the breakup.
Over the next six months Julie attended a few functions with Harcourt. She dressed smart, not sexy and always came home at a respectable hour. She refused to stay overnight when Harcourt suggested it. She told me they just circulated and talked business, having knowledge of his business she often added some business knowledge to the conversation. Towards the end of an evening there would be music and a little dancing. She admitted she danced with some people but there was never any touching. I was sometimes invited and if it was engineering orientated, I went.
She was always introduced as a work colleague; she insisted on that after the first time he called her his PA there were lots of smirks in the group they were standing with at the time. She told me she did get hit on a couple of times by other people at functions, but never Harcourt. To be honest I was still very wary, it was not that I did not trust her, it was him I did not trust. I would not put it past him to slip something into her drink.
Twice I followed them and watched in disguise from a corner because things were coming to light that I wasn't happy about. I saw nothing going on at all. He occasionally put his arm through hers to guide her somewhere. A couple of times he slipped his arm around her waist. She removed it every time and took a small pace away from him, just increasing the distance. But he kept on trying, however he never tried that if I was with them. I felt she had him under control.
Julie tipped me off without realising it that something was going on a few months after Mary left Harcourt. That was when I started taking even more interest. Julie told me he went to Holland or Belgium about once a month and it took him two hours to fly back in the Aerostar. It is 200 miles that should take him about an hour, one and a half hours absolute max. She also tracked him on an app on her phone so she would know when he was landing. She mentioned that he disappeared sometimes, she put it down to a website glitch. I did not. The trip we made a couple of years ago only took an hour and a half. So what happened in that missing half hour or so? And what was he doing for that time he was missing?
On these trips he always seemed to land at Cambridge to clear customs just before he could be considered overdue.
I started tracking him on Flightradar24 and Flight Tracker. Just before he hit the coast he would disappear, about half an hour or so later he would reappear further inland and then carry on to Cambridge. I am guessing he went to low level and turned his identifying transponder 'off' then flew further inland at low level, regained height and turned the transponder back 'on' if anybody was looking which I'm sure they were not. It would look just like a glitch. That missing time intrigued me. It should only take about ten minutes to fly from where he disappeared to where he reappeared.
It took him nearly half an hour. And it only happened when it was dusk and I guessed where he might be going and what he was doing.
I needed more evidence than I could get from a public web site.
I got Julie to tell me when knobhead's next flight to the continent was planned. I drove to the East Coast that evening. I sort of guessed what was going to happen. His route from where he took off to Cambridge was a reasonably straight line. A bit of a detour to keep outside the Radar danger area. I was sitting in a car park in the marina on the edge of the nature reserve.
I tracked his Aerostar to within about five miles of the coast and then it disappeared. A few minutes later I heard the sound of a low flying aeroplane with twin engines, most Lycoming engines sound very similar. Lo and behold fifteen minutes later the track popped back up again and headed towards Cambridge airport.
I hung around a bit and after about an hour a small fishing vessel passed the Marina. I drove to the Dock at Walton on the Naze. A boat turned up and moored against the dock, several people got off carrying holdalls. I could hear them laughing and talking and I've got to say I don't think English was their first language. I still had no proof, just a suspicion.
I warned Julie that something wasn't quite proper with his business and his flying. She agreed some things didn't appear to be right since Mary left. I told her I didn't want her to go to any more conference meetings with him unless I was around.
I admitted to her that I had spied on them.
She got angry with me and accused me of not trusting her, I managed to convince her I didn't trust him because of some of the things I have found out about his companies since Mary left him, but I had nothing concrete on him. I told her I had seen how well she had dealt with him when he put his arm around her waist and I was proud of how she handled him.
"He was just friendly." She explained. "Putting his arm around me, he told me he was doing it to ward off other men that were hitting on me. That does make sense and he is a friend of ours."
"He's not a friend of mine. I think he's an arrogant prat. He might be your friend but he's also your boss, and I don't think he knows where the line is. Putting his arm around you in a public place as your boss whilst you were working crosses that line."
"I think you should get another job. And I don't want you going to another conference with him unless I'm in town."
"You could have warned me?"
"I have been doing, I told you to be careful, but you have got too cosy with him and have stopped looking."
She looked down, she had a serious look on her face, she looked up at me "You're right, I've got too comfortable. I heard your warnings but discounted them because, well, he's a friend." There was a pause. "What are we going to do now? Jim, he's a friend as well as my boss. He's been going through a rough time since Mary left him. I love the job, I love the challenge, and I certainly couldn't get paid as much anywhere else." There was another pause, I could see things mulling over in her head. "How about I will not go to anything with him unless you come as well, I will keep my eyes open for any other things that don't seem right. Are you okay with that? But I am sure he is not doing anything illegal."
"I would appreciate any information you let me have. Something is not right, I have nothing certain, nothing I can talk to anybody about, it's just a couple of traces on a publicly accessible website. His flight times and the fact he always lands at dusk with chunks of time missing worry me. If I don't come up with something concrete nobody will look and he might even get warned and change his tactics."
But how could I not be happy with her suggestion, she would not go to a function without me being there. I went to bed a happier man.
Chapter 3
I catch them
A couple of months later it happened. I had been away for a week for an investigation of an incident in West Wales and then headed straight to a flight safety conference in Birmingham.
The investigation branch and aviation authority often worked together. We had the same aim. Air safety from Jumbo jets to Hang gliders. It helped that many of us had served together in the past. The old boy's network is alive and well.
There were a lot of old mates at the conference. The first two days were about the tragic loss of 346 lives in two airline crashes. A lot of discussion about the route that led this fine company into such outcomes and on the local aviation oversight authority that allowed it to happen.
We all learned quite a few lessons.
It was sombre night that night in the bar.
There were other lectures on the third day, but I decided to go home to Julie after the second day. I was depressed at the needless tragic loss of so many lives and the devastating effect it would have on their families. I wanted her arms around me. I was feeling down at what I had learnt the previous two days.
We had talked the previous evening about our plans for the next few days. She told me she had nothing planned for that evening. So I expected her to be home. I got there just after nine o'clock. Her car was there, but she was not. I tried calling her phone, but it went to answer phone after eight rings. I tracked her she was at a local hotel, one often used for business functions. I was still in my suit, so I would not look out of place when I arrived. I saw Harcourt's Mercedes SUV there. I did not feel good.
I walked in and scanned the room and I saw them, my blood boiled. They were standing in a corner. She had her arms around his neck, and they were kissing, it was on the lips, not the sort of kiss you give a friend. I already had my phone in my hand and took a picture of them standing there like lovers in the corner. The kiss did not last long but she still had her arms around his neck and his hands were around her waist.
I attracted the attention of one of the waiting staff. I pointed to Julie and I asked her to go and tell her to check her phone, there was a message from her husband. The young lady looked confused. As she walked across the floor I sent the picture to Julie's phone with the message. 'How long has your affair been going on behind my back? I will have your bags packed when you get home'.
I watched from the corner. When the waitress spoke to her, Julie dropped her arms from around Harcourt's neck. He kept his hands around her waist. She looked quizzical. How could this waitress know she had a message from her husband?
Julie burst out of his arms and rushed across the dance floor, she staggered. I saw her delve into her handbag and look at her phone. Without a look back at Harcourt she grabbed her bag and ran to the door. She was on her phone as she ran, she nearly fell over. My phone started ringing, I declined the call. She was outside the hotel shouting for a taxi using the odd mild profanity. Julie never swore unless she was tiddly. Even shouting I could hear her voice slurring. She was concentrating on getting a taxi. I managed to walk past her and get to my car.
Her ringtone on my phone was rather distinctive. I got to my car and my phone rang again. She looked across the carpark and saw me. Her mouth just opened. I just stared back at her for a few seconds, got in my car and drove off.
Twenty minutes later she came bursting through the door, she was crying. I could smell the alcohol. Straight from the cheater's handbook "Sweetheart it's not what it looks like, there is no affair. He was just feeling sad. He's just found out he lost another big building contract, and I was consoling him."
"What, kissing him like a lover in public?"
"Yes, you're right, I shouldn't have done that."
"What, kissing him in public, so you'll do it in private in future, that way you can't get caught by your husband who you think is a hundred miles away. The husband you lied to last night when you said you weren't going out, going behind my back and doing the very thing we agreed you would not do. You must be a bloody good actress. I didn't see any of this coming. You're sleeping in the spare room tonight. I don't want your cheating skanky arse in my bed."
"Sweetie please nothing happened, it was never going to." Tears poured down her face. "I know this looks bad from your point of view but trust me nothing happened."
"Trust you? Trust you when you lied to me and went behind my back. I don't fucking think so. If it didn't happen now it was going to in the future. I have been asking myself what would have happened if I hadn't turned up. And I don't like the answer I'm telling myself."
I paused, took a deep breath and said. "I've been on the go since seven this morning, I saw my wife in a public place kissing her boss after she told me she was staying at home. I came home early to be with her, to be with the one I loved because I needed her love and support, but instead I ended up with a broken heart. We will talk about this in the morning."
I stormed off upstairs and slammed the bedroom door. I heard her crying. Despite the tiredness, sleep did not come. She may or may not have emotionally or physically cheated on me, but I had to get to the bottom of this and that meant one person, Lewis fucking Harcourt.
I went to work early. I had things to do. I had a chat with Eric about the conference and there were things we could learn from what happened to the aircraft manufacturer.
The one thing that stuck out was that a lot of whistleblowers had been ignored and too many of their predictions came true. There were things that we could look out for. I had a chat with my mate Colin from the Aviation Authority before I left Birmingham yesterday. He thought we could do with a get together with them. I suggested it to Eric who thought it was an excellent idea. He said he would arrange it for some time in the next few weeks. I begged the rest of the day off work saying I was tired after driving yesterday.
My next stop was Harcourt's offices, Julie's car was not there. His Merc was. I went into the hangar. I could see his office door was partly open. I walked straight in, the door rattled on its hinges.
Harcourt was startled, he nearly fell over the back of his chair. I glowered down at him.
"If I see you touching my wife like that again, that shitstorm of bricks I promised you will come down on your head. Let this be your one and only warning. I've told her to leave your company but it's her choice. As it is my choice to beat the living shit out of you if you touch her inappropriately again."
He recovered and just sneered at me. He was not used to being talked to like that, it made him angry, He went red in the face, spittle was coming out of his mouth as he shouted at me. "I will do what I fucking like, you wimp, I'm bigger and stronger than you. There's nothing you can fucking do to me." He carried on a quiet menacing tone of voice. "I knew you were away and not hanging around like a limpet, so I convinced her you would be okay with it. Listen twat, I will crack that ice queen you call your wife. I nearly did it last night, but you came and cocked it up. If I didn't get her last night. I was sowing the seeds. I have been after her since Mary left, but she will have nothing to do with me, but I am getting there. At least it's out in the open now, I don't have to hide the fact I'm coming for her. She's ignored all my innuendos, all my hints, all my offers. It's like I don't exist apart from as a friend and a boss.I would have cracked it if she'd flown with me but she refuses for some reason. And if you fucking try to do anything to me some of my boys will give you a visit."
He stood up, he was taller than me. "And guess what. When you tell her about this conversation, she won't believe you, because she and I are friends and have been for over three years, she has never seen me do anything wrong. She may have doubts, but she knows you don't like me and she will think you're trying to drive a wedge between us and to get her to pack in her job.
"It won't work wimp, go back to spanner monkeying your little aeroplanes." He smirked at me. "Trust me I will have her, and she will be mine."
"Those little spanner monkeys keep you safe in the air. Don't underestimate the spanner monkeys you tosser. Just you remember that ton of bricks I warned you about. It is coming and it is going to hurt."
I turned around and walked away. The door nearly came off its hinges again when I slammed it shut.
Now I had been warned I would do something about this twat. But I was happy she had not fallen for his advances. If she had, he would have bragged about it and rubbed it in my face.
I just wish I had had the common sense to turn my phone recorder 'on', but I didn't, what a knob I was. I had let my anger get the better of me.
A kernel of an idea took root in my head as I walked past his Aerostar.
Dinner at home tonight will be interesting to say the least.
When I got home Julie's car was not there. I tracked her phone. She was at Eric and Samantha's house. Well, her phone was.
I turned my computer on and pulled up the last saved track that knobhead flew. I had measured some distances, worked out some timings and decided what I had to do. I had my suspicions of what was going on. After chat with knobhead it was obvious he was not going to stop chasing Julie.



I see it as the husband's duty to protect his wife from predators. The other way works as well, but I'm an ugly bastard, so Julie will never have to protect me from sexual predators.
I had notes written down on paper when Julie got in. I could see she had been crying, she walked up to me. "Jim, we need to talk please.
"I've been to see Samantha; we had a chat. Look I'm sorry, I got it wrong I was never going to hide from you the fact that I went with him to the function. I was going to tell you when you got back, I didn't want to spoil your evening with the lads. It's been years since you've seen some of them, sorry, I got it wrong."
"I would be upset because you were going to do something that we, that both of us agreed, you would not do. And I was a hundred fucking miles away and couldn't stop you. Upset, too right I would be upset, if fact I am still bloody upset.
"I will give you one chance. Two questions. Why didn't you tell me you were going and why did you try to hide it from me? And why were you kissing him? And the answer to that last question had better be good. Yes, I know that's three questions."
"I was going to tell you I went when you got home. I was never going to hide anything from you, if you'd found out later, I would have been in deeper trouble and you'd have taken it the wrong way. Please trust me I was going to tell you.
"He needed my help. Lewis's business is in trouble. He keeps getting undercut in his building business and there has been sabotage at his building sites. At the moment the aircraft charter and distribution business are keeping him afloat. I know you don't like him but he's my friend and I'm trying to help. There are lots of families that rely on his income, please Jim I admit I got it wrong. He asked me to go with him after lunch yesterday. I knew you were at a lecture and didn't want to disturb you. He wanted to show a unified front. People in the business know he's in trouble; I was just there to support him.
"I didn't tell you because I knew you would be upset; it really was a business evening. I would have told you when you got back. I wouldn't have kept it from you." She was repeating herself.
"Yes, I could have phoned you and told you I was going and explained why. But despite what I would have said, you would have rushed home to protect me. You warned me so I was prepared for anything." She looked down. "Well, I thought I was, from what you saw obviously I wasn't." Looking up at me. "Look, I knew that conference was very important to you and meeting up with your old mates. You would have had a lot to talk about. I didn't want you to miss it. I'm sorry sweetheart, I got it wrong."
She took a deep breath and then carried on. "Look Jim, he managed to get a contract signed earlier that evening, and that and with his current negotiations going through he was certain he was going to win would solve his financial problems. Then he got a message that what he thought was a dead cert, he lost. Nobody could do it cheaper without losing money. He found out he was under bid. And he had just been told that there had been a small fire at one of his sites and he's got to replace a lot of timber that was damaged. He felt crushed. He was given a rescue in one hand and it was taken away with the other. I was consoling him. Yes, I had my arms around him, but he kissed me, I did not kiss him. Please sweetheart, I was wrong."
"Were you drunk?"
"No, I only had a couple of glasses of wine." She stopped and thought. "Large ones. Oh, and someone got me a G&T. It was a strong one."
"Who?"
"I don't remember, a waiter brought it over."
A look of realisation crossed her face. "Shit that was it. I'd forgotten about that. I finished it just before the waitress told me about your message. I was not drunk, but definitely not sober."
Looking at me. "Shit, I thought I was on top of it. Sorry sweetheart."
It all sounded feasible. After all my digging around I knew his building business was in trouble, he kept on losing bids to another small company. I was still bloody angry at her. Now let's see how she reacts to what I tell her about the conversation I had with him today. That will tell me a lot. I'm an investigator, we're used to doing interviews.
"I went to see him today and I told him if he ever touches you inappropriately, I will come down on him like a ton of bricks on his head, and do you know what he told me."
She just shook her head.
"He called you the ice queen and he's been trying to crack you since Mary left. And he's going to have you and when I tell you this story, he says you won't believe me because you are friends, and you know I don't like him and that I'm trying to drive a wedge between you two. Actually, I don't like him, but you like the job so I'm putting up with him, until now, but I seriously think you should start looking for a new job."
Her mouth hung open, she recovered. "Then he really is an arrogant prat, why would he think I would believe him over my husband." She went contrite when she said. "Okay, but he needs my help, my organisational skills and what I know about the business." She looked at me. "Darling what do I do?"
"It has got to be your choice, but I think you should leave his company."
"I think you're right, I will hand in my notice tomorrow."
We went to bed and cuddled after I did some more digging into Harcourt's activities. His window cleaning business seemed to be a bit under the radar, very discrete. That was not right, that was unlike him, he was brash in everything he did.
The next day I got a text from Julie. 'Going to be a bit late will bring F&C. Don't worry'
I promptly did. I tracked her phone, it was at work. Harcourts Comanche was still airborne and twenty miles away. She would not have had a chance to talk to Harcourt about leaving his company.
Julie got in just after seven with the fish and chips. I had tracked her. She left her office an hour after Harcourt landed. Whilst I dished up the dinner Julie went and got a bottle of wine. That was unusual for a weekday.
"I asked him about what he said to you, he said it was just a joke and he was trying to wind you up. He admitted he found me attractive, but wouldn't want to destroy my marriage." She looked down at her plate. "I want to believe him, he seemed sincere. But I'm still leaving, I won't take the risk of losing you."
"So he did not deny what he said?" I asked in a gentle tone of voice I did not feel.
"No he didn't."
She was fidgeting all through dinner. I had a feeling I was not going to like this. "Sweetie, you're not going to like this."
Fuck.
"I handed my notice in, but Lewis convinced me to stay until he can find a replacement, and he asked me to teach them what I do for him, I agreed. It only seems fair."
"FAIR!" I shouted, she was correct, I did not like it. I was angry. "Fair for whom, you are putting yourself in his way. You are putting yourself at risk. He will not get anyone and keep hanging on to you. You have taken his side even after I told you what he wants to do."
She recoiled. "No, trust me I promise I will leave as soon as I can, he needs to keep his business running and I can help till he gets my replacement. And I have already said I will not go to a function without you."
"No but you will be in his office five days a week, I would not put it past the bastard to drug you, film it and blackmail you."
She was aghast. "Don't be stupid, you've been listening to too many sad stories about your work. You think the worst of people."
"No, I see the best in people apart from the odd nasty bastard, and he is one of them. If he was a nice guy he would not have tried to wind me up by telling me he wanted to sleep with you."
"Did you tell him what I said about him wanting to sleep with you?"
"Yes."
"Did he deny it?"
"No." She said in a quiet voice then looking at me. "Shit."
Julie stood up, collected the plates and took them to the dishwasher. I could tell that she was using the time loading the machine for thinking. It was not full but she started it anyway.
She turned to me. "Right. I will put the advert in the papers, contact the employment people and there are several employment agencies I can contact. I will do the sift and be there at the interviews so he can't fob them off. And if he hasn't found someone by this time next month I leave anyway. I will work from home when I can and will only drink from cans or bottles I take in. How about that?
I growled at her. "And how much trust do you think I have in your promises after what I saw at the Hotel?"
She looked down. I heard her take a deep breath, she lifted her head and looked at me. "Nothing will happen, you have warned me, I know you warned me before but I got comfortable. I think he was playing me. I won't do it again and I will be on guard for it. But I need to help him. I will not go to any conference, meeting or function without you being there. I have already said that." She paused. You could see something cross her mind. "Please so I can help the families that work for him. Look, you've met most of the families when he has Christmas parties and summer BBQ's. They are nice people. I have to help please."
Now his plan was out in the open, his arrogance will ensure he chases her even if I am there. He may have bitten off more than he can chew this time.
A thought crossed my mind as well. "Was that the excuse he used yesterday to get you to go to the function? To make you feel sorry for the families?"
I heard her whisper. "Yes, it was, but it is true. He told me if he didn't get another contract soon for his building business, he was going to shut it down and put thirty people out of work, that's twenty odd married men with families. I know about his finances, he is not lying about that. Mary used to go with him as his accountant and girlfriend. People liked that it gave a sense of family business." She looked at me.
"Darling, you have warned me I won't do anything so stupid again please, I did nothing wrong, well yes I did I did several things wrong."
"So how did you work that out?"
"Samantha, she told me how foolish and naive I have been. I thought I had a handle on it, but even after your warnings I let him get too close. I think he was planning to get me drunk. I'm sorry, please can I come and sleep in our bed tonight."
She did sleep in our bed but that was all that happened that night and for most of those following.
The following morning Julie was a mess, I suggested she not go to work, she told me she had to as there would be no-one in the Office. Harcourt and Old Mike were going to Scotland with a charter, they were picking the customer up on-route and had probably already left.
I took her to work hoping to see Harcourt but he had already left in the Comanche. Seeing the Aerostar the earlier kernel of an idea was taking root and forming.
The following day I was walking to my car and I saw Harcourt leaning on it. I learned from my mistake I made in his office and I got my phone out and turned the recorder 'on' and slipped it back in my pocket, it might be a bit muffled but it would still be understandable.
He smiled at me. "I have a request." That was an interesting opening I thought. "You convince Julie to keep on working for me and my friends Sergi and Ivan will not visit you." Then I saw two large chaps standing on the other side of the car park. They both waved at me. They had a look of central Europeans. "There is not a lot pleading with them, they do not speak a lot of English. You have a month." He walked away.
On the drive home I decided to not mention this to anyone, just carry on with my plan.
Chapter 4
The set up
I went to work, telling Julie I would pick her up. I went past a local electronics shop and picked up a small GPS tracker. I registered it to my mobile phone and made sure it was fully charged at work.
When I went to pick Julie up, I slipped the tracker behind the cabin lining of the Aerostar. I would have to check after Harcourts next trip that it worked and then wait until his next trip to the continent.
Eric had arranged a meeting with the Aviation Authority and it was in two days due to the importance of what we learned at the conference.
We all gathered and had a long discussion about what we learned. We pledged to work closer together. A few of my old mates that I served with including Colin were there. We reacquainted ourselves.
I stayed to lock up after the meeting and told the lads I would join them in the pub as soon as I had done. I wandered around the hangar where the remains of crashed aircraft we had investigated were stored prior to disposal. I had a rule and an adjustable spanner in my pocket. I found what I was looking for, two three-inch bonding leads. I might have to tie a knot in one of them to make it the correct length.
It was Monday morning and I was working from home, Julie had just left when I got a phone call from her that she had a low tyre pressure warning in her car it was quite low and she was on her way back home, she had only got to the end of the street and she did not have time to sort out the problem, the rear right looked flat, not just under pressure. She asked if she could borrow my car, I told her needed it but I would take her in and then sort her car. I knew what the problem was.
I took her into work, she unlocked the hangar and switched the alarm off, I watched her. The code was knobhead's birthday. I went home then when it was time to collect her, I went to a garage in her car, inflated it to the correct pressure then went to collect her. Harcourt was not to be found.
I checked his flight history and had an idea and checked tide time tables. They matched. He only ever came back from the continent when there was a high tide at dusk. Bingo!
Julie told me more about knobhead's financial problems. He had mood swings and she was worried about him a little. He was generally happy after he got back from flying. She thought he was happy because he had been flying.
She kept me informed of his planned trips. I was interested in his trips to Europe.
It was a week later when I got a phone call from my mate Colin at the Aviation Authority, they had received an anonymous complaint about a Harcourts charter operation with some maintenance errors in one of their aircraft.
It was a whistleblower, after what we learned at the conference in Birmingham, whistleblowers were very important, even anonymous ones. It could be nothing, but it would not hurt to visit. As I knew the place Colin asked me if I'd like to go along with him. Colin forwarded a copy of the complaint. I recognised it. That fitted exactly with my plans. I suggested to Colin we make it a surprise visit, I also let him know Julie worked there.
The look on Julie's face was a picture when I turned up with Colin two days later. She had met him before in the Service and at reunions. She knew he worked for the Aviation Authority. If her face was a picture, then knobhead's was a painting.
As we walked in to meet Harcourt to introduce ourselves, I brushed my jacket lapel and said. "Whoops I seem to have picked up some brick dust in here."
Colin went through the rigmarole and asked to see specific maintenance documents and inspect the Twin Comanche. Colin and I went through the documentation. We could find nothing wrong. I didn't expect we would. Then we inspected the aircraft. Colin asked Harcourt to leave us alone whilst we did that. Again, we found nothing wrong. I would have been surprised if we did, there were a couple of minor flaws which did not impact airworthiness. Old Mike was good.
I needed to take a walk outside the fire exit beside the aircraft. I told Colin I needed a breath of fresh air after having my head too close to an open fuel tank. He just smiled at me and said. "You bloody avionics guys are no good with the smell of Avgas."
The piece of metallic tape I had inside my jacket held the door lock back of the fire door and the soft wedge I managed to put on the outside and pull with a bit of string held it closed.
On the way back to Colin I managed to have a look in the left wheel bay of the Aerostar, I took a photograph.
We finished the inspection and told Harcourt he had a clean bill of health.
As we left, I turned to him and said. "Whoops, looks like I was mistaken about the brick dust." Colin just looked at me confused. As we passed Julie, Colin said. "Nice to meet you again Julie. It's been years. I must start going to the reunions again."
Julie frowned at me. Colin saw it.
On the way back in the car he said to me. "Is there something going on that I should know about?"
"Not yet mate. I think there is something going wrong there. Julie feels it, she doesn't know what it is, but he's hiding something. As soon as I know anything you will be my second call."
"Second?"
"Julie will be the first." He nodded.
Dinner the evening after Colin's and my visit to the hangar was interesting. "I suppose you can't tell me what today was about?" She knows I cannot talk about ongoing investigations, but I could tell she was intrigued. She did let me know that he was cock a hoop all afternoon, and the way he talked to her she felt she got the impression but he had got one over on you me.
I relented. "Can I trust you not to tell your friend Harcourt?"
She looked me squarely in the face. "As long as it's not safety related." Then I saw a realisation on her face. "That is why Colin was there, you were looking for something about safety. You didn't find anything or you would have pulled his licence there and then."
Smart girl. "Colin had a tip off that there was something wrong with the fuel system on the Twin Comanche. He knows I know Harcourt so thought if anything turned awkward, I might be able to keep him calm. As you said there was nothing wrong."
"That's good, Lewis doesn't need any more hassle at the moment, things are still not going well on the building side. He is looking to lay people off."
"That is a bit sad, but outside my scope. I am glad we found nothing in that case. Anyway, I am going for a beer with Colin this evening, I will dig a little deeper to see if he knows anything, you know rumours and the like."
I did go for a beer with Colin but I had only had two beers and one was alcohol free.
I had two bonding straps and a small tool kit in the car.
The bonding straps were quite thin, the smaller the cross section, the greater the resistance. I got to the hangar and managed to get in by the fire door and across to the alarm before it went off. I removed the fuel cap on the port wing and replaced the existing retaining strap with my bonding lead where it connected to the fuel tank, I left the stiff nut loose, the eye was much larger than the stud it was fitted to. The hangar tool kits were unlocked, that was naughty, but I would not mention it to anyone. I used their tools.
I fitted the other bonding strap which had the exact length I was looking for after I tied the knot in it. I managed to get it taut between the existing bonding stud and a small hole I had seen, it was not at the angle I wanted, but it should be okay for what I needed.
When I got home Julie asked me if I had a good time, she was already in bed. I told her I had an excellent time. I just had to wait now. I had checked for the next set of high tides at dusk. It was a week away.
It was the following Tuesday, Julie and I had just got back from dinner in a local pub, I only had one pint, I was working tomorrow. And I was expecting a call.
Julie's phone rang, it was Old Mike. He told Julie that Harcourt was late, he normally phoned before he left Cambridge after going through customs. It was only a short trip to the airfield. Old Mike told her he had phoned Air Traffic at Cambridge to see if they had initiated the overdue procedure.



They had not yet, but they were aware and concerned.
I went and made coffee, as I gave a mug to her Julie looked up at me. "This could be bad, couldn't it?"
I just nodded and sat down next to her. I took her hand. The loss of someone she thought of as a friend will hit her hard.
We went to bed but neither of us slept well. She was fidgeting and it kept me awake. I had just dropped off at about two o'clock when her phone rang.
She looked at her phone. "It's Old Mike." She answered it, I could not quite hear Mike clearly. But he didn't sound good. Julie started to cry. I took the phone off her and put the speaker on.
"Mike, it's Jim. Can you start again please?" I could hear him crying.
"Lewis has crashed."
"How bad is it?"
"Bad, I knew he would push it too far one day." That was an interesting comment.
"What do you mean by that?"
"He was always pushing it, I'm sure he overstressed it." He was blathering.
"Mike, calm down, tell us everything."
He took a breath. "The aircraft crashed in the nature reserve at Walton on the Naze, some bird spotters saw the explosion and reported it. The lifeboat went out and found the aeroplane in the marsh. They found Lewis and got the air ambulance to take him to hospital; he's badly burnt but alive."
Shit. "What can we do?" I asked.
"Nothing, It's out of our hands." Then he remembered who he was talking to. "You chaps will get involved."
I knew that. "I was talking about Lewis." That was probably the first time I had used his forename.
"I think they have taken him to Chelmsford Hospital, they have a burns unit, we got told he was badly burnt but alive. That's all we know."
"Right Mike, get all the aircraft paperwork, everything you can find, including the refuel documents and lock them away. We will have to give the hospital time to get sorted out."
"Okay, will you be coming over?"
"Someone will, probably not me as Julie works for him."
That was when Julie shook herself. "Mike, after you have the paperwork away, go home and rest, or you will be no good to anyone. I will be in in the morning."
"Okay, see you later." We hung up.
There was no way we were going to sleep now. We went downstairs and I made coffee. I sent Eric a text that he would probably get in the morning. I explained what I knew, I would not be in as I needed to make sure Julie was okay and that I expected to not work on this case.
I got an instant reply from Eric. 'Thanks, I've had the call. Dave is doing it. See you when you can get in. No rush, look after Julie'.
We spent the rest of the morning making a list of what Julie would have to do when she got to work.
I took her to work, I didn't want her driving. When we got there Jeff, one of the investigation team was already there talking to Old Mike.
Jeff had an armful of paperwork. I took Julie to her office and then I made her a cup of tea. Jeff and Old Mike were still talking, so I made them one as well. I didn't say anything.
When I got back to Julie she had her list and she was on the phone. She looked up at me, gave me a small smile and said. "Thank you, Jim, I can manage this on my own." She gave me a small smile. I felt it was something she had to do so I left. As I walked past Old Mike and Jeff both waved at me.
I got to work and found Eric, I told him what Old Mike had said about overstressing the airframe. He gave me a funny look. I just shrugged my shoulders and said. "Just passing on a rumour boss, you know how sometimes they can be quite accurate." I had previously mentioned to Eric about our trip back from Belgium and his antics of flying. I went to work on my latest job. I called Julie at about one o'clock to see how she was holding up. She had a message from the hospital, Lewis was alive and would probably make a recovery of sorts, they didn't know how much yet. He was being moved to a specialist burns unit which was not far from us.
I picked Julie up from work at about six. She was obviously very tired. She fell asleep on the way home in the car. I think she's been running on adrenaline since about two this morning. I managed to get her to eat something then I put her to bed and she crashed out. I still didn't want her to drive so I took her to work again Thursday morning. I saw the list she had in front of her. There were still quite a few things to do. That is good, it will keep her busy.
I got to work and went into the kitchen. Whilst I was there, I overheard some things as I was making my tea.' Aerostar', 'drug running' amongst other things. I think they were said in my presence on purpose.
When I got Julie home that evening after dinner we settled in front of the television. It was on but we were not watching it. I asked her how she was getting on and if she had heard from the hospital. She told me she had most of the jobs done and everything was in order as far as she could make it, she had heard from the hospital and there was no change. That was when I told her about the conversation that I had overheard. I told her I thought the lads were trying to warn me some shit was coming her way.
She got angry at me trying to demean an injured man, probably fighting for his life. I should be above that, she said. She knew I didn't like him but he was injured and he wouldn't do anything like that.
I'm ashamed to say I got angry at her, I believed he was fully capable of doing that and he would have no qualms about ruining people's lives as long as he made money.
From what I had seen, he needed money. She stormed off to bed. I tried to quell my anger. I tried to cuddle her to show her my support. She just shrugged me off. I held my anger in check.
Thursday, she went to work, collected her laptop and came back home. The aircraft side of his business was shut down and she could work from home looking after the other three businesses. Now that she had informed everybody, there wasn't a great deal to do, the couriers and window cleaning seemed to run themselves. The construction business needed more help.
That was when Dave had the chat in the office and asked for my help with the sums.
It was after my chat with Eric and Dave I phoned Julie and told her I needed my warm waterproofs.
Chapter 5
The Investigation
I got home to find Julie had my cold wet gear in a bag, my rucksack beside it and a big suitcase. She handed me a slip of paper. "I've got us a hotel in Walton on the Naze."
"Us?"
"I'm coming with you. We need to get back together. It has been too long since we did something together. I need to show you how much I love you. Yes, I made a mistake, several actually." She looked at me and said gently. "Have you never made a mistake?"
She knew the answer to that one. But I counteracted. "Not by lying to you, kissing another woman or going behind your back, but yes and you know that I cocked up."
I had a short fling with a married woman before I met Julie. Her husband was in the same service as me but in a different section. He was a cook in the officer's mess. I was a lowly technician and did not use the Officer's Mess. She wasn't wearing a wedding ring so I thought she was single. I found out later that my mates knew she was married and assumed I did too and was having fun. They told me they saw the white band where her wedding ring went. That all came crashing down when I saw her in town pushing a pushchair with a baby in it and a tall bloke next to her. She had a wedding ring on then. I recognised him from around camp. She saw me and just smiled. I felt like shit. I never spoke to her again. However, I did bump into her two weeks later at a party, we did not talk, just fucked. Not my proudest moment.
Julie and I had had too much to drink one night and we talked about what we had done that we were proud of, she told me her proudest moment and I told her mine was when I won and married her. Then she asked me what I was most ashamed of, she told me hers was stealing some apples from a grocer and she was not even hungry. It was a dare, she was so ashamed she never told her parents. Mine was my fling with the cook's wife, well the event at the party after I found out she was married.
"You're using our car and claiming mileage so don't pull that 'No insurance' malarkey on me, I don't need to go into the office, I can work remotely for what I have to do."
I gave in because she was correct, but why was her suitcase so big? It was only two days, three at the most. As we left our house she punched in the details to the satnav to the hotel. She sat there with a paper map on her lap ready to direct me around holdups.
We got settled onto the motorway and Julie slipped a hand across and put it on my thigh. "Sweetheart I'm sorry I lost it with you last night, I was out of order. I was upset. I thought about it and I know you don't like him but you've never lied to me and if your people suspect there are drugs involved then I'm going to believe you. I'm sorry, please forgive me. I will try to do better."
I lifted her hand and kissed it and placed it back on her thigh and I said to her. "I'm sorry for the things I said, I'm sorry for losing my temper with you. He's a friend of yours. but just be aware if what they said was true you and possibly me are going to get visits from the police." It briefly flashed through my mind that she might know about his drug dealing? Did she suspect it but said nothing? No, she wouldn't, she'd heard rumours about Eric and Samantha's daughter at university.
We made good time, but it was still quite late when we arrived. I managed to contact the chaps doing the onsite investigation. They filled me with what was planned for tomorrow. It had been a long day so after dinner and a beer we just went to bed and slept.
I met the others at the dock as the sun was coming up, they had a wobbly semi-rigid inflatable for me. Not much metal that would interfere with my readings. I hate boats, especially wobbly ones, and as far as I am concerned anything smaller than a battleship is wobbly. Yet I love flying, probably because I know how aeroplanes work and if something goes wrong the ending is quick in a ball of flame, unlike slowly drowning in the cold North Sea. Not so in knobhead's case, unfortunately.
I got to the crash site, took a reading and saved the data and made sure I had the GPS location recorded, then moved away from the metal they were digging up, they even managed to get one of the engines.
I went to where we worked out his deepest incursion into the danger area and took another sweep and got the frequencies and power level readings that were pretty much what I expected, again logging the GPS location. Then I took several more sweeps with the receiving antenna at different angles. I will do the sums back in the hotel this evening. But I had a rough idea what they would be and yes Dave was probably correct.
Dave was back on site, I told him my findings, he called me into a corner. Well, it was the pointy end of the boat. "Harry, I can't let you near the crash scene. Because Julie works for him. We cannot compromise the investigation. We can't have anybody accusing you of moving stuff or even introducing stuff to protect your wife. I hope you understand?"
I did understand but they were too late by a couple of weeks.
"How about I take over from Steve using the drone to search for parts, it will all be recorded and can be reviewed. I do have a drone licence."
Dave smiled. "That's a good idea we could do to help. I don't think Steve will like it though. He's going to have to go in the mud."
"I'll lend him my waterproofs and buy him beer. He'll be okay."
Steve understood but was still a bit grumpy over it. Now he was going to get dirty and cold. I took over controlling the drone. There was a barge on site for the larger bits of wreckage and occasionally if they wanted help with a big bit, I would give them a hand, I would park the drone over us and record everything that I did.
They had already sent some things back to the lab for further investigation.
The lads knew that Julie had come with me and invited us out for a drink in the evening, they had all met Julie at various functions.
That all changed when I got to our hotel room as I walked in Julie was sitting there in a bathrobe. I sensed that she had some provocative underwear on underneath it, what she was wearing on her legs gave it away, stockings.
"I thought you might like this to clear the crap you've probably got floating around in your throat after being out there all day?" I could see she was pouring a bottle of Adnams Ghost Ship into a glass. It had been chilled a bit more than I liked it but that probably helped. It was cold, sharp and it cut through the crap in my throat, it did the job. She was absolutely correct, the first pint hardly touched the sides.
She had a devious look on her face. "I suspect the boys want us to go for dinner with them and a few pints afterwards, well I have other plans." She opened the bathrobe and as I suspected she was wearing my favourite underwear, low cut bra, her nipples nearly poking over the top, a long line suspender belt that was like a mini corset, stockings and four-inch heels.
"You like?" she asked.
I smiled. "Have you forgotten something?"
She ran her hands down her body. "Bra, suspender belt, stockings, shoes. I have a dress to put on. 'No' I don't think so."
I gave one of the lads a call and let them know Julie had other plans. Julie said. "Tell them we will be okay for tomorrow."
The sums can wait another day.
Looking at me after I hung up she said. "Right you, shower, you stink of river mud, shave as well, please." I know why she asked me to do that. "I have your comfortable suit in the wardrobe and a taxi booked in half an hour." She gave me her cheeky grin. "If I wasn't already dressed, I would have helped you wash that smell off, but then we would probably miss our table. So hurry up."
I did as I was told and we were downstairs on the steps of the hotel with a couple of minutes to spare, Julie looked stunning. In my favourite suit, I felt very comfortable. I didn't look the best, but I felt the best. The food and the conversation were fantastic. Knobhead wasn't mentioned, and my work was skirted around to only how much longer we will be here. I told her at least another day, possibly two. She smiled at that. "Good, I can help you wash that river smell off of you tomorrow in the shower." That made me smile.
It was really good to get away, what had happened had been hanging over us for a few weeks. We had both been busy with hardly time to think. Knobhead's aeroplane exploding without apparent reason did not help.
If the food was good, that evening in the bedroom was better. Julie undressed, it wasn't difficult just one zip down the back and she eased off her shoulders, the dress pooled around her feet. Stepping out and looking me squarely in the eyes she leaned in and kissed me, meanwhile, I could feel her undoing my belt. She was standing there in my favourite underwear; I was not going to fail to get hard. As soon as my trousers belt and done a hand delved inside to take hold of my cock.
Pulling back from the kiss she said. "This is mine and you know where I want it, but now you've shaved, can you do me a favour? You know what I like. Please Sir."
She moved slowly backwards and lay on the bed. She looked stunning, by now her nipples had poked over the bra. They were quite large now. I kissed her nipples. She likes her breasts being played with but I can give her more pleasure by lying between her thighs and licking her clitoris. But I just teased it. I put my fingers inside her edging around like I did not know where her 'G' spot is. I know exactly where it is but the frustration drives her mad until I hit the spot at the time I choose. With my mouth gently licking and biting she picked up a pillow and pulled it over her face and screamed into it as she came. I lifted myself onto my knees and just put the head of my penis inside. I pushed hard for one deep penetration then I removed the pillow so I could look at her pretty face. I love the look on her face when she has an orgasm. She looked in the eyes as she wrapped her legs around me. I resisted and pulled out almost all the way, she tried to pull me back in. I thought it was the right time, I let her win. I thrust into her with everything I had. It did not take long for the pair of us to reach a climax, she took the pillow again and screamed into it. It had been a couple of weeks since the last time we'd made love but this was not love making. This was relief from the stress built up since that evening I saw her with knobhead.
I started to roll off of her surprisingly she rolled with me and ended on top sitting above me even though I was wilting inside her. She started to move gently rocking her pelvis, she knows I love that. She looked me in the face and said. "I know you're upset with me, and you may have a reason, but I love you with all my heart. I heeded all your warnings and I have not gone anywhere with him apart from work and I have made sure there are others there with us at all times. I would never cheat on you and I tend to spend the rest of my life proving that." I opened my mouth to speak, she leaned down and she crushed her lips on mine. I felt her hands grab my wrists and lift them over my head. Our lips disengaged. She eased herself up, still holding onto my hands. "I know things have been awkward for the past few weeks, but I'm never letting you go, you're mine, I am yours. If you want to leave me because of that one night, that mistake of mine then do so. Otherwise, I am asking you to fully commit to this marriage." There was this beautiful woman I love above me, her hips grinding gently on my cock which was getting harder all the time.
I had been a bit of a shit this last month. I struggled and got my hands free, I put my arms and took her face in my hands and I said. "I'm sorry Julie, but you hurt me to the core seeing you with him after what he said to me and I thought I might have lost you. I may have overreacted, I'm sorry I will try to do better."
"You don't need to do better, just be who you are. I love you."
Yes, I could do that. I thought I had achieved my biggest aims, getting knobhead off the scene and stopping his drug running, there was just one teeny, small thing to do now. Stay out of prison.
The following day I was up early for breakfast whilst it was still dark and onto another bloody wobbly boat and out onto the marsh. Julie joined me in the shower after another bottle of Adnams beer. She had found a new one, Double Ghost. That really cleared the muck from my throat.
We all met up in the hotel bar where the lads were staying. Strangely enough, Julie had picked a different hotel for us. When we arrived, the chaps made room for both of us to sit down. She looked around at them and said. "I know you lot, all you do is talk about work. With me here you're not allowed to. You will have to find something else, pets, children, hobbies, even the weather. I'm glad you have had a shower. James stank so much when he got back to our hotel I was surprised they let him in." There was a gentle giggle. Because she was right, had she not been there we would have talked about work.
We had a basket meal, laughed, joked, giggled and talked about the weather. It was good, I had forgotten how good it was to laugh, especially when I sat next to the woman I love.
Dave's phone went off. He was stuck right at the back and couldn't get out, so he answered it where he was. A sombre look came on his face.
"Chaps, I've got some news." He looked at Julie, she put her fingers in her ears and started saying 'La La La' quietly.
Dave whispered. "The lab boys have examined the door. There are no extra witness marks from what you would expect for an airplane with those flying hours and age, they are certain the latches were not engaged, and the door was unlocked. The fuel filler cap bonding strap securing bolt, you know the one that we thought shouldn't be there. There are burn marks indicating arcing, that is where the spark came from that exploded the fuel in the tank. Harry's sums may confirm the possibility of that." A smile lit up his face. "The police believe he was going to drop those drugs to somebody waiting in the water. Oh, and they have confirmed there was well over £1,000,000 worth of cocaine and other drugs on the aeroplane. They have tracked the boats going in and out after harbour at the time and have arrested a couple of people. There's quite a big drug ring in this area being remote with quick links to London." Dave waved his hands at Julie letting her know he had finished.



He continued. "By the way, the bizzies will be here tomorrow, a Detective Sergeant Jane Mallory, she is leading the Police investigation. She may want a chat with some of you."
He stood up. "I think it's my round."
In my mind I was happy I had got rid of an evil bastard and helped break up a drugs ring.
I took hold of Julie's hand. She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. There was a bit of a commotion with Dave getting out.
She whispered into my ear. "I can lip read."
I looked at her and said quietly. "I know he may have been your friend but that doesn't stop him being an evil man." I pushed her back. "Let's move forward."
There were tears in her eyes as she nodded her head. Somebody had gone to the bar to help Dave with the drinks. There was a strange look on her face for a second as if she was remembering something and said "You visited the hanger the other week, this has got nothing to do with you, has it?"
"I was never alone in the hangar." I did not quite answer her question, but she seemed happy with the answer I gave her.
The following day DS Mallory turned up at the crash site. She looked a bit green around the gills. I don't think she liked boats either. Dave introduced me and told her we were investigating if the big radar had anything to do with the crash. I was not sure she was paying much attention. I think she wanted her feet back on dry land. I could see where she was coming from.
We wrapped up two days later, I had done my sums and emailed the results and the data back to headquarters to be checked. All the test equipment settings were recorded automatically so there was no way I could fudge that, not that I felt I needed to.
It was Monday before we got home from Walton, we had spent a lot of time in the shower washing and not always the mud. Hanging around with us Julie picked up that the drugs running was almost certainly the way he was making extra money to keep his business afloat. I think she did her own sums and came up with four.
Julie and I talked a lot and decided she had not done anything wrong apart from trusting someone she shouldn't have trusted. How many times have we all done that? As has been said before and will be said again 'hindsight is an exact science'.
I was sitting at my desk on Tuesday afternoon when my phone rang with a number that I didn't recognise. Like I normally do I answered it expecting a scam. I like to have a bit of fun with scammers. This was no scam, the female voice on the other end of the line introduced herself as Mrs Forsyth, Harcourt's solicitor. She informed me that Julie had been taken into the local police station and was being questioned under caution and she was on her way to represent her.
I packed up work and went straight to the police station. They were very reluctant to tell me any information, just agreeing that my wife was there with her solicitor. I sat there worried for just over two hours. A door opened and Julie came out. She looked tired and haggard but was smiling. DS Mallory was with her. She shook her hands and I heard her say. "Thank you very much, Mrs Callahan, you have been very helpful."
There was an older woman standing beside them, I assumed that was Mrs Forsyth, the solicitor. I stood up, DS Mallory looked at me and said. "I was going to offer you a lift home but it looks like you have one already." I felt a tad uneasy.
DS Mallory walked across to me holding out her hand, I took it. However, I did not trust this friendly type of approach from the police. "Your wife has been very helpful. But we would like to chat with you at some stage."
"Well, I'm here now, how about here and now?"
"No, I'm afraid we have some other avenues of investigation to explore first. How about tomorrow afternoon, we can come to your home or work or you can come here if you wish."
"Work would suit me, do you know where I work?"
"Yes I've had a few conversations with your boss Eric. It would be nice to meet him in person."
"I will help all I can, but details on the accident will have to come through proper channels from Eric."
"Eric has been very helpful so far, but no, this is just about your relationship with Mr Harcourt and anything you might know outside of your technical expertise."
"How about 15:00 hours I will book a meeting room, is that okay?"
"Absolutely fine, I will see you tomorrow." With that she held a hand out again, I shook it and then she walked away.
We went outside the police station. Mrs Forsyth introduced herself, we shook hands, she said. "She acquitted herself well, I don't think the police will be bothering her again, however they may want to chat with you." I told her that had already been arranged.
I did ask Mrs Forsyth if she could represent me if I needed it? She gave it a full smile and said of course but Mr Harcourt cannot foot the bill. We shook hands and she left after giving me her card.
On the way home Julie told me what had happened. They'd ask her a multitude of questions about flight times, where he was going, where he was staying and some of the questions she didn't understand where they were going with them. But she told them she had full records of everything that he had done and along from the advice of the solicitor they were completely open to them they would not need a search warrant. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her looking at me. "Darling, after all your warnings I felt it best to be completely open with the police. I know nothing." She looked down a bit and said. "I even told them what I had gathered from you, that he was doing something underhanded and that was the reason I was completely open because I needed to prove I was innocent."
"No sweetheart, they have to prove you're guilty." Bollocks that'll be a one-way chat with Eric when I get back to work with me on the listening side.
The following morning when I got to work, I went straight to see Eric and told him everything that happened to Julie. He looked up at me from his desk chair, smiled and said "I know, come on, she was always going to get interviewed but we suggested that the police made her a priority because if anybody knew anything it would be her. Sorry mate, it just seemed the safest."
He was right but. "I agree with you, but a heads up would have really helped."
"I know, I'm sorry but that's not the way we work, and you should know that complete openness. If the police had found out I had given her a heads up that would cause doubt on our investigations, we could have had enough problems about you being at the crash site.
"Apart from being at the crash site pulling bits of metal out of the mud and taking the readings and doing some sums for us, you're not involved in any of the decision making on the investigation. Don't worry, all the data you collected and the sums you did have been double checked by an independent verifier. They agree with what you found."
DS Mallory turned up at about 14:30, I took her to meet Eric. They had a chat for a couple of minutes while I went and waited in the meeting room.
She put a recorder on the desk and looked at it, and said. "Do you mind?"
I was expecting them to record it so I shook my head.
She told me that she had expected my wife to discuss what they talked about yesterday. But she wanted to ask me some questions about my job, what I did. It entailed more about my relationship with Harcourt and I told her the truth. I thought he was an arrogant prat and a dangerous flyer that is why I had suggested Julie never fly with him. She mentioned the misunderstanding Julie and I had when I came back from Birmingham. She asked me if I thought there was something going on between Juile and Harcourt. I asked her how much Julie had told her? She replied quite a lot but would like to hear it from my side. So I told her exactly what happened that evening. I told her that we had discussed it and I had got over it. I looked at her and said there was no affair going on between Julie and Harcourt and I believed he tried to get her drunk, after that I visited him the following day and warned him off. She asked how he took it, I told him he did not take it well, but I did not expand on the actual words. She smiled and said your story is pretty much the same as your wife's
Then she brought up a visit to Colin and I made it to the hangar. I told her I would supply her with a copy of the whistleblower's letter e-mail if she required it. I pointed out that we found nothing significantly wrong and that Harcourt's aeroplanes had a clean bill of health. I also pointed out that apart from about one minute when I had to get a breath of fresh air I was never alone in the hangar and we did not go near the Aerostar. Well, Colin never saw me go by the Aerostar.
Then came the question I was waiting for. "When did you suspect that Harcourt was running drugs?"
"I didn't know it was drugs. I thought he was doing something that was not quite legal but I couldn't work out what it was until the team leader Dave told me they had found I holdall full of well wrapped packages. When I thought about it I suspect Harcourt was bringing the drugs by dropping them off to a boat using his courier and distribution network to deliver the drugs to certain places in the towns where he operated his window cleaning business and he used his window cleaning business to distribute the drugs on the street."
"Yes." Mallory gave me a smile. "You seem to have put two and two together and come up with three point seven five. That's not bad."
"I did think he might use his aircraft to transport them around the country but I suspect he wanted to keep that side of his business away from the airfield, there are too many prying eyes around here for moving his drugs up north."
"He may have had plans to do a pickup at a remote airfield and then land at a remote airfield up north or just drop them over the side like he was planning to do at Walton."
"You have it, that's a solid four, you've got it spot on. We found paper plans in his desk drawers, he put nothing on a computer, it was all hand written letters by snail mail and emoji replies to his phone. I must ask you to keep that information to yourself as investigations are still going on. Your wife mentioned that you warned her about the drugs, when did you tell her your suspicions?"
"After I've found out about the drugs and put as you say two and two together, I told her what I suspected and told her not to throw anything away to mistakenly get rid of something that could have been important to you."
I looked at DS Mallory. "Look, am I a suspect?"
"Do you think you should be?"
"It was a Yes or No answer, bloody typical. Answer a question with a question."
She smiled. "If you were, the interview would be at the station under caution. So not at this moment in time, but the investigation is ongoing."
She thanked me, shook my hand and I escorted her out of the building.
Work on the crashed Aerostar continued. I had very little to do with it. Apart from doing some work on the data I had collected.
Chapter 6
Accident review.
Two weeks later we were having a review of the case. Pretty much everyone in the branch was there, even those not directly involved with the case. It is always a good learning experience.
Eric walked in accompanied by DS Mallory and introduced her to the team. He told us she was interested in the outcome of our investigation. She nodded to us all but looked at me and gave me a small nod of recognition. They propped themselves on a desk just behind me. That worried me a tad.
Dave had a large paper map of the crash area on the wall, he was not one for PowerPoint.
It showed the route we suspected the Aerostar flew, the crash site and the Danger Area from the radar with the locations I had taken my readings. The route showed the aircraft turning sharply inside the danger area.
"This is how I see it, correct me if you think I am wrong. Lewis Harcourt filled his fuel tanks at his airfield from his own supply to half full, giving him a range of 750 miles. He flew to Brasschaat in Belgium, landing at 10:00, which is 250 miles. He took off from there without putting more fuel in, giving him a five hundred mile range ish. A healthy safety margin for diversions. So at the crash site his tanks would have about 35 imperial gallons in tanks that can hold 165 gallons. We think the fuselage tank was full with about ten gallons. The rest was in the wing tanks and it was the port tank that exploded. We know the fuel system on that model can be finicky, but for this investigation we are going to assume the fuel was equal in each wing tank about twelve gallons in each. About right so far?"
That was John's area. "Yes, that's it. Because Harcourts fuel supply gauge on his supply tank are in Imperial gallons we have used that throughout to stop the confusion between Imperial gallons, US gallons, litres, Kilograms and pounds. Going back through the records we can be pretty certain how much fuel he had on board at the time of the explosion."
Dave carried on. "You need Fuel, Oxygen and an ignition source for a fire or an explosion, which is only a rapidly expanding fire. The flash point of aviation gasoline is above minus thirty-five degrees centigrade. We know the ambient temperature was plus two degrees at sea level, but he had been flying at five thousand feet high level where the temperature would be minus twelve so the fuel was well within the flammable range. Next, the fuel air mix needs to be about five to fifteen percent and it needs a spark to ignite it. The vapour saturation inside the tank would prevent ignition, and there would normally be no spark generation in a correctly designed and maintained fuel tank. Still good?" He said looking at John.
"Yup." He replied.
"But, with the aircraft coming down from five thousand feet, then being thrown around for seven or eight minutes at low level with the turbulence would have increased the pressure inside the tank to a level that the ​​overpressure vent would have operated and that would have reduced the fuel air mix into the five to fifteen percent range. But we would still need a spark to ignite the fuel vapour in the tank. Okay so far?"
"Spot on boss." Said John.
"According to your figures Harry, being close to the radar would have induced electrical energy into the airframe and wiring, especially on lengths of cable the same size as the wavelength of the radar. Like the bonding leads. Including the two that should not have been there. How am I doing so far Harry, this is your stuff?"
"The metal of the wing would have provided some protection from the radar RF for the bonding leads in the tank including the one that shouldn't be there. The autoignition temperature for Avgas is about two hundred degrees C, not enough energy in the radar at that range to do that. But those bonding leads on the outside were seven point five centimetres long, an ideal length to pick up the radar signal at four Gigahertz. It helps if you have the correct polarisation."
I heard Eric whisper to DS Mallory. "Look up TWA Flight 800, the fuel tank exploded, lots of conspiracies but the safety board is sticking with a spark in the fuel tank. Keep in mind that Avgas has a flash point of minus forty and Jet fuel, Avtur has a flashpoint of about plus forty degrees C."
I saw the confused looks amongst my mechanical colleagues, this was way above their heads.
I carried on. "The transmitting and receiving aerial must be pointing the same way to get maximum power transfer either both horizontal or vertical, they still work if they are not the same just not as well." I raised my left hand with my index finger pointing vertically, my right hand with my index finger pointing horizontal, I pushed the two together. "Minimal contact." I moved my right hand so my index finger was also pointing vertical and pushed the two together. "Maximum contact maximum energy transfer. Simple really."
I heard Dave say. "You should be an instructor with explanations like that, even I got it." He gave a gentle laugh.
From the back of the room came a little voice. "He was, he taught me how helicopters work."
Steve spoke up. "So he was at low level for just under ten minutes before the aircraft exploded, why so long? Surely he would have done one or two passes to find the boat and drop his stuff. That should take five minutes max or he would be late landing."
"Good point Steve, we don't know."
DS Mallory said. "We are looking into the boats, the investigations are still going on."
Dave took on a serious look and said to me. "Are you suggesting the forty-degree bank angle may have put the bonding lead in the correct polarisation to transfer the maximum power?"
"Possibly. We know the polarisation of the big radar. But we don't know which way the bonding lead was pointing on the Aerostar, it looked like it was stretched to be a straight bit of lead and it was exactly the right length with the knot in so it would have made an excellent receiving antenna. We also know he was deep in the danger area where there is a large increase in RF energy."
Actually, I did know which way the bonding lead was pointing, but I got it wrong. The angle should have been correct in straight and level flight.
"Quite possibly, but you will have to find those bits to find out the state of them, but yes, definitely possible."
"Right so far, you are telling me we have a flammable mix of fuel air in the tank and all we need is a spark. That comes from the energy from the radar and the loose bonding lead on the filler cap that should not have been there in the first place. Helped along as there were two bonding leads on the tank causing a voltage to be generated."
I nodded, but there were more confused looks from my mechanical-oriented colleagues. But my avionic ones were nodding their heads like the nodding dogs you used to see in the back of cars in the 1960s. I went on, now I was teaching my mates about what I did, expanding their knowledge.
"Look you need power to form a spark, the formula, or one of them is P=I2R so as long as R is zero, no power is generated, bonding between the airframe and the tank should be less than one ohm, but if you have corrosion on the connection causing a resistance you can have power, that is okay as long as you do not have a make/break in the loop and current can flow. But the lead bonding on the cap to the tank was loose, the eye was too big for the stud and the lock nut was not tight. And it would have rattled around, especially if Harcourt was throwing the aircraft around."
There were more nodding dog impressions. Dave said." And we have evidence of arcing on the tank to cap bonding lead, the one that should not have been there."
Dave asked. "But surely the metal to metal of the tank ensures bonding?"
"No mate, the rubber or plastic sealant to make the tank not leak can stop that so we have to have bonding leads connecting all parts of the tank and to make it worse sometimes they are inside the tank. They are a real pain to check."
"Could the spark come from there?"
"Quite possibly, but you will have to find those bits to find out the state of them, but yes, definitely possible."
"We only have bits of the Port wing but the right wing we have is almost complete, we can look inside that. That should give us an idea."
The voice from the back of the room came up again. "Boss, Harry mentioned that to us, we've had a look. The bonding on the outboard bit of the tank was outside limits, but only just. There are some signs of arcing, but they are not as bad as the filler cap ones."
That gave me a chance to deflect away from the fuel cap and knotted bonding leads. Perhaps the probability of me going to prison had slipped away a bit.



Dave took a deep breath. "So, to put it in a nutshell, just so I have this right." He said, this was not his area of expertise, it was mine. "Because Harcourt went from five thousand feet to one hundred feet and we suspect he realised he was in the danger area, he did a sharp 40° bank to the left and as he was throwing the aircraft around the tank would have over pressurised and vented and then there would be a flammable atmosphere of the correct fuel-air mix in the tank. It would need an ignition source for it to explode. And this probably came from the energy in the radar being induced into the seven point five centimetres long bonding leads which were at the correct polarisation in a 40° bank. The spark was generated inside the tank due to the loose bonding lead. Good so far?"
I nodded.
"Exactly how I see it, Chief." I replied.
"The query is, where did the extra bonding leads come from, and why the knot? There is nothing in the maintenance documentation to say when they were fitted, they could have been there for years, forensics were no help, the leads appear to be about thirty years or so old and could have been fitted any time after that. We will never know. Okay, I have enough to write the report and close the case. Okay, does anyone want to add anything?"
A hand was raised at the back of the room, it was my former student. "Boss, didn't the clocks change the Saturday before, what if the boat was on UK time and the Aerostar on European time and the tide would have been different too."
I heard a shuffle behind me, I turned and looked at DS Mallory. She whispered to herself I think. "Shit that's it, one of them forgot about the clock's changing."
Dave ignored her and carried on. "So the holes in the Swiss cheese lined up and we had a big bang."
I did not mention the Swiss cheese had a little help from me.
There was silence for a few seconds when DS Mallory spoke up. "Can I ask a question?"
"Certainly." Said Dave.
"Given the nature of what Harcourt was doing, drug running. If this was intentional, who would have the knowledge and skill to carry out the sabotage?"
Eric replied. "There are very few people in the country with the knowledge to achieve that." Then he said what almost everyone had been thinking. "And quite a few are sitting in this room."
He did not mention some of us may have had the opportunity as well.
Me keeping out of prison looked a little bit shaky now.
If the silence could get deeper, it did. Several people were looking sideways at me. They knew of my connection to Harcourt.
Dave harrumphed to get attention back to him. "People, let us remember this is drugs related and drug runners are not stupid and they have access to a great deal of resources." That was it.
DS Mallory went to talk to Dave. As I left the room Eric slid in next to me. "We were all thinking it, someone had to say it." I held nothing against him, he was correct. "I fucking hate drug runners; do you need an alibi mate?"
I clasped him on the shoulder and said. "Thanks boss. No. But I appreciate the offer." I had not forgotten the mutterings around the office a few years ago about his daughter at university having problems. Nothing specific, just an undercurrent, drugs were suspected.
It was coming up to seven months after the Aerostar crash report went in that the aircraft exploded due to an electrical spark in the port wing fuel tank. It was suspected it came from a voltage induced into the aircraft wiring from the radar as he was flying inside of the danger area.
During the police investigation, it turned out he had been drug running on a small scale for years but when he refused to increase his trips his drug masters started targeting his building business. They were pushing for more but he said it was getting too risky. The whole network was taken down. I asked DS Mallory if she was happy, she told me that it wouldn't be long before somebody filled the gap and they would have to start all over again.
Julie and I were summoned to the police station and it was suggested we bought a solicitor with us. Mrs Forsyth was available as someone else was representing Harcourt, but we would have to pay for it as she was not working for Harcourt any longer.
Things had moved on, Harcourt's Courier and Distribution service had been shut down as most of the staff were charged with offences relating to drug distribution as was the window cleaning business. The construction business was investigated but left alone. The aircraft charter and hire business slowed down drastically. They did not take on any new customers, just existing ones.
DS Mallory and some chap from the Crown Prosecution Service came and said that they wanted us as witnesses during Harcourt's trial; he was being charged with several offences linked to the illegal importation and distribution of illegal drugs. I was more than happy and I don't think Julie had much of a problem. In the end, we were not needed; he pleaded guilty. He was also charged with various flying infringements and he lost his pilot's licence. He would not be needing it for a few years anyway.
Harcourt was found guilty and sentenced to a considerable term in prison, his assets the construction business and the air charter hire business were confiscated as it was deemed but they benefited from the proceeds of his drug running. The construction business was sold to a competitor and the air charter business individual aircraft and equipment was sold off. Julie was out of a job. She didn't seem to mind.
The End
I had to mess with the geography and location of Radar sites as I needed a danger area, a marsh and some sort of small port. There used to be a Radar just north of Felixstowe so I have messed with a bit of history too.
It should have been clear from just after the start that Harry was going to wreak his revenge on Harcourt. I didn't try to hide it, when did you discover it?
Unfortunately, there are many true parts in this story. You may be able to work out what I did for a living in large parts of my working life.
Just how much of the Swiss cheese led to the Aerostar explosion is true do you think?
Yes, I know he could have gone to the police but then there would have been no story. And remember from what I said at the start this is fiction. Well, some of it.
Oh, and did I have an affair with a cook's wife?
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After my last few stories, I felt it was time for a little burn the bitch and why not a Christmas one.
You can probably see where this is going, enjoy the journey. It is supposed to be a bit of fun.
How to ruin a perfectly good Sherry trifle
I heard the cat flap close and I guessed it was Twinkle, our calico cat. She loves it when I work from home. I heard her ​​mew. I recognised the sound, despite telling her repeatedly not to talk with her mouth full she often did. She was standing in front of the fridge. She knows where we store our food so she brings us what she has caught and wants to swap it for her food and treats. As I walked up to her, I swear she smiled as she dropped what she caught. I saw it was a shrew as it disappeared out of the kitchen into the lounge. Bugger, we had played this game before. I chased the shrew, behind the bookcase, around the bay window past the log basket and under the television cabinet. The creatures Twinkle brought in rarely made it past the bay window, often we would catch them as they left the relative safety of the bookcase. We kept a seaside shrimp net for the purpose, it was just a small loop of wire with a net looped around it on a bamboo stick. The net was ideal for catching the live presents Twinkle brought us.
I reversed the stick and swept it under the cabinet. Out shot the shrew straight into my waiting hand. But I felt a resistance on the stick, but first the shrew that I was trying to save the life of was biting my hand. Never mind a quick trip down the garden and set the little creature free. I had to hurry as it was cold and I would have had problems putting a coat on with one hand. I wondered what was stuck under the cabinet, another sweep with the shrimp net and out popped a mobile phone. Why would there be a mobile phone under the television cabinet?
I pushed the on button and it lit up straight into the welcome screen, it wasn't locked. I wondered whose it could be there was only my wife Alice and me in the house, how long had it been there? It was fully charged, so not a long time.
I could see messages coming in, I opened Messenger and my life started falling apart.
'Miss your touch.'
'you will have to wait.'
'next week, one afternoon before Christmas.'
'OK see what I can do.' That was dated yesterday.
All from someone called 'R'. I had a bad feeling.
I opened the contacts and there was only one contact. 'Ralph.'
Ralph was Alice's boss at work. Shit. She was having an affair with her boss.
I went and sat at my desk and went through the phone. It was damming, times, places, messages. It had been going on for about six weeks. There were no messages of love.
Alice went on about the excitement of it all, the planning, the expectations even on my shortfalls, that hurt. She was the one that was not adventurous, not me. I was always wanting to try new stuff. She did not until recently, was that Ralph?
Then I looked at the photos. There were pictures of them together in restaurants, what looked like hotel room beds together and three pictures of them in a personal bedroom, you could see what looked like dressing tables with pictures on the wall. It was not our bedroom. I suspect it was Ralph and his wife's bedroom. Was she involved?
I sat at my desk and downloaded all the messages, emails and pictures. There was not a lot, but what there was, was damning.
Twinkle could see I was upset and came onto my lap to give me some love.
I thought that strange because there had been no slacking in our love life, in fact over the last month it seems to have picked up. Alice had started initiating sex and had been a bit more receptive to my suggestions. We even did it in the back of our car on the way back from my work's Christmas dinner last week because she was feeling randy.
That did not change a thing about how I currently felt. She had cheated on me, she was going down and he was going with her.
I deleted all my doings, turned the phone off and put it back.
The nanny cam, well, cat cam in our case. We had a camera set up in the lounge to watch Twinkle when we were both at work to see what she was doing, sleeping mostly, or climbing the curtains. It was normally turned off when we were at home. I would leave it on permanently now and there was one in the kitchen too.
It was Tuesday now and Christmas Day was a week Thursday. A plan crept into my head. But he would not have her, she was my wife. He could have her after the divorce.
Alice came in at the usual time, nothing seemed any different from every other day for the last five years we had been married.
I met her at a friend's party seven years ago, we had both just graduated from university. I was an architect and Alice was in physics. We got married and were both employed. I often worked from home on small projects but attended the office at least once a week or on larger projects where I needed more computing power. Alice worked for a local explosive manufacturer making micro explosives and mobile phones were not allowed on site. All mobile phones at her work were left in lockers at the entrance when booking into the site. Alice car shared with two other colleagues.
I suspect she would leave the phone at home when she was car sharing. I could check that was the case, as it was her turn to take her car tomorrow.
After dinner, I started my plan. I did consider warning her about my thoughts on infidelity, but it was too late as she had committed the act.
"Alice, we need to talk." I said after we had put the dishes in the dishwasher. A worried look crossed her face, but I just smiled at her.
I sat her on the settee and took both of her hands in mine. "I think we should start a family."
Her hands flew to her mouth and tears appeared in her eyes. I fleetingly wondered what those tears were for.
I continued. "I know we said we would wait till I got promoted so we could afford it, then it will wait until you get promoted and it will go on forever, and I feel now is the right time."
"Yes, yes. Yes." She said tears were flooding down now.
"There is more, I think we should invite the parents down for Christmas dinner and tell them our plan. You should stop taking the pill now and on Saturday we flush your pills down the toilet to celebrate."
She threw herself at me.
We went to bed early and we were both very tired in the morning. Alice could barely walk. Ralph would not be getting anything today if that was his plan.
The cat cam revealed her popping into the lounge and retrieving her phone before she left for work. She opened and texted something, she appeared to turn it off and dropped it into her handbag. I guess she could leave it in her car at work.
Thursday morning, I checked under the television cabinet, nothing there. That was worrying. After looking at the cat cam I saw she hid it under the settee this time. Did she suspect something?
I opened the phone and from the messages it was obvious she did not suspect anything. She told Ralph the affair was off as we were planning a family. He pleaded with her to carry on. She declined. Then he suggested they start up again after the baby was born. She kicked that into touch as well. Then he suggested one last meeting, he could arrange a course for her at the end of January and he would take a few days' holiday and they would spend two evenings together to finish the affair. She reluctantly agreed but said he would have to wear a condom; this time it was him that reluctantly agreed. She also warned him no shenanigans to get her pregnant, when she got pregnant, she would get a DNA test and if it was his she would ruin his life as well as harm him physically and permanently.
For a brief second, I was proud of her. It did not last. I visited a divorce solicitor and got the ball rolling.
One more thing before the Christmas dinner. That Friday was Alice's company Christmas party evening. I had not been invited. However!
Late Friday afternoon found me dressed all in black in the corner of Alice's works car park. Most people had left early to get ready for the party. Ralph's Audi Q7 E-Tron was there parked in a corner.
It was not difficult for me to slide underneath, remove the gearbox oil drain plug and drain the oil into a container, I took the drain plug with me. I put the oil in a container for two reasons, I did not want the oil to leak out from under the car and be seen before he drove away and I was going to leave the container behind the car so it could be seen. Along with the missing drain plug, it would be obvious it was sabotage.
As I suspected Ralph ignored the dashboard warning and drove off. The thing about explosive manufacturing sites is that they tend to be in remote areas. So, when the car stopped he was all alone. I had followed him on my black bicycle. I watched him get out of the car and walk around it; he had his phone in his hand. He did not hear me coming and jumped when I tapped him on his shoulder. He turned and saw me in black clothing with a black balaclava and even tinted glasses so he could not see my eyes.
"Give me your phone, watch and wallet."
"But..."
A tap with my black baseball bat on his left knee convinced him it was a good idea.
"Give me your laptop bag"
He opened the passenger door and got it from the seat.
"Open it."
He did and showed me inside. There were two laptops and some paperwork.
"Write down the Pin numbers for your credit cards and passwords for your laptops and phone."
He scrambled to comply.
Before he handed me the paper. I swung the bat and smashed the headlight. Jagged glass and plastic went everywhere.
"If those pins or passwords do not work, I will find you and your face and balls will look like that headlight." There was lots of scribbling and a new set of passwords.
I slipped the laptop and phone into my rucksack and rode away after giving his groin a tap with my bat. He fell into the mud beside the road. He would have to change clothes before he went to the party.
Still wearing my black clothes but replacing the balaclava with a hoodie I visited a local cashpoint and drew as much cash as I could. I had a use for those funds.
I threw the wallet and watch in a rubbish bin as I rode away home.
I fed Twinkle and got changed and headed to the Rugby club for a few beers and a chat with my mates. But I planned a detour.
I got to the hotel where Alice's company party was and walked in. She was with three other workmates, they got very quiet as I walked up to them. It was not the same people she car shared with.
"Hello girls, how's it going? Can I buy you a drink?"
They get over their shock and Alice asks. "What are you doing here?
"I just thought I would pop in on my way to the rugby club to see how my wife and her best friends are doing."
"Thanks, love we are fine, we've just got one in."
"No, I insist."
Without waiting I walked to the bar to get a round of drinks. I guessed what they were drinking. Getting back, I sat down with them with a pint of Guinness. Best of a bad job in this hotel
"OK girls, spread the gossip, who was shagging who in the office." That met with a wall of silence and stunned looks. I let that sink in then looked around the dance floor and said. "I notice a lot of other halves are here, but not yours. Did you not invite your husbands and boyfriends because you didn't want them to meet your work husbands?" Jenny looked down and started to blush, she is married. "Jenny, you've gone all red. Not hiding anything are we?" Turning my attention to the woman next to her I spoke up. "Come on Sally, what has Jenny been up to, or is it you shagging Ralph." I laughed. I look across at Becky. "Or is it you? You're single, are you having it off in the stationary room with Ralph, that would be interesting. Anyway, it can't happen, he is married and your company has a zero sexual relationship policy, it would leave you open to blackmail by foreign agencies." I laughed again.
"Right, I'm off to the rugby club, catch you later." Looking at my wife I say. "Don't do anything I wouldn't." I was not smiling.
She blushed. As I was about to leave the room I turned and looked, all four heads were leaning in on the table and all talking at the same time. That's put the cat amongst the pigeons. There is a lot of animated talking going on.
I got to the rugby club and had a chat with my mates, Gary and Phil. They are disgusted at what I had learned but agree with what I have planned and agree to help. I declined their offer to visit Ralph for me.
When Alice got in that night, she was all over me, I could barely keep up. I think she was trying to fuck me to death, maybe it was guilt or the idea of having a baby. I was going to let her for now, it would be a lean period after Christmas.
I went through both of Ralph's laptops. There was nothing on his work one of interest apart from a request for two days holiday and a request for Alice to attend a safety course at the same time.
There were emails to and from Alice about the course, Alice agreed but did not seem keen to attend. When I finished with that laptop, I put it into a padded jiffy bag and sent it back to the company, that would reinforce that this was personal.
Strangely Alice had not mentioned the course to me.
However, his personal laptop revealed many things. Alice was not the first to succumb to Ralph's advances. No surprise there. There were names, times, dates, locations and even some photos and videos. The most damning information, pictures and videos joined the evidence I had got from Alice's phone and were saved on a memory stick.
The parents were over the moon about the Christmas dinner invite. Alice's parents asked if they could bring her elder sister, Sharon. She was divorced after being caught cheating on her husband Brian. We were told it was just the once and a drunken mistake at a hen weekend, I suspected there was more to it as she was still trying to get her husband back. He was having nothing to do with it.
Christmas day I pulled out all the stops, prawn cocktail starters. Turkey with sage and onion stuffing, roast potatoes, pigs in blankets, cauliflower cheese, Brussels sprouts, roasted parsnips and carrots with onion gravy made with the turkey juices. There was wine and beer. Both the mothers were taking it easy; they were driving home. Sharon was on her way to being very happy.
The main course was finished and cleared. As Alice's parents do not like plum pudding, I made them a Sherry trifle and I placed it in front of them. I heard a text message on my phone. I went to the kitchen to collect the plum pudding and brandy. I read the text. I had asked Gary and Phil to make a detour for me on their way to the rugby club. I got the message 'parcel delivered'.
I replied 'forty five seconds.'
Let the fun begin. I felt sorry for the parents for what was about to unfold. The cat cam was recording for posterity.
There was an expectant air about the room as I returned with the plum pudding. Alice and I agreed not to let the parents know our plans until the coffee stage.
I lit the candle to warm the brandy for flaming the plum pudding when Alice's secret phone started to ring from under the settee, the room went quiet.
Looking at my wife I said. "You had better get that, your boyfriend Ralph will be wanting to say Merry Christmas to you. I am sure he has grabbed a few minutes away from his wife to phone you. It would be rude to ignore it."
I went across to the settee and got the phone out. I appeared to hit the answer button. "Hello Ralph, this is Alice's husband."
I paused. "No, I don't think she can come and meet you in the Red Lion this evening, we've got the family round for dinner."
I paused again.
Looking at Alice I said "Ralph wants to know if you are still up for the two days away at the end of January. Twenty second and twenty third, isn't it?"
Alice just sat there stunned.
I tried to look interested. "Yes, okay I will let her know you're looking forward to a couple of days away with her."
I heard a noise and looked at Sharon.
"On second thoughts she might be available soon, the party isn't going to last very much longer, her sister has just thrown up into the Sherry trifle."
Another short pause. "No, no don't worry I'll pass on your regards. Pass on our Christmas wishes to your wife. Goodbye." With that, I looked like I hung up.
Looking at the stunned faces around the table I reached for the ruined trifle. "Sherry trifle is off the menu, sorry." I took it into the kitchen.
As I returned, I picked up the envelope from where I hid it in the cutlery drawer.
Alice was saying. "It's just a joke; he is playing a joke on us." She sounded desperate.
Sharon was whispering. "That did not sound like a joke to me."
The phone rang again, I picked it up. It was Ralph for real this time. I accepted the call and opened up the speaker. The tirade of abuse coming out of the phone was amazing. It left no one in that room any doubt that what I said was no joke. His wife had just received a packet with all the emails, texts and photographs plus the details of his other affairs after two or three minutes of ranting I said. "I think we've heard enough. Don't you?" I hung up on him.
"Mum, Dad, would you like to take the plum pudding home with you, you can take the brandy as well. I don't think I want it now."
Looking at Alice's parents, I said. "Would you like to take the Turkey with you? You will have an extra mouth to feed over the weekend. I'm sorry to ruin your Christmas but it will only be a couple of days for you, but she has ruined my whole life."
I took out the envelope and placed it in front of Alice. "Your bags are packed by the front door when your Mother and Father leave, I suggest you go with them. You haven't learned from your sister, have you? I know she told you all about what would happen if you cheated."
"Now if you don't mind, I need to start clearing up, somebody has been sick in the trifle."
Alice's parents helped her out the front door. My parents said they'd be back tomorrow.
They all left the Turkey and the plum pudding behind. I do not think anyone had any appetite left.
Then I realised Sharon was still sitting there when everybody else had gone. "You shouldn't be alone. I have a feeling you've known about this for a couple of weeks and you've been holding it in, planning this and now you are going to drink yourself into a stupor. I don't want anything to happen to you. I know the damage that cheating can cause." She reached up and took my hand. "I'm ashamed of the pain and the hurt I caused the man I love. Mine was a mistake for which I will be eternally sorry, but it sounds like Alice has been going behind your back for a while."
I nodded. "Six weeks."
Sharon got up and poured me a large Brandy and then started clearing the table. By the time she had finished clearing away, there was no more Brandy left in my glass. She came back in with a bottle of wine and two glasses sitting in front of me, she said. "I might as well join you, I'm staying the night."
Tears were starting to form in my eyes. She was right. I had been holding it all in for the last two weeks, but now I could let it out the anger had passed, it was just the sorrow.
Sharon was correct. I did drink myself into a stupor. I woke up in my bed naked. I had no idea how I got there. Just after I got back from the toilet and throwing up, Sharon appeared in my bedroom with some painkillers, a glass of water and a cup of tea.
Eventually, I made my way downstairs. There was toast and more tea for breakfast. It was all I could manage. Just after twelve o'clock Gary and Phil turned up at my door wanting to take me to the rugby club, hair of the dog they said. They raised an eyebrow when Sharon joined us but said nothing. They told me later she said she was there to pick up the pieces until I had recovered.



I do not remember much until I went back to work in January, I know my parents turned up regularly and there were messages from Alice and Sharon's parents. Nothing from Alice. When I went back to work Sharon went home.
Two weeks later I had a phone call from Sharon asking if she could pop around for a chat. She had something to ask me. I assumed she was going to try and get me to take Alice back. I was wrong. She told me her parents' house was very crowded with the four of them there and as I had a spare room, would I accept her as a lodger. She would pay rent and help with the household jobs. It seemed a good idea so I agreed. Then she surprised me. She went out to her car and brought in two large suitcases. That gave me a brief flicker of a smile, the first time in months.
We settled into a comfortable coexistence.
A few weeks after that when I received the divorce paperwork, there was a letter with it from Alice.
'My dearest man. I love you and I am so very sorry for hurting you. You were never going to find out so you were never going to get hurt. When you told me we were going to start a family I had no intention of seeing Ralph again. I only agreed to him for the end of January to keep him off my back. I could hardly report him to HR after what we had been doing, we would have both lost our jobs. Well, he has anyway and my prospects are dire.
I do love you and my reasons and excuses for what I did are selfish and shallow. I wanted excitement and risk in my personal life. I realised that after Ralph asked me out, it was obvious what his intentions were. Working with things that can explode has risks, albeit very small and managed, but it is still there and I wanted that in my personal life. But there is no risk with you like there was with Ralph. Once I had the risk with Ralph you provided the excitement. I love you; I should have come to you for the risk. I'm sure you could have provided it.
You are a wonderful lover and anything you may have read that says otherwise was to placate Ralph, in fact, he was adequate. It was the risk element that made it good for me. I am so sorry.
I was not wise enough to learn from my sister's mistakes. But I am sensible enough to learn from my own and I will not repeat my mistake if I can find a man who will love me the way you loved me. I do not hold out much hope. I know my sister has learned from her mistake.
I am sorry for what I did to you and I know you will never take me back. I have destroyed your trust in me. You were cruel to me, I deserve that. But please, apologise to the parents for ruining their Christmas. That is all I ask. Have a good life you deserve it. Goodbye.'
I showed the letter to Sharon. She said to me "My parents don't need your apologies. They understand what you did after finding out she had been cheating on you deliberately for six weeks. I got into enough trouble from them for one single night mistake. Hers is going to be much greater. I suspect that is why she has not contested the divorce and you keeping the house."
She started coming to the rugby club with me. I thought she was looking for her next man. She must have been very picky because she turned down every date she was offered. One evening we had all had a bit too much and Sharon had gone to the lady's toilet, Gary giggled and said to me "So, are you shagging your wife's sister?"
"No, don't be stupid, of course I'm not." I replied
"Why not you daft bugger, she's bloody good looking, a slightly older version than Alice, in fact I fancy her more than Alice. It's a pity she's a cheater."
"I'm still not divorced."
"Ask yourself mate, what is she doing living with you? She's got a well paid job, she could easily find a flat of her own closer to her work."
"I think she just feels guilty about what Alice did and probably a bit of what she did to her husband. I have always assumed she's trying to make it up to me for both their mistakes. We've never talked about it."
Phil leaned in. "Looking at the way she's looking after you, I don't think she cares about you not being divorced. I wouldn't let her get you too drunk. You could wake up both naked in your bed." He paused. "Would that be a bad thing?"
That made me think a little bit.
The following morning I was up early when Sharon came downstairs. I indicated the chair on the other side of the kitchen table, she sat down. I already had tea and toast waiting for her. "Sharon, we need to talk."
She looked worried. "You're throwing me out, aren't you?"
I was a bit taken aback by that. I had given no indication of that. "No, no not at all, in fact I enjoy having you around. I'm not so lonely. So, no, I'm not throwing you out, but I do have a question after somethings Phil and Gary said to me last night."
She nodded. "Why are you here with me?" I asked.
A look of relief passed across her face. She looked me straight in the face. "It's quite simple, I like you; I've always had an affection for you. If I had met you before I met Brian, I would have liked to get to know you better and who knows what would have happened. But I met Brian and fell in love with him. I still do, but I screwed that up.
"Brian warned me about getting drunk and doing something he would not approve of; I got angry at him for thinking I would do anything he would not like. He was implying I was going to cheat on him. I was angry at him and went and did the very thing he warned me about. He will not forgive me and not just because I had sex with another man."
She took a sip of her tea and carried on. "Being with you over Christmas and the New Year and since then I have seen what a lovely person you are, I have got to know you better, despite you doing nothing. I am falling in love with you."
Shit. Then it came back to me. I had not noticed how comfortable we had become, the slight touches, the way she smiled at me and she always looked smart. The big questions were do I like her and could I trust her if we got into something?
I did like her, but where would it go from here? I stood up, looked at her and said. "I need to think. I'm going for a walk." With that, I grabbed my coat and walked out. It was probably a good job but the rugby club wasn't open. I went to see Gary, he called Phil round and we had a long chat. When I left them I still had not come up with an answer. I got back to my house and went in the front door. There were two large suitcases at the bottom of the stairs. Sharon must have heard me and came out of the kitchen. She was dressed and ready to leave.
Fuck now I had to make it decision. I did not beat around the bush. It was the one thing that had been nagging me. Since I left the house.
"If we do explore a relationship together, and I'm not adverse to that, how can I trust you?"
"I have hurt and permanently damaged one man that I love, I will never hold him in my arms again. I will never bear his children. All the things I looked forward to with him, all gone. I cannot express my regret enough for the pain and hurt I caused him. I will never cheat on you and I will sign any piece of paper you want. I will spend the rest of my days making sure I build your trust in me, you will never have to doubt me. I have vowed to myself never to hurt any man I love again; and I love you. As my little sister said, I have learned from my mistakes. It is not true that once a cheater always a cheater. Please take the chance. You are hurt, and I will fix you."
"I need to think about this, but you can unpack your bags if you wish."
She took them back upstairs.
I sat in the lounge drinking beer and thinking.
After Sharon had unpacked, she came downstairs, sat beside me on the settee, took my face and kissed me on the lips. It was nice.
What did I have to lose?
"I didn't see it, did I, your love for me?"
"No, but you accepted the little love touches and the help, you did not recognise what they were because of your pain. Would you like me to take you to your bedroom and start to ease that pain"
I was tempted. "I am still married."
"Then I will wait until you are divorced." She smiled at me. "But I won't make it easy for you."
She didn't, she would gently kiss and touch me and walk around the house nearly naked. The day the divorce arrived we started our relationship proper.
Epilogue.
I did love Sharon, but never married her and we had no children, we just borrowed from other family members when we felt the need. Sharon did learn from her mistakes and we lived happily ever after
It appears Ralph spent Christmas night in hospital. His wife's brother was there when the package arrived and he took a very dim view of all the information I had passed on to her. I am sure the pictures of Ralph and Alice in what I suspect was their bedroom did not help Ralph's case. He was sacked in the New Year.
Alice was retained as she was seen as a victim to a predator when his previous affairs came to light. Her prospects were seriously damaged.
People knew she was a cheater so some men and women would have nothing to do with her.
Some men would not get to know her and would leave when they found out she was a cheater. I made sure they knew. Others were all over her as they thought that she was a cheater, she was an easy lay. That was not what she was looking for,
Wives of friends and work colleagues would get jealous if their husbands talked to her. Her social life plummeted. In the end, she gave in for a couple of years and stayed at home with her parents.
Eventually, she met a nice chap who wasn't put off by finding out she was a cheater, I think when it got serious, she admitted it to him before I could let him know. They got married, but despite his love for her, he got a crippling prenuptial agreement signed. I don't believe she ever cheated on him. We often meet at family functions. Alice and I always have one dance for old times' sake. As she leaves me to go back to her husband, she always says to me. "I'm sorry."
More of a severe singe than a burn I admit for both women. I did say at the start a little burn the bitch. But that does tend to be the way of the world. They both lost out and the men they got the assets.
At least Ralph got his.
Alice and Sharon did learn from their mistakes and despite what a lot of you are thinking they never cheated on their men again. I do have a story coming where a wife learns from her mistakes and progresses a different path, however unfortunately for her, the husband is wise and learns from her mistakes, and his own.
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This is the first story I started writing in January 2022. I keep coming back doing little bits to it as my skills improve, but I have decided to publish the first chapter leaving it as it is, grammatical and time line errors and all, I just sorted out the punctuation a bit which in this current draft was an absolute mess. Thanks to Bad Hobbit for the guidance. It is hardly much better now.
It is very raw. It has not been through Google Docs or Grammarly. Some paragraphs are disjointed. I have not read it 20 times to tweak it and five times aloud to myself, nor have I had my mate give it a going over (Sorry Rob)
It also got a bit long. It is supposed to be a bit of Twixmas light reading.
It would take a massive re write to correct my many mistakes and I do not have the time. Maybe when I retire if people want it.
This was my preferred genre before I got seduced to the dark side of Loving Wives
This is planned to be a story of many parts, this first chapter is just introducing the main characters and some of the antics they may get up to later. Unlike my other series this one is not written completely, the first chapter is and quite a few notes, we will see where we go after this.
There will be more if you want it, I like these people.
It was a Friday afternoon and I was having a cup of tea after doing some work on one of the old cars. I'd done an oil change on the TR6 and the Triumph Stag was due a coolant flush, that was going to be my next job.
There was a loud knocking at the front door, which in itself is strange because most people come around the back, including the postman. I went to the front door and opened it and there was a large brown paper parcel laying on the doorstep, stranger, even the Amazon man comes round the back.
It was large about 3 foot long by 6 inches by 6 inches and picking it up it was quite heavy; I looked at the address. It wasn't for me, it was addressed to a Ms S Smith "Absolute Discretion" 13 High St. That will be it then, I was 31 High Street but not S Smith I'm definitely not a Ms. And I had no idea what or who 'Absolute Discretion' was.
It also had several labels on it saying, 'Urgent'. Well then, I'd better walk it down to her if it was urgent. I could always flush the Stag tomorrow. I was aware that there was an attractive young lady who lived down that end of the High Street, so it might be a chance to have a chat. This was a typical English village after all, we do chatting.
High Street is a bit of a misnomer, our village used to be on the main Oxford to Gloucester Road. But now it has a bypass which leaves us as a quiet backwater. We have a church, which is little used, a pub that used to be a coaching house, well used, a village pond and a small post office come shop run by some nice Chinese people; who also operate a takeaway which supplies most of the surrounding villages with their excellent cuisine.
As I said, a typical English village. Most of the occupants of our village are either retired professionals or up and coming middle management types. I am neither; I'm sort of in between the two sets of ages and get on well with either bunch. I'm ex-military, not Royal Marines nor SAS, not special anything, just another bod who fixed aeroplanes for living.
My wife, Julie, always wanted to live here, she loved the Cotswolds. Unfortunately, it was her getting cancer that allowed us to do that. She got cancer and at the time the life insurance policy paid out before the patient passed away. She went into remission and we bought this place, we both loved it. Unfortunately, just over three years later it all came back, and she passed away four and a half years ago. We both loved it so much I couldn't leave, part of her was still here.
It was quite a hefty parcel so I grabbed a bit of rope and made some handles and had a stroll down to number 13 with the intention of popping into the pub on the way back for a couple of pints, either grab something to eat there, or nip into the Chinese on the way home, it would save me cooking.
I got to number 13 which looked very much like my house, a sort of mirror image. I knocked on the door quite loudly, waited a bit and did it again even harder. The door swung slightly open; I cracked it open a little bit more calling out. "Hello, is there anyone there, I have a parcel for you. It was delivered to my house by mistake. I thought I'd drop it down. Anybody there?" I pushed the door open a bit more still calling out. I heard nothing. I assumed somebody was in because the door was unlocked and open. I opened the door fully and stepped inside just on to the door mat.
I dropped the parcel.
"Shit." There in front of me was the young lady that I thought lived in this house, but that's when it got surreal. She had a ball gag in her mouth, a blindfold, spreader bar between her legs and her hands handcuffed behind a pillar. "Oh fuck are you alright, what happened? I'm John from up the road, let me help you out, are you alright, don't worry I've got this. I'll let you go then I'll call the police." She was shaking her head quite violently. As I rushed across to her I noticed the ice cube hanging from the back of the pillar and a small tray. Shit, she'd done this to herself!
Julie and I had dabbled in a bit of bondage, well, quite a lot actually.
I laid my hand on her shoulder trying to be reassuring, I tried speaking in a calm measured voice, "Did you do this to yourself?" She nodded her head slowly, "Do you want me to help you, do you want me to get you out." Again, she slowly nodded her head. Lots of things were running through my head and I wanted to reassure her, so I said. "Don't worry this can be our secret, my wife and I used to play these games all the time, your secret is safe with me." I had a look at the ice cube, that would take some breaking to release the key.
Now I had calmed down a bit I noticed a certain buzzing sound. I also saw how she was dressed; she had a long white blouse on and a black skirt, the buzzing seemed to be coming from under the skirt. "Don't worry, you're quite safe with me." I slowly lifted the edge of the skirt up and recognised the switch end of a vibrator. I could now see a rod which seems that it was connected to the spreader bar and the vibrator, but it come detached from the spreader. She was quite flushed around the cheeks and she was breathing quite heavily. I took hold of the vibrator and without looking at where it was going gently eased it back up under her skirt. All the sudden her body strained. Her head went back and she cracked it on the pillar her hands were cuffed behind.
Looks like I hit the button first try without even trying. I placed my hand between her head and the pillar. "Just shake your head violently if you want me to stop and let you go." That was a bit cheeky of me to tease her and then ask her the question. She just groaned and her legs shook. I pulled the vibrator away. She snorted and it sounded like, 'no, more' but it was quite hard to tell with her mouthful of the rubber ball. Did she want more, or me to stop? She didn't shake her head, so I carried on. She did say it several times. I had to move the vibrator around gently this time until I got the response I wanted; she was building again. Again, just as I thought she was about to orgasm I pulled the vibrator away; she was trying to shout through the ball gag, I think there was some expletives in there.
This time when I replaced the vibrator and let her have the orgasm her whole body shook, I was glad I had my hand between her head in the pillar as she pushed back hard. When she came down from her orgasm I took the vibrator away. Her head was hanging forward and it looked like she'd fainted, I removed the blindfold and the ball gag, that was quite hard to get out, it was well fitted, but I'd had experience of that with Julie. I looked around for something to smash the ice cube with. There was an iron poker by the fireplace, that should do the job. And it did, I managed to retrieve the key and unlock the handcuffs. She really had fainted. I removed the leg spreader bar, picked her up and laid her on the sofa. A quick check of her pulse and her breathing, it looked like she was out of it. For a few minutes I massaged her jaw joint, I don't know how long she'd been wearing that all gag for, but one that size and hard can make the jaw ache, so Julie told me.
I had a look around and it did seem to be a mirror image of my house. I noticed a blanket laying over the back of the sofa, I laid it over her, she looked comfortable. It was the first chance I'd had to have a good look at her, she was pretty.
Bit of a quandary now, what to, do I stay here for when she wakes up, do I run away and say I had nothing to do with it? Although the parcel may be a bit of a giveaway. 'Better stay,' I thought to myself. I picked the parcel up and put on the table.
I picked up the poker and propped it against the post while I picked up the large bits of ice, I dropped them into the tray and took and went to the kitchen to drop it to the sink.
I wonder if she has any tea, the kitchen which looks just like mine apart from a big expensive looking coffee machine, not for me I thought. Well in for penny in for pound, I started going through the cupboards looking for some tea, I found a box of tea bags, that should do the job. I popped the kettle on and found a mug, as I was searching for the tea, I noticed a lot of the cupboard door handles and hinges were loose. I had a quick look back into the living room to check on the lady, she looked peaceful. Back in the kitchen whilst waiting for the kettle to boil I got out my Swiss Army knife, opened up the screwdriver and started tightening up the loose screws; there was quite a few. I couldn't find a teapot so I make the tea in the cup. Not the best but it'll have to do. There was enough milk in the fridge for what I needed.
Then the strangest thing, the cat flap rattled. I hadn't noticed one, and my cat Jasper walked in. He walked over to two empty food bowls, looked at me, murmured as if to say, 'about time,' then walked into the living room as if he owned the place.
I walked back into the living room, and she was still asleep. And Jasper curled up on her lap, bloody traitor. So, I sat in a chair and waited, I was taking in my surroundings and I saw a large easel with ladies' dresses drawn on it. Then with an almighty crash the front door flew open and there stood a short, dark-haired Pixie like lady. She took one look at me and shouted. "Who the fuck are you and what the fuck are you doing here." She may have been quite small five foot six or seven but she certainly looked bigger than that then. I was a little taken aback. Jasper decided it was a good time to make himself scarce and shot out the door. She saw the poker by the post that I had used to smash the ice and picked it up and walked menacingly towards me holding the poker up as if to hit me with it. "Tell me before I beat the shit out of you with this poker." At this I jumped up out of the chair and retreated behind it holding up both hands in front of me. Jasper was nowhere to be seen, sensible chap.
"Hang on I can explain." I said. I had an idea that was going around my head. "I just delivered that parcel; the door was open and I found this lady in a compromising position. I tried to help her out but she fainted." Although I was a few inches taller than this lady, with that poker in hand and her anger I felt a much smaller than her. I decided to take a risk "You're her safety net for her self-bondage games, aren't you?" I carried on. "Can we sit down and I will explain, would you like a cup of tea, or if you can operate that machine out there, I'm sure there is coffee." She lowered the poker a bit, and visibly calmed down, she said, "Tea will be fine if you can find some, there's no teapot." She must know this lady quite well.
I went into the kitchen and made the little lady cup of tea and took it back into the living room, she was sat in a chair, still with the poker in her hand, obviously keeping an eye on the lady I had rescued "OK explain."
"I had that parcel delivered to me this morning." Pointing towards the long parcel on the table, "It was sent to the wrong address it says 13 and I'm 31 and it said urgent on it, so I thought I'd pop it down. I knocked on the door but there is no reply, I called out and knocked again and the door wasn't fully shut so I came in calling out. And I found the lady." pointing to the lady laid on the sofa, "in a compromising position."
"Her name is Susan."
"Well, I found Susan in a compromising position, and I sort of helped her out and she fainted. So, I well, you know, got her loose. I thought it rude to just leave so I hung around to explain myself. Then you come bursting through the door. I am guessing you're her safety net?"
"I'm Karen, and yes, I'm her safety net, she should have phoned me 30 minutes ago."
I was still a bit nervous "This is a little forward of me, is there no boyfriend or Mr. Smith to help out? Or even a girlfriend, are you and Susan, you know special friends?"
She laughed at me I think that broke the ice and said, "Yes, it is forward of you, and there is no boyfriend or Mr. Smith, it's a very sensitive subject. Oh, and I am her girlfriend and not like that before you go there, we're both into men."
Karen paused for a bit said, "I probably shouldn't tell you this but she had a nasty breakup about nine months ago, he was a shit that's all I'm going to say about him. This is her stress relief."
Moving on I said, "I know a little bit about this sort of thing, tying up that is, I think she made the ice block a little big."
"She's going to be so embarrassed if this gets out, can you keep a secret?"
She put the poker on the floor. Now I felt safer.
"How about a sharing of secrets? My wife and I used to play these games. There, now you will have something on me, and I have something on her, we're all even. Does that work for you?"
She seemed to ponder for a bit and then said, "You used the past tense 'used to play these games,' are you no longer together. That could embarrass her as well and she's not here."
"I'm afraid she's beyond embarrassment, she passed away nearly four years ago, the big C."
"Oh, I'm sorry about that."
"It's okay, I'm almost used to it now."
At this point Karen stood up, and took the teacup from my hand and said, "Time for another one I think."
After a few minutes Karen came back and handed me a cup of tea, "Have you been messing around in the kitchen? The handles don't rattle, and the cupboard doors don't shake and squeak."
"Yes, I had a couple of minutes to spare whilst the kettle boiled, so I went around tightening screws nuts and bolts, and dropped a bit of vegetable oil on the squeaky hinges."
"We could do with someone like you at work, we've got a whole range of squeaky hinges and loose nuts and bolts. And that's not just the people who work there." She smiled at me. I think we're getting on OK at this point, so I pushed it a bit.
Pointing at Susan who was still asleep on the sofa. "So what's the story, why the need for stress relief? If you can tell me that is. My wife and I used to use similar methods to relieve her stress."
Karen explained to me that Susan ran a company designing bespoke dresses and clothes, the sort of thing you'll see on the red carpet and in Royal Palaces around the country and the Continent where people demand absolute discretion hence the name of the company. Because people like that want discretion in all of their lives Susan had been wondering if, like the rest of us, they were little bit kinky where could they get their kinky stuff from with absolute discretion and that is what she was working on.
"She was thinking of expanding the business into something a little more that may fit their needs. But she was getting stressed with all the hoops she had to jump through.
"Getting the machinery, loans to pay for it, training for the new process needed, finding someone to give the training, finding someone who give up their secrets to the opposition, or go for trial and error. She's keen to go down this new route, but it all came a bit stressful, so she said she's going to do some stress relief this afternoon. And arranged me as her as a safety net."
She then went on to explain although it was Susan's business, she was a sort of second in command. They had met at university where Susan was reading dress design and psychology and she was reading mechanical design and psychology. Both had the same idea that knowing what the customer was thinking you could do a better job than just listening to the words.
At this point Karen decided she needed some more tea and probably make sure the coffee machine was working for when Susan woke up, she would probably want one. I suggested she may want something stronger than coffee as I had noticed a wide range of wines in the kitchen.
Karen agreed with me that was probably a good idea. She came back with a bottle of red and three glasses, looks like I was going to be included. Disappointingly she went back to the kitchen and returned with more tea, obviously not time for the wine just yet. While she was away, I found I had tilted my head to one side and I'm looking at Susan. As I thought earlier, she really was very pretty, she had a nice body, curvy I think without being fat, something to hold onto, then my mind got kinky something that would look good in a corset. I pushed that thought away, that was not a nice thing to think about a stranger. Karen saw me looking at Susan like that when came in, she looked at me and said, "She's pretty isn't she?"
I blushed, I said to her "Yes she is, she's very pretty, but don't tell her I said so, that could be a bit creepy."
"I don't think she'd mind." There was a hint of a smile in her voice.
We carried on chatting it was my turn to tell her a bit about myself. I was ex-military, used to fix aeroplanes. I told her how I ended up with a nice house down the other end of the High Street and I couldn't actually stop a sad look coming across my face well I mentioned Julie. I did point out to her, probably not for the first time that Julie and I had dabbled in the sort of thing that Susan was doing.
We noticed Susan was starting to stir, her eyes flickered then they opened, she blinked several times, fortunately she saw Karen first, rubbing the back of her head she said. "What happened?"
She slowly swung her legs round and sat up.
Karen replied, "You got yourself into a bit of a pickle and this nice young man helped you out." Nice man I try to be, young I'm definitely not.
She looked at me, so he looked at me and said in a shaky voice, "Are you the one that did what I think you did?"
"I need a bit more information than that I'm afraid," I said. Not being sure how much to I wanted to admit what I'd done.
She looked a bit embarrassed, "I seem to have fainted," she said. "It's all coming back to me slowly, you're the man that helped me out." Looking at me. I nodded. "If I remember rightly your name's John?"
"Yes, it is, nice to meet you." I stood and held my hand out she took it, and we shook hands, she had very soft hands. "I wanted to make sure you were Ok."
"This is all a bit embarrassing; I don't know what to say."
Then Karen spoke up, "I think you can trust him he's told me a few secrets he wouldn't want to get out around the village
"He doesn't seem a bad sort and let's be fair, I now know you're both a bit kinky."
I stood up "Well I think I've outstayed my welcome; I'll be off now." I thought to myself, 'Well that will save both of us anymore embarrassment.'
As I stood up, I looked at both of them, "Karen please feel free to share anything with Susan that I told you. Cheerio for now, I hope I can see both of you around." With that I made my way towards the door. I paused by the table with the parcel on it, looking at Susan I said, "This came to my house instead of yours, it says urgent, so I popped it down, your front door was open, so I came in. I suppose the front door was open to let Karen in."



"No, I have my own keys, both front and back door, so that is a bit strange," said Karen.
"What's in the parcel, it's a bit heavy?" I asked.
Karen replied, "Some material that we want to experiment on this evening, sort of see if we can stick it together."
I left.
I wandered back towards my house, fortunately the pub was open so I popped in and had a pint of Adnam's Broadside. It wasn't busy. The landlord, Harry asked where I'd been, I told him I just delivered a parcel to number 13 that was delivered to my house by mistake. He said "Ah," in a landlord knowingly sort of fashion.
"Number 13, that'll be the blonde lady, she sometimes pops in with her friend, the little dark-haired elf looking one. They are both quite cute. Hey, don't tell the missus I said that will you." I looked over his shoulder.
"Don't worry mate she's not here and I won't tell, but you're right they are."
I wasn't in the mood for flushing the Stag's cooling system, so, I had another pint. Then I thought, what material do you stick together? I don't know much about fashion, but I thought you sewed material. Never mind not my worry.
I made my way back to my house, all a bit confused really, something was a bit unsettling. Why would somebody leave a package at my door with the wrong number, then knock and not wait? Even the Amazon people can read numbers. I know my postman can and he normally brings big stuff round the back and we have a chat. And Susan's front door being ajar. Something seems a bit strange. And I couldn't blame Jasper.
I managed to grab something out of the freezer and I popped it in the microwave. It had just pinged when there's a knocking at my front door, it was about 7:30, 'Two visits in one day, that's a bit novel, even if one just dropped a parcel and buggered off,' I thought. I opened the front door and there stood Susan looking a bit sheepish, I was dumbfounded and a bit aghast, almost not knowing what to do. She sorted that out. "Can I come in please it's a bit embarrassing being stood here on the doorstep."
"Yes, yes please come in sorry that was rude of me." I was a bit taken aback. "You're almost the last person I expected to see on my doorstep." I stood back, opened the door indicated for her to come in.
"Please take a seat. Can I get you a drink, wine, only red I'm afraid, I have some beer if that's what you fancy. I don't have much in the way of coffee, only tea and I gather you're not into that." I felt I was rabbiting on a bit, probably a bit nervous.
She sat down on the edge of the end of the settee, "Wine would be fine thank you." I disappeared into the kitchen, I did notice she was starting to look round, probably noticing how similar our houses were. I grabbed a bottle of Merlot, a proper one with a cork not a screw cap. I wanted to try and impress and a wine glass and as I had a visitor I got a glass for my beer, a bit uncouth to drink from a bottle when you have company.
I poured her glass of wine, sat down myself and said, "This is a pleasant surprise, what can I do for you?"
She took a long slow drink of her wine; she didn't actually drink that much. I think she was trying to work up courage to say something. "I feel a little embarrassed you seeing me like that, and with what happened. Can we clear a few things up please? I gather you didn't expand to Karen about what you actually did?"
"I didn't know how well you knew Karen, but I thought I would keep it just between us."
"Karen told me that you and your poor wife used to dabble in that sort of thing, a sort of, if you keep my secret, I'll keep yours."
"Yes, that's it, you shouldn't feel embarrassed. It will be our secret." I smiled at her.
She looked at me "It's a bit embarrassing, but could you clear a few things up for me please?" She looked down into her hands "Somebody tided up all my toys, if you know what I mean, I can't seem to find them. You used to dabble with your first wife, so I assume you know the toys I'm talking about."
"Yes, I hid them, you'll find them down the back of your settee. I thought it might embarrass you when you woke up to find the strange man in your room and your toys. I hope there's not too much fluff on the ball gag."
"This is even more embarrassing," she said "Err, did you help me along the way. If you know what I mean?"
Now it's my turn to be embarrassed, "Yes, I'm afraid I did, you seemed caught between the devil and deep blue sea, you had a need, but you haven't finished. The thing had slipped away from doing its job. So, I sort of took it upon myself to help you along."
We were both very embarrassed now.
"I'm afraid my memory of the events is rather vague." She said, "It appears I had a ermm massive event and passed out."
"Yes, that's when I laid you on the sofa after removing your toys and hid them, I hope I didn't hurt you."
"No, no it's fine." She gave me a little smile.
I got the feeling that that was the end of that part of that conversation, she then starts on a completely different tack, and she seemed to relax a little bit more.
"Karen told me you went round the kitchen and tightened up a lot of screws, nuts, bolts and oiled stuff. I hadn't realised how rattily things were getting. She also told me I should thank you and take you to dinner."
"Whilst I think that would be very nice and I think we would enjoy it; you really don't need to. I was glad to help."
I thought to myself. 'Is Karen doing a bit of matchmaking here?'
"How about we go to the pub tomorrow night, and I will get dinner for you for fixing my loose screws." She had a little giggle at the pun, she was relaxing.
"I would like that." There was a pregnant pause, and I didn't want this lady to leave, so I started a different conversation. "You have some interesting pictures around your living room."
"Oh, you mean the dress design, that's what I do, I design dresses and the like, clothes for special events for people who want to be unnoticed until it suits them. In fact." She paused. "That's part of the reason you found me in the situation I was in earlier today. I think I have found a niche in the market, and I am working out how to exploit it,"
I said rather quietly, "Karen mentioned you are under a lot of stress at the moment, my wife Julie, used to use a similar system of stress relief with my help, it worked for her, I hope it helped you."
She looked a little embarrassed. So, I tried to steer away from that subject, "What time tomorrow? Shall I phone and book a table?"
"Thanks. No, I'll pop in on my way back." She took another drink of her wine, it seemed to relax her, she sat back in the settee, and looked around. "Your house looks like the mirror image of mine, it's all back to front."
"Yes, it is, isn't it, I felt it's a tad strange sat in your room everything in the wrong place, the fireplace and the doors were all back to front,"
She gave a little titter. "Yes, that's exactly how I feel now."
She had finished her wine, I offered her some more, she declined saying she had things to do back in her house. I told her that if she wanted to talk about what was causing her stress, I could be a good listening ear, I had spent most of my working life sorting out problems. OK it was mainly problems with machinery, but machinery needs people, so had some insight into problem solving. Or it could just be a sounding board for ideas.
She stood. "Half past seven tomorrow night, OK?"
I just nodded.
I walked into the front door and opened it for her. Then Jasper walked in and completely ignored me and brushed up against legs, and then disappeared into the kitchen. We just looked at each other and smiled. I continued holding the door for her, as she left, I wasn't sure whether to take her hand, or go for a kiss on the cheek. She sorted it for me by holding out her hand. I took it and shook it gently being careful not to crush it, but apply enough pressure so as not to seem a wimp. Why was I worrying so much?
I re, reheated my dinner and finished off the wine she had started.
I awoke the following morning with the odd feeling I didn't know what to wear to this evening's date, was it a date? I wonder if Jasper knew? I had several pairs of chinos, some nice open necked shirts and some brown brogue shoes that would do sort of middle of the road. I asked Jasper his opinion, he just looked at me and carried on licking his bum. He was a Persian Grey and he looked at me with the contempt that breed has of anyone else.
After I decided what to wear, I managed to flush the Stag's cooling system.
I was ready early, very early. I got to the pub about a quarter past seven, I didn't want to seem to be too keen, so I hung around outside until twenty-five past seven. I didn't want to be late either. So that seemed about right.
I walked in the door it was busy, about usual for Saturday evening. Harry saw me and waved me into the corner, there was a table with a tablecloth, flowers and a candle. That was a bit posh for our local, I wandered up to the bar and ask for a pint of Broadside and a glass of Merlot, I nodded at the table I said John. "Bit posh mate."
"Special customers, pull out a few stops. I'll bring the drinks over."
He put the drinks down and brushed the tablecloth straight, "it's about time you two got together the whole bloody village has been waiting for it, what took you so long?"
"I hadn't seen her before yesterday."
"You must walk around with your bloody eyes shut then." He said.
Dead on half past seven Susan walked in and she looked stunning, the general hubbub in the pub dropped quite a few decibels. She was wearing a bright floral summer dress that showed off her figure.
I stood, pulled out her chair and slid it back in as she sat down.
She looked as nervous as I felt, "Wow, that dress really suits you, oh sorry, that sounds a bit forward. But it does."
"Thank you, you don't scrub up half bad yourself." She said smiling, a little of the nervousness seemed to dissipate.
"I hope I'm not late?" she said.
"Bang on time" I replied, "I'm a tad early, only got here a couple of minutes ago myself."
"I know," she said, "I saw you hanging around outside looking at your watch. I waited; I didn't want to embarrass you, so I'll let you get in first."
She was canny, I was going to have to watch this one, looking at her, that wouldn't be a hard task.
We looked at the menus and had the usual discussion about starter and main course, main course and desert, just main course. Harry turned up little notepad, as I wasn't paying, I didn't want to go for the most expensive thing on the menu and ladies first so I indicated Susan should order first. She chose the sirloin steak, medium. I thought to myself "well she's not a vegetarian then." I chose the same medium rare.
The conversation stalled at this point, neither of us knowing what the safe ground was. We both took a drink of out drinks, I noticed hers was nearly gone, I waved at Harry for another for her.
I thought I would start on safe ground, "Have you missed the squeaks on the doors yet, you know the ones in the kitchen that were quite loud. I find after I've oiled something I miss the squeak for the first couple of hours."
"Yes, you're right. Until you mentioned it, I didn't realise that I had. But all the other ones seem so much louder now." She took on a rather stern-ish look and said. "You don't know any reliable workman that could do some work in my house do you? Fixing handles, squeaks and the odd dripping tap?" Then she smiled.
"Oh, I think I might, let me check my diary, I might be available." I put my hands together as if in prayer, then opened them up like a book, and said, "It appears that I'm available tomorrow, would that suit Madam, or most days next week?"
"Tomorrow will be fine, Karen is coming round to talk about some designs and the work I've got planned, she can make sure you behave yourself. I know what you can do." She smiled.
I think the wine was getting to her, although I didn't think she'd drunk that much.
"I'll be round tomorrow, I'm always keen to help out my neighbours." I resisted the temptation to mention especially the pretty ones.
"If you do well tomorrow, I may have other jobs for you. Seriously for minute, I could do with someone looking over stuff at the factory."
Our dinner arrived and we chatted about stuff as we ate, she told me she had plans for her factory, she had a niche market for what she was supplying now and that she had an idea to expand into another area after a visit by a bride to be and her mother. Before I could ask for more details, she told me not to.
She told me about her time with Karen at university, and I told her about my children and the grandchildren. Children and grandchildren seemed to be safe ground.
I told her that I was an ex-fixer of aeroplanes, and still dabbled in fixing and making stuff. I touched on how I ended up living where I am now. I tried not to let sadness of losing Julie show through, I think I succeeded.
We finished our steaks and discussed whether to have a desert, she decided she'd had enough, what with the food and most of a bottle of Merlot. I'd had a couple of pints and one glass of Merlot and tended to agree with her. She suggested it was time for her to go home. I thought I would push it a bit, and nervously, I offered to walk her home. It's the sort of thing a gentleman would do if he's polite or trying to build a relationship.
She smiled at me and said that would be very nice. I pulled out her chair for her as she stood and then held the door open for her as we left the pub. I insisted she walked on the inside as we took a gentle stroll towards her house. I suggested that if I did a good job tomorrow, we reconvened in the pub on Wednesday to sort out popping into the factory on Friday to have a look at the problems there.
She stopped and smiled at me and said. "Are you trying to trap me into another date?"
"I think our meeting yesterday was fate, so yes, I am. But please don't feel obliged and if I'm rushing just say so."
"I need to think about it, can you let me have your phone number, and I'll give you a call, or we can chat about it tomorrow."
Feeling a little bold I said, "How about if I get the job at your factory, I do it at cost as long as I can get you dinner next week?"
She gave me a small sideways smile. "That could be construed as bribery and I don't think it's supposed to work like that, but Ok."
We were about half way to her door when she stopped put her hand to her mouth looked at me and said, "I haven't paid!"
"I wouldn't worry about it; Harry knows where we live. And hopefully we'll be back in Wednesday."
"I think we will be." With that she slipped her arm into mine and we carried on walking.
We reached her door, I felt neither of us knew how to finish this. There was a certain nervousness in the air. Again, not for the first time this evening she made the decisions. "Would you like to come in for a drink? Just a drink!"
"That would be lovely, thank you."
We went in and I sat on the settee she disappeared into the kitchen. I was about to shove my hands down back of the settee to see if her toys were still there when she came back in, and asked if I wanted coffee, tea or wine. She wasn't a tea drinker, so I said coffee or wine. I would have what she was having. She came back with two glasses and a bottle that had already had some taken out of it.
Looking towards me as she lifted it up and said, "A little bit of Dutch courage earlier this evening."
She poured a couple of glasses, and I sat looking round at the pictures on the easels, "Some of these dresses are absolutely gorgeous; in fact, some of them are downright sexy."
"I'm glad you can see that, that's just what they're supposed to be, some are sexy by being understated, some are just blatantly sexy with lots of boobs and legs and some are just normal plain dresses. But each of them was the statement the customer was trying to make."
"Do I know any of them?"
"If you followed celebrities, or looked through fashion magazines it probably wouldn't be too hard to workout. But I don't think you're that sort of chap."
My turn to chuckle. "You're spot on there."
She started talking about some of the dresses, some of the intricacies and the difficulties in getting them to work, not just the flow and shimmer of the material but how to physically make it. She was very enthusiastic and obviously enjoy talking about it. I love it when people are enthusiastic about their job even if I don't understand half of what they are talking about.
It was getting late, and we had finished all the wine, I said to her, "it appears I've got work to do tomorrow so I better get some sleep." With that I stood up and indicated towards the door, I gave her a smile, she followed me and opened the door. Again, nervous, do I shake hands go for a kiss on the cheek or go for a kiss on the lips? This time I made the decision I gently grasped her hands and I made it evident I was going for a kiss on the cheek. She didn't back away but actually proffered her cheek to me. I took that as a good sign. I was about to open my mouth to say what a good night I had when she beat me to it.
She said, "I had really good night, and I think we should make Wednesday a date whatever happens with your jobs tomorrow."
"Trust me I will do a good job. And I will make the arrangements for Wednesday, and I'll let Harry know that you'll pay the bill for tonight." I looked at her in the eyes, "I can't remember when I've had such a pleasant evening. I'll see you tomorrow about half 10. Bye for now." I leaned in again and gave her another kiss on the cheek. I walked the pavement a few yards, turned and waved at her. She waved back and smiled, went indoors and shut the door.
On Saturday I turned up a tad after half 10 with a bag of tools and some spare bits and pieces; as well as a small box of tea bags. I knocked on the door and it was opened by the little Pixie called Karen. As she let me in, she asked if I'd like a cup of tea. It appears my tea bags weren't needed; Karen had already thought of that.
She also mentioned that Susan was upstairs getting changed, something about a late night. As I went into the kitchen with my tools, I noticed she had actually bought a teapot. Whilst Karen poured the tea, I started running the kitchen taps, opening and closing drawers making sure the hinges were oiled and handles tightened when Susan appeared. Karen looked at her and went, "Mmmm looking good girl."
She did, was that for me or did she always look that good.
"Everything seems Ok in here, what other problems do you have?" I asked.
"Well, the outside loo doesn't flush properly, the bath upstairs doesn't drain properly and several of the handles and hinges around the place seemed to be a bit iffy." She then got a bit shy, "I think everything in my bedroom is OK but, I'd like to be in there when you go in there." She coloured up red immediately when she realised what she'd said.
"Oh, I have no intention of going into your bedroom alone."
Karen piped up, "Flipping heck, stop it you two, we've got work to do, all of us."
All those little jobs added up taking me about a couple of hours. I returned to the kitchen, and this time I made the tea in a teapot. I pushed some buttons on the coffee maker and I managed to get something out of it. I took the tea and the coffee into where the girls were working. There were lots of drawings all over the place, sketches half sketches all quite confusing to a bloke. I placed their drinks in front of them, Karen glanced at me and said. "Ta."
However, Susan looked up, smiled and said. "Thanks, we need this."
I sat in one of the chairs opposite which wasn't covered by paper with drawings of dresses on them I'm watching the two of them work, I just got more confused. It was coming up towards 1 o'clock, and the pub was open, I thought I would make a move, standing up, I said. "Right, I'm off, I've got things to do at home. But as I'm going past the pub, I will book Wednesday night for us.



Susan looked at me. "I'm sorry sweetie, we just got carried away, have you done everything?"
'She called me sweetie' I thought. "Yes, I've done everything that I could find, there was quite a bit but I haven't been to your bedroom or the back garden, I've sorted the outside loo, it probably doesn't get enough use. I'll do the back garden sometime this week and your bedroom when you've got time."
"That sounds like a plan, we can chat about it on Wednesday. Sorry, but we do have to get this design done, the customer in question is a bit demanding but the problem is she is a bit of a strange shape, if you know what I mean." Actually, I had no idea what she was on about, some sort of designer language I think. As I walked to the door, she leapt up it came across to me, she took my hand and gave me a peck on the cheek. "You will have my undivided attention on Wednesday, sorry sweetie, can you see yourself out?"
I left and went to the pub.
Wednesday couldn't come around soon enough for me, I was fidgeting about the place, Jasper was getting pissed off at me. I sent her a message telling her the table was booked for 6:30. She was spot on time, she looked gorgeous, but a little tired. I walked up to her and gave her a hug, I felt something a tad wrong, her body felt firm like there was a foundation garment under the dress. Never mind, we carried on with dinner. I asked her how her 'difficult customer,' was coming along. she told me it was all sorted and went into small details how they did it. She asked me how I've been keeping myself occupied, I explained I had other hobbies, radio-controlled stuff, sailing yachts, cars, aeroplanes, I went to competitions for some of them. As well as the cars and a motorhome and a bit of wood and metal work, I made small bits of furniture.
After we finished dinner, I asked her about the work she wanted doing in her workshop. She gave me a list of the things that she had found, by now I was getting used to the fact that she could be organised and take charge when it was needed. Probably something to do with running her own business with difficult customers. She did tell me that I would probably find more stuff to do. By the time we had finished our main course and desert it was pushing ten o'clock, we hardly noticed where the time had gone. As we walked back to her house, I slipped an arm around her waist. That firm feeling again. She didn't stop me. As we walked slowly back to her house, I pointed out a few of the star constellations. There wasn't much street lighting in our High Street. When we got to her front door, she thanked me for the evening and apologised that I couldn't come in as she was busy tomorrow from early on and it was already far too late. She gave me a quick brush on the lips I stood there until the door was closed and I heard the locks engage.
I used the TR6 to give it a bit of a run on Friday mid-morning. There was a glass pane in the door that said 'Absolute Discretion' hardly discreet, I thought to myself. I tried the door handle but it was locked.
I rang the doorbell and after a few minutes Karen came and opened the door. "Hi it's nice to see you again, I'm glad you two are getting on,"
"Yes, things do seem to be going well." I said.
"I must tell you, so you're prepared, but she has been talking about you just a bit and the girls are all quite intrigued, so don't be surprised if you're put under the spotlight a bit."
Karen showed me in and I felt a bit like goldfish in a bowl, there were six or seven girls in there, all sat at sewing machines. I didn't detect any slowing of the work, but I certainly felt I was under scrutiny.
There were pictures of ladies in ball gowns and dresses all over the place, it was pretty obvious what they did here, it was a large area with six or seven sewing machines around the outside with a large empty table in the middle with a large plastic hanging partition on the right-hand side as you walked in. At the back of the floor space there were what looked like four offices, 3 of them had the top half of the office wall was glass. I was thinking. 'Is that so the boss can keep an eye on the workers or workers can keep an eye on the boss.' I could see Susan in one of them, she was on the phone, she waved at me, quite energetically. The other office was fully enclosed.
Karen said. "Hang on a mo, she won't be long." She took me into the 'office' on the far right of the four which turned out to be a tea bar of some description. I had a look around, a large teapot, a small coffee machine and a kettle. I filled the kettle and put it 'on' whilst I'm waiting for it to boil, I went round the kitchen and checked with the handles and hinges, I tightened up a few. I made a large pot of tea.
One of the girls headed towards the tea bar, she saw me making the tea. "It's my turn to do that, but thank you, it's nearly our tea break time." She said.
"I thought I'd make myself useful." I replied.
I got myself a cup and offered her one which she took, she got the milk out of the fridge and asked if I wanted any sugar? Not for me I told her. She smiled at me and said, "I bet you're sweet enough, anyway aren't you!"
I replied with a smile "That's not for me to say, is it?"
She pointed at the office next door she said to me "I think someone wants you; she's waving at you."
I turned to look and I saw Susan and Karen waving at me to come into their office, I turned and said, "Cheerio." to the lady.
She said. "Thanks for the tea, the name is Jane by the way,"
I went next door and Susan welcomed me with a kiss on the cheek, and said to me. "It didn't take them long to send the spies in. Please don't be put off by them, they are going to ask you lots of questions, you're the first man I've be seen with for quite a while."
I already knew about the dripping taps and toilet that won't flush properly and was leaking all the time, I told Susan I would have a wander around to see what else I could find that needed fixing. I did say to her that I had noticed that the fluorescent lights but all wrong for the work the girls were doing, but that should be a simple fix. I looked around at the pictures on the wall of the dresses they had made.
"I can see what you mean about designing dresses, they look fantastic." I said pointing at them.
Karen said. "Yes, this is some of our best work, you may recognise the photographs even with the faces taken off."
Susan gave me a quick tour of the place, there wasn't much to see, one large room the four offices. The blanked one was a fitting room. A toilet with three cubicles and wash hand basins. No urinal. We didn't go past the plastic partition; she said it was just empty with a bench in there. She asked me to get back to her when I'd had I look around.
I started walking around the place looking to see what would need doing. I saw there was a mixture of fluorescent tubes, and most of them not for the right kind for this sort of workshop.
I walked towards the toilet I asked the nearest lady if there anybody in there. She smiled at me, looking around the room. "We're all here so it must be empty."
Even though I'd been told it was empty, I still knocked on the door. "Hello, is there anybody in there?" I heard no reply; quite loudly I said. "Man coming into ladies' toilet."
I heard a voice behind me, "I told you it was empty, didn't you believe me?"
I turned and looked at the lady who told me it was empty, and with a smile I said, "You could have been playing a joke on me, or on whoever was in here."
She smiled back at me saying. "We wouldn't do that to you, well, not just yet, not until you'd fixed everything. The name's Barbara by the way."
It didn't take long to fix the dripping tap; it was a standard half inch tap washer and I had bought plenty of those with me. I had a look at the toilet which is running continuously; I found the ball was half full of water so the ball cock couldn't close properly. Just needs a new ball. I had a quick look round I made sure everything else was in working order. I went back outside. Barbara looked up from her work and said to me. "Fixed it all then?"
Let's see if they can take some humour, "Fixed the tap, tightened up a few screws, but the toilets got a leaking ball, I will probably replace the whole cock." I said with a grin on my face.
Barbara giggled and smiled at me. "Oh I think you're going to be fun to have around."
I went round the place with my screwdrivers and an adjustable spanner tightening things up, there wasn't much wrong apart from the lighting, the walls and woodwork could do the lick of paint. That would make it a brighter place to work. I did notice this one rather tall lady stand up and stretch her back a few times. I waited a little while and she was crouched over while she was working,
I went to Susan and Karen's office, put a hangdog look on my face and knocked on the door Susan waved me in. "Well," said Karen.
I sucked my breath in, shook my head, and said, "You need a complete electrical rewire, you don't come up to spec. If you don't sort out the plumbing properly, you're going to come in one day and find the place flooded. Some of the floorboards are rotten. You got a big problem here. Oh and you need a lick of paint here and there"
"Nice try," said Karen. "Do you want me to get you electrician's report we had done two months ago saying all was fine, so the rest is probably made-up as well."
"Okay, you've got me, you need a new ball in the toilet, but I could just replace the ball but it would be better to replace the whole ball-cock system. The one got in there is so old and it's barely working. I've tightened up lots of screws and nuts and bolts. But seriously you do have a problem with the lighting. You have a couple of U/S tubes, but half of the rest of them are the wrong sort. I think you need a mixture of daylight and night light tubes, but I'm not sure. If you've a computer I can use to Google it, and probably get the correct ones and a ball cock from Screwfix later today." they both giggled.
What is it with women that any mention of screwing, balls and cocks, perfectly normal to a bloke gets them all of a giggle. My wife Julie was just the same. Susan pointed me to a computer in the corner and told me that was logged on ready to use, but asked me to be careful at what I looked at as there was some confidential stuff on there, but it was the only spare computer they had. As I walked across to the PC, I said to them both, "The tall lady, she keeps standing up and stretching, has she got something wrong with her back?"
They looked at each other and said. "That's Sandra, we don't think so." Karen came back with.
"I think that bench is too low for her, or the chair not low enough. How tall is she? I should do some Googling."
"We can give you all of her dimensions as we often use the girls as dummies for dress fittings. But she is 6 foot 2 and a 1/2. Does that help?"
"It certainly does, but you seem to have plenty of space behind the plastic sheets, Is there a taller bench behind there?"
"No, we have plans for that space for our new project, you'd better check the lighting behind there as well, there's no rush it's going to be a month or two yet before we start working in there."
I did some Googling and came up with the correct lighting for this sort of workspace, I did a check to see if Screwfix had what I needed, they had the ball cock, and if I ordered them now, the fluorescent tubes would be in by 2:00 o'clock today. I looked up and saw factory shop floor empty, the ladies were in the tea bar. I popped out and measured the height of Sandra's bench. I carried on Googling, I heard the door open and a mug of tea appeared at my elbow. I turned it looks it was another of the ladies. "I'm told you like tea, my name is Jillian, nice to meet you, I was told you don't take sugar as you are already a bit on the sweet side so I've heard."
I just smiled and said. "Thanks." it looks like they were lining up to have a look at me, I was grateful for Karen's warning.
Susan and Karen were still busy doing stuff that I probably wouldn't understand. "Excuse me ladies I've done all I can do until I get the stuff from Screwfix, and the tubes will be in at 2:00 o'clock today, and they have the ball cock in stock." More schoolgirl giggling. "And I think I can do something about Sandra's bench if that's alright with you?"
I said that as if by magic Sandra stood up and stretched her back. "Yes, please that sounds like a good idea we don't want to lose any of our people off poorly if we can help it." said Susan.
Then Karen piped up. "He's been here barely a couple of hours and he's already noticed stuff."
"I will need a lift to the shop." I stopped using the word 'Screwfix' so they didn't giggle every time I said it, "I'm pretty certain they won't fit in my car."
I told her how much it would cost roughly including the new toilet system she told me to go ahead, she asked how I would pay for the items. I told her I would pay for them, get the receipt then she could reimburse me later.
Karen had a little giggle and said. "In cash or in kind?" Susan gave her a thunderous glare. I don't think that saying what that went down well.
"In cash of course, what are you implying?" said Susan.
"I just thought that you to were getting on so well, you know..." She said with a slight smile.
I got the impression it was a touchy subject, I wanted to extract myself from this so I suggested, as everything was going to be in stock in a couple of hours that Susan let me have her Mini and I could collect it. And I get any tea, coffee or milk that they might need on the way. There was a muttering of why I couldn't do it in my car and I said the tubes won't fit. It was a car not fit for purpose so the girls immediately forgot about it.
We came to a conclusion; Karen would take me to the shop via picking up some supplies in the company Mini Countryman. When the time came we wandered outside and looking around Karen said to me. "So where's this car you can't fit these light tubes in?"
I pointed to the saffron yellow Triumph TR6, and she said. "Shit, I can see what you mean." She looked at me with a smile on my face. "Will you take me a spin in that one day please?"
"Ah scrounging lifts off of your boss's boyfriend now are you?" I said smiling
"Boyfriend you think you are?"
"Well, I'm a boy and I think I'm her friend. So, I think the description fits, don't you?"
She laughed. "Oh, I think you're a bit more than a friend who is a boy, well man."
She was right, I didn't know what I was, but she was kind to me and hand on my arm and said, "I know, confusing, but she really does like you. Come on the cars over here." Before I could say anything she dragged me away.
We chatted about mundane stuff, we popped into the supermarket and she picked up milk, coffee and tea I picked up more gin, wine, beer and the odd bit of food, then we carried on chatting about more mundane stuff.
Not far from Screwfix we were sat at traffic lights and she gave me a sideways glance and said in a quiet, serious tone. "You like her, don't you?"
"Yes." I said. "Definitely," And looked at her. She had kind of put me on the spot. I had to answer the question that I had been asking myself. Yes, I did like her, she was bright, cheerful, cute, sexy what was not to like. Oh, and kinky as well. Okay the stress and the job, but no-ones perfect, I just might have to be a bit flexible.
Just as we pulled away from the lights Karen said to me. "Please be patient with her. She's had a few bad experiences. And I'm sure she hasn't told me the full story."
I wanted more information, but I didn't think now was the time to ask, Karen had probably let on more go than she wanted.
We collected all the stuff I wanted from Screwfix and headed straight back. I actually got the toilet sorted in pretty short order, it's not a difficult job then I realised but most of the people were putting their coats on ready to leave. I went to Susan and suggested I changed all the light bulbs now it would be the best time it was it would be empty. It should only take me about an hour.
"You don't have to do it now." Said Susan. "Can't have you working overtime when I'm not paying you, you can come back on Monday." Was she trying to keep me busy?
She said she and Karen had plenty to do so carry on. It took me just over an hour, when I finished, I went into the office and asked if they would like to see the big switch on. I don't think they were expecting too much after all it's just a couple of light bulbs.
They begrudgingly stood by the office door whilst I flicked the switch, and all I heard was. "Bloody hell! Better phone the girls and tell them to bring their sunglasses in on Monday." Susan came and grabbed my arm, "I didn't realise how bad it had got. That's brilliant." Then she realised what she just said, and giggled. "I suppose you're going to want paying for this now, probably dinner knowing you." She said with a smile on her face.
"Well, is quite late, we've both got to eat, the pubs open and if you're offering, seems like a good idea?"
She looked at her watch. "Flipping heck, I didn't realise it was so late." She thought about it a bit and said. "Right, you're on." She leaned across and touched my hand then she surprised me by turning to Karen and said. "Would you like to come as well? I owe you for coming to my rescue last Friday."
She looked at me and in a quiet voice she asked. "You don't mind if Karen comes as well, do you?"
I could see Karen was stuck between the devil and deep blue sea, I think she wanted to come, but didn't want to intrude, I could sort of guess what Susan was doing, so I stuck my tenpenny worth in. "Yes, please do come I'd like to thank you for not beating my brains out with the poker on Friday."
Susan looked stunned. "What poker?"
"Ah that's a story for later." Said Karen.
I'd noticed that most of the time Susan was happy around me, but she seemed to be slightly more relaxed if Karen was there, almost as if she wanted to be with me, but was afraid. I wondered if it had anything to do with what Karen asking me to be patient earlier.
"No, I'd like that, I'll still have to pop my car home so the car park doesn't get too full."
"That's okay we will leave one of ours here, Karen normally stays overnight at my place if we go to the pub for a beer, well a bottle of wine or two actually."
That was when I realised Karen was stood beside us, and she was grinning like a Cheshire cat. "Brilliant, you can give me a ride to the pub in that little yellow car of yours."
Susan cocked an eyebrow. "What little yellow car, he doesn't seem like a little car man to me at all?"
"Oh, you'll see." Said Karen.
Whilst they locked up, I went and folded the roof down on the car, I tried to lean on it nonchalantly, I think I failed but when Susan came out all she said was. "Wow not quite a 'little' car is it really, with the length of that bonnet." I'm sure that innuendo had been made before.
"Right, I'll see you at the pub. I won't race you." I patted the bonnet of the car. "I've got nothing to prove." Let the innuendos flow. They both smiled, Susan jumped into her mini and set off, I followed with Karen in the TR6. I was tempted to blast past Susan on one of the straight bits but I already said I had nothing to prove.
I dropped Karen at the pub, she was going to go in and find a table, I put the car away in the garage by the time I got there Susan was there as well. There was even a pint of Broadside waiting for me, and a bottle of wine for them. They were giggling again; I think this time it was something to do with the car. I heard Karen say to Susan. "You're going to have to ride in that, it's fantastic, a little bit bumpy, but fantastic."



Susan stood up and gave me kiss on the cheek. She looked at me and said. "It was all I could do to stop John putting flowers, candles and a tablecloth on when I walked through the door. Something is going on here."
"I think you.re right, there's something going on this in this village to get us together,"
Karen looked at us both and said. "Then don't disappoint them"
I had a quick thought. 'Is she in on it too?'
It was quiet for Friday night in the pub, we were sat in the corner, we ordered food and settled into a pleasant evening, the girls did talk about work but tried to include me and asked machinery, lighting that sort of thing occasionally, and I think I agreed to do some painting, something about now they could see, they realised how shabby the place looked. Bugger, I did myself in on that one. I didn't feel left out. I didn't mind, good food, good beer, two beautiful happy women. A pleasant evening and it saved me cooking for myself.
Chap 2
I was feeling a bit mellow when Susan leaned into me in a conspiratorial whisper said to me. "Do you want to know what our idea is? I think you'll like it." I think the wine was having an effect. I had a quick glance round there was nobody near, in fact people have been staying away from us all evening. There was something definitely going on in this village.
To make life easy I just nodded, let them get it off their chests. "We are going to make kinky clothing. And other stuff, you know the kinky stuff". I think the wine had taken effect on the pair of them.
"What do you mean kinky stuff?"
"You know bondage stuff. All those kinds of things." I found it strange they weren't giggling.
The girls then explained to me where this idea came from, they had a mother and daughter in together. A bride's dress for the daughter, and a complimentary dress for the mother and the bridesmaids' dresses. Not a problem. It was not that unusual they had done it before. but the strange thing was, the bride came back alone and asked to have a corset made that would fit underneath the dress, she wanted to surprise her new husband. He liked corsets.
Then it got even stranger, because the mother came in and asked for a corset to go under her dress so she could thank the father of the bride properly for all the support and love he'd given her and her daughter over the years. It must be a family thing.
They could not make them but they would source them for the Bride and her mother, so the idea came up why not make themselves.
That was when the girls realised the in the weird world of celebrities and the famous where do they get their kinky stuff from if they are kinky. OK you see celebrities walking round in latex and leather, but that's street stuff, what do they do for bedroom stuff. I just how kinky were they. Susan had an insight into the sort of stuff people might like. So, they made some discreet enquiries because they are absolute discretion they could fulfil a market for bespoke kinky wear.
A bit like the film, ' Kinky Boots.' but with clothing.
Susan went on to explain that her customers wanted quality, and as she had found out in her into her first dabbling into buying bondage stuff, a lot of it was cheap and nasty. So, she would produce stuff to the same quality she produced her dresses.
Then they did the damnedest thing. They asked me what I thought, what the bloody hell did I know about dresses and clothing. I've seen the end product; in fact, I had lots of items left that Julia and I had used. And there was quite a bit of those things I couldn't get rid of it. The bondage stuff might be a bit different. I had some experience there which agreed with Susan's.
I asked them what they were thinking of making. If it could be made out of leather, latex, PVC, satin, silk or lace we can do it, so any sorts of dress and stuff like harness, Catsuits, corset, anything if we can't make it we will source it discreetly. they had already set up a discreet post office box.
I was all a bit agog, why ask me? But I had noticed one thing.
"I'll need to think about that, but one thing I have noticed, shoes. You sell all these wonderful dresses and now branching into other stuff but where do they get their shoes from. Surely the dress and shoes should match?" I think there was a look of realisation on their faces. I carried on. "Just think of this, what if the new husband gets upstairs, remove the dress, to find his new wife wearing a pair of white 6 inch stilettos shoes. Or even more kinky 6 inch high heel thigh high white boots. You know just putting it out there."
I think it really hit them. "Shit that's brilliant, why didn't we think of that." Said Susan.
"We can go and see Giuseppe, we always get on well with him, perhaps we can do business, shit. I know the shoes of boots he keeps in his back room, you know for special customers. What a brilliant idea."
That was when Karen looked at me, leaned in and said quietly. "You really are a kinky bounder, aren't you?" I just smiled.
By the time we'd eaten and I'd had a couple of pints and the girls polished off a bottle or two of Merlot between them it was heading towards half ten and I said it's time I went and made my way home.
Karen looked at a watch and said. "Flipping heck, I've been well as it was that late, we'd better get off." Susan stood up took hold of Karen's arm and said. "Oh no you're not after a bottle of wine, I can't afford for you to lose your driving licence or worse have an accident you're staying at mine tonight!"
She had obviously forgotten Karen's car was still at work.
"Looks like I've got to walk two of you home tonight then." They giggled perhaps that wine was very strong.
We managed to make it back to Susan's place it was a bit difficult as I insisted they both walked on the inside, they wanted to be one either side of me. When we got there, Karen let herself in with her own keys which left Susan and I on the doorstep, Karen was making herself scarce. Susan leaned in she hesitated and gave me a kiss on the cheek and squeeze my hand, I squeezed it back, I kissed her on the cheek as well I gave her a little smile and said. "No rush it'll happen all in its own good time."
I headed home with a bit of a spring in my step it had been a good day.
We didn't see each other over the rest of the weekend. I did some gardening and some work in my workshop with blocks of wood, but I did get several text messages, general 'how are you doing?' sort of things. Plus, one from Karen thanking me for the evening and telling me to 'hang on in there.' I put that in the same category as 'be patient'.
Monday at around 11:00 o'clock my phone rang it was Susan. "The girls have me under orders to phone you and thank you for the lights, they are amazed how bright it is and how much easier it is to see. They also like that the toilet flushes properly now as well."
"Can I pop round?" I asked. "I have something that might help Sandra."
"After what you've done you are welcome anytime. The girls are wondering what magic tricks you're going to pull out of that tool kit of yours." I had several replies run through my head, none of them were suitable at the moment.
I grabbed my bits of wood and a trolley Jack and dropped them in the back of the Stag. I went got to the factory just before they started their lunch break. And when they cleared off to lunch, I got the trolley Jack out and lifted it up Sandra's workbench and placed four one-inch pieces of wood under each leg. I went into the tearoom and asked Sandra if she could come out to a workbench for me. I pointed out to what I'd done and asked her to try and see if that was any better, she leaned into it looked to me and said. "That's brilliant, but a tad too high."
"Not a problem." I said a jacked up the table I removed one of the one-inch blocks from each leg; she got down on her hands and knees and helped me take the blocks out. She tried it again looked at me and told me it was better with the extra blocking I said to again really is no problem with that jacked table back up again pop the blocks under. Again she got down on the hands and knees. She seemed like she didn't want to take advantage. The noise from the tea bar went up quite a bit as she went back in, and I think she was blushing. We had been watched.
"Right, that's my work done here this week, by the way is what you're planning going to happen behind that plastic sheeting," Karen and Susan looked to each other and Karen said. "Tell him, it can't hurt and he might have some ideas,"
"Come with me, and I'll tell you what we've got planned." Said Susan and held out a hand.
She took me out of the office and through the plastic sheeting into room about half the size the current factory as she said to me. "We're thinking turning this into the part of the factory we make all the, you know naughty stuff,"
"What sort of things are you thinking of putting in here?"
"The machine that seals the latex some more cutting tables and the heavy duty sewing machine for the leather." She paused. "We are also trying to think of a way to make the boning for the corsets, or just buy them in, problem is we're going to need all different sizes so one of the problems is making our own or buying in batches half of which we won't use."
"Why not buy batches of the biggest size and get a machine to chop the to the required length?" I suggested. "And you're going to need a press for punching the eye holes for the laces in the corset? And a machine for inserting and spreading the eyelets."
Karen stepped in "Shit, we hadn't thought of that, see he's been useful again!" She carried on. "That's why we had the electricians report, we wanted to know if on handle all the new machinery. We've got to have a bit of work doing, I don't suppose you could do that for us?"
"No that's too specialised. But this place looks like it could do with a coat of paint as well. I'd better add that to my list."
"I suppose you're going to want another dinner for that?" Asked Susan.
"I've actually lost count of how many dinners you owe me, let's just call it two more and call it quits. I'd be happy with that." Then I was a little cheeky. "As long as I can keep seeing you."
Susan looked at me smiled and said. "Your turn to book the pub on Wednesday night then, usual time?"
I nodded my head. I felt things are going very well and I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Karen was smiling.
Another Wednesday evening couldn't come round soon enough for me again. I was calmer and Jasper deemed to come and sit with me for a while, actually he wanted feeding. I was ten minutes early I didn't bother hanging around this time and went straight in she was already there. And, yes we had a tablecloth, candles and flowers. I can't remember much of what happened or what we talked about I do remember it being one of the most pleasant evenings I've had since before Julie died. And there had been many of them until the last couple of weeks. Susan appeared to be more relaxed. I walked her home and she invited me in for drink. She laid her hand on my arm looked at me and said. "Just a drink, for now." What did she mean by 'for now?'
We got inside; she said to me. "Tea, wine, red or white, but I do happen to found a couple of bottles of Broadside."
Well, when the lady goes out and gets your favourite beer it's rude not to drink it, "That will be excellent thank you." She curled up on a sofa with a glass of red wine she looked at me and said. "Can I make a suggestion about dinner Friday?" We hadn't discussed when the next date for dinner was going to be. It looked like somebody was planning ahead.
"Certainly," I replied
"Can I cook you something here instead of going to the pub or a restaurant?"
I didn't want to read too much into it after what had been happening, but I agreed to it. I told her it would be very nice because I thought Harry was running out of candles, she giggled. She looked at me, but there was a sad look in her eyes, "You've done a lot for us this last couple of weeks and I'm getting a bit fond of you being around."
I noticed she said she was getting fond of having me around not fond of me. At least it was a start.
On Friday I took a bottle of Malbec and a bunch of flowers from a proper florist, not a petrol station or supermarket. I did get the florist to put 1 pink rose in the bunch. I knocked on the door and she opened it. She was wearing a silk Chinese style dress with a high button collar, the tightness of the dress accentuated her figure. Her hair was down around his shoulders and she must have been brushing for hours, it gleamed. She held the door open and invited me in me I went in and gave her the flowers and the wine, she smelt the flowers, "These are nice thank you, but you shouldn't have."
"I think it's only polite," I replied and smiled at her. She took my hand at led me into living room where she set up a table and chairs it all looks very nice. "It'll only be a couple of minutes would you open wine let it breathe and you'll find a bottle opener and a bottle of beer there for you."
I did as I was told, but something smelt nice and I thought that beer may not compliment what I was smelling, so I left the top on the bottle. She busied herself in the kitchen and soon came out with a bowl of vegetables and a covered pot. "Coq au vin and steamed vegetables is that okay?"
I was glad I didn't open the beer. That's absolutely fine. It was a lovely meal, but I still felt a little bit of, I don't know, probably shyness. I couldn't put my finger on it. We made small talk about the weather, television, not that either of us watched much. I felt I was going to have to return the favour by cooking for her and we discussed my culinary skills, or lack of them. She laughed at me when I told her that I burned toast and you could play golf with my hard-boiled eggs, and most of my food came out of a packet or a tin. That wasn't true, I mainly ate fresh vegetables but cooked in a microwave to save time and washing up. But what I did was not a patch on what she had done it was fantastic. And I told her so. We chatted some more about how the girls liked having me pop in, I told her that I thought that they were just using me a s a target for their banter and jibes. I smiled as I said to let her know I was Ok with that. She had a slight serious note when she told me Sandra had asked her to pass on her thanks, her back hurt a lot less.
We finished dinner and I helped clear the table, as we went into the kitchen, she rushed across to the worktop next to the oven and held up a packet of Marks and Spencer's Best Coq Au Van and a packet of pre steamed vegetables. We both laughed.
We sat on the sofa and she told me how Karen had told her off for not thanking me for helping her out that Friday, that was why she came down to see me. She said she had been worried about what I had seen, but Karen convinced her I was safe.
Karen, in all the years she had known her had never let her down, so she did as she was told. And she was very glad she did. She did ask me about the poker, I told her that story will have to come from Karen, but I would like to be around when she told it.
I thought it was going well, we had just opened the second bottle when she pulled herself up, put a serious look on her face and took a deep breath. Oh, shit here it comes, a 'Dear John'. Pondering for a second, 'No' you don't dress like that and cook food like that for a 'Dear John' but I felt it was something big.
That's sad look returned to her face and she said to me. "I think I have to explain something, I want to be a little more forward with you, I just can't seem to do it, there's something holding me back. And I don't know for certain what it is, well, I have a feeling it's Jeff?"
She must have seen the furrowed brow at the mention of the name Jeff. "Yes, he was my previous boyfriend and well, he did things." Her hands were folded in her lap she looked down at them, even so I could see tears forming in her eyes, I reached out to my hand slowly to touch, she flinched a little but I persisted, just gently stroking the back of her hand.
I said quietly "Karen told me that he didn't treat you very well, but she told me that it was your story to tell.
"Tell me what happened I won't judge, I'm assuming this is something you can't even tell Karen?" She nodded.
"I have never told her the full story. I don't think she'd understand, and I wouldn't want to put her through it."
We sat there for a little while, I took a sip of my beer, but all the time keeping an eye on her. I could see there were things rolling around in her head. She took a drink of her wine. I could see pick herself up and brace herself. I had no idea what was coming.
She gathered herself together, squared her shoulders looked me in the face and said. "He was a fucking cunt." I'd never heard her swear before nor seen such anger, it was like she was giving somebody both barrels. "He abused me, he abused my trust. And I let him do it, I'm so thoroughly ashamed of myself for putting myself in that position, I'm so angry at myself for being so stupid." She paused a bit looked at me with sad eyes and said. "You may understand this, but I still have the need that he abused me with. I still like being tied up. I still enjoy it; it still relaxes me." She looked sheepish. "And sometimes it's the only way I can, well you know, get off."
I wanted to reach for her touch her but now was probably not a good time. "Do you want to tell me the story I won't judge."
It was as if the swearing had opened a dam, and it all started to pour out. They have been seeing each other for about a year. Susan hadn't told him until then about how she enjoyed being tied up, the restriction. She felt ashamed of it, he initially took it very well, he didn't call her a pervert or any other names or anything like that. Then they started to practice it, she thought he was getting into it and then one day while she was tied up, hands behind her back, legs together he smacked her backside. It seemed and a bit playful, but then sometimes he got a bit rough, she told him to stop and he did. That night they sat and had a talk and discussed safe words. They hadn't used one up until then. She pointed out to him but it was just being bound, it wasn't pain. She wasn't into pain; in fact, pain was a turn off. Over the next couple of weeks, they played a little she noticed he started ordering her around. Telling her what to do, what to wear, how to wear a hair, what shoes to wear there are lots of cases she complied, sometimes she rebelled.
As long as she did as she was told it seemed to go very well when she didn't, he would get grumpy. and on the grumpy nights the ropes would seem to be just that little bit too tight, the handcuffs just that little click extra. Then one day in her rebellious phase he shouted at her 'why can't you just do as you're told, I like you so much easier when you do as you're told'. Then it became easier to do what he said. One evening she made a mistake, not rebelling just a genuine mistake. She knocked over a glass of wine, when they got home from the restaurant, he was extra grumpy for humiliating him, he grabbed her, put her over his knee started smacking her hard after a while she used their safety word and he stopped. He looked around told her there will be more of that if you don't do as you're told. At this point she felt things were getting out of hand she wanted a partner not a dominant in their games. One day he left his laptop behind and it wasn't locked she took a risk and I look at his browsing history. She found a lot of porn sites about BDSM. Heavily into the DSM and not much of the B. She has to squash this straight away that wasn't what she was after when he came round that night she had it out with him that she wasn't into domination and masochism she just enjoyed being restrained and teased. He said it's all the same isn't it? No she said it isn't.



He said he'd give it a try but, he enjoyed being in charge. She thinks that's the time she started to fallout of love with him, if they couldn't be partners in this, they probably wouldn't be partners in anything. But she did love him so she gave it a try. It went well for the next month, some of the slaps not too painful for a little bit, then one day it all reverted back to normal. She didn't do as she was told, he said she was rebelling on purpose to see how much he would take. When they got home, he went on at about being rude to a waiter a. He splashed a drop of soup on her dress, he grabbed her by the back of the neck but over his knee and spanked her again he stopped when she used her safe word this wasn't going well she thought. He came round the next day with a plastic bag with him from a local pet shop. After dinner he wanted to play, she was in the mood for it. But this time he did it slightly different, he blindfolded her before he handcuffed her hands behind her back, normally it was the other way around.
Then she felt something go around her neck and it was uncomfortable, it was a bit tight and rough. He shoved a ball gag into her mouth, it must have been a new one, it was bigger than her usual one. He spun her around and said 'that'll stop you using your safety word' instead she started shaking her head violently. You want to stop? He asked her. She nodded her head with that he took off the blindfold and showed her she was wearing a dog collar and leash. That was it that was the final straw. She was a bit stuck at the moment so she pulled one of her tricks. She tilted her head to one side, and gave him the puppy dog look as if giving in, she gave the handcuffs a Jingle, she hoped she was implying she wanted to do something else. He smiled got the key and undid the handcuffs. As soon as her hands were free, she kneed him in the crotch, hard. He went down, she stamped on his hand, at the time she was wearing 5 inch heels stilettos. She told me the heel didn't go all the way through his hand but it would definitely hurt. She grabbed him by his hair dragged him to the front door and throw him out and locked the door even though he had a key he couldn't get back in. She ran upstairs gathered all of his belongings and there was quite a few, put them in a plastic bin bag and threw them out the front door she said she doesn't remember exactly what she said to him but he got off lucky with just a knee in the nuts.
By now she was crying, she looked deflated. She hadn't even told Karen about what Jeffrey had done.
"I don't think Karen would understand, she's not kinky. She wouldn't have understood how he violated my trust, I think you're different. I remember exactly what you did to me on that Friday and you have never once bought it up or even discussed it, apart from telling me Julie and you used to play the same sort of games
She looked at me. "I loved that man and he abused me and my trust. I want to trust you, I like you, a lot, but I'm not sure I know how. I'm so confused." I held the hand I had to my lips and kissed the palm. I lifted her head and looked in the eyes and told her I understand, I thanked her for trusting me with this information that she did not share with her best friend, and that I will tell no one about what she had told me.
"Unfourtunatly there is a little more." She looked down and in a whisper she said. "I went to a professional to get my fix, a woman, I thought she would understand. She didn't, she didn't get it was just the restriction I wanted. She hurt me as well. That was simple, I stopped going."
After taking a large drink of wine she said to me. "Well, that's all my dirty washing done."
To me safety words or actions cannot, cannot be ignored. I went to get her a glass of wine. She finished it in one go. I thought she was wrong and Karen would have understood, but maybe Susan didn't want to show she had been abused or taken advantage of. Never mind the reason, it was her decision.
She sat there breathing quite heavily for a while I looked it up the gentle voice I said. "Do you feel better now you've let it out, a couple at times in there you were shouting."
"Was I? I didn't know, yes actually I do feel better, thank you."
I was a bit cheeky and fetched myself a beer from the fridge, it's was just something to give me time to think. I had not yet finished my other one in the glass. I came back and sat next to her, took her hand in mine again. Looked at her straight in the eyes and said. "Susan I am very fond of you, I would never do anything like that. My life with Julie was a partnership in everything we did in and out of bed, I would have the same with you if we get that far, but I know it will be hard for you to trust so let's start with this. You have a safety word what you can use anytime. If I'm buttering toast the wrong way you say so, use the safety word, we'll talk about it. If I'm driving to too fast for your liking. safety word, I'll slow down we'll talk about it. Absolutely anything, safety word, stop and talk, how does that sound."
"Buttering your toast, you think you will get that far buddy do you." She giggled.
"I sincerely hope so at some time and you can feel free to test the safety word anytime you like."
She tilted her head to one side and said. "What was Julie's safety word?"
"Rhubarb."
"Then let's use rhubarb it will save you learning a new one. Mine was pineapple." She giggled slightly "It's just struck me how my safety word is a prickly thing and that's just what he was, a prickly cunt."
She now looked very, very tired and I said to her. "You look shattered, do you want to go to bed and I tidy up here?"
"No, I would hate for you to waste your beer. Would you mind if you just held me for a while?" Not an offer I was going to refuse.
I decided if I heard either 'Rhubarb' or 'Pineapple' I would stop.
I was becoming fond of her and I would take anything I could get. I held her for a while and I think she nodded off. She moved slightly and woke up. I finished my beer and said. "It's time I was going." She stood up and took my hand as we walked to the door. I proffered my cheek, she placed a hand gently on my face and turned it to her and she kissed me full on the lips not a big kiss not a long kiss, but on the lips.
Saturday morning I got a phone call from Susan, her toilets were backing up. Could I go round for a look. I lifted the metal cover in the garden to see the blocked drain. I explained I've seen this before. We had a party many years ago to celebrate Julie's remission, we had a dodgy Curry and lots of use of wet wipes blocked the toilet. She had had a party with the girls from her work about three weeks ago. I went and got my drain clearing kit. Dirty old clothes, rubber gloves, goggles and rods and started clearing the blockage. It could have been there a while because all of a sudden it cleared and I got a blowback. I was covered in shit. After Susan stopped laughing at me, I ask her to go to my house for clean clothes. I tell her where to get underwear from, as you go in the bedroom door on the left, it's a set of built in wardrobes, cupboards and drawers. Second drawer down, socks and underpants. Cupboard above the drawers' sweatshirts. Right wardrobe trousers. Stand alone wardrobe opposite has trainers. As she leaves, she gives me towels. As soon as she leaves, I undress down to underpants and put them in bin liner. While she's away I go upstairs and shower. She comes back finds me in kitchen with a towel around my waist drinking a cup of tea.
She teases me by sitting on my lap and says let's talk about the first thing that comes up. She gets off laughing at me giving me the chance to dress.
Susan seems much more relaxed around me today, as if the revelation of yesterday lifted a weight off her shoulders.
She insists on making dinner this evening, well getting it in from the Chinese as a thank you. She points out her house is different from mine. I seem to have only two bedrooms she has three. Yet the same number of windows. She noted down the upstairs corridor there was only one door, where she has two, she was looking for the light switch. There appears to be a room missing I sort of blush and look down. She has light bulb moment. "You've got a dungeon, haven't you?"
"No."
"Come on then let's go to your place to prove it."
I give in. "It's not a dungeon but it is a playroom."
"I'd still like to see it."
"OK maybe someday, I need to tidy up first, it's a bit of a mess I haven't been in there for a while."
She leans forward and looks at me. "I think you're trying to hide something, I think we should go now." She has a little smirk on her face. "I tell you what, you show me your playroom and I'll show you my bedroom." She kind of had me at that as I wanted to see what her bedroom was like a bit of an insight so I can carry on trying to get her into it.
"OK, your bedroom first."
"Oh no because I do have stuff to tidy up that a man really shouldn't see on his first trip into a lady's boudoir."
I gave in, 5 minutes later we were stood in my bedroom. I opened the stand alone wardrobe door wide pushed the clothes to one side and showed Susan there was a door in the back. A kind of Lion Witch and the Wardrobe sort of thing. We went through, I coughed with all the dust it had been a while. She came in and all I heard was. "Bloody hell."
What she saw was a large wardrobe, a large chest of drawers a pile of plank of woods leaning up against the wall, a couple of winged armchairs and a table but what we took her attention was the set of stocks there was a large pillar vertically mounted on a wooden platform at the top of the pillar horizontally was a set of stocks putting your neck and wrists in. Susan went across and started to stroking the woodwork. She looked at me and said. "Bloody hell how kinky is this can I try it?"
"I can't see why not, safety word?"
By now she was swinging the stocks open and started putting herself into it facing outwards. She said. "Rhubarb."
I turned her around so she's facing the pillar swung the stocks together and locked it.
"Bloody hell you could do anything to me now." With that she gave a little shake of her bum and smiled at me.
"Do you want me to do something to you?"
"Sorry, I gave you the wrong impression, I sort of do but don't I'm not sure yet. I think you had better let me go I'd like to look at the other stuff if I may."
"I'll let you go but I want to show you something first." I didn't give her time to answer, the vertical post was hinged, I undid the locking bolt and slowly eased it forward until it came to rest horizontally. She was now bent at the waist with the head looking down. In that position I undid the stock and lifted it.
She stood up and looked at me and said. "Oh, I can see how much fun that would be, I might just have to try that one day." She smiled there was a brightness in her eyes.
She walked towards the wardrobe.
Jasper strolled in, sneezed and strolled out, his nose in the air. It was very dusty.
Susan smiled and said. "Jasper thinks it needs a Spring Clean in here."
"As usual Jasper is correct." It was my turn to smile. "You offering?"
"I might. Depends what I find in here?"
She put a hand on the wardrobe door handle looked at me and said to me. "May I?"
I nodded she opened the door
"Wow. You like shiny stuff don't you," We did, she was looking inside. I could see the catsuits Julie used to wear, leather, latex, PVC as well as the Basques and corsets. She pushed them to one side to see the thigh boots and high heeled shoes. She pulled out a pair of black leather thigh boots and stroked them "Wow, I love thigh boots especially tight ones, this lot makes me look like an amateur. Is this all Julie's stuff?" Again, I just nodded, she walked across to the chest of drawers there were six draws in two columns of three again she looked at me and said. "May I?"
"You've seen the wardrobe you might as well see the rest, I don't think there be anything in there to surprise you."
She opened the drawer which I knew contained all of our cuffs, leather, steel for wrists and ankles with all the padlocks and keys. She was very interested in a set of handcuffs I had made for Julie, they were like the number 8 cut down the middle vertically with a gap between the two loops. There was a stud sticking up from one half and a corresponding hole in the other half. A simple wing nut secured the two halves together. They were bent slightly to fall to the natural angle to be comfortable. I had lined the loops with leather and shined the steel so they shone like chrome. They were Julie's favourites. I could see Susan was taken by them too. The shape of them meant they could only be worn one of two ways he's with the palms facing or away from the buttocks, They were tight fit, designed for Julie so the hands could be secured behind the back and not painful when laid upon.
Susan pulled open the next drawer down which had almost normal lingerie, teddies, suspender belts, stockings that sort of stuff. The bottom drawer was empty she moved across the next column show from the top drawer which had gags ball gags of various sizes as well as harnesses, blind folds and some scarves to use as gags and blindfold. The next drawdown and I could smell the leather she pulled out the armbinder that was in there looked at me and said "I've always wanted to try one of these, can we do it someday?"
"Is now a good time?"
"I'm tempted but no. I think I'd like a build up to it. and there's more stuff to look at yet"
Then she picked up the cloverleaf nipple clamps. "Not sure I'd like these, I don't do pain."
"Julie liked a little bit, I reduced the spring tension until Julie told me it was just the right amount of pressure to hold them in place, but you won't find any whips, crops or spanking or paddles, just the nipple clamps, no weights or anything to increase the pain."
Looking into the drawer she said. You seem to have a lot of long gloves in here, leather, PVC latex, was that a thing for you? It was something I hadn't thought of as kinky but you seem to?"
"We did, it also eased the marks on Julie's wrists an elbows.
Then she lifted out the leather full head lace up helmet, she looked at me, "You two really were kinky."
"That was one thing I wanted to try. Julie didn't like it, she tried it twice, the second time to confirm she didn't like it. She did like the collar that goes with it, it is like a leather choker."
"We had some stuff we gathered over the years like the gloves and corsets, but after the insurance pay-out we had enough money to try anything we liked, and that was one she didn't. We tried it once. Julie didn't like it; it was too restrictive."
she looked at me and said, "I like being restricted would you mind if I tried it on."
"If you don't mind wearing something that Julie has worn, please go ahead."
She slipped her face into it lined up the nostrils. She tried to pull the laces but wasn't having any success. Taking it off. She seemed to think a bit. Walking across to the drawers she picked up the special handcuffs and the collar that went with the helmet and holding them out to me said. "Would you do me the honour please?"
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Revenge.
In the taxi I felt distraught at what had happened. They had taken the love of my life away from me and subjected her to unspeakable things. I cried. I was still slightly woozy from the drugs, my brain slowly clearing, and as it did, a plan started to form.
This is Dark people
Friday
It was a Friday and my Fortieth birthday. My parents had taken the children away for a week to Cornwall. My wife, Mary, had booked the restaurant next to the golf course on the edge of town months ago; it took ages to get in. It was very good so we were told, ideal for celebrations like this. There was a nightclub next door. It was not our intention to go there, we are not nightclub sort of people, just a couple of average middle-aged people. I worked for an engine manufacturer in Derby. Mary was a librarian at the local university. We did alright for ourselves. We shared our hobbies. Mine kept me fit, and I made things for a local club I belonged to in my workshop and the club pandered to Mary's pleasure of dressing up and amateur dramatics.
Her dressing up really showed that Friday night as she came down the stairs of our house prior to going out she was not slim, she had bulges in all the right places as befitted a thirty eight year old mother of two. She got halfway down the stairs in her satin red dress, red velvet choker with a heart emblem, her hair piled on her head, her makeup perfect, even better was the smile on her face. The satin dress had a split to mid-thigh, she gently eased it to one side to show me her stocking tops. "These are for you my sweetheart for being a wonderful husband." I almost didn't want to go out. I knew that with a smile on her face, there would be fun tonight when we got home.
We got a taxi to the restaurant; the food was fantastic, and the service was brilliant. They made us feel very welcome. I was surprised when the maître-d' came across to us carrying a small sponge cake with four candles on it. He smiled at me. "Happy Birthday Sir, may you have a pleasant evening, we wish you well."
I looked at Mary, the smile on her face said it all. She had organised this. There was a gentle applause around the restaurant as I blew out the candles, the maître-d' appeared with a small knife and handed it to me and I cut a slice out to give to my gorgeous wife. That was when a gentleman and a lady turned up beside our table. "Excuse me, that was a lovely gesture, would you mind if we take a photograph. My name is Bryan and this is Beverly; we own this restaurant. We would like to use your picture on social media as advertising if you have no objections."
I couldn't see the harm in it. I looked them over, he was a handsome man, Beverly was a good-looking woman, and both were very smartly dressed. The way they reacted to each other and they were both wearing wedding rings implied they were husband and wife. But they never said so. They certainly acted like it. But they looked kind of similar, never mind.
We arranged the cake so the slice I had taken out could not be seen, all four of us posed around it and the maître-d' took several photographs with his phone, he nodded to Bryan and walked away.
Beverly spoke to us. "As a thank you would you join us for a drink next door in the club, we own that as well. Just a quick one as we can see you have other things planned for this evening." Beverly had a dazzling smile.
We could see no reason not to accept. Mary smiled and told them we had a taxi booked for ten o'clock, so as long as we had finished by then, it would be okay. That gave us about an hour, that would be ideal.
Bryan and Beverly escorted us out of the restaurant to the club, as we walked in Bryan walked forward and spoke to a large man on the door. "George, this is Evann and Mary. They are our guests for tonight, make sure they are looked after."
George looked across, put out his hand and said. "Welcome." He shook both our hands and smiled at us. Seemed like a nice fellow.
Bryan ushered us into the club. The lighting wasn't too dim, you could see everybody, the music wasn't too loud, you could hold a conversation. That was a surprise, this was not like the few of the clubs that Mary and I had been to in the past; there were not that many mind you. Those we did go to put us off going back.
Bryan guided us to a booth at the back of the club but I noticed It was between two fire exits, a sort of exclusive area. I look for those sorts of things. Sad, I know. A waitress appeared. I wanted beer but I thought something more refined would be ideal so I asked for a gin and tonic, single. I had things to do this evening. I did not want to be incapable. Mary had a glass of white wine. We chatted with Bryan and Beverly, they told us how they built the club up and how the restaurant catered for the majority of people who used the club, A sort of symbiotic relationship.
They asked what we did for a living and a bit about us. We told them, all quite boring really, I've had a few sips of my gin and tonic keeping an eye on the time. I started to feel a bit woozy, not off, not ill, just not top hole. I looked across at Mary, her eyes seemed a bit glazed over, most of her wine was gone. "Are you alright sweetheart, you've lost a bit of colour?" I asked her.
Beverly became immediately concerned. "Is she alright, I hope it's not something she ate next door?"
Bryan piped up. "Look we've got a room just behind here, shall we go in so she can have a bit of a lay down, we will make sure your taxi is sorted." I got up, I was a bit unsteady on my feet but with Bryan's help we managed to get Mary through the small fire exit which led to a corridor with three doors on one side and another fire exit at the end. Bryan went to the middle one, I thought that was strange, but I do not know why I thought it strange.
He opened the door and ushered us inside. I did notice there was a dressing screen, some strange shapes in the dark and a large TV on the wall. It was all very plush, red leather, deep red carpets and what looked like a big bed and a couple of chairs, I found it a bit hard to concentrate.
Bryan and Beverly helped Mary onto the bed. "Just let her lay on the bed for a minute. I'm sure she will recover. Have a seat in the chair." Said Beverly, she had a soft voice I thought to myself.
I was feeling worse; the room was spinning. I managed to make it to the chair with Beverly's help and collapsed in it. It was very comfortable, I think I fell asleep. Whatever it was had wiped me out.
As I passed out, I thought this could be food poisoning, I hoped not, I would not want to get Bryan and Beverly into trouble.
I was coming round and through the mugginess I heard a comment from Bryan. "I don't think you gave him enough."
"I put an extra drop in. He does seem quite bulky under those clothes. How much did you give her?" That sounded like Beverly.
"Oh, the usual amount."
"She'll be okay, she'll be putty in your hands little brother. It was that red choker that did it for you wasn't it? You think she's a bit submissive. Right up your street".
"You know me so well big sis." What the bloody hell was going on here. The next thing I knew there was a soft cold flannel on my face that seemed to wake me up.
I blinked my eyes and there was Beverly in front of me smiling. "Are you okay, how do you feel?" She asked.
"Better now, I think." I told her.
"That's good because you're going to enjoy this. Maybe not at first, but you will." That was confusing. I tried to stand up and discovered I could not. I found I was tied to the chair by my wrists. I looked down. I had several coils of rope wrapped around them tying my wrists to the chair back uprights, there was one around my waist holding me firmly in the chair. That was when she slapped me across the face.
Beverly looked at me "My, you are big under that suit. I think I might have some fun with you tonight whilst my brother has fun with your wife."
What!
She slapped me again. "Now this is what is going to happen. We have given Mary enough ecstasy with my brother's special additive that she will fuck any man that smiles at her and at this moment, that's only my brother and you. You behave yourself and you will be the only men to fuck her." She raised an eyebrow, the implication was clear. "You have no control over what happens next. You will do as you're told, all this is being recorded and it will be edited and if the police come around, it will be made available on various websites and sent to every contact you have. Whilst you were out Mary gave us the passcode to her phone. She is a good girl and does exactly as she is told. Don't worry we will make sure you enjoy yourself as well, it's only fair I will take care of you.
"I have practice looking after men. I have to look after my little brother, that's what Mummy and Daddy told me to do."
Struggling to pull myself free from the chair I realised my legs were tied up off the floor. I had no purchase on the floor and the chair had obviously been bolted down. Beverly grabbed my hair and moved to one side and there was Mary. She was strapped to a cross; she could barely move. Her dress had been removed revealing the underwear she had worn just for me. Her bra had been tucked underneath her breasts, lifting them up. Her nipples were poking over the top. Her head was on her chest as if she was asleep. Then I saw her move. Her body shuddered and she let out a groan. It sounded like pleasure not pain.
"Now here's what's going to happen, you are going to close your mouth or we will hurt your wife." I wondered what for, but I saw no option. What it did not see was Bryan behind me. All of a sudden, my mouth was taped shut. Bryan held me round the neck, I could not move my head. Beverly applied lipstick to the tape, Bryan turned my head, Beverly pointed to a big mirror on the wall. I could see myself. It looked like I was sat there smiling. Beverly took me by the shoulders.
"My, there are some muscles under these clothes." Looking at her brother she said. "He is well built up here. I wonder what he is like downstairs."
"Doesn't matter how strong he is, I am going to fuck his wife up the arse as much as I like and the cuck can do nothing about it."
In a playful schoolmistress type voice Beverley said. "I've warned you not to take the piss too much, one day you will go too far." With that, she knelt in front of me and undid my belt, zip and then pulled my trousers and underpants down freeing me up.
She looked at her brother and laughed. "Hey this one's bigger than you." She giggled. "But there again most men are. This could be fun for me tonight." Bryan glared at her. That was when I noticed Mary lifting her head from her chest. There was a strange buzzing sound that I hadn't noticed before. Beverly walked across to Mary on the cross and pulled her knickers down and that was when I saw the vibrator up inside Mary. I struggled but there was no way I was getting free; tears were pouring down my face. It crossed my mind that these two had done this before.
It came to me that Mary had only been placed on the cross so that I could see the depth of their depravity and show how little control I had over the situation.
Looking at me Beverly said. "It might be easier if I explain. My baby brother was born six minutes after me. Here is the quirky bit: I was born on the 28th February and Bryan on the 29th. It was a leap year, so I have to always look after my brother as he is only a quarter of my age."
She was laughing as she walked up to Mary on the cross, took her face in her hands and kissed her full on the lips. Mary appeared to kiss her back. I don't think my wife had kissed another woman like that before, certainly not whilst I had known her.
Beverly looked at Bryan and said. "She is warming up nicely, I'm off to get changed. You keep warming her up and I will deal with Evann when I get back. This is going to be a fun night bro." With that she leaned in and kissed Bryan full on the lips. Walking off she went behind the screen.
Bryan stood by the bed taking his clothes off until he was down to his underpants. He had a small tent sticking out the front. He walked up to Mary and started kissing her, one hand he caressed her breasts and with the other he moved the vibrator in and out. Mary shuddered, I recognised her having an orgasm. Her body collapsed and she hung by her wrists.
He looked at me and said. "Now she is hot." I looked away.
He walked over to me and slapped me, not hard, but enough to get my attention.
"You will watch, keep your eyes open and on us, if you don't, I will cut her and then you, you won't like it." He then showed me a ten-inch carving knife. Which he tapped gently on my penis. The meaning was obvious. With what they had done so far, I had no reason to disbelieve him.
That was when Beverly reappeared her make-up was the same, what was different was the skintight latex catsuit she was wearing thigh-length leather boots, and PVC long gloves. The archetypical dominatrix. Bloody hell she also had a dildo sticking out of her groin. I tried to wrench myself free again, but nothing came free.
"Ah, I see from the knife you've had the 'watching' chat. I hope he keeps watching because I want some of what he has between his legs, I wouldn't want it shortening. Although I have some work to do, he has gone very small, still I suppose that's normal if you threaten to cut a man's wedding tackle off." She laughed.
Bryan and Beverly looked at each other, smiled and walked towards Mary, they untied her wrists from the cross. She immediately threw herself at Bryan and grabbed hold of his cock through his underpants and started to kiss him. Beverly quickly got behind her, took hold of her wrists, dragged them behind her and handcuffed them there. That didn't stop Mary from pushing herself onto Bryan.
Between them they pushed Mary to the bed. When she saw me sitting there with my cock hanging out she tried to push towards me. I had the impression any cock would do. She probably hadn't seen the strapless dildo Beverly had sticking out of her pussy. This was not my wife; this was obviously the drugs. They got Mary on the bed and on her knees. Beverly sat in front of her face and pulled it down so she could suck the false cock coming from her groin, that was when Bryan got behind her and dropped his underpants.
Now I could see what the joke was about. I doubted if it was five inches long, not that big round either. He entered Mary and despite the small size it was, it had an immediate effect on her. She sucked at the false cock for all she was worth. These two were obviously practised at this. Bryan reached forward, took hold of Mary's hair and pulled her head back off the false cock. Beverly unzipped the crutch of the catsuit further, pulled the false cock out, took hold of Mary's hair and pulled her face into her pussy. Bryan slapped her arse. "Lick it Mary, lick it like it like it was an ice cream."
I could see Mary giving it all she was worth, we did not watch a lot of porn and I do not think Mary had any experience of what she was doing now. There was absolutely nothing I could do, just sit and watch.
Beverly started to breathe heavily. She looked at her brother and said. "I hope your end is better than mine, she's not very good at this, she will need some training for the future."
"Oh no she's just fine down here, but I bet her backside will be even better."
"Right, it's time I had some fun then. Don't rush, we've got all night."
With that, Beverly got off the bed and moved across to me. She had an evil smile on her face.
"Now let's see what we can do with this." She stroked my limp cock. "I don't know how good Mary is at sucking cock, but my brother tells me I'm one of the best he's had, so hopefully you're in for a bit of a treat."
I do love a woman dressed in skin tight latex, but so far she has had no effect on me. That wasn't the same when she employed her mouth. I tried hard to think of something else, but it was difficult. I was humming tunes in my head but I couldn't get away from that warm feeling around my cock. I have to admit she was very good, it didn't take her long to get me to full mast. The feel of the PVC gloves may have had something to do with it as well. I love that feeling but they wouldn't have known that it was one of Mary's tricks. Beverley stood up, spread her legs and impaled herself on me.
"Oh yes, that's good, that hits all the spots. You're going to have to visit us again and I might give you more control next time because at the moment I've got to do all the work. Not that I'm complaining."
She unzipped the front of the catsuit, and I could see her breasts. She rubbed them in my face, but it did nothing for me.
She rode me quite hard; I hate to say it but she was good. I could feel her muscles clenching. she would probably have to do that when her brother fucked her.
"Have you finished over there Bryan?" She asked.
"Oh no, I've got a bit to go yet, how are you doing?"
"He's getting me there, but I think I need a little help, know what I mean?"
"Oh yes, your favourite, be right across."
Beverly eased herself off me, looked at me, smiled and then got on her knees. I could see Bryan was still pounding away at Mary. Her eyes were closed, it looked like she was about to come again, I recognised the shudder. I had seen it too many times tonight. Bryan pulled himself out and dragged Mary off the bed towards us. Beverly stood up, turned round and impaled herself on me again. She was facing away. That was good. I couldn't see what was happening.
"Look in the mirror." I heard Bryan say. "As much as my sister likes you, I'm still prepared to reduce you. Because I will still have your wife."
I slowly turned my head. Mary was on her knees with a head between Beverly's thighs. I knew she was there. I could feel her. Bryan was still pumping away. They were both looking at me smiling. Then Bryan said. "She's got a really tight asshole, I bet you've never been up here Evann have you?" He was right, I hadn't. Well only twice, once to see if we liked it and the second to confirm that we didn't. It made her very sore and it didn't do a great deal for me.
The evening carried on and I just had to sit there and watch as they both took Mary in a variety of ways. She had false and real cocks in every hole. I even saw Beverly sucking her brother's cock when he started to flag, and I think he even had her up the arse. His cock was probably too small for her pussy.
But I think the worst was when they made Mary airtight using me. I had run out of tears. I had cried at the frustration of not being able to do anything to save my wife. Beverly would come across and make my cock hard with her PVC gloved hands and lick the tears off my face. The last time she did that she whispered in my ear. "It'll soon be over and we can talk about what comes next."
There will be no next time I had already decided. "Don't think there won't be a next time, there will be and you won't be so restrained, so you can do a better job and you will satisfy me better. All those that have been in your position have thought that and they were wrong. We will explain in a minute when this is all done." She looked at Bryan. "My little brother's nearly there one last final trick should do it."
Beverly got me hard and then lay down on the floor sideways in front of me. Bryan manhandled Mary, her hands still cuffed behind her. I think that was done more to protect them from Mary raping them or perhaps they just liked it to show control. Bryan put Mary's pussy onto Beverly's false cock, then he got behind Mary and shoved his small cock up her arse. He grabbed hold of Mary's hair, twisted her head around and made her suck me. I'm afraid she wasn't very good. Her jaw must be aching after what I had seen her do, she must be getting very tired. Bryan grunted and stopped; he could only do so much; he fell backwards letting Mary roll off of Beverly. Looking down at Beverly she had a dreamy look on her face. And so did Mary.



I just sat there with a completely empty soul after what I had witnessed for the last couple of hours. I was completely drained. None of this had been Mary's fault, so why did I feel so angry at her probably because she enjoyed it so much but that would be the drugs. It was not like her.
After a few minutes Bryan and Beverly stirred, they lifted Mary onto the bed and removed the handcuffs. She was with us, but only just.
I could see the marks on her wrists, but she didn't even bother rubbing them. Bryan started to get dressed. Beverly went behind the screen then re-emerged quickly wearing the dress prior to this nasty event.
They stood side by side in front of me, Bryan spoke. "Now this is what is going to happen. We are going to untie one hand, you're going to free yourself, dress Mary and go to the front door. George will have a taxi waiting for you and they will take you home. We have Mary's phone number. We will give her a call and you will come back here as and when we say."
I wanted to shake my head and snort through my nose, but it would do no good. "If we have any problems, we will put the edited video on the internet and make sure all your friends and family get a copy."
That was when I noticed Beverly had a remote control in her hand. She pointed it to the television which lit up into a screen in quarters, they must have four cameras in here. She pressed 'play' and the events of the past few hours appeared in fast forward. She paused one bit and said to me. "See it looks like you're sitting there smiling whilst Bryan is fucking your wife. It looks like you are complicit in it." She played some more.
Then Bryan said. "Stop, stop, go back about 10 seconds." Beverly did and she paused it. "Look at that bit. It looks like Mary is restrained, handcuffed and you are free, the ropes holding you down can't be seen. It looks like you are participating in her debasement. You could even say that you're helping her being raped. It would just have to be a suggestion; we don't have to actually say it. You're not hard, but not soft either."
"We will give Mary a call and you two will turn up as ordered or the video goes out. Don't worry we will let you have a copy so you can see how good we are at editing. Be ready, it could be as soon as next week, get sitters for your children."
"No, not next week." Said Beverly. "We have sweet Amina and her husband coming on Friday. You like her, she is so petite, she is tight even for you and we are teaching them both so much. We will need Saturday off without any one to play with to recover. Ahmed is so much fun to dress up as a woman, like a little doll, he wears me out."
"Perhaps we should feminise Evann?" Said Bryan.
Beverly growled at him. "Only if you are fucking stupid. That would be a step too far."
She was correct. They had already taken several steps too far and I was going to get them back.
I just had no idea how without going to prison.
My first priority was looking after Mary.
Whilst Bryan was undoing the knot on my right wrist Beverly leaned in and ripped the plaster off my face. "We need this." She said. Then she leaned in further and kissed me. I did not respond. "You had better do better than that next time. I want your mouth on my clit and do a good job. Go home and practise on Mary. Tonight would be good as she is still full of Bryan, although there is generally not much up there." She stood up and laughed.
Bryan went across to Mary. He lifted her up gently and looked into her face. "Take ​​Evann home and fuck him to within an inch of his life. But make sure he eats you out first so we get some ​​practise for my big sister. What do you say?"
"Yes, Bryan, I'll get him to eat me."
Bryan replied. "From now on it's Master Bryan and Mistress Beverly. Got that?"
"Yes, Master Bryan."
He laid her head down gently.
Beverly looked at me. "Don't worry Evann, you will soon be calling me mistress."
They walked out the door arm in arm.
I struggled to get my wrist free. I saw Mary get up and come towards me, she was staggering. She had a wild look on her face. "Evann, I can't wait till we get home eat me now!"
She managed to get up on the chair and thrust her pussy in my face. It looked red and raw, it must be sore. I could see nothing leaking out, but I wasn't taking the risk. I turned my head away. "Come on, please Master Bryan said you've got to do it."
I counted on that. "Master Bryan said we've got to do it at home, you wouldn't want to break his rules now, would you?" I was already thinking about STD tests before we go near each other that way.
I managed to get my arm free. I got her off the chair, she was still very unsteady on her feet. I got my other wrist free and stood up. Bloody hell, everything ached and I was still woozy myself. My mouth was dry. I looked around and there were a couple of bottles of water, but I wasn't drinking anything in this place.
All the steam seemed to have gone out of Mary and I managed to get her dressed. Oddly enough her shoes hadn't come off. We made it to the front door of the club. George was there. He had a large bottle of water and three glasses. I thought that was strange.
"You probably need this, but you don't trust anything that comes out of that club." He three quarter filled two glasses and filled one to the top after opening the bottle. I heard the seal open. He drank the full glass and then handed the three-quarter ones to us. "Bryan told me to look after you, that is what I'm doing. However, don't get any ideas where my loyalties lay. Cross them or me and you will get hurt. Don't worry I won't hurt Mary, I don't swing that way, it's your arse I'll take."
There was a taxi waiting there.
I did not give the taxi driver the address as we got in. I waited until we were out of earshot of George before I gave him the address, it wasn't our house. The city centre was still buzzing even at that time of the night. He dropped us off and I selected a taxi at random and got him to take us home. The driver commented that it looked like my missus had had a good night as she could not walk properly.
And that was how we got to the stage where I wanted to kill two people. I held Mary and let plans form in my head on the taxi drive home.
Saturday
I walked upstairs to the bedroom. Mary was still asleep on our bed. She must have heard me come in, she bounced herself off the bed and put her arms around me. "Come to bed please, Bryan tells me I've got to fuck you to within an inch of your life. Please, I must do as he says."
I pushed her away, I looked into her eyes. Her pupils were massively dilated, whatever they had given her was still in her system. I pushed her onto the bed.
I walked into the bathroom and closed the door. I did something I had never done before. I locked it. Mary started beating on the door. "Please I must do as Master Bryan says or he will punish me, he won't let me have him again."
I looked at myself in the mirror. I was a mess, this could not go on. I did not like the man looking back at me. I remember my Dad saying to me 'you have to respect the man looking back at you in the mirror, if you don't then you have to do something about it'. My Mum and Dad were still with us; they can never find out about what happened last night.
Okay the man in the mirror had been drugged, bound, gagged and had little choice, but I still did not like him. He was a wimp.
I looked down at my wrists where the rope bound me to the chair, there was nothing there now.
It had been made plainly obvious last night as we left the club that any involvement of the police would bring physical and mental dire consequences.
The banging stopped on the door, so I went out. I heard Mary talking, she was on the phone. "Bryan, he won't let me fuck him, I'm sorry, I keep trying."
That got me going, I had to do something about the situation right now.
I walked up to her, snatched the phone out of her hand, pushed her back on the sofa and hung up. I got pen and paper and copied down Bryan's number from her phone, blocked the number and then deleted it in contacts. She came rushing to me, I held her off. "Please give me my phone, that's how Bryan contacts me when he wants me next, please. Beverly will want you too. Please."
I don't know what drugs they had given her, but this was most unlike her. I felt angry, very angry. She had no control over what happened to her, I couldn't take it out on her. But I had to make a point, I grabbed her hair and dragged her to the downstairs toilet. I'm a man who never puts the lid down. I threw her phone into the toilet and flushed it. It took two goes before it disappeared around the bend. She fell on the floor. "He can't contact me now, how's he going to contact me? He doesn't know where we live."
I grabbed her by the hair again and made her look me in the face. "Why would he want you, he's got his sister and any other woman he wants? He doesn't want you. I don't want you." I had to shock her, anyway that was how I felt at the moment. I knew it wouldn't last, but I had to vent my anger somehow and verbally at her was the only way. Not nice of me I know, but I wasn't feeling very nice.
She was now a mess of tears. I helped her, I carried her gently upstairs and put her to bed. She immediately fell asleep. I decided I had things to do.
I went to the local DIY store and bought some things I would need for my plan. I probably shouldn't have been driving. When I got back the first thing I did was to check on Mary. As I watched, tears formed in my eyes. I could hear her whispering in her sleep 'Bryan, Master, Mistress Beverly I'm sorry, he won't let me, I want you again Bryan and you Beverly please I'm sorry' she was muttering in her sleep.
Now I was really angry, I would have to take it out on something. The idea that started forming in my head last night had grown. I went downstairs to the workshop attached to the back of the garage. I fired up the forge, I pumped hard on the bellows, harder than I should. The charcoal burnt very quickly, very bright and it spat everywhere. I put on a pair of gloves, I would need to wear gloves with everything I did in the workshop from this moment on. I selected a piece of metal from my stock, shoved it into the charcoal, when it was hot enough, I took it out and started beating it into the shape I wanted. When I stopped having any impact on it, I reheated it and started beating again, taking my anger out on an inanimate chunk of metal and slowly the shape I wanted formed. I beat until I had the shape I wanted, I quenched it and cut it and formed the last bit.
It started as venting my rage but with every beat of the hammer on the metal the plan finalised.
It was getting late and I did not want to disturb my neighbours with the noise of me beating metal, plus I had a job to do. Google Earth distance measuring can be okay, but it's better to know the proper distance. I went upstairs and checked on Mary. She was still fast asleep, hopefully, the drugs will keep her that way for a while. I leaned over, brushed her hair off of her face, kissed her cheek and said to her. "I'm sorry sweetheart."
I got my push bike out. I hadn't used it in years, I quickly found the front brakes did not work as I bounced off a tree and fell off. I rode to the club where it all happened, I waited in the nearby woods that separated the golf course from the restaurant and club. I saw Bryan and Beverly leave. George locked up and left. I measured the distance from the nearest clump of bushes to the bottom of the steps of the club, Seventy eight yards.
We don't use those new-fangled French invented metre thingies, well not in our hobbies anyway.
Staying in the shadows, I walked around the building, the golf course out the back might be useful. Plans were formulating in my mind. I got back home completely shattered, the plan falling into place in my mind as I hung the bike back on the rack on the wall. I looked around to see if I had everything I needed, yes it was all there except another couple of bottles. I'm sure I can convince Mary to partake in some wine over the next week.
Sunday
It was Sunday and I had a week to resolve this before the children got back from visiting their grandparents in Cornwall. I might have to see if I can get that extended by a week if things do not go according to plan.
I woke up in the morning. I woke Mary, she looked grey and awful, just the bloody hell what were the drugs they gave her? I had to watch all of what they did to her. It seared my heart, they were going to pay for this despite their threats. And if I had to go to ​​prison over it then so be it. But I would do my damnedest to try and not spend any time at His Majesty's pleasure.
We have woods at the back of our house. I went and measured seventy-eight yards through the trees. I was going to have to practise.
I checked Mary, she had woken up and was dozy around the house. "Evann, where is my phone please? I've got this nagging thing in my head about phoning Bryan. I must do it, but I don't know a Bryan or a Beverly, who is Beverly?
I'm sorry. I can't get these things out of my head. Can we go to bed and make love please? I want you to make love to me."
I just stood and looked at her, tears pouring down my face.
"Evann what did we do last night, I hurt all over, even my bum and you don't like that. What happened to us last night? I remember going out for your birthday. We went to a restaurant; we met two nice people." A look of realisation came over her face. "Now I remember Bryan and Beverly. I remember pictures and a cake, but that's all."
She thought it was Saturday, she had lost a whole day.
I would have to tell her what happened, but I wasn't sure how.
She told me she felt tired and was going back to bed. "Please come and make love to me, I need you with me." That was not going to happen until we had full tests done, but I couldn't tell her that. I looked into her eyes, despite the bright sunlight shining into our kitchen her eyes were still dilated. Whatever they had used was still in her body. I would have to phone in sick for her and probably me tomorrow.
I will kill these bastards for what they have done.
We did some household jobs together, she dropped plates and staggered into furniture. When we got to the evening, I put her back to bed.
I went back into my workshop and carried on making what I wanted.
It was getting dark and I still did not want to disturb the neighbours. So, I went out the back and practised over the Seventy-eight yards. I was good, but I needed to get better, I practised till I bled. I bandaged the wounds and carried on practising.
But now I was tired, I crawled into bed next to Mary. She immediately woke up and wanted to make love to me. She kept on saying Bryan told her to. Then ten seconds later she would ask who Bryan was. Then out of the blue, she would ask who Beverly was?
Despite my tiredness, sleep would not come and I went over the events that led to me planning to murder two people.
As I got my senses back, I realised that it was Beverly driving everything that happened to please her brother. I decided then Beverly would pay the highest price.
Monday.
I did phone in sick for both of us and told them we both caught a bug and we were passing it between one another and we were probably going to be out all week.
I phoned my Mum and Dad and asked if they could have the children for another week if needed as we both had a bug and didn't want to give it to them. The grandparents did not complain about that.
That evening, I carried on heating, beating, forming, glueing and binding. And I practised especially when it was dark, my hands and fingers didn't bleed anymore. I was good before, but with practice I got better.
Tuesday.
I had finished what I was making and cleaned away all the evidence. Most of it got burnt on the forge, I continued to practise. Now I started using my instruments of revenge, I got to know them.
Wednesday.
I was feeling quite comfortable that they didn't know where we lived. That went to rat shit on Wednesday. An unaddressed envelope dropped onto our front door mat. It contained a memory stick and a note. "Nice try. B&B"
Mary was coming round now. She was taking a more active role in the house and stopped asking me for sex. Actually, the video might help. While she was in bed, I watched it thoroughly that Wednesday night. I made notes because she was going to be angry with what she saw and quite rightly so.
Thursday
I had finished most of my work in the workshop. I had what I needed, my skills had improved. I just need one modification on what I was going to use.
Mary managed to cook dinner. It wasn't much but things were getting back to normal with her, but she was still confused. I opened a bottle of wine, I still needed one more after this. Mary only had one glass so far.
We took our drinks into the sitting room; we sat on the sofa and I put my arm around her. This was going to be painful for both of us. "Sweetheart, you've been asking what happened over the weekend. Well, I can show you, but I must warn you, it's not nice. We did go out to a restaurant; you did meet Bryan and Beverly. I'm sorry there's no easy way to say this but they drugged both of us and did things to us that we would not do to each other. And they want us to go back and do it again. They have said they will blackmail us if we don't. And I really believe they will."
Mary sat there with her mouth hanging open. I was stroking her arm.
"They intend to blackmail us if we don't go along with their wishes. They've sent us a video of what happened. Despite trying to hide where we lived, they found us."
This was going to be the difficult part. I pulled out the notes I had made earlier. "Sweetheart, they sent us a video and I think you need to see it. But things aren't like what they seem, trust me, please trust me."
I could hold it back no longer. I pressed play on the laptop. Unfortunately, it was very well edited, but I had spotted things. Mary watched as she was abused and taken in several ways. Twice she asked me to stop. Then carry on, she moved away from me, in fact, she started crying. I was about halfway through when she told me to stop the video. She looked at me shouting. "You just fucking sat there smiling, you bastard, you just watched it all. I'm going to fucking divorce you and tell all the family what a pervert you are."
She raised her fists and I grabbed hold of them. She was shaking trying to get at me. Eventually her strength ran out, she was crying, she was still looking angrily at me.
"Sweetheart please trust me, look at this." I had edited some of the pictures of just me. "Look at my face, look at that smile, it never changes, not once. Do you think I could sit there watching my wife being abused with that silly grin on my face? I don't even take hold of my cock. I never move my arms."
I played the film. I put it on at a faster speed. "Look I never move, my face never changes, my head turns, my eyes are open, but I never move. Don't you think I'd move. I'm a fidget, you know I can't sit still for that long." A hand flew to her mouth and she looked at me. "Play that again she said." Now she knew what she was looking for as I played it again, it was easy to see. When I got to the end she said. "The bastards."
I got to one bit and managed to zoom in. "There, you could see the ropes on my wrists and round my waist, why do you think I didn't fidget?" It was just a two second clip with the ropes holding me down. Obviously their editing wasn't as good as they thought.
I fast forwarded to the end and then pressed play, on the screen two smug faces Bryan and Beverly came on. "Hi you two, I hope you enjoyed the video. We certainly enjoyed making it. We look forward to a repeat performance. You know what will happen if you don't come when we call. Oh, and you'll have to be punished for not answering your phone and trying to hide where you live. Don't worry it won't hurt too much." They both looked at each other and giggled. "We have your email address so you will receive an email to let you know when we will need you again. You will give us your new phone numbers. It was pretty rough on you last week and we have Amina and Ahmed this week, so make sure you have babysitters for the following weekend. We look forward to it. Signing off now Master Bryan and Mistress Beverly."



Mary was completely in shock, she drank most of her wine in her glass, poured another glass and drank that. The tears turned into anger, her face went red. "We will kill those bastards."
At least she wasn't blaming me. She looked at me. "You've got a plan haven't you, that's why you've been in your workshop so much? What have you been doing? I need to know."
"Yes, I do have a plan, but it's not foolproof, so 'no', you cannot help, one of us needs to stay out of prison to look after the children if it all goes wrong."
I could see her thinking about it. I think the shock of what she saw drove the last of the drugs from her mind. I thought I could see my old Mary coming back. "We need to get tested to see if those bastards gave us everything, because this was obviously not their first time." That was my Mary back, being organised. "At least we can love one another physically, we can't give each other anything the other one hasn't got after all that."
I wasn't sure about that, but I think she needed me to reclaim her. And that night with the aid of some little blue pills I did.
Friday
Friday morning she was much better. "Sweetheart I know you've got jobs to do in your workshop, leave the house to me. I understand where you're coming from. I know you can't tell me anything, but if there's any way I can help just let me know." She leaned down and kissed me. "Full breakfast I think, you're going to need the energy working in your workshop."
I needed to look inside the club again, sober this time. Friday night is a busy night in the club. I dressed in different clothes, glasses and different hair. George did not recognise me. I paid the extortionate entry fee and watched what happened around the place. I took notice of the layout of the place, doors to offices, fire exits, the bar, the general layout. I had already scouted the outside.
Saturday.
Mary knew tonight was the night, the clothes and the soft soled shoes I was wearing gave it away. She held me tight.
I had found a route to the club away from cameras. It was a long walk. I left home just after eleven and was outside the club at half one in the morning. I got to the back of the club and left my rucksack by the tree line at the edge of the golf course. I was wearing dark brown trousers, a dark green top and a green hoodie with a green scarf over my face. Black would stand out in the woods like a shadow.
I saw Bryan and Beverly come out together and start chatting to George. Bryan was laughing, his head thrown back.
I was Seventy-eight yards away.
My war longbow, Betsy, was at full draw, I loosed the first shaft.
Bryan was standing laughing at something his sister said. As I loosed, he turned slightly so I would miss my main target, his heart. His laughing stopped when he heard the thunk. He looked down to see the remaining foot of a cloth yard arrow sticking out of his chest. He fell to his knees then forward pushing the arrow all the way through his body. His sister started screaming. Initially, I was going to kill her as well, but, 'no' let her live without the one she loved. But she was not going to get away without physical pain. I had already decided on knees and hips, they could be replaced, bones will mend but it will always hurt, especially when it is cold. I waited till she fell to her knees to see to her brother. The arrow took her in the thigh, it would have shattered the bone.
I slung Betsy over my shoulder.
I walked around the back of the club and picked up my rucksack. I used the crowbar I had in my rucksack to pry open a fire door. It was in the corridor when the rape of my wife and myself happened, because that is what it was, drugging and raping. I walked along the corridor making sure all the rooms were empty. I did not want some unfortunate victims of these two becoming victims during my revenge.
There was a lot of screaming and shouting out the front. I walked through the door marked 'Office'. There were quite a few computers and monitors there. There was a window, I opened it fully. Reaching into my rucksack I pulled out a wine bottle and the rag that stopped all the wine bottles rattling together. I removed the bottle top and stuffed the rag in the top. I turned it upside down which let the petrol on the bottle seep into the rag, it also shook up the engine oil that was in the bottle.
Taking a cigarette lighter from my pocket I lit the rag and threw the bottle at the computers, It smashed and the flames went everywhere. The engine oil sticking to the area it hit whilst the petrol burned. I left the office leaving the door open, to give the fire more oxygen.
My second Molotov cocktail went to the entrance. That would prevent anybody re-entering the club from the front. The third one went down the corridor where the despicable acts happened. The fourth went behind the bar. It was starting to get a tad warm, time to leave. I unslung Betsy, kissed her. That was my favourite longbow, but it wasn't worth going to ​​prison for. I threw her into the conflagration behind the bar. I walked out of the other fire door leaving it open. I wanted the fire to have as much oxygen as it wanted.
I soon heard the sound of the sirens. It was a long walk home.
I got home just after five am. As I climbed into bed Mary asked. "Is it done?"
"Yes."
"We need to get rid of those clothes in the morning, you smell."
I rolled over, put my arms around her and fell into a contented sleep.
I woke up at about ten the following morning to the smell of frying bacon. The clothes I had worn last night were nowhere to be found.
I sat at the kitchen table. Mary placed the breakfast in front of me, she ruffled my hair. There was a cup of tea and I noticed the radio was playing the local radio station. That was not normal. We enjoyed each other's company and did not need the background noise. "The news said there was a fire at the club last night.
"They said there were two injuries. They didn't expand, but the speculation in the press is that somebody shot them with a bow and arrow."
I just ate my breakfast, Mary sat opposite me and drank her tea smiling at me.
We decided to cut the children's holiday in Cornwall short and get them back home. With children in the house life returned very quickly. The STD tests came back clear, which was good because it would have been very awkward to explain that the two victims in the fire were our only other sexual partners.
It was a Tuesday evening and I was at the archery club about two weeks after the event. Two gentlemen walked in and asked for the chairman. They were pointed his way, they had a chat then John the chairman called us all around.
"Gentlemen, these two fellows are from the police and they want our help. It is now well known that the two victim's at the club fire were shot with arrows. And the police would like our help in identifying the arrowheads." The policeman laid two evidence bags onto the table one carried an arrow shaft broken in two, the other one was complete.
Jeremy, our arrow expert, picked up the evidence bags and looked at the arrowheads. "This is strange. These look like bodkin arrowheads. There were several slightly different designs. They were designed during the 100 years' war to penetrate armour. Sometimes they did, sometimes they didn't but they made easy work of chain mail. But these would have been no good, somebody has cut the first quarter of an inch off so they're blunt. If these arrowheads hit armour they would bounce off, chain mail not sure but it would hurt."
But flesh and bone, it would make a mess." Looking at the policeman Jeremy asked. "May I ask what the injuries were, it will help us decide?"
"We shouldn't really tell you." Said the older policemen. "But it appears to be common knowledge, the gentleman in question, the arrow decimated his spinal cord, he's paralysed from the chest down where the arrow entered him. It damaged a rib too. We think the assailant was aiming for his heart but missed. The female victim, the arrow, entered her left upper leg, shattered that and carried on through entering her other leg. They were pinned together so the paramedics had to cut it. It missed the bone in the second leg. The arrows shattered every bone they came across."
Jeremy picked up the bag with the complete arrow and held it between his nose and fingertip. "As I thought, a cloth yard." Looking at the policemen. "A cloth yard from medieval times is thirty seven inches." There was a confused look from the younger policeman. "Ninety four centimetres. So a thirty-six-inch dowel with an arrowhead will be a medieval cloth yard."
Jeremy was in his element. "Most of us can and do make arrows. We do demonstrations at medieval fairs. You could even get the wood from a DIY shop, slice it and then plane it round, glue the fletchings on, put a groove in the end for the string and that's it. These looked like commercial fletching." He said, looking at fletching on the arrow. "Very few people make arrowheads these days, there is no need, we're not fighting the French, just yet." That raised a small snigger around the room. "There are a few of us that can make them, we just don't unless at a fair." The elder policeman looked around us and asked who made arrowheads. Jermey, Mike and Phil admitted they did, so did I. They took our names, the policeman thanked us and left.
When I got home I told Mary about the visit. She was sewing a dress at the time. Without looking up she said to me. "Are you worried?"
"A little, if you can't take the pain, don't do the crime. At least it won't be for murder."
She just carried on sewing.
It was a couple of weeks later when I got a knock at the front door. Mary was home with me; it was the two policemen. "Excuse me Sir, we have been going through the records of the club and the restaurant next door and we have found social media posts of you and your wife in the restaurant. There was also some information about you leaving the restaurant and going into the club. This was about a week before the incident. Why didn't you tell us you've been to the club?"
"You didn't ask at the archery club, and it didn't seem important but yes, we did. We were invited by the owners because they had taken a picture and wanted to use it for publicity."
"We have been told you left the club just before one o'clock in the morning and got a taxi into town. Why did you not go home."
"It was a celebration and Mary thought we might like to carry on in town. But when the fresh air hit us, we found out we were more drunk than we thought, so we got another taxi and came straight home."
"Yes, the second taxi driver told us that Mary was shall, we say, not sober."
"We were celebrating my fortieth birthday and it may have got out of hand. I'm sure there are CCTV recordings of what happened in the club."
"I'm afraid the fire destroyed pretty much everything. The place was burnt to the ground and so was the restaurant next door. We believe fire bombs were used to get the fire going. The victims seem reluctant to talk about what happened in the club."
The other policeman spoke up. "You told us you make shafts and arrowheads; do you mind if we look in your workshop?"
"No not at all," I heard Mary take a sharp breath at that.
I led them through to the workshop. I stood back and let them look at everything. One of them picked up a piece of metal, the piece of metal I had used to make the arrowheads. "Can we take this?"
"Yes, if you wish, if you open the drawer to the left, you'll see the arrowheads I made from that piece of metal." One of the policemen opened the drawer to find four bodkin style arrowheads, there were different shapes of bodkin arrowheads. It was down to the person who was making them as to how he did it.
The policeman thanked us and left. After they had gone Mary said to me. "Are you not worried about giving them the arrowheads and the metal?"
I wrapped my arm around her. And said quietly. "It was a shame to cut a quarter of an inch off the arrowheads I got from old Charlie 15 years ago. You know the ones I used as a pattern. Old Charlie's been gone this past nine years. The police will get no help from him."
Two weeks later.
There was a knock at the door just after I got home, it was the two policemen again, they asked me to accompany them down the station as they had more questions to ask. I followed them down, I was asked to wait in an interview room.
I had been in the interview room for just over half an hour, no one had been to talk to me. I left the room and headed to the exit.
"Excuse me sir, where are you going?" A young constable asked me.
"I'm not playing your games. You want me to answer questions, then come and ask them."
"Sorry sir, something has come up."
"I don't believe you, you would not have asked me if you did not have a list of questions ready to ask me."
"Sir, can I ask..."
"Am I under arrest?"
"No."
"I came here voluntarily to help you with your enquiries, there is something going on here. The next time I come back here it will be with a solicitor." With that I walked out.
When I got to my car I gave Jeremy a call, you see Jeremy, he of the Archery club was a solicitor.
I was asked to go in again the following day. Jeremy was with me. The same two policemen were there, they apologised for the delay yesterday. I answered their questions simply without embellishment. I was asked where I was Saturday between ten at night and two in the morning. I told them I was at home with my wife.
My short answers annoyed the younger policeman, there were periods of silence until Jeremy would ask if they had more questions, if not, we were leaving. That made the younger Policeman tetchy. Jeremy had briefed me on Police interview techniques and to answer questions simply, directly and without expanding, and to expect periods of silence and not to try to fill the void. That was his job.
The police kept the arrows on the table as if to intimidate me. We had been about forty five minutes when the young policeman picked up the complete shaft and said. "We know you made these."
The elder policeman glared at him.
I was about to answer when Jeremy laid his hand on my arm and said. "Knowing is not good enough, you need to prove he made these. You obviously haven't because otherwise you would have told us, and even if he did make those you have no proof that he shot them, otherwise you would have arrested him for attempted murder." He looked at me and said. "I think we are leaving." With that he stood up and we walked out.
When we got to the door Jeremy turned and said to them. "This man is innocent until you can prove and I say again, prove his guilt." With that we left.
Jeremy was present when the police questioned Mary in our house the next day.
It was a month later I had a visit from the elder of the two policemen, he informed me I was no longer a person of interest.
Medieval Fair next summer.
The Archery club would often put on re-enactments and displays at local events. Mary would dress up as a maid, I would be an Archer, the children would run around, dressed in medieval clothing. I would give lectures on how to make arrows and bows, plus shooting demonstrations. Early the following year we were doing a show and I recognised the elder of the policemen, I made sure my shooting was slightly off.
It was mid afternoon and I wandered across to a bar for a pint, as I stood there waiting to be served. The policeman came and stood next to me. "Let me get that pint for you."
I just nodded and said. "Thank you.".
He carried on. "Your shooting seems to be not as good as it was this morning. I watched you this morning and you barely missed the bull. You're a bit off this afternoon."
"It's been a long day, I'm getting a little tired." I told him.
He took a draught of his beer and said to me. "I know you did it." He held his hand up, not that I was going to say anything. "An awful lot of dirt has come up about those two, whoever did this, did society a good service." Looking at me he said looking at me square in the face he said. "I know it was you, but knowing is not good enough. I need evidence, I don't have any. Please don't do it again." He finished his pint, slapped me on the shoulder and walked away. I let the breath go that I had been holding for the last minute.
I know the thought of this coming back to bite us had worried Mary slightly, just that constant nagging doubt. I told her what he said. She smiled at me, put her arms around my neck and kissed me. "Thank you, my knight in shining armour. Yes, I know bowmen kill Knights, but for this one day you are my Knight."
Epilogue
I just happened to be walking around Waitrose. Mary had sent me for some pickled walnuts at Christmas and that was the only place that had them.
I came face to face with Bryan in a wheelchair and Beverly pushing him. He was shouting at her. I was standing five feet away watching them. Bryan saw me, he recognised me. I couldn't help but smile. He didn't like that, he picked up a jar of pickled red cabbage and threw it at me. It was a girly throw. I sidestepped it, he picked up another jar and threw that, it missed as well. There were screams going on. I caught the third jar. I just carried on smiling at him. By now security was there, they escorted them both off the premises and they were banned from ever entering the shop again.
I told Mary what happened and we made it a game. We would find out where they were going shopping and we would turn up in front of them. Bryan would throw things at us, he would miss, well mostly and they would get banned. They ended up being banned from every major supermarket in the surrounding area.
They became legends in our town, the shouting matches up and down the High Street, Bryan dictating to Beverly where to go. As she was pushing him around, she limped on one leg and then one day it all stopped.
They had a special wheelchair carrier van to carry Bryan's wheelchair around. He would get pushed up into the back of it. Beverly would lock it down and put his seat belt on him and she would drive.
Then one day, so the report goes, she drove to the top of the hill where the local river ran along the bottom. She got into the back of the van, unlatched his wheelchair, undid his seat belt and moved it out of his reach. She went to the front of the car. Looped the seat belt through the steering wheel to hold it straight ahead. Put the car into neutral and closed the door. Then she watched as it rolled down the hill. It was probably doing twenty or thirty miles an hour as it hit the barrier at the bottom of the hill. Witnesses say that Bryan hurtled through the windscreen and went into the river. The van then toppled over on top of him. He would have known he was going to die for about twenty seconds or more. When the police turned up Beverly was still at the top of the hill just standing there looking down the hill. When asked about it all she said was. "I got pissed off with the little shit, Mummy will be upset, but I don't care."
She never went to trial, I believe she never left the sanatorium.
​​​Evann is Welsh for 'Son of Yew.' Welsh and English longbows are made of Yew, so loosely translated Evann could mean 'Archer'' Some web pages give it as a direct translation.
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This is LW, nothing new here. Especially in a February Sucks story. Please just enjoy the story.
I was not going to do another February Sucks spin off but sitting in a campsite by Old Father Thames sipping an Old Crafty Hen and watching the world go be I heard a group of people that had just arrived at the campsite and were putting up tents and I heard two of them were having a small altercation with other members of the group looking on. The altercation was quickly resolved, but the winner was all smug and started bragging about winning. Other members of the group told him that was uncalled for, and he stopped, it seemed to me he could not enjoy his victory.
That was when this one came to me.
I have been accused in my stories that the cheating wife gets away with no punishment, that may be true.
This story starts on Lindas return home. Similar characters to my 'I'll see you in the morning'.
I watched the taxi drop her off, she was still wearing that dress. She came bouncing in through the front door "Sweetheart, I'm home, I..."
I'd had all night to plan.
I held my hand up, the look on my face must have told her to be quiet.
"DO NOT speak until I tell you you can, got that?"
She nodded.
"Say it for the recorder."
That was when she saw my phone, a pen, a sheet of paper with writing on it and my wedding ring on top of it on the dining table. Apart from those four items the table was bare. The normal flowers, candle sticks, and place mats were gone.
"Yes, I understand."
"I do not want to hear one word from you about what happened last night. No excuses. No apologies. If I hear one word from you about what happened from the time you left me until you walked back through that door ten seconds ago." I showed her the signed but as yet undated divorce paperwork. "I date this and walk out."
"I'm sorry, I didn..." that was as far as she got. I put the paper on the table, took the pen and dated it, showed her and walked towards the front door. That was when she saw my rucksack there.
She ran and grabbed my arm. She hung on so much she was hurting me. I ignored the pain.
"No, no, please give me one more chance, please."
I shrugged her off. She stood there, tears pouring down her face.
"That was your one and only warning. Now listen to me. If I hear anything about what you did last night. If I hear one apology. One excuse. If I hear his name mentioned to anyone. If you talk to anyone about this or what you did. I will be gone. I will divorce you. And I will put up with being a part time Dad and having my life ruined. I will not be humiliated any more. Have you got that?"
"Yes." She said quietly, looking down.
"I'm staying for the sake of the children. When they finish school or move out, I will be gone. Until then we will try to have a normal married life so that the children are not upset more than they need to be. You got that?"
She looked relieved. "Yes." She whispered.
"I have moved Sean into Carrie's room; you sleep in his room until you have a clean STD check."
She put her hand up like at school. I nodded.
"We used protection." She would not dare to lie to me, but that was strange.
"Every time?"
"No, this morning we did but I douched last night. We..."
I picked up the divorce paper, she stopped talking and looked down.
"As I said, STD test and the morning after pill as well."
"I'm on the pill."
"It's not one hundred percent. Are you sure you want me to stay with all this talking?"
"Please, please I will do it, I'll do anything. Don't go. I'm..." She stopped herself in time. She was looking at me.
"I wish to God it had never happened." I said. "But it has, and we are all going to live with the fallout of what you did last night. I will make this as painless for the children as I can."
I thing she realised the depth of the consequences of what she did last night.
I looked at her. "I'm going to see my parents and tell them what you have done. Whilst I am out, get rid of that dress and underwear, everything you are wearing including the shoes. I will be back at ten to one, because our soon to be ex friends are coming round at one. I have something to tell them."
I went to my parents and told them what happened and my plan so far. They were aghast that Linda could do something like that, but they agreed with my plan, such as it was. I admitted to them that I was practising on them for the conversation I would have with Linda's parents.
I got home to find Linda sitting on the settee dressed in jeans and a baggy sweater with a black bin liner in front of her. Without a word she came to me, opened the bag and showed me. The dress and underwear were in tatters and the shoes had the heels torn off. Throwing away her favourite shoes would hurt, I didn't care. She walked out and I heard the waste bin lid close.
I went to our PC, logged on to our mobile phone provider and checked the call log. There were some incoming missed calls. No outgoing calls.
David, Dee and the others all turned up together. Linda let them in, David was carrying a box of my favourite beer and Dee a bottle of red wine. The others looked embarrassed. They all came into the lounge, Dee put the wine down on the coffee table, David smiling put the beer down and sat down. This was not a celebration.
"Don't sit down, you're not staying."
David stood up. "What's up mate, you're a celebrity, your wife fu..."
That was when my fist caught the left side of his face, he fell backwards onto the coffee table, it collapsed underneath him. Dee rushed to him. "What the fuck!"
"Shut up!" I growled, that got everyone's attention back to me.
"I do not know how much you all knew about last night before it happened? I do know that Dee and David helped Linda break her wedding vows, humiliate and insult me.
"This is what is going to happen. You are all leaving taking your shit with you and you never talk to either her or me ever again, if you do, I WILL divorce her. If I hear any of you talk about what happened, I will divorce your friend and she will end up on her own, bringing up two children alone."
It was an ineffectual threat. Dave and Dee wouldn't care. The others might.
I went to the front door and opened it, inviting them to leave. They did, David picked up his beer. As they left, I noticed the bottle of red wine that Dee brought.
I opened the front door. "Dee. You forgot this." I hurtled the bottle at David's car. It bounced off the bonnet and burst on the windscreen.
Red wine and glass went everywhere.
Linda just stood there.
"I am off to see your parents and pick up the children from your sisters. It might be a good idea to clean that glass up before I get back"
I just walked out without looking back.
When I got there, Linda's parents welcomed me, but asked where Linda was.
I told them the whole story.
Linda's mother was amazed.
"No, she wouldn't do that, she loves you. This is a joke, and a bad one at that."
Her father was equally disbelieving.
I pulled my mobile phone out, hit the speed dial for Linda and turned the speaker on.
"Yes."
"I am with your parents, you are on speakerphone. You may have noticed my rucksack is no longer by the front door. This is a yes or no question. Did you spend the night and have sex with Marcus Vale?"
"Yes." Came back timidly.
"Louder, I don't think your father heard that."
"Yes, I spent the night and had sex with Marcus Vale." She said loudly. I could hear her crying. "Linda, I'll see you when I have picked the children up from your sisters. Make something for dinner, they will be hungry." She needed something to do now.
Her mother's hands flew to her mouth, and she started crying, her father looked downtrodden. He recovered first. "What are you going to do?"
I told them the plan. He nodded. "I can understand son, I'm sorry." He came and gave me a hug. I think he wanted it more than I did.
Now for the last visit and to collect the children.
I got to Sandy and Brian's place. They were all smiles when they let me in. They obviously had no idea of what I was going to drop on them. I asked them if I could have a couple of minutes alone without the children. They looked worried when I said that, but agreed. I went through the explanation and the phone call again. Sandy just sat there looking at me. Sandy's response to what Linda said was different from her parents. After Linda had said 'yes', she had sex with Vale, her sister launched into a tirade at her. "You stupid fucking cow!"
That was as far as she got before I hung up.
Again, they asked the question. What was I going to do? I had a little more time to think. I reiterated if she ever mentioned or I heard anything about that night, I was off. I told them I was considering creating another identity so I could just bugger off.
I had already opened a separate bank account in a different name using my work address and I was looking into ways of getting a new driving licence, passport and National Insurance number. It wouldn't be easy but it's doable, then I could just disappear. Brian went into the kitchen. I heard him put the kettle on. I wanted beer but tea was probably safer.
Sandy asked me. "Does she know you're setting up an alternative life?"
"No."
"It would probably help if she did. Do you agree?"
"I hadn't thought about that, but yes it probably would."
"Leave that with me. Text me when you get home."
Sandy looked at me and said. "You are an evil bastard, she may have had the best experience of her life, and she cannot share it. Women share, not always intimate details but feelings. We don't care how big your dick is, or how good you are, well we do, but we care more about how it makes us feel.
"She cannot do that now, she will have to keep it to herself. That will eat away at her until it becomes overwhelming, she will burst. And when she does that, you're going to have to fuck her with an inch of her life, all of a sudden Marcus Vale will be inconsequential." She laughed. "I fucking love it you bastard. Remind me never to cross you." That was when Brian came in with the tea. He asked what was happening and Sandy explained it all, he looked at me and said "She's right, women love to share."
Time to go home and start what my life had become. We gathered the children together and I took them back to the house.
After I pulled up to the house I sent Sandy a text. When I got in I could hear Linda and Sandy on the phone. It was on speaker. I heard Sandy say. "I wouldn't put it past Jim to start building a new identity, a new life and just leave after what you did."
Linda saw me out of the corner of her eye and turned to look at me.
I just nodded and went to sort out the children.
I was going to finish it there but I realise many people will want to know what happened afterwards to the players in this story so, if you are part of the 'Finish The Damn Story' cadre, please carry on, those of you that are happy with the outcome so far, just stop here.
Dinner was waiting for the children, we had food on our plate but neither of us touched it, we just pushed it around a bit.
Two weeks later. We had two hand delivered letters through our door. They were handwritten from our former friends. Not David and Dee. Both letters were very similar. They had probably collaborated. They professed they knew nothing about if anything was planned and just followed Dee's lead. They know that was wrong. They were amazed and disgusted at what Linda had done. They never thought she would go through with it. They both wished that in time we could become friends again, but they fully understood where I was coming from. Nobody would ever hear what happened from either of them. The letters seemed heartfelt, I just threw them in the bin.
David and Dee got divorced. Three months later Vale chose Dee. David just sucked it up until one day they were out with friends and Dee went on how it was probably the best sexual, if not the best experience she had ever had. David stood up and threw his pint of Guinness over Dee and walked out. When she got home David was gone. His clothes, laptop, passport, and he had taken every penny out of their bank accounts. He cashed in the shares they had, maxed out their credit cards and he left. Two weeks later they found his car on an Internet we buy your car website. He just disappeared.
Marcus Vale was leaving the club with another wife, as they got outside a man in dark clothes and a balaclava struck Vale in the chest with the flat of a shovel. Then his knee and then his face. He was unconscious by now. He would never play football or look as pretty again. His two mates came running out of the club to be met by another two balaclava wearing shovel wielding men, they got similar treatment but not the face. They would never play football again either. It wasn't me and the men were never caught, the very thing of not having CCTV cameras working in that area did for them.
We settled into an uneasy truce. But the house had an icy atmosphere. It wasn't good. The incubation period for STDs was over a month, she showed me she had booked a test. She took the morning after pill in front of me. After two weeks I allowed her back into my bed but that was it. The atmosphere was starting to affect the children. It got better when Shaun moved into his own room. But that was all. It was some weeks later when a functional, uneasy sex life returned after she got the all clear.
One evening about five months after the incident we were sitting watching the television. You could have cut the icy atmosphere with a knife. Unfortunately, that was normal. Linda slid off the settee and knelt in front of me. She took my hands in hers and kissed the back of them. Looking at me she said. "I love you and I believe you still love me, but this atmosphere cannot go on. It's hurting the children, and we are not getting any better. it's tearing me apart. I fully know the risk I am taking with what I am about to say. But I am trusting in your love for me and the children and it will be just the once, I promise." She took a deep breath.
I guessed what was coming.
"I am sorry I hurt you, I am sorry I did it, I was wrong. I am sorry for all the pain I have caused our family. This is the one and only time I will say it, I will never mention it again. I love you but I understand if you leave." She sat back on her haunches to give me room to get out.
I realised then that I needed to hear her say it, as much as she needed to say it.
I smiled at her and held my hand out. She got back on the settee and sat next to me. I slid my arm through hers. I whispered to her. "You are not forgiven."
"I know."
It was as if someone turned the central heating on. We made love that night.
Over time our marriage grew into a partnership again.
I had one more thing to do, it was Sandy that mentioned it the day I collected the children. A couple of weeks later I did something we never done before. I used some old ties and tied her spread eagle on the bed. I then used every trick I knew, every switch to flick that turned her on and I teased her. She was trying to scream through the tape I put across her mouth. When I entered her she came so hard I am sure she would have thrown me off if she was not tied down. Then she fainted.
I had untied her by the time she came round and she rested her head on my shoulder. "We have got to do that again. That was the best..." She stopped herself, I could tell that what she was about to say might have broken my one rule.
I said nothing, but I had to agree that it was more fun than I expected. It will have to become a regular game. Every time we went away after that she always seemed to pack more ties than I would ever wear.
Life got better. The years passed; Carrie had moved in with her boyfriend a few years ago and now Linda and I were standing on the Hotel steps waving goodbye to Sean and his new bride, Anne, as they left on their honeymoon. He would not be returning to our house. Linda looked stunning as mother of the groom, but as the day went on, she got more and more nervous. She took my hand without looking at me, she said. "Jim, I know what you said that Saturday morning all those years ago. I have tried to be a good wife, a good mother in the hope that I can convince you not to leave me." She turned, looked at me and said. "I love you, please do not leave me."
As I turned to look at Linda, I saw Sandy and Brian out of the corner of my eye. They wanted to know my decision; they were here to support Linda.
Earlier I was standing alone watching the newly married couple have their first dance as husband and wife. Sandy came and stood beside me. I carried on watching the happy couple. I remembered that conversation. "They remind me of you and Linda." She took a breath. "Linda has been in purgatory this last sixteen years, looking forward but dreading this day, she has feared this day every day for the last sixteen years. She hides it well to not upset the children. But this last year since Sean let it be known he was moving out it has been worse for her knowing this day was coming. Brian and I can see it.
"That first 18 months or so was absolute hell for her. Every time you were late home from work, or you went out for a beer with your mates she dreaded she had said something wrong, and you wouldn't come home. She was a mess."
Still watching the newlyweds, I said. "I know, that's why I stopped it and I let her know where I was, well most of the time. I have you to thank for that. I didn't realise how much weight she had lost and how depressed she was getting so when you warned me, I was more careful, it was affecting the children. I wanted to punish her not destroy her."
Sandy touched my arm gently. "I think you were a bit cruel not letting her go to marriage guidance counselling. But I can understand your reasoning."
"Oh I told her she could have gone, but the same rules applied. I would have left if I had found out that she had told the counsellor about that night. There were two levels of punishment. She could not share what she had done and the threat of me leaving if she did. I'm still here because I'm pretty convinced she has not shared. It was her choice not to risk it."
"She has shared. No, not about that, not a word about that, but about how you are the best person she has ever known. You have rocked her world, and she has tried to rock yours. She has tried to be the best wife she knows how to convince you to stay. Please do not keep her in suspense anymore, please put her out of her misery."
I continued watching the dancing couple. "Since that day I know she has tried to be the best wife she could be, and yes I have rocked her world. I tried to be better than him. It would make the punishment even more complete when I left." I looked at Sandy, there were tears in her eyes. "But; Yes, she has rocked my world a lot. But as you say, the punishment ends today. She will find out when Sean and Anne leave."
I smiled at her, leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek. She could see tears in my eyes. Her body was tense. She knew I had made my mind up and she had guessed what it was.
"If you will excuse me, I need to go and dance with my wife."
Back on the hotel steps I looked at Linda. I had decided years ago that I was going to stay but I had not got round to telling her. I suppose that a little bit more punishment for her. I took her in my arms and kissed her. "I am staying but the same rules apply."
She kissed me back and said. "Let's go and have a final chat with our guests then we see what we can get up to in that four-poster bed we've got in our room."
As we walked back into the Hotel past Sandy and Brian, Sandy whispered to me. "Bastard."
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I have had this one floating around for a while. I like happy endings as most of you know and I can be a bit soft on my MC's, but I felt the need for a BtB. So here goes. There is little Character Development, you will soon get the gist of their characters'.
The Oxford English dictionaries define fiction as "something that is invented or untrue." So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are right. It probably would not. This is fiction, some of this is not plausible, but I have tried to make it entertaining. I hope you are entertained by this little tale.
If you want realism, I suggest watching a documentary or the news, well some news channels.
When I got back from the pub I walked around her car. No flat tyres, no dents, no scratches, a quick look inside nothing appears to be wrong in there. It had just been serviced. I saw she had not plugged it in, again. It must be something else, she must want something, a holiday, new furniture. She cannot want a new car, she raves over this one despite its crap range, well that's her fault she keeps forgetting to plug it in, and anyway it's only a year old. I did not like it; I wanted one of those sporty German or Swedish SUV Hybrids. She did not, so we had this impractical bit of crap. Still, it was her car.
I wondered what I had to be on my guard for? The warning signs went up when I phoned her from work and told her I was going for a few beers with the lads on my way home, normally she moans at me about that. But I do it anyway, just a pint or two of Greene King IPA, a nice session beer and a chat, not too long, never an all night session and generally home by five or half past. But this time instead of the usual ear tweaking, she said that was a good idea as she had a special dinner for me and would be ready at six, so not to be too late. I could probably have one more than usual.
I work close to our house, so do not drive to work. I normally go on the bike or the bus or if I fancy more exercise, I run. I don't have a car; we use her bloody thing. We do not need two cars. She wanted a sports car. I wanted something a little more practical, but still a bit sporty. But as with most things, it was not cosmically important to me, so I gave in and she had her sports car. If we needed a vehicle for anything difficult, we could hire one. The same with the furniture, it was alright, it was comfortable enough, strange colour but that does not affect how comfortable it is. Comfort is important to me, colour not so much. I gave in on the house, she loved the house, to me it was alright. It kept me warm and dry. But what benefited me was the location, it was close to work and it had a decent restaurant and pub within walking distance. I added some modifications to make it more to my liking.
Sometimes I put my foot down hard. The Caribbean holiday she wanted for three weeks just because her friend Debbie had one got squashed. It wasn't that we couldn't afford it. I just think that three weeks is too long to spend away from family and friends, she made do with a one-week fly cruise holiday.
I thought something was coming as she had been a bit off of me all week. Not grumpy, rude or anything like that just not quite her usual self. I asked her about it and she said it was just work and it will be over in a couple of weeks' time.
As I said, nothing wrong with the car so it must be something else she wants. It was almost confirmed when I opened the door into the house, I could smell the aroma of a stew, I could even detect the hint of some mixed herbs in there. As I entered the lounge, I could see a freshly baked loaf and the table set with candles and wine.
Absolutely confirmed when she walked into the lounge, she smiled at me, she looked stunning. The dress she was wearing was clenched in tight at the waist. That meant she was wearing one of her corsets, so I imagine stockings as well.
"Hello sweetheart, you've had a couple of beers, so I suppose another one is not going to hurt. I'll bring it for you." With that, she spun round so fast that the skirt flew up. She did that to show me she had stockings and nothing else underneath. Oh, I'm sure what she wanted was going to be very expensive. I mentally run through the bank balances and set myself a budget. I dealt with all the banking and investments, and she dealt with all the other stuff like life, car and house insurance.
She came back with my beer and placed it in front of me and kissed me on the cheek, I could see down her cleavage. Yep, corset.
For a lady who's had two children, she still turned out very well, a little bump here and there to fill her corset. I looked up into the prettiest face I've ever known. I could smell her favourite perfume, The one that makes her feel sexy.
This was going to be expensive so I was going to take every advantage I could.
As I dipped the fresh warm bread in the stew I asked. "Darling this is wonderful, but I have to ask what's it all in aid of?"
"I've been bit off with my lovely husband this last couple of weeks, so I thought I would make it up to him, but you know me so well. Yes, I do have a request, but let it wait till later."
Oh, dear, this is going to be very expensive. Doesn't matter, my budget will stay the same.
Dinner was fantastic, she would not let me have too much saying she didn't want me to get bloated. There was even a Black Forest gateau for dessert, my absolute favourite.
I helped Yvette clear away the table and we took the bottle of wine into the lounge and went to watch television. We had not been on the sofa for very long before she was cuddling up to me.
She had her hand on my cock through my trousers, she whispered to me. "Darling, you never refuse anything I ask for, you are so good to me?"
She was not going to get away with that. "Baby, you just think I give way, I don't. You didn't get the long Caribbean holiday and I wasn't having that monstrosity of a television you wanted last year, yes you do get your way most of the time, so don't go thinking I will say yes to everything just because I love you. There are hard limits."
She pulled back a bit at that and her hand came off my cock, pity I was enjoying that, I think she had forgotten that I stand up to her sometimes when I think it's important, my budget limit had gone firm now.
She stood up and held her hand out to me. "Well, I had better show you that it's worth it." She had that cheeky smile on her face that I love so much. Oh, tonight could be fun. And it was. We got to the bedroom and she dropped her dress. It was the crimson corset, the one that lifted her breasts and had the nipples just poking over the top. Which was good because she loves to have her nipples played with and I made sure I did.
We had got a bit kinky over the years, especially now the children had left. I gently pulled her into the corner, raised her hands over her head and gently lashed them to the wardrobe with an old tie, and then placed the vibrating nipple clamps on. I have to tie her up first otherwise they come flying off. I sank to my knees and with my fingers I gently eased the lips of her labia apart, she had shaved for me, she knows I like that. It didn't change my budget. With the sound of the vibrating nipple clamps in my ears, I paid full attention with my fingers inside her, my tongue on her little cherry. When I felt her coming, I pulled back. We love a bit of tie and tease. Well, she probably wasn't too happy about it at the moment but had little choice. She was soon breathing very heavily and after about fifteen minutes her legs were starting to buckle, so now was the time. Her whole body shook when the orgasm hit and one of the nipple clamps came flying off. It was a good job she was secured to the top of the wardrobe.
"Get up and kiss me you bounder." She growled at me. "Untie my hands, they've got work to do."
I did as I was asked, once her hands were free, one went around my neck and she pulled me in for a kiss, the other ran down my belly. She grabbed hold of my cock it was very hard. I love to give her pleasure, I love to give her things. Same budget though.
"Get on that bed and lay down, it's my turn now." I was not going to argue. I was still dressed, that didn't last long. She used the same old tie to tie my hands to the headboard, smiling down at me she said. "That was fantastic, my love, but now it's my turn to pleasure you." She did, she sucked, she squeezed, she teased and just as I was about to come, she stopped. Leaning down and whispering in my ear. "When I let you come, you're going to pass out, it'll be so good." She had tried that in the past and nearly succeeded. I do not mind being on the receiving end of a bit of tie and tease.
We had discussed it before but we hadn't done it. She brought out a tube of lube and squirted it on her backside. "We've talked about this my stud muffin and now I think it's time to try it. What do you think?"
I was rock hard and tied to the bed. Although her knots weren't very good and if I really wanted to I could get free. "Babe,, I'm always up for a bit of experimentation, but I think we should try that tomorrow night when we can work up to it a little bit."
She smiled, leaned down at me and said. "Okay my darling you're in a promise tomorrow, we can try my back passage."
Whilst we had discussed it, it was nothing I wanted to do particularly, but if she wanted it, we would try it. But it sent up more warning flares. Still the same budget.
She finished me off sitting up there, that tight crimson corset looked fantastic, she knew exactly how to move to get me going. I nearly passed out. To see the woman you love sitting on you and moving the way she was, I was not going to last long, the view was sexier because she's got the cutest smile on her face, looking down at you with love. I was a happy man.
When I surfaced my hands were free and she was lying beside me, still stroking my cock. She was kissing me gently around the face. I'm no spring chicken but it was working. I was getting hard again. She smiled at me. "Oh, look what I've done, I think I've got somewhere that can go." She rolled on her back and opened her legs, I slid inside her, she clamped her legs around me. This was just fucking, it wasn't long before we both came again. This time I had to roll off her, I hate laying on top of her in case I squash her.
I'm ashamed to say I was struggling to stay awake. I remember her getting up and taking her corset and stockings off, getting back in bed and lying next to me, her head on my shoulder. "My darling that was fantastic, we will have to see what we can do tomorrow." That was the last thing I heard before I slipped off into the land of nod. One passing thought, whatever it was she wanted, same budget.
I felt a gentle shake of my shoulder and there was my Yvette, smiling at me with a cup of tea. "I have nothing planned to do today except cook you breakfast and do some household jobs. Would you be so kind as to do a spot of shopping for me. I want something really nice for your tea, you can use my car."
I had to stop this now. "I'll do your shopping for you, I'll even come up with some different play ideas for tonight. But after breakfast you must tell me what this is all about. You asked me to wait and I have. But before I go any further, I need to know what you're after my little minx." I leaned up and kissed her on the nose.
All of a sudden her face frowned for half a second.
"Okay, but you do love me, right?".
"Yes, my darling, I do with all my heart." Now the worry beads erupted.
Breakfast was fantastic, sausage, bacon, eggs, mushrooms, even fried bread. To hell with the cholesterol level this week.
It was coming up to ten o'clock and we had cleared the breakfast table, she sat down opposite me. She had a worried look on her face. She pulled herself up. "Sweetheart, you know Derek, head of European sales?"
I nodded, I had met him at a couple of Yvette's company functions, and he came across, well, as a knob, an arrogant knob at that.
Yvette carried on. "I've been asked to accompany him on his visit to Europe next week."
I said nothing just waited, so this was it, there was more to this than meets the eye. She filled the silence.
"It's five days, we leave Saturday, Eurostar to Paris, meeting Monday morning. Eurostar Monday afternoon to Brussels, meeting Tuesday morning. Eurostar to Amsterdam Tuesday afternoon, meeting Wednesday morning, fly home Thursday midday." She looked sheepish, there was more going on here than she was letting on. I needed time to think. But one thing sprang to mind, and I didn't like what I was thinking.
"Why are you leaving Saturday and the first meeting is not until Monday for the first thing? Tthat is six days not five, being a bit picky here, granted 5 nights. And why isn't his normal secretary doing it?"
Her reply was far too quick. "So, we can prepare on Sunday and decompress from the journey."
Now that was bollocks, even more red flags went up, confirmed by the look on her face, she wasn't looking me in the eye.
"I'll be honest with you, I smell a rat, a big stinking rat called Derek. To start with, why can't you prepare this week before you go. I'll have to check, but it's only three hours from London to Paris and you have not answered my question, why is his proper secretary not doing it?"
"The one that went with him last year has been promoted and his new one has refused to go with him. She has been let go, he's got a temp working for him at the moment and she is not available."
"Okay then back to my other two questions, why can't you do the prep in the week. Why the need to decompress for a three hour train journey? So that's you and Derek in Paris for Saturday evening. I hope there's nothing else planned?"
She finally lifted her head and looked at me. "Like what?" I felt there was a lack of conviction.
"Oh, you know, romantic walks along the Seine, romantic meals at some of the nice restaurants there with the company paying the bill. A visit to a museum or maybe a show? How will you keep yourselves occupied Saturday night? Because if I remember correctly, two years ago I offered you a romantic weekend in Paris and you turned me down, saying you heard it was smelly. You have only just agreed to go there for our Twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. So, something's not sitting right here."
I had a feeling the bank balance was safe, for now. I had known Yvette for just over twenty-two years, and last night when I got in from the pub if she had said to me. 'I've been asked to accompany Derek on his next sales trip to Europe because his secretary can't make it. We will be leaving Sunday and coming back Thursday, we're going to Paris, Brussels and Amsterdam, and I'll be home Thursday. I would have said. 'Oh, have fun but watch out for Derek, he's a bit of a player, but I trust you' or something like that.
But she didn't, so now I was worried. So, with her being grumpy for a week, not nagging me about going to the pub, the nice dinner, the incredible sex and the breakfast was all just a softening up. She may, just may have got away with it if she at least had looked me in the face when she said she was giving me the full itinerary, that was also a dead giveaway. I needed time to think.
"Give me your shopping list. I'll go and get that done. Your car needs a wash as well. I'm going upstairs to get changed."
I had only been wearing scruffy clothes around the house, something I could get off easily hoping for a bit more fun. I went upstairs and changed into jeans and a rugby shirt. When I came down she was waiting by the front door with her car keys and the shopping list. She looked worried. "Well, can I go? I will need to tell Derek today so we can start getting the bookings arranged." As I walked out I dropped my work phone on the induction charger. Yvette knew the passcode to my personal phone but not the work one. She would not be able to turn off the audio recorder I had turned on.
"I can't stop you, but I don't like this. Something is wrong. I will be about an hour." I took the keys and shopping list from her and walked out the door, closing it behind me, forcibly. I got in her car and looked at the shopping list. This was all the ingredients for a good meal and even where to get it from. It appears she ordered the steak from the local butcher, not the supermarket. I did the shopping. Whilst her car was being washed, I did some internet searching on my phone. I didn't find enough information. I would have to do some more research when I got home.
I had been out for just over an hour, but I wasn't ready to go home yet. I needed more time to think. The more I thought, the worse it got. It was sex, but if it was just sex, she could have left on Saturday, spent the week fucking and I would have been none the wiser. So why all the buttering up, was it guilt on her part or was there something else? My brain was addled, but for now I was trying to get my head around if she was going to sleep with him whilst they were in Europe.
One thing about electric cars is that they are quiet, the garage door was still open, so I drove in. I picked up the shopping from the passenger seat but didn't close the door, my hands were full. I would have to come back out and put the car on charge anyway. She never bloody did. As I walked in the back door I heard Yvette on the phone, I could only hear one side of the conversation.
"No, of course I don't know where he is.
"No, he was not happy when he left. He slammed the door. I thought the glass was going to break.
"Yes, I know what will happen if I don't come with you."
"Stop it, that's dirty." Then she giggled, that did not sound good.
"I've told him I've got to tell you today so you can book the tickets, I don't think he believed me, why would you book tickets on a Saturday.
"Yes, I know you've already got them and the table is booked at the restaurant. You could always take somebody else."
Then she giggled. "Yes, I am actually looking forward to it, but I don't want to risk my marriage, why does he have to know?"
"That is a pathetic reason, it's just to boost your ego."
"There is a risk that this will not end well."
"Oh, you're willing to take the risk, you like the risk?"
"No, you know he's not ex-military, nothing, no martial arts training, nothing like that, he hasn't got any guns or a bow and arrow or crossbow. Our daughter's rounders bat may still be around somewhere. Just don't underestimate him."
"Look I'm gonna have to go, if I don't get an answer today, I will tell him it's a fait accompli and I'll lose my job if I don't go"
"Yes, I know that it's true. I don't know how you managed to get rid of your secretary without ending up being done for unfair dismissal."
"Look, I really must go. I'm looking forward to it, it'll be something different, but I don't want to risk my marriage, please keep that in mind."
"But that didn't work before with your other secretary did it. Goodbye. I'll phone you later or see you Monday."
So that was it. It was about sex and his ego. Forewarned is forearmed, but I still didn't know how to tackle it. I went back to the car and used my hip to slam the door.
"Hi sweetie have you got all the shopping?" She asked, sounding happy. "I'll just pop the kettle on and we can have a coffee. I hope you bought some cakes back. I'm feeling a bit peckish. I need to build my energy up for tonight, come here you little stud muffin you." She pulled me in and gave me a kiss. I tried to respond but after what I had heard, I was a bit half hearted. I held up a bag of cakes.
For now, I went along with it because I hadn't worked out what to do. But I might have to look for our daughter's rounders bat. There is a nice bit of two by two in the back of the garage about 3 feet long, that might be better.



We sat and had a coffee. She asked how the shopping went and did I get the car cleaned? She was chatting away merrily. I was only half listening to what she said. This was starting to piss me off so I decided to grab the bull by the horns.
I waited till she had a mouthful of cake, smiling at me when I said. "So when were you going to tell me about you and Derek fucking whilst you're away."
Cake shot everywhere; I had to brush myself down, but I kept looking at her. I did not want to let on that I had overheard her conversation, so I continued. "That is the only reason I can see why you're leaving on Saturday for a meeting on Monday is that you intend to have sex with Derek whilst you're away. And that would also explain why you told me at the last minute and you can't look me in the face and tell me you are not going to have sex with Derek."
She was looking down, I waited, I let the time drag on. This was the one time she did not try to fill the silence, nor did she look at me. "From that I take it the plan is to leave here probably Saturday morning, spend the afternoon together walking through Paris. a meal in a restaurant then a night together in the same room and the same bed. Continue that in Brussels, finishing off Wednesday night in Amsterdam fucking, why not come home Wednesday afternoon, I see, another night of fucking I guess before coming home to me Thursday as if nothing had happened."
She was still looking down, I had my answer, but I wanted more.
I smashed my fist down onto the table, the crockery rattled. "FUCKING ANSWER ME!"
She was still looking down, but I got a muttered. "Yes."
"So, when were you going to tell me?"
"I don't know, I was still trying to work that out." She whispered.
"Why tell me? Why do I need to know? If you had just told me you were going away Saturday to Thursday with Derek without all this extra sex, the special food, I would never have known. I might have wondered, but I would have trusted you."
She just shrugged her shoulders.
I think I knew the answer, it was Derek's ego, he wanted me to know or at least suspect he was sleeping with my wife. But I wanted to hear it from her. I did not want to let on how much I knew so I carried on.
"So, the sex and the food were just to butter me up, to make me soft and pliable so I would not object to you going with Derek. Well, guess what, it hasn't worked."
I growled at her. "So were you or Derek going to let me know sometime before you went, or save it up until a company function to rub my nose in it?"
A bolt of lightning struck me. "Now I get it, he wanted me to agree to you going and then let me know or at least suspect you were sleeping together so it would look like I agreed to you sleeping with him on your trip."
Sheepishly she replied. "I think Derek was going to drop hints before we went so you would suspect. Yes, some of what I did was to convince you to agree, but some of it was the guilt that I feel for going behind your back and planning it and being grumpy with you last week. I'm sorry my love but I was so confused."
"I can't see what there is to be confused about. You have sex with Derek, you cheat on me, you don't have sex with Derek we stay married, end of story.
"Is he blackmailing you?" She started nodding, but I didn't stop there. "Do you want to do it? Do you want to have sex with him? Look me in the face and tell me you do not want to have sex with him, it is pure blackmail."
She lifted her head for the first time, she looked me in the face, she could see my anger. She burst into tears. I raised my voice. "So, you want to have sex with him?"
"I would lose my job if I didn't, so if I had to have sex with him, I might as well enjoy it. I'm told he is very good. So yes, a little bit of me was looking forward to it. I'm sorry sweetheart."
"For an intelligent woman you can be so fucking stupid, you have a mobile phone you could have recorded the conversations and taken that to HR."
"We only talked in his office and he made me leave my phone outside. I couldn't record it."
"So, you were going to just throw twenty-two years of marriage and our future down the drain because you couldn't come to me. I would have found you a pen that records stuff. I would have found a way around the problem. But you couldn't come to me."
Then it struck me like a horse kicking me in the head. She wanted to do this, that's why she didn't come to me. I slapped the table with my hand, which made her look up. "You fucking lying cow!" She sat upright. "You didn't come to me because you want to do this, you want to sleep with him." It was a statement, not a question. She looked down again. She did not deny it, I probably would not have believed her if she did.
I was glad my work phone was still recording.
"Your marriage is hanging by a slender thread right now." I stood up and went behind my chair, looking down at her I said. "I assume he's coming to pick you up next Saturday. Well, I tell you now if you get in that car with him, I will consider that you are going to have sex with him and I will divorce you. It is as simple as that. So, phone your would-be boyfriend and tell him your answer. If you need another job you can get one, and if you're really smart you will record the conversation. If you get sacked, we will take the company to court. To give you some privacy I'm going to the pub. I'll give you one hour."
Her mouth was hanging open. "Oh, by the way, put the steak in the freezer, we will have beans on toast tonight and don't bother with the corset. The next time we make love, if there is a next time, it will be Saturday night. The night you are currently planning to spend with him. You spend it here with me and we can work this out."
I didn't go to the pub, I got on my bike and went to see my brother, Harry. Whilst I had never been in the military he had and so had his wife, Michelle, that was where they met. He did infantry things and she was a Redcap, Military Police. I told them everything that I knew. Michelle made sure my beer glass was never empty. We talked for a long time. Harry came up with several plans, Michelle wanted to take a baseball bat to Derek. I didn't, I vetoed that. I want my wife to make her own decisions, I didn't want to force her into something. That was what Derek had done, it had to be her choice.
It was quite late when I got home, I fell off the bike at least twice. Being drunk it did not hurt too much. I switched the voice recorder off on my work phone. I'm sure the memory was full. I was too drunk to listen to it that night, I slept on the sofa.
Surprisingly, despite the amount I had drunk, I didn't have too much of a hangover. A couple of paracetamol, a strong cup of tea and a brisk walk cleared my head. I listened to the audio recording as I walked. She was still going ahead with it, Derek offered to help. I got back about midday. Yvette was sitting at the kitchen table with a pot of tea. I didn't wait for her to pour it, but poured myself one, looking at her I said. "Right, tell me your decision; we make love Saturday night or I visit a solicitor Monday, what's it to be?" I knew the answer.
"I'm sorry sweetheart I have to do this."
I bit my tongue, there was no way she 'Had' to do it. She wanted to. She may have been coerced into it at the start but now she wanted to do it. As I poured my tea, I saw her hit a button on her phone.
It was half an hour later when the knock I was expecting came on the front door, she rushed to get it. I went and stood behind one of the armchairs in the lounge. As I expected Derek walked in, what I did not expect was the large gentleman behind him; very smartly dressed, I'm assuming, maybe wrongly, that he was a chauffeur and unofficial bodyguard.
Derek held his hand out to me, it was difficult for him because he was on the other side of the armchair, he had to lean forward. He was smiling at me, I just looked him in the face and said to him. "Fuck off twat."
He took a pace backwards. "Leave my house and never come back. Do not talk to my wife again unless it concerns work."
He could see I had my phone in my hand. He smiled, pointed at it and said. "There's no point in recording this, my friend here, Reggie." Turning slightly and pointing to the large gentleman behind him. "Is carrying a white noise generator so that it will not record anything." He stood there with a smug smile on his face.
Bugger.
I hope video can still be recorded because in two corners there were the video recorders my brother lent me, and anybody who can lip read would be able to translate.
With a smug look on his face, he started. "Right, I'll come straight out with it. Let's not waste time. Yvette is coming with me next week. The meetings, the conversations and the dealings I do, which will keep our company in business and hundreds of people in work are extremely stressful. So, Yvette will help me relieve that stress and being with a warm, comfortable, familiar companion is just the thing for stress relief. And for that people will keep their jobs and she will get a promotion, as did the last secretary that accompanied me. She will come back to you Thursday and you can carry on as if nothing happened apart from reaping the benefits of the promotion. Are we clear?"
"I sort of get it, but I have a couple of questions. Assumed stress relief means having sex with her?"
He just smiled and nodded. I continued. "Just to let you know, if you, or anyone has sex with my wife, I will divorce her. To that end, if she gets in your car next Saturday, I will consider that as having sex with you. I've had a quick look on your website and it appears that if my wife gets the promotion, it will be in Manchester over two hundred miles away. So, we wither have a long distance relationship or she turns it down. I don't think that's really fair. Do you?"
He just gave a smile and an arrogant little chuckle. He had been rumbled, but he didn't care. A quick glance at Yvette showed she had not thought of that possibility, a promotion she could not accept.
"So as far as I'm concerned if my wife gets in that car with you next week, I will consider that grounds for divorce."
I was hoping to wipe the smile off his face. It didn't, he chuckled. "This is not my first rodeo doing this. You've got me. I promise once we do this, she will get the promotion in the local area, you have found me out."
He gave another little chuckle, arrogant twat. "I will never approach her for sex again. It will be a one-time thing, but if you persist in the divorce, I will ensure you are left with only the shirt on your back. My brother is an excellent family lawyer, he will find ways and means of taking this wonderful house from you. You'll lose your car, your savings and everything he can lay his hands on, and you will live in a wet cardboard box underneath the bridge that you will be calling home. He will insist you keep your job so you can pay Yvette maintenance. If you wish proof, see if you can find my previous secretary's husband. She gladly took the promotion in Dundee. Now please don't take the fact that Reggie behind me is a large man, He's a bit of a pussycat unless he's upset. He gets upset when I get upset, and I will be upset if Yvette does not climb into that car with me next Saturday morning." He turned to Yvette and said. "Please get in the car on Saturday, you will return home a week Thursday none the worse for wear."
He turned and looked at me and said. "This has been a very nice chat. I hope to see you at the next company function and we can act like adults." With that, he and Reggie left the room.
Yvette came across to me. "I'm sorry love, I didn't want him to do that, but he insisted. Trust me it will be just one week. We will be able to retire earlier. You won't notice any difference I promise."
"Well, there is at least one thing I will notice, my wife won't be exclusive, she won't be my wife and the twenty-fifth wedding anniversary trip we planned to go to Paris will not happen because she's done it with another man. And trust me, really do trust me, I will divorce you if you get in that car next Saturday." With that, I turned and walked away upstairs to our bedroom, slammed the door and locked it.
She started beating on the door. "What are you doing?"
"Giving you time to make up your mind, tell me you are not going with Derek and we can sleep in our bed together."
It went quiet outside the bedroom. I did not sleep well.
I took the next week off work and spent a lot of time talking with my brother, there were things to do. Some experiments to carry out.
It was an icy house for the rest of the week. Yvette thought I was working late, I would come in after eating in the pub or at my brother's.
Throughout the week when we were together, Yvette tried talking to bring me around to the idea. I never once gave her an indication that I was happy with this, I kept on saying. "Get in the car, I divorce you."
I was recording everything by now.
Saturday morning everything was in place. I got up early. I placed all of our wedding photographs and albums with the pictures of the children on the lounge table.
I also decided I would need something to eat and some support if she did leave with Derek, so I invited Harry and Michelle over. I had four chicken breasts, some home-cut chips and four place settings set up on the kitchen table so we could celebrate together if Yvette stayed. There was a pan of cooking oil bubbling very gently on the stove to take the chicken and the chips. There was a tin of Marrowfat peas as well. I was out the back of the house fixing the lawn mower. I heard a horn sound; I assumed it was the car to collect Yvette. I hurried in the back door carrying my metal toolkit, it was quite heavy and I was in a hurry so I banged the door frame and the pipe that ran next to the door frame as I went in. I wanted to make an effort to stop my wife from leaving and ruining our marriage.
I dropped the tool kit just inside the kitchen.
I saw the car, a big limousine at the front of the house. I didn't think Derek would risk coming to the door. That was a wise move on his part, behind the front door was my daughter's rounders bat. Yvette came down the stairs carrying a small suitcase. At least she looked professional, not like a prostitute.
I had my hand up in front of her. "Please do not go, I will divorce you. If you must go, before you leave this house, leave your rings, your phone and your credit cards behind. You will no longer be married to me, you will not need to contact me and I am not paying one penny for you to cheat on me."
"You can have my phones and credit cards and I will pick them up when I come home Thursday. But I'm keeping my rings because you cannot afford to divorce me, and they are important to me. You will end up a hermit. Derek will take everything; he has done it before, I have seen it. People have tried to fight him and they have all lost. What makes you think you're any different? I promise you on our children's lives when I come back, it will never happen again and I'll be the best loving wife ever. Please just let me have these six days." At least she got the number of days correct now.
With that, she placed her phone and credit cards on the table. She tried to kiss me, I leaned back and said as I waved my hand at the table. "Say goodbye to your former life."
Yvette walked out the door and I followed her. As we approached the car Reggie got out, took her suitcase and placed it in the boot. He opened the back door for her. As she was about to enter, I pulled an envelope from my back pocket. I proffered it to her saying. "Last chance, get in that car you get this envelope and you know what's in it." Derek was watching all this from the far side of the car. He leapt out, leaned across the top of the car, pointing his finger at me. "You will not divorce her, I will take the shirt off your back. So just go away." He sounded quite angry, perhaps nobody had stood up to him like this before.
Yvette carried on getting into the car, and I threw the envelope in after her. That was the signal. Harry got out of his car, his mobile phone out recording video and stood in front of the car, Michelle went and stood behind it also with her phone out recording. Reggie was confused, he closed the door behind Yvette, went around the front of the car, got in and started it. He could not move forward or backward without running over either Harry or Michelle. I looked at my watch, I probably needed a couple more minutes. Then something happened we didn't expect. Reggie got out of the car, rushed to the front and pushed Harry to one side and ran back to the driver's door. By the time he got there, Harry was back in front of the car. Reggie went to the front again and pushed Harry to one side, Harry just rolled away, got back up laughing and stood in front of the car.
I thought I heard Reggie swear as he got back in the car.
I looked in the window. Yvette was crying, this was not going to plan. There was talking between Reggie and Derek, they tried something different. Reggie stayed in the driving seat. Derek got out and pushed Michelle out of the way. She rolled away, he ran to the car door but Michelle was still too fast and was up on her feet. Derek tried again, when he got close, his hands up reaching for Michelle she smacked him in the nose. I heard a crunching sound. He looked at me and shouted. "The fucking shirt off your back." Then his face dropped, it was a picture of horror. I looked down at the car and in the reflection of the car window I could see the flames coming out of the front door. What I did not expect next was the explosion and the front windows blew out. Flames could be clearly seen in the house. With that, I grabbed hold of my shirt front and ripped it apart and threw it on top of the car. I bent down, took my trainers and socks off and threw them on top of the car as well.
Yvette got out of the car. "My house, my lovely house." I didn't feel quite the same way about the house that she did. I turned and looked, the back of the house was obviously well ablaze and I could see it weaving its way into the garage where her electric car is. Oh, there's a fair amount of petrol in there as well for the garden machinery.
I went and stood next to Yvette and said to her. "Everything we own is in that house."
Tears were pouring down her face.
I continued. "All we have is what money you have on you, apart from that we don't have a penny, we don't have two brass farthings to rub together."
She looked at me. "What do you mean?"
Derek was standing next to her, a handkerchief stopping the blood from his nose. I said. "It is quite simple, all the details of our life insurances, our shares and mortgage, all of our savings are in that house along with our Wedding and children's holiday photos, all of our memories and it has just all gone up in smoke. So, there is money, we just have no way of getting it. All we have is what you have in your bag and what I stand up in."
I reached into my back pocket and I pulled out my driving licence and my passport, I waved them at Derek and Yvette and said. "All I have is these and one pair of trousers that I stand here in as you predicted, oh and my watch. Goodbye."
I also had a new mobile phone, but I did not mention that.
I turned and walked away. I could hear the sirens in the distance. Harry, Michelle and I had made a plan. Harry is taking me to their house. Michelle was going to wait for the fire service to turn up to warn them about an electric car and the petrol in the garage. Lithium and water do not mix well and we did not want firemen to get hurt. There was a loud 'crump' sound from the garage, I think the warning about the petrol would not be needed now.
As I walked away, I heard a squeal of tyres. I turned and looked and there was Yvette standing there on her own with the envelope in her hand. The car had driven away with her suitcase in the boot, they had taken all of her clothes. All she had was what she stood there in.



I chuckled at the irony.
I got into Harry's car; he gave me a pair of trainers and a rugby shirt. I'll get socks later. He also handed me my wallet. I looked out the back window and I saw Yvette curled up on the floor. Michelle was carrying out the next part of the plan and was phoning our daughter to apprise her of the situation. Harry and I drove to their house. It was nearly an hour later when Michelle turned up smiling. We sat around the kitchen table drinking tea, I wanted beer, but Harry said it was too early.
"The fireman was grateful for the electric car warning and your daughter turned up and took Yvette with her. I gave her my phone number, she will probably want to speak to you later." Michelle told us.
Sitting in the middle of the kitchen table was a big folder. Michelle with a cheeky grin on her face asked. "Can I have a look?"
I nodded. She lifted the cover showing the top sheet, it was our shares statement. Looking at me she said. "Oh, I didn't know you invested in them, you seem to have done quite well." She flipped another couple of pages. "Hey, that is a tidy sum."
Harry said. "So, it's still the plan then? Wait till the divorce is final, buy her half of the land and build the house you wanted in the first place?"
"Yes, that's the plan. I am going to have to come clean about the current and saving accounts, she will get half in the divorce. But I've got to be a little careful cashing in the insurance so she doesn't find out. We have changed all the addresses to a post office box anyway. I suppose I had better start paying you rent, little brother."
Epilogue.
The fire investigators' findings were that as I came rushing in through the door, I smashed my tool kit into the gas pipe that ran up the wall, it had a couple of bad dents in it and it fractured. He was correct, it took me two goes at it. When the gas reached a certain density in the kitchen it exploded and caused the hot oil in the chip pan to spray around and that caught alight spreading the fire. They did mention they found four place settings and remains of food as if someone was expecting to sit down and eat a meal. The house and everything in it was a complete write-off, it would have to be demolished. That was good. I didn't like it anyway.
The video and transcript from a lip reader was sent to my solicitor and to Yvette's company. The videos of Harry and Michelle being attacked by Derek and Reggie went to the Police. Derek is no longer employed. He is having problems getting a job with an assault charge for pushing Michelle hanging over his head. He spent some time in hospital. It was not me, however, it took place when Harry and Michelle went out for an evening. Reggie was not a first-time offender and spent some more time at His Majesty's Pleasure. Yvette still has a job, however there was no promotion. I did get a snotty phone call from our children the next day. I sent them all of the video and audio recordings I had. They came and saw me at their uncle Harry's the following week apologising profusely. I hugged them and gladly accepted their apologies.
The children kept in contact with their mother, she was not happy, she had her job but that was all. It soon got around at her work what had happened. She was either hit upon as being easy, or ignored. The children told me she did not know which was worse and she hated the pokey little flat she lived it.
Yvette contacted me several time to try to get back together, not going to happen. The kids finally got the message to her.
It took just over a year and with the help of Michelle to cash in all the insurance for the house. It gave me enough to build a decent house to my design. I made friends with a lovely little widow, who hadn't previously appreciated the fun of tie and tease.
The end
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I know I was not going to do another George Anderson February Sucks themed story. But when this scenario popped into my head at the usual 03:00 in the morning it just fitted so well into this scenario, and it didn't fit in anything else I have planned and I wanted to use it.
So let's get this one out of the way, I have 2 more 750's to publish.
Oxford English dictionaries define fiction as "something that is invented or untrue". Please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are right. It probably would not. This is fiction, so do not complain it is not real. If you want realism, please watch a documentary or the news. Some news channels anyway.
One of the dislikes of 750 word stories is you cannot fit the complete story in so 'I will see you in the morning 4 FTDS' will be published the following day.
I watched as the Cherry Red Ferrari shot out of the car park carrying my wife away with it. The bouncer holding me back released his hand from my chest and said. "Sorry mate."
I turned and went back inside the club, the club my wife, Linda, had just left with local football celebrity Marcus Vale.
I made my way back to the table where my former friends were sitting, past two of Vale's team mates who had tripped me up as I tried to chase after him and my wife.
Dee reached out to me. "Jim, it's just one night, she'll be back with you for the rest of your life."
"Don't touch me you evil bitch."
"Don't talk to my wife like that." Dave said.
"I will talk to the bitch who helped Linda ruin our marriage anyway I wish. Would you sit there so calmly if it was your wife driving off to spend the night with Vale?"
He looked down.
Dee carried on unfazed. "Jim, she'll be home tomorrow and you can carry on as if nothing happened." The woman was demented.
"She might or might not come home, but I will not be there." With that, I turned and walked away.
I heard Dee shout. "Jim, please don't do anything you'll regret."
At that moment in time there was very little in this world I would regret doing.
I made my way to my car. I took a shortcut across the grass and had to step over the chain fence.
Starting the car, doing something close to normal I felt a surprising calm. As I drove from the carpark I had an idea for revenge on Vale. I stopped and started collecting the lengths of chains that separated the road from the verge. I managed to get ten two meter lengths before I heard a shout. I jumped in the car and drove off.
Next stop the local park and another ten lengths plus a big hook.
Getting home I made my preparations, wrote emails, packed some bags, did some googling and printing. Looking at my air pistol, I wondered how much damage a pellet to the eye would do.
It was not difficult to join all the lengths of chain together. I walked them out to the big old oak tree at the end of our drive.
I took my bags out with me, sat behind the tree and waited.
I will miss the kids.
Unsurprisingly Vale drove up my drive behind my car. I stepped out from behind the tree. Through the back window of the Ferrari, I saw Vale lean across to Linda going for a kiss. She held her hand up and stopped him.
Dragging the chain I got down behind the car. It was difficult but I managed to hook the chain around a sub-frame member. I retreated behind the tree. I heard a door close and the car reverse out of my drive. I stepped out to watch. Linda was walking up our path, not looking back. Vale paused, the engine screamed, I think he was using Launch mode. The Cherry Red Ferrari took off. The engine and gearbox got about thirty yards and stopped, the rest of the car did not. The oak tree did not move. An almighty scream of torn metal met my ears. The front of the Ferrari spun round so Vale was looking at his engine. I went and stood beside Linda, her hands flew to her mouth. Looking at me she said. "What have you done?"
I was amazed. "What have I done?"
With that, I took our marriage certificate out of my pocket, held it up in front of her and tore it in half just like the Ferrari. Taking an envelope out of my pocket I opened it and put the torn marriage certificate and my wedding ring in and gave it to her. She would find divorce papers in there as well.
I picked up my bags and walked away. As I passed Vale, I pulled out a replica air pistol, pointed it at his head and said. "Don't shag married women."
I could smell where he pissed himself. I pulled the trigger and a jet of air hit his face and I smelt the shit. I tossed the air pistol into his car, I could get another one. I was hoping I could get another woman.
I walked on heading for the local police station to hand myself in.
I don't believe Ferraris have subframes, they are a monocoque construction but it was all I could fit in. I know some models have launch mode.
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One of the problems with 750 word stories is that it leaves some readers up in the air with what happened to the cast of characters. So, I have taken to finishing off with a FTDS add on, so here we go, I like happy endings, most of my readers know that. But there must be pain.
Here we go with 'I will see you in the Morning 4 FTDS.' You will have needed to read 'I will see you in the Morning 4 750' for this to make any sense. This part of the story starts before Linda is brought home by Vale.
I assume you have read 'I will see you in the Morning 750', so no need for my usual warnings.
Some of you out there want Linda to have physical punishment, physical pain can go away, I know I have had enough over the years. But to me psychological pain can last a very long time.
If you do not like happy endings stop now.
It is just a story, please enjoy it.
For continuity some of this is written in the same brusque style as 'I will see you in the morning 4, 750.
Before I left the house to wait behind the oak tree I sent an email to family, both Linda's and mine explaining exactly what happened yesterday evening and what I was going to do, just family, not friends. Well, I did include our ex-friends but they had been there when Linda walked out with Vale so they knew all about what happened.
Now they would know the consequences of what they helped arrange.
Both sets of parents did get a longer version with some requests concerning the children. My parents got some more of my plans.
Sitting behind the tree just after nine o'clock my phone went mad with texts and calls from parents, family and ex-friends. I switched the phone on silent and ignored them. Nothing from Linda.
Then I managed to wreck Vale's Ferrari and made him mess himself.
As I walked past the wrecked Ferrari, I saw some of our neighbours with their phones out recording Vale's humiliation. I smelt burning motor car. I did not look back.
I got to the police station and asked to see someone. I explained to a sergeant exactly what happened and I was turning myself in for the theft of chain from the club and the council park, plus the wilful damage of one Ferrari. Oh, and firing an air pistol at Vale.
I did point out that the club and the council could go to my house and collect the chains, they were too heavy for me to carry to the Police station.
The Policeman seemed confused and put me in an interview room and brought me coffee. It was not too bad, but there again, I do not drink much coffee, so I am no judge. I sat there wondering what it would be like to spend a year or so at His Majesty's Pleasure. I would definitely be off grid, but would not be able to help the children.
When they asked for my address, I told them 'No fixed abode' but I gave them my phone number and told them I had some money and would let them know where I was when I settled down. But it would not be local as I was concerned Vale and his mates would come for me after making him mess himself and wrecking his Ferrari. It was pretty obvious who did it.
A detective came and saw me, he told me that the theft of chains was a minor crime and as I seemed remorseful, at this time no further action would be taken. I was not to do it again. However, if they received a complaint about the wrecked Ferrari and the air pistol incident they would be in touch, but until that happened, I was free to go. They would inform the club and the council where to collect their chains. I felt like a small boy who had been told off by his school teacher.
I was hoping for at least one night in the cells, now I would have to find somewhere to go overnight.
Whilst waiting for Linda to come home, if she was going to? I had decided to leave her. I could not live with someone who would do that to me. She could not love me the way I loved her, and I still did love her. But I made the decision to move on, but she would have to bring the children up herself. Whilst it would hurt more than what she did, I would have to leave the children. One day I would tell them why. But I would not ignore them.
That was the request I sent to both sets of parents, to help her with the children, her not so much. I had taken five thousand pounds and left Linda the house, the rest of our savings and my car. I quit my job and decided to move away, as I could not live in the area or with Linda after what she did. I sent a resignation email to my Boss. Once I was settled, I would send any money I could spare to my parents to pass on to Linda to help bring up Sean and Carrie, I planned to send presents for the children at Christmas and on Birthdays. I told my parents I wanted nothing to do with Linda and not to let on to Linda, but if she took up with someone else, they were to tell me and I would stop paying.
In the email to my Mum and Dad I told them every second month, on the first of the month between twelve and one o'clock I would turn my phone 'on' so they could contact me if they wished. A phone window. But if anyone else contacted me at that time I would throw my phone away and never speak to them again. It was an empty threat, but they did not know that.
I needed to know how the children were doing.
But for now, I needed somewhere to sleep. My overnight accommodation plan for the Police Station had failed. I needed a new one. Then I saw it, two birds with one stone. Sleep and somewhere to go.
I walked to the bus station and got on the first National Express bus that pulled in and asked for the end of the line. Norwich it seems.
East Norfolk is the land of swamps, it took a while to settle into swampland, but the swampies were welcoming. I had heard they disliked outsiders, but that was not true. I found a job on the holiday boats on the Broads.
The first phone window Dad phoned me exactly at twelve o'clock. He asked where I was. I did not tell him. He mentioned Linda wanted to talk. I hung up. He phoned again, I answered, when he mentioned Linda again, I hung up. The third time he phoned he did not mention Linda, he talked about the children. He got the rule. I chatted with Mum; she was worried about me. Dad asked if Linda's parents could phone during the phone window. I said they could, I had nothing against them.
The following phone window Linda's parents phoned spot on twelve o'clock, they had obviously got the rule, they never mentioned Linda. The children were doing well but they were asking questions about where I was. They just told the children I was working away from home. Linda was never mentioned.
The job on the boats lasted the summer, when winter came, I was let go. It was fun but I got the impression they thought I was a miserable bastard. They were probably correct.
During the winter I found a job on a building site. That was rough, but it paid better and I could send more money home for the children. The parents mentioned gently that Linda was managing with a little help from them with her job and the money I sent there was some left over for little luxuries.
I stayed in Norfolk for a few years and then ended up in the Outer Hebrides, Scotland because someone invited me on a building job on an airfield up there, probably because no one else wanted the job. It paid well, but it was cold and wet.
Then for some reason, I ended up in Spain as a Holiday Company rep and tour guide. I wanted warm weather after the Hebrides. It appears that mature reps exude confidence and I was fit from my time on building sites. I had a few dalliances out there, but I made it a rule never to play with married or engaged women. I stayed well away from hen weekends even though the strong silent persona I portrayed was an attraction to them. Actually, I was just a miserable bastard. I bedded divorcees and even a widowed Grandmother, she was good.
It was okay working there; I could send most of my money home as I could eat free and have drinks brought for me. After that, I ended up in Sheffield in an office. I bumped into an old mate in Spain who remembered what I used to do. It appears there's a dearth of people with my skills as a Mechanical Designer in the UK. So, I returned home. I went back to my old job. Whilst things had moved on in the years I had been away from the business, my experiences on boats, building sites and managing people, if Holidaymakers can be called people, I soon moved up the supervisor side of things. That paid much better and I could send more home. I had simple needs.
I was getting regular updates on the children; they were doing well. They stopped asking about me. It appears there had been a big argument and one day Sean and Carrie turned up at my parent's place, Sean was fifteen and Carrie thirteen. The children said the argument was about me. They asked their mother why I had left them. All she would say was it was her fault, but would not expand. So, they blamed me but were particularly rude and disrespectful to their mother.
When I heard about that I wrote them a letter telling them there would be a time when I would tell them everything, but it was not yet.
I told my parents that I thought they were too young, anyway, I wanted Linda to tell them. I got told off by my Mother. I had not seen the children for years and they were more mature than a lot of other children their age.
It was coming up to Sean's eighteenth birthday and I asked my Dad to find out if Sean wanted to know why I left and I would tell him after his birthday if he wanted to know. It was a big thing so I told him the phone would be on all the time.
I got a phone call an hour later.
"That was quick Dad." I said.
"No, Dad it's me."
I was stunned, he sounded so mature, so grown up, but it was definitely Sean.
He carried on quickly. "Please don't hang up Dad, two weeks won't make any difference, please talk to us, please."
He was correct. "Okay, sorry, I was a bit stunned to hear your voice, not Grandads."
"That's okay. We know the rules, no talking about Mum, but we might get it wrong; if we do, please don't hang up Dad. Just tell us we have done it."
Hang on! "Sean, what is this 'we'?" I did not think I was going to like the answer, I sensed a trap.
"Dad, Carrie's here with me and Nanny and Grandad."
"I don't think Carrie is ready for..."
"DAD!" Sean interrupted. "Mum told us all about it two years ago. We know all about it. We know what she did with that football bloke."
I was stunned. Sean carried on. "Dad, don't worry, Mum is not here, in fact, she doesn't know we are talking. I've only just told Nanny and Grandad what Mum told us and she appears to have told us the truth. Grandad has shown us the email you sent them when you left. We know you have been speaking to all the grandparents regularly and following what we get up to. Oh, by the way, you're on speaker so Carrie can join in."
I was gobsmacked. "Carrie?"
"Yes Daddy." As I expected, Carrie sounded like a young Linda.
"Are you okay?" I had tears in my eyes.
"Fine Daddy, all the better for hearing your voice. How are you?"
"A bit shocked really. I wasn't expecting this. It has kind of taken the wind out of my sails. I've been worried about how I was going to tell you, how I was going to answer your question as to why I left. But you know so I suppose I don't have to worry anymore about that."
"No Daddy you don't." Said Carrie. "Mum has told us some of how she felt when the football player came up to your table and how she felt when she got home and afterwards. But we don't know how you felt."
Sean piped up. "And no Dad, she did not go into details." Well, that was a relief.
"Daddy, we have so much to say, let's not do it over the phone, let's meet, please. If you're in the country, that is?"
"Does Sheffield count as in the country?"
"I think so Dad." Said Sean.
I hesitated. "I'll have to think..."
"It's time son." I heard my Dad say. I suppose he was right.
We spent the next half hour working out details of where and when, somewhere halfway between where we lived. I insisted they tell their Mother what was happening.
Two weeks later I was pulling into the National Exhibition Centre in Birmingham to meet in the cafe. Carrie saw me before I saw them as I walked in. She came hurtling across the cafe and threw her arms around me. Sean just stood up smiling.
We talked for ages, they went on about their plans, they wanted to know what I had been doing, what I was doing now. After about an hour Carrie went for more drinks. It got a bit calmer.
"Thanks for this Dad. It means a lot to Carrie, and to me."
He leaned in as if to share a secret. "Carrie has missed you. So have I."
That made me think a bit. "Were you mad at me when you realised I wasn't coming back?"
"Can we wait till Carrie gets back Dad please?"
"Okay."
Whilst we waited he asked if I had any hobbies. I told him I didn't, I just worked, did a bit of running, sometimes went out with some workmates for a beer and a game of pool. I followed the local village cricket team. But that was it.
He looked quite sheepish and asked. "Er, no girlfriend or a wife?"
He was grown up now, he glanced nervously to where Carrie was waiting in the queue. I had a feeling he wanted the answer before she got back with drinks.
"No, not now, in the past but not now, never anything serious." He seemed to relax a bit at that.
I thought back, there had been a woman about five years ago in Sheffield. We lived together for a few years. It was comfortable. Then she asked me to marry her. I told her I thought I might still be married, it never came up. Things went downhill from there. I overheard her a couple of weeks later talking to some friends we had bumped into in the pub. I went to get more drinks but realised I didn't know what our friends wanted, so I went back. I heard her tell the friends that she'd asked me to marry her and I had turned her down. I heard my girlfriend say she thought I was a cold-hearted bastard, one of the friends looked at her and said. "I have watched him, you're right, he is a cold-hearted bastard because somebody broke it. He will never marry anybody again."
At that, I took a step forward and said. "You're absolutely correct. Now what would you like to drink."
I moved out three days later.
Carrie got back with the drinks and sat down. Sean reached out and put his hand over hers. "Dad wants to know if we're mad at him. We went through that phase together so I thought we had better answer it together. Stop me if I get this wrong."
Carrie butted in. "At first no, because we got the presents and the cards, both grandparents told us you loved us. But after a couple of years, we realised you weren't coming back. So, we built up the courage and asked Mum if you were ever coming back? She looked at us and said 'I hope so, but I don't know, I don't think so and it's all my fault' and then she burst into tears. You hurt our Mummy. So yes, we hated you."
Sean took over. "Dad, you have to understand we were kids and we didn't know what was going on. Both sets of grandparents found out what happened and eventually talked us round. So we stopped hating you, we just didn't like you very much. But Mum kept on saying that we shouldn't because it was her fault, not our fault and not yours either, it was all her fault. Then when I was sixteen she sat us both down and told us we were both old enough to understand. She told us what she'd done, walking off leaving you behind, walking off to spend the night with a famous football player. She told us she regretted it every single day and if she could take it back she would. So over time we forgave you and we understood where you were coming from."
Carrie gave a little sigh. "The presents and the cards kept on coming, no matter what we thought of you. Grandad then told us that you'd been sending him money, and the money that he gave us was mostly from you. Both grandparents topped it up a little bit in the early days. So that's it, we loved you, we hated you, we forgave you and we love you." Tears were pouring down her face. She came around the table and sat beside me and put her arms around me. "Daddy please don't hate us for hating you?"
"I never stopped loving you, I could never do that. I just could not be in the same house with your Mother after what she did."
Then I asked the question I did not want to know the answer to, but had to know.
"How is your Mother, has she met somebody else?"
There was sadness in Sean's face. "She's fine Dad, it's not been easy for her, but she has never complained, not once, she's been a wonderful mother. She had help from both the grandparents as I gather you asked them to do. They have been fantastic too. But she is sad and we often see her looking off into the distance, a tear running down her cheek. Other men, not as far as we know. Uncle Nick was around about two years after you left." He looked at Carrie. "We've talked about this, we don't think he stayed the night." He stopped coming around after a couple of months."
Nick had been a good mate of mine before I left. We used to go to the pub, play pool and football together. I knew he fancied Linda and he was single. I liked him. He would have made a good Dad to Sean and Carrie. I had heard nothing from the parents about Linda taking up with anybody. It was really none of my business, I was the one that walked out.
"Dad, part of the reason for coming here is so we can hear your side of the story."
I hugged Carrie, reached across and took Sean's hand. "Yes, I know, but it's nearly time to go. Let's not end this first meeting on a sour note."
Carrie pulled herself up. "Daddy, can we do this again then?"
I smiled. "Absolutely, you have my phone number. No phone windows, call any time. You can tell your Mother everything we've talked about but she's still not to contact me."
It was hard but we said our goodbyes and I watched Sean and Carrie walk away arm in arm. At least I had mended one bridge. Next time I might have to go further down the country and see both grandparents and thank them properly.
We met up four or five times a year, sometimes they came to Sheffield, and sometimes I went South and stayed with my parents. I did not see Linda. I was not ready.
Over time I told Sean and Carrie my feelings on that Friday and after. There were a lot of tears.
Carrie gave me a call, she wanted a catch up, just Carrie and I. Sean was away at university. He was not far away and went home every other weekend. I had seen all of them including the parents last week so it was a little strange. I had an inclination of what she wanted to tell me, she had been seeing this bloke Harry for fourteen months. I had met him a few times, and he seemed okay.
We met up at a service station on the M5. "Dad. Harry has asked me to marry him. I have said 'Yes'.
"Excellent." I gave her a hug, then pulled back. She could have told me that on the phone. There was more to this.
"You're not pregnant, are you?" She laughed. The laughter reminded me of how her mother laughed.
"No, Dad, I'm not. I can understand why you would think that. We both have careers to get going first. But trust me. You will probably be the third or fourth person to know when it happens."
She had a serious look on her face. "Daddy. I want you to walk me down the aisle, please. And this is the really difficult bit. I want you to stay for the wedding breakfast. You will not sit next to Mum. I expect you to leave as soon as the speeches are over, but I would like one dance." She smiled at me.
"Daddy, you have been a ghost in my past, a shadow apart from the last couple of years. I know you and Mum will never be together again. But I want my children to have four grandparents. Please Daddy."



"Who knows you are asking me?" Dreading the answer.
She smiled, sensing my unease. "Just me and Harry, not even Sean."
"I will think about it." I told her.
She smiled and kissed me on the cheek. "We have made initial plans with the church and the rugby club for the reception."
I gave her a call three days later. Yes, I agreed to walk her down the aisle. But I had a few stipulations. No one else is to know I was going. Just her and Harry, also she was to tell Sean. I will turn up just before the wedding and walk her down the aisle. I do not sit on the same side as her mother. I will stay for the wedding breakfast. I will do speeches, and then I will leave.
She was in tears. "I love you Daddy, that's more than I hoped for."
And then all of a sudden it was here and it was happening.
She was standing at the vestibule, resplendent in a beautiful white gown. People expected her to walk down on her own. Mendelssohn's Wedding March started, at the first note I stepped out of the shadow, offered her my arm, she took it, smiled at me and we stepped forward. The look on the faces of the congregation was amazing. I saw Linda stagger. Sean was waiting and held her up. I walked my daughter down the aisle. Kissed her hand and placed it in the hand of her future husband. I went and stood on the groom's side. I felt a gentle tap on my shoulder and a hand in front of me, looking up. I saw the groom's father. He was smiling. We shook hands. The wedding went without a hitch. As Harry and his new wife walked past me, he looked at me and mouthed 'Thank you Dad'.
I was at the far end of the receiving line. Everyone wanted to chat, there were a lot of smiles, hand shaking and back slapping. It felt strange. I had to keep telling people to move on, this was Carrie and Harry's day, not mine. Nick nearly crushed me with his hug.
The wedding breakfast was as I asked. I did not sit next to Linda. She had recovered, I saw Sean and her have a talk, I expected he was explaining the rules.
The meal was finished. I said my bit, how I was proud of the person she had become despite the difficulties she had experienced, and how I thought Harry was a fine young man and I looked forward to seeing them both regularly. I felt a little awkward mentioning the 'difficulties' as I caused most of them by not being here.
After the speeches were finished, I planned to visit the gentleman's toilet and pop out the fire exit and go home. That plan started to fall apart when Harry came up to me as I headed towards the toilet. "Jim, remember you promised Carrie a dance." He smiled. "I get the first one, you get the second."
I don't think I actually promised her a dance, but there were enough people around me that heard what he said that I would look like a real shit if I walked out now.
Bugger.
I glanced around the room. Linda was on the far side. She caught my glance and gave me a small smile. That smile caught in my throat.
I saw my Dad head to the toilet and I followed him. Whilst we were alone I asked if I could have a quick word outside. He smiled and followed me outside once we had finished our business. I had a fleeting thought this was a set up. "Dad, why is everyone being so nice to me? It is as if I expected, I asked Carrie not to let on that I was coming."
"It's easy. She didn't, well not as far as I know. She didn't tell me and your Mum. Everyone knows you have been sending money, presents and cards plus meeting up regularly for the past few years. They all expected you to turn up. Even Linda. When you left you told all the family in the email what Linda had done and why you left. Linda did not disagree with what you had said, or what you did. She told everyone she would have done worse to you if you had done that to her. She basically said it was her fault and no one should blame you, and she asked for help and forgiveness. Auntie Mildred really tore into her, and left her a sobbing mess, but after that she has been one of the most supportive. But I wouldn't get in front of Mildred if I was you. She thinks you've been away far too long and you're a coward for running away in the first place."
I thought a bit. "What about you Dad, what do you think?"
"You had to do what you had to do so you could live with yourself. Now is not the time to discuss it. Come on, let's go back to the family. I'm sure Nick wants a chat and I bet he's dying to show you his wife and kids."
I was mobbed by the family when we got back inside. There were smiles on their faces. All hugs, it felt strangely comfortable. Well, not Auntie Mildred, but she never smiled anyway.
Nick introduced me to his wife Shelly and their two children. I could tell he was a happy man. He tried to get me to commit to a game of pool next week. I let him know I would be in Sheffield, he complained it was a long way for him to go just for a game of pool, but he might be able to make it the weekend if he could crash on my sofa. I think the bugger was serious.
I was still considering running away, again. The music started and I watched my daughter's first dance as a married woman. It finished, and I smiled. She disengaged herself from her husband and walked across to me. "Daddy, please before you go, dance with your daughter."
I felt this was a setup. I scanned the room and could not see Linda. So, I accepted it. We danced. It was heavenly. She was so like her mother. It finished, she took a pace back and curtsied, I bowed, held her hand out to her new husband. There was a round of applause. Harry shook my hand. I headed towards the exit. But I had to go through the family. I got a lot of good wishes and the offer of another beer. I declined saying I had to drive to Sheffield. I walked outside; I was confused by the attitude of the family. The twelve years had been lonely. Yes, I had companionship, but I was still lonely.
I stood outside and took a deep breath. And then from the shadows, Linda appeared. "Jim, may I please have just two minutes? After all this time. Please spare me two minutes."
I nodded. She stepped up closer. This is the closest we had been in over twelve years. There were a few streaks of grey in her hair and crows' feet in her eyes. She smiled. It was the same smile. "I am not going to mess around. I want you to come home, but for now can I have one dance? Out here, just me and you. We can hear the music. I would not embarrass you by asking you inside. I embarrassed and humiliated you twelve years ago. I have regretted that every day of my life. From the day you tore that Ferrari apart to this very second."
I felt she was trying to cram as much into her two minutes as she could.
I could feel her remorse and sadness. One dance could not hurt. I held my arms out. It wasn't the right sort of song. It was far too fast. We held each other and just shuffled our feet. When the song finished. And I have no idea what had been playing. She eased me back and took my hands up to her mouth and kissed the back of them. Looking me square in the face she said.
"Jim. We have not talked since that day.
"I never got the chance to say this to you twelve years ago. I am sorry for what I did, I'm sorry for how much I hurt you. I have regretted what I did to you that Friday evening every free moment I've had. I listened to other people's advice, but it was my choice. I got it wrong. I love you. I have waited for you. Please can we talk."
Having my arms around Linda, it felt comfortable. That was what I had been afraid of. I looked at her and said. "Linda, things have changed. Today has given me something to think about."
She put her hands around my neck, pulled me down and kissed me on the cheek.
"Please. I want you to come home, by the way, we are still married." With that she kissed me on the cheek again, turned and walked back into the club.
I went and sat in the car. I cried, for fuck's sake. I had felt more love and affection from the family in the last three hours than I had in the last twelve years. Nobody accused me of anything. Okay, there was a stern look from Auntie Mildred. But she gave that to everybody.
It felt warm and comfortable being with family again. What had I been missing? I pulled the rear-view mirror around and looked in. I had red eyes. I'm a cold, hard-hearted bastard so why was I crying?
Decision time. Do I run away again? Because that was what I did twelve years ago. I ran away. I made no secret of it to myself. That was exactly what I did. I ran away, I had always known that.
But it was not the time or the place at our daughter's Wedding to sort this out. Tomorrow in a coffee shop would be good.
Linda was right, this weekend was the time to sort it, put it to bed and move on because I had not. I still had one foot in the past, and now Carrie was married and Sean grown up, this was the time. I opened the car door, got out and walked back into the wedding reception. I thought I would stand quietly in the corner and just watch and have a quick word with Linda and work out a time and place for tomorrow.
All of a sudden there was a pint of Guinness in my hand. I had no idea where it came from. Auntie Mildred made a beeline for me like an Exocet missile heading towards the Atlantic Conveyor, and like the Conveyor, I had no defence, I just braced myself for the impact.
She leaned up and gave me a kiss. "I'm glad you're back. Now come and join the family. And I want a word before you try to sneak off again. Don't upset me, you know you don't like it when I get upset with people."
Auntie Mildred took me by the arm and led me to the family, I was welcomed like a long lost cousin. Which is what I was.
Linda was sitting with Harry's family. She just gave me a small smile and wiped a tear from her eye.
I saw her excuse herself and walk around the outside of the room as if trying not to draw attention to herself. She was wasting her time. If I could see her, then so could everyone else. Everyone was surreptitiously watching either her or me. Waiting for fireworks?
She slid in beside me and said. "Still drinking Guinness then?" I just lifted it and took a sip. I felt her arm slide into mine. I left it there. It would have looked churlish to shrug her off, and after the chat outside, I was not sure that I wanted to. Closure, sure, but what did closure look like?
Auntie Mildred gave us one of her rare smiles.
Bloody hell I was confused. It was not supposed to be like this, I should have been on the road to Sheffield by now.
We watched the families celebrating. We said nothing to each other. Just stood there. Family kept coming up for a quick chat. I was never without a beer and she was never without some wine. Not that we drank that much. I had planned to drive home this evening, but I had details of a hotel with vacancies if I needed one.
Linda left me and went with Harry's Mother to help sort out the happy couple leaving. Harry's Father came and stood beside me. He said. "Hello, we know some of the story, this must be difficult for you. How are you holding up?"
He seemed like a nice chap. I looked at him and said. "Okay. You have a good lad there. They make a fine couple." A bland answer to a man who was probably trying to be nice to me.
As we watched the bride and groom drive away to the honeymoon I felt Linda slide in beside me. "Would you like to come back to the house so we can chat?"
Again, I feared a trap, one that I might not be able to resist. "No, I can get a room, probably best to meet for coffee in town tomorrow."
"Jim, please I need to talk to you now."
I felt that now she had me, now that she had my attention after all these years she did not want to let me go in case I never came back. I had planned to see more of my children and grandchildren when they arrived and I expected Linda would be there, and that was as it should be, so I was going to be around and I realised that I could not keep ignoring her. At some stage we would have to talk.
Also, she was partly correct. I was tempted to run away again. But I was confused by the family's reaction to me being here.
It was coming up to eight o'clock. It had been an eleven in the morning wedding so come eight the party was slowing down. The bride and groom had left and people were starting to leave, they passed us saying goodbye as they went on their way. There were not many left in the hall. Linda turned to me.
"It's quiet over in that corner, let's go there. I am sure people will leave us alone."
I nodded, she took my arm and led me to the corner, I could see parents and Mildred watching us.
We sat down opposite each other, I saw Linda's Dad heading our way with drinks. He put them down, clasped me on the shoulder and he said. "Thanks." With that was gone.
I had to ask. "Did Sean explain the rules?"
"Yes, he did, but he said they were your rules, not his and if I chose to break them, he would support me. You didn't think after all this time I was going to let you get away without talking to you, did you? I even got Auntie Mildred on my side."
"I had a plan as soon as the speeches were over I was going to go. I expected a lot of griping from the family after what I had done to you and the kids just running off like that. I was gobsmacked when I got the complete opposite; it kind of threw me off kilter."
"Are you angry at me for not sticking by your rules?"
"No, actually I'm probably angrier at myself for making them. Well, they were correct in the early days but not now, so no."
Linda pulled herself up straight and said. "What can I do to get you to come home? There are some things I won't do, but most things are on the table. Murder is off the cards unless it's Vale."
"Tempting, but no thank you." I smiled.
I still needed answers.
"Answer me this. Why?"
Linda looked down. "If you had asked me that twelve years ago I could not have given you a sensible answer. The ones I have, still aren't sensible really." She took a small sip of wine. "I went to see a psychologist to find out the answer to that question. I'm afraid what we discovered doesn't make me look very good.
"I know I didn't show it but I was feeling down, I was feeling frumpy, that was why I made the extra effort with the hair, the makeup and that dress that evening."
I was about to say something, but she held their hand up. "Please let me finish. There are things I need to say. Yes, I know you kept on telling me I was beautiful and how much you love me. My psychologist told me that I looked on it that it was your job to say those things. She made me realise that you said them because you meant them, you didn't have to say them, many husbands don't. She asked me what I saw in your eyes when you said those things to me, I told her I saw love, that was when I realised that it was not you doing a job. It was you loving me when you said those things. I never felt so bad in my life when I realised that. I'm sorry.
"There was something else you didn't know. Edward used to gently flirt with me when you were not around, he would make small innuendos, it wasn't just me, he did it to Dee and Denise, it wasn't serious, just a bit of fun. Dee accepted his flirting once and offered to do more. He ran away and stopped doing it to Dee for a while. Anyway, I told him to stop, it was inappropriate and he did. But I missed it, I can't blame him for doing something I told him to do. So when this superstar came up and chose me over all the other women in the club and asked me to dance and then spend the night with him. It made me feel wanted, and beautiful. Vale told me you would want this for me and we would both be celebrities in our circle of friends. Dee said if you loved me, you would forgive me and I was so certain of your love for me you would let me have this one thing." She whispered. "And I stupidly believed him and Dee. What a stupid star struck cow I was."
Linda took a sip of her wine, she was gently crying. "I was wrong, the psychologist made me look at it from your point of view and she made me see what a bad woman and wife I was. But I've tried to be a good mother." She carried on. "The psychologist made me sit down and ask myself what would I have felt had you walked away with a superstar. So I looked at it from your point of view. And it was frightening. Humiliation, you would have been humiliated, but you're a strong man, you would have got over that, but it would still have been there. I humiliated you even if you did get over it, I would still have done that to you. Betrayal of the vows I said to you, 'forsaking all others' if I remember correctly." Linda took a deep breath.
"But probably the worst was that it would have made you feel you weren't good enough for me, couldn't match up to a superstar, and as I walked away and said 'I will see you in the morning' you didn't know if that was true. I humiliated you, broke my vows to you, betrayed you so what was to say I wasn't lying to you and I was not coming back.
"In my mind, I always was. It was just one night, but to look at it from your point of view you didn't know that. All you could see stretching in front of you was the possibility of being a single parent to two growing children. Being made a cuckold and when I came back, I would spend the rest of my life comparing you with a superstar sex god. None of that was in my mind, absolutely none of it. But I'm sure some of that was running through your mind or subconscious as I walked away. Then to cap it all as I walked away, I said 'I love you'. What was probably uppermost in your mind was how could I do that to somebody I say I love.
"So you probably worked out I didn't love you." She reached for my hands. "And that was never the case, I have and always will love you."
She took a deep breath, lifted her head, and looked at me. "All I proved that night was that I am an awful woman and a terrible wife and I am so very sorry for the pain I caused you."
We sat in silence for a while, I sensed she was angry, probably with herself.
"Did you..."
I did not get the chance to ask her what she did when she got in the house.
"WHAT?" She sounded incredulous. That drew looks from the remaining family.
She leaned in and spoke quietly but with venom in her voice. "You want to know how good the sex was? Well, I shall bloody well tell you." She ignored my raised hands; it was the last thing I wanted to know. "The first one was good, very good, excellent, exciting, new, different, novel but laying there afterwards the guilt kicked in. The guilt took the edge off and all of a sudden it wasn't so good. I started to feel bad, the next one was okay. You're better. The one in the morning was awful." She was calming down. "I was hoping it was going to be the best to justify what I had done to you, to make it worthwhile. It wasn't, he didn't make any effort to get me off. Just used me as a dump. I wanted to come home. I didn't know where I was, I had no money so I had to wait until he brought me home. Does that answer your question?"
She was angry at herself, I think. It was the last thing I wanted to know about how the sex was with a superstar. But it did make me feel slightly better. It was not good at all.
The rant seemed to have calmed her down. I put my hand across the table and touched hers.
"So, you want to know if it was worth it." She carried on. "What do you bloody think, you walked out on me, I didn't get the chance to apologise, beg forgiveness, to explain. And the guilt, that was awful. If it wasn't for the children, I don't know what I would have done, probably drank myself to death trying to forget the shit I had caused, the pain I gave you." She paused. "Not that I could have given you a decent reason back then, maybe after talking to my psychologist the shallow, pathetic reasons I gave you are all I have. You left me, I've been twelve years on my own, was it worth it? No fucking way."



"Linda, no, that's not what I was going to ask." Then it came to me, it was something she wanted to get off her chest and I was the only one she could do it to. I suspect she did it to the psychologist, but they were not directly involved.
"Have you spoken to anyone else about this?" I asked.
"No, no one. I haven't."
"Just me?"
"Yes."
"Your psychologist?"
"Well yes, but she wasn't there. She doesn't have the memory of the look on your face that Friday evening when I walked away from you. I saw that look on your face and I still went. She didn't see your face that Saturday morning when you tore our marriage certificate in half. She hasn't been alone in my bed for the last twelve years with only memories."
She was squeezing my hand, hard. She was a mess, she was sobbing.
Her Dad came across, I thought he was going to be angry with me for making his daughter cry, but he just smiled. He stroked her back. "Baby, shall I take you home?"
Looking at me Linda said. "Jim, will you please take me home." She gave a small smile through the tears. "Don't worry, I won't try to get you into bed."
Her Dad said. "Please son, it would do her good." I took her home by taxi.
We went in by the back door. It was strange to walk back into the house after all this time, I did wonder what I would find, what it would look like? It was the same but different. The kitchen units were the same but the walls were a different shade of the old colour, new windows and back door.
"Tea?" I asked.
"Wine please, it's in the usual place."
I got the drinks and went and sat on the sofa with her, the living room had been repainted in a similar colour. The furniture was the same.
"The wedding went well." I said.
"Yes, it did, it's been hard work for the last couple of weeks. Well, I'm glad everything went smoothly." She took my hand. "Much better than I expected. I hoped you would be there. I know you've been close to Sean and Carrie for a few years. I always thought you would be there somewhere. I had almost given up hope, then I saw you walk her down the aisle. It was still a shock. You look good, very good. I'm afraid I'm a bit shabby."
Then it came out of my mouth before I could stop it. "No, you look as beautiful as ever."
Looking at me with a smile she said. "You're just being kind, ever the gentleman." She put a hand on my knee. I didn't move it away. "Jim, now I've got you here, I'm making no secret that I want you back. At the reception I blathered on about what the idiot I was, I'm not going to keep going over that. I know how you hate that. But I miss you just not being here. Doing the little jobs, coming shopping with me even though you hate the way I shop. The drives to the coast, the walk on the seafront, holding hands, cooking dinner together, all those little things that make up a marriage, one that I cocked up. And yes, the sex was important but more than that was waking up next to somebody I love and who loves me."
She paused and we both had a sip of wine, I didn't taste it.
"You came back indoors at the wedding. So, I think some part of you still loves me. Some part of you wants this to carry on, to sort this out." She took my hands in hers. "Sitting in front of me I see a strong, upright, honest, reliable, but sad man. Please let me take the sadness away that I put there. I don't care what you've done. That is in the past."
Wow, now I really did have something to think about.
"Look Jim, I'm sorry but I am absolutely shattered. I'm struggling to keep my eyes open. As much as I would love for you to come to bed with me now, I don't think you're ready for that. Sean is not here, I'm sure his bedroom's a mess, but there's a bed in there or there's a sofa and I can bring you blankets. You have the phone number of a taxi, it's not too late for a hotel. There is no ale in the fridge but there is some of Sean's lager. I'm sure he wouldn't mind if you helped yourself to a couple. The house is pretty much the same as it was when you left, you will find everything is in much the same place as it was twelve years ago. I'm sorry my love but I do need to get to bed before I fall asleep here, but please, I love you, please stay so we can carry on talking in the morning." She leaned across and kissed me on the lips, they were as soft and gentle as I remembered. Then I felt the salt tears coming from her eyes.
She pulled back, stroked my face and said. "Please stay." She stood up and went upstairs, she got halfway upstairs and I called her. "If you can throw me down a quilt and a couple of pillows, I think I might sample some of Sean's lager. I got used to it in Spain."
Half an hour later I was wrapped in a quilt with one of Sean's cans of lager. It was very late before I fell asleep. I had made a decision. But I needed to know a few more things.
I felt a gentle shaking on my shoulder, I opened my eyes and saw Linda there smiling with a mug of tea. "Good morning sleepyhead." She placed the tea on the coffee table. "I have toast and marmalade in the kitchen when you're ready."
That seemed like a good idea. I sat across the table from her with tea, toast and marmalade.
"How did you sleep? That sofa is not very comfortable; I know I've woken up on it a few times."
"Not bad once I finally got off, I'm sure that was about three in the morning. Linda, I need to know some more things." She had already said she'd not been with another man since I left and the children seemed to confirm that. "The children said that Nick had been round in the first couple of years, did you?"
She stopped me. "No, he was very nice. Yes, he was trying to get me to go out with him. I didn't think it was for sex, I felt he was serious, but I told him I was waiting for you to come back. He respected that and never asked again."
Linda took a deep breath, something was coming now. "Jim, I have waited all this time for you. And if you don't come home now, I will wait until the day I die, and then in the afterlife I will wait again. We are still husband and wife. There never has and there never will be anybody else but you in my heart since the day I met you. There has been nobody else in my bed since you left."
Well, that sorted that out.
"Are you still friends with Dee and David or the crowd? When I asked the children, they didn't think you were."
"No, I saw them a couple of times, they came round to support me, but I told Dee I never wanted to see her again. As I said, what I did that night was my decision but it was based on bad advice from her."
She gave a little laugh "David split up with Dee four months after that evening. I got the story from Edward and Jane. Vale walked across to their table. David could see what was in his eye as he approached, he warned Dee what would happen if she went with him. He used us as an example and the fact you had gone. Dee just laughed at him and said 'No, you will let me do this because you love me and you always let me do everything I want'. We all knew Dave was a bit under the thumb. But this was too much. Dee and Vale had two dances, and it was a repeat of what happened to us. But as soon as Dee said she was going to spend the night with Vale, David got up and walked past them and out of the front door, nobody stopped him. The next thing they heard was a car alarm going off. They rushed out the front and David had a piece of flint rock in his hand and he was attacking Vale's Lamborghini. The windscreen was cracked and Dave was beating the car itself. Vale rushed over and started beating Dave. Even though he had a flint in his hand, he just stood there and took it. He went down and Vale started kicking him. The bouncers and Vale's teammates dragged him off David. David went to the hospital he was badly injured and it was all recorded on CCTV.
"Dave ended up in front of the magistrate and got community service for wilful damage. Vale however went to crown court and went to prison. All Vale's carrying on came out. The judge said he had been a role model to younger people and going around seducing married women and beating up their husbands was not good. He went down for seven years. I think he was out after four or five."
We talked for hours about what I'd done and the things she had done. She had had two jobs, I knew that from the children. The work she had done on the house, some painting, new doors and windows. She still had the same old car, she liked it, it was comfortable.
My car was still at the Rugby club, I told Linda it was time I collected it as I had to drive home this evening. She suggested we walk to get it and stop for a pub lunch on the way back. That meant I would not have to cook something when I got to Sheffield. It seemed like a good idea and that was what we did.
We laughed and we joked, I was aware I was getting comfortable.
After we finished lunch we went back to the house, as we were walking towards the house, arm in arm heading for the back gate Linda said. "I bet you still have that front door key. Can we go and see if it works?"
She knew me too well, I did. It was a keepsake. It was the only thing I had from the day I walked away from our house. Everything else had changed, clothes, phone, phone number and even me. It was one thing that linked me to that time and place and I kept it for that reason. A link to the days before Vale, but I had forgotten about it.
"I had the front door replaced. It was very awkward. I wanted the old keys to fit, you know, just in case. Can we see if my plan would have worked?"
I took the key from my wallet and pushed it into the lock, it was stiff. It started to turn but didn't go all the way. Linda placed her hand over mine and pulled the key out. She bent it towards her and looking me in the eyes she put it in her mouth. Pulling it out she said to me. "It's been a while, it may need a bit of lubrication." The key went straight in and turned effortlessly. I had been in many front doors, but this one it was like going home.
I did not sleep on the sofa, or in Sean's bedroom. In fact, we didn't sleep much at all that night. I had to phone Sheffield in the morning and told them I wouldn't be in today. Linda was late for work.
Sitting in the traffic jam on the M42 gave me plenty of time to think.
I was surprised by the welcome I got from the family; I was not the outcast I thought I would be. That was probably because Linda had accepted all of the blame. As I have said before, I felt more warmth in that chilly rugby club room than I had in the last twelve years. Linda with the parents' help had done a good job bringing up the children.
If I went back, it would not be easy, we had lived apart in our different lives, we had got used to living our own way for so long it might be difficult, but I had to give it a try. I hadn't been there for my children but I was going to be for my grandchildren and to start repaying our parents for the help they had given Linda and the children.
There was just Auntie Mildred to overcome.
Tuesday morning I had a long chat with my boss, I had my resignation letter in my hand. We worked out a way where I could supervise from down South, provided I made it to Sheffield to sort out any major problems I couldn't do online.
I got a text from Sean. 'Did you drink my lager?'
I replied. 'It's about time I taught you how to drink proper beer, I sacrificed myself by drinking your rubbish.'
I got a thumbs-up emoji.
I quickly found a cheap flat to rent not far from the rugby club.
I phoned Linda and asked if she was available for a date on Friday night. She cried 'yes' through the tears. I did not tell her of my plans, it was my intention to do that over dinner.
When I got to the house to collect Linda my parents were there waiting. Dad did not look happy. He and my mother walked towards the car as I got out.
They stopped in front of me. Mum laid her hand on my Dad's arm. "Now Clive, don't say something you'll regret."
It did not stop him, "Look son, hasn't Linda, haven't both of you suffered enough? Grow yourself a pair and take her back. Get on with your lives together."
He looked at my Mum and said. "There you go, I've said it, I've been wanting to say that to him for bloody years. I feel better now."
"How long Dad, how long have you thought that?"
"About five years after you broke up with that woman."
"How did you know about that, how did you know about Jane?"
"I didn't, your attitude changed again. We could read you like a book son, but you have not sounded happy for the last twelve years, just different levels of grumpiness."
"Why didn't you say something?"
"Because son, it has to be your decision, no one else's."
With that I opened the back door of my car showing him it was full of suitcases. I reached inside, picked up my wash kit and gave it to him, saying. "Would you be so kind as to take that into the house for me, it's not much but it's a start." He gave me a hug, and my mother was in tears. As they walked away Dad's arm around Mum, I saw Linda, she looked stunning. As Dad passed her, he showed her my wash kit, she smiled and whispered into his ear and he carried on indoors.
That evening I talked to Linda about my fears and worries having lived apart for so long it will take time to get used to each other again. She cried through most of the meal.
But I still had questions that I wanted answering, but it wouldn't change the outcome. I just need to get it settled in my head.
I had to wait until Carrie got back from her honeymoon. It was the day after Carrie and Harry got back. I got her and Sean together. "Okay, you two, no pissing around." Carrie leaned back in her chair she had never heard me swear before. Sean looked confused. "How much of this wedding thing was a setup to get me and your Mother back together?"
Carrie quickly recovered. "Trust me Daddy, nothing."
Shaun stepped in. "Of course, we hoped you would get back together, but the both of you needed closure. Either back together or you finally divorce so you could move on. We realise now Mum was never going to do that and that she would wait for you forever."
Carrie carried on. "We would prefer that you got back together. Our plan was to put you in the same room. You're both big enough, old enough and flipping ugly enough to sort yourselves out. But I'll be honest, you've both been through enough. You didn't talk about the problem. We can understand why, but we feel you left it too long. The most important thing was for you to walk me down the aisle, the second was to get you two in the same room. Oh, and to get you in front of Auntie Mildred."
Carrie said quietly. "Daddy this is rude of me. But it reached me that you spent the night after the wedding at the house."
"Yes, I slept on the sofa. It's bloody uncomfortable. But we did talk a lot."
"Please just answer one question, have you sorted something out." Sean knew the answer to that question; he did not want to disturb his sister's honeymoon with such trivia. I think he wanted it to be a surprise for her.
"Yes." I replied and then stopped. I said nothing, Sean just stood there smiling. I could see Carrie bubbling under the surface, in the end she was jumping up and down. "For Christ's sake Daddy what have you decided or will we have to keep going to Sheffield to see you?"
"Sorry I was teasing, I've spoken with my boss and I can work from down here. I've got a flat not far from the rugby club. Also, I'm taking your mother out on another date this evening."
Sean leaned down to his sister and said in a loud whisper. "They've seen each other almost every night. I think Dad has stayed more in the house than he has in the flat."
Carrie burst into tears and launched herself at me. I whispered in her ear. "It's not a done deal yet, there is work to do."
I stayed in the flat for a month. There were some difficult times moving back together after so long. Not all the arguments ended up in bed, some did.
We both made mistakes in that first month, we talked and moved on. After about four months it was almost like I'd never been away. We fell back into that easy routine we had before.
I had come home.
Linda never asked where I picked up all those tricks that I used on her in the bedroo.
I stood next to Linda on the groom's side at Sean's wedding and Linda and I stood proudly together at all the grandchildren's christenings.
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My version of "Honey we need to talk" in 750 words. I enjoyed the challenge of fitting it all in and still making some sense. One valid criticism of 750-word stories is there is no suitable ending, it's too sharp and leaves too many questions unanswered.
This is no different, but there is a part Non 750 word Part 2.
Now onto my usual warnings.
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So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. You are probably correct It would not. So please do not complain it is not real. If you want realism, go and watch a documentary or the news.
It is just a fiction story, please enjoy it.
Les
Diane was running late, the extra planning at work had taken longer than expected. She'd phoned David to let him know she was going out for dinner tonight.
As she came through the front door she called out to David as she headed towards the stairs. "Sweetheart, I'm running late, can we have a quick chat before I go out?"
She got to the bottom step when she realised there were no cooking smells, the television wasn't on, there was no sound of children. The house felt cold like the central heating was off.
She heard David shout. "NO, WE TALK NOW."
David never shouted.
Diane walked into the kitchen. He was sitting at the kitchen table. An open wine bottle, her special glass, a bottle of David's favourite beer, an envelope and his phone on the table
"What's this? Where are the children? I don't have time for a drink. I'm running late and I am driving."
David replied. "We need to talk!"
"Make it quick. I'm running late, I have to meet in an hour for dinner."
"Can you not spare your husband five minutes to save your marriage."
A frown passed Diane's face. David could not know, they were so careful.
Diane sat down.
David picked up his phone, opened the timer app, set five minutes. He turned it around and showed it to Diane.
Four minutes and fifty-seven seconds.
His face was hard. "Did you think I would not notice all the little changes since Donaldson arrived six months ago. He started off as Mr Donaldson and then Trenton Donaldson, then Trenton and finally Trent.
"About 3 weeks ago, just after your promotion, you stopped mentioning him pretty much at all. Did you think I would not notice the change in dress from six months ago. Your normal functional clothes, then smart, then sexy smart until about two weeks ago you went back to functional.
"The makeup, you never used to wear it to work, now you never leave without it. Then the working late, the decline in our sex life until two weeks ago when it ramped up. Was it guilty sex because you have been fucking Donaldson?"
"No, no we never did."
"You changed your passcode on your phone, you take your phone to the toilet. Did you think I was so FUCKING STUPID not to notice all these changes."
David looked at his phone. "That only took three minutes, that gives you two minutes back for you to get ready for dinner with Donaldson at the Marriot before you go to his room. I hope you weren't planning to come home and give me sloppy seconds."
David reached across the table, took hold of Diane's left hand and started to remove her wedding and engagement rings. She tried to pull back. He had his thumb in the palm of her hand, he squeezed it and Diane opened her hand. David removed the rings and placed them next to the envelope. He reached up to his neck, he had damaged his wedding ring jumping off an aeroplane several years ago and bent it. He wore the damaged wedding ring around his neck on a chain. He yanked it off, snapping the chain. He placed it next to Diane's rings. He pushed the envelope across to her. David looked her in the face, tears pouring down his.
"Ninety seconds." David said.
The irony of the damaged wedding ring and the broken chain was not lost on Diane.
Diane reached across, picked up David's phone and stopped the countdown, she noticed the voice app was running. She gave it back.
Diane reached into her handbag, pulled out her phone, she hit a few keys and put it to her ear.
With a shaking hand she picked up the wine bottle and poured herself a large one and took a long swallow.
"Mr Donaldson, this evening is off." Diane paused. "I know I promised but if I keep my promise to you, I'll break a bigger one. I need to save my marriage. Do not speak to me again unless it is work orientated or I will report you to HR for sexual harassment."
Looking at David she mouthed 'enough?'
David shook his head.
"Mr Donaldson. On the advice of my husband I am resigning Monday morning, Goodbye." Diane hung up.
Diane reached across for her rings.
David put his finger in her wedding ring and pulled it towards him. He let Diane take the engagement ring.
Part 2 will be sent in on the following day.
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Diane, we need to talk. FTDS.
My version of "Honey we need to talk". One valid criticism of 750-word stories is there is no suitable ending, it's too sharp and leaves too many questions unanswered. So, I have started doing a FTDS follow on. This is one of them.
It will probably not make sense if you have not read "Diane, we need to talk 750". I am going to assume you have read it., so no need for my usual warnings.
It is just a story, please enjoy it.
Revenge.
As Donaldson approached his car his mind wandered to the upcoming evening. It had taken quite a while to get Diane to meet him for dinner. She knew exactly what was expected. He wanted the whole night but she insisted on just the evening. She would have to be home before ten, but no later than eleven, so her husband did not get suspicious. He was planning to push for eleven o'clock and later if he could. He would have to play it by ear, it was never a good thing to upset the husband, he had learned that the hard way.
And she said it would just be the once.
Well, he had plans for that as well. That was when he saw his car, and it was at a strange angle, it leaned to one side. He saw that the two offside tyres were flat, well not flat but compressed, even run-flat tyres get squashed when there is a share of over two and a half tons of 7 Series BMW on them. He pulled out his phone to call the recovery service and an Uber or taxi to get him to the Marriott.
He was not paying too much attention so just after the phone call was answered he was surprised to find a person in front of him, he looked up into a face full of pepper spray. Donaldson screamed and dropped the phone as his hands went to his face, the next thing he felt was the spine of a cricket bat separating his bollocks and the swell of the bat crushing them against his pelvis. He did not know what to hold to ease the pain, it suddenly got worse as the face of the bat smashed into his left knee. He fell to the floor screaming louder, relief was at hand. His assailant jumped on his right knee with both feet. Donaldson fainted. He never saw his attacker.
The assailant picked up Donaldson's phone and noticed a voicemail from a number they recognised. The recovery service woman was asking what was happening. The assailant hung up and dialled 999, when it was answered they said. "There has been an assault in the carpark of Jackson and Smith Electronics, he needs an ambulance, better send the Police as well."
With that, the assailant dropped the phone onto Donaldson's chest and walked away with the sound of the Emergency Services operator's voice in their ears.
When the CCTV cameras were checked they would show someone wearing a balaclava and overalls spraying the lenses with paint. What they would not have seen after the assault was the assailant walking to a dark corner of the car park, opening the back doors of a Mini Countryman, take off the overalls and balaclava, then shake her blond hair free, then remove the oversized cricket boots putting them in her boyfriend's cricket bag. From her cricket bag pull out a plastic bag, removing the linseed oiled rag and wiping down the cricket bat before putting it into her bag. Then she put the rag, the overalls and the balaclava into an old rucksack. There was a house brick in the bottom.
After getting to the Mini she sent a one-word text from the burner phone and the phone went into the rucksack as well, after removing the battery, there was no point in polluting the rivers more than necessary.
She pulled down the LBD where it had ridden up whilst she was wearing the overalls and slipped on the four-inch heels. She drove out of the car park before turning the car lights on.
As she headed to the restaurant to meet her boyfriend, she thought back to how she got here. Her big sister Diane had asked her to go to a company party, Dave was away fixing aeroplanes, that was what he did. Diane didn't want to go alone so Rachael went with her. That was where she met Steve, they clicked. Diane spent most of the evening playing gooseberry. Steve was in HR at Diane's firm.
Steve instilled in her his love of the noble game. She loved the elegance of the sweep of the cricket bat, the sound of leather on willow. Smiling, she was not averse to the sound of flesh on flesh, as long as the flesh was on her backside and on the receiving end of Steve's hand, and not too hard. Steve might get lucky tonight. Well not might, definitely would.
She had joined the local women's cricket team. The coach would have been proud of the straight drive she made into Donaldson's bollocks, even if it was the wrong side of the bat, he would have understood there was no follow through as Donaldsons body was in the way. But he would not have been impressed with the leg sweep into Donaldson's left knee, she could have swung better. At least it was the correct face of the bat, not that Donaldson would have noticed. Jumping on Donaldson's right knee was definitely not cricket. However, that was behind her now and Steve was waiting for her at their favourite restaurant, Giovanni's. She felt there was something big coming, she was praying it was the engagement ring she had been longing for. Her first call would be to Diane, hopefully she would still be at home.
She quickly stopped in the middle of the bridge over the river and threw the rucksack in, there was a lot of rain up on the moors last week and the river was in full spate, in a few days the rucksack would probably be in the North Sea.
Her detour to Steve's workplace would make her fashionably a few minutes late.
When he saw her coming Steve went to her chair and pulled it out for her. He leaned forward as she sat down and he whispered into her ear. "Done?"
Rachel gave a slight nod of the head, then looked up into Steve's eyes and smiled at him.
The Confrontation. Diane, her reason.
Diane pulled her engagement ring towards her, looking longingly at her wedding band now firmly on David's side of the table. She needed to get that back and put it on her finger. Diane felt she had made the first step by quitting her job.
But the envelope was still there on the table, she surmised it would contain divorce papers. David's ring and broken chain were still beside it.
Diane had a thought, she took another long swallow of her wine, stood up, looked at David and said. "I need one minute." Not waiting for a reply, she ran to the stairs and up into their bedroom, yanking open her jewellery box, she poured the contents on the bed and there was the ring. The one she got David when they got engaged. Men don't wear engagement rings so Diane got him a signet ring which he wore until she replaced it with a wedding band. It mocked her as it lay there. She grabbed hold of the first gold chain she saw and ran back downstairs and plopped in her chair out of breath.
Diane had considered taking the chain from around her neck and using that, but it may have seemed like she was giving her husband something she had worn around Donaldson and probably would have worn it this evening.
She removed the broken chain from David's ring, holding it up in her hands she looked at him and said. "I will get this repaired, but in the meantime please accept this?" She threaded her chain through David's ring and closed it. It was long enough for him to slip over his head. She laid the ring in front of David, just over halfway over the table. He reached out and pulled it all the way towards him. Diane was hoping he would put it on, he didn't. At least it was another step to repairing the damage she had done to their marriage.
"How did you find out?" Diane asked quietly.
"Jayne gave me the heads up just over a week ago and Rachael's Steve, not as much as what he did say, as what he didn't. I had already worked out something was going on. I just wasn't sure what it was but I had my fears. She just confirmed the worst of them."
"If you knew a week ago, why not stop me, why did you let it get this far?"
David carried on. "I wanted to give you a chance to call it off yourself. It had to be your choice and it still is. Go to him now if you wish."
"No, no point now. I was doing it for the promotion and now I am not working for that company anymore there is no need." Looking at David square in the face. "And I want to stay married to you. I'm sorry darling, it was only going to be one night, well only an evening. I told him I had to be home by ten. You were never going to know, so you would not get hurt. I had steeled myself to live with the guilt. I'm sorry."
"Then tell me why, why would you cheat on me with that snake?"
"There were threats and I made a promise. Yes, I know. I made one to you as well, but you were never supposed to find out I broke that promise, so it would never hurt you. Obviously, that didn't work. Sorry."
"You keep saying sorry. What are you sorry for, getting caught or missing your night with Donaldson?"
"Neither, I'm sorry I hurt you. Part of me is glad I got caught, if I had gone ahead, and despite all of my precautions you obviously did know about it, you would have definitely divorced me, but you are still here talking. I might have a second chance?"
Diane reached over the table to take David's hand. "Do I have a second chance?" He pulled his hand back and took a drink of his beer. Diane could see the bottle was nearly empty.
"Maybe. Tell me the story. One lie and you get these papers." He said tapping the envelope. "And keep in mind I know a lot of the story and some of how he convinced you to cheat on me and your marriage."
Diane thought to herself. 'At least he hasn't divorced me straight away. There might still be hope.' There was no way she was going to tell any untruths. She knew it would cost her, her marriage. If what she and Donaldson had planned to do hadn't already.
David's beer bottle was empty, he stood up and went to the cabinet, got himself a wine glass, sat down and helped himself to Diane's wine. He even topped hers up a bit. Diane thought that was a good sign.
Taking a sip of her wine. "I had better start from the beginning, some of this you know already, but if I tell you bits I might miss something and you will think I am trying to hide it and if I do that, I will get those papers." Diane nodded to the envelope. "Plus, I really don't want them.
"Donaldson joined us six months ago as director of sales and hire. You've met him, you know what he is like, elegant, charismatic, suave, engaging, energetic and yes, handsome. Ideal attributes for head of sales. He let it be known he was not in a relationship at the moment. The single girls and women in the office started smartening themselves up, even some of the married ones. I found I was being left behind and looked frumpy, in fact, some of the girls started taking the mickey out of me for looking so dowdy, well that was their words. I called it functional. That was when I started wearing smarter clothes, trust me David there was nothing in it. I know that might be hard for you to believe, but it is true.
"Three months after he arrived Karen, his PA handed in her resignation because she was getting married and moving away.
"When her job came up, we talked about it and we agreed I would go for it even though it might mean working a bit later. Although you were concerned about Donaldson and his attitude, I couldn't see a problem. I found out that three of us applied for the job, Roger, Jayne and me. Jayne and I are both good at our jobs. I had no idea how good Roger is as a PA, he is from accounting. I thought Jayne and I equally stood a chance. When I compared how Jayne and I looked, I was still dowdy even though I had smartened up. She is stunning and she dresses so well I had to up my game. I know it should not be about how you look but about what you do, but I was certain if we came out equal it would go down to looks. Even Roger got himself a couple of new suits and learned how to tie a proper Windsor knot. That was when I started working late. You knew I was going to work late to help my prospects for the promotion, you didn't complain. Both Roger and Jayne were doing the same. I didn't do anything wrong, I swear.
"The office sweepstake that we weren't supposed to know about put Jayne in first place, me in second with Roger third. I told you about that sweepstake and that I was in second place."
David just nodded and indicated for Diane to carry on.
"It was fairly obvious that Donaldson was a bit of a ladies' man, rumours had started floating around the office, but we heard of nothing untoward happening. Jayne and I chatted about it. We knew each other but we weren't really friends, we were just workmates. We didn't think Roger stood a chance. There was no way Donaldson was going to have a man as his PA. That's sexist I know, but that's just the way he is.
"So, my only competition was Jayne and to be honest she would probably be better than me at the job, but I wasn't going to give up. I started to dress more like her, not to be better just to be the same. I bet on Jayne in the sweepstake I didn't know about." She gave a little smile at her own joke. "I'm sorry our sex life went downhill. I was concentrating on the promotion. Then about two weeks before the interviews, there was a furore. We were not sure what it was about, but I think I can guess now. Donaldson spent a lot of time with HR and Jayne dropped to second place and I was first in the sweepstake. Jayne then seemed to increase her efforts so I had to do the same or better.
"I remember telling you I was upping my game, and you telling me to be careful and to be true to myself. I thought I was. But I didn't look at it from your perspective. After what you've told me just now, I can see how it would have looked to you. Working late, going out looking smart, sexy, no sex, in hindsight it's no wonder you thought something was up, maybe that I was having an affair, but I wasn't, honestly, I wasn't."
Diane had tears in her eyes, she wiped them away with her handkerchief and took a large swallow of wine. The glass was empty, she topped both glasses up from the bottle. The bottle was empty now.
"Well, the results were out two weeks ago and I got the job. But it could not be confirmed until all the directors agreed, Roger and Jayne were both told at the same time. We weren't allowed to tell anybody in case I was rejected."
"We were not even supposed to tell our spouses. I did tell you though that I had the job, but there was another interview. I know it is a strange way to do things, if we weren't suitable for the job why interview us? Anyway, we got told that was the way Mr Jackson did business. He wanted the final say. He was on holiday; it would mean an extra interview with him when he got back."
Diane's wine glass was empty, so was David's. She went to the pantry for another bottle, it was dark in there. The darkness reminded her of the conversation she had with Donaldson in the carpark the day after she was told she had the job. It was late Friday and the carpark was dark.
Donaldson congratulated her on the promotion and said he looked forward to working with her. He reminded her it was still with Mr Jackson and he was pretty sure it was just a formality and she would be selected.
"Thank you so much Trent. I will do my best to meet your expectations."
"I'm sure you'll try your best if you get the job. I will tell the boss you are my preference, although Jayne was very close."
"I will do anything to make your job easier."
"Glad about that, at times it can be a difficult job."
"I'll do my best, I promise I'll do anything I can."
"So, you promise you will do anything?"
"Well, nothing illegal or against company policy obviously."
"That's good to hear, I hope you keep your promises."
"I do; I keep my promises."
They bid farewell to each other and Diane went home a happy woman. It was a good weekend.
It did not even cross Diane's mind at the time what his expectations might be. That it would come down to him asking to have sex with her and threatening her if she did not.
It was the following Monday when Donaldson and Diane were leaving at the same time again.
"Ah, Diane, Glad I caught you, I have my talk with Mr Jackson booked to discuss your promotion a week Wednesday just after he gets back from holiday. He is bound to be in a good mood and listen to my suggestion."
"Oh good, the wait has been horrible. It's still a week or so away, but at least there is a light at the end of the tunnel"
"I am sure it is just a formality. But to ensure you get the job, would you like to have dinner with me next Monday in the Red Lion, just before my chat with him?"
Diane felt a little worried. "If we are going to discuss work we should do it here."
"No, we are going to be working closely together and we should find out more about each other, you know likes, dislikes, preferences, that sort of thing. An intimate location for such a talk is much better I find, don't you? Then I can tell Mr Jackson that you and I have formed a working relationship already."
Diane was a bit more concerned and did not like where this was headed. "I will have a talk with David, and get back to you."
"Tell David what you like, but you should expect to be out all night, make up some excuse about being out with friends to celebrate your promotion."
"WHAT!"
"Come on Diane, don't be naive. That is the way business is done, afterwards we will know each other much better. It will just be one night."
"Are you suggesting I have sex with you?"
"You promised to do anything as long as it was not illegal or against company policy, you did not say anything about your marriage vows, did you?"
"No, but that goes without saying. I can't have sex with you. I'm married."
"Why not? Many people have sex outside marriage these days. If you're worried about hurting your husband, he would never know, so he can't get hurt. It will be just the once. A thank you to me. Of course, I could always give HR a visit and say that I have found certain character flaws recently that I was not aware of and perhaps Jayne would be a better candidate for the job."
"Okay then let Jayne have the job."
"Oh, I can do that, and the reason I will give HR is that you offered me sex to ensure that you got the job. I might just have to drop that to Jayne and Roger and see where that leads in the office gossip. That will do so much for your precious marriage, of course, there will be CCTV footage of us having the meetings in the carpark, I will tell them that you had offered me sex to get the job and we were just working out a time and place away from the prying eyes in the office.
"If HR asks, I will say that I went along with your suggestion to see how far you would go and now I am reporting you as we do not want people of your morals working for the company."
He was standing much closer. Diane did not realise he had got that close.
"It will be just once, just one night. I promise and I keep my promises."
Donaldson walked away leaving Diane stunned and confused.
Diane was crying as she returned to the table with the wine bottle, she didn't even know if it was red or white.
David took it from her, opened it and poured her a glass. He did not have one.
Diane took another deep draught of her wine, looking at David she repeated the conversations that she had with Donaldson.
Looking down at the engagement ring in front of her she said. "To my utter shame, I agreed for one evening, one time. I'm so sorry. I'm glad you caught me.
"I'm sorry my love, but I felt I had little choice. If Donaldson did what he threatened Steve would know about it, then Rachael, then Mum and Dad and you. I would be up shit creek without a paddle. I would have lost my job as well. I would have no husband and no job and I'm sure my family would barely have talked to me."



Diane carried on. "I felt cheap going in those smart clothes after that. That's why I went back to my normal clothes and yes before you ask, the sex was guilty sex. I could barely speak his name, that is why I stopped talking about him."
Diane gave a small smile. "I did enjoy loving you though."
"So there it is my darling, Jayne will get the job now she's probably better at it than me anyway, and now I am unemployed because I have just told Donaldson I quit."
Diane could see David thinking; she wanted to give him time. She saw David's beer bottle was empty. She went to the fridge and got him one. This time she got a glass and poured his beer, placing it in front of him.
The Confrontation. David, how he found out.
"You haven't asked how I found out. Don't you want to know?" David said quietly.
"I would like to know, but it doesn't matter. You found out, that's what really counts. Who else knows? Steve, Rachael, Mum, Dad? Who have I got to apologise to as I grovel to you?"
"Jayne of course, but I suspect Steve, depends on what Jayne has told him if anything. I am not sure if he would have told Rachael if he does know, he shouldn't, but it's difficult for family."
Diane took a sip of her wine; it was a German sharp white. "Sweetheart, I've told you my sorry tale. I don't know what you've heard from Jayne, but I believe it matches up with what you already know because I've made nothing up. What I want to know is where do I stand, where do we go from here?"
"At this moment in time, I don't know." Replied David. "But I'll tell you one thing, had you gone ahead with it or left to go with him when I gave you the chance it would have been divorce."
David paused and looked at Diane. "What you have told me matches up with some of what Jayne told me, obviously not what was said in the carpark, but it matches up with what Jayne was offered by Donaldson to get the job. So I believe you were blackmailed into this, so there is some leeway. But as to the future, I am not sure.
"You gave away enough signs, which it appears, if what you're telling me is true, I misinterpreted. You weren't trying to get to Donaldson, you were just trying to keep up with the other girls in your office. I might not agree with that, but I can see where you are coming from. You are correct, it is what you do, not how you look. But I can see you being compared with Jayne, who is as you say is a lovely person and beautiful, with the two of you going for the same job, I'm afraid looks might swing it one way or another with someone like Donaldson. From what I gather from Jayne and what I have learnt from her since this started, she was probably the favourite."
"That's the way I saw it too. Hang on," said Diane. "If Jayne was the favourite, why did she not get the job?"
"Because you were not the same, Donaldson approached her for sex, not outright but large hints. The word 'sex' was never mentioned.
"Shall I go on?" Diane nodded.
"The week before the interviews took place Donaldson approached Jayne and suggested that she spend a weekend with him at a spa hotel, his treat, just to get to know each other better because he was certain she was going to get the job and also that would confirm her promotion. He told her it would be just the once but it was a whole weekend. She has a long-term boyfriend, we've met him. Karl, I think. She's hoping that soon he will pop the question. Anyway, Jayne was disgusted by his suggestion and did not trust him not to carry out some trick to blackmail her later. So, she declined and reported him to HR.
"Jayne told me Donaldson was dragged in front of HR and warned, but even though they had no proof and it was her word against his, in the current climate they were taking her word. It was an awkward situation that made the upcoming job interviews more difficult. She heard he was issued an informal letter of reprimand.
"I phoned Steve and asked him if any of the rumours going around about Donaldson had any truth to them. He told me he couldn't discuss it. Which told me there was, he just couldn't talk about it, otherwise he would have said there were no rumours. I prodded a little bit and he asked me, quite politely, to stop asking questions he wasn't allowed to answer.
"Jayne told me the strangest thing happened. Donaldson went to her and apologised and thanked her for correcting his mistake. She thought she had the promotion in the bag because she had complained about him and it had been upheld, if she didn't get the job she could take it further.
"When you got the promotion, she was miffed. It was explained to her that her complaint would mean there would be a toxic work environment and HR could not allow that to happen.
"That was when she phoned me and told me she had noticed that you had started dressing down, frumpy and had become withdrawn when you should have been happy about your promotion. She suspected Donaldson had approached you with what he offered her and warned me that he might do the same to you; if he hadn't already."
Diane just sat there, tears still pooling beside her wine glass, devastated at how much pain she could see in the face of the man she loved. She realised her reasoning had been rubbish and she should have done the same as Jayne and gone to HR the first time he suggested going out with him. What a fool she was.
Diane pulled herself together "How did you find out it was the Marriott?"
"Jayne heard him book it later that day. Why would you book a hotel room in your own town, if not for a nefarious purpose. There were no company functions there, so he was not planning to stay late after a party. After his approach to her for a weekend away she guessed it was for an assignation."
"Was she spying on him?" Diane asked.
"Yes, waiting for him to do something she could get him for, when she didn't get the job, it spoilt her plans."
Diane looked shy. "I will have to thank her."
"You can if you wish, she would do anything to get that job, and she will get her wish now. Although not the way she expected."
Diane looked quizzical. David continued. "Jayne and I have had several chats. In fact, she was here last week whilst you were working late and she told me what she thought was happening. When she noticed you changed, she guessed that Donaldson had got to you, she intended to use that information. Part of the chat was that she wanted you to leave the company to clear the way for her."
David sipped his beer. "Jayne has a background in sales and wanted to be his PA so she can learn what he does, she intends to take over when he leaves. She expected he would make a mistake at some time and she wanted to be poised to step into his shoes. I would not be surprised if she engineered something in the future to get him moved on. She had no qualms about ratting on you to me and was fully prepared to throw you under the bus to get that job. And it has worked."
Diane realised Jayne may have also saved her marriage, but she had some work to do.
David said. "You said as you went upstairs you wanted to chat, was at the time you were going to admit to me you were going to sleep with Donaldson and make it a fait accompli as you walked out the door?"
Diane looked shocked. "No, never. I was just going to tell you I would be in by ten maybe a little later. Also, I wanted you to see I was not wearing anything provocative or sexy. No, I could never tell you. It would break your heart." Her engagement ring was still on her side of the table. Tears falling onto it. "And I'm afraid I have done that already."
Something was bothering David. "You could have come up with an excuse to stay out later, like celebrating your promotion or something like that, I am guessing that was what he asked for, wasn't it, an overnight stay?"
"I didn't want to risk you finding out, anyway to stay overnight with him, to sleep in the same bed would imply some sort of affection and trust me there is no emotion or affection. It would just be sex."
She looked David in the eye and asked quietly. "Sweetheart, how do I get you not to divorce me, because I assume that is what is in that envelope?"
"Yes, it is, and separation papers too. To be honest with you, I don't know. I've had a week to sort this out in my head and I still haven't come up with a decision. So, I'm putting our marriage into limbo like we were when we got engaged. We were exclusive and committed to one another, but not yet married. Either one of us could have pulled out without too much pain.
"This is how I see we reset this, we were engaged for fourteen months. You convince me you're worth staying with, let me build up my trust in you for fourteen months, if in fourteen months' time we are both happy you can put your wedding ring back on and we will carry on as if none of this has happened."
"So," Diane paused, afraid the answer to her next question she was going to ask would be 'No'. "Can I, can I put my engagement ring back on?"
"Yes."
The tears of pain that were coming from Diane's eyes now turned to tears of joy, with a small self-conscious smile she picked up her engagement ring, looked at Dave and said quietly. "You took it off, would you be so kind as to put it on for me please?"
David did not smile at her request. "You mentally took it off when you agreed to have sex with Donaldson, you put it on." He paused. She could see what he was thinking. "If we make it through the fourteen months, I will put your wedding ring back on."
Diane had a passing thought. This was not going to be easy, it was going to take hard work. She braced herself. She was up to it whatever it took to save her marriage. She slipped the ring back on the left fourth finger of her left hand.
Strangely enough, at the same time across town, Steve was on one knee sliding an engagement ring onto Rachael's finger, she had tears of joy in her eyes.
Diane looked at David. "Are you going to put your wedding ring back on?"
"No, if I do, it will be the same time you put your wedding ring back on."
There was a pause. "This means we will have to put off starting that family for at least fourteen months."
Diane thought about it, he wouldn't want to get trapped by her getting pregnant.
Shit, was he worried about her getting pregnant by somebody else? That was never going to happen.
Diane thought to herself. David had given her a chance. She had made a mistake, well several. Like Donaldson had learned from his mistake in approaching Jayne. Diane would learn from her mistake and treat her husband like a husband should be treated and not put herself in that position again. She almost lost him once she could not bear to lose him there would be no second chances.
Diane had an idea, she stood up and rushed back upstairs. There on the bed was the signet ring, she grabbed it along with another chain. As she went down the stairs she threaded the chain through the ring. Diane went and knelt in front of David. Looking at him she said. "Please until I can get the original chain repaired, wear this for me?"
He looked into her pleading eyes. "Yes."
As Diane leaned in towards him only inches away from his face she whispered. "I'm sorry my love, so very sorry I will never give you any doubts to trust me again."
With that she slipped the gold chain around his neck and clipped it together. She leaned him and kissed him, he responded. She eased back slightly. "As a start can we go upstairs and I take these frumpy clothes off and put on something more to your liking? I need to start making it up to you."
At that moment Diane's phone buzzed in her handbag. It was her sister's text tone.
"I'll get that later." said Diane.
"It's important, get it now." Said David.
Diane thought as she went to her phone, how does he know it is important?
The text said 'are you still at home?'
A strange question from her sister, Rachael didn't know about her plans for tonight.
' Yes, what's up?'
'Glad you didn't go out. Absolutely nothing, Steve asked and I said 'YES'.'
'Brilliant, where are you?'
'Just leaving Giovanni's, going to Steve's. Catch up tomorrow.'
Turning looking at David with a smile on her face. "Steve has just asked Rachael to marry him, she said 'yes'."
"I knew he was going to ask. I was pretty certain she would say yes. I'm glad for them."
Diane realised from Rachael's comment that she knew more than David was letting on. "Did Rachael know about my dinner tonight?"
"Okay, I fibbed, yes, she did. I was trying to protect Steve."
"How did she find out?" Diane asked.
"Steve let slip something to Rachael about the whole selection and interview process being somewhat off, she came and saw me and asked what was happening. I told her everything that I had worked out with what Jayne told me.
"All she said was to leave it to her." He held his phone up. "All she said was 'Done'. I have no idea what she means."
Diane stood up and held her hand out to David. "Please let's go up to bed. I need a cuddle."
David standing up took her hand and allowed himself to be taken upstairs.
The Aftermath
Monday morning Donaldson did not turn up for work. There was a call from the Police about the assault and they wanted to look at the CCTV footage of the car park. It did not help them. It was not a mugging as he still had his wallet, phone and watch. The hospital contacted the company asking for details of next of kin as he was still not conscious. They informed the company that he would be out of action for a considerable time. Another Director was appointed as interim Head of sales until Donaldson came back or a replacement could be found. Diane's resignation caused a stir and Jayne was offered the job of PA to the interim Director, she took it.
Things filtered from Diane through Rachael to Steve about Donaldson's approach to her, not the full story, but enough to cast doubt on his suitability as head of anything in the company. This along with Jayne's complaint it was clear there was a problem with his attitude and it was suggested to Donaldson that when he recovered, he found employment elsewhere. He did.
Diane was in the last week of working her months' notice when Steve, with his HR head on, approached her and asked her to reconsider leaving as it would leave them short-staffed with the Director trying to cover two jobs and Jayne becoming his PA. He let slip that the company had recognised Jayne's potential even at this early stage and they and Jayne had come up with a plan to put Jayne as head of sales and hire sometime in the near future, although not as a director.
This would leave a position available as Jayne's PA and as Diane had passed an interview, Jayne had requested that she be asked if she would consider staying on as her PA? Steve mentioned that Donaldson would not be returning.
David and Diane discussed it that evening. David was already aware of Jayne's request, they had become friendly and she had asked if he minded Diane staying and working for her. It would have to be Diane's decision. She accepted,
Jayne and Diane made a good team.
Twelve months later Rachael and Steve were married. David was Steve's best man; Diane was Rachael's Chief Bridesmaid and Diane was wearing her Wedding ring on her finger. It did not take fourteen months to convince David of her dedication to him..
Sorry folks, this was supposed to be a simple FTDS, but it took on a life of its own when Diane gave her reasons and David explained how he found out, not forgetting Rachael and Steve's involvement. Steve guessed how Rachael practised her forward drive.
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An overheard conversation.
I wrote two slightly different versions of a 750 word story, one I expanded into this longer one. On the advice of a mate, I published this one. I write technical reports for a living and that suits 750 style. I like writing short, punchy stories that suit 750 words. There are more twists in this longer one than the 750 word as befits a LW story.
The Oxford English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue." This is fiction.
Please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that' because you are right. It probably would not. So please do not complain it is not real. If you want realism, go and watch a documentary or the news or even the History Channel, although history is written by the winners.
It is just a story, please enjoy it.
My wife Jenny and I, my name is Dave by the way, moved into a nice cul-de-sac. A new-build set of houses on the outskirts of town about four years ago. It didn't take us long to form a clique with our neighbours. We are all about the same age. Most of the other couples have children. We do not, yet. But after watching our neighbours and seeing how having children completed a family, and our parents kept telling us now was the best time so they could enjoy the grandchildren whilst they were still fit and able. We thought about it, we were both settled at our jobs and we decided now was a good time and Jenny had come off the pill a few months ago. We were keeping this to ourselves for now, we didn't even tell the parents.
There was Jim and Linda, they were the eldest of our group of friends. They both did some sort of engineering and had two children Sean and Carrie. Then there was Deborah and Charlie, she was a school teacher and Charlie did something in finance, they had two children, twins, Freddie and Zoe. Then there was Geraldine and Frank, they had a son Mark, who was only nine months old, Geraldine didn't work. Frank did something with insurance. That left Carol and Brian, they had a daughter Felicity. Jenny worked in a bank and I was a Project Manager in a local building contractor, we had built these houses. Jen and I were the youngest of the group. We were all at Brian and Carol's place for one of Brian's fantastic BBQs. There were several other neighbours around as well, but these were our very good friends.
The men all got on together, we regularly played golf and the girls would go out on a girl's night out once or twice a month. When the girls went out the men would bundle all the children into one house and have a pleasant evening to ourselves, just shooting the breeze with a beer or two. Then around nine, we would all disperse to our own houses because the children would be tired. Even though we haven't got children yet, I was still invited anyway.
Even the children got on. It was all very civilized.
At the BBQ we gravitated to our own groups, the men standing by the BBQ so we could chat with Brian, also that is where all the drinks were. He had gone all out on the meat, there was marinated Piri Piri chicken, seasoned pork loins. Herby marinated lamb slices and smokey BBQ sauce spare ribs. The children will make a mess with those. There was even some fish for the vegetarians amongst the crowd. No burgers. Brian said they were a bit too common, but he did have some very nice pork and apple sausages with a hint of mixed herbs for the heathens.
There was a load of salad and a selection of bread rolls from the Artisan baker in town. The girls have planned to go out next Thursday and I'm pretty sure when we came around on Thursday we'd be eating the leftovers there were so much.
Carol was helping Brian by bringing him food to cook and keeping the beer topped up from the fridge for us men.
The ladies were gathered beside the garage together laughing having partaken in alcoholic beverages. Gerald, the neighbourhood lothario, left the group he was talking to and wandered across to the girls. I saw him chatting to them, he slipped an arm around Jenny. She shrugged him off and glared at him. She saw me looking and gave me a small nervous smile.
Gerlad took the hint and left to chase other prey.
We were discussing the round of golf we had played this morning, Brian had done particularly badly and we were taking the mickey out of him, then he reminded us that he had control of the food and the beer. We all laughed at that and said he was just unlucky. Brian asked me to fetch some more charcoal from the garage. He liked proper charcoal for cooking, not briquets nor gas and he kept a supply at the back of his garage.
I slid carefully past Brian's car, picked up a bag of charcoal and I noticed I could overhear what the girls were saying as the garage window was open slightly.
I heard Lin say. "So, Debs, how is it going with Ralph?"
"I'm going to dump him, he's getting too clingy and Charlie is getting suspicious. I will miss the sex though. Ralph is a bit quantity not quality, but it is exciting doing it over his desk at work."
"How about you Lin, how are you doing with the football bloke?" Debbie asked.
"He's okay, Jim is better in bed, but it's the excitement, I might have to dump him soon as well. He's not worth risking losing Jim over."
Debbie said to Gerri. "I suppose young Mark has slowed down your adventures?"
"Yeah, I'm too tired to play around, anyway Frank keeps me satisfied, well, for now." She giggled.
"Do you still hear from Harry?" Jenny asked.
"I get the odd text, he keeps asking if we can meet again? If I wasn't so tired I might."
"How is your sex life Jen?" Asked Gerri, I felt there was a giggle in her voice.
"Dave is brilliant, but he could teach my boyfriend a thing or two, like Lin says, it's the excitement."
I could only just hear Debbie when she said quietly. "Hey, just don't let Carol hear about our fun or she would drop us right in it. Lin will you be there Thursday night or you meeting your footballer?"
"I'm not sure, they've got an away match this week, he might not be available Thursday. Hey Debs, it'll give you a chance to see Ralph. Will you break up with him Thursday after a final bout?"
"No, the boys are going away for a golfing weekend next week. If one of you will babysit the twins, I'll have a last couple of days with Ralph and then knock it on the head. Jen, could you do it for me? Practise for when you have a brat of your own"
"Okay, I will, but don't you mean the last couple of nights?" Jen said, that brought out a lot of laughter.
I was having problems hanging on to the charcoal.
I made my way back outside and gave the charcoal to Brian. I suggested to the lads we join the wives to see what the laughing was all about. I had a fixed smile on my face as we walked over to them, I was trying to keep a lot of anger bottled up. I decided not to take any drinks with me, that could be dangerous.
We got there and stood next to our spouses. "What's so funny girls?" I asked.
"Nothing." said Gerri. "Just chatting."
Looking at Debbie. "Chatting about how you are going to spend a couple of nights with Ralph whilst we are away playing golf next week and then you're going to ditch him."
"What! Who is Ralph?" Debbie asked, fear on her face.
"Ralph, you know, I think he works at your school. You like doing it over his desk. But you're going to dump him because he's getting too clingy and Charlie is getting suspicious, but you will miss the sex. I hope Charlie can step up."
Charlie was spluttering. "Ralph, Ralph that fucking arse wipe of a Headmaster!" He exclaimed.
Mouths were hanging open. Nobody moved.
Looking at Linda I continued. "At least you will still have the excitement of running around with your football player, even if Jim is better in bed. But not this Thursday because they've got an away match." I looked at the other girls. "That'll save you all lying to Carol when Linda doesn't turn up for your girl's night out because she's with her football player."
Jim was glaring at Linda.
There was spluttering now from the girls.
Looking at Geraldine I said. "Have you made plans to catch up with Harry? I am sure he could get your adventures back on track." Looking at Frank I said. "I guess a DNA test is next on the list mate?"
There was a hush in the crowd.
I reached out and took hold of Jenny's left hand, she tried to pull back, I squeezed it. She screamed in pain. The garden went quiet, and everyone was watching us.
I pulled the wedding and engagement rings from her finger. "And I have no intention of teaching your boyfriend anything. Now you will have time to babysit Freddie and Zoe next week whilst we are away playing golf so Debbie could have a last fling with Ralph. Oh, you might as well look after young Mark as well so Geraldine can restart her adventures with Harry sooner than she planned. Unless you have something planned with your boyfriend?"
I felt a hand on my shoulder pulling me around. "Leave her alone." It was Gerald, was he her boyfriend?
Not that it mattered, my right fist caught the side of his face. It hurt like hell as her rings dug into the palm of my hand when it came into contact with Gerald's face. He fell back into the crowd that was watching the show.
I walked away taking my wedding ring off. As I passed Brian's BBQ I dropped all three rings into the hottest part.
The garden was silent.
Jenny caught me up halfway home. "There is no boyfriend, I was just keeping up with Debbie and Linda. Trust me there is no boyfriend. You are my only one."
"Prove it."
"I can't. Please trust me."
"No."
"I am innocent. Innocent until proven guilty, right?"
I nodded, but continued walking.
I got home first, went in and locked the door behind me. There was a lot of banging on the front door. I sent Jenny's parents a text telling them what I overheard whilst I was in the garage. Then I turned my phone off. Her parents live twenty minutes away. About fifteen minutes later there was a much louder banging on the door, a man's banging. It could be her Dad or maybe Gerald.
I turned my phone on and phoned her Dad. The banging stopped, as soon as he answered I said. "Ask her if what I said in the text is true?" I hung up and turned my phone off again. The banging did not restart.
I went online and started the divorce process. I assume Jenny went to her parents.
It was two days later when Jenny, her Dad and my Dad turned up on the doorstep.
"David." My Dad said. "Can we all talk about this?"
I let them in and we all sat round the kitchen table. I did not make tea.
Her Dad started. "She is not having an affair, she has no boyfriend, she was just saying that to keep up with her friends. They may be having affairs, but Jenny isn't and hasn't. She wouldn't do that to you, she loves you. You can't prove she has a boyfriend. Innocent until proven guilty, right?"
"Okay, let's say I agree that you do not have a boyfriend. Not even Gerald."
Jenny gave a small smile.
I leaned over the table and looked at her, I said. "You lied to me about the five of you going out when there were only four of you because either Debbie or Linda and maybe Geraldine were with their boyfriends?"
"Yes, I'm sorry."
"You helped them hide their affairs from their husbands?"
She nodded.
"So, you condoned their affairs?"
"Well, I suppose I did."
"So, keeping up with your friends, trying to look good in their eyes is more important to you than being honest with your husband?"
"I just didn't want to be left out, to be the odd one out."
I got a tad angry. "You wouldn't be the odd one out, because Carol was not cheating on Brian."
Looking down she whispered. "I guess so."
"You lied to your friend Carol to cover up for the other three, she is the only honest one amongst you."
She nodded.
"So, you see nothing wrong with a wife cheating on her husband?"
"I would never do that to you."
The Dads could see where this was going.
"Are you guilty of lying to me?"
"Yes." She nodded her head.
"Are you guilty of hiding your friends' affairs from their husbands?"
"I guess I am."
"Are you guilty of covering for your friends so they could have affairs?"
"Yes, I'm afraid I am."
"Are you guilty of condoning a wife having an affair?"
"I suppose I am."
"Guilty as proven by your own admissions, I'm not waiting around for you to think it's acceptable to cheat on me. I think I will cut my losses now."
As I pushed the divorce paperwork across the table I said. "Jim is divorcing Linda. Charlie is divorcing Debora, I can hear the arguments between Frank and Geraldine from here most evenings. I don't think they will survive. Frank is having DNA tests done on Mark. Four families ruined. Brian and Carol don't seem too happy at the moment either."
Jenny's Dad helped her out of the house.
It was three weeks later when both Mothers turned up with Jenny. I invited them in and we sat around the kitchen table again.
My Mother started. "David, there is something you have to know. There's no beating around the bush with this. Jenny is pregnant with your baby."
It was Jenny's Mother's turn. "You have to take her back and bring this baby up, she made a mistake, but she loves you, she hasn't slept with anybody else. This is your baby."
That was a bit of a shock. Without asking if they wanted it, I went and made a pot of tea. It gave me time to think. I put the tea tray in the middle of the kitchen table and indicated to my Mother to pour. She did. After she had finished pouring, I said to them. "Get a DNA test done as soon as you can, if it's mine I'll pay child support. If it is not, she should find the father and get it from him."
There was a look of shock on the three faces opposite me. Jenny's mother opened her mouth. I lifted my hand. She closed it.
I had had time to think whilst making the tea, this was going to be a long one so I took a sip and looking at them, I started.
"She lied to me, she lied to her friends, she lied to their husbands, she hid affairs from those husbands, lying seems to come easy to her. So who's to say she's not lying about having a boyfriend, Gerald was very friendly towards her at the BBQ, perhaps the baby is his?
"She thinks that having affairs is okay. If she didn't she would have told me or told the husbands. She would have tried to dissuade the wives not to cheat on their husbands. But 'no' she tells us she made up another lie that she was having an affair, yet she tells us she didn't. I'm not sure which of those two statements is true.
"If she didn't agree with cheating on her husband, she would not have agreed to babysit Debora's children so she could have a couple of nights with Ralph. Therefore, obviously in her mind it is okay to cheat on your husband. So, if she hasn't cheated on me, it's only a matter of time before she does, because she thinks it's okay. Well, I do not and I'm not taking the risk. Send me the DNA evidence if it's mine then I will pay. Now if you'll excuse me, I've got work to do to try and get this house ready to sell." I stood up and walked to the front door and opened it inviting them to leave.
Two days later Linda, Deborah and Geraldine were at my front door. I invited them in but I did not put the kettle on for tea or coffee. Any alcoholic beverages were right out the window. They told me Jenny was not having an affair, they knew she was lying to keep up with them. I asked them why they didn't dissuade her, because if I found out about her having an affair or lying about having one, whichever was true, would damage our marriage. I didn't get an answer, they obviously had not thought about that. They asked me to think about taking her back for the sake of the child I told them I would.
I thought about it for the length of time it took the door to close behind them when they left. The answer was still the same. Why would I believe them anyway?
The baby was mine. But the trust and love had gone. My mother didn't get it. She was angry at me for a while, Dad understood where I was coming from and in time he talked Mum round.
I was there for the birth of our beautiful baby boy and I vowed to be part of his life, but Jenny? No that was done.
The girls were so close that Brian had problems believing Carol didn't know about the affairs that were going on. We heard Brian had sent for a DNA test on Felicity because he had lost trust in Carol. Carol was angry at Brian because he didn't trust her. Felicity was his. Now even the completely innocent were drawn into the fracas. Their marriage was damaged. I heard from Brian later there was a lot of talking and apologising. Maybe their marriage will survive. I hope so. I am certain the others including mine will not.
With so many houses coming on the market in the same cul-de-sac at the same time the prices plummeted and nobody could afford to sell their houses, it became one of the most miserable places in town.
Please let me know if some of you would like the 750 words published.
Les



        Absolute Discretion 02

        John and Susan discover more kinky things and play.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/absolute-discretion-02

Title: Absolute Discretion 02

Author: LJA644

Category: BDSM

Description: John and Susan discover more kinky things and play.

Tags: fetish, bondage, leather hood, latex, corset, leather




When I normally write a series, I write the whole story before publishing. Not so in this case as I want the story to develop as I go on. This may lead to a few inconsistencies with Absolute Discretion One. Sorry.
I have plenty of ideas where John and Susie are going as they each rediscover their kinky sides together.
A quick catch up if you haven't read Absolute Discretion Chapter 1. It has been a while since I published that. John, delivering a parcel that had been delivered to his house by 'mistake' and finds Susan in a compromising position. He helps her out and they discover they have similar kinks. However, John has been a widower for a few years, he's happy with his life but something is missing. Susan has had problems trusting people because of something that happened to her in the past. John is a bit of a handyman and helps out around Susan's business which is designing and making bespoke clothing. She is about to branch out into more kinkier stuff. Susan discovers that John has a kinky playroom that he used to use with his wife before she passed away. When we leave them, Susan has just discovered a full face lace up leather hood which is something she has wanted to try in the past. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Then she lifted out the leather full head lace up hood, she looked at me, "You two really were kinky."  
"That was one thing I wanted to try. We did, but Julie didn't wasn't keen it, she tried it twice, the second time to confirm she didn't like it. She did like the collar that goes with it, it's like a leather choker.
"We gathered some stuff over the years, like the gloves and corsets, we concentrated on shiny stuff, PVC, late." I smiled to myself remembering the fun we had when I shined the latex Julie was wearing. Good memories. "I like shiny sexy clothes and they suited Julie, after the insurance pay-out we had enough money to try anything we liked, and the hood was one she didn't. Julie thought it was too restrictive." 
Susan looked at me and said, "I like being restricted, I have a favourite corset which is the perfect tight fit, really restrictive." Smiling, she said. "Would you mind if I tried the hood on?" 
"If you don't mind wearing something that Julie has worn, please go ahead." 
She slipped her face into it and lined up the nostrils. She tried to pull the laces but wasn't having much success. Taking it off. She seemed to think a bit. Walking across to the drawers she picked up the special handcuffs and the collar that went with the hood and held them out to me she said. "Would you do me the honour please?" 
I took them from her. "Okay, I don't have much experience using this." I said holding up the hood, but once it's on you won't be able to talk so you won't be able to rhubarb a safety word, we will need a safety signal. Can you click your fingers?" 
She lifted them up in front of me and clicked both thumbs and forefingers. "Right, either that or shaking your head side to side rapidly I will stop and release you. Happy with that?" 
She appeared a bit nervous but said. "Yes, I am." 
Picking up the special handcuffs I said to her. "Let's have a practice, turn around and place your hands behind your back please." 
She did and using the handcuffs I secured her wrists behind her back. It was as simple as placing her wrists between the two strips of metal and quickly tightening up the wingnut. The cuffs were angled slightly to take into account the natural fall of the arms. I made sure they were the correct way up. 
"How is that, is that comfortable?" 
Looking over her shoulder at me she said. "Yes, surprisingly very comfortable. The angle is spot on, it's a little bit tight though." She gave her hands a little wiggle. 
"Well, I made them for Julie's wrists, yours are a little bit thicker. Next time if there is a next time, I will put a washer in so they're not too tight."
She tried to look behind her at the handcuffs, she could just see them. "You can't even get your fingers to the wingnut to undo it. I am truly stuck till you let me go." She smiled. "I suppose that is the idea."
"Yes, they were purposely made that way so you can't get free." 
She turned to me, smiled and said. "These are very comfortable, I think there might just be a next time." 
"Just to check, can you click your fingers for me?" She did, now we had two safety signals. 
I held the hood collar up, "This is designed to lock the hood in place, so even if your hands were free you couldn't take it off. Do you want that and the padlock?" 
She was still nervous, "I think so." She looked up at me. "With that on I will be completely in your power, I can trust you. Right?" 
"Absolutely, I will ask before I do anything." 
She nodded. 
I brushed her lips gently with mine. "I realise it is difficult for you to trust. You trusted me when I locked you into the stocks and now the handcuffs, so please trust me now. I would hate to ruin what I think is going to be a wonderful relationship." She tilted her head. I carried on. "Okay I've probably said too much about my feelings, but you are safe with me." 
"D'you know, I think I am, for some reason I feel more comfortable with you after a few weeks than I did with Jeffrey after we started doing kinky things." 
She leaned up and kissed me gently on the lips. "Thank you. I'm ready for the hood now." She lifted her chin. 
I lifted the hood and placed it on her face making sure the nostrils were lined up. I went behind her and started tightening the laces. I raised my voice and said to her. "Click your fingers if it gets too tight." I got a gentle nod of the head. I carried on tightening the laces until I got both sides of the hood to meet and tied them off. I stood in front of her and stroked the soft, smooth leather. She pushed back into my hand. I think she was enjoying it. 
I was worried about her falling over so I gently eased her back until she was resting against the table. 
"Do you want the collar?" I asked. I realise this could be a little difficult after what Jeffrey had done to her. After a few seconds she gave a nod of the head. I picked up the collar and threaded it through the loops on the hood. I pulled it tight. "Okay?" I asked loudly and got a nod of the head. She was breathing quite deeply. 
I put the padlock on and clicked it shut. It was a loud click, all of a sudden her legs gave way. I managed to catch her and hold her up. She regained her feet. I propped her against the table again. I just stroked her face again. She pushed back at my hand much like Jasper does when he's happy. 
I kept my hands on her shoulders and said. "Just click your fingers when you're ready to be let go." She gave me a small nod. I held on to her, she moved her body around testing the tightness of the hood and the handcuffs. 
I couldn't make love to her, but I could excite her. "Stay there, I will be back in a few seconds." I went to the chest of drawers, retrieved two batteries and fitted them to a vibrator. I turned it on and ran it down the side of her leather covered face and said, "Are you happy for me to use this?" The last time I used vibrator on her she had very little choice, now she does. 
She nodded. I slipped my arm around her waist then ran the vibrator down across one breast over the nipple and then across to the other one and then down the front of her body and up under her skirt. I gently eased the skirt aside and ran the vibrator up her leg. Her chest was heaving, her breathing deep. Just like last time I could not see where I was putting it, so I had to watch her reactions. I found the sweet spot where she shuddered, I moved it slightly away and back again and watched her reaction. It surprised me when the orgasm hit her but I still had one a. 
Her legs collapsed again but I was ready for it this time and I caught her and rested her back against the table again.  
This woman was trusting me and I dare not betray that trust. She had been betrayed in the past. 
With one hand I spun the wingnut on the handcuffs, and they dropped away releasing her hands. I gently placed her in the wingback armchair. I quickly undid the padlock and removed the collar then unlaced the hood and took it off. Her eyes were closed, bloody hell, does she faint every time she has an orgasm?
She looked comfortable in the arm chair, she might need a drink when she wakes up. I dived through into my bedroom, went downstairs and came back with a chilled bottle of water and a glass. On the way back through my bedroom I grabbed a blanket. When I got back into the playroom, she had not moved. I draped the blanket over her again, it was just like all those weeks ago when I came upon her when I released her from the compromising position she had got herself into.  
I was tempted to go to my bedroom and quietly relieve the pressure in my trousers, it was aching. I did not. I sat looking at Susan, she really was very pretty. She had a gentle sweet contented smile on her face. I thought I would let her rest.
That was until a ball of grey fur came rushing in, jumped onto the window sill, sneezed, saw what he wanted and rushed off back out with a clatter. When in a hurry Jasper is like a herd of wildebeest sweeping majestically across the plain.   
Susan opened her eyes and smiled at me, quietly she said. "Thank you, that was amazing." 
I passed her a glass of water, she finished it in one go and held her glass out for another, that went the same way. I was glad I brought water and not wine if she was going to drink like that. I made sure there was a bottle of white chilling in the fridge. 
"Do you normally faint when you have an orgasm?" 
She gave me a weak smile and said. "Not normally, it must be you." 
She told me she nearly had an orgasm when she heard the lock click shut and she was fully restricted, there was no way out without me. 
We were both sitting in the armchairs, she got up and came across to me and sat on my lap and gave me the hottest kiss I'd had in almost five years. "Thank you so very much. That was fantastic, the restriction on my head, the smell of leather, I just got carried away. That was very unfair of me. I promise I will make this up to you. Please just be patient a little while longer. You will not regret it."
With that she pointed across to the pile of planks leaning up against a wall. "What's that lot?" 
I explained there were a couple of Saint Andrew's crosses in there which I had taken apart, one was an ordinary one and one had special attachments on to make sure the subject was extremely secure. There would be no movement. She got off my lap and walked across to the planks she started stroking the wood, pointing up to the attachments she said. "These look adjustable?" 
"They are, it can take somebody five foot six tall wearing six inch heels to somebody five feet in bare feet." 
"I must try that, when I'm tied up, I don't want to be able to move at all, so your special handcuffs are brilliant. I like things tight, restrictive, like the hood. I hate it when you see loose bindings on porn films. You shouldn't be able to move your arms, legs or your body if the ropes are tight, as I said I like to be restricted." 
"You watch porn films?" 
"Of course, didn't you and Julie, where did you get your ideas from?" 
"Well, we watched a few but we thought there a bit rubbish, we got some ideas from them but the rest are our own." 
Looking at me again she said "I'd like to try that Saint Andrews cross some time if that's alright with you?" She took my hand. "You appear to have all my fantasies in one room."  
I pointed to the rest of the planks and said. "That's actually a four-poster bed I made, but I have to make it up here as it's all got to come through the wardrobe and yes there were several metal eyes discreetly around it that could be used for tying somebody to it."  
She looked at me, tilted her head to one side cutely and said. "Did you ever get tied to it, or even get tied up at all?"
"It wasn't our favorite, but turn about is fair play. Sometimes Julie had the urge so yes, occasionally." I had the feeling she was going to say something, and I had the idea she was going to ask if she could tie me up. Well, we will see.
She came to me wrapped her arms around me and looked me deep into the eyes. In a serious tone of voice she said. "Thank you, thank you so very much for letting me into the world you and Julie had. I feel humbled." She kissed me. "Would you mind if we had something stronger to drink?" 
I went round and made sure the wardrobes and drawers were shut and everything was put away in its proper place. We went out through the wardrobe and I closed the door behind me wondering when we would be in there next. I was hoping it wouldn't be long.
I had a feeling that once she had shared her story of what Jeffery had done to her, it seemed to release her from a set of demons, giving her freedom. If I was right, I am glad it was with me. 
We sat in the lounge drinking the white wine, she finished her first glass in one go. "So, you made all that furniture and stuff upstairs?" 
"Yes, Julie and I used to spend hours getting it right, we didn't always and some stuff ended up on the fire." 
"I must admit to being a bit jealous of Julie, you must have had fun." Her face fell. "Sorry I didn't mean to upset you." 
"It still hurts a bit, but we can't change what happened. Everyone tried their best and it wasn't good enough. The disease won in the end." 
Susan stood up and held her hand out. "Right, this is me blatantly trying to change the subject and distract you. Come on, you must have some stuff in your sheds. I assume that is where you made all that kinky furniture?" 
I appreciated her efforts. I stood up taking her hand and led her across the yard to the old stables. 
I took her inside, she saw the two classic cars she knew about, my runabout mini and a motorhome. I showed her the stables which I used as a workshop for the cars and my furniture building exploits. Then a smaller room upstairs for my other hobby, remote controlled stuff. I had model gliders, cars and sailing yachts, although there were not many places to sail them.  
She pointed to a small glass fronted cabinet with some of my electronic gear in it. "What's that?"  
I knew exactly what she had seen. I got it from the cabinet and gave her the mass of electronic circuits. "It's a Jonie's butterfly with a radio remote control. In the days when mobile phones were just phones not a handheld computer it was a way I could tease Julie whilst we're out and about." 
"You two really were very kinky." She said with a smile on her face. "I didn't know you had a motorhome, I always wanted one but never got round to it. I probably wouldn't get a chance to use it anyway, can we have a look?"
I led her inside the motorhome. Looking around she said. "Wow, you have everything in here. Fridge, freezer, cooker, toilet, even a shower." Then she said. "Where is the bed or do you make it up?"
I pointed upwards and pushed a button and a fully made-up bed came down from the roof. She looked at me with her mouth wide open. "Wow, really wow." She got up onto it. "It's pretty comfortable." Then she noticed some additions I had made to the bed. "I suppose with those metal eyes you and Julie played games in here too."
I felt a bit sad for a second. "Only a few times, the cancer came back before we got the chance to do much, pity she was looking forward to doing more. The added risk of being caught seemed to excite her."
She turned towards me and gave me a hug and whispered in my ear. "Sorry, I seem to keep doing that to you today."
"It's not your fault, don't worry about it."
She took my head in her hands and said gently. "I will worry about you. You cannot tell me who or not to worry about." Then she kissed me.
She carried on, again I think trying to distract me. "Why is the wardrobe only half size, what is in the bottom bit?"
I took her outside to the back and opened some doors. "I do competitions with the gliders and boats, they take up a lot of room. This is designed for a small motorbike, but it's great for the models. It means I can stay overnight and have a chat with mates, have a few beers and no need to rush home."
She climbed inside and said to me. "It could be a mini dungeon too."
I smiled. "You naughty girl, and you said I was the kinky one."
"Oh, you are. Do you think it is something we could try?"
"Well, there are lashing points in here, I could tie you to those and drive you away, kidnap you, is that what you want?"
"Oh yes, bound and gagged taken by my captor to his hideout, or maybe a spy wearing a latex catsuit, gagged and with the leather face hood tied to the floor, or hogtied to be taken as a sex slave to my evil master. Oh yes, I think I would like that."
I fidgeted, straightening myself.
She walked up to me, putting her arms around my neck, she said. "Looks like someone else finds it interesting as well, we will have to make plans." She was grinding herself gently against me. I thought that could be arranged but I was confused. Other things would need to happen first before I committed to anything.
"Is there a chance for another glass of wine?"
"I think so, but I have to lock the motorhome and put stuff away."
"If you close up the mini dungeon, can I put the bed away?"
I smiled, nodding at her, she shot inside the motorhome and I heard the motors whine as she put the bed back up into the roof.
I locked everything up and we went back indoors. When we got there, I realised how late it was. Susan suggested we get a Chinese takeaway and finish off the wine. It was a good idea. I went to the takeaway and got dinner. When I got back Susan had set the coffee table up in the lounge. She had beer for me and wine for herself. After we finished eating, we talked about blocked drains and about what I did with my model gliders and boats. I told her I flew my gliders in the big field at the back of my house and the places I had been in the motorhome. We talked about my children, Mark and Wendy. Mark worked just outside Blackpool. Wendy was in the RAF as a technician. She was based in Scotland. I didn't get to see them very much, mainly high days and holidays.
Susan asked me if they knew about her. I told her that I had mentioned I was seeing someone, that was all. She told me she knew Julie and I had children, I had mentioned it in one of our first evenings in the pub and she had seen the photographs around the house. I promised the next time either of them came down I would make sure they were introduced. There was no talk of the kinky stuff we had done that day, I felt Susan wanted to stay away from that subject.
I wanted another beer, so I started to clear away the plates, Susan stood up offering to help, I declined and told her it would take but a few minutes to sort out. By the time I had loaded the dishwasher, fetched myself a beer, fed Jasper and got back to the lounge Susan was asleep. It had been a long day. I was in a quandary, again. Do I wake her up or get a blanket to make her comfortable. It was taken out of my hands when Jasper came in and jumped on her lap and woke her up. I think he was hoping she was going to sleep here. He was not alone. She stroked him for a while and said to me. "I think I had better go home, I am really tired."
"I can understand that, it's been a long day. Let me walk you home."
Smiling at me. "I was hoping you would offer. I look forward to our strolls."
We did not talk much on our walk to her house, just enjoyed each other's company strolling arm in arm.
She gave me a toe-curling kiss, told me she was looking forward to seeing me next week. That confused me a little, we had not made any plans for the following week. She opened her door, turned and waved to me. I waited until I heard the door locks engage. I popped into the pub for a beer and a chat. Harry the landlord asked if I wanted flowers on the table Wednesday. Was that what she was saying? Were Wednesdays becoming a regular thing? If so, that was good. I slept well that night after I relieved myself.



Seeing the weather was looking good I thought I would get a glider out and play. I got a phone call just after eleven. It was Susan inviting me to dinner in the pub, well I was not going to decline dinner with a pretty lady and it would save me cooking. I put the glider away.
We chatted about nothing in particular as we ate. I asked if she had booked dinner for Wednesday, she admitted she had, but had forgotten to tell me about it and to ask if I wanted to go. I let her know I was happy to make it a regular thing.
"Sorry John, I forgot to mention it with one thing and another that went on." She gave me a shy smile, I knew exactly what she was talking about.
She leaned forward. "Sorry, serious question. How long will it take to paint the workshop?"
"About a day for the walls, maybe a bit longer. I could work around the girls, day and a half if you want the ceiling done as well. I would need the room empty for that to cover everything in dust sheets. I could do the woodwork anytime, about half a day for that."
"That's roughly what Karen and I thought. If I knock the girls off midday Friday and give you the weekend would that be enough time?"
"Should be, with a bit to spare, be quicker if you and Karen helped."
She laughed. "Ha, not if you've seen us painting it wouldn't. Anyway, I have assumed you're available and want to do it."
"Will you be there?" I leaned forward and asked quietly.
"Yes, Karen and I have some designs we want to work on without the girls there, I think you know the sort of stuff I mean?"
"I think I do." I said smiling. "Do I get dinner all three days, save me cooking and give me more time to do painting."
"I think that's fair."
"Then you have a deal, just let me know what colours you want."
"What do you suggest? You've been pretty good at this so far."
"A warm sort of off white, cream or beige for the walls, white would be too bright, however bright white for the ceiling and woodwork. The same baby blue for the toilets like it is at the moment."
"I hadn't even thought about painting the toilets."
"You might as well, otherwise they will look tatty and take the shine off the place. I can do the offices and tea bar during the week."
"Bloody hell you have thought about this, haven't you."
"I will tackle your other rooms in a slower time." I smiled.
"How much will it cost?" I told her what I had worked out. "Okay, do it. I will warn the girls on Monday. Start whenever you're ready."
"Certainly."
She had been in business mode, but now time to bring her down a bit. I leaned forward again and said very quietly. "I think you mean 'start whenever you're ready please'. Or I might have to put you over my knee when we get to your place."
She sat upright not sure what to do. I was smiling, I think she got it. She reached across, took my hand and said. "Please would you be so kind as to come and paint my workshop?" She paused, and then whispered. "Yes, I might have to be punished, but not too hard, otherwise the rhubarb might have to come out to play." That was good, she would use her safety word if I went too far.
I struggled not to laugh out loud. We carried on chatting. I told her she interrupted me going out to practise with my glider and asked if she would like to come and see what I did. She declined saying she would love to at some time, if only to find out more about me, but she had things to do this afternoon in preparation for next week's work.
I walked to her house, she did not invite me in, I got a massive kiss. She did tell me she would see me Wednesday at six thirty. I reminded her I would see her at nine on Tuesday morning. I had some painting to do.
The following week was a bit weird. But first I decided I needed to tidy up the playroom and maybe reconstruct some of the equipment. Should it be the bed, Saint Andrews Cross or one of the other bits of kinky kit I had in there. I had better dust it as well to stop Jasper sneezing.
I picked up the paint and everything I needed on Monday. I pitched up at the workshop at nine thirty Tuesday. I started on the baby blue in the ladies' toilet. I was being interrupted all the time, then I noticed it was exactly every twenty minutes, they must drink an awful lot of coffee. I realised they were doing it on purpose. It stopped when I stepped out and held the door for Mary just as she got there. She turned and said loudly. "That's it girls, we've been rumbled." Mary walked back to her workspace after giving me a smile. After that the girls told me not to bother stopping painting. They were using a cubical anyway.
I got all the offices, tea bar and toilets done by Friday lunchtime, it was a functional job, I have done better in the house. When the girls left, I spread plastic sheets all over their work benches and I managed to get a lot of the ceiling done. Working from their benches with a roller it was quite easy. It didn't have to be perfect.
We all went to the pub that evening, Karen stayed overnight at Susan's. I think they were working on some designs. I walked the pair of them to Susan's place. I got a kiss on the cheek from Karen, she left us so Susan and I could have a proper kiss. I went home for an early night. Jasper was grumpy with me for being out all day. I fed him, gave him treats and spent some time scratching his chin. I suppose he forgave me because he slept on my bed.
We got in early on Saturday. We all went in separate cars. Susan and Karen went into the office and pulled the blinds down. I don't think they wanted me to see what they were designing, they probably thought it would distract me. I suspect they were designing kinky stuff and they would have been correct, it would have been a distraction.
I finished off the ceiling in white and then tackled the walls, there wasn't much rubbing down and filling to do. Again, it did not have to be perfect, just look better and brighter than it did. It was nearly four o'clock and I had finished apart from woodwork, from the workshop to the offices. That would have to be done tomorrow. I turned the lights out and knocked on Susan's office door. Both Susan and Karen were surprised to see it was dark. I took Susan's hand in my paint splattered mitt and said to her, pointing at the light switches. "Would Madame like to do the honours?"
Smiling back at me she said. "Madame would be extremely honoured." She flipped the light switches. "Bloody hell." Karen piped up. "We had better phone the girls and tell them to bring their sunglasses in, that is so much better."
Susan said. "You get so used to it you don't realise how tatty it is until you see it like this."
She came up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck and said. "Thank you so very much, you don't know how much this means to me. You're helping me, my friends, my business, I almost don't know how to repay you?" She smiled and at the same time tilted her head to one side. Karen harrumphed, I looked across to her, she was beaming a radiant smile.
"I think that's enough for today, for all of us. Give us a few minutes to put stuff away." She screwed her nose up. "I believe you've got a table booked in a restaurant for seven. John you definitely need to shower and change, you shouldn't go and meet your girlfriend smelling of paint."
She was correct. Susan turned to me and said. "We're not going to the pub tonight. We're eating at my place. It's a bit further for you to stagger when I'm finished with you." She gave a little giggle.
I went home and got rid of the paint smell, put on some decent clothes, picked some daffodils out of my garden and walked to Susan's house. She did another of her Marks and Spencer's best meals again. We chatted about things, how I nearly fell off a workbench because Sandra's workbench was higher than the others, yeah, it was me that made it taller and I should have known better. She went on about how much they had got done with the peace and quiet in the office with the new designs.
I felt she was being rather stingy with the wine and was holding back on the beer.
She asked me if I could do her a favour? Clear away the kitchen as she had something to do upstairs and she wouldn't be long. I did notice there was a sparkle in her eyes as she said it. I told her it would be my pleasure and picked up the plates, she kissed me on the cheek and told me she would not be long. Well, a man's definition is slightly different from a woman's definition of 'not long'. I had finished my little job and was sitting on the sofa just looking at the pictures of her dresses on the wall when I heard her call from upstairs. "John, I've got a bit of a problem, the tap won't turn off, can you come and give me a hand please."
From painter to dishwasher stacker to plumber in one easy lesson I thought to myself, never mind at least I am still around her. I had realised a few days ago I was getting fond and very comfortable with her. If she wanted to keep it at this level, I could live with that.
I headed upstairs, as I got to the top of the stairs I was waiting for a flood of water. I paused; I could not hear any water running. The bedroom door was open, I just walked in to be met by an amazing sight.
How fucking stupid can I be? She looked absolutely fucking gorgeous.
Susan was standing there, her blonde long hair shining, she had gentle smokey eye makeup, lips that I really wanted to take a taste of. She was wearing a deep purple satin corset, it accentuated her figure superbly. Purple satin gloves up beyond her elbows that matched the colour of the corset, black stockings and black high heeled shoes. Almost my dream woman, she tilted ahead to one side the way that I find so cute. She lifted her hand up, dangling from her fingers was a pair of handcuffs.
Bloody hell.
I was hard.
But this was not right, I knew what she was doing, but I had other ideas.
I walked up to her, took the handcuffs off her finger and threw them into the corner and shook my head. "Not tonight."
I took her head in my hands and kissed the lips that I was just dying to taste.
"I absolutely love this outfit, this is fantastic. But I'm sorry, if we're going to do this here and now, tonight, I want you, just you." I hung on for a second. "The first time should be pure, no kink, just me and you, skin to skin. Are you okay with that?"
I could see tears forming in the corner of her eyes. "I'd love that." She dabbed her eyes with the back of her gloved hands. "I thought you would like this?"
"I do, you're spot on, this is freaking gorgeous, this, you are stunning."
"Are you sure?" She smiled. "I used what I saw in Julie's and your playroom to come up with this. Do you mind?"
That was a bit of a shock. "Susan, Julie is gone, I will not treat you as a replacement. You are your own individual person, you cannot replace Julie. Do not try to, just be yourself. I love you for who you are, not as a replacement for Julie."
Her hands flew to her mouth. "You do know you've just said you love me?"
"Yes, I love doing things for you, I miss you when I'm not with you. The way we touch when we walk past each other, I love the smiles you give me at work through the office glass. Oh, everyone sees them by the way."
"I wasn't trying to replace Julie, I just saw what you liked, sorry. I didn't realise we touched, do we?"
I smiled and nodded. "We do."
"There is no need to be sorry. I think you should know me by now, I know it's only been a few weeks, but I mean what I say. Yes, I think we will do similar things that I did with Julie. I will admit I will use the skills I learned with Julie on you, as I am sure you will use the skills from your previous friends to please me." I smiled at her. "At my age that's just the way it goes."
That was enough talking, I had things to do.
"Please, turn around, let me take this wonderful corset off you."
She smiled as she turned round. The corset was tight. I whispered to her. "This is fantastic, it's so tight. Who helped you?"
She tried to turn around; I held her where she was. I carried on. "Karen?" I whispered.
She nodded.
"That's good, I might have to ask her for tips." I moved her hair aside and kissed the back of her neck. She pushed herself back at me. It felt good.
I slid the corset from her and placed it on the bedroom chair. I eased her back onto the bed, sat her down. I had too many clothes on, I quickly changed that. Susan reached out and took me in her gloved hand and pulled me towards her, opened her mouth and took me fully in. I had to stop it. "No please, I'll come. It's too soon."
It was difficult, but I pulled her off my cock and helped her removed her gloves, stockings and shoes. She slid into the middle of the bed, she looked gorgeous.
I slipped on the bed beside her. It had been a few years. I had had sex since Julie passed but this was going to be making love.
I kissed the lips I had tasted before, then proceeded to kiss down her neck, down her body. I shuffled myself down across her belly, down to her thighs to the other lips I had wanted to taste so much. Her bush was trimmed, I used my fingers to gently ease the lips apart and there it was, standing proud. Her clitoris. I could pleasure this woman. I stuck my tongue out and gently licked from her pussy up over her clitoris. I felt her shudder.
All of a sudden my hair was grabbed and I just pulled up. "No please, I am ready, please."
I entered her slowly, gently. I felt it had been a while for both of us. I buried myself fully into her and started to move gently, her legs came round her legs and arms came around. "No, please just stay there." I pulled my face back slightly. Tears were falling from her eyes. I was worried that I had gone too far.
She whispered to me. "I cannot tell you how good it feels to have somebody inside me that I know loves me." She gently pulled me down and I kissed her.
I slowly built up speed and depth, she hung on to me tightly. Her whole body shook. I was not long behind her.
I eased myself off and lay down beside her. She rolled over and placed her head on my shoulder looking up at me, she said quietly. "That was all I hoped it would be. I'm sorry that it took so long but I am of childbearing age and I wasn't on the pill and I didn't want a condom."
"You didn't need to be on the pill, I had a vasectomy after Wendy was born."
She got up and looked at me. "You never said."
"You never asked."
"Well, it's not something you can ask, is it? Are you firing blanks?"
"I suppose it isn't and yes, blanks."
She laid her head on my shoulder, her hand slowly moved down my body and found my cock, she caressed it, it was quite soft. But not for long. She whispered. "You're getting hard again, that's impressive it hasn't been long."
"It's not had a lot of attention for the last two years and I do have a very sexy, beautiful woman lying next to me." I gave a little chuckle. "I'll try my best, but don't expect it every time."
"Well, let me see what I can do. It won't be much, I am out of practice too, but I am sure I can come up with something." Soon I was fully hard with how she used her hand.
I closed my eyes to just enjoy the feel of her hand. Then I felt her slide down my body and take my cock in her mouth. I didn't think I could get much harder. I was wrong.
With my eyes closed I just enjoyed the feeling. I felt her pull off me and slide up my body, and she impaled herself. That was a fantastic sight looking up at somebody as they moved up and down on your body. She fondled her own breast and then ran one hand down through her bush and gently circled her clitoris. She is happy to play with herself in front of me. I have never seen anyone do that before. It was as sexy as hell. She shuddered and her breath was coming ragged. I quickly grabbed her by the shoulders, pulled her towards me and rolled over so I was on top. I slammed into her hard. She screamed, her hands went to the headboard, she gripped it tightly as she came.
I was resting on my elbows. I kissed her neck, she pulled me down for a kiss. She said to me "Thank you, that was fantastic, but you haven't come." With that she slipped down the bed, took my cock in her mouth again, she was good. I did not last long. She swallowed.
She slid up next to me. "I'm sorry, but I'm absolutely shattered after that. I'm afraid I'm not going to keep my eyes open for much longer." I told her I would not be able to stay awake much longer either, I reminded her that we should be up early in the morning to finish the painting.
"Bugger the painting, it can wait till Monday. We've got other things to do."
We did not get up till nearly ten on Sunday. We did things first. Breakfast of tea, toast and Marmalade. I asked her if the corset was made specially for her. She smiled and told me it was. It was a girl's first attempt at making a corset. She asked what I thought of it. It was absolutely stunning and she could certainly wear it tonight if she wanted. She gave a little giggle. "You'll have to tighten the laces. I'm not flexible enough to get it as tight as I want."
"I assume Karen knows what you planned?"
"She knows I planned to seduce you, but that's it. You don't mind, do you?"
"You've been friends for a long time and so things are going to come out between you. She knows about your kinks and I guess she has kept them secret all this time. She knows a lot about you so she will probably do the sums and come up with the correct answer. But I would prefer it if you kept the intimate details to yourself."
"I can do that."
It was half an hour later when Susie's phone text message tone went off, I recognised it as Karen's tone. She showed me the message and her reply.
'I'm here, where are you?'
'We are at my place. Finish painting tomorrow, other stuff to do today.'
'The corset worked then?'
'Yes and No.'
'?'
'He said he loved me, I told him I loved him. 😍 That is all your getting the rest is private'
'Corset?'
'He took it off, I can wear it tonight.'
'Tell me more.'
'Sorry, private between me and John.'
'😞 understand. Have fun.'
We did have fun, she did wear the corset. I couldn't get it as tight as Karen did. She kept on pulling my hair like last night when I was kissing the lips down below, they did taste fantastic. I threatened to tie her hands to the headboard if she didn't stop, she just giggled at that and said she would probably like that.
On Monday all three of us were in early, they wanted to see the look on the girl's faces when they came in. The workshop looked so much better, the girls all smiled when they saw it. The three of us got thanked for the work we'd done. Barbara then said. "Looking at the faces of you three I think more than just painting got done this weekend?"
The giveaway was Susan blushing.
Janet was next. "John did the corset fit?"
"I don't know, I didn't try it on, it wasn't my colour. Suited Susie though."
That brought a round of laughter. I continued. "Let's just say I thought you did a fantastic job. And I think we should leave it there before your boss gets grumpy."
They let it go at that. I went to make some tea before they started work.
I nearly finished when Karen came up to me and said. "She won't tell me what happened, that's okay, I understand, I just want to know that you two are good?"
"Oh, we're good, but tell me how did you get the corset so tight?"
"I start in the middle then work up and down and then do it all over again until you can't get any tighter, it does take a while. She wanted it perfect for your first night. I did my best. But she told me you took it off."
"This is all I'm going to say on the matter. I thought the first time should be skin to skin."
Karen smiled.
I carried on. "I've got some painting to do and then I'm going home for an early night because I'm shattered."



She gave me a big smile and a kiss on the cheek, she whispered to me. "You seem to be making each other happy and I'm really glad about that. All I've got to do is find a man myself. Don't know anyone do you?" She didn't wait for an answer but walked away.
I finished off the painting, several of the girls came and thanked me and told me the difference it had made. I did not have to make a cup of tea all morning.
I said my goodbyes just after twelve. I did have things to do at home, things that I had planned to do over the weekend after I finished the painting. There was a glider competition coming up and I had not practised for months. As the weather was fine that was the plan for the afternoon. I took the motorhome to the top of my field behind the house. I could make drinks and I had put most of the models in it anyway. I managed not to crash on the first flights and found I could still do it. Then I sat down and pondered, it was probably the first time I had enoght spare time to think about where Susan and I were going after walking in on her a month ago and the events of the last few weekends. I definitely wanted more, but what, and what did she want? I decided to remain undecided.
I left my phone in the motorhome, I did not want the signals messing up my aeroplanes.
My phone rang just after six whilst I having a cup of tea and think about what to do about dinner. It was Susie "Where are you, I was going to offer you dinner?"
"Top field, playing with my toys. Where are you?"
"By your back door."
"Go to the back gate and you should see me."
There was a pause and I saw her by the back gate, I waved, she waved back.
"I do. Can I come up."
"Of course, I will put the kettle on for coffee." I had a quick idea. "I can make you dinner."
"What, in that?" She sounded shocked.
"Yes, you may be surprised."
"Okay, surprise me, but coffee first unless you have something alcoholic?"
"That bad?"
"No good, but busy, will tell you when I get there. See you very shortly."
We hung up. I had some ready meals in the motorhome. I turned the oven on and slipped them in, they would take about half an hour.
I managed to get a table cloth and place settings out before she got to me, I even had some plastic flowers I put on the table. I met her outside, we hugged and kissed.
I asked her to go in. "Hey, this is nice." She said, the plastic flowers must have worked.
I followed her and poured her a glass of red. "So tell me about it?" I asked.
A frown passed over her face, "Em no not right now." I got a wry smile. I think she was going to say something important, but changed her mind. "Something smells good."
"Oh, they are just a couple of things I had to hand for emergencies."
She looked around. "This looks nice, will you take me out in it sometime? The bed looks big."
"It is."
"And there is a ladder up the back."
"Yes, Julie used to sun bathe up there the few times we used it."
"Can I see up there?"
We went out and I stood by the ladder, she climbed up it to have a look. She got on top. Looking down at me she said. "There are rails up here, what are they for?"
"They are for roof boxes or racks, extra storage if needed."
Suzy gave me a quizzical look. "I assume you don't mean racks for stretching people?"
I just smiled. "Might do."
"Bloody hell, were you two kinky outdoors as well?"
"No, Julie didn't mind getting caught sunbathing with no clothes on. But being kinky was a step too far. She was frightened of getting caught and having our secrets shared amongst our friends."
"Being kinky in this big bed seems cool, but out in the open, not so sure, I think Julie was correct."
I helped her down and we went back inside.
"If you fancy coming out I have a competition coming up in two weeks. I am staying overnight. Do you want to come? I am sure I can find a nice quiet campsite with a pub close by, it saves cooking."
"I don't know." She smiled. "It's tempting, but I've got a lot of things on at the moment, let me think about it please."
"Okay, how about some dinner?"
"Yes, that would be lovely." I managed to get the dinner on the plates and poured her another glass of wine.
We ate in silence, there was something coming. Has this weekend been too much?
Susie started "John as much as I enjoyed this weekend, it was fantastic, I'm sorry, but I'm not sure where we're going? I think I may need a bit of direction."
I gave a little laugh, she looked at me annoyed. "I've been sitting up here thinking the same thing. I decided to be undecided. So how about this? We carry on as we are, you come to see me when you want to and I do the same with you. We pop round and see each other when we feel the need. I realise you work a lot, so I won't expect too much. We both feed Jasper. The main difference is I will tell you I love you." I frowned a little, she may not like this bit. "But there are other practicalities of this. I'm older than you.
She gave me a nervous little smile "Let's just call it more experienced. Age is just a number."
She carried on. "Actually I was thinking a bit more than that, how about we go to the pub every Wednesday like we usually do, Monday my house and I come to you Friday, as a guide, just as a start to see how it goes. We don't have to stick to that rota, we can change it. The weekends we work out as we go along. I've got work to do, you've got your competitions some weekends. Let's just see how it goes." She leaned forward. "I do expect to share your bed, and you to share mine. In fact, the next time I come around I expect to bring a toothbrush with me if you're happy with that?"
I stood up and went into the bathroom and pulled out a small bag. I gave it to her. "In there is my spare wash kit. I would be pleased if you took that back to your house with you."
She took it from me. "I would love to."
"So I will see you in the pub at six thirty Wednesday and how about my place on Friday? We can talk about the weekend. I would like to pop into the workshop sometime this week to check on the painting. I want to start looking at the other side of your workshop ready for when you expand."
"You're welcome anytime. You should know that after what you did to the place." She looked a bit happier, I think we had given ourselves a bit of direction.
Susie carried on. "I really must be going now, something came up this afternoon, but I'm looking forward to Wednesday already. I should leave you time to play with your toys."
"If you can wait two minutes whilst I put this stuff away, I can give you a lift back, in fact you can drive it."
"No, it's a bit big for me." She tidied up inside whilst I put my toy aeroplanes away. I gave her a lift back down to the house, but I felt she was still a bit nervous. There was something wrong but, at least we had some plans for the future.
I thought I would pop into the workshop on Wednesday and have a look at the other side then we can discuss it in the pub.
As I was just driving down past the Old Manse Hotel my heart skipped a beat. I saw Susan walking arm in arm with another man going inside the hotel. One of the best in town. It could be pretty innocent, 'do not worry, she said she loved you.' I said to myself. I carried on to the workshop. Karen was surprised to see me and was very subdued, when I looked around, I noticed all the girls were quiet as well and would not look me in the face
What a change from Monday afternoon. I did not feel welcome. No one made me tea. I went into the other side of the workshop and had a look at what I needed to do. Electrics would need upgrading, more painting and lights. There were racks of clothes all covered in plastic. Susan mentioned she would like a changing room in there as well. Where her clients could try clothes on. It would probably need a mini bar as well. But let's not get ahead of ourselves. I said my goodbyes; people were still quite subdued.
I was not looking forward to the pub tonight. It was just gone four when I got a text from Susan. 'I know it's the first night but can we change the plan? Can we eat at yours? Not too much for me. I had a big dinner.'
I just replied. 'Of course, what time?'
'Half six as planned.'
I think scrambled egg on toast is in order, nothing special.
When Susan arrived, a few minutes late I got a big hug and a kiss, but she was subdued. I was confused and expecting bad news. We finished eating, when I said to her. "You're very quiet, the girls were all very subdued when I was in the workshop. Oh, by the way I saw you walking arm in arm with a man into the Old Manse Hotel. Is there something you want to tell me?" Her head shot up.
"No, don't think that, please no." She stood up and came around the table. "No please don't think that ever. That was Noel DuPont. He was my first customer, he owns a chain of small shops up and down the country and a couple in Europe. We make dresses for him, ball gowns, prom dresses and that sort of clothing for him. He has a friend that wants me to design and make summer dresses but with a similar style to some of our ball gowns. We went to the hotel where his friend was staying so I could show him what I proposed. Please trust me nothing happened."
"That should be good news, why was everyone unhappy?"
"We were all sad because Noel's wife was in a car accident, she's badly hurt but she is going to be okay, but we all know her. Where Noel is quiet and studious, Cheryl, his wife is completely different, lively, bubbly, bouncing. We all like her." She paused. "I'm sorry sweetheart, were you getting jealous?"
"No but I was worried when I saw you walking arm in arm with another man. It hurt after I told you I loved you and you said you loved me. I didn't know what to think." She sank down to her knees and looked up at me. "I'm sorry. Noel and I, and Karen have been friends for a few years now. Just after I started this business he came round looking for a company to make his designs, we took it on and have worked with him improving what we do." She took a deep breath. "I'm yours, I'm exclusively yours. There will be nobody else."
She stood up and took my hands. "Sweetheart, please I must go. We've got a celebrity coming in tomorrow and I think I know what she wants, so I've got to make some plans. It's all a bit of a rush, she has left it until the last minute. The awards season is almost upon us." She gave a little chuckle. "I don't suppose you know that do you?"
I just shook my head.
"In fact if you come round the back of my place at about half one tomorrow you might see a nondescript Discovery and somebody you may recognise slip in the back door."
She tilted her head to one side. "Are you available Friday? I would like you to meet Noel. He's bringing his friend, George, around to the workshop so they can look at the place. Please?"
"I'll think about it."
I lifted her up, smiled and said. "Well if you've got work to do. I suppose I should walk you home."
"That would be very nice. Thank you." As I walked her home, she held onto me tightly. She explained when they started, they made Noel's designs with Karen's and her changes after his sister stopped designing dresses. They got their first contract with him supplying ball gowns and prom dresses. She told me that making dresses for celebrities would not keep the girls busy. So, in between the celebrity clothing they made dresses for other companies, Noel's was the first and best. That is why she wanted to get into kinky clothing to expand their sales and not rely on a few sources of income, and it might be fun. There are rumours that tomorrow's celebrity and her husband, shall we say, have similar interests to ours. So, she is going to put the corset she wore for me on display, drape strips of latex and leather over it to see if it generated any interest.
We got to her house, she led me inside. Just inside the front door she said to me. "I've messed up our routine already and it isn't even week one. It's supposed to be your place tomorrow but I think you should come here, please."
"Okay I think I can do that."
She leaned in further and whispered. "Good, can I ask you a favour?"
"Depends on what it is."
She looked down. "Would you bring Julie's special handcuffs with you? I would like to try them properly?"
"It will be my pleasure."
"Oh I hope so."
She led me into the lounge. I could see Karen standing in front of a drawing board with pictures of a dress on it. There were sheets of paper lying everywhere. "This is why you couldn't come here and why I've come back so soon." Susie said.
Karen had only just noticed us come in. She turned to us and said to me. "You're looking much better than you did at the workshop John. Is everything alright?"
Susie spoke up. "John saw me walking into the Old Manse Hotel arm in arm with Noel."
Karen's hands flew to her mouth.
Susie carried on. "You and the girls all looked down, a bit subdued and he wondered if there was something going on."
"Bugger, I can guess how that looked to you. We didn't look happy because of Cheryl's accident. That's Noel's wife, she had a car accident."
Susie carried on. "I've invited John round on Friday so he can meet Noel." Looking at me she said. "I'm sorry sweetheart but we do need to get on, thank you for dinner by the way. I also like beans and cheese on toast." Looking across at Karen she said. "Scrambled egg on toast, you know how we used to live on that at uni."
Karen just smiled. Susie took me by the arm and we went towards the door. I got a kiss and an apology again. I wandered back home a much happier man. Without prompting Karen had confirmed everything Susie had said.
As I was passing the pub I popped in for a pint or two and a chat with the locals before going home. Harry quietly asked how my love life was? I smiled.
The next morning I had a spot of work to do on the handcuffs. I put in a 1/8" strip of metal between the two flatbeds so they wouldn't squeeze her wrists so much. I also got out two strips of metal, got them hot and started beating them into shape.
I got a text message from Susie asking if I could pick up the Chinese dinner she had ordered on my way past the shop as she was running late. Cheeky blighter, and I had to pay for it too.
She was stunning when I got to her place. She was wearing a strapless cream dress with red flowers. It was very tight at the waist and an equally tight bodice with low cut neckline, which enhanced her breasts. If it was much lower I am sure I would have seen her nipples. She also had black stockings and black stiletto heels. It looked a bit strange, cream and black. I guessed I was not seeing everything.
The table was set, as we ate we discussed the celebrity that had visited. I told her I did not go to see who it was. She wasn't surprised. They were interested in the corset and asked if it could be made in latex or leather. Whilst Karen was carrying out the fitting, Suzy whipped up a drawing, showed it to the celeb, who liked it so they managed to get something knocked up in latex. Barbara modelled it, she is almost exactly the same statistics as the celebrity. That got three orders, one red and one black in latex and another in black leather, but the leather one had extra attachments which Susie did not go into. Susie told me there was nothing special about the designs, they could be seen on a lot of fetish porn films and be purchased online. But the celebrity knew their kinky secret was safe and wanted something measured just for her.
Susy reached across the table. "John, we could do with a hand. We have the machine you suggested for pressing eyelets, but we don't have anything for making holes in the steel strips we use for the boning, and some of them are too long. Getting the holes done for my purple corset was a pain. Can you help?"
I leaned back in my chair. Pointing at her I said with a smile. "So that is what this is all about, using your body and good looks to get me to help you?"
"Oh no, this." She said standing up and waving her hands down her body. "Is to entice you to my bed, in there I will try to get you to help us. Did you bring the handcuffs?"
I pulled them from my pocket.
She reached over and took them from me. "I think we should put the plates into the dishwasher. I need to be at work a bit early tomorrow, so I think I should have an early night. Would you help me?"
"Certainly, I'll put the stuff in the dishwasher before I go home to leave you to your beauty sleep, which you don't need by the way, because you are already beautiful."
She blushed, then pulled herself up and playfully slapped my arm. "No, you pratt, make sure I get to bed and sleep."
It did not take long to stack the dishwasher with the plates and cutlery. Susie walked to the table, picked up the handcuffs, gave them to me, turned her back towards me and placed her arms behind her. "Now is a good time I think." I could hear the smile in her voice. I quickly slotted the handcuffs into place and spun the wingnut. It was now a perfect fit.
I was intrigued to know what she had on under this dress. As the zip was up the back, I felt I could find out. I took over the zip and slowly eased it down, she did not complain. Soon the dress was pooled at her feet, she stepped out of it, turned and looked at me. She was wearing a PVC corset. It was shiny and super tight. I stepped up to her and ran my hands around the front, she pushed back.
"You like?"
"I like it a lot."
"I thought you might, I saw you had a lot of shiny stuff in your wardrobe. I think we had better take this upstairs."
Watching that gorgeous body laced up tight in a black PVC corset, black stockings and black high heel shoes and with her hands secured behind her back walking up the stairs in front of me was one of the most erotic sights I've seen in years.
When we got to the bedroom, I took hold of her shoulders and sat on the bed. I got on my knees and she moved her legs apart. She laid back as I was unbuttoning my shirt. I could see her pussy right in front of me. I could smell it. It smelt sweet. I soon got my shirt off. I used my fingers to gently pry her lips apart, then I started licking gently around and over her clitoris, then I slowly poked my tongue inside as far as I could then returned my attention to her clitoris.
By now I had managed to get myself completely undressed leaving my clothes in a pile just like her dress down stairs. Now I could use my fingers to help her along. I was still kissing and licking her clit and surrounding lips. Her breathing was getting deeper, I slowly eased a finger inside and lifted up trying to find her G spot, I failed.
I increased it to two fingers and started moving them in and out whilst licking her clitoris. I picked up the speed, not too fast. Her breathing was ragged. After a few minutes of this her body was starting to twitch. I stopped licking and removed my fingers. I heard her mutter 'bastard'.
"Slide into the middle of the bed." I asked her. She did with my help. I am sure it was hard with her hands secured behind her back.
Her breathing was still heavy. I lay beside her and gently turned her head towards me. I kissed her lips whilst my hand eased her breasts out of the cups of the corset and I gently played with her nipples. They were getting hard, she kissed me back fervently. I ran my hands down the smoothness of the corset and my fingers found their way through that trimmed bush. They soon found their way to her clitoris and replicated what my tongue had done gently playing over her clit, then round and down and back inside her.
She was still breathing heavily. I switched from kissing her lips, to kissing her neck as I slid down the bed whilst still paying attention to her clit and pussy with my fingers. She started grunting in gentle lady-like grunts and then she said completely out of the blue between breaths. "There is a ball gag in the bedside cupboard if you want it."



"Do you want it?"
"I might get a bit loud."
"I will keep that in mind." I didn't at the moment, but it was nice to know. Her head was back so I kissed down from her neck down to her breasts gently licked around her nipple. Her breathing was becoming ragged. I could tell she was building again, her hips started to twitch and that was when I removed my hand from her pussy. Again, she said. "Bastard." I might have to use the gag to stop her swearing at me.
I slipped back up her body and started kissing her lips over again, this time I paid attention to the other side of her neck, nipples and played with the other breast with my fingers still playing with her pussy. This time I continued down until my head was once again between her thighs. Playing with my tongue and fingers, this time I found her G spot. She came almost immediately clamping her thighs around my head, I had difficulty in breathing let alone carrying on my ministrations.
Her legs released me. I looked up at her. She was smiling down at me. "If you're going to clamp my head in between your legs I am going to have to tie them to the bed."
"I might like that, the spreader bar is in the bottom of the wardrobe." She whispered to me.
As she was replying to me I was sliding up her body and I entered her as deep as I could in one long slow thrust. Her stocking legs wrapped around me. I had the feeling now I had entered her she would not let me go until I had finished. It was a good job her hands were cuffed behind her back. I slowly, purposefully continued to pump into her with slow, rhythmic actions. I picked the speed up a bit. She was getting louder. A thought crossed my mind as I was trying to distract myself and not to come. She has a vibrator, I had seen it the day I found her. Did she gag herself when she used her vibrator. The distraction did not work, in fact it probably made it worse thinking about her red lips around the red ball gag.
I was pumping harder and as deep as I could go. "I'm coming." She muttered. I went as fast and as deep as her legs wrapped around me would allow. She started to orgasm, she was getting loud. I placed my hand over her mouth. The sound of her orgasm could not escape. Her whole body shook. I came but managed to keep going. She nearly threw me off. If her legs had not been wrapped around me I am sure she would have. Her legs fell off me, I was struggling to hold myself up on my elbows. Not wanting to squash her I rolled off. through dreamy eyes she looked at me. We met half way for a kiss. "Is that sleep making enough for you?" I asked.
She smiled and said. "It could be but if you've got another one like that, that would work as well."
"Unfortunately, not until the morning."
I gently sat her up, reached behind her and spun the wingnut off the handcuffs and removed them. I unlaced the corset and eased it off her body. I slid off the bed and helped her remove her stockings and shoes. We left them in an unceremonious heap on the floor with my clothes.
We slid under the covers and she put her head on my shoulder. "Thank you sweetheart, that was fantastic. Where did the hand gag thing come from? I liked that. That was better than the ball gag. You can do that again when you like." With that she leaned across to her bedside table and turned the lights out, when she came back, she kissed me whispered. "I love you." She put her head on my shoulder. I was tired as well, but it was not long before I heard gentle lady-like snores coming from her.
After our usual breakfast, and feeding Jasper. He always seemed to know which house we were both in. I collected the Stag and took Susie to work. She was wearing a smart two-piece suit with the skirt hem just above the knee with a white blouse and black three inch heels. Very business-like. I did wonder if she was wearing a corset under it all.
We got to the workshop; Karen was already there; she looked sexy and smart too. The girls started turning up, they looked normal, but were subdued. This was obviously a big day for them all. I made tea and coffee, I could feel the tension. It would help if that could be relieved. Drinks are not allowed in the workshop. The offices were different. I got a tray and went into Susie and Karen's office and collected the mugs from there. I had to nag Susie to finish hers. I wanted all the mugs empty, there were four in there. As I left the office I 'accidently' stumbled over nothing and went flying face first onto the floor, the mugs on the tray smashed all over the floor. The room went silent, Susie and Karen turned up at the office door looking at me, worried. I sat up, people should be laughing at my misfortune, they were not. Bugger. I said aloud. "What a prat, now I'm in trouble with the boss." I started laughing. That worked, soon everyone was laughing with me.
Karen came to me carrying a dustpan, brush and a broom. As she helped me sweep the mess up she whispered to me. "You did that on purpose. Thanks." I smiled and kept on sweeping.
Noel and George arrived just before ten o'clock. I stayed in the tea bar. I saw Susie and Karen start to show a man around, I suspect that was George. The other chap headed towards where I was. He had the same build as the man I saw walking arm in arm with Susie, I only saw him from the back Wednesday. Noel I guessed. He came in and held his hand out. He looked a little older than I expected. "You must be John?"
I took it, it was warm and firm. "I am, and I assume you are Noel."
He smiled. "You assume correctly."
He disengaged his hand. Looking around he continued. "You've done a good job, it looks much better. Even the tap has stopped dripping."
"Tea, Coffee?" I asked.
"Whatever you're having, George will want coffee."
"I've managed to work out Susie's coffee machine, so we'll make it coffee."
"Susan has told me about you, in fact when she wasn't talking business, which was most of the time, she was on about you. Bit of a dab hand at most stuff she tells me. Even old cars."
"Yes, that Triumph Stag out front is mine."
"I saw it, it looks good. Not into cars myself, but that one stood out. I didn't know what it was until you told me. Ex-military and a widower, Susan told me."
He was probing gently, that's okay.
"Yup. RAF, nothing special, just a bloke who fixed aeroplanes and picked up a few skills along the way. Yes, four years ago, cancer. Still miss her."
"Sorry John, I didn't mean to upset you. I lost my big sister to it a few years ago. She used to help me run the company, she was the designer between us, I am the business side. That is why I contacted Susan."
"Sorry about that Noel. You get used to it but never get over it."
"You're right, but to change the subject, what do you think of Susan's plan to extend into lingerie?"
"You're asking the wrong person, I know almost next to nothing about fashion."
"Ah but you are a male, so you will have a view on lingerie. I am sure most of the celebrities she is aiming at can openly buy negligees and corsets from normal shops. It might even do them some good."
How much did he know about Susie's plans? He took a sip of coffee. "We don't know each other, so I am going to apologise before I say it. Did you not buy your wife underwear? I do mine."
I just nodded.
"Then you are the right person to ask. Just to clarify. I know it's a secret but she has approached me for my views as a businessman and to see if I might take her line. Business wise it is not good for me. If someone buys a ball gown for a few hundred pounds or more, very few will have enough money to buy the sort of quality Susie's girls produce. Suspender belts and the like fine, but Satin corsets not so much. What do you think?"
Bloody hell, we've only just met and he is asking me business ideas about ladies' underwear. "I can see it from your point of view. If you wanted to take her lingerie, it would have to be a separate business, if you have the space, the same premises would be good. Because seeing one thing might bring on sales for the other at a later date. That happened to me and Julie."
"I am guessing Julie was your wife? Actually, that was my thought, as long as she doesn't make stuff too wacky and she might do that, I might find space in a few shops to see how it goes. Thank you. It is often sensible to get a layman's view."
I would have to have a word with Susie about how much she had told Noel about our relationship.
"Is there any more coffee?" Noel asked. Pointing out of the window. "Looks like they have nearly finished the tour." He smiled at me.
I could not help it. I liked the man. He seemed open, honest and genuine.
Susie popped her head around the door. "Sweetie, can I ask you to make some coffee for us please, whilst we talk."
"Of course, it's on the go now."
Looking at Noel she said. "See, he thinks ahead." Looking back at me she said. "Bring your tea as well." Then she was gone. I did not get the chance to tell her it was Noel's warning that helped.
Noel held the door open for me with the tray, as I passed he said. "She likes you. A lot."
I just sat in the corner listening sipping my tea. I did not understand most of it. What I did seemed sensible. There was a discussion about delivery times versus quality. Quality won in the end, just.
On the drive home I said to Susie. "How much does Noel know about our relationship?"
"Oh, I think he guessed we are lovers." I saw her smile out of the corner of my eye.
"Sorry, that's not what I meant, does he know about the games we play?"
"No, why would you think that? I know Karen knows because you told her and well, she was my safety buddy, but I have not told anyone else, that's between you and me. Why?"
"It was something Noel said about wacky underwear. You want him to sell your lingerie?"
"Flipping heck, only the normal stuff. Satins, silk and lace and that sort of stuff. Noel couldn't sell the leather and latex underwear in his shops; it wouldn't fit in. Latex or leather catsuits would be right out." She had turned in her seat and looked at me. "You didn't think I would share what we do with Noel?"
"Well, you have known..."
"Pull over please." She sounded a tad grumpy.
"We will finish this when we get home."
"Pull over please, rhubarb."
"Okay, next layby." Instead, I turned into the next side street and parked.
"Sorry. I don't want to take this home. Jeffrey did that and he would use the time to work out a plan to get what he wanted."
"No need to apologise. That is what your safe word is for." I had she could use it any time. "What I want to know is how much does Noel know of your kinky side, he could read across to me and then back to my lifestyle with Julie. He knows you plan to produce lingerie and he implied that you might make 'wacky' stuff. I know she is no longer here and he would have little use for the information. It's just..."
She reached across and took my hand. Softly she said. "I understand, it's a part of your life with Julie that you have shared with me and because of how we met, it is part of my life I have shared with you. You know nothing of Noel, he is a friend of mine, but primarily it's a business relationship. He knows nothing about my sexual preferences and I have no reason to tell him. I'm sorry."
"No, it's my fault I am being a bit silly."
"No, you're not, look we have known each other for what, five weeks is it? You had a problem, we stopped and talked about it. Okay I had to use my safe word, but that's on me because of Jeffrey. Darling, I look on this as a good thing."
She was correct. Communication is important. "Alright, I can see where you're coming from." Then I had a thought. "Were you testing me for safe words?"
"No I wouldn't do that, but if I was you would have passed. Time to go to your house." She reached down and lifted a wash bag out of her handbag. "I've got to leave this behind at your place, and I would like to celebrate the new contract with George by trying out those stocks of yours, to see how inventive you can be. Anyway, Jasper will be waiting there and he will be hungry."
I drove us to my house. We dined on baked beans on toast with the best cave aged cheddar cheese melted over the beans. The cheese was melted gently under the grill with a slight sprinkling of mixed herbs. A bottle of Merlot finished off our repast.
Susie held her hand out to me. "Today was very stressful." Giving me a smile she carried on. "You know how I like to relieve my stress, is there any chance you could help with that?"
"It would be my pleasure." She had mentioned the stocks, but I had something else planned.
We went upstairs and through the wardrobe. Her hands flew to her mouth when she saw the special Saint Andrew's cross. She walked up to it and started stroking it. She turned and looked at me. "Can you show me how these attachments work?"
"I will, but you will have to get undressed first. Please, let me do that for you."
She had removed her jacket down stairs. I unbuttoned her blouse, eased it off her shoulders and placed it on a wingback chair, it revealed what I knew to be her favourite corset. I reached around her and found the zip of her skirt and pulled it down and let it fall to the floor. She was wearing tan stockings with her three-inch heels.
I gently pushed her back until she was against the cross. I lifted her left arm up and placed it in the leather cuff and strapped it in, I did the same with the right. Kneeling down I removed her knickers, then I strapped her legs to the cross. The cuffs were too high. Julie was the last person strapped to this cross and she had been wearing six-inch heels at the time. I undid the bolt at the back and slid the cuffs down. The cuffs were raised slightly from the woodwork of the cross to take account of the shape of the foot. When in the right position I locked them off.
Standing up looking her in the face I said quietly. "Tell me if this is too tight." I took her left arm in the cuff, released the bolt on the back and lifted her arm up as high as it would go and then locked it off. I did the same with the other arm; she was now fully stretched. Then I put a strap around her waist securing her to the cross. There was no way she could move.
"Wow, that is tight, what are you going to do with me now, I'm at your mercy?"
"Oh, I think a blindfold so you can't see what's coming next and a gag to keep the noise down, then I might see what toys I've got to play with."
"That sounds fun."
I walked across and from the drawers I got the ball gag, a blindfold and a couple of vibrators. As I approached her she opened her mouth wide ready to accept the gag, not wishing to look a gift beautiful woman in the mouth. I popped the ball gag in and strapped it behind her head. I showed her the two vibrators and said to her. "Are you happy with these?" She nodded.
I put the leather blindfold on her, it was soft and the nose poked through so she would get the full smell of the leather. I could see her chest heaving. I leaned in and whispered to her. "You look so beautiful, I'm just going to sit back here for ten minutes and enjoy the view." I took one of the vibrators, turned it on and ran it down her neck, over her breasts, down over her tummy and into her bush. I gently eased it through the lips of her pussy over a clitoris. She shuddered, I pulled it away and turned it off. I went and sat down, she started to gently struggle, testing how secure she was. I enjoyed the view.
I will give her a couple of minutes to enjoy the restriction, then I'll start to play.
To be continued.
I wanted to find hobbies that fit being able to be kinky later on and these are the ones I came up with. I am afraid I know little of model yachts, cars or aeroplanes apart from the basics. I do understand full size aeroplanes, which if you have read 'Aerostar' and other stories you may get. My knowledge of motorhomes is a little better. I have seen a friend's motorhome that has what they called an 'uppy downy bed'.
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I had a communication from a regular contributor to this site. He likes intervention stories and this one fits that bill. It popped into my head and I thought I would share, I hope he and his wife enjoy it.
There is little character development, it goes in quite hard.
I was sitting in the corner of the cafeteria when he walked in. It had sort of become 'our' corner. I saw him join the queue to get his lunch. He looked at me and smiled. We both worked for a large multinational conglomerate. Our division built ships, normally warships. I was an assistant project manager and he was something in procurement or logistics.
All of a sudden, a woman sat opposite me placing her coffee mug and a plate with a cake on it on the table. She did not ask, just sat down. I recognized her, she was a Senior Project Manager on a different part of the warship we were building. I could not remember her name.
"That seat is taken." I told her.
"It is now; I am sitting here."
I was stunned. "Can I help you?"
"No, but I can help you."
"That's very nice of you, but how?"
"To stop you from making the biggest mistake of your life and to save your marriage so you keep your family."
I was amazed at what she said. "What!"
"To save you from making a mistake with Mr Smooth."
"What!"
That was when he turned up at the table.
She looked up at him and said. "Fuck off."
He looked shocked. "But..."
"I will not tell you again, now just fuck off."
She turned her attention back to me, ignoring him.
He just walked away and sat at the table with our friends.
Her attitude did not surprise me, she was known for being direct, blunt and aggressive in meetings but this was over the top. I had never heard her use an expletive. I was sure he would report her to HR for being abusive.
"How is your husband, Mike? Designer and troubleshooter for a construction company if I remember correctly from the last time I met him, unless he has changed jobs of course."
I just shook my head.
She carried on. "He works reduced hours and from home most of the time, doesn't he. Thirty hours, isn't it? Unless he has to go on site to sort out a problem. Must work out well for you, with him working from home he can look after your two nippers, Klara and Ben, Klara must be coming up to four now, Ben just turned two?
"It's useful because working from home, he can get all the housework done whilst the kids are having an afternoon nap. I expect he has to work a bit later in the evening sometimes than you would like so he can catch up with work if the kids have been a bit of a handful during the day. That probably annoys you a little bit after you've done a full day at work and you just want to relax with your husband."
She gave a little giggle. "Tell me when are children never a bit of a handful? Whatever age they are, I've got two grown up ones, and not a lot has changed. Never mind, back to Mike. He probably had to take a bit of a pay drop, but when the kids go to school it will pick up again. I know the family steps up when he has to go away and either your Mum or Mike's looks after the children. Your Dad is quite proud of you, you know?"
My Dad was a welder and Mike's dad was an electrician in the shipyard; they were busy at the moment constructing the new ship at the other end of the yard in the production shed.
How did she know so much about my family? I just muttered. "Thanks."
"How did it start? Did you both end up in the stationary room looking for page dividers, he probably followed you in. Or was it a chat over the printer whilst you were waiting for his one hundred and forty-seven-page report to print, double sided, colour of course, it takes longer. That's often the way. He probably queued it up, saw you head towards the printer room, got there just after you but asked, ever so politely, if he could go first as he was in a rush. He would have chatted, just passing the time of day whilst he waited for his printing, but when it finished printing, he didn't rush off, he stayed and talked."
Now she mentioned it, she was correct, he did not hurry away, it was a nice chat.
How did she know?
"Look, I might get some of the timings a bit wrong but it's the events and the sequence that matters. But just hang in there.
"What was next, a little smile, a nod of the head or a discrete wave every time he passed your desk?"
I work in a big open plan office with several different departments. Then it struck me, I did not know which one he worked for.
"Then he just happens to turn up in the tea bar at the same time as you, and he gets the milk out of the fridge for you. In itself innocuous, but he smiles at you when he passes it to you.
"Then holding the door for you when you leave, again all normal, we all do it for all colleagues, it's just courteous, but he does it with a little flourish and maybe a smile or nod of the head, maybe both."
"Then all of a sudden, he is always there, stationery room, printer room, tea bar or walking past your desk. Always cheerful and happy with a smile on his face that seems like it's just for you. But never in the cafeteria when there are other people around, until one day you are there first and sitting on your own. Then he joins you sitting opposite you, your work mates join you and you all sit together, he talks to everyone, they are happy with that, because they have all seen him around, you are glad about that as now your friends are his friends. It doesn't cross your mind that he doesn't seem to talk to anyone else apart from when you are all in the cafeteria, it doesn't cross your mind that he is not being anything but friendly."
She took a sip of her coffee.
"Then one day he asks for your help, just something little, like how to do something on Word or Project. Project is right up your street as an assistant Project Manager. I am guessing it was either the first or last thing when there were only the two of you in the office. What was it?"
"Project, when I got in early one day."
"And you felt good that you could help your new friend?"
I nodded.
"Then later he asked for your help again, this time advice on a personal matter. So that was when you started sitting apart from your friends, not too far away, the next table over at his suggestion. Just once at first. But then twice or so a week. You were the next table over, near your work mates."
I had not thought about it, it seemed natural at the time, but she was correct.
"Then he wanted to ask your advice on a deeper personal matter and that was when he asked your friends if he could borrow you for a few minutes to ask a personal question and as he is a friend of everyone by now, so no one sees anything wrong, well almost no one. But the odd person was suspicious, but that was also part of his plan."
"What plan?" I ask.
"All will become clear soon. So, you go and sit in the corner, he leans forward and asks for your advice, something big, like death of a close friend, family member, maybe a former girlfriend, no I have it! A terminal illness?"
That was astoundingly accurate. "Mother, cancer."
"He didn't touch you; he looked sad, he leaned back so you couldn't touch him, but you wanted to?"
I did not remember any of that apart from wanting to reach out to comfort him.
"Let me guess, he said there was a fifty-fifty chance it will go into complete remission?"
"Yes, she was nearly through chemo and they wouldn't know for a week or two if it worked."
"I will bet he also asked you not to share the information with his new friends, he didn't want their condescending looks or pity.
"Tell me, do you or your family have any experience of dealing with cancer?"
"No, not really, none of our family has had anything to do with it, a few of our family friends have."
"Ah, that's what I thought. Right, I guess after that you sat with your friends most of the time but once or twice a week you sat alone with Mr Smooth? At this very table. It was noticed again, still part of his plan
"Then one day he suggested going to the coffee shop outside the yard on Tuesday, their quietest day by the way. Just you and him. He said it might be a good idea to go separately so people didn't get the wrong idea. When you got there, he told you his mother was responding to the treatment, and it was looking good. Then you did the same thing the next Tuesday."
That was spookily accurate to what had happened. I did not see it until she pointed it out.
"I am guessing this carried on for about two or three weeks. Then he came in very happy one day and whilst you were sitting here at this table, 'your' table by now, he told you the tests were good and his mother was going to be fine, not completely out of the woods yet, but ninety nine percent. And you were happy for him. Then he said he had no one to celebrate with and asked if you would go out to dinner with him to share the joy. He would pay. But he insisted you told Mike all about it. Was that when you realised, apart from mentioning him at the start, you haven't mentioned him to Mike at all? The separate table, the coffee shop trips outside the yard. But you had told Mike about the little bump that Karen had in her car, and in the rainstorm the other week all of Suzie's clothes fell off the washing line onto the garden and had to be washed again or some such trivia. You felt guilty. So, you declined his offer."
How did she know about Karen's bump in her car?
She carried on. "It's just a shot in the dark, but was that when you started to spend more time sitting at this table and not with your friends?"
Again, I hadn't noticed, but now she mentioned it, she was correct.
"Was that when he started asking more about your family, he had already asked some family stuff and he knew of Mike and what he did, he asked about Klara and Ben. He probably knew quite a lot about your family by then. Like you had little knowledge of cancer. That was why he chose cancer as his 'event' of choice to entrap you. but now he wanted the dirt."
That was when she pulled a piece of paper out of her pocket and laid it on the table and smoothed it out. I could see several lines of writing.
My friend saw the piece of paper, he stood up, he had a worried look on his face. The Senior Project Manager just turned and looked at him. He sat down.
She looked back at me and carried on. "It was probably towards the end of that week or maybe the next week he started doing Mike down, calling him a house husband. He implied he was a bit of a loser because he didn't work in the shipyard, not outright just an implication. Said you could do better than Mike, but he understood you couldn't leave because of the children. Because sometime in the last two weeks you told him how unhappy you were with Mike's working practices, forgetting to mention that you had no work to do on an evening when you got home and most days dinner was on the table waiting for you. So apart from playing with your children, you had nothing to do over the weekend but enjoy your time with your husband and children; you probably forgot to mention those little bits."
She took another sip of her coffee and gave a small grimace, probably wasn't very warm by now. I know my tea was cold.
This was getting scary again. She was correct but I hadn't seen it, but that was not what he said.
"No, he never did Mike down at all, in fact he praised him."
She turned the piece of paper over and there was writing on that side as well.
"The alternative style as often used by the accomplished seducers of married women."
My mouth hung open.
Nothing stopped her. "He never did Mike down, but he praises you, so the effect is the same but gentler. He raises you up instead of doing Mike down. He raises you above Mike, you are no longer equals. Have you mentioned how much Mike earns at all because he has a pretty good idea what your wages are."
"No, that's personal, I would never share that."
"Ah but you did share personal information about family and your life, probably not financial information. What did you tell your new friend that you haven't told Suzie or Karen or any of your other work mates?"
Oh shit. I had told him stuff that I had not shared with my friends, and I had known them for years. I just can't remember what it was.
"You see, after all your little chats earlier he had all the information he wanted, he had all the ammunition he needed. You've laid yourself completely open to a man who is in fact a complete stranger. He could have been lying to you. Have you gone on the Internet and researched cancer? Did he say what sort of cancer it was? Do you know how much of what he said was true?"
It never crossed my mind that my new friend would lie to me, why would he. I thought to myself what would he gain? Then it struck me what she said about an accomplished seducer of married women. Oh Shit.
She ran her finger down the piece of paper in front of her. "Was this one of them? 'I'm sure he does his best but if Mike had a proper job, you could have a better car instead of that ratty old Fiesta."
I shook my head. How did she know I had a Fiesta? I love that little car.
"Or was this one of them? 'I am sure Mike loves you, but he seems to care more about his job' or 'being a part time house husband is an honourable thing, but it's not a proper job.'
"Is Mike's job a part time job?" She asked. "I never found looking after children a part time thing. How about this? You told Mr Smooth you get annoyed at Mike because he goes away at short notice, well he would, that is part of his job. And you would have to sort out one of the Mums for babysitting whilst he was off doing a site visit. You and Mike would have discussed all that before he accepted the job, which was a promotion. But I bet you didn't mention that to Mr Smooth over there?" She said, nodding to my new friend. The cafeteria was nearly empty now lunchtime was over, it would just be drinks, snacks and cakes from now.
She turned and looked at him. "Shouldn't you be at your desk now?" He got up and left.
That was a good point, that could get me out of this situation. "Yes, I must go too."
"No, you don't, I have cleared our little chat with your boss, Jamie, he knows where you are and what is happening."
She carried on. "Perhaps this was the one. 'Mike's job has a lot of responsibility, but It must be hard on you when he goes away at short notice, leaving you with everything at the last minute'. You agree, but, well, it's been fine every time for the last three years until Mr Smooth mentions it. Then he will add something like. 'Well Mike has to do it, it's his job, even though you are probably earning more than him'.
"Okay, another one. He goes on about how Mike is living it up in a hotel, eating in a restaurant and having a few beers with work mates in the bar whilst you are at home looking after your children, he may even mention their names. When in fact Mike is probably eating sandwiches or a burger from a greasy spoon roadside cafe and crawling round a construction site till it gets too dark to see, or he has brought flood lights in so he could work later so he can get home quicker to his adoring wife who is about to cheat on him with Mr Smooth."
"No, I would never do that to Mike."
She raised an eyebrow. "No, maybe not? But it has crossed your mind."
I tried to hold her eyes, they bored into me, she could see the truth. I could not stop myself looking down in guilt. It had crossed my mind, but I had too much to lose to do it, it would never have happened whilst I was still married.
"So which one was it that he got you annoyed at Mike with?"
"The eating in restaurants."
"Ah right, so everything has been fine for the last three years until Mr Smooth starts to point out the faults, he has probably targeted those from you little chats. I bet you hate cooking for the children when Mike is away because he normally does it?"
"You probably mentioned that and then he expanded the story to you cooking for the kids whilst Mike is eating in swanky hotel restaurants, because that is what you wanted to hear."
"No, it wasn't." I said loudly, but there was an element of truth in it.
"How long was Mike away last time? Four, five days? Two weeks or so ago, wasn't it?"
How did she know that?
"Yes, three weeks. Hull, it was only going to be for four days, but it was a week and over a weekend, he got home late Sunday, he was shattered, I had to take the kids to his Mums on the way to work."
"If I get the story right then? Mike more than likely had been working thirteen-hour days, the legal limit, including the weekend and then illegally drove home to be with his wife who had to look after her own children over the weekend with help from parents, and then you act the martyr because Mike asked you to drop the children off because he was tired. You had to detour half an hour to drop your children off at his mother's, was that because you wanted to rush to see your new friend, Mr Smooth because he would support you? He would understand, he would listen. Mike didn't listen last night. He just fell asleep; you wanted more, but all you got was a cuddle. Well, it was just before eleven at night when he got in and he had been on the road for over five hours to get home to his wife and family. At least the traffic would not be too bad that time on a Sunday evening.
"With Mike being away Mr Smooth had all week to undermine him, did he say something like 'You need a rest after the week you've had'. 'Mike should be here for you', 'I'm sure he could come home to spend a weekend with his lovely wife, then go back on Monday'. I bet on that Monday Mr Smooth had a dig at Mike, just a little one saying something like, 'Mike could have dropped the kids off and then gone back to bed'.
"I bet Mr Smooth understands after what you told him in your chats that Mike only gets called in when it's almost too late and contracts and time scales are going to be missed."
Now that was really spooky, that was almost the exact words that he had said, how did she know. "Yes, that was what he said, how did you know?"
"I didn't, I guessed, I know his sort."
She took a sip of her coffee. "Urg, it's cold."
She looked round to the counter, that was when the deputy head of HR walked in, that was weird. Nice chap, David, we had chatted a couple of times. He waved to us. She waved back with her cup.
"Was it after one of the visits to the coffee shop on Tuesday outside the yard or the following Friday during your intimate chats with Mr Smooth at this very table that he asked you to go out on that Monday, he suggested that you meet after work to celebrate his mother's recovery? But this time he suggested you tell Mike it was a late meeting, just in case Mike got the wrong idea. And you agreed?"
"Yes. Friday. How did you know?"
She ignored my question. "So, you had not told Mike about Mr Smooth and now Mr Smooth got you to lie to your husband."
All of a sudden a fresh hot cup of coffee turned up, there was tea for me, I do not drink coffee. It was HR David. How did he know that? He put them down and walked away, sitting at a table further down the cafeteria with his own drink and a laptop.
"Yes." I felt ashamed.
"To make matters worse, he suggested that you tell Mike at the last minute about the late meeting. That would be normal for an emergency meeting, but that was Mr Smooths' way of asserting his control over your family. He would feel powerful making your husband cook your food and then having you sitting in a plush restaurant with him. Because now rumours may have started to reach Mike just as he planned. That was a shitty thing to do, so from here on, Mr Smooth is now known as Mr Shithead."
I was stunned at what she said, and not the name calling.
She took a sip of her coffee, I think she was giving me time for what she said to sink in.



"Was that when he kissed you?"
How the bloody hell did she know that?
"Is this how it went? You had a good time, laughing, joking, no work, no children, it was comfortable, he may have even touched your hand. It was probably about seven or half past when you finished dinner. That would be a bit late for a work meeting; so, he suggested that you tell Mike that a few of you went for a drink after the meeting, that would explain the smell of wine on your breath. He held your arm as he walked you to your car, he opened the car door for you, you turned to thank him and he kissed you and it lasted three or four seconds, that is a long time to kiss another man not your husband, you didn't pull away, he did and he was very apologetic. He said he shouldn't have done it and he was sorry, he wouldn't do it again.
"You got in your car and drove home. What could you tell Mike? How could you tell your husband that you went out for drinks with friends after a non-existent meeting and let a man kiss you? You were all confused, what could you tell your husband?
"But there was no meeting, and no work mates. You had dinner with another man who kissed you, how could you explain that? Well, you couldn't, could you? You would have to lie, again."
That was exactly what happened, even down to the length of the kiss and what he said, almost word for word. How could she know?
She took a bite of her cake, wiped her mouth with her napkin. It was as if she wanted what she said to sink in. It did. I felt a tear in my eye. I wiped it with the back of my hand, she passed over a spare napkin. HR David must have brought it.
I put my hand up like a kid at school. "I guessed then he wanted an affair when he kissed me, that was not going to happen, I would lose too much. But I had a friend I could talk to, to confide in."
"What about your other friends, Karen and Suzie or June? Could you not talk to them?"
I felt bad.
She gave me a smile and carried on.
"What did you tell your husband when you got home? Did you tell him the truth or did you tell him the story that Mr Shithead made-up? Were you confused? Were you guilty of anything? Did you feel guilty about kissing another man? Did you feel guilty about lying to your husband? Did you feel guilty when you walked in to see him sitting there with your dinner on the table? Did you feel guilty about not eating food that he made for you and kept warm? One that you could not eat because you had had dinner with your new friend.
"I know what I did."
What did she say?
She carried on quickly. "When you lay in bed next to your husband that night did you feel ashamed or guilty at what you had done? Or just confused? Did you want to do it again? Did you want to kiss Mr Shithead again? He was so much more fun than your husband. You lay there next to your husband thinking where will this end?
"You didn't sleep well that night. You were tired in the morning when you got up. But something was off in the house. Mike was quiet with you because, guess what all those little things you had been doing with your new friend Mr Shithead had somehow found their way back to Mike, but just as rumours. So, when you got in that evening, he was pretty certain you lied to him about the meeting. You came in with the smell of wine on your breath and he would have smelt another man's aftershave on you, then you didn't eat the dinner he made for you."
"Okay you told him you had a drink with friends after the meeting and you grabbed a quick bite in the pub because you had missed lunch and you were hungry. But you didn't bother to phone him and tell him you were going to the pub and would grab a bite so he wouldn't waste time and food cooking for you. Because you forgot about him and the children. Now you were feeling ashamed and dreading he was going to ask questions, like who was there, Jamie or Suzie? What did you have to eat? Where did you go? You see, when you start lying, it's hard to stop, and the more lies you tell the more chance of you being found out. You were scared he was going to ask any of those questions, so you rushed off, muttering something like 'meeting minutes' or 'actions', more lies."
"Let me guess the next morning, just a stab in the dark here, you didn't give Mike and the kids a kiss and say 'love you' like you normally do as you rushed out the door. I didn't."
What!
"When you left for work Mike was grumpy with you, but not to worry you are going to go and see your new friend, he would listen to you, and that confirm to him his plan was going exactly the way he wanted.
"And then of course there were the texts from Shithead during the evening. Did you change your passcode so Mike couldn't see what he was sending? I did."
I looked at her, changed passcodes?
I replied. "No, the texts were bland, normally asking advice or information about the project I was on."
"Things he could and should have asked you at work, but you always answered them straight away. That is not like you. When you read them, you would give a little smile."
She was correct, it was normally work orientated, but there would be a little joke in there to make me smile.
She leaned in slightly. "I bet you kept your phone close to you so you could answer him straight away. But to Mike it looks like you are keeping it from him."
She was right, I did.
"And then when you got a message from shithead did you think about what he asked and then looked off into the distance to think of a witty reply?"
Shit, she did not let up. "So, looking at this from Mike's point of view, a text comes from your friend, you look at it instantly and then look off into the distance with a smile on your face as if you're remembering something and I'm guessing when Mike talks to you, you don't hear him."
Did I do that? Thinking back, I did, just like she said. Oh bloody hell, no wonder Mike has been off with me for a while. But how did she know? I will have to explain to Mike and show him my phone.
"That all fits in with Mr Shithead's plan."
I had to ask. "What plan, you keep mentioning a plan, what was he planning to do?"
"Well seduce you of course, you're a very attractive lady in a stable marriage. You have a husband who loves you, two lovely children, a job with good prospects. You could probably have my job in ten years; your family all love you. And that morning you would have confirmed his plan to drive a wedge between you and your husband was working. That's his main aim; not just sleeping with you. Oh, he would enjoy it. But that was not his main aim."
"Come on then what is his main aim?" I said angrily, because she had been spookily accurate so far. I was dreading what she was going to carry on with.
"To get one over on your husband, someone he has never met, well not in real life and to wreck your marriage and family."
My mouth just hung open.
"Why, you ask? Well, he probably had a terrible childhood from about five or six. I am guessing his father cheated on his mother, or the other way around and they couldn't afford to split so he had to live for twelve or thirteen years being the brunt of every argument that happened in that house. He couldn't wait to get away, it was a miserable existence for a teenager, and now he hates to see happy families.
"So, he picks his target, happy families with bit of vulnerability in them, this time he picked you because he likes the way you smile, hell we all like the way you smile, you cheer up every room when you come bouncing in, you're lively, smart, sexy and the sex would probably be good. Well for him at least"
"How do you know so much?"
"Because that is exactly what happened to me. That was my predator's story. Mr Shithead's story is probably similar. But I didn't have friends around me and a Fairy Godmother." She pointed her fingers at herself. "Someone who can advise you before you go too far, somebody who can stop him."
"Why would you do that for me?"
"Several reasons, I've heard good things about you. Your and Mike's family work on the shipyard. I've met your husband, I like him. It would damage the relationship between two families that work in the yard, so part of this is protecting the yard. But I hate to see bastards like that get away with what he plans to do. That sort of person is very good at what he does, I know. I need to stop him before he ruins any more lives and families."
"How do you know, you say it happened to you, what do you mean?"
She picked her coffee cup up, drank it and looked across to HR David. He was busy writing. Why was he not in his office? He looked up, smiled and nodded at her. He had a nice smile, it quite often reached his eyes and they sparkled, but not today.
She leaned forward, looked at me right in the eyes. "Right, I will tell you, but if one word of this gets out, I will rip your heart out and watch it pump itself to death on the floor. Figuratively speaking of course."
I wasn't sure she was speaking figuratively. I had seen her in meetings leave grown men a sobbing mess when they had been incompetent, rude or disrespectful to her or anyone. Tearing my heart out, figuratively, would be easy for her.
She lifted the coffee cup to her lips; it was obviously empty. She put it down, quite forcibly. "Bugger."
Taking a breath, she started. "We'd been married for six years, and we had two kids. I was a project manager's assistant at one of our suppliers, Browns, you know them. They are on the other side of town. My husband was a software developer. Like yours he had to go away occasionally, just during the week. But I was getting fed up with it. The children were at school and working from home wasn't a thing back then. So, every three or four weeks I would have to pick up the reins for everything. When he accepted the job offer, we already had the two children and we discussed that one week in four he would probably be away, and I would have to do everything, but we would plan ahead knowing it was going to happen, unlike Mike's job.
"My husband's job paid well, and his prospects were brilliant. He was very good at his job. Then a new chap started at Browns, let's call him Mr Charisma and it was all very similar to what is happening to you. I think the difference was he overheard me moaning to my girlfriends about my husband not being there. After that he kept on pitching up with a little smile, a little helping hand, getting the milk for me, holding doors open. Oh yes, and he asked me to help him out as well."
"He had become a friend chatting to all of us. He was a new guy in the company, so everybody wanted to make him welcome. Yes, he was dapper, smart and funny. He flirted gently with all the other girls, but not me, he would just smile at me, but he was always there."
"Then one day he came to my desk and asked for some help, I forgot what it was, something computer stuff. Naturally I sorted it for him."
"A couple of days later when we were chatting by the coffee machine, he asked if he could borrow me. He had another problem that I could help with. This was something more complex that took a bit to sort out. It was nice to be asked, and he told me he asked me because he had faith in me. I thought that was very nice of him."
"Then he would bring me a coffee and leave it on my desk without being asked, he would just put it down, smile and walk away without saying anything if I was busy. One of the girls mentioned I had an admirer. I pointed out I was married, and he had a fiancé, well he told us he did. It was all very comfortable then after three or four weeks later he came in looking all sad and dejected. His fiancé dumped him. She lived in Scotland and didn't want a long-distance relationship, he suspected she found someone else. Of course it was all bollocks."
"He was heartbroken, he asked me to go out with him just to cheer him up. I suggested that a group of us went out, he agreed with that, and we did. I told my husband all about it. He even came out with us, a lot of other halves did, to make him feel welcome. My husband told Mr Charisma there were plenty more fish in the sea and if she could not stand the long distance and could not come up with a solution, it was probably for the best."
"On the way home, my husband told me he didn't like him. He ignored any attempt by the men to be friendly, too smarmy, I called it Charisma, and my husband complained he had slapped on too much aftershave, he stunk."
"The following week he asked me if we could go out, just the two of us as he had something important to ask me that he didn't want getting out. He said he would pay for dinner. I didn't think my husband would approve so I told him it was a drink with friends, but I wouldn't be late home. Not quite a lie, he was a friend, but there were no other friends. He surprised me by going to a nice restaurant. I was expecting a pub. He told me he and his ex-fiancé shared a flat in Scotland and when she moved out, she had run up several bills. It was a thousand pounds, not an amount he could afford to lose, and he felt she should pay for what she used. She was not answering his calls, and he wanted female advice."
"I suggested he contact her parents and ask them to contact her for the money, that would let them know she had failed to pay her share. It might guilt her into paying. I pointed out he might just have to suck it up. When we got to my car that was when he kissed me. He was very apologetic; said he would never do it again."
The cafeteria door rattled. I looked at the time, it was just before three, people started coming in for afternoon tea break. Some of my friends saw me and headed my way. HR David looked at them and shook his head. They turned away. HR David was guarding us.
She carried on, her eyes were misting. "When I got home it was nearly eight o'clock. My dinner was waiting on the table. My husband was not happy. He was expecting me much earlier and he smelt a man's aftershave on me."
"We had an argument; he didn't quite accuse me of cheating on him. He pointed out my attitude over the last month had changed and he felt left out. Not telling him I was going to be late and eating out whilst he kept my dinner warm for me and coming home smelling of aftershave."
"I pushed it to the back of my mind that I had been kissed by another man, I had done nothing wrong, I was helping a friend. Well, it was very cold the next morning in our house. When I got to work. I told my new friend all about it. He was very supportive; he told me to look at it from my husband's point of view. He told me I had to make it up to my husband when I got home. He apologised for the kiss again but said he enjoyed it and wished he could do it again."
"Then he dropped the crippler. Would I like to go out again? You know what, at that time I did, because it was much easier than going home to an angry husband. When I got home, I did as Mr Charisma suggested and apologised to my husband. Things got better for a week or two and then my new friend asked me out again. I went but was not late home. My husband and I had another argument. He told me he had heard rumours about Mr Charisma and why was I smelling of aftershave again? I accused him of being controlling."
"Does any of this sound familiar? The aftershave by the way, he would always make sure I went home with his smell on me. He made sure my husband knew the smell. Again familiar?"
Shit, If Mike smelt my friend's aftershave, he would probably think the worst.
"Well, during my husband's next trip my new friend offered to take me out for an evening. He said he could arrange a babysitter from somebody in his section at work so I wouldn't have to bother my parents. He paid for the babysitter."
"It was a very nice restaurant, he walked me to my car, and we kissed, and I felt him. It felt good to turn a man on. Because we were arguing so much my sex life at home wasn't that good. Well two weeks later my husband went away again, and we had a blazing row the day before he left. Again, I told Mr Charisma, and he arranged a babysitter again, this time the restaurant was in a hotel and yes, we did end up in bed and it was good, it was very good, he played me like a violin.
"But when I got home the following morning, I felt so guilty, it was so wrong, but so good. Well, my husband got back, and I tried to make it up to him. We both felt guilty, him for the argument, me for having sex with another man and liking it."
"Mr Charisma asked me to go out with him again, just a late night after work. I put him off at least twice. My husband went away, and I accepted his next offer. But we had a hiccup. Mr Charisma's credit card was rejected. He had enough cash to pay for the food but not the hotel room. So, I paid all of it on my credit card, he promised to pay me back the following day, he did. The sex was good, but not as good as the last time. My husband came home, I felt guilty. I know now it showed. Then the following week he said he was going away again at short notice. This was strange, two weeks away in three, it had never been known before. He was distant, cold. When I asked him why, he just said it was work. He couldn't know, we had been so careful, or so I thought. When we had sex, it was rough. I quite liked it, but he wasn't the loving man I had come to know and love."
"I didn't realise what was happening. I was so stupid." She was crying now.
"If you haven't worked it out, getting me to pay the hotel bill was a pretty sure way my husband would find out, why would I be paying for a hotel room in our town whilst he was away?"
"Well, again I told Mr Charisma my husband was away, I did not tell him my concerns. He arranged for another night, again he sorted the babysitter. This time it was a little cottage boutique hotel with little chintzy curtains and a lovely big soft bed. The sex was okay, and I was hoping for a better second round. We were propped up against the headboard, when I looked at my lover and he was nodding off. I sighed, could this get worse, well it did, much, much worse."
Tears were pouring down her face. HR David walked up, gave her his hanky, took our cups and walked away, again without a word.
"All of a sudden, the door flew open, and it was hanging off its hinges and there was my husband. The look on his face was incredible. I had never seen him so angry. He walked up to the bed and threw a large envelope on it and said 'I've sent the babysitter home, your shithead needs to pay me for that. Your parents are looking after the kids. You need to get home and take care of them.'
"I looked across at Mr Charisma. He was smirking, he got out of bed, naked and walked towards my husband. He was a good few inches taller and wider than my husband. I looked at the face of my husband. This was not going to end well."
"He said to him, 'You will not divorce her cucky boy. This will last a month and then you can have her back, but don't worry, every time she fucks you, she will be thinking of me'. A thought flashed through my mind. 'Oh no I won't'. All the time he was saying this Mr Charisma was poking my husband on the shoulder, quite forcibly. Mr Charisma may have been bigger than my husband, maybe that's why he picked me because I have a small husband, but he didn't reckon on the anger. Standing there completely naked, poking this little man in the chest with the little man's wife lying naked in bed behind him was a stupid thing to do.
"My husband's knee crushed his genitals, Mr Charisma started screaming. But it got worse, my husband smashed his face into the wardrobe mirror and shattered it. Blood started to go everywhere. Then my husband did it again. Blood and glass littered the floor. He dragged him to the door of the bedroom and threw him out, unfortunately our room was at the top of the staircase. Mr Charisma went flying down the staircase naked.



"My husband turned to me and said, 'Go home to your children, they're going to need you now because I'm going to prison.' He went downstairs, phoned 999, requested an ambulance and the police. He started dressing Mr Charisma's wounds. The ambulance got there first, quickly followed by the police. My husband told the police everything that happened, he was arrested. My new friend wasn't badly hurt by the fall downstairs, just a broken leg, it could have been much worse, but his face was a mess."
"My husband ended up going to prison. He had his mobile phone sticking out of his top pocket and he had videoed the whole incident. His lawyer protested self-defence because of the poking in the shoulder and Mr Charisma was physically larger. The judge agreed and allowed the kick in the genitals and the first push into the mirror. But after that it was just angry violence, the second smash into the mirror and throwing down the stairs, which could have caused life changing injuries had to be taken into account. The maximum term is twelve years. My husband got five years, probably because Mr Charisma would never look as pretty again and would need plastic surgery."
She was crying, another two cups turned up. HR David's hand squeezed her shoulder and walked away. Not a word was spoken.
"He is very protective of you."
She nodded, wiping her tears. "We've known each other a long time. He is just giving me time to have a chat with you without anyone sticking their nose in, that's all."
Tears were pouring down her face. "With my husband in prison he wasn't earning any money. I had to sell the house, a house that I loved. He divorced me. His parents never spoke to me again. My parents, well they helped, but they did not forgive me."
She took a drink of her coffee, she winced, it must be hot. "I lost my home, my husband. I hurt my parents and then later on when the children grew up and found out what I'd done, I almost lost them. My husband had to step in and protect me. I had to change jobs. I couldn't stay where I was when it all came out."
She wiped her eyes again with HR David's hanky.
"He went down for five years because of what he did to my boyfriend, he was not remorseful for what he did, but because he pleaded guilty, dressed his wounds, phoned the ambulance and basically turned himself in, he only served two years. When he got out of prison, he couldn't get a decent job because he had a prison record for grievous bodily harm. He had help from outreach programs and he got construction work at just above minimum wage. He had no money to pay maintenance or child support. He paid what he could, so I had to work hard to support the family, ironically it helped me get where I am today."
She gave a small smile. "With his help the children started to speak to me again. I felt I had to do something for him. I knew whilst he'd been in prison he had taken university courses in psychology and business management as he said he had nothing else to do. He was released before he finished the course, so he had to do it at home in between doing manual jobs. Well, I could help him, I was working here at the time, I was a project manager. I knew HR had an opening, so I approached them and told them the whole story, all of it. I asked them just to give him an interview. I had to convince him to go for the job. Well, long story short, he got it because of his experiences in the low paid jobs, his two degrees, software knowledge and the experience of being in prison made him an ideal candidate, especially one for having difficult discussions. Which nobody likes to do anyway. When David got the job, he could start giving me a bit more financial support for the children. I moved into a better flat with them. Things got better and, well now he knows the whole story he's almost forgiven me." She gave me a small smile.
Hang on, I thought to myself, she said 'David'.
The penny dropped, she looked at me quizzically as I asked. "HR David?"
She looked at me and said. "Did I say David?"
"Yes, you did."
I looked across at HR David, he was looking at us. He had a frown on his face. She turned and looked at him. Her hands flew to her mouth, she looked back at me. "Yes, that is my ex-husband."
She leaned forward and growled. "If you tell anybody that, having your heart ripped out will seem a minor annoyance. Nobody else here knows and that is the way we want to keep it."
HR David came across to us, he laid his hand on her shoulder, she looked up at him. "Sorry, sweetheart, I've let our secret out."
He replied, looking at me. "I wouldn't worry Cathy."
Bugger, that was her name.
"I think we can trust Diane to keep our secret." He had a gentle smile on his face. "The cafeteria is about to shut. I'll fetch the last drinks." I saw him give Cathy's shoulder a squeeze before he walked away.
"Oh my God are you two, like, friends, an item now? We often see you walking together. People wonder if you're an item?"
"Sort of, it's complicated."
"Why not tell people?"
She looked down this time. "I am frightened the story will come out and the shame all over again. People see me as a hard, sensible, a reliable person, not a naive, silly little girl who got conned into giving up a loving husband for a bit on the side, because that is what people will see. Everyone loves Dave and they will say 'Your boyfriend must have been really special to dump Dave for him and where is your boyfriend now?"
"Are you, you know, together?"
She was wiping her tears away. She gave a big smile which reached her eyes. She had a really pretty face when she smiled. "Outside work, yes, before you ask, we are seeing each other that way." She looked a bit sheepish. "It happened at our daughter's engagement party. We both had a little too much to drink and ended up in bed together. We both agreed it was wrong, and we didn't do it again. Well, that was until the wedding six months later. The wedding was on Saturday but we didn't leave the hotel until Tuesday morning."
It was as if she had kept it bottled up and now I knew about it, it was all coming out. They were not together, she explained. "He has his place, and I have mine. We spend time together at each other's. We have an open relationship; we can sleep with anybody else we like. I don't, I don't think he does either, but I don't know. He hasn't forgiven me, but he has let me back into part of his life. I don't deserve that but I'm going to take it. I'm an intelligent woman, but I was naive, stupid, I was duped, the worst thing was I allowed myself to be duped. You see, what I didn't know was that Mr Charisma and I were doing lots of things in public and I did not realise the rumours were getting back to David, so he was getting suspicious, that was exactly what Mr Charisma wanted. He didn't want to destroy my family like your shithead. What he wanted was to insult my husband. He didn't expect the outcome he got. But I'm sure if David hadn't done it, the next person or the one after that would have."
She pulled herself together and sat upright.
"Right, that's enough about me, what are you going to do?"
"I don't know, what shall I do? Do I lie to Mike? What do I tell the shithead?"
"I'll be honest with you, your Mr Shithead has two complaints against him. He has tried this on with other people. He has had two warnings, so we think he has changed his approach which is probably why he got so far with you."
I felt really stupid now, Cathy carried on.
"David says it's stupid, but we need three complaints against him, its company policy. He is trying to get it changed. But for now, we are stuck with it."
I got angry with her. "This has been going on for months and you only come to me now? What the fuck, why did not warn me earlier."
She was not phased at my anger, that made me angrier.
Cathy held her hands up and David looked across, but didn't move.
"We didn't know till three weeks ago when a friend in your department reported her concerns to David. She was worried in case she got it wrong and didn't want to upset you.
"Then we had to investigate, do some digging, also we had another concern. And this is awkward, you may be okay with it, you may wish to have an affair, and if you are, we will apologise and keep our nose out of your personal business."
That would have been my friend June, we work together and look out for each other. She has been asking how I am a lot. She must have seen what was happening. I'll have to thank her.
"I'm not. I love Mike, I wouldn't do that to him and I have too much to lose if I did."
I was stunned and I said. "So, it's okay to have an affair?"
"There is no company policy preventing it, we would not be happy, but as long as it does not affect your work and nothing untoward happens in the yard there is little we can do. As an example, if you held hands with your boyfriend walking around the yard we would be upset and have words with you, but we couldn't stop you."
"When it happened in the coffee shop outside there was nothing we could do. It's your personal business and the company cannot tell you how to live."
I was still angry. I leaned forward. "Well, I don't. I want this bastard's balls. What can I do to help?"
Cathy smiled. "Our suspicion is that he will worry about this chat, he will come and see you. He will touch you. You tell him that it is inappropriate to touch you and if he does it again you will report him to HR. You keep your hands on the table, he will be incised and do it again. You can report him and that is three strikes. His previous complaints were for inappropriate touching, and it wasn't the hands."
"I can do that."
"It would help if you could record it."
"Okay, but what about Mike, any advice on how I deal with that?"
"Tell him the truth, you got suckered in by a predator and someone pointed it out to you, and you stopped it, if you lie it will come back and bite you in the backside. You know Mike better than anyone, so you will have to decide, however you may want to be frugal with some of the truth. Tell him about the kiss but not that it lasted so long. You can tell him you are helping out HR with shithead."
"But your first priority is your family. I've arranged for you to go home early. I suggest you phone Mike, get the parents to have the children then either stay in or go out, but explain it to him."
"I need to go to the toilet, I need to repair my face." She smiled. "It's okay for you pretty young things, this old bag needs a bit of help if I am going to keep him." She nodded towards David. "Oh, and before I go one more thing, you need to keep your eye out for this happening to other people. Promise me you will be somebody else's Fairy Godmother."
I looked at her, I smiled saying. "I promise I will. I feel such a bloody idiot now you've explained it; it is so painfully obvious. Thank you very much."
She smiled at me and walked away, she passed David and said something to him. He looked at me and smiled. As Cathy walked towards the toilet David came up to me and said. "Give me a call, anytime for anything, well not ship design obviously, but anything else." He walked towards the exit.
I phoned Mike. "My sweetheart, I'm coming home early, I need to talk to you. This is serious. Can you get parents to babysit? I'm taking you out for dinner tonight. I've so much to say to you. I love you. I'm sorry Mike."
His reply was cold and angry. "Is this so you can tell me about your divorce without the children here?"
"What!" I said, that was not the answer I was expecting. "What divorce? Why would I do that?" I was amazed at what he said, why would he say that?
"Surely that's what you're going to tell me. That is where you've been heading for the last couple of weeks."
I was in tears now. "No, no I love you that's not what I'm going to say please. I'm not leaving you."
Then he said. "Oddly enough, I thought you'd already left." That hurt, but after what I had learned that was probably how he saw it.
"No, sorry sweetheart. I am not leaving; I have some explaining to do please. I'll be home soon." He just hung up, no 'goodbye', no 'love you'. I just sat there crying, what had I done to the man I love?
The door of the cafeteria flew open and Shithead came rushing across with concern on his face. I remembered what Cathy asked, and I put my phone on audio record.
He sat beside me and put his arms around me. "Are you okay? what did they want?"
I was angry. "Don't touch me you shithead." I slid further away from him, getting out of his arms.
I saw Cathy come out of the toilet and head towards the exit. She looked across at us and walked faster.
Seeing her I relaxed and put my hands back on the table. I did not realise that was a good idea because shithead reached out again, took hold of one of my hands and slid his other arm around my shoulders.
He asked. "What did they say about me?"
Selfish git, I thought.
"Don't touch me, I know what you have been doing. If you touch me again, I will report you to HR."
He sat back at that but soon recovered. "Diane, I am concerned about you, I'm your friend. I only want to help." He reached out and rested his hand on my shoulder.
"Don't touch me." I screamed.
Then all of a sudden HR David and Cathy were beside the table. "She said do not touch her." Said David in an authoritative tone of voice. "You've been warned about this before. Get out of here and be in my office at eight tomorrow."
Shithead just ran away.
Cathy looked at me. "Are you okay?"
"No, I phoned Mike and told him I wanted to talk tonight, he thinks I want a divorce. He told me he thought I had left the marriage weeks ago." I looked up at her. "I didn't realise, what have I done? Help me please."
Cathy turned and talked to David. turning back to me she said. "Come on, we are taking you home."
I do not know how I got there but all of a sudden I was letting myself into my house. Cathy and David followed me in. The kids ran up to me like they normally do. I got on my knees and hugged them. Mike was standing there watching us. He did not look happy. However, he stepped forward saying. "Hello Cathy, nice to see you again."
"Hello Mike, this is David from HR." She introduced David.
Mike and David shook hands.
Mike said. "HR?" He left the question hanging.
"Would you like a drink, tea, coffee?" Mike asked, then looking at me he said. "Your Mum and Dad will be here in a minute; they are having the kids overnight and we can get this blo..." He paused. "This unpleasantness sorted without the kids hearing the shouting."
David replied. "Mike, it's been really crap..." He looked at the children. "You know what I mean, sort of day. I would appreciate a beer if you have one. Cathy's driving." David looked at her and she nodded her head.
"Coffee for me please Mike. White, no sugar." She smiled. "Looks like I'm the duty driver today."
Mike did not ask me if I wanted anything. He must be really pissed off with me. He went to the kitchen. I heard the kettle going on and the fridge opening and closing. Every sound dragged me closer to the confrontation I was dreading.
The next thing I knew was my Mum and Dad came in. I was instantly forgotten by the children as they ran off screaming. "Nanny, Granddad". My parents looked at David and Cathy, Dad knew who they were. The children had their overnight bags ready and rushed to get them. Dad looked at me and said. "You had better give us a call tomorrow." He could tell there was something wrong, it was bloody obvious really. Then a thought crossed my mind: how much does Dad know?
Mike put his head around the door, waved to my parents and said to David. "Ale or lager?"
"I prefer brown beer, but lager will do."
Mike came back carrying two bottles of beer and two glasses, he handed a bottle and a glass to David. He looked at the beer and said. "Abbots Reserve." Looking at Cathy he said "It's a good job you're driving." He handed the glass back to Mike. "Let's save on the washing up."
Mike went back to fetch Cathy's coffee; I said goodbye to Mum, Dad and the kids.
Mike invited Dave and Cathy to sit, they took armchairs, and I sat next to Mike on the sofa.
The silence hung heavy, who was going to start, I suppose I had better. I reached for Mike's hand, he let me take it. That was a relief. "Sweetheart, I'm sorry, I've made a mistake, a huge mistake, I didn't mean to..." I could not go on, I burst into tears. Mike pulled his hands back, the look on his face was frightening.
David spoke up. "Mike, please this is between you and Diane, but can I say something?"
Mike nodded.
David continued. "I'm not going to pull any punches. Diane has been targeted by a sexual predator, a very practised one. Whilst he wanted to have sex with Diane his main aim was to split your family."
"Why?" Mike was surprisingly calm.
"We suspect he had a bad family time as a child and hates to see happy families." David and Cathy went on to explain, repeating pretty much what we talked about in the cafeteria. They made a point of telling Mike that shithead made sure the rumours reached him including the aftershave trick. Mike asked the same question that I did, if they knew why let it get so far. Cathy told him what she told me. Mike was amazed that affairs are allowed between workers. He got the same answer that I did.
Mike looked at me. "How far did he get?"
"Just a kiss as he held the car door open for me."
"Did you want to have an affair with him?"
I was amazed. "No, not at all. Yes, I saw what he wanted, what I thought he was aiming for. I thought he wanted an affair, but I couldn't risk losing you. I love you"
I took a deep breath, looked Mike in the eyes and said. "If I had an affair, I would get caught then lose the kids, your Mum and Dad would never talk to me, mine would never forgive me. I would have lost the respect of everyone at work and worse than that, I would have hurt you and lost you. I saw what he was doing when he kissed me. I guessed that he wanted an affair, so I was wary of that. What I did not see was that he wanted to destroy our marriage. I will admit after we split, I might have succumbed, but not before. I had too much to lose." I slid onto the floor, took his hands in mine. "I love you; I would never cheat on you."
"Then why were you so off with me these last couple of weeks."
"Because I let him kiss me and I did nothing to stop him, I lied to you. I felt guilty for letting you down, I should have talked to you about it. Sorry."
David spoke. "Mike, Diane has helped us get more evidence on him and he will be sacked tomorrow for sexual harassment, and somehow it will get around that he breaks up marriages for his perverse fun. Right, it's time we went and left you two to chat, I'm sure you can sort this out. Diane has my and Cath's number. Give us a call if you want to chat." Smiling he said. "I have some beer you might appreciate."
Cathy spoke. "Mike, Diane was a victim of a predator, please go easy on her. She loves you, that is why she felt so bad. I know that feeling."
I saw a furrow cross Mike's brow. I will tell him about David and Cathy, I am certain he can keep it to himself.
We all stood. Mike held his hand out and David took it, he held it out to Cathy, she did not take it but stepped up to Mike and hugged him. As Mike held the door open for them, he said. "One question, what's his name?"
David replied. "I am not going to tell you because I don't want you going all Rambo on him and ending up in prison. I really can't."
I followed David and Cathy out to their car. "Cathy, I can't thank you and David enough for what you've done, and I promise I will be somebody else's Fairy Godmother, but I have to tell you that everyone thinks you two are a couple anyway."
"What?"
"Yes, people see you walking around together, but you never get too close, it's like you want to keep it outside work and people respect that, but the giveaway is the way you look at each other and then smile."



Cathy had a startled look on her face. David was just smiling, and it went all the way up to his eyes and they sparkled.
After they left Mike fetched a bottle of wine and a glass for me and another bottle of beer for himself. "I realise I've only got half the story, so tell me everything."
I leaned forward and kissed him. "I love you and I'm sorry."
"I may in time forgive you for what you have done, but you have to be completely honest with me and the first thing is, what is his name? I promise I will not lay a finger on him."
"Grant Patterson, but I'm going to call him shithead." I did believe Mike would not lay a finger on him, but there are many more things in this world you can hit a man with.
I told Mike the whole story, everything. I added the stuff I learned from my chat to Cathy. Even down to the length of the kiss. Early on in my story I pointed out to Mike that in the past Cathy had been a victim of a sexual predator and it cost her, her marriage. He pointed out that Cathy and David looked very comfortable together. I told him their secret and swore him to secrecy.
We made love that night. I phoned my parents and asked them to keep the children for another day, then come round for lunch I would explain everything.
Things got back to normal pretty quickly in the house but there was one incident, Klara was due to play rounders for the school and her rounders bat wasn't in her sports kit when I looked. Mike had been out for a beer with his friends the previous evening.
A rounders bat is only 18 inches long. Much easier to conceal up a sleeve than a baseball bat. I never heard anything about shithead being beaten up, but there again he did live the next town over and did not work for us anymore.
David and Cathy became more open about their relationship, but only a little. Mike and I did go round to see David and Cathy at his place a couple of weeks later. David had a selection of beers he considered Mike might enjoy. Unfortunately, or fortunately, we stayed there until the pair of them had drunk all of them, plus a few weaker ones.
We became firm friends possibly because we shared similar experiences and pain. That and Mike did not work in the Shipyard and had different stories to tell.
A few years later I paid back the kindness Cathy had shown me, I played Fairy Godmother. David was head of HR now and I gave him a call. "Hi, could I have a spot of advice please David? You know Cathy asked me to keep an eye out for what happened to us. I think I've been looking in the wrong place, it may have gone further than I expected. Well, this one is a little strange. It's not the usual predator. It's another female."
"Predators come in all shapes, sizes and genders. We'll pop down." David said.
Five minutes later David and Cathy came through the door. She was now head of production down in the sheds but was still a regular visitor to our neck of the woods, probably to see David. I explained that the logistics manager on the floor plate, who was married to another woman, kept on approaching one of my project managers assistants, an extremely pretty young girl, but a little unworldly.
I told them I had arrived early the other day to see the logistics manager place a small posy of flowers on the project manager's assistant desk before she got in. I asked the PM if she was okay with attention. She told me not really, but didn't know what to do because she was frightened of being accused of not being inclusive, but she was feeling really uncomfortable about it. We had a long chat. She told me a story that I was familiar with. That was when I gave David a phone call. We briefed the PM on the words to say. David planned to have words with the logistics manager. Cathy then came up with a solution, she has a requirement for a logistics manager in the production shed. The staff down there were vastly men.
As Cathy left, she turned to me and said. "Well done, but don't let your guard down just yet." Smiling, she carried on. "Oh, by the way you and Mike are invited to a housewarming party next week. It's been nearly ten years, but David and I are moving back in together." She had a huge smile on her face and a small happy tear in her eye.
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This is part of my 'You can love more than one person' series. I had affections for two women at the same time. I chose, it was a difficult choice and years later it turned out to be the wrong one. You make your decisions on the information you have at the time. I used to wonder what my life would have been like if I had chosen the other one. Later on, I had to make that choice again. I got it right the second time and 40 odd years later I still think it was the correct one.
I like happy endings as most of you know and I can be a bit soft on my characters. I do not think so this time, I am sure you will let me know if I was too harsh or not harsh enough.
The Oxford English dictionaries define fiction as "something that is invented or untrue." So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are correct It probably would not.
Dictionaries also tell me there are several meanings for the word fantasy. This is the one I have used. 'The faculty or activity of imagining, impossible or improbable things.'
This is fiction, with an element of fantasy.
It will be plainly obvious I know very little about commercial banking.
I have tried to make it entertaining and I hope you are entertained by this little tale.
Normally in my tales a woman called Dee is a despicable character. I thought that would give the name a reprieve this time, well some of the time.
The warning signs may have been there at her company function in September for winning some account or something like that, I do not understand commercial banking. Actually, in hindsight I don't think there was anything to see back then, it was all innocent, it was later things started to change and that made me think back to that party. I was introduced to Gerald, the new chap she was mentoring at the bank. He seemed okay, a bit younger than us and a little bit arrogant, but I expect that comes with youth. I may have been similar before I met Cheryl.
I was brought up on a farm, and it was great fun as a kid, running around, shooting pests, then when a bit older driving and operating all sorts of farming machinery, I loved that. Driving tractors and operating machinery gave me a confidence other kids of my age did not have. But I recognised farming was hard work as an adult. So I went into engineering. I was working as an Engineering Project manager for a farm machinery manufacturer, with my farming and engineering background.
I met Cheryl at a mutual friend's party and we hit it off. We married eighteen months after we met. She was in commercial banking. Life was good, Cheryl was twenty-eight, I was twenty-nine and we had been muting about starting a family, we had been married for six years, it was time. All of our parents thought so as well.
We had bought a 'do up' three-bedroom house about six years ago just after we got married with a little help from both sets of parents, plus an employee's discount on a mortgage. The work was pretty much finished. One of the two spare bedrooms was already starting to look like a nursery, that was always the plan. We had done most of the work ourselves. It had taken a while but we had made this house everything we wanted. We absolutely loved it.
At the party I thought Cheryl and Gerald were dancing together too much and I felt like I was being slightly ignored, not too much, but enough that other people noticed. I mentioned this to Cheryl. She instantly apologised saying she hadn't realised what she was doing, but Gerald was new and had only been with the company a couple of weeks and he didn't know many people, to which I replied. "Well, he won't get to meet many people if he spends all his time dancing with you."
She looked at me, smiled and said. "You're absolutely correct. I'm sorry, I'll tell him that."
We were standing around drinking and chatting with her friend Dee, they both worked at the same bank, they were both mentors for new starters in the bank. Dee was between boyfriends at the moment, I found it hard to keep track of Dee's love life, she was more of Cheryl's friend than mine.
I had to pop to the little boy's room, and I told the girls on the way back I would pick up some more drinks. When I left the bathroom Dee was standing alone and Cheryl was again dancing with Gerald, it was a slow one and they were getting too close for me to be comfortable. I headed towards them because I was getting fed up with this.
Dee stepped in front of me and asked me to dance, she could see I was angry. She said to me. "It's just a dance, don't worry."
I looked at her and said. "He is dancing with a married woman, you're single, why is he not dancing with you, or any of the other women here to get to know them?" She spluttered something, but at that moment Cheryl looked across and saw me.
She disengaged herself from Gerald and came towards me with a smile holding her hands out to me. "Come on sweetie, it's your turn."
I took her in my arms and whispered into her ear. "I didn't realise I was taking turns here, I thought we came here to enjoy the celebration together."
She pushed me gently back so she could look me in the eyes. "I'm sorry darling." She said. "He asked me to dance, I couldn't refuse."
"Yes, you could, I told you how I feel. Dee is single, why is he not dancing with her or any of the other women? Or even just circulating with other people from the bank."
She pulled herself back into my arms and kissed me on the cheek. "You're right, again, no more dances for anyone but you tonight, but you have got to promise me to have at least one with Dee."
"Okay, if I must."
She giggled, the next dance was a faster one, we separated and threw ourselves around a bit. She dragged me off the floor after that.
I had the obligatory dance with Dee, but I kept an eye on Cheryl. It was not long before Gerald turned up beside her. He held his hand out; she shook her head. They stood next to each other. Gerald leaned into her and talked. Cheryl did not seem to reply.
Dee and I finished dancing and left the floor, as soon as he saw us coming Gerald walked away. I did notice Cheryl followed him with her eyes until we got close, then she smiled at me. That piqued my interest.
Later I noticed Gerald head towards the bar. He was at the front waiting to be served. I excused myself as I pushed past the crowd explaining I just wanted a word and wasn't buying a drink. That met with some grumbles, which I ignored.
I stood next to Gerald and said. "Be careful around my wife."
He looked at me and said "Surely, she's a grown woman, she can make her own choices of who she dances with. Sorry, that came out a bit wrong, she has helped me a lot and I was only thanking her for her help, however, I hear you, I apologise. Would you like a drink?"
"No thank you." His comments threw me.
He nodded and turned back to the bar.
I returned to Cheryl and Dee.
Ten minutes later Gerald walked across to us. He looked at me and said. "Do you mind?" As he held his hand out to Cheryl.
Before I could reply Cheryl said. "I think I have danced enough with you. You need to meet other people. All my dances are with my husband for the rest of the evening."
Gerald smiled and gently nodded, then he looked at Dee, almost as if he was seeing her for the first time. He held his hand out to her and they disappeared onto the dance floor.
Cheryl slipped her arm through mine, leaned into me and whispered. "I'm sorry if I upset dear, I didn't realise I was paying him so much attention. If I've upset you, d'you want to go home so I can make it up to you?" She kissed my cheek.
"That is a very good idea." I said. She took my hand and led me towards the exit; she caught Dee's eye and waved goodbye to her as we left.
As we were leaving Cheryl popped into the little girl's room, she was very quick and was smiling like a Cheshire cat when she came back. She hung onto me whilst we waited for a taxi. As she slid across the seat her dress rode up a bit. I was expecting her to pull it down, she didn't. As the taxi set off, she took hold of my hand and placed it on her bare thigh. She must have taken her tights and knickers off when she went to the toilet. "I thought we could get a head start. This is my apology for not paying you the attention you deserve my love." She whispered to me as she placed her hand on my cock, it got all confused with all the hands, arms and seat belts. I managed to get my hand between her legs, but she was not yet moist.
I offered my fingers to her mouth, she moistened them, simulating what she would do later on in the evening, I hope. There was a sparkle in her eyes.
When I put my fingers back between her legs, I had enough moisture to ease her lips apart and start paying gentle attention to her clitoris. We had played this game before, it was fun. I kept my eyes steadily ahead to see how much attention the taxi driver was paying to what we were doing, fortunately not much. She gave a little gasp and her hands came off of my cock and grabbed hold of my wrist. Now she was wet. It was only a twenty-minute ride home.
She whispered to me. "I'll pay, I don't want the driver to smell your fingers." She was giggling. We were quickly indoors, she turned and grabbed hold of me and said. "I love you, please, I can't wait."
I turned her around so she was facing the wall. She placed her hands up on the wall, I took a pace back, so she could stick her backside out. It did not take me long to unzip my trousers, get my hard cock out and impale her. She kept on thrusting back at me. I moved my hand around the front and whilst buried deep inside her, I used my still moist fingers to play with her clitoris. I know that is one of her favourites. I have to hold her around the waist because when she comes, when the orgasm hits her, her legs tend to collapse. She came hard and fast. She stood upright; my hard cock sliding out of her pussy.
She smiled at me and took hold of my hard cock and pulled me gently towards the stairs. We were no sooner in the bedroom than she pushed me back onto the bed and took me into her mouth. I love it when she looks up at me with my cock in her mouth, her eyes sparkling with love. She could feel me starting to twitch, perhaps through the gentle caressing of my balls she could feel I was starting to come.
She pulled off, standing up she said. "I think we should both get naked." It did not take long.
She lay on her back as I entered her. I know what she likes, long, deep and slow. I rested on my elbows and kissed her neck and nibbled her ear, she loves that. I felt her starting to come, she wrapped her legs and arms around me holding me deep inside her. Her body shuddered; the pulsing of her pussy brought me off. I lay there just kissing her.
It was not too late, Cheryl went down and collected two glasses of wine, we lay there in that comfortable postnuptial glow sipping wine. "I'm a bit sorry we left the party early" I said to her.
Cheryl looked up at me and said. "I'm not, I liked playing around in the taxi. The risk of getting caught was good, and if you keep having me just inside the front door like that, I'm going to have to get you to put a couple of handles there."
It was not the first time we had done that. We finished the glass of wine, cuddled each other and went to sleep.
I was up first in the morning; I made tea and took a cup up to Cheryl. As I passed her handbag her phone made a noise, an incoming text message, I recognised it as being from Dee. I took it up to her, she accepted the tea and gave me a kiss, she looked at her phone and said to me. "Bloody hell. Dee spent the night with Gerald, that's a turn up for the books. I didn't think he was interested in her."
"No, he seemed more interested in you than Dee." I said.
"I just helped him. He's more used to personal, not commercial banking and he's changed banks as well, we have completely different systems. I think he's got the hang of most of it but he is struggling with one aspect. He was saying how grateful he was."
"He seems alright, just be careful." I did not add there was something about him I did not like, I just could not put my finger on, nothing wrong, just a feeling.
We had a pleasant weekend, the following week was normal. Friday when Cheryl got home she asked if we could go out with Dee and Gerald Saturday evening. I could not see a problem. We had a good time with them. I did not change my mind about Gerald, he was okay. He could be funny at times, laughed in all the right places, got his round in and paid his way. He mainly paid attention to Dee, she was all over him. I suppose you could say he was a good looking chap. Not that I was a judge of what women thought of how men looked.
We settled into a comfortable foursome going out every two or three weekends or so. Gerald was alright, but I had reservations. He was not a mate, not someone I would play golf with, if I played golf that is, but someone I would be happy to ask for a hand to do something or give him a hand if he needed it.
It had been about two months of us going out as a group when I started to notice how Gerald would look at Cheryl, his look would linger and a small smile would creep across his face. Cheryl did not seem to notice. But it had me a little concerned. I started to watch Cheryl and after a few weeks, I noticed Cheryl's lingering looks at Gerald.
I thought back and tried to remember if anything else was amiss, but there wasn't. No change of clothes, no working late unexpectedly, no sneaking around with her phone, the passcode had not changed, no strange unexpected happenings at all. I was just being paranoid, I thought to myself.
I didn't think anything had happened between them. They would not have the opportunity to do it at work, not with Dee and Gerald being a couple. But I was going to stop this before anything could start.
We had got back from an evening out with Gerald and Dee and a couple of other people from the bank. I had noticed a couple of lingering looks from both of them, but not much. I did not think anybody else noticed. They did seem to get on well together, at times it was like they were sharing a personal joke.
It wasn't a late night and I was making a cup of cocoa. We were sat in the lounge and I said to Cheryl. "You seemed to be getting on well with Gerald, how is his training going?"
"Oh, it's mostly done, there are one or two things he's having problems with, getting his head around but the rest of it he's got wrapped up. He's having a bit of a problem getting variable interest rates for different loans for different purposes and different amounts, it's the risk calculations he gets wrong."
"How about on a personal level? You were laughing and joking. Quite often to the exclusion of everybody else, like you had personal secrets between the two of you."
"Well, he is funny, and we have been working a lot together, what's this all about all of a sudden?"
I exaggerated a bit. "Well at times you were chatting to each other ignoring everybody else, it's as if we weren't there, in fact I wouldn't be surprised if some of your work colleagues think you're having an affair with Gerald."
She put the cocoa she was holding down and looked at me deadly serious. "I would never do that to you, you don't think that do you?"
"Well, you do seem very attracted to him and I've seen the way you look at each other. Answer me this honestly, do you find him attractive?"
"Yes, he's a good looking man, he's funny, courteous and pleasant to be around. But he's just a friend, just like Dee. Anyway, why would he chase after me, he's got Dee?"
"Okay, perhaps I am worrying too much. You know my feelings on infidelity, you cheat you're out that door."
She slid across the floor to me and hugged my knees and looked up into my face. "My darling, my sweetheart, my soulmate. I love you. I would never cheat on you. Yes, I will admit I find him attractive and to be honest if I wasn't with you and he wasn't with Dee I might see if there was something. But I'm spoken for and so is he." She paused, held my hands and squeezed them. And said quietly. "I know one of your earlier girlfriends cheated on you, I know your feelings. I could not put you through that pain and I think the retribution you would give me would be beyond anything I could dream up."
Standing up she held her hands out and said. "Come on, let me show you how much I love you." She tilted her head to one side and gave me that smile, that cute smile I loved so much. I took her hands and followed her upstairs. It was a passionate night. I woke up at the usual three o'clock having to empty my bladder, when I got back into bed I thought about the conversation over the Cocoa. I believed her, but had I warned her and they would hide it better if there was an affair, well I would have just have to look deeper, just to put my mind at rest.
I kept an eye out, but like before the conversation about her and Gerald, there was nothing I could see that was wrong.
Things went well for the next four weeks, but in the fourth week Cheryl got very quiet. I kept asking her what was wrong. She told me it was nothing, just a few little problems at work. We hadn't been very intimate this last week, there was the usual love making, but not the little touches, the little smiles, the little strokes as she walked past me. She seemed distracted.
I was a little concerned about her and as she told me it was a problem at work I gave Dee a phone call to see if she noticed anything wrong there. All she said was that Cheryl seemed a bit quiet but apart from not being her usual bubbly self, nothing. As a bit of toe in the water, I asked her how she and Gerald were getting on? She laughed and told me he was just his usual annoying self. I asked her if he was the 'one', she giggled and told me she didn't think so, but he is fun, but he's slightly distracted most of the time. She wished he was the 'one' as she was getting very attached to him.
She was just going to have fun with him whilst he was here, although, she was hoping he would stay so she could work on him, otherwise she will just cry on my and Cheryl's shoulder and get over it.
There was nothing wrong that I could find, no affair with Gerald. I pondered on it for a few days and decided to try to cheer her up and show my love for her. I arranged to finish work midday Friday, planning to surprise her at work and take her to lunch. Over breakfast in the morning, I asked if she had anything planned for lunch, she told me she had nothing. In the back of my mind, I would also be sort of showing my affection for her in front of her work colleagues. Including Gerald and Dee. I picked some flowers, they were only supermarket flowers, but they were the colour she liked.
Just as I got to the bank, I saw Gerald and Cheryl leave together. They walked down the road to a pub. I followed them after dropping the flowers in a bin. I managed to find a corner of the pub after getting myself a drink, I got my phone out so it looked like I was doing something. The pub was full of Friday afternoon drinkers, people who knocked off at midday and went for a drink. Cheryl and Gerald were just talking whilst they had their dinner, but two things struck me, I decided to save them up for later when I talk to her and show her the video I took and then see what she has to say.
As I had my phone out an idea came to me and I sent Cheryl a text asking her what did she want for dinner or shall we go out. She picked up her phone, looked at it and I saw her typing something, the message appeared on my phone. 'No, stay in, I'm out at the moment in the Bell having lunch with Gerald, will explain later'. Well, she was not keeping any secrets. Either that or she had seen me.




I followed them out of the pub, they did not hold hands or walk close together. I saw that Cheryl noticed the bunch of flowers of her favourite colour sticking out of the top of the rubbish bin, she stroked them as she walked past. She appeared to notice the attached card that said 'Love you'. If she recognised the handwriting she did not show it.
As I was home early I started clearing up the garage, I came across one of my old toys that I used to use to get rid of pests on the farm, rats, the odd pheasant and rabbit, some of the rabbits and pheasants ended up in the pot. Mice were too small, I kept missing and losing my ammunition, I left the mice to the farmyard cats. I called my toy Terminator. The memories of living on the farm as a kid and the good times I had then brought a smile to my face. I went into the garden and practised with Terminator, reliving the old satisfaction of hitting a small target many yards away. I was bigger and stronger now; I soon got the knack back and I had a greater reach. I had to be a bit careful, I didn't want to break it. It looked in need of some TLC. A quick Google search, eBay and PayPal sorted that.
Cheryl got in from work at her usual time, I decided on scrambled eggs on toast as she had had lunch.
"That's a good idea, babe. That is not too much, as I messaged you, I went out for lunch with Gerald, I'll tell you all about it after dinner, how was your day? She asked.
"I finished early, I had some jobs I wanted to do, one was to surprise my wife for lunch, but it appears when I got to her work, she wasn't there."
"Oh, I'm sorry if you had told me you were coming, I would have put Gerald off."
I dished out the food and we sat eating it, I did not want to wait so I asked. "What was so important you had to go out for dinner with Gerald that you couldn't do it in the office?"
"He's having problems adapting to our working practices. He can't get the variable interest rates coupled with risk right, and I didn't want to do it in the office. I wanted to tell him before the weekend to give him time to think about his future. He may not be suited to commercial banking."
I did not tell her I sat in the corner watched and videoed them. I saw how they looked at each other. She looked at me like that, she had put her hand on the table, he reached across and touched it, stroking it gently, she did not pull it back. I will save that information up for now.
She seemed better now that she had talked about it, and I felt better too. She suggested making babies with that cute smile she had. I agreed and tried my best to make a baby with love.
Cheryl was up before me on Saturday morning. I was not late out of bed myself. We had a list of jobs to do for the weekend and I wanted Sunday to relax.
When I got downstairs the tea and the toast were ready with a pot of strawberry jam. I sat down and poured the tea with just a splash of milk for both of us. Cheryl looked like she had not slept well. She sat opposite me; she had a serious look on her face. I did not think I was going to like this.
"Darling, I have to admit something to you."
Oh shit, here we go she's been shagging Gerald.
"Gerald overstepped the mark yesterday at lunch, and I've been struggling with what he said, he admitted he had affections for me, and he would like to take it further, and he felt that I reciprocated those feelings for him."
She was twirling her hair with her fingers, this was not going to be good. She continued, looking into my face. "I will admit to having some affection for him, as I said to you before. If he was not with Dee and I was not married to you I might explore those feelings."
She put a firm look on her face. "Sweetheart, you can have feelings for more than one person. You told me that you fancied two girls at college and had to decide which one to make the effort to get to know better. This is not quite the same, but it is similar. I am attracted to him, but I love you. You do not need to worry, I will not cheat on you. I chose you seven years ago when you asked me to marry you, and I still choose you. Please do not worry." She reached across the table and took my hand. "I have told Gerald it is inappropriate. There is no bank policy about physical liaisons, but if he persisted in talking to me about his affections, I would report him for sexual harassment.
"That's why I have been distracted this last week, also if he doesn't improve in the next week or so I am going to recommend he goes back to public banking. Thing is, there are no vacancies in our area. So, it's a difficult choice.
"I'm sorry my love but I have to be honest with you." She said.
I believed her. That almost, just almost explained the looks and touching in the pub. I would not have to use the video I had recorded. But that did not mean I would be less wary and I may just have to have a word with Gerald. It may be a good idea for him to move on or at least stay away from my wife.
The following week I asked Cheryl how Gerald was treating her? She told me that he had stayed away from her pretty much unless it was business. She told me she thought he had taken her warning seriously, which was good she added because she was serious and she would report him. She did mention that Dee seemed a little distracted.
The bits I wanted for Terminator turned up early in the week. It took a few minutes to fix it and get some practise in. Even with the new kit I had lost none of my skills.
We were up early on Saturday and I helped Cheryl tidy the house and we did a spot of shopping together. All of the jobs were finished by lunchtime and we looked forward to a pleasant afternoon, possibly a walk in the park and then an evening just relaxing at home. Just after one o'clock, Cheryl had a message from Dee asking us to go out tonight with her and Gerald. Cheryl told me she would rather stay in with me and have a few drinks and an early night. I was up for that. She declined Dee's invitation. We had an early, loving night.
We had a bit of a lay-in Sunday morning and a leisurely breakfast. There were a few little things that I wanted to do in the garage, tidy up my tools and put Terminator away.
About eleven Cheryl came into the garage with her phone. "It's Dee, have you got time for a chat." I nodded. "Go ahead Dee you're on speaker."
Dee's voice sounded off. "Sorry you couldn't make it last night. Gerald wanted to have a chat. He wanted to ask Cheryl's advice on his future and he would have appreciated John's input. He also said he wanted to apologise to John, but didn't say what for. Do you have any idea John, has he upset you?"
"No." I said. Cheryl raised an eyebrow as she looked at me. That was a lie, could I blame Gerald for having feelings for my wife? Not really, the heart has feelings for who it has feelings. But telling my wife about it and telling her he wanted more. Abso-fucking-lutely. I was planning to have words, with a baseball bat if necessary.
Dee carried on. "Cheryl, we know Gerald is struggling and he says you have helped a lot. He knows he is not getting it and wants your advice on what to do next. He can't stay in his current job, he knows he is not getting it." She paused a bit. "Pity, I'll miss him, he's fun, I was hoping it would get serious. Do you think you could give him a call and have a chat? Although face to face would be better."
Looking at me Cheryl replied. "I'll have to think about it and see what John suggests?"
"Thanks, I appreciate it, I might get a few more evenings with him, see if we can work something out if he doesn't move too far away, I'm kinda getting a bit keen on him."
"Sorry Dee, there is a placement, but it's in South Wales, it's about a hundred and fifty miles away. I made a few phone calls Friday afternoon, of course he could try to go back to his old bank. That's only twenty miles or so. I told him that Friday afternoon before we left work."
"Please Cheryl, have a word, see what you can do for him, local would be good, well for me anyway."
"I'll do what I can, I'll have a chat and get back to you if I have any news, hopefully Gerald will phone you. Bye for now."
Cheryl hung up.
We went through into the kitchen and she put the kettle on for coffee.
Handing me my cup she asked. "What do I do?" I saw her ponder a bit then she answered her own question. "I can give him the options, but he needs to make his own decision on what he sees as his future, whether to move to Swansea with our bank or try to get his old job back in Winchester, I am not sure if they have filled his position yet. I can only help point out the pros and cons of each option. I know which Dee would like"
She looked at me. "Would you mind if I went to see him in his flat and talk it through with him?"
I had been thinking. "It's your decision." I told her. "But I would rather you didn't. He has become a friend, not just a work mate and he is going to be emotional, so are you. He has already professed his affection for you and wants more, you have admitted to me you have feelings for him. With all the emotions swimming around I don't think it is a good idea."
"Do you trust me?" She asked quietly.
Actually, I was not sure, but what could I say. If I said 'No' it would damage our relationship, if I said 'Yes' but didn't mean it she would see. So, I fudged it. "I don't trust Gerald not to take advantage of the situation."
"My Darling, I may have feelings for him, but I love you. Trust me. I would never cheat on you. We are starting a family, why would I risk that."
"Okay, if you go, shall I come with you? Dee said he wanted to apologise to me for something."
"You could, but I think you being there might distract him from his real problem.
"I am asking you to trust me, nothing will happen, it's just a talk, to show him some support and help him make a decision."
I was standing, resting my backside on the kitchen table. She came up to me, stroked my arm, lifted my wrist, looked at my watch and said. "Look, it's just after a quarter to twelve, it should not take long to talk about his options. I will quickly change out of my work clothes and be at his place just after twelve and I will be back in this house before one, I promise. And then we can get a takeout this evening and have an early night to carry on making babies, what do you say?"
"Okay, but be careful, I would be fibbing if I said I wasn't concerned."
She leaned up and kissed me. "You have nothing to worry about. Please trust me, I love you." With that she went upstairs to change. I followed her out to see her off, she was wearing jeans and a big jumper.
I felt frustrated. I went and got the Terminator and took it out on some small targets.
I was expecting her to leave Gerald's at about a quarter to one to keep her promise to be home by one o'clock, okay she might be a few minutes late.
I tracked her phone. Gerald lived in a nice upper-floor flat in a townhouse opposite the park, we had been there a few times. It was about ten minutes away by car, slightly longer by bike.
It was five to one and she was still there, she would not make it home before one as she said. I sent her a text reminding her that she said she was going to be home by one o'clock. There was no reply. Just after one, I called her, after eight rings it went to answerphone. I left her a terse message. So much for her promise, what other things had she reneged on?
I tried Gerald's phone, that went to answerphone too. I left him a message telling him to send my wife home.
I worked out that If they ignored their phones, they would ignore the doorbell as well. I was not too keen to be seen throwing stones at his windows to attract their attention, they would probably ignore that too. Well, they would not ignore the Terminator. I picked up the Terminator and the bar magnet that held the ammo, larger than I would have used for small pests.
I got my bike out and was at the park opposite Gerald's flat less than fifteen minutes later. I saw where Cheryl's car was parked down the road a bit from Gerald's flat, parking was difficult on that road at the best of times.
I put my bike just inside the park gate that was nearly opposite Gerald's flat. My intention was to send a message through Gerald's window, they were double-glazed and would take some breaking, I would have to hit the corner, not the centre where any projectile might just bounce off.
I moved opposite his flat when the front door opened. Cheryl and Gerald were just inside the doorway. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in, she placed her left hand on his chest and then they kissed, a kiss on the lips, not a friend's kiss. After a few seconds Cheryl pushed him away, I saw her say something to him. I stared. I could not believe what I was seeing. It ended my marriage there and then and it was not the kiss.
They left the doorway and walked towards Cheryl's car. Gerald went to take hold of her hand. She pulled it away. Was the cheating slut ashamed to hold hands in public. I took the Terminator, my hunting catapult out of my pocket. There was a gap in the row of parked cars where one had left. I took up a boxer's stance, slipped the one inch two-ounce steel ball bearing into the pouch, extended my left arm, gripping hold of the pouch with my right hand I pulled it fully back tucking my thumb under my cheekbone, my forearm parallel to the ground, sighted and released the shot. I hit Gerald in the groin. The second shot was aimed at the same place, but by now his right hand was covering the area. I heard the crack as the ball bearing contacted the back of his hand. I saw the ball bearings roll away.
A thought crossed my mind, I could recover those. Then muscle memory took over. Next shot, left shoulder that spun him around a bit, right shoulder that straightened him up. Centre of the chest, he took a pace back and nearly fell over. I was aiming for the centre chest again when he fell forward and the next shot caught him in the side of the face, his head snapped backwards and he collapsed on the floor. I had run out of ammunition and I could see the ball bearings lying on the floor where they had bounced off him. I undid the laces of my trainer, removed it and slipped the bar magnet inside and put it back on. That was difficult. I limped hurriedly across the road. Cheryl was on her knees next to him; she took no notice of me. She was concentrating on her phone.
I shuffled my feet along the floor, looking down I could see the ball bearings attached to the outside of my trainer. I reached down and retrieved one ball bearing from Gerald's clothing. Cheryl had her phone to her ear. I looked at her and confirmed what I had seen when they kissed. I walked away gently, not wanting to lose any of the ball bearings that were on the outside of my trainer. I got to the far side of the road, collected the ball bearings and removed the bar magnet from inside my trainer. Good, that was bloody uncomfortable, but if anybody saw me, they could say they saw a limping old man. That was how I felt.
I rode gently home wondering how she was going to explain what I had seen.
Cheryl must have seen and heard the messages from me. It was a quarter of an hour later when she phoned. She was crying and out of breath. "Sorry I'm late, there's been an incident. Gerald's been hurt and I'm on my way to the hospital with him."
I waited a few seconds. "John, are you there?" She said.
"Yes, but not for much longer unless you come home right now. I give you a choice. Be in this house in half an hour or don't bother coming home at all. You have another choice to make, your lover or your husband."
"He's not my lov..." That was all I heard before I hung up.
I needed help, I needed advice but first a cup of tea, coffee would not cut this. I was on the phone when twenty minutes later Cheryl came bursting through the door. I just laid the phone down without hanging up.
"I'm sorry darling I didn't hear the phone, I didn't get your message. We got carried away talking."
"You promised me you'd be home by one o'clock, when I tracked your phone at five past and you were still there. So much for your promises. You two were so carried away you ignored my phone call and my text message, where was Gerald's phone. I left him messages too. Is that what you're calling it these days, talking."
A worried look passed across her face. "We were just talking about what options he had."
"What options are there, to move to Wales or to Winchester so he could keep screwing you?"
Her face was aghast. "What are you saying, we've not had sex."
"Oh, was it making love then?"
I could hear sounds coming from the phone. I ignored them.
I had had enough. I raised my voice. "Standing in this very kitchen you said to me, and I quote. 'You have nothing to worry about. Please trust me, I love you'."
I paused. "Cheryl, show me your left hand."
Her face fell and she shook her head.
I shouted angrily. "LIFT UP YOUR FUCKING HAND AND SHOW IT TO ME." The sound coming from the phone had gone quiet.
Cheryl flinched, she had never seen me this angry, I do not think I had ever been this angry. She slowly lifted her hand. I said in a loud voice. "Would you be so kind as to tell me where your wedding and engagement rings are? I hope they're not on Gerald's bedside table."
She shook her head. "It was, it was just a..." With that she collapsed into the chair and burst into tears. She looked up at me and said through the tears. "I'm sorry, he asked if we could make love just once. I told him I was married and held up my left hand to show him my rings. He took my hand, removed the rings and said to me 'For the next hour you're not married'. I'm sorry sweetheart, I shouldn't have done it. Please forgive me, I'll make it up to you."
She put her hand in her pocket and took her rings out and started to put them on.
I reached across and took them off of her. "You lost the right to wear those when you had sex with Gerald."
I picked up the phone. "Harry, Margaret you had better come and collect your daughter. I will get her to start packing her suitcase."
I heard Harry say. "We are just getting in the car right now; we will be there in about half an hour."
I hung up.
"My parents, you told my parents."
"No, actually you did."
There was a loud knocking at our front door and the bell was ringing. Somebody was in a hurry. I went to the front door, it was Dee. She pushed past me into the kitchen. "Can one of you take me to the hospital please, Gerald's been hurt, my car won't start."
I took my car keys from my pocket and gave them to her. "Take mine, we're busy."
Then she noticed the atmosphere in the place. "What's going on here, it's like an icebox in here?" Looking at Cheryl crying Dee said. "Why are you crying, what's wrong?"
"We know Gerald's been hurt, Cheryl was just there." I said.
Cheryl burst into tears again.
"What were you doing there, how did he get hurt, why?"
"It appears she went to talk to him like you asked, but it went further, much, much further."
A realisation seemed to grip Dee, she growled. "You didn't, he's my boyfriend, you didn't, did you? You slept with him?"
Cheryl slowly nodded her head.
The slap from Dee around Cheryl's face was so hard she nearly fell off the chair. Dee looked at me and handed me my car keys back saying. "I won't be needing these, thank you." With that she stormed out the front door leaving it open.
I poured my tea down the sink. It was cold, I poured another lukewarm one from the pot and drank that. "So, you wanted to make love to him?"
"No, but I do have feelings for him. And he's poorly, he is not well. I felt sorry for him. It was wrong, I'm sorry, it was wrong." Tears were still falling from her eyes.
"Why did you let him take your rings?"



She looked down and started talking quietly. "I don't know, for some reason I couldn't stop him. I told him that on Monday I was going to recommend that he change from commercial to public banking, it would mean a change of branch and he knew I had found him a place in Swansea, it was a long way from here or he could try to get his old job back in Winchester.
"He told me he was going to accept the place in Swansea. He stepped up to me and held me and he asked if we could have just one afternoon, just one time together. I reminded him I was married, I held up my hand to show him the rings, he took hold of my hand and he took my wedding and engagement rings off and said to me 'look you're not married now. Please just once to consummate our love and then we will separate and never talk again'. And I felt sorry for him with his illness. I'm sorry, I've admitted to you I have feelings for him, and I gave in., and I didn't feel married when he took my rings off, I felt sorry for him being ill, I let my emotions get the better of me. I'm sorry. You warned me. I was wrong."
"That's shite, you didn't want to stop him, you wanted to show him your love and affection, even if it was only for an hour, or did you want his affection because mine is not enough."
She was looking at me shaking her head.
I controlled my anger. "How do I know it would just be the once? If he went to Winchester, would you start sneaking off to your other love. What about the times you would look off dreamily into the distance and relive your hour of passion and then compare me to him, what then!"
"I wouldn't do that, I love you"
"You might love me, but you love him as well. You can't have both."
"I don't want both, I want you, just you. I like him, but I love only you."
"You can say that now you've had both of us, what, was he no good and you want me now?"
"Did you think I wouldn't notice?" I asked. But I had other concerns.
Quietly she said. "It was only going to be the once, you would never know."
"Oh bloody hell, are you so stupid, is your memory so short? You said you would be back within the hour, you were still in his flat at the end of that hour, you were with the man who you admitted you had feelings for, and said he had feelings for you and he wanted more. Neither of you answered your phones. Did you not think I would put two and two together and work out you had been shagging, and do you really think you could have kept it from me. The guilt would have shown all over your face."
She was shaking her head.
I told her to go and pack, her parents would be here in about ten minutes. If she did not do it I would, she did not move So I went to our bedroom and started throwing clothes into a suitcase. When I had packed what I could get in I carried it to the front door, as I got there her parents came in, Margaret gave me a hug, it looked like she had been crying all the way over. Harry just stood there looking sad. He saw the suitcase. They followed me to the kitchen. Cheryl had not moved.
She did not acknowledge her parents.
"I'm sorry, please my darling, it was a mistake, forgive me please, give me one more chance, please." She was rambling.
I was still controlling my anger, it was hard work. "WHAT! You are sitting there within two hours of getting out of his bed, with another man's sperm in you and you are asking me to forgive you. Are you pissed or what? Just get out."
I think her parents could see where I was coming from.
Harry helped her out the door, Margaret carried her suitcase. I closed the door behind them, cried and then got drunk, very drunk.
The following morning, I was awoken from my sleep by the doorbell ringing and a knocking on the front door, not good for the splitting headache I had. I had slept on the settee. If it was Cheryl she could just fuck off. But the only way to stop the noise was to open the door. I managed to stumble to the door and open it. Dee stood there. She was holding up her hand with a packet of some kind, my eyes would not focus properly.
Dee said quietly. "I have brought pain killers, strong ones. I thought you might need them."
She was not wrong.
I went and sat back on the settee, I put my hands over my ears to deaden the cacophony of noise coming from the kitchen. All of a sudden there was a glass of water and two pills in front of me. I knew what was good for me and popped the pills into my mouth and washed them down with the water. I was thinking gin and tonic would have been better, easy on the tonic. I lay back down. Sometime later I was nudged on the shoulder and there was a cup of tea. I drank it when it was lukewarm. I was starting to feel better.
I sat up and there sat opposite me was Dee. She looked like she did not have a good night either. She spoke, but not loudly, I was grateful for that. "You had better phone work today, you're in no fit state to go in, let alone drive. Plus you're probably going to get a visit from the Constabulary quite soon. I had one yesterday evening about Gerald's 'incident'. It appears his testicles are badly damaged, he's heavily bruised around the groin and has several broken bones and other injuries, it looks like a revenge beating to me. The police said Gerald told them he felt like he was being punched by an invisible boxer. I told them about Gerald and Cheryl so they will probably come and ask where you were about one yesterday. I assume you were here."
I wasn't sure whether to speak or nod my head, which would hurt less. I decided to nod gently. It was a lie, I was not that drunk.
We just sat there for about an hour, I had gained enough ability to move so I went and found my phone and called work to let them know I would not be in. When I had finished there was a fresh cup of tea waiting for me.
"Are you going to divorce her?" Dee asked.
"Yes, she cheated on me, she betrayed me, my trust and she gave her love to somebody else, and she betrayed you." I explained the conversation we had before Cheryl left and when she got back, I told her about her not wearing her wedding and engagement rings. I repeated Cheryl's reasons and excuses.
Dee snorted. "I knew they liked each other, but it is just like him, he would have pressured her into it. He's very good at talking people into doing what they don't want to do. He can be very convincing." She gave me a small smile. "I've had a sore bum to prove it." I think she was trying to lighten the mood. "But I agree with you, it was her choice and she chose wrong. She could have said 'No'. Do you want the name of a good divorce lawyer?"
"I don't know, I need to Google how to get a divorce, it's not something I've looked up before. I never thought I would need to."
"You've got no kids, it's probably quite easy."
The front doorbell rang. "Do you want me to get that?"
Again, I just nodded and Dee went to the front door. I heard somebody at the front door say "Hello again Miss Harris, is Mr Smedley here?"
Dee put her head around the door and said. "It's the police, are you up to it?"
I probably wasn't, but it would be a good idea to get it out of the way. "Yes, please show them in."
I asked them to sit down and enquired if they would like a drink. I could already hear Dee in the kitchen. They both declined.
The younger one who looked like he had just left school started. "Because Miss Harris is here we assume you are aware of the incident that happened to Mr Gerald Harper yesterday. We gather from Miss Harris that your wife had a liaison with him yesterday afternoon. Your wife was present when he was assaulted. We have spoken to her. Mr Harper gave us her name. I am sure you realise we need to eliminate you from our inquiries? Can you tell us where you were yesterday afternoon at about one PM?"
"Surely, if my wife was there, she can tell you who did it? She can tell you it wasn't me."
"She could not identify the assailant." I suppose that was true.
"Yes, I was here, waiting for my wife to come home. She should have been here by one and when she wasn't by one thirty, I gave her a call she got here about a quarter to two. Unfortunately, I'm afraid there's no one to corroborate that I was here. I was alone."
By now Dee returned with tea and biscuits for me. I was not sure I could face food, even biscuits. The elder of the two policemen asked quite brazenly. "Can you tell me the relationship between you and Miss Harris?"
I heard Dee splutter into her tea. We had never been interested in each other that way, and until Gerald came along, I didn't see her very often.
I explained about her being my wife's best friend and coming to get a lift to the hospital yesterday, finding out that Cheryl had slept with her boyfriend and then she left. She came around this morning to find out what was happening. She found me incredibly hungover and explained to me I was probably getting a visit from them. They seemed satisfied with that.
As I escorted them to the front door, I asked them about Gerald's injuries, they told me he had damaged groin area, they did not expand. Several broken bones in his right hand, dislocated right shoulder, broken left collar bone, two broken ribs and fractured jaw with massive facial bruising. They added he would have to stay in hospital for probably a week, his jaw would have to be wired until it healed and the doctors were concerned about his groin injury.
Dee made me some toast, I pushed it away, I could not stand food yet. I found my way in front of the computer and typed into Google, Divorce Laws UK. I opened a separate Internet window and typed into Google, divorce lawyers near me. Whilst I was doing that another cup of tea turned up by my elbow. I had had enough tea, I wanted something stronger, but I was too polite to turn it down. I made some decisions on what I found on the Internet, I made some notes and turned to see Dee sitting on the settee, just looking at me. I would have thought she would have gone home by now.
"John, do you mind if I stay, I don't want to be alone at the moment. And I don't think you should be either."
I got a phone call from Margaret early in the evening, she asked how I was? I told her I was still recovering from a huge hangover. She said she understood and she would give me a call tomorrow to see how I was. I had the impression she just wanted to see if it was time to talk. I was in no fit state.
Dee did stay, she slept on the settee. I went to work the following day. I was not much use, everybody could see that something was wrong, but did not want to intrude.
I got home that evening and applied to the courts for a divorce, now we would have to see if Cheryl was going to contest it, if she did I would have to contact a solicitor. Dee gave me the name of one she recommended. I did not ask how she knew it was a good one.
When I got home on Thursday Margaret was waiting for me in front of my house. I invited her in, she declined my offer of a drink. We sat at the kitchen table.
I opened my mouth to ask what she wanted as if I could not guess. She held her hands up. I closed my mouth again. "John, Harry and I love you and as much as we both want to, we are not going to interfere, it will have to be your decision. However, we want you two back together; that is where you belong. Yes, she screwed up, she got it wrong, I will not make excuses for her and I will not support what she did. We will go with whatever you decide. But please, can we get together, sooner rather than later to sort this out, to find a way forward. We unashamedly want you to stay together but we realise that may not happen."
"I don't know Margaret, It's still very painful after what she said to me and then went behind my back and had sex with him. But yes, tomorrow. Come here tomorrow about six. That way I can spend the rest of the weekend drunk trying to forget this fucking nightmare."
She did not flinch at my use of the 'F' word. She gave me a kiss on the cheek before she left.
I got home from work Friday to find Cheryl, Margaret and Harry in my kitchen. I forgot Cheryl still had keys to the house. I could see tea being poured and smell the coffee, it was a bitter smell.
Harry started. "John, we've had a lot of time to think and talk about this, but we are not sure if you've come up with a plan or what you are planning to do?"
Margaret carried on. "As I said, we want you back together. Is there any way you can work something out? Counselling maybe, for her not you, she will need your help though. As far as we can see, you have done nothing wrong."
Cheryl spoke quietly. "He hasn't. It was all me."
It was Harry's turn. "Is there anything we can do to help you two? She knows she did wrong, and she tells us she will do anything to make it up to you. Naturally you will have to sort out what that means. We are not asking you to forgive her, that may come in time. We are asking you to give her a second chance. Please have a talk, just the two of you."
I could see tears in Margaret's eyes, I was, unfortunately, going to put a few more there. I drank my tea and stood up behind my chair.
"Whilst I have been drunk most of last weekend to try and dull the pain of her betrayal. It failed, by the way; I did do some thinking, and I am afraid the pain is too much. She gave her body and her love to another man."
Looking up at me Cheryl said shakily. "I have to admit I let him have my body and that was wrong. He never had my love, yes I had some affection for him but never my love. That is all yours."
"A fine way of showing your love for me by making love to another man." I replied.
"No it wasn't making love, it was a, a well a sort of farewell, a farewell..." she stopped talking, unwilling to go on.
I'd had enough. "If you mean a farewell fuck, if that is what you mean, say it."
Margaret piped up. "That's not called for John, but if that is what it was it's over and done with now." I was about to say what I had in my mind, but Margaret carried on. "Yes it was still wrong, I will not defend what she did, she should not have done it. But it was a one off, she promises us she will not do it again." She took a breath. "Yes, yes I know she promised that to you in front of family and friends six years ago, but she has learned from her mistakes and won't do it again."
I was getting angry at Margaret now, and that was not fair to her, they were on my side, they did not make excuses for her, but were trying to help. But it was not helping, and I had an answer to her last statement. "Yes, she will learn from her mistakes. She will be more careful not to get caught next time, that's all."
That was a little unfair of me because I believed she had no intention of sleeping with him when she left here otherwise she would not have promised to be home before one o'clock. Something must have changed her mind, not that it mattered, she did it and that was enough, plus the other thing which I am sure was about to come up.
"I believe you will receive an email, just respond and in twenty-six weeks we will be divorced and we can get on with our own lives. We are going to have to work out splitting our stuff, the house and all that." Looking at Margaret and Harry I said. "Sorry."
Cheryl started crying. "Please don't divorce me. I'm sorry, it was a mistake."
I had become quite calm now.
"Okay, even if I agree it was a mistake and I am not saying I do, but for that mistake to have happened, you had to make a choice, in fact several choices. You let him remove your wedding and engagement rings, you could have stopped him, you chose not to. You could have refused his request to make love, you chose not to. You could have chosen to uphold our vows and my trust in you, you chose not to."
I did not let up. "Did you use protection?"
She slowly shook her head, her mother was aghast. I think she could see where this was going.
"So, you could be pregnant by him?"
She nodded.
"And if you are pregnant, you wouldn't have known it was his or mine because we made love the previous few nights. Because if you remember correctly, we said it was time to start a family."
Cheryl started. "I have..." I held my hand up, anything she said would not matter right now.
I looked at her. "I choose not to remain married to the woman who cheated on me, on my love for her, betrayed my trust and maybe carrying another man's child."
Margaret realised that was it. Cheryl was crying, Margaret went to her and helped her up and out the front door. Harry followed after giving me a hug, no words were spoken, none were needed. I went and checked my stocks of beer and gin. I had plenty.
I was awakened from my drunken slumber again Saturday morning to more loud knocking on my front door. I made my way downstairs, at least I had made it to my bed this time. It was Dee again.
She prodded me in the chest. "Margaret phoned me, she guessed you would do this." Then she pushed past me. I made my way to the settee through the detritus of last night's drinking binge. Then there was a hand with tablets and a glass of water in front of me. "This is the last time I am doing this. You're going to have to look after yourself."
I just nodded; however, she did not stop. Bloody hell did she launch into me for how I was responding to what had happened. I was drunk, smelly, dirty, unshaven, basically a bloody mess.
Standing in front of me, her hands on her hips looking down she said, far too loudly for my hangover. "Clean this bloody place up. I am coming back tomorrow at five and you better have dinner cooked ready for me as a thank you for bringing you the painkillers." She lowered her voice, thankfully, but it had an icy edge to it. "John, you are better than this, you need to pull yourself together and carry on, you have friends and family that can help. So bloody hell get your head out of your arse."
She went to the front door, turning, she looked at me and said. "The best thing you can do now is to live your life the best way you can with what you have learned." I think to emphasise the comment she slammed the door on the way out. That hurt.
Epilogue.
I sat and thought, she was correct, I cleaned up, shaved, showered and made rough plans for my life, and planned tomorrow's dinner. She turned up, with wine. We talked long about what happened and what we planned to do. She told me Margaret had told her what I had said to Cheryl. She agreed with my sentiments.
Dee came around a few times and we went out together. Both crying into our beer. We did not end up in bed, we just didn't see each other that way, there was no spark.
About a month after the event a hand-delivered letter came through the letterbox. I opened it. The first typed words had me worried.
"Dear John, please excuse this being typed. A letter of this sort should be hand written, however I am right-handed and my right hand has not fully recovered after the revenge attack on me. I am guessing it was for some previous transgression, I am certain that is what it was. I just do not know who from, all I know is that it hurts and it prompted me to have a good look at my life and I did not like what I saw."
Now I knew who it was from. Gerald.
"I gather you have started divorce proceedings against Cheryl, please reconsider..."
That was when I gave up reading. The anger came back. I will not be told what to do by the man who had a hand in destroying my marriage. I just threw the letter on the kitchen table and made a coffee.
Dee came around later that day, she saw the letter I had thrown on the table. "Did you read it?" she asked.
"No, I will not be told what to do by the man who helped ruin my marriage and my life."
She held her hand up, there was a letter in it. "I have one too. Guessing yours is similar to mine, you really should read it, you know."



I picked the letter up from the kitchen table, screwed it up and threw it in the bin and stormed off into the living room.
I heard the fridge door close and Dee came in with two beers. We just sat and after a while talked about our day, just shite.
After my comment about her maybe carrying another man's baby, I think Margaret and Harry had a word with Cheryl. She did not contest the divorce and I arranged a mortgage to buy her half of the house. Strangely enough, Cheryl managed to get me a good deal on a mortgage. Some sort of staff employee's discount.
I found out later that she was not pregnant and she had her period as normal, but that wasn't the point. The point was she risked it.
Thirty weeks later the letter finally dropped onto the front door mat to tell me I was divorced. The second saddest day of my life. I tried not to cry or get drunk; I failed on both counts; Dee was there with me.
The following week Margaret and Cheryl came round. I made tea, then Cheryl surprised me. "I know I don't deserve it, but can I have my rings back please? They will be a reminder of the good times we had, a reminder of you, and also how I screwed up."
"They're tainted. I have no use for them, do what you like with them."
I got them and passed them to her.
I think Margret was only there to give Cheryl moral support. When they left Cheryl wanted to give me a kiss, I did not let her, however I accepted a hug and a kiss on the cheek from her mother.
Right, time to get on with being single. I was not looking forward to it.
Google supplied the information that catapults, sometimes called slingshots, can project ball bearings at speeds of between 70 and 100mph. I am not sure how much damage would have been caused by a 1-inch 2 1/2 ounce ball bearing striking a lightly protected human body at those speeds. So, I have used a bit of poetic licence. I am certain it would hurt.
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It had been Eighteen months since that weekend, and we had been divorced for nearly a year and I was moving on. Well, trying to, I had gone out with a few women and had been intimate with a couple, but nothing seemed to last. There was no spark. I wasn't that bothered, I was thirty years old, reasonably fit, had my own house, a good job and I'm told by others I'm not an ugly bastard so there was time yet to find 'the one'.
I thought I had found 'the one', but she did something to prove she wasn't.
I was annoyed with myself. If I was moving on, why was I so bothered when I heard my ex-wife, Cheryl, laughing in the bar of the hotel I was in.
When I arrived at the Red Lion for my company's Christmas party Friday evening, I noticed on the board by the entrance that the bank my ex-wife worked for was also having a Christmas party at that hotel, but in a different room. But there was only one bar.
It had been my intention to hang around the bar, chat with some mates, buy a few beers for people who had helped me throughout the year. But with Cheryl's work colleagues there, some of whom knew me, one in particular. I decided that was probably not a good idea. I found myself in a quiet corner in the function room in which we were having the party. I was between girlfriends at the moment, so a group of us just gathered in the corner and chatted. I occasionally danced with some of the women from the company. But I spent most of my time chatting with workmates, especially Phil. He was a shop floor supervisor and we had been working on a few projects together over the last year. We got on well and went out for a few beers now and again, he is a good lad.
It was my turn to go to the bar and that was when I heard my ex-wife's laughter. Try as I might, I could not stop myself turning and looking at her. I was in a quiet corner of the bar, and I had already attracted the barman's attention, and he was getting my drinks. I was trying not to be seen by my ex-wife and our mutual friend Dee.
Cheryl was standing with a group of young men, Dee was with her. I had learned from Dee they had become friends again. I was surprised at that because it was Dee's boyfriend that Cheryl had cheated on me with. Dee and I got together a lot in the aftermath of the cheating and fairly regularly now, just as friends, no benefits. She had been keeping an eye on me to see how I was doing after the divorce. To be honest I was making sure she was all right as well. Her boyfriend cheating on her with Cheryl, losing her boyfriend and initially her best friend hit her hard too. We both drank a lot back then. She had supported me greatly after the event, I owed her several favours.
I did wonder what made Dee forgive Cheryl, she had told me she had a greater understanding of what happened and so she had forgiven Cheryl, they would probably never be best friends like they used to be, but she was forgiven.
I saw Dee stroke Cheryl's arm and point across to me, she looked stunning, she placed her drink down and headed towards me. She wasn't walking in a straight line and she had that slight lopsided smile on her face when she had drunk a little too much. I did not think she was very sober. I was bracing myself, but I wasn't sure what for. We had parted reasonably amicably, she had even helped me get a good rate on a mortgage so I could buy her half of the house, but we had hardly spoken in the last eighteen months.
What she did when she got to me confused me, she threw her arms around my neck and whispered in my ear. "I'm glad to see you, I love you." I could smell the drink on her breath, this was unlike her, she wasn't a big drinker. I saw the three young chaps she was with saunter across to us. Dee followed. Cheryl disengaged herself from my neck and stood beside me. She slid her arm through mine, she leaned on me. She was getting too familiar. I wanted to pull away, but that would have been rude. I try not to be rude, sometimes I succeed, this was one of those times. I was feeling quite nervous.
Dee introduced the lads. "This is Jeff, Mike and Pete, they are trainees at the bank, we are their trainers."
I took an instant dislike to Jeff, he was tall, brash, blonde and arrogant. I don't think he was sober either. Looking at Cheryl he said. "Who is this old man then?"
Cheryl replied tersely. "We've talked about this, don't be rude." She seemed to have sobered up a little. "This is my ex-husband."
At that point Jeffrey poked me on the chest and said. "So, this is the cucky boy then?"
That was his first and last mistake.
My anger came very quickly these days. I shrugged Cheryl off, reached forward with both hands and grabbed hold of the lapels of Jeffry's jacket and pulled.
As I pulled him rapidly towards me, I raised my knee and lowered my forehead. My knee came into contact with his bollocks and my forehead smashed into his nose. I heard a crunching sound and felt something warm splash on my face. He grunted. I let go and he fell to the floor. It took all of about four seconds and the crowd around the bar were so wrapped up trying to get the barman's attention no one seemed to notice a man falling down. Peter just stood there, his mouth wide open. With my hand I wiped the blood from my face and grabbed his shirt front with my bloody hand and pulled him closer and said to him. "Where did you get that fucking story from?" I growled at him.
He spluttered. "We sort of worked it out, there were rumours about Cheryl and some bloke called Gerald. We guessed they had an affair. You and Cheryl got divorced. Gerald got beaten up and moved away. We sort of put two and two together. It seemed logical."
"Well, you didn't come up with four, how about other alternatives, maybe it was me that cheated and Cheryl divorced me, perhaps I'm bi and I cheated with Gerald and Cheryl discovered I was having an affair with him and she got him beat up, or perhaps let's just keep it simple, because generally the simplest reason is the right one. We grew apart and divorced each other." I ignored the fact about Gerald getting beaten up and moving away.
Actually, they had come up with four, I just did not want it getting around that Cheryl had cheated on me and Gerald had cheated on Dee. As far as I know, apart from Cheryl's parents only her, Dee, me and Gerald knew about it, and I wanted it to stay that way for everybody's sake. Well maybe not Gerald's.
I looked around, the bar, it was very busy and I think the altercation was missed, the barman gave me a funny look and gently shook his head.
Mike helped Jeffrey to his feet and from somewhere a handkerchief appeared that he was holding to his nose. The whole thing had taken less than about 45 seconds. Dee stepped towards Jeffrey. "You've been told about your attitude before. You should treat everybody as a customer or a prospective customer. Everybody knows this is our bank's Christmas party. There is a sign at the front door. Most people can work out that you work for our bank. You have not shown us in a good light. I am not sure if management has seen what has happened, but they will find out first thing Monday morning. I suggest you leave, all three of you."
A garbled noise came from Jeffrey which sounded like. "He head butted me in the nose and kicked me in the bollocks."
Dee replied. "Then you shouldn't have insulted him and poked him in the chest. From what Cheryl and I saw he was just defending himself. There are three of you and one of him. I suggest you just leave."
They did, all three of them. I noticed the security people following them out.
The barman attracted my attention. He had placed the drinks I had ordered on a tray. "That will be £42.18 please." That shook me out of my doldrums, over 40 quid for six pints of beer, that's over seven quid each, bloody hell. As I held my credit card out the barman said. "Thank you for that, our security guards were just on their way over. I are not sure, but I think the tall blonde one of the bunch was trying to get your lady friend drunk, they were buying shorts and I think they were putting it in her drink as they walked back. I wasn't sure so I was sending the boys in with a warning, you got there first."
I just smiled and nodded to him. Bloody hell, more than seven quid a pint.
I took the tray of beer back to my mates, Cheryl and Dee followed me. My mates recognized Cheryl, they had met her at my company functions before. One or two of them raised an eyebrow. Phil noticed that Cheryl hadn't got a glass and Dee's was nearly empty. Being more of a gentleman than I am, he offered to get them a drink. Dee declined saying she was driving, and she suggested Cheryl had had enough and looking at her I would probably agree. I suspect her drinks were spiked after what the barman said.
Cheryl asked me to dance, I felt it would have been churlish to refuse, so I accepted. Phil asked Dee to dance, she accepted. Cheryl hung on to my arm as we made our way to the dance floor, it was quite crowded. Cheryl got very close and was swaying a bit. I was frightened she would fall over, so I put my arms around her waist. She immediately put her arms around my neck and put her head on my shoulder.
Shit, this should not be happening.
The dance finished and I helped her off the dance floor back to our corner. Dee had two dances with Phil and then they made her way back towards us. She leaned in and whispered something to Cheryl, I couldn't hear what it was, but Cheryl nodded her head.
Dee leaned up to me and whispered in my ear. "I'm sorry John, but could we have a word outside, we've got a bit of a problem."
I could not see why I would be involved in their problem. Dee was a friend, and she probably rated higher in my affections than my ex-wife at the moment, so I followed them, taking my beer with me.
We got to a quiet-ish corner and Dee said to me. "Cheryl's not feeling well, she wants to go home but there's a problem, Harry and Margaret have got the bowls club around for a Christmas party and Cheryl shouldn't turn up like this. She can't come to my place because my Mum and Dad are down for Christmas and there's no room at the inn." She gave a little giggle at her own Christmas joke. "I know this is an imposition, I know it's asking a lot, you have no responsibility for her, but can we go to your place and can she stay the night. I know you've got room even if she has to sleep on the sofa. I will pick her up in the morning and take her home. Please John, do it for me as a friend, if not for Cheryl."
Fuck.
"Okay, all right but you better be there early tomorrow." I probably had not said a Baker's Dozen words to Cheryl since the divorce and now she's going to be sleeping in my house.
Fuck again.
I went back to the lads and told them that I was going home because Cheryl wasn't feeling very well. I expected a few smirks, but I didn't get any. As I was leaving Phil caught up with me, he asked me if Dee was my girlfriend or if she had a boyfriend, I told him she wasn't and as far as I know, not at the moment. He gave me a little grin and asked if I would be good enough to pass on his phone number to her. The dirty dog, in two dances. I smiled at him and told him I would.
Getting outside in the cold fresh air did not do a lot of good for Cheryl, I was hoping it would sober her up a bit. It did not. Dee pulled up in her car. I got Cheryl into the back and got in with her. Dee passed me over a couple of supermarket plastic bags. "Just in case you know, be careful they've got holes in them."
Dee drove very carefully; Cheryl rested her head on my shoulder in the back seat. Cheryl hung on to me. I saw Cheryl was still wearing her wedding and engagement rings. I wasn't sure how to take that. They were tainted because another man took them off her fingers.
As she drove, I asked Dee about the three buffoons they had been with. I told her I had found out from the barman that they had probably been spiking her drinks. It was a bit late now, but I asked her if she felt all right in case they had been spiking hers. She told me she only had two lemonades all night as it was her turn to drive. When I asked her what she meant about 'turn to drive', she told me her and Cheryl went out about once a month. Before I asked, she told me they weren't going out to pick up men, just for a drink and a chat.
Then I let my mouth run away with me, it could have been the four or five pints I'd had. "Well, she certainly looks like she's dressed to pick someone up dressed like this, she looks fantastic. It was my favourite dress on her."
We were stopped at traffic lights. Dee turned and looked at me, smiled and said. "D'you know what, thinking about it, you're right. I think she was going out to pick somebody up. It all becomes clearer now."
The lights changed and she drove on. Now I was confused. It was as clear as river mud to me.
We got to my house and it took both of us to get Cheryl out of the back of Dee's car. We tried to carry her together, it became too difficult. Dee had a set of my house keys, so I bodily picked Cheryl up and carried her indoors. I stood at the bottom of the stairs wondering, do I let her sleep on the sofa or do I take her to our old bedroom, into our old bed.
Fuck, Fuck, Fuck.
There were two other bedrooms, one that was going to be the baby's room and a spare room. I had a bed in the spare room that was not made up, it was the one that Dee slept in when she stayed, if she was sober enough to climb the stairs. If not, it was the sofa.
Dee was looking at me, she could see the confusion on my face. "A gentleman would let her sleep in your bed, and it's closer to the bathroom in case of her throwing up." Dee the ever-practical person. I hadn't thought of that and that would be a good excuse for the morning if Cheryl thought something untoward had happened because I had put her in our old bed.
I nodded and I carried Cheryl up the stairs, Dee was in front of me.
I was halfway up the stairs when Cheryl started to retch, I hurried as much as I could, but it was too late. Dee hearing the noise rushed off upstairs. She was at the top of the stairs when I got there with the waste bin out of the bathroom, it was too late, Cheryl vomited. Fortunately, most of it went on the dress and into the bin, a little splashed on my shirt. She stunk of alcohol. I might have to take up baseball and go and buy a baseball bat. I knew of some balls I wanted to hit.
We got to the bedroom; I was now in another quandary. Cheryl would have to be undressed. Yes I know I had seen it all before, I'd loved it before, I'd worshipped it before. But I had no right to look at it now.
Again, Dee saw my confusion, the bloody woman knew me too well. "John, this is something we have to do. I know she's wearing underwear, so she won't be naked, and anyway I don't think she'd mind."
I didn't swear at myself this time.
There were lots of arms and legs but somehow we managed it. I couldn't help but notice her underwear was not super sexy, nor was it frumpy and she was wearing tights, not stockings.
We laid Cheryl on her front, her head to one side and placed the bin in front of her. I was looking down at her when Dee came and slipped her arm into mine, leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. "You're a good man John; you didn't deserve what happened to you. Come on downstairs, we'll leave the bedroom door open so we can listen for her. I've had nothing to drink all night, so I think I'm going to steal one of your beers." Then she said quietly. "Are you sleeping here or on the sofa tonight?"
Looking at her I said. "Definitely the sofa, I wouldn't want to give her the wrong idea."
"What idea do you think that would be?" Without waiting for an answer she disengaged her arm from me and went downstairs. She was carrying Cheryl's vomit stained dress. Again, I stopped from swearing at myself. I went to the airing cupboard, grabbed a spare quilt and some pillows and went downstairs.
She was waiting for me with a couple of bottles of Broadside and one glass, she knows I drink it out of the bottle. "Broadside, that's a bit strong isn't it if you're driving?"
"If I drank a whole pint yes but I'm only having half. Anyway, it's the weakest bloody beer you've got in there. I hope you're not reverting to that drunken slob I knew eighteen months ago?"
I gave a small smile. "No, going for quality not quantity, two or three of those a night is enough and only on weekends."
"Yes, I saw the 1698 in there."
I had spent a couple of weekends trashed out of my skull until the bollocking from Dee after Cheryl cheated on me.
She drank her half pint of Broadside and went to leave. When she got to the front door, I remembered what Phil had asked me. "Dee, Phil would like me to give you his number, are you okay with that?"
"Is he married, attached, anything like that?"
"No, he's single, has been for about a year or so. No steady girlfriend as far as I know."
"Then yes." She looked out at her car, there were a few flurries of snow in the air. It made it feel a little bit like Christmas. She walked away, paused, turned back to me and said. "On one condition."
I nodded.
"You come to my place for a party on New Year's Eve. We'll see the New Year in together. Send me Phil's number and I'll invite him as well. It'll give you somebody to talk to about farm machinery, and it might stop you being a miserable bugger." Again, she laughed at her little joke. She'd kissed me on the cheek again, this was getting to be a habit. I waited until I saw her drive around the corner before I closed the front door and went back to the living room.
Another bloody quandary, do I sleep on the sofa, or do I go and watch over Cheryl? An expletive hung on my tongue. I made a decision. I grabbed the two half bottles of Broadside, the quilt and the pillows and went upstairs to the bedroom. I did not sleep on the bed but on the floor. It was actually quite comfortable.
I roused myself when I heard Cheryl go to the toilet. I just listened and nodded off when I heard her get back in bed.
I was up before Cheryl in the morning and made tea and toast. It was nearly ten o'clock and still no sign of Dee. I phoned her, it went to answerphone, bloody woman. I heard Cheryl moving around upstairs, eventually she came down, she was wearing my bathrobe. She looked a mess. Pointing to the chair opposite mine at the kitchen table, the one she used to sit at when she lived here. "May I?"
"Yes, please do."
I poured tea and pushed a plate of toast across to her. She took the tea but pushed the toast back just like I did to Dee eighteen months ago.
I went to the sink, fetched a glass of water and placed it in front of her with two pain killers. Just like Dee did for me. The difference was mine was self-inflicted. Well, actually the woman sitting at my kitchen table was the cause of my drunkenness, whereas hers was inflicted on her by work colleagues. She had my sympathy for the hangover.
"How did I get here?" She asked quietly.
"What do you remember?"
"There were three chaps from work Jeff, Mike and Pete in the bar after dinner was finished. I'd had a few glasses of wine at dinner. I was building up Dutch Courage. I wanted something a little longer, so I switched to alcohol free lager, just half pints. I wanted Dutch Courage not to be drunk."
"Why?"
She took a sip of her tea. "I knew you would be there and I wanted to talk to you. We haven't spoken for nearly a year, and very little since that weekend. I was hoping you would have had a few beers, not too many, just enough so you wouldn't run away in front of your mates when I wanted to talk to you."



"Sorry to keep repeating myself, but again why?"
"Every time I try to talk to you, you shut me down. I feel bad about what I did to you. And you have not let me apologise. I need to tell you how sorry I am that I hurt you and betrayed your trust."
Then she seemed to pull herself up.
"I had a letter from Gerald where he tried to take all of the blame. But it's not all his fault, I must share some of that blame. I wasn't drugged, or drunk. I was just weak, but that is no excuse for what I did to you. I can give you no real reason, I liked him, I had affection for him, he was a friend, so when he told me he was ill I felt sorry for him. I don't expect you to forgive me, what I did was unforgivable. The cheating was bad enough, but to think I might have his child may have been worse for you. I hadn't even considered that I might get pregnant by him, and that would have hurt you as well." Tears were pouring out of her face now. "And I'm sorry we will never have those babies that we talked about."
She spoke through her tears. "If I give you an excuse it is like I am avoiding the blame, and I do have to take the blame for some of it."
She wiped her nose and face on the sleeve of my bathrobe, she sniffed, sat up straight, looked at me and said. "My sweetheart. I love you, I will always love you. I will be eternally sorry that I betrayed your trust, your love and my vows to you and for the pain I caused you. I do not ask for your forgiveness; I do not deserve it for what I did to you. Dee has told me what you went through those first couple of months and I know it hasn't been easy since. I ask you to do one thing for me and then I will ask for nothing else. Live your life the best you can, find someone to love like I love you and do not let them go."
She slumped down, that had all the sounds of a rehearsed speech. I did not have the heart to tell her that was three things.
She looked up at me and said. "I practised that over and over and it still sounds trite and I can't help but think to myself that I'm using this apology to salve my own conscience. And I'm not, truly I'm not."
She picked up a teacup, looked inside and grimaced. She carried on. "Apart from the two times that I lied to you denying I had sex with Gerald I have never lied to you. And I will never lie to you again. I lied because I was trying to save my marriage when I found out you had worked out what I had done."
She looked defeated. She looked into her teacup, looked at me and said with a nervous chuckle through her tears. "I know I said I was going to ask you one thing but I didn't realise I'd be sitting here with an empty teacup. Please, is there any more in that pot, I really could do with another one?"
I poured two more cups of tea.
We sat there in silence for a little while. I was still wondering where Dee was. I hope she hadn't had an accident. I saw Cheryl pull herself up again. I recognised it from all those years we were together. I suspect she's going to ask for more things, just not as big a thing as she asked me in her speech. "Can I ask some questions please." I nodded. "How did I get into our old bed? and did you really sleep on the floor?"
I explained to how we thought Jeff, Mike or Pete had spiked her drinks, and she was very drunk. There had been a bit of an altercation which left Jeffrey with a bloody nose. Dee and I brought her here because she didn't want to go and ruin Margaret and Harry's bowls club Christmas party at their house. She gave me a funny look at that. Dee had no space because her parents were visiting for Christmas. I told her she had been sick whilst I carried her upstairs and Dee undressed her and put her to bed. I slept on the floor because the last thing I wanted was for her to choke and die in my bed. I told her Dee was due over some time ago to take her home. She seemed to accept what I told her.
She told me Dee was probably giving her time. Dee was aware she wanted to apologise and was probably giving her time to do that. She would phone Dee and let her know she had finished and get her to call round to her parents and pick up some clothes for her. She gave me a little smile saying she couldn't go home in my bathrobe because I would need it. I did have two. I did not tell her that.
I did suggest to her that she go upstairs and have a shower. She could borrow some of my jogging trousers and an old sweatshirt until Dee got here.
I did have one question to ask. "Cheryl, how much of this is a setup to get me and you in this house to see if we can get back together? Because some things don't sit right."
"You are sort of right, I knew your company was holding its party there like you do every year at this time. I volunteered to arrange ours and managed to get it at the same time and place. I was hoping I could just talk to you like I said.
"As much as I would like to get back together that was not the plan, just to talk, that was all I wanted. But that is it. I don't think anybody suspects, even Dee. I will be honest I would love to spend some time with you but not under false pretences like this, that would be another lie."
I believed her, I had no reason not to. She gave me a small smile and went upstairs. When I heard the shower running, I got a pair of jogging trousers and an old sweatshirt and laid it on the bed for her. Then I went downstairs and drank some more tea and ate cold toast. It was twenty minutes later when Cheryl came downstairs wearing the clothes I left out for her, she looked much better. She had her phone in her hand and I could hear her talking. She came into the kitchen and all I heard her say was. "No don't worry about me, you look after your Dad I'm sure I can sort something out. I might have to ask John for another favour. Bye, I will see you at work on Monday."
She said. "Dee's Dad fell over this morning and she's taken him to A&E. Could I ask you a favour and this is a bit cheeky, can I ask you to go and fetch me some clothes from Mum and Dad's. I don't know where Dee got the story from that the Christmas party was at their house, it's not it's in the Golf Club. Mum and Dad are staying in the hotel next door so there was no one at home."
"Why can't I take you home in what you're wearing now?"
"You could and I would be grateful, but I'd rather go home in proper clothes so when I am seen, because you know what they're like on that street. I don't want to look like I've just come home wearing some man's cast offs. Yes, it's shallow I know but you should know me by now." She gave me a nervous little smile.
I did, and I had nothing in the house that would fit her where she wouldn't look like a sack of spuds tied up with a rope around the middle, and I was intrigued.
There was more to this than meets the eye because if Cheryl had not lied to me, Dee had or at least skirted round the truth. I agreed to do it. Cheryl went to her handbag and fetched the keys to her parents' house. She gave me instructions where to find everything in her bedroom. She had laid out her wardrobes and her drawers in the same style as she had when she lived here.
It would probably take me an hour and a half to two hours to do that. I left straight away. I was tempted to tell her to make herself at home but I thought that was a step too far so I told her to make herself comfortable and I would be back as soon as I could. I got to their house and let myself in. If there was a party here last night, it looked awfully tidy. I found my way to her bedroom. I collected everything she wanted; it was exactly where she told me it would be, that came as no surprise. After I collected everything she wanted, I had a quick look round. It was functional, tidy but not homely. There were a couple of magazines lying around with big circles drawn on the page of one of them.
My eyes were drawn to that. The title was ringed. "How to get your man back." The sub-heading was "don't be stupid enough to lose him in the first place." The magazine was Cosmopolitan. I looked at the article and there were several ringed sentences. Was this the plan to try and get me back? I looked at the date of the magazine. It was nine months old, I had a quick scan through the text paying attention to the ringed sentences. There were things like, 'why did you break up in the first place' next to that was some handwriting. But it was scribbled out it looked like 'don't fuck other men', the next circled passage was 'be honest with your man and equally importantly yourself' it was just a tick next to that another one, 'admit your errors to yourself and your man'. The writing next to that was. 'I have', the next passage ringed was 'learn from your mistakes and do not repeat them'
We had barely spoken over the last year in fact I had spoken to Harry and Margaret more than I had to Cheryl, so she obviously hadn't put any of these ploys into action.
I had gathered all the stuff together so drove back to my house. As I walked in I heard water being poured into the teapot. Cheryl was in the kitchen making tea.
"That was good timing." I said.
"I tracked your phone, you haven't blocked me."
She took the clothes off me and went to the downstairs loo. "The tea will be brewed when I get back."
She poured the tea and made fresh toast. She managed to eat some. She was looking a lot better, much more like her old self.
"I hope you don't mind but I rinsed off my dress. I wanted to get the vomit off of it. I'm going to get it dry cleaned, I hope it comes out alright. I've hung it on the line to dry a bit.
"John, can I ask you a question?"
"Depends on what it is." I replied.
"What's this?" She held up Terminator. Shit. "I found it when I was washing the dress out in the sink in the garage, I didn't want to block up your drain in doors with the stuff off my dress and it was just lying there."
"It's a catapult I used to use it on the farm for taking out pests."
"What do you shoot with it, what is your ammunition?
"Anything small and round, stones are good, ball bearings, fishermen use them for putting ground bait out when they're fishing."
She tilted her head slightly to one side. "Do you have any ammunition?"
"Yes, I have some ball bearings."
"Would you show me how it works please?"
"Not today, maybe someday, I don't know."
She changed the subject. "I've put the quilt and the pillows away you used last night, and I've put new sheets on the bed." She looked down. "I wouldn't have minded if you'd slept in the bed with me last night."
"Dee and I talked about that, I didn't want to give the wrong signals, in fact any signals. I was just looking after somebody I used to love." As soon as I said it, I felt quite mean, I looked at her and said, "I'm sorry that didn't come out right."
"That's all right, I probably deserved it, it still hurts though." She turned away and I heard her say as she walked away. "I'm just going to fetch my dress, then if you'd be so kind as to take me home I would greatly appreciate it." She had got all formal and I felt like a shit.
We got in the car, I started driving her home, she did not say much, we talked a little about the weather, inconsequential stuff like that. I felt her perk up, she looked at me and said. "Did you read Gerald's letter?"
"No, he was starting to tell me what to do. I will not be told what to do by the man that ruined my life. I threw it in the bin after reading the first paragraph." I was getting a bit angry again. All I heard from the other side of the car was "Oh, I wish you had read it, it would have probably explained a lot of things. Both Dee and I got one, we've seen each other's. He is very apologetic and takes most of the blame on himself." Then I heard her whisper. "Some of it was my fault too. Sorry I did that."
She watched the road for a bit as I drove, then said. "I've not heard from Gerald, there again, I never ask but things have crept back. He's learning to speak Welsh, he's engaged to a lovely lady, she's a divorcee with one child. Rumours have got back, he's not like he used to be, we've heard from people who've known him. I think what happened to him changed him. Him being beaten up by an invisible boxer, that had nothing to do with you, did it?"
I decided not to answer.
I pulled up in front of Margaret and Harry's house. Their car was there. This could be awkward. Cheryl asked me in for tea. It would be nice to see Margaret and Harry again and I might find out where Dee got the story that the party was at their house.
They were pleased to see me, and I got a handshake and a hug. I could see there were questions going round in their heads, but Cheryl scotched them straight away. She explained how her drinks have been spiked. She told them Dee had said that there was a party going on here, and her parents were at her house, so Dee convinced me to take her and look after her.
That was when I asked if the party was here. Harry told me that was the initial plan, but there got to be too many so they decided to take it somewhere else. They chose the Golf Club because there was a hotel next door and they could book rooms so there would be no drunk driving. I gently asked when all this was decided, Margaret told me it was all organised early November, about six weeks ago. I might have to have a word with Dee. Cheryl said she was going upstairs to change again. She was gone for five minutes, when she came back she had a red face. We chatted about what I was doing at work and what Margaret and Harry had been doing. It was a pleasant afternoon, they asked me to stay for tea. I decided that to be a step too far, they would start matchmaking.
When I left Cheryl walked with me to the car. "Thank you, John. I appreciate all you've done for me. Um... when you were here did you look at the magazine?"
"Yes, I saw it. I think there are some valid points there. Pity that the magazine wasn't out eighteen months ago could have saved a lot of heartache."
"You're right, but that's not a magazine I used to take. I found that one in the hairdressers." She reached out and touched my arm. "John, can we meet for a coffee sometime please, it's been nice being around you again. I will understand if you say no."
"I don't know Cheryl, I really don't know."
"Please just think about it, I could see you getting quite at ease over the kitchen table, that was where we did most of our best talking." She gave a little smile. "And some other stuff." I knew exactly what she was talking about, the time we got back from our fifth wedding anniversary dinner and she was feeling particularly randy and I took her quickly and roughly over the table before we made gentle love upstairs.
"John, I must admit to feeling comfortable around you and hope you feel the same around me, but I realise I was the one that screwed up." She paused, seemingly unsure whether to go on, she did. "I just wished you had read Gerald's letter. It might have made the pain less, I don't know. His letter certainly helped Dee, me, not so much. My letter made me feel weak, stupid and naive. Please just think about it."
On my drive home she had certainly given me something to think about. When I got there, I made some tea and texted Phil's number to Dee. I thought about Dee for a minute. I was certain she knew more than she was letting on. I felt the idea of a New Year's party was made all in a rush. I had thought her parents were going to be here for New Year as well as Christmas.
I would have to go and talk to Dee and sort this out, the sooner the better. I did not want to go in all guns blazing in case I was wrong. She had become a very close friend over the last eighteen months. I would need an excuse. I did not have a Christmas present for her yet, but I knew what I wanted. Eighteen months ago, we were helping each other out, some of that involved drinking heavily and we discovered that she liked Raspberry Gin. My favourite was Apple and Sage. The Internet is a wondrous thing. Full of lots of information like where to get Raspberry and Apple and Sage Gin. Also how to get divorced quickly. The local supermarket had both selections of Gin. That was a plan.
I had a quick look in my cupboards and it was time to go shopping for food and pick up some Raspberry Gin at the same time. I was about to leave when a message came from Dee, 'Can I bring your Christmas present round?'.
'Can I drink it?'
'Yes of course, you should know me better than that.'
'I was just going shopping. Can we do it this evening?' That will give me a chance to get her present.
'I will be there at six, I will bring Chinese. Make sure the tonic water is chilled.'
Well, that kind of told me what the evening was going to be like.
Dee did not live too far from me, about a twenty minute stroll, fifteen at a brisk walk, ten at a run, but recently more like half an hour when pissed.
Dee turned up at ten to six and blew past me into the kitchen. Dee is normally late, I cannot remember her being on time for anything. We had joked in the past that she would be late for her own funeral. She dropped the bag of food on the table. Delving into her shopping bag she pulled out a bottle bag and handed it to me saying. "I would tell you to put this under your Christmas tree, but you being a miserable bugger haven't got one."
I took it from her and put it on the table.
She went back into her bag and pulled out a bottle of my favourite gin. "This is for tonight whilst we talk."
Shit. This was bad, Dee being early, starting with insults is normal for us, but they were too gentle, just jibes, not a real insult, a bottle of Gin and talking. I had a feeling I was no longer in control. If I ever had been.
I asked about her Dad, he was at her house with his foot up. He would be alright. We ate the Chinese, and I even got out a bottle of wine. This was going to be messy. It was a good job tomorrow was Sunday.
We went and sat in the lounge on the sofa. Dee carried in the gin and the tonic, I carried the glasses. Dee took control of the gin bottle and poured two long ones. Looking at me she said. "Cheryl phoned me this afternoon after you left, she was in tears. She thinks she screwed up. I popped into work today, there were a few things I wanted to find out."
That was typical bloody Dee, drop a bombshell and then change the subject. I had learned to ignore her tactic. I gave in jumping in and asking questions months ago. It will all come out in the end.
She carried on. "Oh, by the way I told the duty manager what happened with Jeffrey, how he attacked a valued customer of the bank. He had heard rumours, I confirmed them. The gang of three as they are known will be let go on Monday morning, pity really because Mike is a nice lad he just gets dragged along by the other two. I might have to have a word about keeping him on."
We both took a sip of gin Dee continued. "I was suspicious when she turned up wearing that little black dress. We have been out together quite a few times. She has never dressed up like that. Also, she has turned down every man that approached her. I was even more suspicious when we walked into the hotel to find out that your company was having a party at the same hotel on the same evening. I knew Cheryl had volunteered to organise our Christmas party this year and I suspect she found out where and when yours was and managed to arrange ours at the same time. She had a couple of glasses of wine with dinner, which is unusual for her, and she was very nervous. I am certain she wanted to pigeonhole you for a talk. I think she chose to rely on the fact that you are a gentleman and if she confronted you in front of your work mates you would not ignore her."
Dee took another drink and indicated I do the same, I did, just a small one. Was this bad news?
"She was there to pick somebody up and that somebody was you. She wants you back, she knows she did wrong. So, my dear friend, what I want to know? What are her chances? Am I going to have to start picking up the pieces of her like I did you?"



She did pick up the pieces of me. She put me back together. I raised my glass to her.
Dee nodded in acceptance of my appreciation and carried on. "You saw she still wears her rings?"
I nodded.
"She knows they have been touched by Gerald and what that means to you, but she has told me she will not take them off until you replace them because they're just about the only link she has with you."
"Because you were late this morning, we had quite a chat. She has already admitted to me that she arranged the party at the same time as my company, that was easy, we go to the same place at the same time every year and that she dressed like that to get to me. You are right, she intended to trap me in the corner and talk. She was certain I would not be rude to her in front of my work mates. She admitted she had too much to drink as she tried to work up the courage and give me her speech."
Dee giggled. "Ah, the speech, if I've heard that once I've heard it a thousand times, well probably not quite that many, she practises not only the words but the tone of voice, the pauses, the looks, the holding hands. How did it go?"
"Probably not as well as she practised it. It came out in a bit of a rush, but she definitely meant what she said. Probably not so much what she said during her speech, but what she said afterwards. She felt guilty about what she did, but part of me thinks she felt greater guilt after giving me her speech. She said she felt like she was making excuses."
"Oh, she has got reasons, not very good ones, I wouldn't call them excuses."
I sat pondering what reasons she could have. I had nearly finished my gin. Dee went to pour me another one. I stopped her. She had one then I said to her. "I take it you're not driving home tonight?"
"Nope, I'm sleeping on this sofa. I've warned Mum and Dad I was staying out all night. It's been nearly a year since I slept on this sofa, do you remember the night the divorce was finalised?"
I just chuckled to myself. "No, only the first quarter of the bottle of gin, after that I remember nothing. I'm not doing that tonight."
"No, you're bloody not, that was a bleeding mess to clear up." She said. "I want you tiddly enough to break down that bloody wall you've been carrying around so you can either find someone new or get back with her."
I opened my mouth to speak, Dee held her hand and started on at me. I had learned some time ago to wait until she had finished speaking. She was just taking a sip of her drink. "I watched you go to her rescue yesterday."
"Anybody would have done that."
"No, you tried to protect her from bad rumours, okay you didn't want to be seen as a cuckold as well, I get that. But you were doing that to protect her, it was the way you looked at her, the way you held her and the way you carried her upstairs. I think you still love her?"
"Okay, you've got me I do, but I'll never trust her again I don't think I will ever forgive her."
"Oh, I do wish you had read Gerald's letter to you."
She stood up and went into the kitchen and came back with her handbag. I topped up the gin and tonic. Easy on the gin, heavy on the tonic. Dee took a sip and added more gin to both glasses. "Nice try." She said, smiling at me.
She pulled a piece of paper from her bag. Then I remembered, I had thrown my letter from Gerald in the bin when I went and sat in the living room, Dee came in a few minutes later carrying beer. Did she get the letter from the bin? Is that what she was going to give me?
Holding the paper out to me she said. "This is Gerald's letter to me, I want you to read it." I wanted to refuse, but looking at her face told me that would not have been wise, this time it was my turn to take a long drink.
In the letter Gerald apologised to Dee for the way he treated her and the pain he caused her, he admitted he went out with her so he could stay close to Cheryl as he found he was having romantic feelings for her and he suspected she had feelings for him, but he had other reasons that he was not going into with her, he was not proud of those reasons. He said that being with Dee was fantastic as was the sex, he reminisced about some of the adventures they had together, I skip read that bit. At one stage I looked at Dee, I think she guessed the bit I got to, she blushed. He carried on that if he did not have romantic feelings for Cheryl, he could have made a go at a long-term relationship. He went on to say that he had written letters to both Cheryl and me letters and that I might be reluctant to read mine. He asked that Dee convince me to read it.
I noticed he did not apologise for cheating on her.
Well, it was too late now. I handed the letter back.
"Well?" she asked.
"Well what?" I replied.
"What do you think?"
"The man is an arsehole. He strung you along so he could have a crack at my wife, and it worked. He ruined my marriage and my life." I was angry. "I wouldn't have put it past him to try to break up my marriage to have a go at Cheryl." I finished off my glass of gin, my head swam a little. I reached for the bottle Dee beat me to it and poured me a quarter of a glass and filled it up with tonic. I would not be able to fit any more gin in the glass. I was going to pour much more, there was a risk it was going to be as messy as the night I got the divorce paperwork.
"I have the letter that he wrote to Cheryl. You should read it. Please trust me it will help and at the moment you need help."
She was not wrong. She held out a sheet of paper. "Does Cheryl know you have that?"
"Yes, she gave it to me months ago in case I got the chance to show it to you."
I thought a bit. "Does she know you're here now?"
"No. She wants to get back with you. But I want you to get out and start living again, not just work, gym, eat, sleep, repeat with the odd night out with your workmates and to stop being a miserable blighter. Yes, I hope it is with Cheryl, but that is your choice."
Her mouth was still open, I thought she was going to carry on talking, but she closed it. After taking a drink, she said. "I didn't want to raise her hopes. Please, you should read this." Still holding out the paper.
I took it and started to read. Gerald apologised profusely for wrecking her marriage and the upset and pain he had caused her. He professed his love for her and felt that she initially reciprocated those feelings. It was only later that he realised that whilst she had affection for him, it did not match the love she had for me. He also found he liked me and he felt guilty for hurting a friend. He was happy to stay close and to be available if anything happened to our marriage, he could step in.
That sounded ominous to me. Was he staying close to wreck my marriage so he could have a crack at Cheryl? He could keep himself happy with Dee whilst he was waiting. He went on about that day how he wanted just to make love with her once and he admitted he tried everything he could to convince her, but removing her rings, crying and implying he had cancer was unfair.
But he was desperate to make love to her just once. Something he could take away and remember for the rest of his life, but if he had known it would have ended up like this, he would not have done it. He thought I would never know so it would not damage her marriage or hurt her. He admitted he was selfish and did not think it would end up like this. He again apologised and told her he had written to Dee and me and to do her best to convince me to read the letter he sent.
Dee had refilled my glass, I did not realise I had drunk it all. I looked at the bottle, it was a fair way down, but there was enough left to wipe away the pain and confusion, at least for a while? That man had wanted my wife because he loved her and he convinced her to do it, and she let him. And he lied.
We all paid for his lies, I am not sure who paid the most?
But why the letters, was that to salve his conscience because he had destroyed the marriage of the woman he loved, he had caused her pain. I thought about it for a bit whilst Dee refilled my glass yet again. I was starting to feel remorse.
I had not given her a chance to explain, to tell me her reasons or her excuses. Damn it I thought. There were no good reasons that could explain away her cheating. The anger was coming back. I took a deep drink. Bugger I could barely taste the gin. I finished off the mostly tonic water, put the glass down, looked at Dee and said forcibly. "A proper one this time if you bloody well please."
"Alright, but after you tell me what you think."
"The man's a shit he uses lies to convince another man's wife to have sex with him, claims it's love and then tries to salve his conscience by apologising. The man's a fucking shit."
"I won't disagree with that, but I was thinking more about Cheryl, what are you going to do now knowing she was lied to."
I was still angry. "Doesn't change a fucking thing she had sex with another man."
"Could there not be a small element of forgiveness in there." She said to me, handing over the glass."
"No fucking way." I handed the letter back to her and then it all became clear. "You've got the letter he wrote to me, haven't you?"
"Yup, I felt a bit like James Bond or was it more like Indiana Jones, I had to time the closing of the bin lid with closing of the fridge door, yes I have it but you're not reading it now, you are too pissed, anyway it's at home."
"What does it say?"
"Pretty much like he has explained in these two letters, but it is addressed to you. I don't think he put the baked bean stains on it though."
"Dee, if you have the letter he wrote to me why didn't you bring it with you tonight?"
"Because I expected us to get drunk." She giggled, because we were drunk. "It is something you really need to read and understand when sober and if I had it here, I would be tempted to give it to you. I will fetch it first thing in the morning. John, you really do need to read it."
Then she giggled drunkenly, she stood up to walk towards the toilet she was staggering. I just sat there confused.
When she returned it was my turn to visit the toilet. I stood up and nearly fell over. Looking sideways at the bottle of gin it was half empty or was it half full. A drunk's dilemma. I also staggered to the toilet and then back again.
"Right, I've got a question for you? Why have you forgiven her for sleeping with your boyfriend?"
Dee said to me. "I wasn't going to forgive her, I wanted to cut her tits off. But then the letter arrived from Gerald. I accused her of stealing my boyfriend. But she didn't steal him, he was never mine, we were just fuck buddies, just that I didn't realise it. I knew that Gerald and I weren't going anywhere but he was fun and not bad in bed. I accused her of taking him from me, not just having sex with him. After Gerald's letter I realised that it wasn't as simple as I thought it was. So yes, I forgave her."
She looked like she was going to carry on but took a drink instead.
I just nodded my head stupidly. Dee started on a different tack. I think she wanted to change the subject. She started telling me what my duties were going to be for the New Year's party. Strangely enough, I was in charge of drinks. No shit Sherlock.
She told me she had put my name on the sofa for sleeping. In the past when I stayed at herplace I had slept in her spare bedroom, but she had someone else in there and I probably wouldn't be able to make it up the stairs anyway. After that she interrogated me about Phil, his likes, dislikes, hobbies. I asked her if her intentions towards my mate were honourable. She giggled. "Of course not, what would be the fun in that?" She took on a serious note. "I've seen him around a bit. The dance we had last night wasn't the first. He seems like a nice bloke."
"He is please, don't hurt him."
We talked some more and switched from Gin to strong tea, the sort you could stand the spoon up in.
I looked across at her, she had nodded off, I laid her down and covered her with a blanket. Looking down at her I felt honoured having her as a friend. I sat back in my chair and promptly fell asleep myself.
I was awoken by the clatter of crockery from the kitchen, I made my way through. Dee and I had our usual breakfast after drinking too much. Tea, bacon sandwiches and painkillers. It was around midday when Dee asked me how I was, I was feeling good, well not too bad. She went to her car and came back with a piece of paper.
"Sorry for lying to you, I didn't think I would be safe to drive this morning so I left it in the car or I would have caved in and given it to you last night."
"I'm not sure I want to..."
She held her hand up and said quite loudly. "Wait, please. I know you would never listen to the man who ruined your life, but please give me a chance, please listen to the person who helped you rebuild it, I believe I have that right."
I suppose she was correct.
"You need to read this. Trust me."
Dee sometimes knows me better I than I do. Bloody woman.
I held my hand out. She gave me the letter and I started to read.
"Dear John, please excuse this being typed. A letter of this sort should be hand written, however I am right-handed and my right hand has not fully recovered after the revenge attack on me, I am guessing it was for some previous transgression, I am certain that is what it was. I just do not know who from, all I know is that it hurts, and it prompted me to have had a good look at my life, and I did not like what I saw
"Looking into the mirror I did not respect the person looking back at me. I had hurt people I considered friends and worse I hurt a person I loved.
"I gather you have started divorce proceedings against Cheryl, please reconsider..."
That was as far as I got the last time I read this letter.
"I am sorry the way it turned out, I was wrong to get Cheryl to make love to me, but I do love her and do not want to see her hurt any further.
"I used Dee to stay around her, to have some personal contact outside work. I initially planned to drive a wedge between the two of you so I could have Cheryl."
I bloody knew it; he was going to try to break us up.
"But I quickly saw that she loved you and if I did that, I would hurt her and believe it or not, I had grown to like you even though you were married to the woman I love. You're a fine bloke, so I decided to move to Wales and to take the job in Swansea when it was offered.
"On that Sunday It was never my intention to split you two up. If I had known how much pain it has caused her and that you would divorce her, I would never have done it. I'll be honest, I thought we could get away with it and you would never know.
"I would have something I could remember in my old age.
"I know I have no right to ask but please forgive her and take her back, let her show her love for you because I know she does love you in a way she could never love me. I will have to live with that."
"It was going to be the one thing for me to remember. I intended and still intend to take the job in Swansea. I did not know she had promised to be home by one, I do not know what I would have done had I known that bit of information.
"I should not have removed those rings from her fingers, but to me it was logical if for that one hour she was not married to you I could have her just for that one hour. I will admit to begging her for one hour, just one event. I had tears in my eyes. I learned years ago that a man's tears can wear down a woman's defences and I have used that ploy in the past, but I will admit to you that day they were genuine tears, not crocodile tears for something I could never have.
"However, the tears did not work this time, but I was so desperate I implied I had an illness and that was why I could not concentrate on my job. Sorry John, I was desperate. I wanted what you had, the life, the love that you and Cheryl shared even if it was only for an hour, and now I have fucked it all up for you and her.
I wanted one last kiss before she left. I managed to get our lips to meet, but she pushed me away and said 'Goodbye, we will never talk about this again.' I think she was feeling guilty. I tried to hold her hand as we walked to her car, I wanted that last bit of contact, she brushed me off. I knew then there would be no more contact between us, it had been a one-off thing but I felt relieved. I had my memories to take into the future. That was when I started to get hurt. I still do not know to this day what happened except I was in excruciating pain. I explained it to the Police, it was like being hit by an invisible boxer or some sort of martial arts expert. The Police cannot find out how it happened.
Knowing the pain I caused; I am now ashamed of that memory I was so going to cherish.
I am really sorry. If I see you in Swansea carrying a baseball bat I will just hold my hands out and take any punishment you wish to deal to me. May I suggest if you buy a baseball bat, buy a ball and a mitt at the same time.
A baseball bat on its own can be construed as a weapon, with a ball and a mitt, it's sports equipment. I like you and I am sorry for the pain I caused both you and Cheryl.
One person I owe a huge apology to is Dee. I like her, but it was never going to be long term, I unashamedly used her to stay close to Cheryl. It's a pity because Dee is a nice fun lady and I did not treat her as well as I should. Both Cheryl and Dee will be getting apologies from me.
Please I am begging you, please can you find it in your heart to forgive her and take her back.
Gerald.
Holding up the letter I asked. "Has Cheryl read this?"
"No, it's addressed to you."
"But you have read it."
"Yes, I wanted to know if it was worth giving to you, would it help you or hurt you more. I decided it would help you. Well, has it?"
"Well, nothing, it doesn't change a thing. She had sex with another man."
She glared at me. "You are a hard bastard."
"A hard bastard with a broken heart." I replied.
She stood up, looked down at me and said loudly. "Then give the woman that broke it the chance to mend it. She loves you and you miss her and still love her, I saw it Friday. For fucks sake man, give her a chance." She fell back in her chair. "Sorry, I wasn't going to do that, it has to be your choice, I lost it, I'm sorry, I can't tell you what to do. I need more tea."
She stood, took my mug and went to the teapot and filled both mugs.
She sat back down, she had a serious look on her face. "Look I'm not supposed to tell you this, I haven't been told specifically not to, it's just something we don't talk about. A couple of months after the divorce was final Cheryl went into a deep depression." I opened my mouth to ask how bad she got, but Dee held her hand up. "She didn't go out, only to work, and I think she had a couple of warnings about her performance, she seemed to be angry all the time and occasionally took it out on her workmates. I think she was mainly angry at herself."
"Harry and Margaret sent her to a psychiatrist and that helped her. The problem was she blamed herself for hurting you, then felt she was making excuses for herself. It was a sort of downward spiral into depression. I went with her to one of her sessions. I got asked because I was Gerald's girlfriend. I didn't understand most of what was happening, but the psychiatrist was very good. Well after a couple of months she seemed to pull herself out of it. That was when we started going out for drinks. John she really was in a lot of pain mentally for the hurt she caused you and her parents. I don't think she has forgiven herself even yet, she just hides it well. I'm not a psychiatrist but I have a feeling she was only getting into trouble at work so she would be punished. Weird I know but she felt she got off lightly in the divorce and that wasn't right. Perhaps you should've smacked her arse." Dee tilted her head and gave me the sly little grin she has. "Perhaps you should still give her arse a wallop?"



Fuck.
We talked about the New Years party, she let me know her parents would not be there. That was good, it could get messy. We chatted about nothing really, just filling in time till she felt sober enough to drive.
Then she did for me, as she stood by the front door, she looked at me and said. "Work out if you're better with her than without her." Then she was gone.
Fuck, Fuck, Fuck!
I threw myself into work for the last few days before Christmas. I got invited by Margret and Harry for Christmas dinner. I knew what they were planning, but I declined. I also got invited by Dee, her parents were still here so that would be safe. I accepted as long as Cheryl was not mentioned.
Some of us popped into work during Twixmas. Phil was getting quite excited about the New Year Party, I was starting to dread it. I knew Cheryl would be there. I suspected a set up.
New year's eve I managed to collect the drink that Dee had ordered for the party and I took some of my glasses round as Dee did not have many. I made sure there was no gin in the order, that would be dangerous. I hoped no one brought a bottle. I intend to stay somewhat sober waiting for the trap. Phil gave me a hand collecting the drinks for the party. He carried a couple of boxes of beer in. As soon as he put the boxes down, he took Dee into his arms and they kissed, and it was not a peck on the cheek either. I somehow had a feeling they had met up in between the Christmas party and now. It was none of my business, good luck to them.
My next job was collecting food. I left Dee and Phil together.
As expected, Cheryl turned up at the party, she was alone. She looked nice. I was chatting with Phil and Dee at the time, she came across to us and gave us all a kiss on the cheek, said hello and then went to join some people from the bank. I was waiting for the trap to be sprung. It was not going to be yet, I was too sober.
I played mine host, I made sure everyone had drinks and food. It was a way of not getting too drunk.
There were a few people I knew there, we chatted for a bit, it was quite laid back. I spotted where Dee had hung the mistletoe. I made sure to stay well away from it. I tried to stay on the other side of the room or even in a different room from Cheryl. I was careful with my drinking. I drank from bottles or cans that I opened. I didn't want my drinks to be spiked. I was wary someone would put me in a compromising position with Cheryl. 'Bloody hell, these were my friends. Stop being paranoid'. I said to myself. I sort of loosened up after that but still drank from bottles or cans. There was a beer I liked, there was plenty of that. Well, I would, I brought it. I wanted Old Crafty Hen but stuck to the weaker Old Speckled Hen.
I saw Dee slip outside, it was very hot and noisy in the house, I think she wanted a breath of fresh air. I followed her. She was sitting on the garden wall.
I sat next to her.
"Are you matchmaking?" I asked Dee out right.
She did not beat around the bush, she came straight out with it, no hesitation.
"Yes and not just me, her parents are in on it as well. Probably the only person who isn't is Cheryl, but she will take any chance to get back with you."
"Not happening."
Dee stood up, looking down at me and she started on at me angrily. "You silly bastard. The only person you're hurting is yourself, well and Cheryl. Has she suffered enough? That's not for me to say, only you can say when you feel she has been punished enough. She is blaming herself for hurting you, it is psychologically damaging her. She won't go out unless I or her parents take her. She engages at work but that is it outside work she is a bloody mess. And you, you miserable bugger, you rarely smile or laugh unless you have drunk too much, you're turning into a grumpy old sod, or is that old sot with the amount you drink on a weekend.
"I have watched you; you are still punishing yourself over something you had no control over. And you miss her. You have not moved on. You still love her that was plainly obvious to everyone at the Christmas do. The way you held her, looked at her and defended her when Jeffery accused her of being a slut in a roundabout way, you even took some of the blame yourself. The only person who didn't see it was you. I saw the way you looked at her." She paused. "Do you remember stroking her face after you laid her on your bed with her head over the bin?" I shook my head. "And the way you looked after her that Friday and Saturday. So stop hurting yourself and at least talk to her. See if there is a chance to forgive her and move on either together or separately, at least bloody move on."
She got the rant out of her system. She sat back down beside me. She was out of breath. She carried on quieter. "You will never forget but the memory will fade and when it does you will be able to move on and from what I see after the letter there may be a chance of forgiveness."
She sighed. "Anyway, I am fed up with looking after you, let Cheryl do it."
I felt a bit down, then hurt, then angry. "Sorry to bother you then, I'll just fuck off and not bother you in the future." I stood up quickly. "I thought we helped each other, so you can just fuck right off." I went to move away. I would have to walk home. I had not drunk a lot but far too much to drive.
A hand grabbed me and pulled me round Dee threw her arms around my neck. "Stop, no please wait. Sorry, that came out all wrong. Look, I told you before work, gym, sleep and repeat is not good for you. You're my best friend but it is time I became your second best friend and let Cheryl do what she was supposed to do."
She looked me straight in the eyes with her serious look. "Yes, you helped me, helped me a lot. I will admit helping you gave me something to take my mind off what he had done, but really, it was minor compared with what happened to you. Gerald and I were never for the long run, I knew that. But you were married, said vows, planning babies and everything, I lost nothing compared to you."
She kissed me. "Look, in an hour or so's time it will be a new year, and you should use that to start a new life with Cheryl. Or at least talk with her."
It appears I walked into the first trap.
Dee gave me a kiss on the cheek again and walked back inside. Was I really a miserable bastard? One way to find out. I walked back indoors, it was cold outside anyway. I looked around and saw where Phil and Dee were, their arms around each other's waists. I popped into the kitchen and grabbed a drink for all three of us. I walked back into the lounge and across to them. They saw me coming and Dee gave me a nervous smile.
Phil saw me coming and gave me a silly drunken grin. Just what I wanted. Handing them the drinks. Awkward for Dee as her glass was still full. She necked the one she had. As I handed the drink to Phil I said to him. "Hey mate, answer me a question." I didn't give him time to answer. "Am I a miserable bastard?"
"Yup, since you split up with Cheryl you've been like a bear with a sore head that has drunk too much gin. You're okay when your head is buried in work, otherwise you're a right miserable bastard. And when we go out it's not until you have a few pints down you, do you cheer up."
I looked at Dee, she looked at Phil, he just shrugged his shoulders. I did ask and drunks tell the truth.
A clasped him on the shoulder and said to him. "I tell you what mate, thank you for that. I promise you I will try not to be such a miserable bugger in the future." He looked at me all soppy and put his arms around me and gave me a hug and he said. "We know it's been difficult so we put up with you, and you're good at the job." He let me go and stood back next to Dee, sliding his arm around her. They looked good together.
I looked at Dee and gave her a small smile and nodded my head. She knew me by now. That was me saying 'thankyou'. I left the two lovebirds together and went into the kitchen where there was a group of blokes. All the best parties happen in kitchens, or on the staircase.
It was coming up to midnight, and I was dragged into the lounge. The television was on loud with Jools Holland's Annual Hootenanny counting down.
I found myself singing Auld Lang Syne at the top of my voice. I am not sure if it was planned but I had Dee one side and Cheryl the other. After we finished Dee took hold of me and kissed me on the cheek and gave me a hug. She turned back to Phil with her arms wide open. I smiled; he did not get a kiss on the cheek. I turned round and Cheryl was there, I heard her say. "Please just kiss me." I will admit to being a little drunk, but I did, I leaned in, she wrapped her arms around me and all of a sudden my arms were wrapped around her waist. We kissed properly, I felt her tears on my face. She pulled back looking up at me, she said. "It's a New Year, a time for new beginnings. I'm begging you just this once please give me another chance. I will not let you down."
I pulled away. "I'm sorry, I don't know, I'm scared."
I went back to the drunks in the kitchen and started tidying up around them.
It was coming up to one o'clock and things were quietening down. The music had been getting slower.
I was talking to people on the other side of the room away from Cheryl, wary because I knew Dee's plan, but not how she was going to achieve her aim. I saw Dee give Phil a kiss and drag him across to the music player, then she walked towards me holding her arms out. I could hardly refuse. She wrapped her arms around me and that was when I realised there was no music. "This is for you." Dee said. Then I heard the melodious voice of Lucy Thomas. 'When you try your best but don't succeed.' Cold Play's 'I will fix you'.
I said quietly. "You have fixed me, you have done a brilliant job."
"No, I have done my best. But you can be so much better."
They must have practised this, Dee stepped backwards and suddenly Cheryl was there with her arms around me. She sang gently. "I will try to fix you." Right on cue. Then she said quietly. "I broke you, please let me fix you. It's my job, not Dee's. I love you."
"I don't know, I don't want to get hurt like that again."
"I'm not asking you to marry me, I'm asking you to give me a chance. We can work something out. I'm not asking to move in although I would like to, I miss you.
"Please just think about it, I'm going to fetch you a beer. A proper one."
She came back with an Old Crafty Hen, the top was not on. I lifted it up and looked at it. She gave me a funny look; I said to her. "Just checking you haven't spiked it to get me drunk and have you wicked way with me." I don't know where that came from. Maybe I was not as sober as I thought I was.
She smiled "If I thought that would have worked without upsetting you, I would have tried it, but 'no' that would have been a lie."
She slid her arm around my waist the next thing I knew Phil and Dee were standing in front of me and we were chatting. It seems so natural. I can say none of us were particularly sober at that stage of the game, but I was not the fall down drunk like I had been the previous years and certainly last year.
People had drifted away to go home and there were just the four of us left. Dee looked at me and said. "You know where the quilts are, you two sleep down here, Cheryl's got your old bed." That was us told.
Phil slept on the floor although he had plenty of quilts underneath him to make it soft. I did not get bothered by his snoring. I lay there half awake, fully drunk wondering what I was going to do.
It was a couple of hours later when I felt a warm body getting in next to me. I opened my eyes, and it was Cheryl. "Please, I just want to lay next to you, I have missed you, I have missed this." I hadn't got the heart to turn her away, in fact I didn't want to.
She was looking at me. "Go to sleep sweetheart. I will fix you."
I fell asleep. But before I closed my eyes, I noticed the quilt on the floor was empty.
I woke up with a hard on. Cheryl felt it. "You can use that if you wish." She whispered with her hand resting on it. I was tempted, but I shook my head gently. Was her getting on the sofa with me part of the trap? I was expecting something like this. I was not expecting my body to react the way it did.
We were disturbed by Dee coming down the stairs with Phil behind her. They were both smiling.
Then she got to the bottom of the stairs and she said to me. "John get the toast on and show Phil where everything is so he can do it next time. Cheryl, can you put the kettle on for tea? I'll make the coffee, come on you laggards." She had a bounce in her step.
I just stared at her for a few seconds, not moving. "Okay, please." It was a game we played. Everything was normal, I was still waiting for the trap to be sprung.
We settled around the table with tea, coffee, toast, Strawberry, Raspberry jam, marmalade, Marmite and painkillers. Phil must like Marmite, strange man. We laughed about the antics we saw last night, the bad jokes, the good jokes. I was topping up Cheryl's coffee and my tea from the teapot on the counter and I thought to myself. 'Is this part of the trap? Make me comfortable with Cheryl'.
I certainly felt comfortable late last night with our arms around each other, and this morning together on the sofa.
As I walked back I saw Phil was holding Dee's hand under the table. If there was a trap that was not part of it. I looked at Cheryl as I went back to my chair, she smiled at me, the smile reached her eyes, it was warm.
As I put our drinks down, I realised Dee and Phil were comfortable and I was confused.
What the bloody hell did I want?
I sat down and realised I needed time to sort my head out. I drank my tea and said. "That was an absolutely wonderful evening, I thank you so much, I've got to go home.
I have things to think about." I paused. "Phil, see you at work. Dee, give me a shout when you want to go for a drink."
I stood up. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Cheryl look down. I was about to say goodbye to her. Dee stood up. I've never seen such a thunderous look on her face. "No, you're fucking not, sit down" I could see Phil was completely taken aback by that outburst. I was not, I stayed standing.
"Before you leave here you will tell Cheryl you'll never see her again or you take her out for coffee next week or I will never speak to you again, you miserable bastard." She was bloody angry with me.
I turned to her "I love you as a best friend, but do not try to control my life." I could not quite get the anger into my voice that she had. But I meant it.
"Well, let me tell you a few home truths buster."
She went through most of the things we had talked about how I was a miserable bastard and that Phil had confirmed it. The way I looked after Cheryl when she needed it. The way I looked at Cheryl and things I had said over the last couple of weeks since the Christmas party.
Then she cheated.
"When was the last time you went on holiday?"
"September, I think."
"It was June, and I said go on holiday, not spend a week at home doing jobs and getting drunk in the evening. The next time you look in a mirror, look at those big grey bags under your eyes, you're tired, knackered."
I didn't remember the last real sit on a beach and relax style holiday, it was probably when I was with Cheryl.
She was right, I was tired, not just sleepy tired but bone achy tired.
She carried on. "As much as I have tried, I have not broken you of the work, gym, eat, sleep repeat then getting shitfaced at the weekend." She paused. "Yes, I know we got shitfaced together sometimes, but that was only so we could look after each other. But I had a life outside that, you didn't, and still don't. Cheryl broke you. It's her job to fix you. I have done my bit."
Dee sat down and said in her normal voice. "Right you two bugger off, Phil's going to give me a hand to finish tidying up and then we're going out for dinner."
We had been dismissed; I gathered my stuff. Cheryl turned up beside me. "Please can you give me a lift home, I am sure Mum and Dad would like to see you and wish you a happy new year. Anyway, we had better leave the lovebirds alone." I'm certain there was a tear in her eye.
Ah, this was the trap, me and Cheryl alone together in the car.
I was sure most of it had been a setup to get us back together. Honestly enough, I was tempted some of the things they had said rang true. Was I better with her or without her? Was she really sorry for what she did? I would have to think about that.
We got to her parent's house, and I was welcomed in. We had a cup of tea and a chat. Harry wanted to know how I was doing at work and had there been any interesting projects recently? I could see hope on Margret's face. There were no awkward questions.
Cheryl walked with me to my car, as I was getting in she said. "Please just come for a coffee with me sometime? Please, think about it."
"No." Her face dropped.
Dee was correct, so was Phil. I was a miserable bastard of late, lonely and tired too. I had to sort this out, but I needed an answer, the answer first. "I'll try to book a table in the Rose and Crown. We'll have dinner tomorrow evening. I think we need more than time for a cup of coffee for this."
A smile lit up her face.
Cheryl waved me goodbye. Then I got it, it had crossed my mind before, but I discounted it. I had been waiting for individual little traps. It was the whole bloody evening. They wanted to show me it would be so much better with Cheryl than without her, what normal would be like again. Well, they may be right, but I needed an answer to that one question first.
I went home. Shit, I have been confused before, but the 1st of January this year I was more confused than I had ever been in my life.
I did manage to get a table. I picked her up from her parents' house. She looked sexy and smart. I half expected her to go full on sexy glam, but she didn't. The food was good. I drank tonic water without the gin.
We talked about things that had happened to us in the last year since we got divorced. She told me about the people she had been training, I told her about some of the projects I had done and what we had lined up in the future.
The coffee arrived. Now was the time for the question.
I took a sip of my coffee, leaned back in my chair, looked at her and said. "Why?"
"I knew this was coming, I have been waiting eighteen months for it. I have thought of little else. I have no excuse and only very poor reasons. I even went to a psychiatrist for a couple of visits. She only confirmed what I had already thought.
"I felt sorry for him, I liked him, he was a friend, a friend with a problem and I let my emotions get the better of me, and you had warned me about that, you offered to come with me, you wanted to come with me to protect me, and I turned you down. That must have hurt too"
"It did, but not as much as the other stuff."
"I had every intention to convince him that the job in Swansea was the best option for him, and that was it. I was only going to be there for an hour. It never crossed my mind that he would try to seduce me or trick me to have sex with him. He was our friend, your friend. You don't do that to friends.
"When he said he was ill, I did not think for one second he would lie to me, you don't do that to friends either. It turns out he wasn't a friend after all.
"He asked if we could make love just once, just one hour, something to help him through his troubles. Something he could look back on with pleasure. I held my hand up to him to show I was married; he just took hold of my hand and took my rings off and said. 'Look for just one hour you are not married'. He got his phone out and started a one hour timer. So, it seemed sort of logical to me for the next fifty-nine minutes I was not married and I could help him. There was a definite end to it, when the alarm went off I would put my rings back on and return to being married, to being your wife as if nothing happened. I was certain I would be able to bury it deep in my mind with what I did, but I would have the knowledge that I helped a friend at a difficult time.



"My psychologist told me he preyed on my friendship and my emotions. He knew I was vulnerable because I was advising a friend to move a hundred and fifty miles away. Move away from Dee and that would hurt her as well. He played on all that. And worst of all I fell for it."
"Anyway, halfway through, I realised what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn't stop. I looked at him and he was happy, very happy. I had given a friend what he wanted, but I had lost something in myself. I didn't enjoy it, I felt dirty. I was certain I could bury in the back of my mind what I had done."
She looked down, tears were pouring down her cheeks. "It never entered my head that we didn't use protection and I could get pregnant by him. I was just helping a friend. I think in hindsight that if he had stopped to get a condom, that would have broken the spell and I would have realised what I was doing, I think he knew that. When we finished, I needed to get home so I cleaned myself up and went to leave, he followed me. He kissed me just inside the front door, but I pushed him away. He wanted to hold hands as we walked towards my car, but it didn't feel right so I shrugged him off. That was when he started jerking around like somebody was hitting him. Then he was just a person in trouble. I'm sorry, I really am so very sorry."
She looked up at me through the tears. "I am so ashamed that I could be so stupid, so naive and that I betrayed you and your trust in me."
She wiped her face with a handkerchief, she looked a mess. Standing up she said. "I need to go home; I'll get a taxi."
I reached out then took her hand, "No you can't go home looking like that. Look, let's go back to the house, you can get cleaned up before you go home. What would your parents think if I sent you home looking like that?"
She seemed to relax in the car then I asked her. "Who else have you told about what happened?"
"You're the first person I have told the whole story to, well apart from my psychologist, that is."
"This is going to sound strange, but do you feel better for it?"
She answered straight away. "I don't know, part of me yes, and part of me feels like I'm still making excuses, like, I'm making up a story so you forgive me." I saw a shift around in a seat so she was facing me. "I feel like everything I say to you is some sort of shabby excuse. I'm sorry."
We pulled up outside the house and we went inside, I put the coffee on. She went upstairs to our old bathroom and came back a quarter of an hour later looking much better. "You haven't changed anything then?"
"I don't see the need."
We sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee. I had a few more questions but I wasn't sure now was the time, but I needed answers before I made a decision. "I have some more questions, do you mind?"
"You have the right to ask anything you like, and I will never lie to you. Those two lies I told you about not having sex with Gerald haunt me. So, ask away."
"What did you do about Gerald?"
I could see her thinking a bit, what did she need to think about? "There were things I did and things I wanted to do that I have not told anybody about, including my psychiatrist. I went to work the following day and put in a sexual harassment complaint. HR had to wait until he was out of hospital. They expected it to be my word against his. But he did not deny it; he just had no comment. That left HR in a quandary, they had never seen this in a complaint before, most people either deny it, a few admit it. Gerald did neither, he just did not comment. The bank expedited his move to Swansea and issued an informal warning."
"Before Gerald got out of Hospital I went to apologise to Dee. She listened to me until I got to the bit about his illness. Then she told me he bragged about not having a sick day in his life. He never even got Covid during the pandemic. That was when I realised he lied to me. I felt such a fool." She paused. "That was when Dee said to me 'You got suckered by him as well'. I think that was when she started to forgive me."
She took a sip of her coffee and carried on. "I've never told anybody what I wanted to do." Her voice took on a hard edge. "I wanted to get a bat, any sort of bat, bit of wood or a crowbar, anything and beat the living shit out of him. I wanted to keep going until he couldn't walk and he would never have sex again, not even a wank. But I would end up in prison and everybody would know I betrayed my husband and what a stupid cow I had been."
She finished her coffee, it was probably cold by now.
"On his first day back at work Dee and I got him alone. We tackled him with it and asked if he lied. He admitted straight away he did, and he was sorry, had he known what would have happened he would not have done it. That was when Dee slapped him, bloody hell I thought the whole bank heard the noise because it all went silent."
"So, who knows you had sex with Gerald?"
"Well apart from us four, just my Mum and Dad. I think some people in the bank including HR suspect, but nobody is saying anything." Looking at me she said. "That is the way I want it to stay."
"Why?" I was pretty certain I knew why she would not want the knowledge to get out, but I wanted to hear it from her.
"There were lots of things going around in my head, it would show me as a slut who did not respect my husband. People will think he's a cuckold and a wimp. He is neither. I had to protect you and my Mum and Dad. They would be ashamed if it got out what I did." She wiped a tear away. "They were ashamed of me as it was. Protecting me was a second priority, protecting those who loved me, the ones I let down was my first."
Well she was wrong on one part, I was a cuckold according to the Oxford English Dictionary, just only those directly involved and her parents knew about it.
She was in tears again.
I couldn't help it. I stood up and went to her, she stood and I took her in my arms. I took her through into the lounge and sat her down and went for more coffee. I wanted beer, but I would have to drive her home to make sure she got there. A taxi or Uber would seem heartless.
When I got back she was asleep, I dragged the throw from the back of the sofa and laid it across her. I sat in the armchair and looked at her. During her talking I had decided to give her another chance, how far we would go and how it would work I had no idea.
It was about half an hour later when she stirred, she saw me looking at her and she smiled.
"John, sorry for falling asleep, I'm afraid that was a bit traumatic. I had better go home now. I will leave you alone. I'll give my Dad a call to see if he can pick me up. I'm sorry I won't bother you again, I can see how upset you are." Her eyes were shining with tears.
"No, I'll drive you home. It is starting to snow. Your Dad doesn't like driving in snow and they have had enough to put up with." We walked out to the car and drove to her parents. The drive was silent. When we stopped outside her parent's house she went to get out the door. I said to her quite harshly. "Stop, wait there."
She looked stunned at me. I got out of the car and went round to the passenger side and opened the door for her. I helped her out of the car. "I'm not sure how this is going to work. I have a few things to sort out in my head, but can we go out for a drink sometime this week?"
She threw her arms around me. "Absolutely, just say when."
"Look, this is going to be difficult for me."
"Sweetheart, I will do anything, absolutely anything to get you back."
"Well, I hope you don't mean absolutely anything. I think murder is off the cards." I smiled, she smiled back at me
"Well okay, not absolutely everything. I'm sure there are some things I won't do."
There was a bounce to her step as she walked up the path towards her parent's house. She stopped by the door and waved to me. It was starting to snow quite heavily now.
I had been home for ten minutes when my phone notification buzzed. It was Cheryl. 'Thank you, you will not regret giving me a chance.'
I was halfway down a very long G&T when my phone rang. It was Dee. "Right, you old bugger how did it go?"
"I will tell you how it went if you tell me how your day was with Phil."
"No, sod off. I never ask you about your sex life, don't you ask me about mine." She giggled. "Come on, how did it go?"
"We talked a lot and we're going out for dinner sometime during the week."
"Excellent."
I had a question that I did not want to ask over the phone, I wanted to look at her face when I asked the question. "Look, could I wander round for a drink, I could do with one?" I said after sipping my G&T.
"Yes of course you can, Phil is still here."
I couldn't drive after I finished my G&T. I had some difficult questions to ask my best friend. It took me just over twenty minutes to get there through the snow. It was bloody cold, fortunately it wasn't too windy.
When I got there a gin and tonic was waiting for me. A slightly red hue so it was probably rhubarb. I took a long sip, just the right mixture, not too strong. But it was Raspberry. I did not mess around. Sitting opposite them I said. "Okay was that a trap to get me and Cheryl back together?" Phil looked at Dee with a confused look on his face. "I spent all my time waiting for little traps of you getting me and her together. Alright the dance was a crafty one, but that was the only one I saw."
She was still smiling. "So, is there a chance you two could make up?"
Bloody woman did not answer my question. I was used to that.
"I don't know but I'm going to give it a try. So, what was the trap?"
"Well apart from the dance, that was a trap, nothing else was. The whole point was to get you two in the same room and let the alcohol do its work. But you kept running away, she couldn't nail you down, so I helped. She seriously regrets what she's done to you. I have made no secret I want you to move on, and I would like it to be with Cheryl. She wants you back. But there was no real trap. Well, I suppose the whole evening was a trap really." She smiled. "But not for you, I wanted to trap this man beside me." With that she slipped her arm through Phil's. He was still looking a bit confused; he'll get used to it.
I had another Raspberry Gin and tonic and battled my way home.
It was Friday night and after a few messages Cheryl pulled up at my front door, she was going to drive to the restaurant so I could have a few beers. Snow had been forecast early in the morning so we should be okay for the evening.
The restaurant wasn't busy, sensible people were staying indoors. After a nice meal and chatting about nothing in particular we found our way in front of the fire the restaurant had. We did not talk. Cheryl took my hand as we revelled in the warmth of the logs burning. Part of me wanted to take my hand away, part of me did not, I let her hold on.
Bugger, Dee's plan was working. I was feeling the best I had for months, when sober anyway.
It had just started to snow lightly when we got back to my place. I invited Cheryl in for a coffee, or tea. She accepted, saying tea would be nice.
Whilst I was making the tea Cheryl turned up and leaned on the kitchen door frame. "I see you have the fire set ready to light, can I light it please. The one in the restaurant reminded me how nice they are. Mum and Dad don't have one."
"Okay, you know where the matches are."
She smiled at me and held up her hand with a box of matches in. giving them a shake. "I thought you might be okay with it, so I have them ready."
With that she went back into the living room and I heard a match strike, and shortly after the sound of the kindling burning.
I walked back into the living room with a tray of tea, the fire was blazing merrily.
"I see you still use the wax off the cheese as a firelighter."
"Yes, it works well. If something works, why change it?"
We sat and talked about the alterations we had done to the house since we brought it, and the antics we got up to whilst doing the work. I was fully aware of what was happening. And I wasn't sure I wanted to stop it.
We finished the pot of tea, two cups each. Cheryl said to me. "It's getting late, I'd better go home before the snow gets here." She paused, I think she was hoping I was going to ask her to stay the night. Trust me, I was very tempted. I need a little bit longer. Cheryl gave a nervous little giggle and said she needs to go to the little girl's room before she goes home, she didn't want to have to stop on the way home or get distracted by needing to pee.
Knowing it was cold outside we said our goodbyes indoors before I opened the front door. I wrapped my arms around her and told her I would see her sometime next week. She smiled at that. Then I open the front door. The snow had arrived early. There was at least 6 inches on the roads, and it was still coming down, you could barely see a hand in front of your face. If you're not used to driving in snow that could be a challenge and I'm sure it was freezing underneath.
"It looks like you better stay the night."
Looking up at me she said." As much as I would like to, I really would, I think you feel it's a bit early, so no I'll go home, I will be careful. I won't do anything stupid."
"No, it's not worth taking the risk that if you get stuck you will block the snow ploughs. Anyway, you've just got the fire going nicely."
"Is that you with your risk assessment head on?" Cheryl asked giggling.
"Yes, a dynamic risk assessment has been carried out. And the only way to make the risk as low as reasonably practicable is for you to stay here for the night. Now let's put some more logs on that fire and sit in front of it."
She smiled at me and said. "Okay, can I have a proper drink now please. Oh, not a gin and tonic. I've heard the stories about you and Gin from Dee."
"I've got a couple of cheap supermarket bottles of red, will that do?"
"Sharing a bottle of wine with you, no matter how bad it is, it will always taste like ambrosia."
I helped her off with the coat and went to fetch the wine. I heard her talking on the phone. She was talking to her mother telling her the snow was so bad she was staying over. I noticed she didn't mention where she was staying.
We settled in front of the fire and carried on talking about the house, about Phil and Dee and how they seemed to hit it off. Cheryl told me she had not seen Dee so wrapped up in a man since Gerald left. She looked down like that. I'm guessing she was ashamed of her part in that event. Any mention of what happened then was always going to let the black dog free, as it had done for me for the last eighteen months.
Cheryl quickly moved on and asked me if I thought Phil and Dee would get married? I told her from what I had seen I would be surprised if they were not married by next Christmas.
She slipped an arm through mine, I let her. "I'm glad you kept the fire. I see you've been using it."
Staring at the flames I said a bit sheepishly. "Sometimes I felt it was the only sense of warmth and comfort I had. I would just sit here drinking and look at the flames."
Cheryl put her hand on my face and pulled it round to look at her. There were tears in her eyes. "I'm trying not to keep on saying I'm sorry, but sometimes I have to. I love you, I'm sorry I hurt you, I'm sorry I've caused you so much pain you did not deserve. Please you're broken, let me fix you, because I am not whole without you. By fixing you, you can fix me, because I need you. Like you and Dee helped each other."
With that she slid round on the sofa and straddled me and took my face in her hands and kissed me warmly and deeply. "Please, let me start fixing you here and now in front of this fire."
She slipped back off of me, stood up, undid her blouse and dropped it on the floor, she quickly unzipped her skirt and that joined the blouse. She was wearing pretty but not sexy underwear and stockings. She reached behind her back and released her bra, her breasts were still as fantastic as they'd ever been. She slid her knickers down her legs and onto the floor.
Her hands came to the belt of my trousers and soon my flies were undone, she tugged my trousers.
Apart from the raging hard on I gave my next indication I was happy with what was happening I raised my backside so she could pull my trousers down. She took me in her mouth. It was wonderful. It was just like old times.
And that was the trap, make it like the good old times. She did my favourite of nibbling gently up the side before taking me in her mouth and then repeating it. I had to pull her off me. It had been many months since I've been intimate with a woman. I was not going to last long. She took hold of my hands and laid back onto the carpet in front of the fire pulling me with her.
As she lay down on her back she opened her legs with one hand and she guided me straight into her. She immediately clamped her legs around my back, and arms around my neck.
"Oh my God that is so good, please just keep on going, please, harder." She whispered to me. I did, there was no finesse, this was raw pent-up passion. I hammered away at her with all that I had. All of a sudden her pussy got tighter and she pulled herself up into me. Her arms crushed me and her head went back and her body shuddered, her pussy clamped. I shot my load deep into her.
I tried to pull off so that I didn't squash her, but she hung on to me. "No, please stay there as long as you can, please."
She kissed me, stroked my face and said. "Thank you so much. I needed you in me." This couldn't continue, we were laying in front of the fire on the carpet. I was nearly fully dressed with just my trousers undone and Cheryl was laying there in stockings and shoes. I eased myself off of her and dragged the throw off the back of the sofa and wrapped it around her. I poured her another glass of wine then threw some logs on the fire.
I decided in front of the fire was the best place to be. I went upstairs and grabbed a quilt from the airing cupboard and took it downstairs. We wrapped ourselves in the quilt after I had undressed. We were both naked, well she was nearly naked. Her hand was resting on my chest and her head on my shoulder. It was so familiar, so comfortable. The trap had been sprung, and I was thinking about it. I didn't mind.
"What's that smile for?" she said
I didn't realise, I was smiling but I was. "The trap worked."
Cheryl pulled back and looked at me. "What trap?"
"Dee wanted to get us together in the same room so I would realise I was better with you than without. I'd be a more comfortable, happy, cheerful person and not the miserable bastard I'd become. She told me she has done all she could do to fix me. But now she has a new love in her life, and she needs all of her attention on him. I completely understand. So yes, there was a trap, despite my being careful I still fell into it and do you know what, I don't mind"
Cheryl looked up at me and said. "I get it, I think she used me. I've made no secret that I want you back and I will do anything, absolutely anything to get you back." She gave a little giggle. "Okay as you pointed out murder and some things like that are off the cards but pretty much anything. And I think she used that, and I don't mind either."
By now her hand had slid down and was cupping my balls and stroking my cock, it was getting hard. We made love gently this time.
I woke up a couple of times throughout the night and put some more logs on the fire to keep it going and to keep the place warm. The central heating had turned off. I woke up in the morning with Cheryl in my arms. As I laid there pondering what was going to happen next, I realised Cheryl was awake and looking at me. "I've known you long enough, I can read that furrow in your brow. No, I don't know how this is going to play out either. I can't just move back in here because we've made love a couple of times, but please let's keep exploring this relationship."



She slid herself away from me, sat up and said. "I think it's time for breakfast." She got out of the quilt and I watched her cute backside framed by the suspenders walk away. She knows I love that look.
I went to collect a couple of bathrobes. We sat eating toast and drinking tea and I had to ask her a question. "I'm sorry to spoil the mood but do we need to do anything we didn't use any protection last night?"
"I was hoping my plan from the Christmas party was going to work so I've been back on the pill to be ready just in case it did. It would not be fair for me to trap you by getting pregnant. I would never do that to you. If and when we have children, it will be a joint decision between the two of us and nature of course." She carried on quietly. "I do realise after my last performance you may not want to risk having children with me. You may not even wish to have a full relationship, but I tell you, I will take anything I can get. I love you. I will not hurt you again."
It started slowly, first a wash kit and some makeup. Then some underwear, then proper clothes and soon she was spending more time in my house than she was with her parents. We fell back into that routine, but she never asked if she could move in.
After about five months I asked her. We spent the next day moving the last of her stuff from her parent's house. Then she surprised me. The first day she got home from work she gave me a piece of paper.
"John, prenuptial agreements are not legally binding in the UK. So this is a business contract I've got our lawyers to come up with. Again, probably not legally binding, but if I knowingly signed this our lawyers say no judge would go against it. At no time will I ever have a claim to this house or any of your property no matter what I put into it. Also if I step out on you, I leave with what I bought into this place yesterday."
Well, blow me down. Seemed a serious commitment to me beyond anything a marriage licence would invoke.
We settled down into a comfortable lifestyle possibly better than we had before. It appears absolutely anything to get me back was not quite true alongside murder and things of that nature illegal. Sharing either one of us was a no go. I didn't mind, it wasn't in my plans anyway.
Then the expected happened, we just did not know when. We were out with Dee and Phil in the Red Lion celebrating Dee's birthday. After we finished eating Phil stood up and offered his hand to Dee and asked if she could give him a couple of minutes outside. I thought nothing of it till I heard the squeal. They came back. Dee was crying, her makeup was running down her face, they were obviously tears of joy. She held her left hand out and there was the ring that Phil gave her. That was a good night.
I was best man; Cheryl was chief bridesmaid, and the wedding ceremony went off without a hitch.
Until Dee threw the bouquet. I think she knew where to aim for. It went straight towards Cheryl, but she made no attempt to catch it. It bounced off her and landed on the floor in front of her. She ignored it.
"Are you going to pick that up?" I asked Cheryl.
She shook her head.
"Traditionally the girl that catches the bouquet is the one that is due to get married next. But if you're not going to pick it up, I would love to give you a hand."
I bent down, picked the bouquet up and offered it to her, saying. "Please accept this." I smiled.
She whispered to me. "Does this mean what I think it means? Or am I hoping for too much?"
"It does."
She took the flowers from me and threw her arms around my neck and kissed me. What happened was not missed by a lot of people. I whispered to her. "This is Dee and Phil's day, we will have ours later."
The wedding breakfast went well. Back in the good old days just the best man would make the speech. But these days every man and his bloody dog had a say. So I did my bit, I told embarrassing stories about Phil and mildly humorous ones about Dee, her father told childhood tales about her. Dee, of course did not hold back taking the mickey out of me, she was gentle with her father but positively glowed when she talked about Phil. Phil stood up and said. "Enough talking, more celebrating." and sat down, good man.
After Dee danced the first dance with Phil, the second with her Dad she came and dragged me away from my smiling Cheryl. "I saw you pass the bouquet across to Cheryl, and she threw her arms around your neck, does that mean what I think it means?"
"Yes, it does but now is not the time and place. This is your wedding, this is your and Phil's day. Nothing should take the shine off of that.
"Have you got the ring?"
"Yes, she can't wear those old ones, they're tainted."
"She only wears them because in her mind she is still married to you she knows they're tainted. Where is the ring?"
"It's at home, where else would it be?"
"Then I would like you to fetch it and propose to her here."
"No, this is your wedding nothing is going to take the shine off that and what would people think? They will think I am trying to steal the show."
"Please John, it would make my day to see my two best friends reunited. That would be the crowning glory. Please as a wedding gift to me."
"What about Phil?"
"Look, I might seem like the bossy sort, but I will tell you that Phil and I share stuff but this time he will do as he's told, actually I don't think he will mind, in fact let's go and ask him."
We went and found Phil and had a quick word with him. He was pleased because he had also noticed me passing the bouquet off over to Cheryl, in fact so had almost everybody else there and they came up with the same conclusion. I shot home, fortunately I'd only had a glass of wine with dinner to toast the happy couple. As I was leaving I saw Dee was on a phone. Where did she get that phone from in her wedding dress? Who was she phoning on her wedding day? Never mind, I rushed home.
When I got back the car parking slot I vacated was taken up. I recognised the car. It was Harry and Margaret's. Her parents were here, I'm guessing that is who Dee was phoning. That was good.
As I walked into the reception, I could not see Harry and Margaret around anywhere. Cheryl came rushing up to me. "Where have you been? Phil told me you had a job to do, what was that? It's time to kick back and enjoy ourselves now?"
The music stopped. Dee and Phil walked up in front of the DJ, he passed the microphone over to Dee. Phil reached out and took it from her and gave her a peck on the cheek and whispered something to her, she just nodded. He faced the crowd "Dear friends and family, you are about to witness something my wife has been wanting to see happen for a long time." He slipped his arm around her waist. "In fact she asked that it happens here and now. This is not to detract from our wedding, this is a bonus to it and my darling wife is about to burst into tears." He looked at me and said. "Over to you mate."
The crowd turned and looked at us. Cheryl just had her mouth open, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the box and opened it up. I was going to get down on one knee, I didn't get the chance, she threw herself at me. There was lots of applause and whistles, then next to us was Harry and Margaret, hugging us, Margret was crying. Harry was still wearing his tatty old green gardening jumper, he had not changed from coming out of the garden. Dee joined the group hug, tears pouring down her face. Phil had been correct.
We all separated and I took Cheryl's left hand, removed the tainted rings and slipped them into my pocket. I replaced them with the engagement ring.
Harry and Margaret went home, got changed and returned to the reception. We partied long into the night.
Six months later we were married. It was not a big ceremony. Dee and Phil returned the favour as best man and Chief Bridesmaid; she was the only bridesmaid. Dee was especially glowing as her bump was just starting to show.
Life settled down, it was good. Possibly because of all the trauma we had both been through it was probably better. I would not recommend going through what we went through.
It was a year later when we shared the news that Cheryl was with child. Little Dee turned up two weeks late, late just like her namesake.
Did I visit Swansea with a baseball kit? It crossed my mind for a while to take the Terminator on a Welsh holiday, but I couldn't be bothered.
I sold the rings and gave the proceeds to an Armed Forces Charity.
You can feel affection for more than one person but along the way there are a lot of decisions to be made and not always the right one are.
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After 'Intervention' I wondered how I could follow that, so I decided not to. I had a couple of silly stories floating round, here is the first. I was not planning on publishing these but, as you writers out there probably know, once you have a story in your head the only way to get rid of it is to write it down, then it needs just a tweak. Once you have spent all that effort, you might as well let others enjoy your work. This is just a silly little story.
I know it goes against the grain of LW fans, but for this occasion, I am going to take Loving Wives literally because she is a loving wife who made a mistake.
So, none of my usual warnings, this is a slice of fantasy and fiction.
Marriage is a partnership, but sometimes things go slightly awry.
We got married when we were both twenty-four, we had both been around a bit and had previous relationships, but when we got together that was it, there was nobody else for me and I thought she felt the same about me, still do to some extent, however that feeling has been dented. She was stunning, five foot eight, a classic 34, 26, 34 and the cutest nose I have ever seen, with a smile that lights up my day when she smiles at me, and sixteen years later it still does. We both put on a few more pounds, I had filled out a little bit, that was okay, because I was a skinny runt, and she had more curves now. They sat well on her. I thought they made her look even better. She made a great deal of effort to make sure she didn't put on too much weight.
The big four zero was approaching for both of us, and I could tell she was starting to feel a little down. I tried to cheer her up, make her happy, I tried to get her to laugh, and I listened to her worries. I did not think she was past it like she told me, and I told her so. The worries were real to her, that was important.
Tuesday
Then a Tuesday evening about a month before her birthday when she hit me with it.
We just finished eating dinner. She had been a little nervous since she got in from work. I waited, being patient. Smiling at her and stroking her as I walked past, just to let her know I was there. "Darling, I'm going out on Saturday with somebody from work. Don't be upset, it's just dinner, it's not a date."
She was missing something out here. "What do you mean it's not a date; you normally go out with Mary or Jane. So, who are you going out with?"
"It's Jason from work. Trust me it's just dinner, it's not a date, nothing else is going to happen.
"He wants to buy me dinner for some help I gave him on a project last month. He was stuck, and I helped out, a new set of eyes, I saw something he missed. He said he appreciated what I had done for him. He wanted to pay me back. It's nice to feel appreciated."
I managed to keep my calm. I would need the complete story before I decided what to do.
I tried not to shout. "I am somewhat confused, why are you telling me it's not a date so much? If I'm right, Jason is the one who has slept with most of the women in your office?"
"Only the single ones."
"Yeah right!"
"I know the way your mind works; you think this is about sex. It's not a date. I just want something different, to be appreciated."
Appreciated! I was boiling inside, but I managed to keep my temper. I carried on.
"If I remember the Christmas party and your stories correctly, this Jason's about thirty-one or two-ish? Been with the company a few years, blonde, about six foot, fit, been married before, nasty scar over his right eyebrow? Good looking bloke? Walks with a slight limp?"
"Yes, that's him. He fell over a few years ago, smashed his face on a table and broke his leg."
Several questions were running around in my head. I would need to get answers to all of these questions. I would have to ask Sally one at a time. I was not going to do this easily. "When was this decided?"
"He thought I was a bit down yesterday, the weekend was a bit rubbish, wasn't it?"
She was correct. One annoying thing happened then, it went from bad to worse. They say bad things happen in threes, well not in our household on Saturday.
The electric kept on tripping off, it took us ages to find the problem. It was the kettle base plate, it had shorted inside, we discounted it initially because the kettle was not on it and not switched 'on'. We found it by resetting the circuit breakers one at a time. That delayed Sally starting her washing and the housework. I went out to buy a new kettle. That was when I discovered the car had a flat tyre; I had to drive to the garage slowly on the flat run flat. It couldn't be repaired so I had to buy a new one before carrying on into town to buy a new kettle.
All sorted, so after a decent cup of tea with the courtesy of our new kettle, I started to mow the lawn. Then the belt on the grass collector broke and it spread grass all over the ground. I was thinking to myself that there were three bad things to happen to us today. We would not get any more, that was when a gust of wind caught the washing and broke the line, and all the clean washing Sally had spent the morning doing fell on the grass that was all over the ground. I remember singing a string of expletives. All the washing would have to be done again. I helped her.
I took the collector box off and finished cutting the grass and then started raking it up by hand. I was nearly finished when Sally told me the kitchen sink was leaking and there was water in the cupboard under the sink and on the kitchen floor. She has stopped using the sink. I stopped raking the grass and looked at the leak.
I could see the U bend was out of shape. Sally admitted she caught the U bend quite hard when she put her cleaning tool tray away in a hurry.
Never mind, these things happen. I remember thinking to myself. Sally cleared out the cupboard and dried the kitchen floor. I took the U bend apart and found a damaged seal. By now all the plumbing shops in town were closed. So that was the sink out of action for that night. No big deal, we could work around it, just bloody annoying. I would have to go to the local plumbers and replace the seals in the morning. I went back to raking up the grass, which the wind that had snapped the washing line spread around.
We had planned a Saturday date night, starting with both of us in the shower together cleaning each other off the day's detritus. But with everything going wrong, we called it off, we were knackered. It was Sally's turn to cook but she suggested a take-out instead. I agreed, we worked out pizza or fish and chips was probably the safest option after the days' events. But in the end, we decided that just a can of soup and a chunk of bread would do plus the odd glass of wine for her and a beer or two for me. We went to bed early and just cuddled.
It had been a crappy weekend up to that point, so on the way back from the plumbers I decided to do something special for Sally. Her favourite is lamb and, as it was my turn to cook Sunday dinner I called in the supermarket and got a leg of lamb and a bottle of a wine I knew she liked. I pulled out all the stops. I investigated the breaking drive belt and found the collector box rotating brush was jammed and that was why the belt snapped, more work, but during the week after the spares arrived. I concentrated all my efforts in the afternoon on making dinner special. Sally did the ironing all morning. In the afternoon whilst the house was full of the smell of roasting lamb and after she had finished the ironing, I rubbed Sally's feet and calves because they were aching after standing up most of the morning. Sally had worked hard, the washing all done, the house looked like a new pin ready for next week.
Dinner was good, I let Sally have most of the wine. I switched to beer. We sat in front of the telly and I think we dozed off. Another early night but we promised ourselves we would make up for it next weekend.
She was correct, it had been a crap weekend, but that was no reason to go out with another man, even if they were not going to have sex, and what about our replanned date night.
I was surprised I kept my anger under control. I still needed the whole story before I did anything.
She carried on. "He noticed I was a little down last week and when he saw how sad I was yesterday. I told him what happened to us, and he offered to take me out on Saturday to cheer me up and to thank me for the help I gave him. I said 'no', but he asked me again today. He said it was just what I needed, it would just be dinner."
"So where are you going?" It was getting a tad easier to control my temper.
"He says he's going to try and get a table at the Red Lion hotel; they have a bit of a dance floor there as well and he likes to dance."
I'm not sure I kept the calm exterior I was aiming for because inside I was seething. One of the best hotels in town and a dance floor. Going out with the office Lothario, sounds like a night of seduction even if she is not planning to have sex.
"So, what's the plan then, dinner, a little dancing, then up into his room for a few hours of passion and then home to your husband late evening as if nothing has happened?"
"See, I knew you would take that approach. There will be no sex." She said angrily.
"What did you expect me to think, you're going dancing with a man that's not your husband in the best hotels in town, what am I supposed to think? Straight out of the seducer's handbook."
"Trust me David. It's not like that. I'm not going to sleep with him; he doesn't play with married women. He said it's too risky."
"So then why are you going out with a man not your husband even if you're not planning to have sex, and notice I used the word planning?
"Why didn't you tell me you want to go out for dinner and dancing? I would love to have done that with you.
"Do you know I was here for that crappy weekend as well? Who's taking me out so I feel appreciated?"
She looked down at that, guiltily.
She said quietly. "I just want to be appreciated, I'm getting over the hill, I'm forty next month, but he shows me attention. Please, nothing is going to happen."
I stood up. I would not control my anger this time. Looking down at her I said loudly. "Don't pay you attention, don't appreciate you. Are the flowers I bring you a waste of my time and money? I cook you special meals, was the lamb on Sunday shit? You ate it all. I rub your feet, I tell you I love you because I do, I hold you when you cry. Do those things not show the appreciation I have for you? For what you brought to this marriage."
I paused. "Notice I said 'brought' past tense."
"But you're my husband, that's your job, this is somebody different, something new."
"Nope, it's not my fucking job." I growled at her. "I do it because I love you, because I want to make you happy, and you deserve it." I leaned over the table, lowered my voice. "You don't feel appreciated sometimes, well nor do I. When was the last time you initiated making love, when was the last time you told me you loved me?
When was the last time you rubbed my feet? You don't think you're appreciated, well I'll show you bloody appreciation. I'm going to the pub."
I stood up and headed towards the front door.
"Can I come with you?"
"Please yourself."
"Wait for me, I'll put some makeup on and be with you."
I did not wait. I got to the pub; it was going to be quiet. Tuesday nights are normally very quiet. My mates would not be there. That was good. I didn't feel like talking to anybody. Even Jack the landlord just poured my beer without a comment. Five minutes after I sat down Sally came bursting in through the door. She sat down opposite me.
I had nearly finished my pint, most of it went down in one go.
"I asked you to wait."
"No, you told me to wait. There was no 'please' and I know your parents taught you how to say please and thank you."
Then she realised there was no drink for her.
"Where's my drink?"
"Probably still behind the bar. You want one, you fetch it."
She stood up. "So, this is how it's going to be is it?" She stomped off towards the bar and came back with a very large gin and tonic.
"So, I get told off for not getting you a drink, but when you go to the bar you don't get me one and you can see I have nearly finished this." I say holding up my nearly empty beer glass. "See, now I don't feel appreciated." I finished my beer and went to the bar and got myself another pint.
I sat down. "Yes, this is the way it's going to be if you're going out having dinner with other men apart from your husband. So crack on and we will see where we end up in a months' time."
"What do you mean by that?"
"I mean if you have to go looking for appreciation from another man, then you won't need it from me will you?"
"Don't be silly, you're getting this all out of proportion. It's just dinner, there's not going to be any sex." She said quietly, trying not to draw additional attention to us. I did not care.
"It's just dinner now is it, it was dinner and dancing earlier."
"Well, okay there might be a little dancing. I can't see what you're getting so upset about?"
"Then you could look in the mirror and ask the person looking back at you if you would be comfortable with your husband looking for appreciation or whatever you want to call it outside of our marriage, and then ask yourself why am I going outside my marriage to get appreciation. I've had enough of this, I'm going home."
I finished my beer and stood up. She held my arm, I looked at her, she said. "There is not going to be any 'whatever', it's just dinner, I keep telling you that."
I leaned down and growled. "Don't forget the dancing."
I left; Sally followed me. She tried to slip her arm in mine like we normally do. I shrugged her off and then I walked on the inside of the pavement. I always thought that the gentleman walked on the outside, she tried to take her usual place on the inside. She didn't deserve that protection anymore.
We got home. The dinner plates were still on the table dirty. Usually, we would tidy them away together, it was a shared task. I didn't, I fetched myself another drink, turned the television on and plopped down in front of it. I did not get her a drink or ask what she wanted to watch. She got her own drink after she cleared the plates away. She didn't say anything. I would probably have ignored her if she had.
It was icy in the bedroom.
Wednesday
The following morning I got up early. I normally make the sandwiches for both of us to take to work in the morning and put a fresh pot of coffee on for her and make my tea. Not today I made my tea and left for work.
I was a grumpy bastard at work. I had a chat with some of my workmates during tea break. Some of them told me a similar story that when their wives got to a certain age that they felt their wives went through a transformation. Some it happened at forty-five some at fifty. They told me it was as if all of a sudden the women wake up one morning and realise things will never be the same and that transforms them. whereas it just grows on men.
Talking with them it appears some wives just get on with it, some do strange things like trying to turn things back, going to the gym and girls' nights out. Some try for one last blast and realise that things would not be the same. The consensus of these amateur psychologists and marriage guidance counsellors, but professional husbands was that once they had got used to it things settled down. A few suggested I keep an eye on her and help her through it.
The implication I thought was not to give her the chance to stray.
One chap came and found me later and let me know, quietly, that his wife went looking for something else, she found it and they ended up getting divorced. I didn't even know he had been married let alone divorced. I was aware of another divorce of a couple about our age, but it was never let on why. Now I was guessing it was a similar situation.
I got a message from Sally just after lunch, they had a water leak at her work, it had trashed a printer and she was rushing around trying to get a plumber urgently as they had to shut off the water and the toilets were starting to stink. Was I available she asked? I had done some small maintenance work for her boss in the past. I told her I could not get away, I could have done. She also had problems trying to get a printer as they had an urgent project management plan to get out and in the post to back up the soft copy. She warned me she might be a bit late.
I got a message she was on her way home, she was only just over half an hour later than usual.
I replied. "It's your turn to cook." That was all.
When she got in she had obviously had a bad day, normally I would take over, have some sort of dinner ready and probably a glass of wine and she would be met with a big hug and sympathy.
There was none of that.
I was sitting at the kitchen table with the place settings out. That was my job today.
I had a bottle of beer on the table, no wine.
She looked at me in disgust, turned round and went and got fish and chips.
Over dinner she looked at me and said, "You could have picked something up or at least got something ready."
"Why? It's your turn." I left it at that.
We were sitting on the settee, and she said to me the words every husband dreads. "Sweetheart, we need to talk."
I was hoping it was going to be an apology, an acceptance of what she had done was wrong and she was not going out Saturday, but I wasn't holding my breath.
It appears Sally had a similar chat at work to what I had, with a completely different outcome.
"You talk, I'm listening, but if I don't like what I'm hearing, I have an alternate plan." That did not dissuade her, she carried on
"I talked to the girls at work, they can't see your problem. I know you think there's going to be sex, but there isn't. That would be cheating even if I told you about it."
"Anyway, it's my life, it's my body. I have a choice of doing things I want, if you don't like them, I'm sorry about that. I will tell you now I do not want to have sex with him. Please trust me I will not have sex with him."
She sat there calmly as if that all made sense to her. What she didn't realise was that it wasn't about the sex. Oh yes, I would divorce her if they had sex that goes without saying, although I just said it. She knew that.
I lowered my voice to a low growl. "And how are you going to prove to me you've not had sex with him. Because trust me, I will not believe you if you tell me. And if you do have sex with him, I will divorce you, no ifs, no ands and no buts. So, unless you prove to me one hundred percent you have not had sex with him, I will consider that you have, and I will divorce you and I will see a solicitor on Monday. Do not think of getting him to tell me you haven't had sex because I will never trust a man who invites married women to dinner and dancing."
I paused, leaned forward and looked her in the eyes. "But you obviously don't get it. Yes, I am pissed off with you going out with another man. But what really pisses me off is you are going out with this man because you think I don't appreciate you. Because trust me this last couple of months I haven't felt appreciated at all. You have been ignoring me because you don't feel appreciated, so are you getting that appreciation from another man?"
"You have to trust me, that is what marriages are built on."
"No I don't if you are going out with other men."
As far as I was concerned that was the end of the discussion. I got up and walked into the corner of the lounge where the PC was set up. I just started doing Google searches. Every time she walked past. I changed the screen and when I finished, I cleared my browsing history and the bin.



Thursday
Thursday morning was the same as Wednesday but this time she got up and made her own sandwiches and coffee. She came to give me a kiss as I was leaving, I did not let her. I was home early and started cooking dinner at the usual time, one of my favourites. That was when I got the message from Sally saying she was going to be a bit late. No reason why or when she would be home.
As I had started cooking, I finished and had my dinner at the usual time and left hers on the table. But no cutlery, that was her job today.
She got in just after seven thirty. "I'm sorry, we went for a drink and a chat."
I was tempted to ask what the chat was about and who with but decided not to.
I was sitting in front of the computer looking up YouTube on how to take the collector box apart on the lawn mower. The spares had turned up today in the post, it is surprising what you can find on the internet.
Without looking at her I said. "Don't care. You told me you can do what you like. I had started cooking when I got your message. You didn't tell me when you would be home. So, when it was cooked, I left it for you." Pigs Liver, mash and peas with gravy is not nice cold. She is not a fan of liver, I love it, so we do not have it often.
"Sorry, I shouldn't have done that. I didn't know how long we were going to be."
I stood up leaving the computer on. The web page open was the Gov.UK 'How to apply for a divorce'.
As I headed to the garage I said. "As I said, I don't care, now if you don't mind?" I paused. "And in fact, even if you do, I've got work to do in the garage. I've got to try and fix the lawn mower."
I saw her pick up her dinner and head towards the microwave oven, the kitchen bin was close by. I was interested in what she would do. Fortunately, she put it in the microwave. Putting it in the bin would have given me more ammunition for the next conversation about appreciation. I was sure there was going to be more.
Before I got to the back door she said. "Erm, can you take my car tomorrow, I'm nearly out of petrol?" She asked quietly.
She really did not get it. I looked at her and said, "Then you had better get up early tomorrow, otherwise you'll be late for work." I carried on towards the back door.
Normally when she's running low on fuel, I take her car because I passed the cheapest petrol station in the town. She doesn't pass one at all. She just stood there with her mouth hanging open as I walked away. I so wanted to slam the door into the garage, but I didn't.
I could not be bothered with any more hassle in the bedroom, so I went in a good hour after she had gone to bed. Hopefully she will be asleep.
She did try the cuddle as soon as I got in bed, I shrugged her off. She tried to touch me when I got back from an early morning wee. I moved to the far side of the bed.
Hopefully she is getting the message.
Friday
Sally was up early on Friday, when I got downstairs my sandwiches had been made and there was tea in the pot. If this was her trying to butter me up for her Saturday night out with her friend so he could show her his appreciation. It will take more than a couple of ham sandwiches and a pot of tea to sort that out.
I got a phone call halfway through the afternoon. Sally told me she will be late again, but she will be in by six o'clock. She had some shopping to do, and she was having a drink with friends. I didn't ask who.
Sally finishes work at three on Fridays. I tracked her phone from just after three she was at the local Wetherspoons and then from 5:00 she was wandering around the local shops. I got a message just before six, 'running slightly late in Chinese picking up dinner, wine please'. She got in at ten past six. She dropped the dinner on the kitchen table and rushed upstairs with a plastic bag. That did not look good.
We ate dinner in silence, as we finished, I said to her. "Are you still going out tomorrow night?"
"Yes, God, please don't worry, I won't have sex with anybody else but you. I know that's not all of what it's about. Tomorrow is something I have to do."
After dinner I decided to wander down to the pub. I had a couple of pints and chatted with my mates, but my heart wasn't in it. I did not tell them why I was not laughing at their crappy jokes. If she went out to dinner with another man tomorrow the document I had downloaded yesterday would get printed and signed.
I wasn't home late, but Sally was already in bed.
It wasn't quite so cold in the bedroom that evening when she reached across to me, I did not shrug her off.
Saturday
I got up at my usual time and made tea and a bacon sandwich for breakfast. I did the garden jobs I did not get done last week. The front lawn needs mowing, but it was too early to start the mower. Sally found me and asked if I was okay? I looked at her and said. "What do you think?"
Strangely enough she gave me a small smile. That fucking annoyed me, but I said nothing.
Around midday she said quietly. "I've got to pop out for a few hours."
"What time can I expect you back and have I got to cook dinner for you?"
"I will be back before five, the table is booked for seven, I don't want to be late."
That did not directly answer my question, would she be eating with me? It did not sound like it.
I loved her so I would give her one last chance to see how wrong she had got it and change her mind. Then we could work on getting our marriage back together.
I planned to eat in the pub, it is a pain cooking for one. I might get pissed too.
But whilst she was out, I printed the divorce application and put it in my pocket with a pen.
I heard her come in just after four o'clock, she rushed straight upstairs. I also heard the rustle of more plastic carrier bags. I heard her in the shower. She came to the kitchen in just a towel to get a cup of tea, at least she made a pot so I could have one. That was when I saw her hair, it was fantastic, now I was really annoyed. She hasn't done that for me for ages.
It was just gone a quarter to six o'clock when I heard her call from the house. "Hey, can I have your opinion?"
What, so now she wants me to give my approval for what she's wearing for her night out. I gave her a stiff ignoring.
I carried on oiling the garden tools when I heard a harrumph behind me. I chose to ignore that as well. "Sweetheart, please look at me."
Reluctantly I turned around. She was a vision. Her hair swept half across her face, she was peeking out from behind it. It was just exactly how I liked it. The smokey eye makeup was perfect. She had a dress on that I had never seen before. It was red and had a scalloped neck, and I could see she was not wearing a bra. It was cut just above the knee and I was certain that she was wearing stockings the way she was standing on her four-inch CFM heels.
"So much for not going out for sex." I said angrily. It was hard to keep calm. Sod giving her a chance, I will just sign the papers now. I was reaching for the printed piece of paper in my pocket.
"Oh, I'm having sex alright, and I hope a lot of it. But as I said, I'm not having sex with anybody but you, tonight or forever." Then she lifted up a small suit bag. "I've had your suit cleaned. Your best shirt and the Burgundy tie I like so much is on the bed waiting for you. Underwear is optional, but it might be a good idea. The table is booked for seven. You have about forty minutes to have a shower and get dressed. Please shave, you know I am not keen on your bristles on the inside of my thighs."
My mouth hung open, my hand stationary.
She carried on. "There is a small glass of beer on your bedside table to wash the taste of the gardening grit out of your mouth, now hurry up."
I reached my hand out for the suit bag, as she gave it to me she said. "I have some apologies to make to you. But that can wait, you need to wash the smell of oil off you. The taxi will be here in just over half an hour and you know I hate being late."
I opened my mouth to say something; she stepped up to me, grabbed my face and kissed me. "There's no time for that; I will explain over dinner."
Her hair fell over one eye and she smiled her cheeky smile at me. I rushed off.
I made it in time. When I got downstairs there was another small glass of beer waiting for me. I started to talk, she put her finger on my lips and said. "No, please drink your beer, the taxi will be here in a couple of minutes."
She disappeared upstairs and came back with a very large handbag. I am no fashion expert, but It didn't fit the outfit she was wearing. I had just finished my beer when the taxi pulled up outside and sounded its horn. As we walked out to the taxi, she slipped her arm into mine. We set off, part of me worried that when we got to the restaurant, we would find her boyfriend there. Somehow, I didn't think so by the way she was hanging on to me, but it was a nagging doubt. When we arrived, we were escorted to a table in a quiet booth there with only two place settings.
Dinner was good, very good, we talked gently. When the main course was done Sally slid around next to me. She ordered one bowl of strawberries and cream for us to share as dessert. As soon as the waiter had left, she picked up a strawberry that was covered in cream. Glancing around she wiped the cream on her breast in the scalloped neck of her dress and then with a gentle finger opened my mouth and popped the strawberry in. Again, glancing around again she said very quietly. "If you're very quick you could lick that off." I leaned forward and ran my tongue over the cream.
I thought it only polite to return the favour. I did not wipe cream down her breasts; it would be too risky to do it twice. She willingly opened her mouth to take the strawberry I offered. After she finished eating it, she leaned in and kissed me. I could taste the strawberries on her lips. She picked up her next strawberry, it was covered in cream, she popped into her mouth and sucked all the cream off. Holding up in front of me, I felt her knee touch mine. Her hand holding the strawberry disappeared below the table. Her knees got wider. When I ate it, the strawberry had a different flavour to it, I was not complaining. She whispered to me. "I hope you enjoyed the taste because I'm not risking that again." She gave a little giggle.
When there was one strawberry left, I reached for it, she put her hand on mine and stopped me. "Please save that till later, don't let the waiter take it."
I just wondered what her pussy would taste like when we got home. "It's a pity the shops are closed, or I might go shopping for strawberries on the way home." I thought a bit. "And some Champagne." She just smiled.
The coffee arrived. Sally eased herself away from me slightly. Looking me square in the face she said. "My darling I must apologise to you for the way I treated you this week. I got it all wrong, I do appreciate you, I just failed to show it which is almost as bad. Let me explain."
She took a sip of her wine, quite a large one.
"Jason did ask me to go with him for dinner for all the reasons I said. There never was going to be any sex.
"I was certain if I had had sex with anybody, you would have divorced me and I wasn't going to risk that, but I got hung up on the sex angle not realising that you felt hurt because you thought I didn't appreciate all the little things you do for me, not because you're my husband but because you love me. I was wrong.
"I went out with Tina and Tracy on Wednesday; they couldn't see the problem. They knew Jason never had sex with married women, he was frightened of getting his good looks rearranged by an angry husband or boyfriend and to be honest you satisfy me enough that way.
"They told me to double down and stick to my guns, it was just dinner, and that's what I resolved to do. But on Thursday I saw how easy it is to get a divorce. Initially I wasn't worried because again, I thought it was about the sex and there was never going to be any. Then when I asked you to fill up my car with petrol and you said I had to get up early. That was when I realised that I had lost all the little things that made our marriage, and I had been slacking. It wasn't just the petrol, that was the catalyst, that was when I realised what I was missing the most. It was the little touches, the warm feeling you were there for me.
"I was having doubts about what we had planned, and I cancelled Jason Friday morning as soon as I got in. I was not going out with him."
"So why all this? I asked, slowly waving my arm around the restaurant."
"I was late on Friday morning not by much but that's not like me and Mary could see I was upset. She asked me what was wrong. I told her about Jason and dinner. We were busy and there was no time to talk at work. She told me, not asked, told me we were going for drinks when we finished at three o'clock and Jane would be there too.
"When we got to Witherspoon's and I told them the full story Mary was aghast at what I had planned to do, it showed lack of respect to the man I loved. I hadn't seen it that way. Then Jane went on about appreciation, how it was a two-way street. She'd had a rough patch with Roger a few years after they got married. He was working all hours to get together the last bit of the deposit on a house they had seen they liked. The idea was to get a house and then start a family. But she was moaning at him for not being there and not doing the little jobs he usually did."
"He blew up at her, big time. We've met Roger, a sweet, gentle man, but he blew up. She didn't appreciate the hours he worked to get them on the way to starting a family. And all she did was moan at him. She told me she sat back and looked at herself and decided he was right. She arranged to get herself a part time job delivering Chinese meals on the nights he was working late. Not only did it bring in a few extra quid, but they got free food as well. She realised it's about the appreciation of the effort the other person puts in because they do that because they love you and that woke me up. I realised Tina and Tracy were wrong, and decided I needed to make it up to you."
"That was when I booked this table, and I asked for one in a booth. Sweetheart, are we okay?"
"Yes, we are. It was a pretty crappy weekend, followed by another crappy week. Let's make this weekend a better one."
She leaned in and kissed me. "Oh, we will. Unfortunately, I need to go to the loo, would you mind sliding out?"
I slid out of the booth and held my hand out to her, she took my hand and slid out. She picked up a small clutch handbag. Hang on, where is the big handbag? I asked her about where it was. "Oh, I've got the maître-d' to take that up to our room. I booked a room for the night, a four-poster bed and you can do anything you like to me."
She gave a small smile. "Well, no putting your big willie up my bum. The bag has got our wash kits, some underwear for me." She leaned in and I could see straight down her dress, her breasts hanging free. She whispered into my ear. "Because I'm not wearing any at the moment, and I need something for me to wear to breakfast tomorrow. I can't wear this dress to breakfast. You will look just fine in that shirt and trousers. Sorry sweetie I really must dash."
Whilst she was away, I ordered a bottle of Champagne and a bowl of strawberries to be sent to our room. It was slightly embarrassing, I did not know the room number, so I gave the waiter our name.
Sally got back and I let her slip into where she had been previously. She smiled at me. "Sweetheart I apologise for my behaviour, I was completely out of order. It is true I was feeling underappreciated but as the week went on, I realised what I had done. I was blind to all the little things we did for each other and to my shame I stopped doing the little things for you, I didn't stroke your hair or grab your bum. You not making my dinner, sandwiches or coffee all hurt. Not filling my car up with fuel was bloody annoying." She tilted head to one side so her hair half obscured her face and she gave me a small smile. "But do you know what I missed most of all?"
"No?" I replied, that was probably the safest answer.
"I missed the little touches as you walked past me, the little smiles you give me, the little pat of my backside, the hug from a bad day at work but most of all, just being there, that warm comfortable feeling you would always be there for me, because if I cocked up you would be gone, and that scared me.
"You were right it's not your job, it is plainly obvious to me now, you do it because you love me and you know those little things make me happy. So, sweetheart, I am sorry, and I will do better.
"I think it's time we see what we can do in a four-poster bed, I've never slept in one yet. But before we go." She looked around, it was very quiet in the restaurant apart from the gentle music from the ballroom next door. She took the remaining strawberry, I felt her knee against my thigh again, her hand with the strawberry slipped below the table, she shuffled and when her hand came back it was empty. Smiling, she said. "We had better hurry."
I stood and offered her my hand; she took it and stood up. As we walked away, she asked me to slow down as she had to take small steps.
We made it to the room and as soon as the door was closed Sally pulled me in for a kiss. "I think it's strawberry time." She turned around and looked over her shoulder. "Zip please lover."
I obliged, when the dress was pooled around her feet she stepped out of it and walked towards the big bed, when she got there, she turned around and leaned against one of the bed uprights, she had a hand over her pubes. She looked stunning, she tilted her head forwards, she spoke quietly from behind her hair. "I think it's time you tasted strawberries again."
She removed her hand; she had shaved her pubes off. I loved that, I loved licking her bald pussy. She hates it when it grows back, but she does it for me on special occasions. She ran her fingers through her pussy lips and then licked them. "Mmm strawberry." Holding her pussy lips apart she said to me. "Your turn."
I walked towards her littering the floor with my clothing as I went.
I sank to my knees, she opened her legs, I ran my hands around her backside and pulled her naked strawberry smelling pussy towards me. I put my tongue out and tried my best to retrieve the strawberry. I must have been doing an okay job because her hands grasped the back of my head and she pulled me into her. She tasted sweet. I was still licking her lips and then I ran my tongue over her clitoris. She thrust her hips out at me and grabbed hold of my hair pulling me in closer. With her tugging my hair, I was losing control. This had to be at my speed. I stopped licking her and untangled her fingers from my hair. Looking up at her and said. "I'm enjoying this, but please let me concentrate."
I went back to what I was doing. And again, her hands grabbed my hair. I could not concentrate on what I was doing. This had to stop, I pulled away, standing up. She looked sad. "What?" She asked. She looked beautiful. I picked the burgundy tie up off the floor. Took hold of her wrists and tied them together and then looped it up over the bed upright. "What are you doing?" she said. "We've never done this before, I'm not sure I like it."
I kissed her lips. "I can't concentrate with you constantly trying to make me bald, so I've removed the problem. Tell me to stop and I will untie you. Otherwise, be quiet and enjoy this or I might have to gag you and do it anyway." With that I kissed her on the lips, broke the kiss, nibbled her ear and as I moved down her body, I kissed all over her chest, licked her nipples then kissed all the way down over her belly.



I reacquainted myself with the taste of her strawberry flavoured pussy. I used my fingers up inside her to try to retrieve the strawberry whilst my tongue concentrated on her love nub. My fingers were moving around inside her trying to grip the strawberry. I felt the vagina clench. Her whole body shook, the pelvic thrust pushed me back but I managed to get the strawberry. It was not very strawberry shaped, but it tasted fantastic.
Her knees sagged as she came, I had to hold her up. The orgasm looked immense. I carried on licking as she came down from her orgasm, she loves that. It was my turn. I stood up and lifted her left leg to give me easier access. I was rock hard and I entered her easily all the way in. I was not gentle; I slammed into her as hard and deep as I could. I could feel the bed rocking. She was pushing back at me. I felt her body tense and her clenching pussy brought me off.
She buried her face into my shoulder and screamed. Her legs gave way and I had to hold her up. I stayed buried in her as long as I could. Reaching up I took hold of the loose end of the burgundy tie and I released her hands. She fell into my arms. I picked her up and laid her on the bed. She opened her eyes dreamily and said to me. "That was kinda fun. I wonder what other fruits we can play with." She was smiling. I was thinking bananas.
I opened the champagne. We enjoyed a glass or two each and then made gentle love. We fell asleep in each other's arms. I was awoken with a warm feeling on my cock. I opened my eyes. Sally was there looking up at me with my cock deep in her mouth. But she pulled off. "There will be more of that when we get home. But for now, it's breakfast. We're both going to need the energy."
She looked up at my Burgundy tie that was still looped around the bed frame. She reached up, took it off, looking at me, she smiled, and said. "You can do that again."
We made breakfast. On the ride home in the taxi. Sally stroked my leg, looked at me and said. "I will never not appreciate you again. Well. Unless I have a reason." She smiled. What was she planning?
I showed my appreciation to her a couple of weeks later. She was moaning, the hairs were growing back. And it was itchy. There are a few solutions to that problem, talcum powder, moisturising creams but I chose to tie her to the bed and use my electric razor to shave her again. She did not complain.
Things returned to better than normal, until I came in from work. Sally must have heard me come in. She called out from upstairs. "Up here sweetheart."
I ran up the stairs, Sally was standing by our bed holding a bottle of Champagne in one hand, a punnet of strawberries in the other and a selection of my old ties hanging around her neck. "I don't think one of us has been getting enough appreciation recently."
Before the nay sayers out there start on Sally for thinking about being unfaithful. She was not. Jason did not go after married women, where do you think he got the scar over his right eyebrow and the limp, which played up in the cold weather came from, he was just being nice to a colleague.
It's about the little things we do for our loved ones without thinking because we love them.
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Reflections IV
I find it strange in stories when a wife asks or tells her other half she wants to sleep with another man, whilst dissuading her the MC does not go after the AP. I did it in my Reflections series. It was fun thinking up ways to get Andrew to think it was not worth the hassle of trying to have sex with Julia.
I was quite gentle with the prospective AP in this story.
The Oxford English dictionaries define fiction as "something that is invented or untrue." So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are correct It probably would not.
Dictionaries also tell me there are several meanings for the word fantasy. This is the one I have used. 'The faculty or activity of imagining, impossible or improbable things.'
This is fiction, with an element of fantasy.
It will be plainly obvious I know very little about commercial banking.
I have tried to make it entertaining and I hope you are entertained by this little tale.
This is a short story that came about because of feedback and comments from my 'Reflections' Series. That is why it is called Reflections IV. I wrote it in 2023 and have only just found it needing a final edit. There is a little ​​CD, just enough to set the scene.
I like intervention stories, but what is being intervened in this story?
With or without her?
Kathy was sitting on the settee next to me, there was some boring crap on telly. It was a Saturday evening; we had just had a chilli with wild rice for tea, we were halfway down a bottle of Merlot. I felt her slide off the settee and she knelt in front of me, she took her hands in mine. "Darling, I need to ask a favour."
I had seen it coming over the past three or four weeks, I was not sure when it started, the bouts of distraction, disinterest, the lost look on her face. This was more than 'I would like a new car' or a 'Rhine cruise' for this year's holiday. The children had left home six months ago and the house was a bit empty. I wanted to downsize but Katie wanted to keep the four-bedroom house, well three bedrooms and a study type office. Spare bedroom for when Grandchildren came along. I gave in.
I met Katie in a pub. She was out with her friends. I was out with mine. She turned round suddenly and spilled bloody Mary over the front of my shirt. It was stained. She apologised profusely and offered to wash it for me. I suggested we could go to her place and she could do it there and then, that wasn't quite the way it happened. I took it to her the following day. She washed it, I watched, and we chatted, a month later we were going steady, a month after that we were in bed together. Eighteen months later, we were married. And life has been good. We have had the usual ups and downs.
Our daughter Diane moved out and went to university, Jerry decided he'd liked what his Dad did and joined my small heating and plumbing business. He enjoyed working with his hands and meeting people. He would be a natural to take over my business when I slowed down or retired. He had moved in with his girlfriend six months ago.
Katie worked in a bank, there were three of us in my company. Me, Jerry and my mate Dave. I had known Dave from school. We went to the same company to learn our trade. I started out on my own and when I needed help, I contacted Dave. He still worked for the company we started with. Dave was brilliant at plumbing and heating and a lovely bloke. He had absolutely no interest in taking over the business. He was very happy to teach Jerry everything he knew. Which is actually more than me. Katie did all of our accounting because the business banked with her bank.
"Sweetie, I need to ask you a favour. It's a big favour, a very big favour. Please let me finish before you say anything."
I did not reply.
"When we met you had a lot of experience with the ladies and I've benefited from that, but I had none."
I did not like where this was going and the answer was always going to be 'No' if she suggested any of the things I thought she was going to come up with.
"I love you with all my heart, but I want to try another man. Just once."
"No, not a fucking cat in hells chance." I shouted as I stood up.
"You said you'd let me finish."
"I never said that at all, you took my silence as an agreement to let you finish, it wasn't. Whatever you are about to suggest the answer is 'No'."
I was expecting many things but not that. I walked into the kitchen, nearly ripping the fridge door off its hinges I reached in, grabbed a beer and cracked the top off and walked into the garden. The sun was setting over the back of the house where we had so much fun over the years. Family and friends' barbecues, children running around, family celebrations. I felt Katie slide up beside me.
"My sweetheart you had many girlfriends before you met me, and I know I benefited from that experience. I want to do this, to explore so I can be better for you."
All the old fucking cliches. I could not believe it. I turned, looked at her and said. "What part of 'No' do you fucking not understand. You go ahead with this, I will divorce you." In the few minutes I had been there I formed a plan in my head. I placed the beer down on the table and stormed inside and picked up my mobile phone.
I will fucking stop her, I will shame her.
I wasn't particularly fond of her parents, but that was alright, her Dad was okay, but her mother thought she married beneath herself by marrying a plumber, even though I provided a nice house with excellent heating, and two lovely grandchildren. But I am sure they would help me sort this out.
I dialled Brian, he answered. "Hi Phillip, this is a nice surprise nothing wrong is there?"
"Yes, there is. Is ​​Lucille there?"
Katie turned up in front of me and was watching me with a quizzical look on her face.
"Can you get her and put this on speakerphone?"
"Of course, she's here with me and now you're on speakerphone. What's wrong?"
I took a deep breath. "Your daughter wants to sleep with another man apart from me and I have said 'No'. I think you should talk some sense into her before I divorce her."
Katie's mouth hung fully open, her eyes wide; she didn't believe I had done that.
"Philip," I heard Lucille say. "I think you should consider that it would be good for everybody. It will give her some more experience. I gather you were a bit of a man about town before you met Katie, I don't know how many men she slept with before you, but I don't think it was many. I think it would benefit your relationship with the children gone. I think you should just suck up your ego and let her do it."
I joined my wife with the goldfish look, mouth completely opened, stunned. I was getting no help here.
Then Lucille carried on. "More experience could only benefit your marriage, and if you divorce her, she'll get half of your business. That's not good, is it? I gather Jerry's quite good. I'm sure he could run it without you. So, as I said, get over your ego, let her have a fling, I'm sure it won't last long."
That did not go well. I was stunned.
I had absolutely no idea what to say, so I said nothing and hung up. I looked at Katie. I think she was as amazed as I was, I didn't care. I walked past her back into the garden. I needed my beer. My phone rang, I looked at it, it was Brian. I declined the call and twice more before I got my bottle of beer.
I sat down in one of the garden chairs. Katie followed me outside. She looked at me. "Sorry my darling, I have to do this." She placed another beer bottle in front of me then went back indoors.
I would like to say I calmed down, but that wasn't fucking happening. But the level of resignation settled over me. There were questions running around in my head.
Why now?
Where did this come from?
Had she done it already and this was just justifying it?
Did she have someone in mind?
When was this going to happen?
There were also several other half formed questions bubbling around in my head when my phone message notification beeped. I looked at the preview and it was from Brian 'please, please answer th...'
It rang seconds later. I accepted the call this time. Brian started. "Phil, please don't hang up, give me a chance to speak, there are things you don't know."
I knew Brian liked intrigue and he had just thrown me a whole bucket load of it in those few words. I couldn't resist. "You have Thirty seconds if I don't like what I'm hearing I'm going to hang up."
He got me with his first sentence. "Back in the day before Katie was born Lucille and I were swingers."
"Fuck." I said.
Brian carried on. "We were doing it for a few years until Katie came along. Then we stopped. And before you ask, Katie is mine. We restarted after Katie left home, in fact we still do it occasionally now."
"Bloody hell Brian. So, this justifies her wanting to sleep with another man?"
"No, not at all I'm just telling you where Lucille sees it from. You have to make your own decisions like I did all those years ago."
"I get the impression you weren't too happy about it."
"Not initially, but I asked myself a question: was I better with her or without her, once every month or two I might have to share her for a few hours, and I will have some fun myself and trust me I was not left out, I did learn an awful lot of stuff."
"I still get the impression you'd rather not have done it?"
"Not at the start but I lived with the decisions I made, and in my situation if I had to make the same decision I would do it all over again because I love Lucille and trust me life is better with her than without her." I could hear him breathing over the phone. "But you are not me, you have to make your own decisions. I just wanted to explain where Lucille was coming from."
"You've certainly given me something to think about. But I'll tell you one thing now if she goes ahead with this whatever the pain, I will divorce her. Goodnight and thank you, I think." With that I hung up.
But he had said one thing that piqued my interest: would I be better with her? I thought about it for a while and came up with a solution, but it wasn't really a solution. It was just a way forward over this problem. I would try to intervene and prevent this thing happening because I would be better with her than without her. But one thing was certain in my head: If she did carry on and have sex with another man, I would divorce her. I thought for a few more minutes getting some of the jumbled mess in my head sorted and I walked back indoors. I needed a drink, something cold and sharp. I went to my beer fridge and there was an Adnams Double Ghost. Sharp clear cold, just the thing for this.
I need to find out who had put this in her head, possibly her mother, but I didn't think so if she did not do it this time, I had to frighten her enough to not think about doing it again.
She was sitting on the settee tears were pouring from her eyes however I had no sympathy.
I said glaring at her. "Do you want to stay married to me?"
"Yes, yes absolutely."
"Then stop this now and I will try to forget about it, but I warn you if you carry on, I will divorce you. I will not warn you again." I was sure I would have to remind her several times.
"Please Phil, it will just be for one weekend to experience something else. You have brought so much into this marriage, and I feel I have brought so little, please I love you if you love me, you will let me do this."
More old fucking cliches again, it didn't deserve a response.
I growled at her. "So it has gone from having sex once with a man to a whole weekend." That answered some of the questions in my head. "Who is he?"
"There is no one. That's why I want a month to find someone suitable. No friends, nobody we know, a stranger." She was looking me straight in the face, not blinking.
"A stranger riddled with STD's, good luck with that one then."
She was shocked, I don't think she thought of that. "We would use condoms." She seemed to think that answered that question.
"I need to understand this so I've got several questions, and I warn you if I find one lie, one untruth, I will stop talking and see a solicitor Monday morning."
I think she took that as I was thinking that I might let her do it or she might get away with it. Like me not replying to her asking me to let her finish, she took my silence as acquiescence. It wasn't, there were things I wanted to find out.
"Give me your phone, your work phone and your work laptop. because I don't believe you."
She came back with all three. I held my hand out and she passed me her phone. "Tell me." I held it up to her. "Have you changed the passcode?" She shook her head. I put it in, checked emails and messages. I could find nothing on it. I fiddled with it a bit then threw it onto the settee. She held out her work phone, she unlocked it first. I searched that as well, nothing was obvious, some things from W Rich. All business but a bit familiar for business I thought, things like 'looking forward to our next meeting' and 'it was good to meet up'. There were meeting arrangements at strange times. By now she unlocked her laptop and passed it across to me. I searched her emails and her calendar and all the meetings with W Rich mentioned were attended by other staff members.
"Right, my first question, have you done this already and are trying to justify it? You've been down this last couple of months, despite me trying to find out what it was, you just told me 'it was nothing' so obviously it is 'something'. I thought it was a new car or holiday but now you want to fuck somebody else or are you guilty and you've already done it and now trying to justify it."
Her face was a complete mess. I'm sure that thought hadn't even crossed her mind.
"No, no I swear to you I have not done anything. I couldn't go behind your back. You know me so well, I could never hide it from you."
I believed her. I had known her for over twenty years, I knew when she fibbed to me, she had a tell, well a couple actually, her eyes would blink rapidly twice, and she would look at my left cheek not in the eyes.
I had to be careful with the order of these questions. "So, when is this supposed to happen?"
"I think sometime in this month, it will be over by the end of the month." It was the fourth now.
"Do you have somebody in mind?"
"No, how can you think that?"
I stood up and went upstairs into the study, the computer was just asleep, it took me seconds to Google search about 'irreconcilable differences' divorce. I found a form. Okay it had 'draft' written across the front. I hit print. I had the paper in my hand. I signed and dated it. I turned to find Katie looking over my shoulder.
I handed her the paper; she took it but did not look at it.
"I told you what I would do if you lied to me, you've given me a time frame and told me there's no one in mind, and it went from one time to a whole weekend. There is planning going on here. I don't believe you when you say you have no one lined up. You have somebody in mind, if not arranged, so as far as I'm concerned that's the end of the discussion."
She looked at the paper and said. "No, I don't want this."
"Too late. Call it off and we can talk about a way forward, and that might still end up in divorce."
I stepped around her, I went into our bedroom and I started taking all of her clothes out of the wardrobe. I walked past her again into our Diane's old bedroom and threw them on the bed. Next was the drawer with all her underwear in. I took the whole drawer and poured it onto the bed. Katie looked at me and said. "What are you doing?"
"My soon to be ex-wife wants to sleep with another man so she's not sleeping in our marital bed." I looked her in the eyes. "The bedroom that saw two children conceived in love, the one we had lots of fun and pleasure, love, laughter and crying in. She does not deserve to sleep in that room with me." I turned around, walked downstairs, picked up her phone and fiddled with it again and left it on the kitchen table. I got a beer, went back upstairs into the bedroom and kicked the door shut behind me. I put the drawer back where I got it from.
I did not sleep that night. There was obviously a lot more to this. Somebody had got to her, possibly her mother, possibly somebody from work.
The next morning. I took a risk and phoned my mother-in-law. I bit my tongue as I was saying this. "Lucille, I have to ask. I'm still thinking about this, but please be honest with me. Have you put Katie up to this because of your lifestyle? Brian told me all about it and if you want to do that that is fine by me."
I heard her giggle. I was not finding this funny, but I kept quiet. "Oh no, Katie is so straight laced she would never think about that. She had plenty of opportunities when she was younger, I'm not sure if you were her first or second, but there's certainly not many before you. If you want to lay the blame on someone it's not me. I think you should give it a go. it'll be good for you."
"Thank you Lucille, I don't think Katie would approve of your lifestyle, but I won't tell her about it. It's nothing to do with me what you and Brian do."
"You're bloody right it isn't and if you do tell her I don't care. Brian and I are happy that's all that matters. Goodbye." With that she hung up.
I pondered for a few seconds then I thought to myself. 'Yes you might be happy, but Brian is just being dragged along getting his fun where he can.'
The following morning was interesting. The first thing I did was to go into the office and print off a full petition for divorce signed it and dated it.
Katie came downstairs and she looked an absolute mess. I'm sure I didn't look much better. The papers are in front of me. She poured herself a cup of tea and sat opposite me.
"I still have several questions, but it doesn't matter you have lied to me therefore I'm going to divorce you."
"Please, please no. Give me another chance."
Something crossed my mind. She had all night to work out what lies she could get away with. "I love you with all my heart." I said. "But I will not share. So, here's the first question: who is he?"
"No one I haven't chosen anyone, it will have to be somebody I pick up that's why I want a month. I can't pick a random bloke off the street.
"I do not believe you, who is he, somebody from work?"
"No, it isn't, it can't be a random bloke off the street, I will have to search, which is why I want a month, but it'll only be two nights before the end of the month. I promise you."
"That is crap, how do you know the bloke you decide to go with is going to be any good and teach you things? There is so much shit in what you say."
As I have said in the early days, she would look at my left cheek. She had learned she did that. So now when she lied to me, she stared me straight in the face. That was her 'tell' now and she was staring me straight in the face, again.
I stood up, drank my tea, looked at her and said. "You're lying to me, still." I walked out. I heard her sobbing behind me.
She had spent the night planning, well so had I. I was now pretty certain it was somebody that works at the bank. The bank did not have a policy against fraternisation. But I'm sure there was something in there I could use, and I just knew the man to ask. I had to wait until the afternoon, I knew where he would be.
Later that afternoon I was at the Golf Club standing beside a Range Rover waiting for the owner. He looked at trifle confused as he walked towards me. I stepped forward, held my hand out. "Hello, Mr Morgan, may I have a few minutes of your time?"
As I spoke, a look of recognition passed across his face, he held his hand out. "Your Philip, Katie's husband, you have that plumbing business. I'm afraid now is not the time for banking business, if it's important I'm sure Katie can arrange a meeting."



"I'm afraid it is banking business but of a personal nature, somebody in your bank is trying to seduce my wife." I had decided not to pull any punches. He looked down, I am sure I heard him mutter the word "Fuck." He lifted his head, looked at me and said. "Would you like a drink, Philip?"
"Yes please Sir." I replied.
"Just let me drop these sticks into the Rover and I'll be with you. Please call me Andrew."
He dropped his golf clubs in the back of the Range Rover and we walked across the car park. It was quiet. We got back into the Golf Club. He pointed to a quiet corner and went to the bar. He didn't ask me what I wanted.
He came back with two pints of beer. I didn't think he was a beer sort of person.
"Philip, before you say anything I must point out the bank does not have a non-fraternisation policy in its code of conduct, if two people wish to have a dalliance as long as they're not using bank premises or equipment to facilitate it. We do not get involved. So, tell me your story."
I was very honest with him. I told him all I knew, which wasn't a great deal and all of my suspicions and the reasons for them. He asked about our circle of friends, could she be planning with one of them? I told him it was very small. Most of our friends were from the bank.
"Philip, I feel your pain." He looked down. He seemed to be thinking. We had both finished our beer. I went up to the bar and got two more. I was told I was not allowed to pay, but it was put on Andrew's tab. When I got back, he looked at me "The reason I remember you and your lad, you did my heating eighteen months ago, I was quite impressed with the work. I may have a solution for you but before I do that. I'm going to give you a little bit of background."
He took a deep draught of his beer. "But this can go no further. The problem with the banking business and especially males in the business is they get a God like power complex. I know because I had one. It was fun to chase married ladies until one day I chased the wrong one. I was met by a chap about my size, not much broader. The husband of an employee that I had been, can we say, 'nurturing'. He warned me off. He was a bricklayer or something like that, somebody who at the time I considered of no consequence. So, I ignored him. A week later I took his wife to lunch, a nice place, somewhere they would not be able to afford to go. When I came out my car had four flat tyres and a note under my windscreen wiper. I took it out and read it, it said 'If you chase married women you are going to suffer the consequences'. I looked up and there was the husband with a baseball bat resting over his shoulder. At that moment in time. I decided chasing married women was not a sport I wanted to partake in anymore. I looked at him and bowed my head to let him know I had taken his warning seriously. Which was good because three months later I met the single woman who is still my wife."
He took another sip of his drink.
"I have been in business a long time and I have seen too many families upset by that sort of shenanigans, so whilst I can do nothing officially, there are ways I can help."
"I have a plan, Katie is due her one-to-one interview next week. I will pull it early Monday. I will ask if she's had any sexual harassment. Whilst there is no fraternisation policy, there is a sexual harassment one. Monday afternoon in the quiet period I will call a staff meeting and I will tell the staff there have been rumours of sexual harassment. The bank will not stand for that. I suspect who your wife's paramour is, but I have no proof so my deputy manager who I will brief will keep an eye out to see who has the facial reactions."
"But what if it's him that's chasing Katie?"
He smiled. "As lovely as Katie is, I don't think Claire, my deputy manager, would be interested in her."
I got a message on Monday 'Walter Richardson, Confirmed. Andy' I don't know how he confirmed it, and I wasn't going to ask. I knew of Walter, I had seen him at bank functions. I remembered him because the first time I met him he had only been transferred in from another branch a week or so before and he had a massive purple and yellow bruise on the side of his face. Also he kept on going out about his Mercedes SLK with the personalised number plate.
I took a leaf out of Andrew's story. I went and found my old sheath knife that I had when I was in the Boy Scouts. I would have to be a little bit careful, it was illegal these days.
I left Jerry and Dave to finish off the job. They did not ask where I was going. Both Dave and Jerry asked if I was okay, Jerry was worried it was something with his mother. I told them I had a bad night.
It was nearly bank closing time and there were a lot of people rushing around in the street. It didn't take me long to find his car. It wasn't parked far from the bank. I have plenty of grey nondescript work clothes, a fleece with a hoodie and a pair of dark glasses. It was hard to recognise looking back at myself in a mirror.
I stabbed three of the four tyres. The car was sitting at a very strange angle. I placed the letter that said. 'If you chase married women you are going to have to put up with the consequences'. Then I noticed, thanks to the local council, there was a loose kerbstone. That bounced off the windscreen of his car and sat on the bonnet. The alarm went off. It was only then that people started to take notice of me. I nipped into the department store next to the bank, divesting myself of the dark glasses and hoodie as I went. I stood and watched as Walter ran out of the bank followed by several other members of staff. Katie was not one of them.
Walter picked up the letter, read it and then looked around, his eyes fell on me, probably because I was staring at him. I don't think he recognised me. I just walked away.
Katie came storming in. She was seething. "You have fucked it up haven't you." It was a statement not a question.
"Fucked what up?" I asked.
"He has cancelled."
"Oh, your paramour for the weekend at the end of the month you told me you had nobody lined up, so you lied to me."
"I'm sure I never said that."
"Give me your phone." She passed it over. She still hadn't changed the passcode. I opened it, pulled up the audio recorder and played her the clip where I asked the question if she had anybody in mind.
She heard herself say "No, how can you think that?"
Her face fell, she had let her anger get the better of her and she hadn't thought about what she was saying.
"I warned you what would happen if you lied to me and it appears you have lined up Walter as your lover. So, I will just go and get that paperwork and you can sign it now. Once you've signed it you can go and fuck anyone you like. We don't have to wait until it is finalised." With that I walked out the front door, I switched off the recording app on my phone and then I turned the phone off and headed into town to find somewhere to eat, well drink actually, I wasn't that hungry. I sat in the pub sipping my beer. Half of my plan, the intervention had worked. Now I had to scare her into never thinking about it again.
I was on my second pint when a shadow fell over me, I looked up and it was Katie. "I've walked around most pubs in the town until I found you." Sitting down beside me she said. "Sweetheart, can we talk please?"
I finished my beer, stood up, looked at her and said "No, I have nothing to say. You had better get used to living on your own. I want the house." I went to walk away, but I paused, looked down at her and said. "I love you, probably always will but after talking to your Dad I had to work out whether my life would be better with you or without you, and whilst my life is always going to be better with you. I will not agree to you sleeping with another person, so no matter how much it hurts me I am gone."
I walked out the front of the pub and stood in a quiet corner. It was ten minutes later when she came out just as an Uber pulled up at the front and she got in. She was either going to Walter's place now or home. I went back into the pub and had another beer and a bag of peanuts. Three was enough. I took a gentle stroll back home. I got there just after eleven. As I walked past the bedroom Katie was in I could hear her sobbing. I went and had a shower to wash the grime off me after what had happened.
Despite a busy day and three pints, I didn't drop off to sleep until after two. I remember watching numbers change on the alarm clock on her side of the bed.
A noise woke me up and I saw Katie silhouetted in the door frame. She was wearing my bathrobe. She had her arms wrapped around herself and she was still crying, this was not a seduction scene.
"Sweetheart, I fucked up, and I mean really fucked up. I am so sorry, can we talk? Please?"
"I have lost count of the number of lies you have told me." I did not count them, the first one was enough. "Because you are the mother of our children and I love you and I suspect I always will. So, I will give you one chance. But one lie, just one half-truth and that is it. There will be no coming back."
I patted the bed.
She sat down. looking at me she said. "I expect you want to know the whole story. And you deserve to hear it. No lies, no half-truths. Just the facts. Some of my feelings might be hard to explain, but I will try my best. I am going to make my excuses. They are poor and shabby in hindsight; you know that exact science you're always talking about. When you got up and walked out of the pub and told me to get used to living without you, I couldn't bear it. I'm so much better with you than I would be without you so please hear me out." She gave a very small giggle through her tears. "You can interrupt anytime, I have at least learned that lesson."
She wiped her nose on the sleeve of my bathrobe, shifted around and looked at me with one leg on the bed and the other on the floor. She faced me.
"It started about two months ago. The house had been empty for five months and you were away with Jerry for that big job outside Birmingham. You and Jerry weren't there every day. I got lonely, we have never been apart for that length of time. That was alright I coped.
"After you had been away for nearly a week I went for a drink and a bite to eat after work with some of the girls. They knew you and Jerry were away and I had mentioned it was strange eating alone, so they invited me. In the chat some of the girls were saying how much fun they had when they were younger. They went through their body count. They weren't huge numbers; the older ones were 3 or 4. The younger ones 2 or 3 apart from Zoe she had 5. They asked me what mine was. Bear in mind I'm nearly ten years older than all of them and I told them it was one and I was happy with that. There was some banter, apart from Zoe. She asked if I was ever tempted to try out somebody else. I told them you rocked my world, and I had no need to look elsewhere. Most of the girls congratulated me on finding the right man. What I didn't realise was, Walter was sitting behind listening to all that. He came and found me the following afternoon and said that I looked down, unhappy and asked if there was anything wrong. He was very nice to me, he made me smile."
She took a deep breath.
"I lied to you about not having anybody lined up because you would have worked out it was somebody from work and gone all Rambo on him, and you would have ended up in prison. And I was still hoping I could do it, and I was getting confused with the stories we had worked out. I now know how stupid that was."
Not if I did not get caught, I thought to myself.
"Anyway, we chatted for a couple of weeks. Nothing secretive, always in the open. He is good looking, charismatic, witty and I must admit it was nice to be chased. He complimented me. Yes, I know you compliment me all the time, but that's your job, you're my husband."
I interrupted. "I didn't do it because it's my job, I did it because you were worth the compliments I gave you. You make it sound like my compliments don't mean anything to you."
She winced at my use of the past tense. Good.
"Oh, they do my sweetheart, but I felt you were doing something out of duty but looking back. You know that hindsight thing, you only ever said it when I made an extra effort." She looked down. "Hindsight, you were acknowledging my extra efforts. When I think back, I realised Walter's compliments are all hollow. I hadn't done anything different. I was still me wearing the same sort of clothes I wore all week, my hair the same, makeup the same.
"Anyway, after a week or so Zoe joined us and the conversation and we got round more to sex, I know now Walter was one of her body count. They were going on about experience and how it can make a difference. The more you learned the better you could please your partner. That was when Zoe perked up and told Walter that I had only had one man. I think he already knew from the attention he had been paying me, although I didn't see it at the time. They kept on at me, Walter offered his services for a weekend away. Zoe told me how good he was, and I will come out of it better equipped to be a lover for you."
She was crying again and she wiped her nose on the sleeve of the bathrobe.
"I was so confused, I needed somebody to talk to. I couldn't talk to you, so I went and talked to Mum, and she shocked me. She told me I should try it. The experience would be good for me. She said pretty much to me what she told us on the phone the other day. I never expected her to admit it to you. But she did warn me not to go behind your back, because if I did and you found out you would certainly divorce me. She pointed out that the old adage that it's better to ask for forgiveness than to ask for permission would not work in this case with you. She warned me I might have to get drastic and threaten you with losing your company, the house and everything if you went down the divorce route."
She looked at me. "I would not have done it sweetheart."
"You do know your Mum and Dad were swingers and in fact are still doing it?"
She had a shocked look on her face "Shit, no I didn't. I sort of assumed Mum had played outside the marriage to Dad, but as they were still together, she got away with it, or Dad forgave her. Bloody hell I never thought Dad would go with that."
"We had a chat the other day on the phone, he didn't initially, but because he was getting something he went along with it. But what he did say was that our situation was not the same as theirs and I am not him. He did not try to convince me one way or another, he just told me to be my own man, and I am."
"I think Mum underestimated you, I know I definitely did. So now I had Walter, Zoe and now my Mum. A person I trusted most in the world after you and Dad telling me to do it. The only question I had now was how do I tell you. Mum suggested I give you plenty of notice to give you time to come round and to give me time to find somebody because she didn't know about Walter. And I could make it up to you before the weekend. I planned to start saying it was a one-time thing then over the month, one time would turn gradually into a weekend. Again, looking back, I didn't realise how stupid I was. That was Walter's suggestion.
"So that's it. I was convinced I could get away with it. But now I realise that was never going to happen. Walter took your warning to heart. He came straight in, walked up to me and told me it was off and he was not risking it. As he stormed off, I saw Andrew and Claire watching me. Then it all fell into place. The sexual harassment chat I had with Andrew during the morning, then the sexual harassment staff briefing. I was being manipulated, and I got angry. I came home and took it out on you, which was another big mistake. It wasn't your fault. It was all mine. Okay I can blame Walter and Zoe for pointing me in that direction and even Mum, but the decision was mine and mine alone."
She reached across and took my hand. I let her.
"I know it was you, but your secret is safe with me."
It would have probably only been a fine for the damage to his car, maybe a bit more if I had taken it out on him if he did not stop chasing Katie.
"I've had all night to think about it. I know I was wrong on so many counts, but the thing that got me thinking was you saying that you were better with me than without me, but you would still leave. You would do that to yourself. You would commit yourself to a worse life rather than let me cheat on you. Because it would be cheating"
She swung herself on the bed, took my face in her hands and said. "I would be nothing without you. I love you. I have learned my lesson. You would just walk away. I am sorry sweetheart. I will never do anything so bloody stupid again."
She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. "Darling, I will do anything. Never see my mother again. I will report Walter for sexual harassment. Anything you want. I am sorry. I love you. Please forgive me, let me back into your life. Please."
I lifted up the bed covers and invited her in. I made her take my bath robe off first.
I did not need to scare her into thinking about not doing it again. She did that to herself.
Epilogue.
Did I forgive her, yes. But I was wary for a few years. Nothing happened to arouse my suspicions. We saw Lucille at Christmas and her birthday. We saw Brian much more after he and Lucille separated. I gather it was something about Lucille suggesting her daughter cheat on me. Sometimes love is not enough.
The sexual harassment complaint got Walter sacked, it was not the first complaint against him. It was not me, but Walter had an accident and had to walk with crutches whilst his knee healed. Zoe was interviewed concerning the sexual harassment claim and decided to find work elsewhere.
I am afraid like Mr Morgan the bank manager, I have done things in my past I am not proud of. Whilst a leopard cannot change its spots, humans can change their attitudes. I did, I had help.
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Please read the story series intro. This is pure fiction, unlike some of my other stories which have snippets of truth in them. This is part of the from the cheaters side series.
It is hard to find new scenarios on LW, so nothing new here. I just hope you enjoy the story.
The Bonfire Party
I was all aglow, my dreams were coming true. My husband Pete and I were at my company's annual Guy Fawkes celebration. Strange you may think, but my company made fireworks and other energetics. Explosives to normal people.
There was going to be a Bonfire and Fireworks later as usual.
It was usual practice to announce several promotions at celebrations, including mine. The company had quite a few events throughout the year. I had dressed especially nice for it in a dress Pete got me for our twentieth Wedding anniversary last year. I looked stunning in it. Back at home on our bed was my leather corset, and stockings I was going to wear for Pete tonight to show him my thanks for the support he has given me whilst I have been going for this promotion.
Pete escorted me in. He left me with a group of work colleagues' and went to fetch the drinks. My new boss, Wesley, came towards me. I held my hand out, he took it and pulled me in for a hug. I saw that raised a few eyebrows. A bit too familiar. He whispered in my ear. "You look good."
Pete got back just as Wesley let me go. They had met before at previous functions. They shook hands but there was an animosity between them this time, I could feel it.
We were called to the table as dinner was about to be served.
Pete took my arm, smiled at me and led me to our table. It was close to the front along with the other promotees.
Pete went for more drinks, and I sat there on my own thinking.
Time to ponder.
I had worked hard for my promotion that was going to be officially announced this evening. It had been unofficially announced when I got it. True I had done things I was not proud of to get it, but it would prove beneficial in the long run. I was in the legal compliance section and Brian, the deputy head, was retiring. Two of us from our section went for it, Wendy and myself, plus a couple from outside. They did not stand a chance. The Head of Compliance, Wesley, my new immediate superior, was retiring in four years and If I played my cards right, or at least did not screw up, that would be my job when he left. It was a natural progression.
The salary and pension were considerably better than the company average because we kept it safe. It was a great responsibility, and we were rewarded for it.
Wesley requested of me certain favours. Okay he wanted sex from me to secure the job, he told me that Wendy and I were neck and neck after the interviews, but we had different strengths, overall, he thought I was better suited and it would be down to his recommendation. I had a few words around and it seems that was the general consensus that Wendy and I were level pegging. I had a long hard think about it and decided the rewards were worth it, but there would have to be safeguards.
The day after Wesley proposed that I have sex with him to secure my promotion I had a chat with him and laid out my requests. Only once, no one must find out or we would lose our jobs. It was not against company policy, but if we were discovered it could leave us open to blackmail from both inside and outside the company. It is just sex, no affection and he wears a condom.
He agreed but was not keen on wearing a condom. His wife had passed away six months ago, and he had not had sex since and he wanted to feel it properly, but I was insistent.
We came to an agreement. He asked when he should book a room overnight. I told him I would not stay overnight, sleeping with him would show affection. But I was prepared to leave work at midday, but would have to be home by 11 o'clock, preferably 10. I was never later than that on a night out so Pete would get suspicious if I was. I also came up with a reason, it was a bit shabby, a short notice to get together for a girl who just announced her wedding.
We checked our diaries and came up with Wednesday the following week. He would make his recommendations to the board on Thursday. I would be told Friday and announced Saturday at the Annual Guy Fawkes party.
I told Pete late Monday after dinner that I was going out the following Wednesday with the girls as one had just been asked to marry by her boyfriend. Then we had an early night. It was guilty sex with what I planned to do, he would never know so it would not hurt him and he would benefit from it in the long run. I reminded him Tuesday I would be late next Wednesday. I had planned to keep him satisfied over the weekend too, not too much or he would think something was going on. I was planning to ask for a holiday cruise, that would explain the extra sex.
Once I had agreed to do it Wesley had asked me to wear a Corset, stockings and heels, his wife did that for him. I felt sorry for him so I agreed. He showed me a picture on his phone of his wife wearing his favourite corset. I had met her, she was good looking but stunning wearing that corset and heels. He asked me to wear that corset for him. I refused, I guess I was a replacement for his wife. I could live with that but not wearing a dead woman's lingerie, that was too much. I told him I would get something similar and wear it for him. I knew of a few online lingerie shops. Pete and I had used them before.
That evening after Pete had gone to sleep, I had given him a BJ to help him nod off. I went downstairs and found a corset just like the one Wesley's wife was wearing on a site we often used and ordered it and paid for next day delivery and had the delivery made to work on Friday.
The corset turned up, I went home early that day and tried it on. I looked stunning and if I did my hair like Wesley's wife, I could almost be her double, well much younger. It was only going to be the once, so I did not mind too much. But I knew it was still wrong. Once I had done it. I could put the memory in a box and throw away the key. Well, that was the plan. I was going to use the corset for Pete later though. He would like it.
I already had the stockings and heels.
I remember Pete came home early that day and I shoved the corset into my knickers drawer, slammed it shut and went to meet him.
I was feeling guilty with what I planned to do so I started making it up to Pete. I got Pete to take me out for a drink on Friday night. I wore stockings and a suspender belt for him and went braless. I convinced him to take me over our car parked in a dark corner of the car park. He likes doing it outside, a little bit of risk. Saturday night after I cooked him his favourite dinner I wore a corset and got him to tie me to the bed. Another of his kinks. Pete made breakfast Sunday morning and after pouring the coffee and giving me the bacon and egg sandwich he said to me. "So, when are you going to tell me what you want, I hope it's in budget, but after this weekend the budget has just gone up." He smiled at me, yes he was expecting a request for a car or a cruise or another holiday. I just smiled sweetly at him.
I managed to get the corset, stockings and heels to work on Monday. I left for work at my usual time, the same time as Pete but then I went back and got the lingerie.
The Event
Whilst I knew it was wrong. I was a little excited. I got changed at work except for the heels. Wesley did not come in on that day. I changed into my heels in the carpark and met Wesley at reception and he asked if I wanted dinner. I pointed out that this was just sex, not a date.
Wesley took my arm and we went to the room, he handed me the key card. Now was decision time. I could hand him the key card back and walk away, no foul, no harm. But if I used that card, I was going to be committing adultery. And if found out I would lose my job and family. I was no longer excited, I was scared. Wesley was patient. I thought back. We had been careful, we could not get caught and I would get the promotion and set us up for life.
I moved the card and the light turned green. I was half hoping it would go red and refuse us entry. I pushed down on the handle. Wesley pushed the door open for me, and I walked in.
He went and poured me a glass of wine, it was early for that, but I needed it. Handing him back the glass I dropped my coat revealing the corset, stockings and heels. He staggered slightly and said "Wow, you look just like my Genavive."
"As it is just the once, I tried for you."
"I really appreciate that," He looked a bit hesitant and said. "Can I ask that we do things that Ginny and I did?"
"Like what?"
"One of our favourites was doggy style anal. Can we do that please." He handed me another glass of wine. I took a large sip whilst I thought about it. Pete and I had done bum sex a few times. It was okay, it felt a little dirty.
"Alright, but be careful."
He stepped forward and kissed me, he was the first person I had kissed on the lips other than Pete since we got engaged, it was strange. It was not a sexy kiss, just a warmup, He eased me down onto my knees and indicated I undo his trousers. I did, his cock sprang out he was not wearing underpants, it was not very large, no bigger than Pete's. He put his hands on my head and pushed it towards my mouth. I took it, it tasted soapy. I felt him remove his shirt and ease his trousers down as I sucked him. I thought he would come quickly, and we could get this over and done with. Then he said. "Take your time, I've had a Viagra, and I got myself off this morning so I can last longer."
Blast.
I felt him start to twitch, he pulled me off him, stood me up and said. "You look fantastic, I always knew you would. Let me return the favour." He pushed me back gently on the bed and I slid into the middle. He eased my legs apart and started eating me out, he was quite good. I was soon wet. Wesley spent some time down there, and he inserted his fingers. He moved in and out as he licked my clit, it was nice. All of a sudden I felt his finger up my bum. I jumped.
"Sorry," He said. "I used to get Ginny worked up like that."
"It's okay."
With that he went back to licking me and soon I had two fingers up my bum. He moved them in and out, it was not unpleasant. And I had a small orgasm. When I came down, he asked me if we could try the bum sex. I rolled over and got on my hands and knees, He put his cock in my pussy and gave a few thrusts, withdrew and gently eased it in my backside. He had used my juices as bum lubricant. It was uncomfortable at the start.
I felt him grab my hair, he pulled my head round so I could look at him over my shoulder. "Ginny used to look over her shoulder and ask me to fuck her arse, would you mind doing that for me please?"
If it would bring him off quicker then, that was good.
"Okay." He let go of my hair.
Looking over my shoulder I said to him "Fuck my arse Wesley, go on shove it up my shitter, come on Wesley fuck me. Give me all you've got up my back passage."
He picked up speed, it was quite good.
"Tell me I'm better than Pete."
Now that was a step too far. "You're good, you're very good just keep fucking my arse, Wesley. Give it to me, come on, give it to me. Prove to me you're better than Pete, because you're not so far."
He picked up speed, and he was going fast. I was just getting a little sore, so I clenched my arse muscles as much as I could. He stayed buried deep inside me and I felt him twitch. He came and collapsed forward onto me, I collapsed onto the bed under his weight. When he got his breath back, he kissed me on the neck and said. "Thank you, that was fantastic. That was better than Ginny. Let me get a drink and I will be ready for round two. In your pussy this time."
He got off me. I managed to get to the bathroom to mop up all the come leaking from my arse. That was when I realised he had not used a condom.
He asked me to suck him off. I refused as his cock had been up my poop chute. He went and washed it, but I still refused.
The second round was very similar to the first. He spent ages licking me and fingers up my pussy. I made sure he had a condom on this time. He gave me a couple of orgasm's then he raised himself up, put my legs over his shoulders and rammed into me. It felt quite good, I managed to shift my legs and wrap them round him and hung on to him saying to him. "Faster, come on Wesley, you can do better than this." It seemed to egg him on, and it didn't take long but he shot his load again.
He collapsed forward on to me again. Pete would never do that; he would roll off to one side.
"Let me have a little nap and I should be ready again. Those Viagra pills are bloody good aren't they."
Whilst he had a little nap, I took the corset and stockings off and put them in the bag where I had my day clothes. When he woke up, he didn't complain. He did take me again and he gave me a couple more orgasms and after he finished he said. "Thank you so very much, the job is definitely yours, but I think I'm done now. You can go home if you wish. I am worn out."
I leaned across and kissed him on the cheek and said. "Thank you very much." I meant for the job. Not the sex, it was okay, but there was no passion, it was just fucking.
"It will be my pleasure." It wasn't till I got downstairs into the car I realised he said. 'It will be my pleasure'. Never mind I was going to get home early to Pete, but if he asked for sex, I'm afraid he was out of luck.
Home
It was not late when I got home but Pete was in bed. Asleep. I managed to sneak the corset and heels indoors and hide them. I had a shower and when I got into bed Pete woke up and asked me how the evening went, I told him it was fine, but I had to shower because of all the sweaty sticky smell and cigarette smoke that got in my hair. He looked critically at me and said. "You can't smoke indoors anymore."
Bugger, I had forgotten that. "A couple of the girls' smoke and I went outside with them to carry on chatting. I forgot how smelly it was, sorry darling." As he turned over, I thought I heard him say. "Sorry, for what?"
I lay down and thought about what I had done that evening. I mentally put it in a box and put it in the back of my mind. Okay I'm sure now and again it will pop out, but I will be able to push it back down.
At Work
That was until I got to work the following day. It was just past 10 when I was summoned by Shirley, the head of HR. As I went into the office there was an envelope on her desk in front of her and I thought shit we've been discovered. I'm being sacked until she said. "Congratulations. Here is your new contract, sign it and the jobs yours."
I wasted no time. I opened the envelope and checked it. It was what I expected. She handed me a pen and I signed it and gave it back to her with a smile. She smiled back at me and said. "It will be announced officially on Saturday, but I expect most people have guessed. It's either you or Wendy and you were always the front runner." Did that mean I did not have to go through that huge humiliation I did yesterday. Never mind this sealed the job.
Leaving the office Wesley was there. He held his hand out and I shook it and he said. "We had better start your education so you are ready when Brian leaves, he will fully brief you next week. Would you spend a couple of minutes in my office with me?"
I could hardly refuse. I followed him into his office. I am sure anybody could see me smiling like a Cheshire cat but would know the outcome. Wesley closed the door and said. "I'm afraid I misled you a little bit." That took the smile from my face. He walked to his desk turned his laptop round and pressed a key and there was me on my hands and knees whilst Wesley fucked my arse. As it was playing he said to me." I'm afraid, it won't be just the once. I won't be too onerous. Just every 3 or 4 weeks. One afternoon. You will wear that corset and heels again. Don't think about reporting me. Because if you do, we both lose our jobs. I've got enough money after the life insurance payout when Ginny died. But you will lose your job and your marriage. We will be discreet. No one will know."
Then it struck me this whole thing was a setup, the job was mine anyway. I looked at him and said. "You bastard." And the thought occurred to me. "Did you fuck Wendy as well?"
"Oh no, she's not my sort. But as I said just once, just one afternoon every 3 or 4 weeks. Now put that smile back on your face and get out there and make everybody think it is the good news it really is." I looked down at the laptop where the clip was playing where I said to him 'Prove to me you're better than Pete'.
If that got out, nothing would save my marriage, because it wasn't true. Looking at him I said. "Okay be honest, did Genavive wear a corset, and you fuck her up the arse?"
"Oh yes she loved wearing a corset, that really is her in the picture. But no, she would never let me fuck her up the arse. I always wanted to, I even tied her up once and tried it. She threatened to divorce me if I did that again."
The bastard you don't do that to somebody you love. Shit just like you don't have an affair, you don't screw around on somebody you love.
But he was right, I put the smile on my face and walked out. The first person I saw was Wendy, she had obviously worked out who had the job. She put her hand out to me and said. "Looks like the best girl won. Never mind when Wesley goes, I should be ready to take your job when you have his." I wanted to cry but I kept smiling. I pulled Wendy in for a hug. I needed one, I was all emotional. Wendy probably thought it was about getting the job. It was not.
When I let go of her I said. "As soon as I am in post we will work on that." I so much wanted to cry. I went and washed my face, put on a bit of makeup, pulled my shoulders back and walked out. I went home early, retrieved the corset from where I had hidden it and put it back in my knickers drawer. I sent Pete a text 'bring in takeaway. I've got good news.'
He replied, 'you got it then.'
'Yup certainly did.'
'Hope it was worth it' There was no question mark, that was not like him.
We had a pleasant evening, I wanted to start to make it up to Pete so I asked him if we could have an early night. I even suggested the corset and stockings. His favourite kink and mine too. I asked him which one. "Surprise me." he said.
It was not going to be my new one, that would be rubbing his face in it.
I used the red satin one he likes so much. I was thinking my black leather one would be good for Saturday after the party, I will probably wear my shiny PVC thigh boots too as a treat for him. They were a little uncomfortable, but he was worth it.
He was a little rough, it was different, nice. He managed twice before he promptly fell asleep, that was not like him.
Friday in his office Wesley was explaining something and in mid conversation he said to me. "Saturday night after the announcement you need to thank me. I think a blowjob is in order. I still have the video."
"No, no blowjob that's too risky, I will manage a hand job."
He smiled. "Okay that's fine, but a blowjob would be faster."
I might have to consider that. Then I realised he was using it to show his power over me.
Back to the party
Pete sat down beside me. I saw he had a G&T, that was rare for him. I rested my hand on his arm and said. "That's a bit strong?"
He smiled. "It's just tonic water, no Gin. This is your night not mine. I have to stay sober for what is coming."
I leaned over and kissed him, saying. "We are going home straight after the fireworks."
He smiled and replied. "Yes, we are."



He really was a lovely man. A wave of guilt flushed over me.
The food was good, I took it easy on the wine.
So the evening did not drag on, as the first course was being cleared the first promotion was announced. They started at the most junior and there was a little speech. No reply was expected. The next two promotions between the main and dessert course. Mine was after the coffee and mints were served.
The speeches got slightly longer with each promotion. The CEO said of me that I deserved this not just because I passed the interview but also because of my performance over the past few years and he was looking forward to continuing to work with me.
There was a small round of applause as I stood, quickly nodded my thanks to the top table and sat down.
Pete stood up. That surprised me. Addressing the top table he said. "Sir, if I may?" The CEO nodded.
"I really must comment on the excellent performance of my wife encouraging Wesley to fuck her arse harder." He started walking towards the top table saying. "And of course there is this." He held up his mobile phone and I heard myself say. 'Prove to me you're better than Pete'. 'Fuck my arse Wesley, go on shove it up my shitter, come on Wesley fuck me. Give me all you've got up my back passage."
As Pete walked towards the top table, he pulled an envelope from his pocket and gave it to Shirley of HR. "There are photos of them entering the room and leaving, there are no photos from inside the room, but there is an audio recording of what happened. You will find in there a transcript of the most interesting parts and a memory stick of a recording of the whole sordid event. There are long periods of silence and grunting."
I stood up, that was when I saw the envelope in front of me. I tore it open. There was a memory stick. A photo of Wesley and me outside the room, a close up of me with the key card in my hand and the light green, and of me coming out several hours later. But no divorce papers.
Phew there might be hope if I get the chance to explain.
Pete faced the CEO. "Is this why you do not have a non-fraternisation clause in your company policy so you can be promoted on your backs. Is this how you get promotion, not by merit but on your backs or on all fours being fucked up the arsehole."
Turning to face the room he carried on. "How many of you got where you are due to sex. Fucking your way up the ladder?" There were several red faces and people looking into their laps.
The whole room was silent.
Pete walked towards the exit, passing our table he threw an envelope on the table, saying. "Do not come home." I saw our solicitor's hall mark on it and the words 'Divorce Petition' with my name on the front.
Pete did not even look at me. He was nearly at the door when there was a shout and Wesley rushed past me. He pulled Pete round and swung a punch at him. Pete fell back crashing on to a table. It collapsed, there was mayhem, But Pete just laid there. I swear he is smiling. He rubbed his jaw and said. "That will be an unprovoked assault in front of witnesses." Picking himself up he said. "Would someone like to call the police? I will wait in the bar."
I feel myself being pulled round and an almighty slap across my face. I fell back onto my chair and then onto the floor. Looking up I saw Wendy. Her hair a mess, her face red. "Fucking bitch!" She screamed and stormed off.
I just lay there crying. No one came to help me. I can hear the noise level rising. The next thing I know is there is a waiter beside me. "There is a couple waiting for you at the reception. They say they are your parents and have come to get you." He helped me up and took me to reception. I saw my mother and father standing there. They did not look happy. Nothing was said, my Mother helped me get into the back of their car. Once I was in my father handed me an envelope. I recognise Pete's handwriting. I bet this is a letter telling me everything, I tore it open and pulled out an appointment card to our local sexual health clinic. I collapsed further into tears.
I have little recollection of the rest of the weekend. I remember my father saying. "The divorce seems fair, considering what you have done."
My mother sat me down and gave me a good talking to, mainly about my future. I heard her say. "You have really buggered up your future. Peter will never forgive you. I would be surprised if he even talks to you. I am bloody surprised your Father let you stay here, he was all for throwing you out."
Clothes appeared in my bedroom and my car at the front door. I would have to face the music at work Monday. My mother took me in, she would not let me drive.
Shirley was waiting for me, she looked worn out. I was escorted straight to the CEO's office. He looked tired as well.
"You have caused us a lot of problems. Wesley has gone. I have convinced Brian to stay on for a year, that cost us. Wendy will get the deputy head job, and we will have to recruit externally to fill the posts." He paused. "Your husband has asked that we keep you on as you were coerced into having sex."
I thought I might still have a job for a second.
"But that would send the wrong signals, your personal belongings are being collected from your desk as we speak.
"We do not have a morals clause in our contract we will find some other reason to fire you. You will not get a reference."
I put my hand up like a school child. "If I resign and save you the effort, can I have a reference? I know all it will say is I worked here from when and to and not much else, at least I will have one."
The CEO looked at Shirley, "I think we can do that, it will save time and effort, and we have enough to do with investigations of how many more promotions were got this way. And we will have to find replacements for the managers; I do not think this problem exists on the factory floor."
Shirley looked at me. "We have received ​​2 resignations already this morning." She looked despondent and said quietly. "Do you know what the sad thing is?" I shook my head. "If you had come to us with this as soon as Wesley approached you, you would've had his job."
Then she carried on in a sterner voice. "We will be informing the police of your prostitution. You were using sex for financial gain. We also reported Wesley for procuring prostitutes. Our legal team does not expect it to go far, but we need to send out signals. But at a guess Wesley will be going to prison for attacking your husband."
Even if I was not prosecuted, I would still have a criminal record for soliciting.
Shirley escorted me out. My life was a mess. Mum saw me being escorted out carrying a box of my stuff, she got out of the car and took the box from me.
When we got home Mum helped me indoors. Dad had the tea ready. Tea would not fix what I was about to tell them. I told them I was being reported to the Police for soliciting. Dad just stood up and walked out. I do not think he had thought that would happen, it certainly never crossed my mind. Mum just cried.
I heard the front door slam as Dad left. I expected o hear his car drive away. It didn't. I expect he has gone to the pub to drown his sorrows for having brought up a stupid Daughter.
I wish I could go with him. To forget this pain that I have caused everybody. Just for a little while.
It was about just over ​​4 hours when Dad came back. He had a bandage around his knuckles. "I've been to talk to your soon to be ex-husband to see if I can get him to change his mind. I was wasting my time. I will not repeat some of the names he called you. But, he has agreed to meet you once. To give you a chance to explain yourself, but I wouldn't hold out too much hope, you better have a damned good reason, and not some flimsy excuse." He paused a bit. "I have also spoken to my sister Sarah.
She might be able to find a job for you." Aunt Sarah was a Range Safety Manager in the islands off the north of Scotland, at least it was a business I understood. I was being banished. I probably deserved it.
I was interviewed by the police; I told them the full story and expressed my regret and shame. They let me off with a warning. I will not be charged this time, but they knew who I was and, if I came to their attention on their patch again, charges would be made. They were probably too busy investigating hate crimes.
I got a message from Pete to meet in a pub, I asked if we could do it at home or somewhere private. His reply shocked me. "I never want to see you in private again, I might regret what I will do." He had never been a violent man, what had I done?
I got there early, looking smart, not sexy. Although I did have stockings on just in case.
Knowing Pete's wishes I found a table in an alcove but within sight of the bar. I got him a beer and a lemonade for me and waited.
Pete was on time, just like him. He looked haggard, I wanted to reach out and touch him.
He did not touch his beer. "You have ​​5 minutes."
I launched into my prepared speech how it was to secure our future, retire early, Rhine River cruises, one from his bucket list. He would never know and not get hurt. It was just the once.
He held his hand up, so I stopped talking. "So he didn't blackmail you for more sex? Not often, just every ​​3 or ​​4 weeks, during work time?"
How did he know that?
Then I saw he had a bandage on his hand. Dad's hand was bandaged too.
"Once I had the job, I was going to report him." I lied, he still had the video.
"So he would not have used the video saying that you came on to him to get the job and he was videoing it to protect himself, or he might have sent it to me to ruin our marriage? Are you lying or just being stupid? Oh, I know, both.
"Nice corset by the way, and my favourite shoes. You never let me do you doggy up the arse."
Shit, he had seen the video. Then I worked it out. Pete and Dad must have paid Wesley a visit. Pete reached into his pocket and pulled out a phone, it looked like Wesley's. It was smashed. "Fortunately for you he hadn't loaded it to the cloud or copied it. We made sure of that."
I had wondered what Wesley would have done with the video? "Thank you, can I ask how you found out, we were careful?"
"Oh the usual, the increased sex. Initially I thought you were after a cruise for our summer holiday or a new car. But it was the corset that gave it away. Did you not notice when you filled out the order that all the fields self populated. We have an account with them, but it was flagged up when you changed delivery address. That was okay. It was my Birthday the following week and I thought you'd bought something special for me, for the weekend before. When you closed the drawer, you left a suspender hanging out, I tidied it up and saw the corset. It looked good. I was looking forward to seeing you in it.
"I would get to see it and enjoy it but no, so maybe the weekend after my Birthday. Monday afternoon I was putting away the washing, including your knickers and I saw the corset was missing. I checked your other hiding places. It wasn't anywhere in the house that I could find, so where was it?"
I wiped away the tears Pete might have forgiven me had I made a mistake, but no I had planned all this going out of my way to hide it from him.
"So if you hadn't bought it for me, who did you buy it for? I suspected it was Wesley, maybe something to do with the promotion I didn't know at the time. so I took a few days off work and followed you. It was hard work running up those stairs in the hotel to see which floor you came out of the lift on, but I managed it. He gave you the key card to get into the room he was giving you a choice. You could have given him the key card back and walked away and we might have got through this. But you didn't, as soon as that light turned green and you pushed that door handle down our marriage was over."
"So, the increase in sex, even the kinky stuff which you don't like. Then no holiday request or asking for a new car, the missing corset. Something was going on and for the past two weeks you have not mentioned Wesley at all. So all those little things are what gave you away. Does that answer your question?"
"But we made love on Thursday night."
"No, I just fucked you, I'm going to be going through a dry spell. I thought I'd get what I could. I've been to the sexual health clinic. I'm clean."
"How did you get the recording?" I asked.
"Oh, that was simple. I just put a microphone on the end of my phone. Put it under the door and recorded everything. Oh, by the way, Wesley is broke. His wife's insurance just paid off the mortgage with a bit left over. I heard from the Police, this is not the first time Wesley has attacked someone, it was many years ago. They would not expand, but he is almost certainly going down this time."
I did not mention the bandages I saw on his and Dad's hands. Dad can have quite a temper.
I nodded it was plainly obvious I fucked up completely. I hadn't been as discreet as I wanted, but there might still be hope if he would see the sense of what I was trying to do. He might forgive me and we could carry on.
"My darling, I love you. I did it for us for our future. The pension and salary is way above normal, he was going to retire in a few years, and I would have had his job. We could have got a motorhome and travelled Europe. You always wanted to do that. We would have done cruises, all things we wanted to do. Life would have been so good. Please, I did it for us. You were never going to know, you would never get hurt. I'm sorry, please forgive me."
"No! I am sorry as well. But how can I trust you now? You may think spending that money on underwear for him, the planning and the time with him as an investment. I see it as a betrayal. No, we're done. I should hate you for what you've done. But I don't. I hate what you've done, what you've turned into." With that, he stood up and walked out. He hadn't even touched his beer. I was tempted to follow him and beg him again for forgiveness.
That was it, the end of my marriage.
I went home and told Dad I would take the job with Auntie Sarah.
Three weeks later I walked into their house. The ferry crossing had been rough. Uncle Angus made me a cup of tea. He and Aunt Sarah were letting me have a self-contained flat, as family she wouldn't charge me rent. Then Angus said to me. "You start work next Monday, that'll give you a couple of days to get settled in."
Sarah said to me "Angus will be your boss so there's no point in sleeping with him to get a promotion." That hurt.
I looked at her. "I thought I was working for you?"
"No, Angus is head of site admin, you'll be working for him, as a cleaner." She looked confused. "Did your Dad not tell you that the only job available was cleaner?"
"But I've got years in compliance and explosive regulations, that's a waste."
Angus spoke up. "That's the job offer for now, keep your nose clean, keep up with the changes of regulations and we might see what happens in a couple of years. If you don't like it, I can take you back to the ferry." He stood up.
I just sat there stunned, "But, but..."
Aunt Sarah leaned forward and looked at me. "You betrayed your husband, your company, your friends and workmates, you shamed your family. Did you expect to get away with it? As I said there is a ferry tonight, there's another one tomorrow or the next day or the next day. The choice is yours, like your choice whether to sleep with your boss or report him to HR." That was typical aunt Sarah; she pulled no punches.
I took the job. On Monday I went to work, previously I had worn a smart suit, blouse and shoes. Now I wore jeans, sweatshirt, trainers and rubber gloves. I had a computer, a desk and an office. Now I had a mop, a bucket and a toilet brush. On my first job, tears fell from my eyes as I cleaned the shit from a toilet pan in the lady's toilet. A metaphor for what my life had become.
Guy Fawkes Night is an annual commemoration observed on 5 November, primarily in Great Britain, involving bonfires and fireworks displays. Its history begins with the events of 5 November 1605., when Guy Fawkes, a member of the Gunpowder Plot, was arrested while guarding explosives the plotters had placed beneath the House of Lords. The Catholic plotters had intended to assassinate Protestant king James I and his parliament.
It is celebrated these days with a bonfire and fireworks.
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Please read the series intro before continuing. You may see where I am coming from, and it may help you enjoy the story more. These are just supposed to be little fun, entertaining stories not to be taken too seriously.
I used Google Docs and an immersive reader to sort out the simple stuff. All mistakes are mine. I did have help from a couple of people who sorted out flow and plot. Thank you, you know who you are.
Now on to my usual warnings.
Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue."
So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are right. It probably would not. This is fiction, so do not complain it is not real or it would not happen like that, you are probably correct. If you want realism, go watch a documentary or the news.
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes. Please enjoy the story.
This could be classed as an intervention story, but it's 'from the cheater's point of view' series. Maybe a little harsher than some that are waiting in the wings.
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes. Please enjoy the story.
It happened again and I could tell Mike was not happy. Another handsome, debonair man had tried to occupy me throughout the evening at my company's annual Christmas party. It was a party for my company so Mike drove and I could have a few drinks. I drove when it was his company party.
It was a regular thing when we went out together with people who did not know us and this was the new Deputy Head of admin at the Engineering Company where I was Deputy Chief accountant.
Sitting at traffic lights on the way home Mike just said to me. "Be careful around that Gerald."
I leaned across and kissed him. "Don't worry so much sweetheart."
As we pulled away from the lights he said. "You were taken by him, and not just the dancing, just be careful. Remember Anthony Villiers?"
Where did that come from? I did. That was years ago before we had children. Tony came on to me. He was attractive, smart and funny. Much like Gerald, but younger. And then he came into work one day and asked for a transfer, there were none available, so he left the company and moved away, he did not even serve his months' notice. I will have to have a chat with my friend Claire, she is Head of HR. She was here when that happened, she may be able to shed some light on what went on, she may not depends on how sensitive it is.
I thought some more as we drove on. Mike stopped the car on the road outside our house, he always reversed into our drive and I said to him. "Did you have anything to do with Tony leaving?"
After he finished backing up, he switched off the engine. I said to him gently. "Well?"
He looked at me with his cheeky grin and winked. He said nothing. The bugger.
I suppose a bit of background might help. My name is Jacqueline, known as Jackie. Mike and I have been married for 12 years. We have two children, Zoe eight and Ben seven. We met in University, Mike was doing Chemistry and maths, I was doing Business studies, Accounting and basic maths. I have never been good at arithmetic and an accountant who can't do sums is not good. Someone pointed me to Mike to help me out.
In those early days we were both gawky teenagers. I had nice blonde hair but that was all I had going for me. I was thin, no boobs, no bum and no confidence. Mike was also thin, but wiry. His long dark hair was always a mess and he seemed to be constantly bumping into things and nearly falling over as if his feet did not belong to him, unless he was running. But he had confidence, a subtle sense of humour, he could take the mickey out of someone, and they would feel good about it. He was very intelligent and had some athletic skills, he could run long distances. He was also good at Snooker and Pool, he said it was the maths with the angles that worked for him.
We became very good friends. But we never got intimate. Then things changed, about halfway through my second year I found I was getting more attention from the boys. I told Mike that I did not understand why until he pointed out that I was filling out and I now had boobs and a bum and was becoming quite 'A looker' as he put it. I started going out with boys and when I thought I had found the right one lost my virginity. The first time was uncomfortable, the second was better. We stayed together for four months. We worked out we liked each other, but not for a full commitment. As soon as we split, I was inundated with suitors. Most I turned down, I did go all the way a few times with selected boys after we had gone steady for a while, but I found them humourless and shallow, some very selfish in the bed playing department. Mike and I talked all the time. I know he had a few dalliances too.
Then one day I was slagging off my latest disaster that I had dumped when Mike told me off for aiming too low. I asked where I should aim? With my intelligence, he named a few of his geeky friends. He mentioned my intelligence, not my looks. I had come to realise by now that I was not the ugly duckling that I used to be.
Then it hit me. "Why would I go with them when I have you right in front of me?" I kissed him on the lips for the first time in the two and a half years I had known him. He was a very good kisser. We were intimate a week later, he was and still is a very good lover, attentive, caring, considerate, inventive, adventurous, and I found out a bit later a little kinky, that suited me. He was the best I ever had, and I tried to be the best for him.
Mike managed to get a job in his hometown with a chemical company, I got one in the same town as an accountant across town from his work. We moved in together and on the following Valentine's Day he proposed, I could see it coming. He was rubbish at hiding his feelings. So much so I had a reciprocal ring for him when he asked me, and I was going to ask him if he got cold feet. He did not.
We found that I liked dancing, proper dancing, not throwing yourself around like a lunatic. Ballroom, Mike bless him, tried. He was good if it was quick, but anything with elegance, his feet let him down again. He took lessons. Eventually he only had one left foot, we are not sure where the other one was half the time. It was the elegant ones I enjoyed the most.
We both moved up in our respective companies. Children slowed the dancing down, we still did it on a night out and at company parties we were often seen doing the waltz.
The Tony Villiers incident happened about a year before Zoe was born. We were at my company's summer function when the new guy Tony made a beeline for me. By now most people knew Mike well enough and liked him. I had in the past overheard somebody call us. "The beauty and the beast" then they carried on. "Although he's not a beast, he's a real sweetie but he's certainly punching above his weight." I thought that was about right. I was 5 foot 10 and I had filled out nicely, 36-24-36, everything fitted perfectly. My hair was blonde and wavy and sometimes when I smiled, I felt the corner of my eyes crinkle. Mike loved that. I often went running with Mike to keep looking as good as I did. Mike, well, he was just older, still gangly and awkward, his face still wasn't very pretty, not ugly, just not handsome. It didn't matter, I knew the man inside. Beauty is only skin deep. At least his hair was much tidier these days.
Tony had been flirting with me at work, it seemed harmless. He was an attractive man and quite funny at times, but I think what tipped the boat was when he walked up and asked me to dance. He completely ignored Mike and when I stopped and introduced Mike as my husband, you could see a look of shock on his face. I think Mike took an instant dislike to him which was a pity as I worked well with Tony. We had got a new project off to a good start with Tony as a project manager and I was doing the accounting.
"Just one dance darling and I'll be back." I remember saying that, but it wasn't, it was three. And when Tony escorted me back to where Mike had been standing with a few of my work friends, he wasn't there, and nobody could tell me where he was. Tony asked me if I would like a drink. I said I did. He put his arm around my waist and walked me towards the bar. I thought I should shake it off, but I was listening to Tony. Mike was standing at the bar. He had just picked up some drinks and turned round and saw me walking towards him with another man's arm around my waist, and I was looking up at Tony laughing at a little quip he had made about one of our colleagues' funny habits.
Mike was not happy. I saw that and ignored Tony all night after that.
Mike and I had a discussion on the way home in the car, it was not good. He warned me again about Villers. I didn't take it seriously at the time. I thought it was Mike just being jealous.
The following week I told Mike that Tony and I had to go to see the customer and it will be an overnight stay. I did this occasionally; it wasn't unusual but this time he looked at me and said. "You be careful around Villers, I know that sort, I've seen them around. Do not become a notch on his bedpost and a divorced statistic." He left it at that.
I was aware of what Tony was like, and it was never going to happen. The following day when I got to work there was a small posy of flowers on my desk and a little note 'looking forward to next week TV'.
I went immediately to Tony's desk, threw them onto it and said. "That was inappropriate and do not do it again."
He looked up at me, smiled and said. "With your beauty you can't blame a man for trying, I think I might just have to carry on trying to see where we end up."
"I wouldn't try it, you won't like Mike when he gets angry and if you do continue, I shall have a word with my friend Claire." Tony knew who Claire was, she had interviewed him a couple of months ago for the job.
He just smiled at me, as I walked away I heard him say. "Well, we will just have to see what happens next week in the hotel, you know, good food, good wine, good company, anything is possible."
When I got home, I told Mike all about it. Then to show I loved him. I rocked his world. For a change it was him handcuffed to the bed. I must have teased him three or four times before letting him come. Thinking back, I was wondering if that was the night we made Zoe.
Tony never did make that trip with me. Two days later Tony came in and resigned, his Deputy, Brian and I went to the meeting, we got the business done and after Brian's performance and as Tony had left, Brian got his job. That was good because he and his wife had a new baby to look after, the pay rise would help.
Now it was all coming together, Mike must have had something to do with Tony leaving so suddenly.
It had been a few years since anybody new had joined my company. Then Gerald arrived. It was the Christmas party and I was standing with Mike talking to some work colleagues. Mike and I had just left the dance floor. Gerald walked up, ignoring everyone else and said to me. "Would the lady like to dance? I've seen that she is very good, so I have asked for a waltz to be next."
I thought that was so thoughtful. I didn't do like I normally do when I was approached like that and introduce Mike as my husband. I took his hand and he led me to the dance floor. He was good, very good. We glided around that dance floor like we were on wings. He was out of my league and definitely Mike's. We had two dances and then he led me back to where I had been standing. On the way back I asked where he learned to dance like that? He told me his parents were professionals and ran a dance school and at one time he was one of their instructors.
When we got back Mike said loudly. "Are you not going to introduce your dance partner to me?" By the way he phrased his question I could tell Mike was upset and that was when I realised what I had done. Blast.
"Gerald, this is my husband, Mike." I purposely put the word 'husband' before his name. If Gerald picked up on it, it would tell him how important that Mike was to me. Gerald looked at Mike and offered his hand.
I had seen the look on Gerald's face on other men when they met Mike. It said, 'You are married to that!' Gerald tried to hide it, failed and if I had seen it, so had Mike.
They shook hands, Gerald said to Mike. "Would you mind if I asked the lady to dance again?"
"The lady chooses her own dance partners." Mike was really pissed off.
Gerald looked at me and said. "Maybe a Rumba next?" That was not subtle, and Mike would have picked up on it. The Rumba is known as the dance of love and passion.
I was not going to let that happen. "No, I am not comfortable doing the Rumba, I might accept the occasional waltz after I have danced with my husband."
"You just need a good teacher for the Rumba." Gerald said, he nodded to me and walked away ignoring Mike. The disrespect, insult and offer was not lost on Mike. I decided to limit my dancing with Gerald. But he was good. Mike and I had a few drinks, chatted with friends and had a dance, the throwing yourself about sort. Then a Waltz, as soon as we left the floor Gerald was there and asked me to dance. I accepted, giving Mike a kiss on the cheek. That was how it carried on, every time Mike and I left the floor Gerald was there. I did not accept every offer.
It was getting towards the end of the evening and the music was for slow dances. I had had one with Mike and he popped off to the toilet before we went home. Gerald asked me to dance. I accepted. He was the perfect gentleman holding me just away from him. When the dance finished, he escorted me back to Mike. When we got there Gerald said to Mike. "I return your wife to you for the last dance, I apologise for taking up so much of her time and for how I treated you earlier, I was out of order, but I was taken with her dancing skills. I have not had a partner that good for a while. Again, I am sorry." He put his hand out, Mike took it, they shook hands and Gerald left. We managed the last dance together. I held Mike very close.
Dancing with Gerald was fantastic, but he would have to be controlled. I know what he was after.
Mike gave me his warning on the way home. He added just as we parked the car on our drive. "I do not trust his change of attitude. It's like he realises he will get nowhere with you if I am his enemy."
"Sorry darling, I don't agree. I think he realised he was being a knob. He is not like that at work."
"We will see." That was all he said.
Things settled down, Gerald was not mentioned, I rarely saw him at work, mainly in passing, when I did, I told Mike. Then one day Gerald turned up in my office. "Jackie, my parents have had a cancellation for their lessons tomorrow, the lessons are paid for because of the short notice cancellation. Would you and Mike like to take the opportunity for lessons? I have arranged for Beth from my office to babysit, you will have to pay her something."
"We will see what we can do with Mike's one and a half-left feet. If Mike can't make it, I can always use a partner." That was not going to happen. "I'm afraid I need an answer straight away."
How did he know about Mike's half left foot? That was a personal joke between us, how did he know about that?
I knew Beth, she was a nice girl. We would not mind her babysitting.
"I will phone Mike and ask him now."
Mike was up for it, but wanted to use Sharla, his secretary's daughter if she was available. She was our usual babysitter. Sharla was still struggling a bit after her father passed on, even though it was a few years ago.
We met Gerald's parents; they were nice people and excellent teachers and the lessons were good. Over a few weeks Mike improved a lot. I did notice that Gerald would use me as a partner to demonstrate steps to Mike and then to other class members, cutting in to take me away from Mike to demonstrate something, until the time Mike refused to let go of me and stared Gerald down. Gerald walked away and used his Mother. The drive home after that lesson was quiet. Mike stopped a short distance away from our house, turned, looked at me and said. "He is still chasing you."
What did he mean 'still' chasing me? He never was as far as I was concerned.
"If his chase succeeds it will be very painful for the both of you. Him physically, you mentally." Mike drove on without a word. Mike ran Sharla home, it was only a few minutes away. As he was doing that, I thought about what he said in the quiet of the house and I could see it. Gerald had given something to Mike by improving his dancing but then he kept coming between us separating us. But I enjoyed dancing with him, so I never noticed it.
When Mike got back, I had a beer waiting for him. "I'm sorry sweetheart you are correct. I just didn't see it. He is slowly trying to separate us on the dance floor."
Mike's reply surprised me. "And not just on the dance floor. He is playing the long game."
I thought Mike just put up with the dancing because I liked it then he said something which startled me. "I love dancing with you, I love holding you, caressing you, guiding you and learning with you. I know I'm not very good, but you don't know how much pleasure it gives me when I get half a dozen steps right and you look at me and smile. You may not realise it, but that smile shows me you've recognised my efforts, and my heart goes out to you. Again, you have more of my heart than I do."
Michael's a watcher, a planner, a data gatherer, an analyser and from what he finds out, he works out alternative approaches and solutions to problems. That was his job, I just did arithmetic with money. He was correct, I was warned.
Dancing around the floor with Gerald was like skipping across the waves gently touching the top of each one. I would have to be careful. That evening Mike made love to me, starting slowly and gently building up the speed gradually and pausing at just the right moment. He had to put his hand over my mouth when he slammed into me. Bloody hell that man knows what I like.
After that I often refused Gerald's request to demonstrate with him and he would pick somebody else, usually his Mother. Except it was heavenly, the man could certainly move.
The course was coming to an end. Mike had improved drastically; he only had one left foot and we always knew where the right one was, if he wasn't always fully in control of it. Gerald asked for us to wait behind on the penultimate lesson. He took us to one side, sat us down and he said to us. "Mike I'm sorry, you may not like this, but I have been invited to dance in a Competition in Gravesend." That was the next town over about 20 miles away. "And I would like Jackie to be my partner. The only other person which is close to her skill level is my mother and that would not seem right. So please may I borrow your wife for a night to enter this competition. I will tell you now, I don't expect to win but the experience of dancing under pressure would be good for both of us. It will mean more practising."
I knew about the competition, but this was the first I knew of Gerald being invited to enter and him wanting me to be his partner. Being invited to enter was, I thought, a little strange, maybe something to do with the dance school. I would love to dance in a competition and Mike knew it. I could see he was conflicted; I tried to keep my face neutral. "As I said before, my wife chooses her own partners." I noticed previously he said 'dance partners'. He looked at me, giving me the choice. I thought about it for a bit. I would love to do it.
"When is it?" I asked.
"In two weeks, we'll have to dance the Paso Doble, Rumba and Waltz."
Mike is quite good at Paso Doble because it is fast.
I looked at Mike. "You know I would love to do this; do you mind?"



"If it makes you happy it's okay. Just heed my warnings."
I looked at Gerald. "Yes, it appears I am up for it, but I have three stipulations. Mike comes with me to the competition. We go home after the event that evening. I don't care how long it lasts. And it is just the one competition; there will be no more." ​​
Gerald agreed to all three. I was over the moon.
We practised a lot, Jasmine and Ralph always seemed to be there for coaching. Mike came to the dance studio, even brought the children when Beth or Sharla was not available. Sometimes even in the foyer at work at lunch time, it was big enough. Then it was just the two of us. He seemed to hold me a little closer when we were dancing on our own. I overheard someone say. "I bet those two are at 'it' to be that good."
I must admit I was starting to get a little enamoured with Gerald when we danced, it was so good, we were so attuned. I found myself wondering what he would be like in bed. I had to push that thought aside. It was wrong.
Jasmine was a mature but very good looking woman, she excluded confidence. Ralph was an older version of Gerald. I thought he had a slight limp. It did not affect his dancing. Although he would spend some time sitting down at the piano. I could see both of them in Gerald.
After a particularly smooth lesson at the school, I really did feel like we were gliding on air. The smile I had on my face was genuine, looking up into Gerald's handsome face was a pleasure. The steps came effortlessly, he didn't need to guide me, we knew where to go, where to step and I must admit it got me a bit tingly.
When we got home, I put the children to bed whilst Mike took Sharla home. I completely stripped and applied a little makeup and perfume. I was waiting for him on the bed. The only thing I ate that night was Mike's cum. I felt excellent, so much so I sat on top. I know Mike likes that, he just lets me control the pace. I moved up and down on him slowly, kissing his neck then looking at his face. But then it was wrong, I kept on seeing Gerald's face smiling down at me. I could not do that. I turned around and I was reverse cowgirl. I put a lot of effort into it up and down. I even leaned down and nibbled his toes, that was something we had never done before, but I saw he had cute feet. He started thrusting up into me, I clenched and with a mighty thrust he came and so did I. I fell forward on to his legs. Tears poured from my eyes. I eased myself off him and turned around. I took him in my mouth again to clean him up. Looking up at him, I smiled. He held his hands out to me and pulled me up beside him. He wrapped his warm comforting arms around me. I was about to nod off when Mike said. "You were thinking of him, weren't you?"
I sprang up. His brow was furrowed, I know that look, it is the one when he doesn't believe me when I tell a white lie, I was not going to risk it. "I'm sorry sweetheart I couldn't get his face out of my head, and it didn't seem right to look at the one I love with his face in my mind. I'm sorry I didn't know what else to do." He reached up, took my head in his hands and gently pulled me down for a kiss. "I can sort of understand that, but I don't like it. If that happens again you look at me. You stare at me, you burn my ugly mug into your mind, you burn my love for you into your heart, and he will disappear in a puff of smoke." I leaned down and kissed such a wise man.
It was planned that Mike and Gerald's parents came with us to the competition. We had Beth booked as a babysitter, but she pulled out at the last minute, Sharla was not available. Mike was not a happy man. Jasmine told Mike she would stream the dancing to him. That seemed to placate him a little, but he was not happy.
He was on the phone when I came down in my best dress to get his opinion. He hung up. The dress was the one I felt most comfortable in. It had a tight bodice, strapless and a flowing skirt. It was his absolute favourite. I felt great in this dress. I often wore it for Mike on a night out, not just for dancing. I wore stockings with it for Mike and loved giving him a twirl so he could see more stocking tops. I had to be a bit careful where or when I did that, he loved it.
I would show him how grateful I was for letting me do this. It would be a good night when I got home.
Mike looked at me and shook his head. "You save that one for me." I understood where he was coming from. That was his favourite which is why I wore it. He would not be able to get to the competition. To me, wearing that dress was a link to Mike sitting at home. I do not think he saw it that way.
With no argument I changed into my second best dress. He came out with me to my car and waved me off. I glanced in the rear-view mirror, he was not happy, his shoulders were slumped.
The dancing was fantastic, the atmosphere, the attention, the lights. It was heavenly. We did okay in the Paso Doble, not bad in the Rumba, but we absolutely nailed the Waltz. We floated around that dance floor as if our feet were not on the ground.
When we finished the audience were applauding loudly. Some were standing up. When we left the dance floor I could not keep the grin off my face. Gerald had his arm around me as he escorted me off the floor, he gave me a squeeze, I looked up at him, he leaned down and kissed me on the lips, I did not pull away, it felt good. When we separated, I realised Jasmine was streaming this to Mike. What would he think If he saw that? I stepped away from Gerald and felt my smile fall away. I looked across at Jasmine. She was not videoing us, she was panning the crowd, getting their reaction. That was good, but I felt guilty for continuing the kiss, and enjoying it. I would have to be open and honest with Mike in case it came out later, someone would have taken a photo or video. But I would be honest about how I was feeling. I admit I was on a high. This was absolutely fantastic.
I felt sorry for Mike that he could not be here to enjoy the event and the atmosphere with me. I asked Jasmine if she was still streaming it home to Mike. She told me she was, she gave me a wry smile, put her hand on my arm and said. "Don't worry, I didn't get the kiss."
I was relieved for now, I could enjoy that rest of the evening and explain fully to Mike when I get home. I am sure he will understand I was on a high and not fully in control.
The results were announced 5th in the Rumba, 4th in the Paso Doble. But first in the Waltz, overall, we were third. It was a fantastic night, now I really wished Mike could be here. There were to be interviews for the top three and their guests. We were invited to dinner in a local hotel restaurant next to the hall. That was when I felt uneasy, everybody knew Jasmine and Ralph were there, but when we were escorted to our table there were only two place settings. Surely there should have been 5 including Mike, he only cancelled at the last minute. I gave Mike a quick call letting him know that Jasmine and Ralph had left but I was heeding his warnings. He did not answer, I left him a voicemail.
The whole point of the meal was to interview the winning couples. I made sure I sat opposite Gerald when we settled down. The food was good. Gerald kept on trying to top up my wine glass, but I was driving. I suspect he was trying to get me to have too much so I would not drive. I must admit I was on a high after winning the Waltz.
Gerald was attractive, even sexy. Tempted? Yes I was, I knew what he was doing. I must admit a little bit of me did wonder what he would be like. It was only for a second or so, it was not worth risking everything I had, and it would be wrong!
Gerald was invited for an interview about the dance school, I was invited as well but declined. After he finished Gerald came back and slid in beside me instead of sitting opposite like he had done. He took my hand and told me that he had a room booked in the hotel and he would like to discuss more dancing competitions. That got me a little annoyed, I had told him this was the only competition I would do with him. I will admit I thoroughly enjoyed the dancing and was tempted to carry on with it. But I knew exactly what the invite to the room meant, again I was tempted, I would be able to fend him off. But it was crossing a line and was not worth throwing everything I had away for.
Then we heard a car alarm go off, somebody went outside and asked who has the Audi Q7. I knew Gerald had a Q7. He went to the front door and turned it off with his remote. It came back 'on' 30 seconds later. After Gerald reset it, it went off again Gerald swore and left. He disappeared out of the view of the restaurant front window.
Somebody screamed as a figure came hurtling past the front window, the lighting was not good from inside the hotel restaurant. A strange looking creature walked up to the victim, he was holding a stick. At first, I thought it was a baseball bat, but it was longer than that. I recognised it, it was a Snooker cue. He was using it as a walking stick, but it would make a nasty weapon if swung accurately. A thought flashed through my mind. A snooker cue and the victim's testicles. Cue the balls.
The creature swung its foot and then stamped on the victim's chest. We could not make out who the victim was. But I had an idea. I rushed to the front of the restaurant, I was right, it was Gerald. The figure leaned down, it looked bulky and bulging in all the wrong places and it was green. By now people had their phone cameras out. Nobody rushed to help Gerald being beaten up. What a strange world we live in. I rushed to the door and went outside. There was this large hulking great green figure, well above my height. Then I got it, he growled at me. He looked like the TV series 'The Hulk'. He stomped off, he was walking very awkwardly.
A flicker of a memory came into my head, but I looked down at Gerald, he was my immediate concern. He was a mess, his right foot was well out of line with his leg. There were round prints on his shirt and he was clutching his groin. There was a big round bruise forming on his cheek and he was crying.
No, it couldn't be, but that memory stuck in my head. I would have to check it, but no, no way.
All of a sudden blue lights were flashing as the emergency service turned up. A waiter from the restaurant asked if I was going to go with him to the hospital. I was tempted, but I said. "No, I am only his dance partner." That was all, but I told the waiter I would inform his parents. My mind was in a whirl, I was struggling to understand what had just gone down.
Once Gerald was in the ambulance, I phoned Jasmine and told her what happened. They were obviously on speakerphone in a car. She asked If I was going with him to the hospital. I told them I was on my way home to my husband. There was silence on the end of the phone. I carried on. "You were supposed to be there, why did that change?"
"We thought you would like to celebrate together." Said Jasmine quietly.
Then I got it. "This was a setup, wasn't it?" It was still quiet on the phone. "He was trying to seduce me. And you two were in on it? That is why you left. There were only two place settings at the table. This was all planned, I bet that includes Beth cancelling at the last minute." I was angry now. How dare they. "Why? Why would you help your son seduce a married woman? If I was stupid enough to do it and Mike found out, he would divorce me, I would lose everything I hold dear to me."
Ralph was notably quiet throughout this. Jasmine said. "Mike would never know, and you would be too guilty to say anything. We wouldn't say anything and once the two of you made love a few times and got into the rhythm your dancing would improve."
What!
I shouted. "There was not going to be any more dancing, I said just once. Gerald agreed."
"After doing so well we thought you would change your mind."
"Did you not see how Mike supported me, did you not see my children, why would I risk that? Never speak to me again."
Then for the first time Ralph spoke in the background. "It would have been good for the school to have a pair of winners on the team."
My mouth hung open. I could not believe what they were planning to do to my life for their precious dance school. I hung up and blocked their number and Gerald's. I had reached my car. As I left town I phoned Mike. The ringtone made a little hiccup. I recognised that sound. Mike answered after a few rings. I told him what had gone down, and I was on my way home. I was crying. He told me to pull into a lay-by and not drive whilst upset. He was right. I could hardly see through the tears. I parked and told him everything, he was very supportive and calming. Eventually I got myself together and told him I would be home as soon as I could. He told me to be careful, and he was waiting for me. There were several things going around my head. The background noise didn't sound right for home. I tracked his phone. It was at home. But I still had theories.
Then a thought flashed through my mind. Did Gerald sleep with his mother to improve his dancing with her? When they danced together it certainly looked like they had a connection, they seemed to move sensually with each other. I wondered if Ralph would be okay with that, did he know? I pushed that thought out of my mind.
I parked my car and walked past Mike's. I just wondered, I ran my hand over the bonnet, it was cold he had not been anywhere. He would not leave the children.
I went in and there was my gangly Mike, arms open wide, I walked into them. His arms around me and held me. I thought he was going to crush me. He leaned back and said. "Jasmine sent everything, you looked fantastic. You got every award you deserved." He said as he poured me a glass of wine. We sat and I explained to him the whole experience. Including Gerald's beating. I did not let on my suspicions.
I reached across, took his hand and said to him. "My love, I wish he could have been you for the dancing, I really do."
"I'm glad you enjoyed yourself Jackie, you know I could never match up to Gerald's dancing, or his looks."
That throwaway comment. "his looks," threw me, where did that come from, I would ignore it for now.
I did not rock his world that night. I was too worn out with the events. The following day my parents had Zoe and Ben and we got all kissy face, and a lot of other things too. I made use of the handcuffs so he could not stop me giving him my bum. He did not use our safety word, so I guessed he was okay with it.
On Sunday I got a message from Beth. Gerald was badly injured, his right ankle was completely crushed, he had some genital damage and a couple of bruises on his body. He would not be at work for the foreseeable future.
I had several theories. I had to get to the bottom of this.
We had an excellent rest of the weekend. We took the children to the zoo. Went to see Mike's parents. They had also watched the streamed dancing from Jasmine's phone. Mike's Dad did comment halfway through the waltz. "That looks a bit close to me." Mike's Dad knew nothing about dancing, fortunately.
I went to work on Monday. It would seem strange if I didn't. It had got out that Gerald and I did quite well in the dancing. Probably dancing in the foyer highlighted to folk what we were doing. I did get asked several questions about what happened to Gerald. All I told them was I thought it was a mugging when he went out to sort out his car alarm. I suggested he might have been targeted because of his expensive car.
I went home early that afternoon, there were things I needed to check.
I went up into the loft. And there it was, hanging on a coat hanger. Several years ago, because Mike was so thin we got him an Incredible Hulk costume from Amazon to wear to a Halloween party. The one we got was too big, and I had to pull some of the stuffing out and close the seams. It was all lumpy, it had lumps over the lumps, and they were all in the wrong place. I am no good at sewing.
But it didn't matter, everybody got the joke. Stick man trying to be the Hulk. It was a good night, but that did not explain how the Hulk I saw was a good six inches taller than my Mike. I picked up the Hulk costume shoes. There were no holes in them, then I had an idea. I went into Mike's gardening shed and there were his gardening boots. I turned them over and there was a hole in each sole and heel. It looked like they were being filled up with gorilla glue. Okay he had used something to raise himself up. I could see nothing in his workshop. His workshop was its usual total mess. How does he ever find anything on a workbench so cluttered with tools and stuff?
I scoured the garden, the kitchen. I did not look in our bedroom although I had 6 inch heels. My feet were completely different size to Mike's and my shoes would not have done the damage I saw on Gerald. I made myself a coffee and sat on the sofa in front of the fireplace, and there it was, the log basket was full. It had been empty up until Friday night. Mike would not have lit the lounge fire for just himself.
And there they were at the bottom of the log basket. Four logs each with a hole drilled through the middle and when I got them out they were exactly the same size, about six inches high, that would have made my Mike look well over six feet.
I knew what I had to do. I went shopping at the local hardware shop. I made cottage pie, absolutely one of Mike's favourites, the kids love it too. Mike got in just as I was serving dinner to the children. He looked at me quizzically. "We're having ours later, just getting our little beauties sorted out. I have something for you tonight." Mike sat opposite the children, he dipped his finger into Ben's gravy, licked his finger and looked at me and said quietly. "Yummy."
Zoe went "Yuck."
I was confused, so I asked her. "What do you mean yuck?"
As nine year olds can do, she said to me. "Mummy and Daddy are going to get all kissy face."
I felt my face blush. I looked at Mike, he was just sitting there smiling.
We sorted out Zoe's homework, it is very light for kids that age. Mike and I sat down to have our dinner. I got a bottle of Abbots Reserve ale out for Mike. I made sure he had plenty of gravy. He loves my onion gravy. When we had finished eating, I gave him a box and told him to open it, but not to put you on the table. It was bad luck. He looked quizzical, he put it on his knees and ripped off the wrapping and opened the box that contained a pair of work boots. Looking at him I said. "I think your old work boots are going to leak. I've bought you a new pair." He tilted his head to one side and gave me a small smile.
Standing up I said. "I'm feeling chilly Darling, would you mind lighting the fire, I know it's not normal, but you know." I smiled and winked at him. He knew. "I have made it, all you need to do is set a match to the kindling. I'm going to pop upstairs and check on the children."
With that I left without giving him a chance to answer. I had a quick look at the children. They were asleep all arms and legs akimbo. I put their blankets back over them and went into our bedroom and changed. Something I knew Mike would appreciate. I walked down the stairs in six inch heels, definitely not good for dancing but excellent for fucking. I got down the stairs and Mike turned to look at me and said. "Wow, how to make an entrance."
I smiled, reached behind myself, pulled the zip down and let the dress fall off revealing my Basque. "No this is how you make an entrance." I stepped out of my dress. He came to me and took me in his gangly loving arms. He led me back in front of the fire that was crackling nicely. We were nearly there when I said. "Sorry darling I have something to do." I went to the log box, delved into the bottom and pulled out four logs with holes drilled through the middle and placed them on the fire.



He truly rocked my night. One thing he can do slowly is to make love to me.
Laying in his arms I quietly asked him. "So, who babysat?"
"Karina. Sharla's mum." She lent me her car and her phone, I forwarded mine to hers."
I got up on one elbow and looked at him and said. "I must thank her sometime." I paused. "I was quite safe, you know."
He raised himself up to look at me then he said something which hurt me, a little bit, but it was probably true, which is why it hurt. "But you were tempted weren't you, just a little."
I looked down "Yes, for a few seconds as we were coming off that dance floor. I was on high, but it was only a few seconds. I had too much to lose, but yes being completely honest I was tempted. But it was wrong. He kissed me, I was going to tell you about the kiss, but after all that happened it didn't seem necessary."
"I saw it."
"What! You saw it."
"I was there in the corner, I saw you come off the dance floor and the two of you kiss, the way you looked at him. Then I saw you pull away from him and a look of guilt or it could have been disgust cross your face. You rushed to talk to Jasmine."
"I'm sorry sweetie, he caught me unawares and I was on a high, nothing would have happened."
He smiled at me. "Whilst I trust you, I just removed the temptation. And to show him the error of trying to seduce married women. Enough said." I leaned across and kissed him. He was a wonderful man, and he was mine.
When the fire went out it woke us up and we went upstairs to bed. I would have had to explain to Zoe we had been kissy facing if they found us in the morning.
That evening in front of the fire I had admitted to myself and to Mike the dancing was fantastic, the pleasure, the adrenaline, the attention and there was a temptation, albeit only a few seconds, but who knows what would have happened if we kept dancing together. But Mike sorted it, as he always does. I would have to repay him with something special, something new.
Then it came to me. He finishes work early on Friday and Karina does too. I took Friday afternoon off and I turned up at his office. Karina was there. I gave her a box of chocolates. There was a card attached that just said 'thank you'. She phoned Mike and told him I was here. She indicated that I should go in. She might have wondered why I was wearing a Macintosh on a warm day carrying Mike's lunch in a brown paper bag.
The brown paper bag had more than his sandwiches in it. I dropped it on his desk. I was pretty sure he would hear the rattle of the handcuffs.
Mike got up from behind his desk and came towards me but caught his foot on the desk leg and nearly fell over. I took hold of him and pushed him back against the end of his desk. I took a step back, opened my Macintosh and dropped it on the floor.
I stood there in the corset I wore on our wedding night. It didn't fit quite as well as it did, it was all very tight. He would have seen the key to the handcuff key on the chain around my neck if he was in any doubt what was in the bag. I moved towards him, undid the belt of his trousers and lowered his zip. Looking him in the eyes I kissed him and got down on my knees, he was already hard. I took him deeply into my mouth. I know what he likes and I had been doing it for a few minutes when his phone rang. I saw him reach for it. I grabbed his hand. He needs to concentrate on what I'm doing. We might be at his work, but this was about his pleasure. All of a sudden the door burst open and there was Karina. Blast, I forgot to lock it in my excitement. A hand flashed to her mouth. "I, I'm sorry, the MD wants to see you at 1:00. Sorry, I'll tell him you're busy." She stepped out of the room.
Bugger, my man got a bit soft. I simply concentrated more. I felt him twitch, that was enough I stood, took his hand and led him across to one of the two armchairs he has in his office. I bent over one reached behind myself and opened myself up for him. He went in smooth and firm, all the way. I didn't expect to come, this was for his pleasure not mine. But he carried on just the way I like it. I shoved my hand in my mouth so as not to make too much noise. We recovered and I used my mouth to clean him up. I tucked him away and did his zip and belt up and said. "I believe you've got a meeting with the MD."
It would be embarrassing for him to walk past Karina. But I'm sure he will manage. As he left the room, he turned to me, smiled and blew me a kiss. I was just glad he hadn't used the handcuffs on me. For Karina to see me with my hands cuffed behind my back, with my husband's cock in my mouth would have been mega embarrassing.
I straightened myself up and I went out. I stood in front of Karina and lowered my head. "I'm sorry, Karina, you shouldn't have to witness that. I should have made sure the door was locked. I apologise wholeheartedly." I looked at her and I saw sadness in her eyes.
A thought fleetingly crossed my mind. Did she wish she had been the one on her knees in front of my husband. That was unfair of me.
"Next time you come to visit I will know what to expect." She said.
I smiled at her, I wouldn't do that to her again, that would embarrass her too much.
Epilogue.
The police had a quick chat with me, but that was all. Gerald did not return to work. He had to use a walking stick, his right leg never fully recovered. He left work and went to his parent's dance school. Strangely enough the media attention they got from the 'mugging' after doing so well at the competition attracted a lot of would-be dancers to the dance school. I don't believe Gerald ever danced another competition again.
Just after the lessons started the school suddenly shut down. I was told by Beth that a hate campaign was run against the school on social media with pictures of Gerald and a warning. 'This man thinks having sex with your wife will improve your dancing'. It managed to reach a lot of people before it was taken down. When the students returned to their cars after a lesson there were leaflets under wiper blades with similar warnings also implying Jasmine and Ralph would assist Gerald in screwing their partners. The hate campaign followed them to their next school. Mike and I saw some lovely parts of the country.
I know nothing about ballroom dancing apart from what I have researched on Google and saw on Strictly Come Dancing when we watched it years ago. I needed something to tempt Jackie.
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Please read my series info before continuing. You may see where I am coming from, and it may help you enjoy the story more. These are just supposed to be little fun, entertaining stories not to be taken too seriously. Now without further ado, on to my usual warnings.
Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue."
This is fiction.
Please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are probably correct on that point. It more than likely would not. But this is fiction, so do not complain it is not real.
If you want realism, may I suggest watching a documentary or the news.
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes. And some are just stupid.
Please enjoy the story.
This one is quite gentle, some of my planned ones, not so much.
The Set Up
How will my husband Harry take it? I have run several ways of telling him through my head, even not telling him at all. But my new friend, Charles suggested that was not a good idea. It would go worse for me if Harry found out later. He said it to me at lunch on Monday, his calming voice soothing the excitement inside me now that I had agreed to one night with him, this coming Friday.
Charles said to me. "Olivia, you have to tell him, if he finds out later the shock will ruin your marriage, and you want to stay married. So, you have to pre warn him, either tonight so he gets used to the idea or as you leave giving him no choice. You have been married for how long, twelve years?" I nodded. "You know him best, so you can judge which is the best way. But do tell him the things we agreed on, it's just exploration, you love him, this is about sex not love. You will go back home Saturday morning to carry on as if nothing has happened. You will learn things that will rock his world. I will teach them to you. But you must not let on that they came from me, say it was girls talk or a magazine. He will feel belittled if you tell him I taught you these things. And that will not be good for your marriage."
As usual he made sense, Charles was a sales manager, a good one, he was very experienced at convincing people to buy things they did not need. He could be very convincing. He was a few years older than me and Harry
I was not sure Harry would take it that way, but he has always said he would do anything to make me happy, well most things. Sometimes I asked for things we could not physically do or afford. He did occasionally put his foot down. The Caribbean cruise I wanted got downgraded to a Mediterranean cruise because that was what we budgeted for. But he promised we would save up for a Caribbean cruise. It was alright, the sweet man tried his best for me, I could not go behind his back, but I had to do this, just the once. He is a sweetie, he will be angry, but he will get over it, as long as it is just the once. I wouldn't get away with it a second time.
So, if I love Harry, why am I going to spend the night with Charles. Well Charles is so debonair, handsome and worldly wise. He is direct, even forceful, such fun and makes me laugh. Harry is earnest, good looking, sensible, gentle, loving, reliable and can be funny. Charles is different, he is so much more, but I do not love him. I love my humous dependable Harry. So, it will just be the once for the experience. Charles tells me we will both have a great deal of fun and exploration together.
So why? Because Charles is well, different.
Sitting at my desk I came up with a plan of how to tell him, break it to him slowly, oh and sex of course. I will mention I am going out Friday at teatime Wednesday. We will make love later, I won't push hard just suggest an early night, no lingerie or kinkyness. Just love making or he will get suspicious.
Then in the comfortable afterglow I will mention it just as a reminder. Thursday morning, I will ask if it is okay with me going out, engaging him in the decision.
Thursday evening after tea I will tell him I am going out with Charles, and I will not be home till Saturday morning. That will be the difficult part. Charles has given me a lot of pre-warning to what Harry will say and the answers to give him, he has warned me to expect Harry to be angry. He has met Harry a few times and he is certain he is not a violent man. I have known him to get angry and shout, I expect some of that but in all the time I had known him I had never known him to lose his temper or to get violent.
It sounds conniving, I suppose it is, but I am doing it to protect his feelings. I really do love him.
The Convincing and Excuses
Wednesday went well. I did not do anything special, none of his real favourites, just solid good food and wine he likes. The sex was very good, but it normally is. Harry commented that I was a bit more 'energetic and vocal' It may have helped that I was thinking of Charles.
I fell asleep before I could remind him about me going out Friday.
I will have to save up his favourite food, drink and kinky sex to make it up to him. He might even get my bum.
Thursday after dinner we sat watching a spot of telly. It was getting late into the evening. I had just fetched him another cup of tea. I turned and looked at him. "Sweetheart, you know I love you, and only you?" He raised an eyebrow at that, but I carried on. "You know I'm going out tomorrow night?" He nodded. "Well, it's with Charlie from work." Now a frown passed over his face. "Anyway, I won't be home till Saturday morning and we can carry on as normal. It is something I just have to do my sweetheart."
I called him Charlie, it did not sound as pompous as Charles, as long as Charles did not hear me use that name, he hates it.
"I assumed you were going out with the evil pair Eve and Jasmine."
"No, just Charlie and me."
I waited. After a while he said. "Sorry I'm a bit thick. Can you explain exactly to me what you mean? Because I don't like what I'm thinking in my head."
"It will just be the one-night sweetheart just for the experience, it's not love." I had not actually said the word.
"Sorry, still not getting it, why would you be staying out overnight?"
Gosh he can be so slow sometimes. "I want to make a full night of it to get the full experience, don't worry I'll be yours ever after."
The frown on his face got deeper. "So, I take it from that you'll be mine ever after, that you're not mine now?"
I smiled at him, silly man. "Of course I'm yours now sweetheart, just not Friday night."
"I am desperately trying not to think what you're telling me, so spell it out." He had raised his voice, I think that was a good sign. Charles said that would happen.
"I am spending the night with Charles." I still did not say the word. I was kind of scared to actually say the word.
He leaned in at me. "And pray tell me what are you going to be doing all night?"
He really wanted me to say it and if I did, that would be it. It would be out in the open, at least I would not be cheating behind his back.
But I was angry with him for making me say the word. "Yes, we are going to have sex!"
Then it all came out in a rush, not how Charles told me to do it. "You had lots of lovers before we got together, I only had one, it's just the one night, he will teach me things, I will be better for you, it's just sex, it's not love, it's just exploration I will be the best wife ever."
"If you really loved me, you would let me do this." Charles told me what Harry would say next so I had an answer ready, but he didn't say what Charles said he would say.
I braced myself for his anger. It didn't come. I could see he was angry, but he was bottling it up, we had been married long enough for me to recognise it. I was expecting him to blow up at me, but it did not come. Never mind it will at some time, I was prepared for that.
"I was hoping you were going to tell me that you were going to spend the night playing tiddlywinks, well I guess not. I need tea." And with that he stood up and walked towards the kitchen door. He got there, paused, it was probably only two or three seconds, but it felt like a whole minute, he turned, looked at me and said. "I was going to make you sleep down here on the sofa tonight. But we have to carry on as near as normal as possible so you can see what you're missing, and I want to give you a chance to change your mind, because if you do go ahead, there will be consequences."
"I do love you but it's my life and my body but I have the right to explore what interests me."
As he left the room. He paused and although he was facing away from me, I heard him say. "You are correct, it's your life, it's your body and you will have to live with the consequences of your actions with what you do with them."
He walked into the kitchen, and I heard him making tea. That did not go as Charles and I expected, but it was not bad. I felt he might just accept it.
He placed a mug of tea on the coffee table in front of me and went to bed. I followed him up.
I wanted to cuddle him, but he wouldn't let me touch him. I lay there thinking, there was no shouting, no screaming, not even any questions. His back was towards me. I felt him turn over and he said. "I wanted to throw you out or leave myself, but I decided I had to give you a chance to change your mind and then we can work on why you wanted to cheat on me. Please do not go ahead with this."
I wanted to explain that it was not cheating if he knew about it, but I worked out that in his mind if he did not agree with me doing it, it would be cheating.
The following morning he was gone when I got up. Harry normally gets home around 4:00 on Friday. I wasn't planning to go out until after 6 o'clock. I wanted to wear my sexiest lingerie then decided if Harry saw me wear something he brought for me for my lover would tip him over the edge. He had been so quiet, but I could see the anger bubbling under the surface.
I decided at lunchtime I would go and buy some naughty lingerie but never wear it for Harry. That would rub his nose in it. A strange thing happened. My debit card for our joint current account was declined. I had to use my credit card, never mind. I would sort that out later.
I picked up a new dress as well. A sort of smart sexy as befits my age. I thought I looked good in it. I might have to hide it away and bring it out sometime in the future for Harry. If I wore it too soon he would immediately suspect that I had used it for Charles. But it was for me really, Charles would get the benefit.
I was so excited.
Charles had not been at work all morning, he came to me when I went to make a drink in the kitchen. He did not come to my desk, we were trying to be discreet, there is no moral clause in our contracts, but office romances between people not married to each other is frowned upon. The boss takes a dim view as it causes a toxic atmosphere in the office. Someone suggested his wife cheated on him with a work colleague of hers in the past.
It is rumoured that he had transferred people to other offices, and they had to leave the company because they could not accept the transfer. Being transferable between sites is in our contract. But we are discreet, only Jas and Eve know, they were the ones who convinced me to do it. Charles asked me how it went. I told him Harry was very quiet about it. He just laughed and said. "I suspect he's going to enjoy being a cuckold, if he is we shall have to keep on seeing each other."
"No this is it, just the once, we can have our night of passion and sex, if I did it more than once, I don't know what he would do. There is an anger bubbling under the surface, I have never seen him like this." But there again, I had never told him I was going to have sex with another man before.
I got changed and went downstairs. I wore a simple blouse and skirt, nothing sexy, just smart. I did not want to rub it in Harry's face. My new dress and lingerie were in my car. I walked up to him and he let me kiss him and I said. "My darling, this is just one night. I will be back with you forever, I love you, please just let me have this."
He didn't reply, a tear ran down his left cheek. I wiped it away with my forefinger and licked his tears from my finger. "I will be home before the clock strikes 12."
He shook his head but said nothing as I left.
I got changed in the hotel car park. I felt sexy in the lingerie and dress. Charles was waiting for me in the foyer. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed me deeply and passionately. It felt so good. He stood back, looked at me and said "My sweet Livie, you look fantastic, good enough to eat and I'm sure before this night is over I will taste your sweet nectar." I felt all warm inside. I loved it when Harry went down on me.
"Please turn your phone off, we do not want to be disturbed." Charles asked.
I turned it on to silent.
The Restaurant
The maître-d' escorted us to the table. Charles ordered the wine whilst we perused the menus. We made our choices and passed them to the waiter. Soup for starters, Steak for main course. After we ordered, Charles held my hand, he looked at me with those lovely blue eyes, he smiled, and I had to remind myself a couple of times this was just the once. He told me again how good I looked and he complimented me on my dress. Soup arrived. I had just taken a sip from my spoon when a noise erupted from the restaurant entrance.
"You cannot come in here Sir. You do not have a reservation, and you are not correctly attired."
"I will only be there for a few minutes, I don't intend to stay and I'm not eating."
That was Harry's voice. How did he know where we were? I did not tell him where we were going.
"But Sir, you cannot come in here, I will call security." I heard the maître-d' say. Everybody was now looking towards the altercation and there was Harry. He was carrying what looked like a laptop.
I heard Harry's voice. "Do not touch me again, that will be assault. I promise you it will be less than 3 minutes." And with that Harry appeared around the maître-d' and walked straight towards us. He stopped by the edge of the table and looked at me and said. "Nice dress, you never wore something like that for me. I hope I didn't pay for it." He did not even look at Charles, he was completely ignoring him as if he did not matter.
He threw his laptop on the table. The soup splashed everywhere, over my dress, over Charles's shirt and suit. The laptop looked like it had a sledgehammer put through it. Next on top of that appeared his mobile phone which had probably seen the same attention from a large metal object. Next fluttering on top was what I recognised as our marriage certificate torn into pieces. Harry's wedding ring, now flat, bounced off the wrecked mobile phone. "You don't love me, if you did, you wouldn't do this to me." He threw a Manila envelope on top of the pile. "Divorce application for adultery. If that doesn't work, I will use irretrievable breakdown of the marriage by telling me you want to have sex with another man. May I suggest you check the pictures on your phone and who they have been sent to. I'm sure your boss and your parents will be impressed. The only way you can contact me is through my solicitor. Never mistake showing somebody love as weakness. Goodbye."
He turned and walked away. I could see Charles was incensed, his face was red, his hair was dishevelled. The soup was all over the front of his shirt and face. He leapt up out of his chair and grabbed Harry by the shoulder and pulled him round. As Harry turned round his fist came round and hit Charles on the side of the face. He collapsed immediately.
I stood up and rushed forwards towards Harry and grabbed his arm. He shook me off, turned and looked at me in a way I had never seen before. "Fucking touch me again I will assume that is assault and you'll get the same as him." I'd never heard Harry use the F word or threaten me with violence. I fell backwards and Harry just left.
The maître-d' helped Charles back to our table. The noise in the restaurant restarted, subdued. After what Harry said I checked my phone, I pulled it out. I opened the last message from an undisclosed number.
Shit, there was a picture of me getting into the back of my car in my normal clothes, then getting out in my red dress. Charles putting his arm around me and kissing me. I don't know how he got the last one of me and Charles holding hands across the table. They went to all of my family, our boss at work. A few seconds later my phone started to blow up. My sister who had a soft spot for Harry who never put her phone down. 'you are so screwed mum & dad will not put up with that' the next one was from our boss, 'be in my office first thing tomorrow. I don't care that it's Saturday'.
Things had calmed down when the maître-d' approached us. "Excuse me Sir, Madam, would you be so kind as to leave, and I'm afraid your reservation for the room has been cancelled. We do not need the attention that you have brought to our fine establishment. If you do not leave immediately, we will call the police."
Charles stood up and without a glance at me walked out the door. I followed him, ashamed. Most people did not look at me, I felt grateful for that.
I saw Charles drive away in his car. I got into mine and went home.
The outcome
When I tried to get in there was something wrong, the key would not fit in the lock, it would not go all the way in. I went to the back door, that was the same. I remember Harry telling me if you left the key in on the inside you could not use the key on the outside. But the house was dark and silent. Harry's car was not there, I sat on the steps of my house and wept.
I had nowhere to go. I phoned my sister. The voicemail message was just for me. "Olivia. Do not phone me until you have made up with Harry." I did not think that would ever happen after what he had done.
I phoned my Mum, she may be a little more forgiving than Dad. My ears hurt when she finished with me. At least I had a bed for the night. I changed out of the red dress before I went there.
I got to work at eight, my usual time. The boss made me wait outside his office. Charles stormed out. "If I find your old man he is fucking dead. I've been transferred. Fucking Northumbria, lowest sales opportunity in the whole fucking country. He's taken my Merc off me and given me a Kia, 'more suitable for the terrain'. Fucking embarrassing. And I am on a 5 year contract. If I leave, I get nothing."
I was told to go into the boss's office; there were no chairs. I stood. He did not hang around. "Your position has been disestablished. There is one available. Two levels down. You will retain your pay level. The position does not attract bonuses. Give me your decision on Monday. Now please leave." He looked at paperwork in front of him. I was dismissed.
Monday, I phoned Harry's work and got short shrift. I was told Harry had requested a transfer, I was not to be told where to and was asked not to phone again. They just hung up on me. I cried again.
I realised I had lost the man who would do almost anything for me, probably my family, a job I loved too. I was persona non grata at work, no one would talk to me, even Jas and Eve steered clear of me.
I talked to everyone I could to find out where Harry was. Some people just hung up on me. Some shouted at me. But nobody told me where he was. Two weeks later I received an email. Not even a paper letter. Telling me that in six months I will be divorced. I have never cried so much in my life as I have since that night. I just signed the paperwork and sent it back.
It appears that Charles was run off the road in Northumbria in a remote district, no cameras, no one knows who did it. And he had injuries not normally attributed to road traffic accidents.



Just one night ruined my life. I lost everything that I held dear to me.
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There are hundreds of stories out there about the wife having 'just one night'. I have written quite a few myself and have another almost finished. Most elicit quite a few comments.
I have had communication with Garysmith69 about this theme and because of that I have decided to write this story. Thanks Mate.
This is raw, it has not been through my usual checkers for grammar and plot holes. Our MC, Harry, is angry so there is no flow to the story. There is a lot of swearing.
All spelling mistakes are Google's.
There are none of my usual warnings,
This is what would happen in our house, and I suspect the vast majority of others.
Fiona, my wife of seven years, was sitting opposite me Thursday night after dinner. She was looking pensive. She had made a nice dinner of one of my favourites'. Liver, bacon, onions and mash. There was a bottle of my nice beer as well. The usual thoughts ran through my mind when this happened. What had she done or what does she want. Has she been talking to the girls at work and come up with something. I was probably going to get sex tonight that, would be good. It had been a week or more
I could not stand the tension any longer.
"OK nice dinner, nice beer. What do you want, what is it?"
I'm going out tomorrow night."
"Who with? Can I come? we haven't been out for a while."
She pulled herself up and looked me in the face. "It's a chap from work and I won't be home till the morning."
I think I was doing an impression of a goldfish. What the fuck!
"Let me get this correct so I'm not a fucking idiot." I raised my voice. "You're going to spend a night with a man, not your husband, not me?"
She looked at me boldly in the face she said. "Yes, I have my own mind, and I can do what I like. I know you're going to be upset, but it'll be just the one night and I will make it up to you."
"Are you fucking stupid. Do you think I would stand for that?"
She was still looking me square in the face. "Because you love me and it is only once."
"Do you know what? I think I've started to fall out of love with you."
I took a drink of my beer. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I pondered for a few seconds. Was this a joke? Was she trying to wind me up? Looking at her I said. "Please tell me this is a joke and you're trying to wind me up, to make me jealous?"
"No, I am serious, this is no joke."
"OK I will believe you, tell me who he is."
"No, because you'll go all baseball bat on him and you'll end up in prison."
"I won't because you're not worth it." I stood up and walked out to the kitchen. I picked up my mobile phone from the induction charger. I was going to phone her parents and tell them to expect her. But instead I turned the recorder on.
I went into the living room, grabbed her laptop and charger and went upstairs. I got our big roller bag from the airing cupboard and put it on our bed and dropped her laptop and charger in. I opened her underwear drawer and just emptied it in. There were piles of shoes beside her bed. I grabbed a couple of pairs, no idea which ones and they went in as well. I got her toothbrush, toothpaste and soap from the bathroom and threw them on top. I left her makeup where it was. I was tempted to flush it down the toilet.
When I got back to the bedroom Fiona was there
"What are you doing?" She asked.
"I'm packing for you because you're leaving."
"Why?"
I glared at her, I could not believe it.
"Are you so fucking stupid to think I would stand for this. Or that any man would stand for this shit? I reckon 99% of the husbands out there would do exactly what I'm doing."
The stupid cow must be out of her mind to even think I would be okay with this.
"How about because you want to fuck another man, and even if you're joking it's a joke too far."
"Stop." She said.
I didn't answer her, nor did I stop. I went to the wardrobe and grabbed a load of her clothes and dropped them into the bag. I couldn't get any more in, so I zipped it up. She tried to stop me. I kept her away from the bag. I grabbed it and headed towards the bedroom door.
She stood in front of me.
"No, I've changed my mind, I won't do it, please can we talk about this."
"So, you've changed your mind about fucking this bloke from work?"
"Yes, I won't do it. It was a mistake."
I pushed past her, and I threw the bag down the stairs. I turned to her and said. "Now get the fuck out of this house."
She rushed down the stairs and picked the bag up, holding it by the handle she started to come back up. I followed her down, she was still at the bottom.
I leaned to within inches of her face and shouted. "Mistake, you fucking think? Now get out of this fucking house before I do something I will regret."
"No, I live here."
"Get the fuck out before I physically throw you out." I grabbed her car keys from the hook behind the door and shoved them in her hand. I saw her wedding and engagement rings on her fingers. I was tempted to try to take them off. I did not.
She just stood there. leaned forward again shouting. "Now get the fuck out of here before I throw you out." She staggered backwards. She was crying now. She looked scared. The face I loved looked scared, and I didn't give a flying fuck.
She staggered to the door, opened it and went out leaving it open. I slammed it shut with my foot. I do not think I have ever been so angry. I went and finished my beer and thought for a bit. She's probably going to her parents and lie to them.
I phoned them, her father answered. "Hello Harry, strange time to call. We are having dinner, is there anything wrong?"
"Yes, Fiona just told me after dinner she was going to have sex with another man tomorrow night." There was silence on the other end of the phone and I carried on. "You probably don't believe me. I'll send you the audio clip. It's about 7 minutes in."
"She wouldn't do that, surely she was joking?"
"I don't think it was a joke, and it was certainly not funny, and even if it was a joke, it's a joke too far. I'm sending you the clip. You make your own decision. When she gets there, tell her I'll be looking for a divorce lawyer first thing." I hung up and turned the phone off
I spent the rest of the evening on the computer googling 'Divorce lawyers near me'. But what I did find was a 'gov.uk, site to apply for divorce online'. £612 later that application was in. I used her parent's place for her address. Then I sat and thought through things. We would have to sell the house and split everything. Shit.
I fetched a beer, sat at the kitchen table and cried.
That is where the story ends, but I will carry on a little more to round it off.
I did not go to work the following day. I had arranged an appointment with the solicitor in case she didn't agree to the online divorce.
Her parents came around that evening and tried to talk me into getting back together or at least talk to her. I played the clip of the audio where she admitted she was going to fuck somebody from work. When it finished, I looked at them and said. "The next time she won't be so stupid. She just won't tell me, she'll just go behind my back and fuck some bloke."
Her mother cringed at my use of the 'F' word. I had used it on purpose.
Next our friends tried to get us back together. Some said she was joking, some said it was a mistake. I played them the same clip I played her parents. Then I said to the husbands. "Would you stand for that?" The answer was exactly the same. No variation. "No fucking way." After that there were various comments about how they would deal with the stupid cow. Some were quite inventive. The wives looked completely shocked at the vehemence of their husbands. I thought I knew these people and I don't think any of the wives were that stupid, but if they were, the husband's anger certainly put them off.
Fiona argued over the divorce, and it cost me a solicitor. We sold the house, splitting the money in half. I could not get a mortgage on my wages to buy her out. Pity, I liked that house. I managed to get a mortgage and with the money I had left over I got a small flat.
I didn't go out with any women. I didn't trust them.
Now for a bit of fiction.
I did find out who the chap she planned to fuck, there was some baseball bat action.
It was nine months later when I bumped into Fiona at a mutual friend's party. She looked nice, she was dressed exactly how I liked. It felt like a setup. Our friends had dropped hints that she had not been seeing anybody else and they knew I had not.
She slid up to me. "I'm sorry Harry, how are you?"
"I'm fine, managing." Several things to say ran around my head. I kept them in.
"Can we talk, didn't talk much during the divorce?"
"No I suppose not there wasn't much to talk about really was there?"
She shook her head. "I suppose not. I really screwed up, didn't I?"
"Most certainly." I left it at that.
We chatted about what was happening in our lives. Her parents, mine and work stuff. It got quite comfortable.
She fetched me a beer. "Trying to get me drunk to have your wicked way with me?" I asked her.
She did not beat around the bush. "Yes, it's been so long, and I miss you."
Well, we ended up at her place, I noticed she had my favourite beer in the fridge.
We ended up in bed, it was good. The only sex I had in the last nine months was Mrs Palmer and her five lovely daughters.
Before we had sex, I went to the bathroom and saw birth control pills. I did not have a condom.
We even had morning sex.
As I was leaving I said to her. "You had better take the morning after pill, if you try to trap me by getting pregnant, I will just disappear."
"I didn't, that would not be fair. I'm on the pill." She paused. "Can I see you again?"
Looking her boldly in the face I replied. "Yes, in another nine months' time."
Nine months later I did not see Fiona. I had met a nice lady in a supermarket of all places, after we crashed our trolleys, we were going steady by then.
A bit truncated but I think you can see where I was coming from.
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I have been criticised for being too much of a RAAC author mainly by anonymous commenters who probably have not written anything themselves.   
Well let's see how they go with this one, it has been bouncing around my mind for ages, it is supposed to be a fun entertaining story, now onto my usual warnings.  
Oxford's English dictionaries define fiction as "Something that is invented or untrue."   
So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are probably right on that point. It more than likely would not. But this is fiction, so do not complain it is not real.   
If you want realism, may I suggest watching a documentary or the news.  
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes and some are vindictive.   
Please enjoy the story.  
I like happy endings.
It was a Police appeal for information that made my world fall apart. My name is Bob Hunter. I'm married to Veronica and have been for nearly ​​twelve years. Children never seem to happen, we were not that bothered. I am a shop floor supervisor in a local engineering works. We make car parts for the big factory in Oxford. Ronnie works at an insurance company in Oxford. She moved from the back office to the reception desk supervisor about six months ago. It was a sideways move, but it opened up more opportunities.  
Things have been a little strained for the last few months just after she moved jobs. Her parents were having problems with their house and garden down on the south coast at Bournemouth, about two hours away if the traffic wasn't too bad. They had a tree blow down in the last storm and it landed on the house and fence. It needed some brickwork and roofing done after the tree was got rid of. Ronnie asked me to help. I did not have a problem with that. I had a chainsaw and some skills with cement and bricks. When they renewed their house insurance, they only did the contents and forgot their building insurance.  
 I took leave and went down for a week. Ronnie did not want to come as she had just started her new job, so I went on my own. She had to work some Saturday mornings but did come down Saturday afternoon and help me for the rest of the weekend, but I had mainly finished all the hard work by then. With the holidays Ronnie and I had taken and what we had planned I was short on leave days, so after a chat with my boss and he let me make up the short fall I was missing by working unpaid overtime.  
I got most of the work done that week, but there was still some stuff to finish off, like pointing the brickwork properly and chopping the tree up into usable logs.  
I had nearly made up my time over the next few weeks when Ronnie told me she was going on a management course for a week for her new role.  
I went to Bournemouth and as Ronnie was working some Saturday mornings on the reception desk, she suggested I go on the weekends she was working, and she would drive down after she finished work, a few times she did not get there till late, blaming work and traffic.  
Life at home got strained for a while back then.  
On my way home that day my world fell apart. I heard on the radio a Police appeal for information and any dash cam footage of an incident that happened on the A34 at about ​​8:30 this morning. There had been life changing injuries, and they were after any information they could get. Ronnie would have been driving down that road at about that time.  
Both of our cars had dash cams. Several years ago, I was driving down the A46 West from Coventry. It was dark and the weather was awful, rain and wind. We were doing anything between 10 to 35 mph. In my mirrors I saw the lights of a vehicle dodging in and out of the traffic, undertaking then over taking. Then he was on my inside, it was a white transit van. I pulled up close to the car in front. He was not getting in front of me! I realised how silly that was. So, I pulled back and he jammed himself in front of me. There it was, a company name, phone number, the lot. I picked up my phone from the passenger seat and took a video of his antics. I was going to phone his company to complain. It was illegal to hold a phone whilst driving, but as I was stationary, I thought it worth the risk.  
Ten minutes later we came to a standstill. The Police passed me. When we got going there was the white van rammed into the side of a Ford Mondeo. There would be no need to phone his company.  
I decided there and then that our cars had to have dash cams. At the time there were not many available, after some internet search I got 2 Mobius Action Cams and mountings. They fitted nicely. In fact, on Ronnies new car it was behind the rear-view mirror and could barely be seen. I would check them every 4 or 5 months to see if they were still working, but apart from that we forgot about them.  
Until the Police request.  
Ronnie was cooking dinner, and I did not want to disturb her, so I got a spare memory card, went to her car and swapped it for the one in the dash cam. I would check it after dinner.  
I mentioned over dinner the Police request and that I was going to check the dash cam as she had been driving down that road this morning at the right time. She thought that was a good idea. But she hadn't seen anything.  
Ronnie was watching some Police program on the telly. I was sitting at the living room table with my laptop, half listening to her program.  
The camera recorded ​​5-minute clips. I found the time of the clips of when Ronnie was in the area of the scene of the accident and watched them. There was nothing. So not to disturb Ronnie and so I could hear what was on the telly I turned the sound down on the laptop.  
I looked at a few other random clips, it all seemed fine, until I noticed a strange out of sync time. Most of the recordings were 8​-ish in the morning​ the morning and about 5​​ in the afternoon. That would be Ronnie going to and from work. But last Wednesday there was a midday clip as well. It stuck in my mind as Ronnie did not get in until ​​half six that day. Nothing unusual with that. Since she had this new job, it would happen every ​​2 or ​​3 weeks. She was never later than ​​7 and she always warned me a day or so in advance when it would happen so I could do dinner.  
I opened it up and there was the view of the front of her building. I saw the car move as she got in. She normally used the park and ride, it was easier and cheaper than driving into the city centre. She had not mentioned anything to me about parking at work or low emission charges.   
She drove off and stopped around the corner from her building. The car moved again, someone else got in.   
I went and fetched my earphones.  
What I heard ruined my life.  
"Where are we going?"  
"The Oyo Water Eaton, but we can't book in until 1 o'clock."  
"That's okay, if we are a bit early, they know us, if the room is ready, they will let us in. I tip them enough."  
I recognised the voice, it was someone she worked with. Thomas Rowberry. I had met him at company functions. Seemed okay, married to a pretty lady, had ​​2 children, a bit older than us, I thought. He was a manager in a different section from Veronica.  
"I am looking forward to this. It's been a few weeks with you being on holiday, I can't wait to get your cock in me." She giggled.  
"The old man still not doing it then?"  
"Don't say that, he is fine. It was just that rough bit a couple of months ago. Everything is up and running like it was, probably better actually. But he never gets my bum."   
They both laughed.  
"So why are we still doing this then?" He asked.  
"Well the first time you blackmailed me remember."  
"Yeah, sorry about that but it was just too good an opportunity to miss for some more fun."  
"Other than that, I don't know really, the sex is good, well different. It is exciting though, and it's fun thinking we are getting something over our other halves and the poor plebs beavering away at the office, and no one suspects."   
"Yup. I am with that." They both laughed again.  
I was devastated. My Veronica was sleeping with another man. That was the end as far as I was concerned. ​​She knew that I come from a single parent family because my Mother cheated on my Dad.  
They talked about work stuff until they pulled up in front of the hotel. The electrics in the car stay on for a while after the ignition is off. I heard them get out of the car and saw them walking hand in hand to the front entrance. It was definitely Thomas Rowberry.  
I was holding back the tears. Veronica looked across at me. "Are you alright dear?" She asked.  
I got my handkerchief out and blew my nose, I nodded. I did not trust myself to speak. She went back to her program.  
I went to the next clip. It was ​​2 hours later. They got in the car giggling. I heard Thomas say. "My turn to drive next time, when do you think we can get away?"  
"I don't know. We might have to cool it for a while. Bob is getting suspicious."  
"Yes well, we have slowed down a lot after those first few weeks after we got back. That was bat shit crazy stupid. Actually, that might be a good idea, my wife spotted the hotel bill on my credit card from last time. I fobbed her off. That's why you had to pay this time. I will use cash for the next two."  
There was silence for a while as they drove.  
"No, I think we might have to call it a day. I do love Bob. You've been fun. But I don't want to hurt him. If he finds out I am finished."   
She was bloody right about that!  
"And I realised after I videoed us, you can't blackmail me anymore because I would rat you out to your wife."  
It went quiet for a bit then I heard Thomas say. "Well then, let's just think of our buggers at work whilst we make love." He laughed again.  
"Don't get above yourself, it's not making love. It's just shagging."  
Then Veronica carried on.  
"We can still hook up when we go to the conference in January, it's only three months away, you will have to put up with not having bum sex until then." She laughed. "At least I will be getting mine. I will have to let Bob have a go at my backside. My poor Bobby, all this running around without him knowing." She laughed again. That hurt.  
"Bitch!" He said, but there was laughter in his voice. It was all a joke to them.  
As if her having sex with Rowberry was not enough, what she said did for me totally. There was no way back.  
Veronica carried on. "Just think, not having to plan, sneak around, keeping it from our work mates and families. Just three days of fucking with few worries of getting caught, and we can have a decent room, not some of the crap we have put up with. And, we can have a lay in and morning sex, not have to get up and rush around to get back to work." She paused. "But that will be the last time."  
"Hey, until the next conference we can wangle together. It took a bit of effort to get you on this one in January."  
"No, that will be the last one. I want to grow old with Bob."  
January was our wedding anniversary month.  
He laughed. "Okay, it's a deal."   
I saw the car stop a few streets from where they work. "See you in fifteen minutes for the meeting. Bring me a coffee, it's going to be boring." Thomas said.  
"Get your bloody own." She laughed. The door opened and closed. She drove to the company car park.   
Then it all came back to me.  
After she got back from the course, she started dressing smarter, when I challenged her. She said as she was now customer facing, she had to look smarter. Initially she was working late every week, but never too late. I complained about the lack of sex, we were both busy, her with her new job, me helping her parents and making up the time I had off. But we should have had time to love each other, so I joked 'if you're not getting it from me who are you getting it from.'  
 I remember her looking at me and saying. "I am sorry, you're right. We will have to do something about that." And we did. She apologised and our sex life got a lot better, probably better than before the slow down. I even remember being woken up with her mouth on my cock. I now know it was probably guilty sex on her part, not loving sex.  
I could not stop the tears from falling from my face. I loved this woman. She took that love and trashed it. I looked at her, she was beautiful. I will probably love her, or what I knew of her apart from the cheating slut, forever.  
I had to confront her now, through the tears I copied two clips I would send to the solicitor.  
She looked at me with concern on her face. "Sweetheart, are you okay? What's wrong?"  
I unplugged my earphones and pressed a key. She heard her voice say. "I can't wait to get your cock in me." Then her giggle.  
"NO!" She shouted and stood up.  
I hit the key again and she heard her voice. "Just think, not having to plan, sneak around, keeping it from our work mates and families. Just ​​three days of fucking with few worries of getting caught."  
That was going to her work and his family.  
She collapsed onto the sofa where she had been sitting.  
She had forgotten the dash cam recorded sound in the car.  
I lifted her feet onto the sofa and got a beer. I went back to the laptop and looked to see what the solicitors that sorted out our house purchase could do. I found out they did family and criminal law. Looks like you can get divorced online for just over £600 if everyone agrees. She had better agree to a divorce or her family would get the audio tracks. All of them.   
Fifteen minutes later she came round and managed to sit up, and it started, all the clichés.  
"Bobby Darling. I love you, I'm sorry. I won't do it again, please I love you, it was just sex. It was the first time we did it. I was just going to be the once whilst we were away for a bit of fun, the conference is boring." It all came out in a rush.  
My broken heart did not believe a word of it.  
I had done some more editing whilst she was out. The next voice she heard was Thomas's "Yes well, we have slowed down a lot after those first few weeks after we got back. That was bat shit crazy stupid."  
She came across to me and got on her knees. "Please sweetheart. I love you, it was a mistake. I was lonely and got carried away. It was just a bit of fun. I will resign. I will do anything Bobby, anything."  
"Tell me all about it. Any lies and I am out of here and this goes to your parents and work." I paused whilst I drank some beer. "Do you remember what you said last Wednesday? Or on other times. It is all on the dash cam so no lies, and I can put ​​2 and ​​2 together and work out the rest. If I suspect you're lying to me, I will press send on this email to your parents and boss."  
I was lying now. I had not written it yet, and I had not checked for other files that looked out of place. No need, I had enough to divorce her.  
"I was busy with the new job, there was a lot to learn, and it was exciting being in charge but tiring. Then you went to Mum and Dad's for a week.  When you got back you worked overtime to make up the lost leave. You were knackered and we hadn't done it for weeks."  
I held my hand up. "So this is my fault now is it?"  
"Well, a bit, I...."  
I stood up.   
"No." She hung on to me. "I didn't mean it like that."  
"Like what?"  
"You could have made more effort for a bit more ​​loving, all I got was cuddles, moaning about aching bones and snoring."  
I nearly lost it there and then. She needed things explained. "So we didn't have sex the first weeks of your new job because you were tired." She nodded. "Then I go to your parent's house and work twelve to fourteen hours a bloody day, cutting down trees, mixing cement, laying bricks, shifting soil, putting the fence back up and up on a roof with tiles. Your Dad helped when he could. He is over sixty-five, bless him. Your Mum kept me well fed and watered, but to get as much done as I could in a week took long days. Then I came back to twelve-hour days to make up for the extra leave. The work wasn't as hard, but I was still knackered from what I did in Bournemouth. What did you bloody expect, and did you ever try to start something, if I remember correctly. No, you didn't."  
"I'm sorry, I didn't realise how much work you had done at Mum and Dad's. I never saw how much damage was done in the first place, you had fixed most of it. Mum and Dad said you did a fantastic job, but they didn't say how much there was to do. I thought it was just a few bricks and reseat some tiles. I forgot about cutting up the tree and the fence. I'm sorry, I should have done more."  
​​I bet she did not notice because she ​was distracted by Rowberry.  
"Yes you bloody should, now get on with your story."  
"Just over a week after you got back, I went on the course, Thomas was with me. We had worked together for a while and were comfortable with each other, nothing had happened before the course, trust me please."   
I did not reply.   
"On Wednesday night I got a little tipsy, so did he. We opened up a little, he told me his wife was a cold fish in bed, and he wasn't getting anywhere near enough, only once or twice a month, he rarely got BJ's, only on his Birthday and she wasn't very good when she did. Anal was right out." She paused and took a breath. "I told him you were very good when we did it, but it had been ages since we had done it."   
I was not sure if I believed her about me being 'very good'.   
She looked down. "I didn't tell him the reason we were not doing it. He took my hand and said to me, 'If you were mine, you would never go without, I would make sure of that.' Then he kissed me. I pushed him away, but he said, 'Come on who would know, we can help each other. Just one night.' He poured me another drink and said, 'Come on drink up, Dutch Courage. Let's go and relieve some frustrations.' We ended up in bed together. It was good because it was the first time in ​​three weeks, it was new and exciting because it was wrong. I'm sorry Bobby."  
She stood up and walked to the kitchen, I thought for a second she might leave. If she did, I would not try to stop her, but I heard the fridge door open and close. She came back with ​​two beers and gave one to me. Was that just a ploy to give her time to think up more lies? We will see.  
"We did it again Thursday night, well we had done it once, what was the harm? It wasn't as good."  
"Did you go back to your own rooms?"  
"We did it in his ​​room the first night and I stayed all night. The second night was my room, but I asked him to leave after we finished. I was starting to feel guilty as I was coming home to you the next day."  
I remember she nearly killed me with sex on the Friday she got back, but it soon dropped off again.  
"That was supposed to be it, but Thomas convinced me to do it once we got back. It was fun and exciting but after that time I felt guilty. So I told him I wanted to stop. Thomas told me we couldn't, it was too much fun, and." She looked down, yet again. "He had photos and videos of us. He said he would own up to his wife as a drunken mistake but tell you and work that I came on to him. Sorry sweetheart. I gave in and after that I got caught up in the excitement of it all and I still wasn't getting much ​​sex here." I open my mouth. She put her hand up. "I know, I know, you were still working the overtime to catch up on the leave and going to Bournemouth some weekends, and I didn't start anything. I am not blaming you."   
She had learnt from my previous outburst.  
She carried on. "It was also fun to get something over everyone we knew, the sex was good, not outstanding, there was no love, but we could try stuff we wanted." She looked down. "He took my backside, you never seemed interested, so I didn't see it as giving something you wanted. I found out later, you did but were too shy to ask. Sorry."  



"So, you sent me down to your parents so you could fuck your boyfriend."  
"NO! We just took advantage when you did, I did not send you down, you went."  
"Of course I bloody did, I wanted the jobs done to make them safe and we could carry on with our own lives and get back to normal. But if you remember you suggested I went down the weekends you were working. Did you work all the time you said?"  
She looked down. "No, there was one, the fourth or fifth week I lied. That was the day I didn't get down till ​​after nine."  
"Was that the weekend you did it here?" I was guessing.  
"Yes." She said quietly.  
"In our bed?"  
"NO​​. Thomas wanted to, but I felt guilty, we used the bed in the spare room." She looked down again. She was doing a lot of that. "And on the sofa."  
I was not sure I believed her.  
Guess where she is sleeping tonight and it is not in our bed. After the revelations she never was again.  
"Did he ever stay the night? There was the weekend you didn't come down, told us you were out with the girls from work, was that a lie too?"  
"No, He visited Saturday afternoon after work, but I did go out with the girls, you can ask them. No, his wife would notice."  
She took a mouthful of beer, she grimaced, she hates beer, but she needed something with all the talking. I guess there was quite a bit more yet.  
"And working late, was that so you could go shagging?"  
"Well sort of, we never did it after work, but we would have a long lunch and make up the time. Sort of like what you did to get the time to go to Mum and Dad's. I would make up the time one day and Thomas a different one, so we were not there late together."  
"It all changed when you tackled me about how I was dressing. It is true it was for work. Thomas didn't enter into it, but I guessed how it might look to you. Then on the Friday you said I must be getting it elsewhere because you weren't getting any and I realised I was on thin ice. I saw what I was doing. So, I had to stop seeing Thomas. When I talked to Thomas, he was having similar problems at home. His wife was complaining she wasn't getting enough, and he felt she was getting suspicious as well. So I told him I had videoed us as well, to call his bluff."  
"Hang on I thought you said he wasn't getting enough at home, and she was a dead fish. Dead fish don't complain about not enough sex."  
"I know, I asked him about that, and he admitted he lied, but it was too late now we had done it. But he wasn't getting bum sex at home and since we started doing it, he found he really liked it. He convinced me we could still have the excitement and fun but only about once a month."  
She took another sip of her beer, she did not grimace this time, she carried on. "Anyway, that was when I decided I needed to up my game with you. I came on to you and it worked. I think our sex life is better than ever because I made the effort, and you responded. No, I am not saying it was because of what Thomas and I did, it was because I wanted more of you. Like when I offered you my bum and you told me you wanted it for a while but were afraid it would put me off. I'm very sorry that it was not you that got my anal cherry. That was why I was crying when we did it. You wanted to stop, you thought I was in pain, but it was just guilt. I begged you to carry on, and you did, and it was the most gentlest and satisfying arse fuck I have ever had." Now tears were pouring from her eyes.   
Mine had dried up.  
"So for the past ​​four months there has only been about ​​six times. Sorry Darling, I know that is too much. But I have tried to make it up to you."  
"So why did you carry on? I thought you just said I was giving you everything you wanted?"  
"Oh, you were, you do, you are, but it was the risk factor, the excitement, getting something over on everybody else, something only we knew, and he still had the photos and video. I'm sorry, that is shallow. I did try to make it up to you when I got home." She looked down yet again. "You never got sloppy seconds." She said quietly.  
"Please my darling. I love you, I know you want to divorce me, but please can I have a second chance. I know I was wrong. I was stupid, I thought we would get away with it and nobody would know, and nobody would get hurt. Please, I will do anything."  
Again, it all came out in a panic rush.  
My answer was simple. "No! not only did you cheat on me, but you also lied to me, you gave your body and your asshole to somebody else. You wanted to feel better than me, getting something over on me, your work colleagues and your family so NO!
"The cheating was bad enough alone to get you divorced but the rest of the shit just confirms it. I love you. I will probably always love you, but I cannot stand for what you've done. I will see a solicitor Monday morning."  
She broke down into tears. I stopped the recording on my laptop, shut it down, closed it and took it to bed with me. Things went round and round in my head. From what it sounds like Thomas took advantage of her and lied to her, then blackmailed her. But she had a way out and she did not use it. She carried on fucking him and fucking me and her workmates over at the same time. He was an arsehole, he knew she was married. Why would he chase married women? I bet for him it was the easy option, and he had probably done it before.  
I lay awake thinking, then at some time during the night the devil climbed out of my broken heart and slammed and locked it behind him and threw away the key.   
Then I lay there awake, with the devil on my shoulder, planning.  
They both needed to feel pain. Him for taking my wife from me, and her for cheating and the laugh after she said 'My poor Bobby, all this running around without him knowing.' That hurt a lot. I thought our marriage was a partnership. Not one trying to get something over on each other.  
I was still awake at ​​3 in the morning with a plan in my head when the bedroom door opened. Veronica slipped in beside me, she put her arms around me and whispered in my ear. "I'm sorry." A hand sneaked across my body and took hold of my cock, it stayed soft. I took hold of her wrist and put it back to her and said. "You need to get tested before you touch me that way again. You don't know where that twat has had his cock."  
I heard a snuffle from the other side of the bed. Well, I had been planning all night as I could not sleep with the devil whispering in my ear.  
My comment may have given her some hope. That was my intention.  
When I woke up the other side of the bed was empty. I could smell coffee, toast and bacon. As if that was going to make any difference. I got out of bed. I was not the same broken man that got in it several hours ago. Now I was not a nice man. I went to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. Could I still respect the man looking back at me with what I was planning to do? Only time would tell.  
I went downstairs. Tea and bacon butties with HP sauce for me and coffee and toast for her. We ate in silence.  
"My darling." She said. "Where do we go from here? I know you want to divorce, if we can work out the financial stuff, I will sign it but is there anything I can do for us to stay together. I love you and I want to stay together. It was a mistake, I am sorry, I was going to end it."  
A thought ran around my head. 'If you loved me, you wouldn't fucked Rowberry.' I did not let it out of my mouth.  
"I've been thinking all night, answer me this question. If he hadn't come onto you, would you have gone to bed with him?"  
She looked confused. "Well, no, he pointed out what we had been missing, the both of us felt safe at the conference. It was just going to be the once that was the plan. We could relieve our frustrations from home."  
"He did lie to you, he admitted that. So, would you say he seduced you?"  
But in my mind, I said to myself. 'You could have just said 'NO'.  
"Yes, I suppose he did. But it's not all his fault, I should not have gone ahead with it, I should have talked to you. There were so many other things I could have done better."  
"So from what I see, he gets you to tell him about our sex life."  
"Not really we're just talking about our current frustrations, he was sharing too."  
"Yes, but his were lies."  
She nodded.  
I carried on. "So, to start again. He got you to talk about your frustrations, got you a little bit tiddly. Shagging a drunk is, I assume like fucking a dead fish. Then he videoed you, sounds like seduction and blackmail to me.  
"So do you agree you were seduced and blackmailed?"  
"Well, yes I suppose I was."  
"If I divorce you. Your family will disown you, you will lose your job, but he gets away Scot free. Doesn't seem fair to me"  
A frown crossed her brow.  
I carried on. "Look he's been screwing you for months, he lied to you about his sex life with his wife, he's been taking advantage of you and getting away with it. If you report him to HR or rat him out to his family the people who lose are his wife and his children. That's not fair, is it?  
"He is going to feel no pain. Imagine the pain I felt when I heard you say you wanted his cock inside you and that you planned to have a three-day fuck fest. He is going to get away with all of it."  
I could see her thinking. "So, you think he needs to feel pain?"  
"What I think doesn't matter; it is what you think. He walks around smug after shagging you whilst you walk around divorced. Do you think that is fair?"  
I could see her thinking again. She looked at me. "If he felt pain. Do you think there might be a chance for us?"  
"No, we are done. It is divorce." I paused for effect. "But if he felt some pain I might rethink it." I leaned forward, looked at her and said. "This time with honesty."  
She reached for my hand and I let her. I think I had sown the seeds.  
We both pottered around the house doing things. I had dugout a Sports Direct catalogue that had arrived earlier. I left it on the kitchen table open at a page showing they had a special offer on baseball bats.   
We were watching some crap on telly. There were still icicles in the house. I had picked the film 'Playtime' where a man was preying on a group of women who were unaware of what he was like, they were trusting the wrong man. I said casually. "That man is a threat to vulnerable and stupid women, especially married ones. I would feel much, much happier if that threat wasn't around in our town to ruin somebody else's marriage. The husband or fiancé would seem too obvious. It would have to be somebody unsuspecting, maybe one of the women who saw what was happening.
"Who knows? It's just a film and I'm just making up stories about it. Things like that don't happen in real life"   
What I was talking about did not bear any relation to what was happening in the film. I did not need it to. I needed to nurture the seeds I had sown earlier.  
"No, I suppose not, but if that were to happen, you know, just supposing, would you forgive the woman who got taken advantage of?"  
"I'm not sure, but I might give the person an alibi if I knew who did it. I might even buy them a bottle of champagne." I know Veronica loves champagne.  
Veronica told me she had booked an appointment in the local clinic after I told her she needed to get tested before I would let her touch me sexually. She was hoping there was some reconciliation.  
That night in bed she asked if she could give me a blow job as sex was out of the window until she got tested. I told her she could as long as she got herself off with a vibrator whilst she was sucking me. She does not like doing that in front of me, she thinks it is demeaning. But she did it. She would see that as part of her punishment.  
It was Monday evening when Veronica told me she had to go out Friday to meet some girlfriends. She showed me the text message. Just to prove I'm not meeting Thomas, she told me, I told her it didn't prove a thing, but I did recognise the names of girls from work. She told me I could contact them or their husband's to check. I could have done that, but I decided to believe her.  
My workmates, Gary and Joe, had been calling me a miserable grumpy bastard all week. They suggested a beer on Friday night in the Plough, my local after I dropped a few hints. I thought it would be a good idea. If they hadn't suggested it, I probably would have done. I left about ​​ten minutes after Veronica. I did not tell her I was going out. The lads and I had a pleasant evening, chatting, telling stupid jokes, laughing and drinking more beer than was healthy for us.  
I did tell them some of the story to explain why I was such a grumpy bastard.  
I got home just after chucking out time at ​​11. Veronica was already home when I got there. She asked where I had been. I told her the truth. Like her going out with the girls from work, I had been out with some mates from work. She did not look so happy about that.  
I had a bit of a hangover when I woke up Saturday morning. What did feel nice was the blowjob I was getting. That might work until we could have sex again. I told her that, and she smiled at me. She went to put breakfast on. As soon as I smelled the bacon frying I went downstairs. There was a pot of tea ready. I asked about her evening. She said she had a good time. She asked about mine, I told her we chaps talked shit and got drunk.   
About eleven o'clock there was a knock on the front door. I opened it to find two uniformed policemen standing there. "Good morning sir, are you Mr Robert Hunter?"  
"Yes I am, officer, what can I do for you?"  
"There has been an incident with a Mr Thomas Rowberry, can we talk about this inside Sir, please?"  
I opened the door and indicated the kitchen. Like good policemen they were, they removed their hats when they came into the house. Veronica offered them tea or a coffee, but they declined.  
"I'm sorry Sir I'm afraid this is a little delicate. Mr Thomas Rowberry was attacked last night with what we believe to be a baseball bat. His right tibia and fibula are broken, there is extensive damage to his right knee, he has two broken ribs, and his jaw is being wired together, there is also damage to his genitals. We believe your wife and he worked together, very closely. To eliminate you from our inquiries, can you tell us where you were last night between 9:30 ​​PM and 10:30 ​​PM"  
​​​"Certainly officer I was in the Plough with my mates Gary and Joe." ​​With that I pushed a small piece of paper across the table to them. "Here are their full names, addresses and phone numbers. I'm sure they will give you an alibi for me." The Policemen looked at each other as if I was prepared to be asked that question.   
By now I had christened them in my head as Tweedledum and Tweedledee.  
Veronica's jaw hung open.  
Tweedledum turned towards Veronica and asked. "Are you Mrs Veronica Hunter?"  
She closed her mouth and nodded her head.  
"Can you tell us where you were last night between 9:30 ​​PM and 10:30 PM. Were you with your husband?"  
"No, I was out with girlfriends. Give me a minute and I'll get you their phone numbers. I know Sheila lives on Roberts Road, but I'm not sure what number. I think Ruby lives at 14 Arcadia Ave."  
Veronica went and fetched her phone and furnished the policeman with phone numbers. She had lost an awful lot of colour in her face.  
Tweedledum and Tweedledee thanked us for being so helpful, but just before they left in true Colombo style Tweedledee turned to us and said. "Are either of you left-handed?"  
"I'm right-handed. I said.  
Veronica replied shakily. "I'm left-handed. Why?"   
"With the damage mainly to his right-hand side we suspect the assailant was left-handed. Thank you, you have been very helpful. Have a good rest of your day."  
As soon as the front door closed Veronica turned to me and said. "I thought you were going to give me an alibi?"  
"Why, what have you done that you need an alibi for, I thought you were out with your girlfriends? I'm sure they can confirm where you were ​​between nine and half ten."  
She started crying and rushed upstairs.  
It was a quiet day in the Hunter household. I was considering that I might have to cook tea tonight as Veronica had been pretty useless around the place. Then, just after ​3 in the​ afternoon there was another knock on the front door. I guessed who this might be. I opened it to find Tweedledum and Tweedledee. "Good afternoon, Constables, what can I do for you this time?"  
"I'm sorry Sir, but we believe you or your wife may be involved in the incident with Mr Rowberry, can we have a look around your house please. You can refuse and we will get a search warrant, it is much easier if you do let us look."  
I stood back and opened the door. Looking at Veronica but talking to the two constables I said. "We have nothing to hide, do we dear? Please come in, although I will tell you, you will find some round pieces of wood in the garage that I've been using for DIY, there are also some pipes which might fit the size of a baseball bat in there as well."  
I went in and fetched both sets of our car keys and gave them to one of the officers. Tweedledum went outside and Tweedledee headed towards my garage workshop.  
I turned to ask Veronica to put the pot on the kettle on for some tea or coffee and she was on the sofa sobbing. I went to put my arm around her and she put a head on my shoulder. I whispered to her. "Was it you?"  
She nodded her head.  
"Did you throw the bat away?"  
She shook her head. "It's in the boot of my car."  
"I suspect they're going to find it. As they're back so soon I've got to assume they have checked our alibis and yours doesn't stand up."  
"No, I left the girls just after ​​nine saying I had a headache. I knew where Thomas would be. He wouldn't recognise me, I had a balaclava on, that's in the boot of the car as well." She descended into more tears.  
"I've been looking into this because I was planning to have words with your Mr Rowberry myself and it turns out if you give yourself up or plead guilty you get a reduced sentence. Would you like me to go and fetch a policeman?"  
She looked at me and said quietly. "Do you think that's a good idea?"  
"It sounds like you did quite a lot of damage."  I did not answer her question.
"Yes, after the first swing of the bat at his leg I got all angry, I saw red, I don't remember what happened after that. I stopped when I was out of breath and I heard someone shouting. I ran away and came home. You weren't here. He has almost ruined my marriage and my life." Looking up at me she said quite softly. "Yes, I know it was my fault as well, but if he hadn't come on to me, I wouldn't have said yes."  
"Yes, I think you had better. I will phone our solicitor now, but don't say anything until you have had a word with them."  
She looked at me. "You said you would give me an alibi."  
"No, I said I might give the person an alibi, if I knew who it was. Well, I can't now, can I. I was with Gary and Joe. I think the coppers guessed you were having an affair, and I found out, so I would be the prime suspect. They were coming for me this morning."  
I went to the front door and I saw Tweedledum going through Veronica's car, he probably did mine first. "Excuse me constable. My wife suggested you look in the boot of her car and then she would like to have a word with you."  
A few minutes later he walked in the house with the baseball bat and a black balaclava helmet in evidence bags. Tweedledee came in from the garage.  
We all assembled in the kitchen. The policeman accepted the tea I had made, Veronica a strong coffee. Veronica said she would like to talk to a solicitor before she said anything but would be available for an interview once she had spoken with one.   



She was asked if she was willing to go to the station. I was on the phone to our solicitor, they would send the duty solicitor there.   
After her interview she was charged with GBH with intent. The most serious case of assault in the UK, which can carry a life sentence but is generally somewhere between 2 and 16 years depending on the circumstances. I know, I had looked it up in case I got caught after I 'had word' with Rowberry. 
My next call was to her parents, Mary and Clive. I just told them she had been arrested for assault, none of the gory details about the affair. She could do that face to face.  
She was released on her own recognisance after several hours.   
Veronica told me when she got home that she had told the Police the whole story from start to finish, about the seduction and how long it had been going on, how I had found out and she thought that if she took her revenge, I might forgive her and stop the divorce. She said that she felt it her duty to remove a sexual predator off the streets of our town. She told them that after the first hit a red mist came down and she does not remember a lot of what happened.  
The following day Mary and Clive turned up at our house. They insisted she told them the whole story. She did. Clive got angry with her, Mary just cried.  
As I helped Clive ​walk​ Mary to their car he said to me. "You're divorcing her when all this mess is over." It was not a question; it was a statement. It did not need an answer.  
I pitied them on their drive back to Bournemouth.  
As she had pleaded guilty there was only a sentencing and that would take place very quickly. They waited until Rowberry was out of hospital. It took place a month after the assault.  
The prosecution laid out their case. They admitted there had been an affair. Rowberry did not seduce her, it was consensual. He did admit that she had tried to call it off a couple of times, but he convinced her, without blackmail, to carry on. He stated his desire to have children was now reduced because he only had one testicle.  
Veronica's lawyer did a much better job of it. Somehow, he had found out Veronica was not his first office dalliance and that knowing she was married, and it would damage any relationship she had with her family should they be caught, he carried on despite her desire to finish it. He insisted there was blackmail, but admitted Veronica took the least line of resistance and agreed to carry on the affair instead of reporting it.  
He forgot to mention that it was Veronica that suggested the fuck fest at the three-day conference. That seemed to be overlooked by everybody.   
I remembered it.  
I was with Mary and Clive in the court for the sentencing. Our defence lawyer laid out a good case for a lenient sentence. I did not think Rowberry's prosecution did a good job of pushing for a harsher sentence.  
The Judge looked at Veronica. "Veronica Hunter you are charged with GBH with intent. That is a serious crime, and you can be sentenced up to sixteen years."  
We knew that, the lawyer had warned us, but it was unlikely.  
The Judge carried on. "The injuries you inflicted on Mr Rowberry have caused him serious harm. I have read the medical report." He lifted a piece of paper. "He will always have a scar on his face, one of his ribs punctured his lung. He has lost one testicle and the damage inflicted on his knee means he will always walk with a limp and will need a walking stick. However."  
This was going to be the interesting bit. "In mitigation, this is your first offence, up until now you have no criminal record. You volunteered to the Police that you were guilty before they asked you. You have pled guilty from the start, and you are remorseful for your actions especially the loss of a testicle. Medical evidence, however, states one testicle can supply enough testosterone and sperm and should not reduce the chance of a normal life, and he will be able to father children."  
"Not with his soon to be ex-wife he won't." I said to myself.  
"Also taking into account the affair you had with Mr Rowberry and that he seduced you and you described your action as 'trying to remove a sex predator from our town' and 'The anger I felt at his attempt to ruin my marriage'."  
There was absolutely no proof that Rowberry was trying to do that, but I suppose that is what we paid the Lawyer for, how he got that out in the sentencing I do not know.  
Now the outcome. "I sentence you to a prison sentence of ​​2 years." There was a gasp from Mary and Clive, that was a lot.  
The lawyer told us that was a good result. Clive and Mary were hoping for a suspended sentence although the Lawyer warned them that was very unlikely with the life changing injuries, he did tell them she would probably be out in ​​twelve Months with this sentence.  
I left the court with Mary and Clive. They were as happy as could be expected after finding out after the sentencing. I felt sorry for them. They had come with me to the courthouse. I took them to dinner before I took them to their hotel.  
I walked with them to their hotel, as we got there, Clive turned to me and said. "You're going through with the divorce, aren't you?"  
I just nodded.  
"We plan to visit her next week. We will warn her so it's not much of a shock."  
"Oh, I think she knows."  
He just nodded and followed Mary into the hotel.  
I let Mary and Clive visit her in prison the first week. I got a phone call from Clive after the visit. He told me she seemed to have accepted her punishment, and he had warned Veronica to expect me the following week with paperwork. He said it was almost like she was expecting it.  
I also heard that Rowberry was going through a divorce and had been sacked.  
After it came out in the sentencing that he had slept with another woman in the office, and maybe more than one, he left town rapidly. Well as fast as he could limping with his stick.  
I had emailed the prison governor explaining what I was going to do on my visit. I got a reply telling me that they would keep an eye on Veronica, but she seemed to accept it was going to happen from what the warders had told her.  
Sitting opposite me she said. "You told Mum and Dad you were divorcing me?"  
"No, your Dad told me. They knew I would not stand for the cheating, the lies, the arrogance of wanting to get one over on me. If you had come to me after that first conference and admitted what you had done, we might have made it. But to do it for months and then plan your fuck fest. No way."  
She reached out her hand and said. "Can I have the paperwork please? I will sign it now." She borrowed a pen off one of the warders. "You were always going to divorce me, weren't you?"  
"Yes."  
"You put that suggestion of me beating him up into my head, didn't you? I've had time to think."  
"You have taken a sexual predator off the street. Yes, I was always going to divorce you whatever happened. I might have lied to you. But I never cheated on you, and before this event I never lied to you. I respected you; I loved you and I trusted you."  
"I do love you Bobby, I really do. I made a mistake, several mistakes in fact and now I'm going to pay for them. That's okay." She gave a little giggle, it was soulless. "If you can't do the time, don't do the crime. Anyway, if I'm a good girl I can be out of here in a year. Can I see you then? Do you think we can get back together? I don't expect you to wait for me, but please can we try again?"  
"No. Apart from everything else you did, you thought it great fun to get one over on me. I heard you laughing about me not knowing. You do not do that to somebody you love. Marriage is a partnership, not always equal, it's swings and roundabouts. You don't gloat over getting something over your husband who you say you love, you obviously didn't love me enough not to cheat on me repeatedly. Possibly we could be friends. I will not ignore you, but that is all, there's no future for us as a couple.  
She just nodded her head. I picked up the paperwork and left.  
I did not visit her again. I just planned the rest of my life.   
I had no problems looking in the mirror every time I shaved, and the Devil was no longer sitting on my shoulder.  
​​​Eleven months later when Mary and Clive returned to their house with Veronica there was a chilled bottle of Moet & Chandon ​​Champagne on the doorstep.   
I did consider making the sentence suspended, but that seemed too light. And it would have made writing the conclusion much more difficult. And I have other stories to finish. 
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This is Literotica Loving Wives story. Nothing new here, please enjoy the story.
It's just fiction folks as defined by Oxford's English dictionaries as "Something that is invented or untrue."   
So please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are probably correct. It more than likely would not. But this is fiction, so do not complain it is not real.   
If you want realism, may I suggest watching a documentary or the news.  
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes and some are vindictive.   
I like happy endings.
Some British idioms in here. Matelot = Sailor.
You know when you have been married for years you can sense when things are not quite right in the house. For the last week or so my wife Julie, my MILF, a classic 36-24-36, 5 ft 8, blonde wavy shoulder length hair, and a smile to brighten anyone's day with the prettiest face I had ever seen. Well, she had been a bit off over the last 10 days or so and more so this last week.
It was hard to put my finger on it, and when I asked her about it, all she said was that it was the big new contract at work. Her boss Gerald Middleton was pulling out all the stops to get it. If they got the business, it would allow them to expand into the Southwest and South Wales. The plan was to open an office in Gloucester. Julie worked for an advertising agency in Basingstoke, but they were a little different, they also had a print facility and a contract with a local delivery firm. It was a one stop shop. Design, print, deliver. It worked well.
The agency had about a dozen employees not including Julie who was the Office Manager and the boss Gerald. Around a third were thrusting young types with lots of ideas and some more mature people who rein in the sillier ideas and make them workable. About a third of the staff were on the printing side. Julie, although not trained in advertising, added a level head to the discussions between the two age groups and smoothed over the silly requests the printing chaps received from the designers, the printers were the practical bunch. From what I gather the agency had quite a few fingers in quite a few pies and they were good at what they did.
She seemed to settle down a bit on Friday, we went out for a few drinks with some friends, and she chatted as if she had not got a care in the world. She seemed more relaxed, happy and I thought everything had got back to normal. The contract was due to be signed on Monday and that was most of where her effort had been. There was still a lot of work to do but once they were under contract things will be better, she promised me.
We did a lot of the jobs that needed doing around the house Saturday. Both the children were in university so there was a bit of empty nesting going on. What did surprise me was in the evening Julie leaned across and kissed me on the cheek and said. "How do you fancy a bit of fun sailor?" Now, Julie does initiate sex when she's randy, but it doesn't happen that often, but now it felt a little strange after her attitude this last week or so. But let's not look a gift horse in the mouth
"I'm up for a bit of that."
"Well give me 10 minutes and when I call, you climb the rigging to our bedroom sailor."
She got to the bottom of the stairs, turned, smiled and said. "Leather or Satin?" I know what she was going on about, her leather corset or the purple satin lace up one.
"Both make you look more stunningly gorgeous than you already are. Your choice my love."
It was about 15 minutes later, and I was getting a bit anxious when I heard a call. "Are there any matelots around? I need help up here." That was my cue. I saw her standing at the top of the stairs in her purple corset, and she had eased down the cups, so her nipples were poking over the top. She had stockings, thigh length leather boots and her PVC gloves that I loved to feel wrapped around my cock. Lo and behold she had trimmed her pubes. She normally did that for my birthday, I love going down on her, but not a fan of picking out the curly hairs from my teeth. I put up with it. I tried to take the stairs two at a time, but I failed, it was difficult to get up the stairs with my cock so hard.
Let's just say that was a fantastic evening. She's not averse to giving me blowjobs but she seemed to make an extra effort. I thought I would push it a little bit and try for bum sex, that didn't get very far. But she whispered in my ear. "Next week, I promise."
After we finished, I helped her undress and when I got back in bed, I started to wonder what she wanted. Had she been talking to the girls at work and wanted a special holiday? Her car was several years old and although it was serviced regularly, little things were going wrong. I'm sure there will be something, and it will probably be teatime tomorrow when I find out. It was my turn to do Sunday lunch and before I nodded off, I planned to do her favourite. Chicken with strips of bacon and stuffing, pigs in blankets, onion gravy, roast potatoes and Cauliflower cheese with vegetables.
I was woken up in the morning with a blowjob, now that was new. In 22 years of marriage she's done that three times, our honeymoon and my 30th and 40th birthdays. There was something more going on here. It was probably more than a new car or holiday. We had breakfast as usual, and she seemed even more nervous. She went shopping in the morning. Like most men I hate shopping. She wasn't long, she came in carrying 6 bottles of my favourite beer and some food for next week, it was just after one o'clock. I had the chicken out, it was resting on the side, and I was peeling potatoes. She walked in, looked at me and said. "Oh, sorry I'm going out for dinner tonight."
I dropped the knife I was using to peel potatoes, turned and looked at her. "What!"
She looked down. "Yes, I'm sorry I should have told you earlier, but Gerald is taking me to dinner tonight with the Heskeths'. I didn't know you were doing dinner early, sorry." I knew they were the people with the new contract.
I was amazed, my mouth hung open. Here it is one o'clock on a Sunday afternoon she tells me she's going out for dinner with her boss. So that's what all the sex and blowjobs were about. Pointing at the beers saying. "I suppose you brought them so I can get drunk out of my skull while that you're fucking your boss."
"No, no. It's just business, honest. There is no sex, there's never going to be sex. I'll be home by 11, I promise it's business. Look, I need to explain."
I dried my hands from the water and sat at the kitchen table. "This had better be fucking good." I said. She flinched. I'm ex-military, we drop the F bomb all the time, but rarely in the house unless a part of my body has come into contact with something sharp or heavy.
She sat down opposite me. "Look darling, it is just a business deal, there's no sex."
"Listen, when Gerald took over from his father last year you did not stop going on about how handsome he was and how he treated everybody with respect and then six months ago you stopped, is that when you started shagging him?"
She looked at me angrily. "Are you accusing me of having an affair?"
"I guess I am, you rant about this bloke for months then all of a sudden you stop, you give me fantastic sex and now you tell me you're going out to spend the night with him. So yes, I'm accusing you of having an affair and my next step is divorce."
She answered quietly "I'm sorry, yes, I did go on about him, he was a breath of fresh air after his Dad. He gave us more leeway in designs. Anyway, after a few months there was nothing new to talk about. I suppose I just got used to him. But why would I go with him when I've got you. I'm sorry you thought that. I'm not having an affair. I swear, you can't divorce me, I love you." There was panic starting to creep into her voice.
"Now that was why you wanted sex last night and I guess you didn't let me have your bum because you're saving it up as a sweetener, like the morning blowjobs which you've done three times in our marriage."
She said quietly. "You reminded me of the times I did that, and you liked it so I thought you might like one again? And yes, it is a bit of guilt too."
I did not totally believe her, it was part of the softening up process, I was sure.
"I suppose you trimmed your pube for him, not me, was that one of his requests."
"No, I did that for you because I know you like it, and you're going to be grumpy with me, so I started to make it up to you. I'm sorry darling, please let me explain."
"Well, you've got 4 hours before you have to start getting ready for your sex fest with your boss, call it business if you like, I call it divorce."
She ignored me. She stood up and went behind her chair, this is her lecture mode, but I did not get a lecture. She was contrite. "Look the Wednesday before last the Heskeths were here to negotiate the contract and they're Christian and really family orientated. Gerald introduced me as his office manager and his wife, he wanted to portray a family concern. I thought nothing of it. It was just a little thing."
I stood up too. "What! You think introducing my wife as his own wife is a little thing. So little that you forgot to tell me about it."
"He thought the deal was slipping away. Oh, and yes, I didn't tell you because I knew you'd get upset." She sounded a little angry.
"No shit Sherlock telling people that you're his wife. So, what happens when you bump into these people when you're out with me? Oh, this is my boyfriend."
"No, they're from Cardiff, they want to expand into our area that's why they want an advertising agency here to get the local nuances. They will go home tomorrow and that will be the end of it."
"No, it won't."
"Anyway, I didn't see any harm in it, but they're due to come in tomorrow to sign the contract, both of them, Mr and Mrs Hesketh and they suggested we go out for dinner tonight to celebrate and I was invited. I'm sorry darling I couldn't say no."
"So how long have you known about this meal?"
"Since Tuesday." She said quietly.
"TUESDAY! And you tell me now. Bloody hell. And just where are you going for this liaison for this contract."
"The Red Lion." To be expected it was the best hotel in town and if you want to impress somebody that is the place to do it
"So, you've known about this for nearly a week and you're telling me 6 hours before you go out. Tell me, has he got a room booked so you can stay the night to show the Heskeths' how much of a family you really are?"
"No, I'm not, honestly, I'll be home by 11:00."
"No, If you go out to dinner with this man wearing the rings I gave you, I will divorce you, because I don't trust him and as you have left it till the last minute to tell me and with all the sex, I think you're hiding something, this is part of your affair and you are going to sleep with him. I can't forbid you. I cannot stop you because I think when you are with him and the Heskeths you will carry on like his wife and fulfil your wifely duties to your handsome boss. So no, if you go out, I will divorce you and thank you for telling me the names of the people and where you are going."
"Please David this means so much to the company, this will put our name on the map in Wales and the Southwest. The Heskeths' have got businesses all over Wales once we expand it will be good for the company."
I looked at her amazed. "So you are expanding his company on a lie and you're putting the company you work for and your boss before your marriage. I don't trust him. I've met Middleton and like a lot of advertising types, he's untrustworthy, he tells lies for a business."
"No, he can't tell lies, the Advertising Standards Authority stops that, he exaggerates​​ or downplays the truth." She said nothing about that.
"Look, if you don't get this contract, will anyone lose their jobs?"
"Er, no."
"So it's just about Middleton's bottom line?"
"Yes, I suppose it is."
"So you are lying to customers just to give more Middleton more profit?"
She looked down, i did not think she saw it like that until I said it.
"Right, the choice is yours, but if you go expect to see divorce papers in the morning because I don't trust him and I'm lacking trust in you. You've known about this lie for 10 days and you tell me about this dinner 6 hours before you go out and only when you saw me cooking dinner."
"I'm sorry, I didn't know how to tell you, but I was trapped. I wanted to tell you, but I knew you would be upset, I couldn't find the right time, and as time went on it got worse. I backed myself into a corner and the room was getting smaller. It was when I saw you getting dinner ready, I blurted it out. I am so sorry, I should have told you earlier."
I growled at her, "No you should have told me when he introduced you to the Hesketh's as his wife. You could have stopped it then."
"Look, Darling, I am sorry, we are too far down the line. I will be in by 10:30 and I will record everything so you can see nothing is going on, please do not threaten me with divorce, I will be here by 10:30 and I will think of a way to stop this getting worse."
"That's simple, tell the Heskeths' the truth, if they are religious, they will respect the honesty and they believe in forgiveness."
"I can't, it would hurt the business, we have put so much into this deal. Please, let me do this, I will make it up to you."
"No!" I stood up and went to the sink. I needed to finish the potato I was peeling and sort the peeled from the yet to be peeled. It was just to give me time to think. "Were you going to wait until you gave me a fait accompli when you came down dressed in a new dress."
She looked down. "You've got a new dress, haven't you?" I asked.
She just nodded.
"So, who paid for it, is it sexy?"
"The company."
She did not answer when she was planning to tell me, or if it was sexy or not.
"So, it is sexy, when do I get to see it. Or were you going to sneak out the back door so I didn't see it? I bet you got me that beer, so I'd get shit faced when I found out you had left."
She shouted at me. "I don't know what the bloody hell I was doing. I hadn't worked it all out." She lowered her voice. "I'm sorry, I have to do this. We've put so much time, effort and money into getting this contract."
"So the dress, is it sexy for your new husband?"
"It's a little bit daring, it's not sexy." She whispered.
"Did he choose it, or did you?"
She looked quizzical. "I did." Then I saw the look of realisation on her face. She looked at me. "No I chose it, he just paid for it. He wasn't there when I got it, he hasn't seen it."
I drained the water from the bowl the peeled potatoes were in, slid it into the microwave, pushed a few buttons and then turned to her. "Right, my head's a mess now so let me get this right you're going out on a dinner date with your boss who introduced you to this couple as his wife. You've known about the 'wife' lie for 10 days and about the meal since Tuesday and you're going in a dress which you say is 'daring' and you will spend the night with him?"
"Well, sort of, but I'm not spending the night. I'm coming straight home to you, I keep telling you that. I will be here at half ten, eleven at the latest There will be no divorce."
With that she stormed out.
She went upstairs at five o'clock, she was crying.
That gave me time to do some internet searches and to think. Unfortunately, if she did go out it would be too late. I found the information I wanted and hit print, I then searched through our old files and hit print again a few times.
She came downstairs at half six, she looked fantastic, her eyes were bloodshot from crying. The dress wasn't that daring, it did look bloody good and showed a little more cleavage than she would have normally.
"I see you've got the peep toe fuck me pumps on that you wear when you want to get me going, I suppose you're wearing stockings as well."
She shook her head and lifted her skirt no she was wearing tights and her granny knickers.
"I see you have my favourite red toenail polish."
"Yes, that's for you when I get home. Tomorrow, you can clean them off and put on your other favourite colour." She gave a weak smile. "They will be under the table, no one will see or pay too much attention to them, they are for you when I get in."
I remembered our first foray into feet.
Several years ago, she got home from shopping for a new dress for my company Christmas party that evening. She left it too late and told me her feet ached and her back hurt. I started to massage her feet and mentioned her nail polish was chipped, she agreed but said she could not get down to them with her back. As I was massaging her feet, she laid her head back on the sofa and moaned. "That's so flipping good."
I noticed she had really elegant toes, they were quite long and slender, the nails were perfectly formed, on an impulse I leaned down and whilst grasping her foot firmly so as not to tickle her I nibbled her big toe. She let out a squeal.
"Sorry." I said.
"Don't be, that was great, do it again."
I did, she moaned like she moans when we start to make love. I nibbled all her toes gently.
"Stop." She said, "That is fantastic, we are going to have to do more of that if you don't mind, but we have to get ready. I need a shower."
She went first, when I came out of the shower she was trying to repair the nail varnish, but she was struggling to reach because of her back, so I took over. I was surprised how well the nail polish flowed easily onto the nail.
The following day she returned the favour but without the nail polish; she washed and massaged my feet after I spent most of the evening on my feet chatting with work mates, a little dancing with her and cleared the debris in the morning from our garden after a storm the previous week. It was good, very relaxing, I almost nodded off whilst she was doing it. We talked about it that night. I cleaned off the red nail polish and put purple nail polish on, the same colour as the new corset she was wearing at the time.
That was my favourite thing and I guess that is what she was planning for tomorrow and possibly her giving me her back side to make it up to me. To do all this, she must have known I would not be happy with what she planned. I am pretty certain there is more to this than she is making out. I suppose she was making it up to me, but for what or was this just another ploy so she could go and fuck her boss?
She was standing by the front door. I said. "It sounds to me like you're having an affair. But is it with me or him, is he your work husband and I'm your home husband?"
"No please, this is support to the company."
She leaned in. "Kiss me please sweetheart I'll be home by 11, nothing will happen and I will make it up to you."
"No, just one big lie passing you off as another man's wife. You can be his real wife as soon if you like. It will take six months from the divorce paperwork going in tomorrow."
She glared at me. "There will be no divorce."
"Not your choice anymore." I said to her.
I heard a car horn sound. I looked out the window to see Gerald in his car. She left and got in and they drove off before I could get out the front door. My phone sounded a message. 'Sorry, I had to go with him, we have to arrive to maintain the illusion.'
I replied. 'To maintain the lie that was our marriage, come home now and we can work on it.
I got a short reply. 'Sorry, I will make it up to you.'
I had spent the afternoon planning; she was wasting her time now. There would be no contract when I had finished what I had planned.
I tracked her phone; they did go to the Red Lion.
I put on my smart suit except the jacket. To turn up to the Red Lion dressed like I was, I wouldn't even get past the door. I left taking a sweatshirt with me.



I had plenty of time. I called in to a local garage and picked up a couple of bunches of flowers. They weren't very good.
I slipped on the sweatshirt, a pair of reading glasses and messed up my hair. Taking hold of the flowers I went into the Red Lion. I rang the bell at reception, and a nice lady turned up. "Excuse me, sorry for bothering you so late on a Sunday. Do you have a Mr Middleton staying here? I believe he's here with his wife and he wants to surprise her for her birthday with some flowers. Can you tell me which room they are in?"
I lifted up the flowers.
The nice lady looked at her computer and said. "Yes, we do, in 214." She smiled at me sweetly. "Sir, I can arrange for them to be in the room." I hoped no one looked at the card I had written. The 'D' word was there. I handed one bunch over.
She looked at me a bit weird, the flowers really were not very nice.
I said to her. "He left it a little late, it's all we had left, still, it's the thought that counts." I gave a weak smile.
"Excuse me again, do you have the Heskeths' staying here as well, I think one bunch is for Mrs Hesketh?"
She had a quick look at her computer. "Yes, there in 216 thank you so very much. I will put one in each."
I smiled a smile I did not feel.
He lives locally why would he want a room unless he had an ulterior motive.
I went out to my car, took the sweatshirt and glasses off and put on my jacket and tie, combed my hair. They had been there about an hour now, that should be enough time. The restaurant was about half full as I walked in. I saw them in the corner. The maître d' allowed me to select one with a good view of their table. I ordered a drink and starter, which I probably would not eat.
Now, this will be interesting. I phoned Julie, she took the phone out of her handbag, looked at it and put it back without answering. She leaned forward and said something, everybody giggled. So I sent her a text and attached three photographs. She didn't even look at it.
When the waiter brought my drink, I said to him. "Excuse me, can I ask you a favour?" I did not wait for a reply. "The lady over there in that green dress, would you be so kind as to tell her to look at her phone."
"I'm not sure Sir, That's a little unorthodox."
"Please." And with that I held out my hand with a £20 note in it. "Look, I don't want to disturb them, that's an important meeting, but she needs to know something about her children." He looked at me silently and nodded and walked away taking the £20 with him.
He walked towards them. He talked to Julie; she pulled her phone out of her handbag and looked at it. I saw the colour drain from her face. There were 3 pictures, one each of the children and one of the divorce petition, the message said. "Stand up and leave now, right now and it goes no further and we can work on our marriage." She looked around looking very nervous. Gerald was very solicitous to her. He leaned in and stroked her arm. The Heskeths' looked a bit put out, they could tell something was wrong. Julie recovered, smiled and took a drink of her wine. They carried on the conversation.
Okay, decision made. I went round the edge of the restaurant, so I approached behind Gerald and Julie. The Heskeths' were facing me, they glanced up as I walked up. I stopped beside them and dropped an envelope in front of Julie, took off my wedding ring and dropped it on the envelope. She looked up at me, her face was aghast. "No, please no." She cried.
"I told you what would happen if you came on this meal."
Gerald instantly recognised me.
I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra now.
"So, Julie, you didn't tell me about room 214 you have booked upstairs, just down the corridor from 216."
"Who's this?" Mr Hesketh asked.
"Oh, I'm soon to be Julie's ex-husband. You see she is not married to Gerald, she's married to me. Well, she is now, but she won't be in six months' time.
"What do you mean?" Mrs Hesketh asked.
"It's quite simple, he lied to you to get your business when he said Julie was his wife and she's carried on with it. I told her if she went out on this dinner I would divorce her."
I withdrew some photographs from my pocket and showed them to the Heskeths'. "This is me and Julie getting married 21 years ago, this is me and our children about 15 years ago, this is me and Julie dropping our daughter Jackie off at university, as you can see, we're all very happy. The person taking the photograph is her brother Joe."
Next, I dropped a copy of our marriage certificate in front of them.
Gerald stood up and leaned towards me. "You're lying, get out."
"I intend to, there's no point in staying." I looked at the Heskeths'. "When you visited the office a couple of weeks ago, he passed her off as his wife. She has given me amazing sex for the last two days and then she told me at one this afternoon she was going out to dinner to pretend to be Gerald's wife. She promised me she would be home by 11:00, however I've since found out that Gerald here, has a room in the hotel, 214. So, was she coming home to me or was she staying the night Gerald? And as a point when she left the house, she was wearing a bra, it appears to have got lost."
Gerald stood up. "No you're making all this up, this is all lies to ruin my business." By now Julie was an absolute mess of tears.
I carried on. "You may as well stay with him now he's got that big contract. I'm sure you'll be alright."
Mrs Hesketh looked at Julie. "Is this all true?"
Julie nodded her head. "I'm sorry, we wanted to show you we are a family company, and we have family values. It was a mistake; I got caught up in it."
Gerald was in my face. "Get out!"
"You can't make me. I was going to, but I think I'll watch the fireworks instead."
"Yes, I can." His face was red with anger, spittle was hitting my face as he shouted. I heard Julie scream and I caught a flash of something on my left side. It was a stream of red. I did not see the wine bottle that smashed into my head. I staggered backwards but managed to hold myself upright by hanging onto a table.
Looking at Julie "So your lover attacks me now." Middleton was raising his arm with the bottle again, but Mr Hesketh got there first and pulled him back. Places like the Red Lion don't have security, far too posh. However, two waiters were quickly beside Gerald and the nice lady from reception came storming across the floor.
"Mr Middleton you will leave right now, or we will call the police."
"No, hang on a minute." I said. "Please do call the police, he hit me with that bottle, and I have plenty of witnesses and I'm pretty sure you have CCTV." One of the waiters had his phone out and I heard him say. "Police please and an ambulance." I was holding the side of my head and there was blood, and it hurt. The nice lady passed me a napkin and Julie helped me to a chair. She was crying and kept repeating. "I'm sorry."
The Police were there in a couple of minutes. I explained what happened. They asked the Heskeths' if they had anything to add. They agreed with my story. Middleton was arrested there and then. I was still feeling woozy. Julie said. "Please, the ambulance will be ages, let me take you to the hospital?"
"You had better take my car." I handed over the keys.
"I'd rather get a taxi so I can keep an eye on you."
Mr. Hesketh spoke up. "No, allow me and Gwen to do it. You have saved us from making a very big mistake and it's cost you. My name is Ceri by the way. I won't shake hands."
That was understandable. I had blood on both of my hands.
Julie helped me out to the Heskeths' car, Gwen drove. In the back of the car Julie held my hand and said. "I'm sorry, I didn't know about the room. I didn't know about that, I was coming home at 11. I really was. Please don't divorce me, I'm sorry it was a mistake. I'll quit the agency."
"When this gets out, I don't think you'll have a job anyway."
We got to A&E, I thanked the Heskeths' and they left saying they would be in contact tomorrow to see how I was. They also said, as far as they were concerned, the deal was off. There will be no signing of the contract tomorrow.
After they left Julie hung on to me. "I'm sorry sweetheart, I thought it was harmless. I didn't know he booked the room."
"Well then explain to me this, where's your bra?"
She looked me square in the face "It was ruining the line of the dress and the bra strap kept on poking out. That had nothing to do with Gerald."
"Then where is it?"
She reached into her handbag and pulled it out.
"Have you still got your underwear on?"
With that she stood up, faced me and lifted her dress, yes, she still had her tights and granny knickers on. There was a 'harrumph' sound from the reception desk.
Sunday nights are normally quiet in A&E and I was seen within an hour and a half, the doctor said I possibly had a concussion, and they stitched the wound in the side of my head.
When the doctor released me, he told me not to be alone. Julie ordered a taxi. She gave the taxi driver our address, I said. "No hang on, go to the Red Lion."
Looking at her I said. "You've still got room 214."
She turned to me, looked at me and said. "No, I'm not going there, I'm coming home with you. I belong with you, and you need someone to look after you. You heard what the Doctor said."
"I want to check something." I replied.
We got to the Red Lion, Julie said she was Mrs Middleton, and she was booked into room 214 and could she have the key. The receptionist was not the one from earlier. Julie just brazened it out. We got to the room, and I let her go in first. Her face fell, there on the dressing table was an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne and two champagne flutes. On the bed were a bunch of flowers. Julie put her hands to her face and started crying.
I said to her. "You had better read the card that's on the flowers."
She walked across and picked it up and read the words. 'If you're reading this, you're about to get divorced.'
Lifting it up she said to me. "Please no, I was never going to come here. I would never have read this. If he had invited me, I would have thought something was wrong, he lives across town, why book a room?"
There was a holdall there. Gerald had obviously planned to spend the night. I went through it. Tucked in the corner of the front pocket was a small plastic bag with two pills and some powder. I suspect the powder was one of the tablets crushed.
Lifting it up I showed them to her. "This is very suspicious. I don't know what they are, and I don't intend to find out."
The next thing I knew Ceri Hesketh was standing in the doorway. "Is everything OK?" He looked around the room.
"My head hurts and my heart is broken." I looked at Julie and then back at Ceri. "I don't believe Julie knew what was happening, but it is obvious Middleton had planned something." I said lifting the little bag. "I don't know what these are, but I suspect it's some sort of drugs so he could have his way with my wife, but I have no proof."
By now Gwen had pushed past Ceri and was sitting on the bed with her arm around Julie. She was crying her eyes out. "I've been so foolish, I thought it was harmless, we would just get the contract, and it would all go away. I'm so sorry."
Julie looked at me. "I'm sorry my darling, I've been a fool, please forgive me.
"I was going to leave when I got your text, honestly, but I couldn't just walk out. I had to work out a reason that I could give Ceri and Gwen that would sound plausible. I was struggling, sorry. You didn't give me a chance, but looking at it from your point of view it looks like I ignored you."
She should have started looking at the whole debacle from my point of view much sooner.
"You could have just sent a text back saying something like give me 5 minutes but no you didn't, you just carried on and it was normal, you ignored me."
She was in tears. "No, I didn't, I was trying to work out how I could leave without raising suspicion."
"No, you were working out how not to trash the lie you were living."
There were things I wanted to say but they stayed inside my head, instead my mouth said. "I can forgive you for being foolish, but I'm going to have to work on forgiveness for telling me lies and being deceitful."
Gwen spoke up. "That's a good start, please work on it. I don't think you should stay in this room any longer. Go home and be in your own surroundings." She looked at me and said gently. "David with that head wound, no alcohol for you tonight." She was probably correct.
As we left the room Ceri picked up the plastic bag of pills and powder. "I'll get rid of these."
I got up in the morning still groggy. Julie had phoned my work and told them I was involved in an incident and wouldn't be in for a couple of days. She said to me. "I've got to go to work. There's stuff to sort out. There are still lots of other people who are going to wonder what happened when the Heskeths' don't come in to sign the contract. I really was not going to sleep with him, please believe me."
She made me breakfast, gave me a kiss and went to work just after 9 o'clock.
I finished my tea and toast and sat in my armchair. I believe she did not intend to sleep with him. But it was the lies, the waiting till the last minute, the giggles as they were sitting at the table and ignoring my phone call. How do we recover from that, do we recover? What do I do?
I was awoken by the front door closing. I looked at the clock, it was just before ten. I must have nodded off. I looked up to see Julie's Mum and Dad, Diane and Brian, were there. I smiled at them, Brian went into the kitchen and I heard the kettle go on. Diane sat in front of me. "Julie asked us to come and see you to make sure you're okay, she phoned us on the way to work and told us everything. How stupid she was, but she trusts in your love for her." She gave me a quizzical look. "This Gerald chap, do you think he would have drugged her is that why he had the room. Julie told us about the little pills you found."
"All he would have to do is to get her in that room. A small glass of champagne, I don't know what those pills were? But it wouldn't take much I am sure, a celebratory toast of a job well done before she went home. I don't know, I'm guessing that was his plan."
Then Diane said something that frightened me. "Once he drugged her, he could have videoed them having sex and blackmailed her, have you thought of that?"
No, I had not and, I think she hit the nail on the head.
Brian came in for the mug of tea for me and some biscuits, he had a serious look on his face.
"David please, she made a mistake, she should have told you right from the start what Gerald had done. She should not have gone along with it. She should have used some excuse like I'm his work wife, I know hindsight is an exact science." He just finished speaking when there was a knock at the front door. Brian went and opened it. "David, it's the police, they would like a chat with you."
"Please let them come in."
Quite simply they asked me what had happened, and I just as simply told them the truth. It didn't take long. As they were about to leave, I asked a question. "Is he going to be charged?"
"It looks highly likely." He gave a look at his colleague, who gave a small nod. "We have seen Mr Middleton before." I wasn't sure what to make of that.
When the police left Brian said to me after making some coffee. "Please we're begging you give her a chance. She made a mistake."
"We will see what she has to say for herself." I replied.
Brian and Diane were still there when Julie got home.
Brian sent out for Chinese for dinner, nobody felt like cooking. It wasn't a happy meal. After we finished Julie looked at me and said. "How do I make this right please my sweetheart I screwed up. How do I make this right?"
"You're the one that screwed up, even after I warned you. You tell me how you make this right."
She looked down, "You're right I'm probably going to be out of a job. There are rumours this is not the first time that Gerald has had a run in with the police. I'm pretty certain the agency will be shut down or sold and I will probably be out of a job. We have got to wait and see what Gerald wants. That's a pity because we've got some good people with fresh ideas." She took a deep breath.
"We're going to have to complete our contracts, but I think that's it. I need to keep contributing to the house, so I will need to look for a job. I will never lie to you again, even by omission because that's what I did. I shouldn't have been so stupid as to think I could get away with it." She reached across to me. "Sweetheart please I was not going to sleep with him.
"We have contracts to keep, I've told people not to accept any more orders for now, even from our regulars until I've spoken to Gerald."
She paused. "I've looked back on the internet. Gerald was arrested for GBH a few years ago. That was his first offence, he got a 2-year suspended sentence. It hasn't run out. He will be going down."
"So was the plan for all four of you to go up to your rooms together and then you leave after they went into their room, and what about breakfast, they would be surprised if you weren't there for breakfast?"
"No, because until you turned up, I didn't know he had a room booked."
"You might not have done but Gerald had a plan, otherwise he wouldn't have booked the room. your mother suggested he was going to drug you rape you take video proof and then blackmail you for more sex."
At that Julie's mouth hung open, she had seen the pills and powder and thought about the drugging but not about the blackmail.
"Listen my Darling, I will do anything, anything. Please help me to make this right. I don't want to divorce. I know I made a mistake. One I will not repeat."
"No, you will be better at hiding it next time."
She stood up and shouted at me, she was angry. "There will not be a fucking next time, I'm not risking losing you again." Her parents were amazed at her using the F word. She collapsed back into her chair. "Look I will do anything if you want me to go into details as soon as Mum and Dad have gone I will."
Gerald was out on bail. Julie got home after his first day back. He was selling the company. She asked him why he had a room booked when his house was only a few miles away. He said he wanted to make sure the Heskeths' got to the office. She told him the Heskeths would be surprised that his wife was not there at breakfast. He was going to tell them that I had left early to get things set up. But they had been to the office quite a few times, they knew where it was and would not need directions. She asked him about the tablets, she said he turned a funny colour. But explained they were for his headaches. She also asked him why one was crushed. He did not answer that question but asked where they were and seemed relieved when she told him the pills had gone. He did not ask where.
We talked after dinner; I was still a bit angry with her. "So, when they invited you down to Cardiff to stay in a hotel, possibly their house for this new business relationship, what would you do, go down there? But if you went to their house, would you have to sleep in the same bed?"
"I hadn't thought that far ahead, but I would refuse to go."
"So did you kiss or hold hands?"
"No Gerald tried to put his arm around me on that first day. But I told him off, I said to him 'remember no PDA in the office' He just pulled a funny face and the Heskeths' thought that was funny."
"So, every time Heskeths' pop up you would have to make yourself available to go out with them, from what I gather it's a big contract, a large expansion. And don't you think the people who work for you would notice something?"



She got angry and raised her voice. "Look, I got caught up in it. I wasn't thinking straight I screwed up, all right, I fucking screwed up. Have you never made a mistake, have you never screwed up?"
"Oh yes, and you know I have, but I've not said I was another woman's husband or gone out to dinner with them against my other half's wishes. I have never lied to you."
She collapsed back onto the sofa. Looking up at me she said "I'm sorry, I was thinking how good it could be for the business and securing jobs, not about us, I knew I was going to do nothing, I trusted Gerald. It was probably a good job you didn't after what Mum said about him drugging me."
Things settled down at home, I did love her, but I was still wondering what to do. Julie was home on time Wednesday. A rare occurrence recently since Gerald stopped going to the office as she was running most of it. "David please can I have a chat." She went and sat at the kitchen table where the most important discussions in this house happened.
Sitting opposite me she placed a thick envelope on the table between us. "I love you and I believe you still love me, but I made a mistake I don't know how to atone for. I have to prove to you; you can trust me again. This is what I've come up with. I hope it's acceptable? I went to see our solicitor last week. He thought it a strange request. I lied to you, kept you in the dark, put myself and our marriage at risk and put the company before honesty and truth. This is what I've done." She tapped the envelope. "In here is a divorce petition. I have signed it, but I have not dated it. There is a gap for your signature. If you can prove I lie to you or cheat on you, all you need to do is date and sign it and six months later we will be divorced. I'm sorry my love, that is the best I can come up with. I am trusting you and your love to be honest."
Her eyes were filling up with tears. I took the envelope and opened it. She was correct. Ending of a marriage, just the standard legalese and an empty line for a signature and a line for the date.
Well, that was drastic and trusting. I sat there thinking, it would be unfair to hold this over her for the rest of her life. You don't do that to somebody you love. I folded the letter and put it back inside the envelope and handed it back to her and said. "You keep this and one day hopefully in the not too distant future, I'll let you fire back it."
She leapt around the table and crushed me with a hug. Tears were pouring down her face and the smile was huge. "Thank you, thank you, thank you." She said.
I pushed her back, looked at her and said with a smile on my face "Does that mean I can have your bum​​ tonight?"
She smiled and slapped me playfully on the arm. "You know the rules on that, birthdays only, but I might have to bend the rules now and again."
She stood up and held a hand out to me. "Please sweetheart let's go to bed. Bum later, loving tonight" I stood up and took her hand and let her lead me towards the stairs.
Julie came in 3 weeks after the court case. Middleton got his 2 years suspended sentence and an extra year for using the bottle as a weapon. "The Agency has been sold, but we don't know who to, no one has been around and looked at it." I could tell she was worried. It was a week later when Julie told me the new owners were arriving tomorrow, and she had a request that I be there. Earlier that week I did some internet digging, a visit to the estate agents and a phone call and I knew who was buying the Agency. I thought Julie was right to be worried.
But I thought I might have some influence. I managed to contact the new owners and arranged a meeting in the Red Hart hotel restaurant the day before the visit. When I arrived, Ceri stood to shake hands. I like that, a gentleman stands up to shake hands. A woman does not need to, but if they wish to stand, I respect that. 
I did not beat around the bush, before the starter arrived I asked them what Julie's prospects were in the company? Gwen replied. "Forgiveness is a virtue we hold dear. We realise Julie was caught in a difficult situation with very little time to think. She made the wrong decision. But to be honest, and we have talked about this, we don't know what we would have done in the same situation." 
Ceri took over. "Why would we get rid of somebody who holds that whole place together? They have some brilliant wacky minds mixed with solid ones. It works well, whilst we cannot approve of what she did we can understand where she comes from. To be honest, we would be silly to replace her." He giggled. "Can I trust you not to tell her that?" I just smiled and nodded. She could do with some good news.
"However, like everybody else she's under six months' probation." 
I asked them why they had bought the company. Gwen replied. "It's quite simple really, we liked what the people did, although we didn't particularly like Gerald. It is our foothold just outside London. That is our aim. We understand Gerald's wish to get into the Southwest and Wales. It was symbiotic and when he went to prison, we sort of made him an offer he couldn't refuse. I did not flush the pills.
"We did not want to have to start all over again and waste all that effort, and we think the agency's people get where we're coming from. And once we had a chat with Middleton about something we found in the books, and we worked out a price it was a no brainer." 
Ceri smiled at me. "Oh, and by the way this dinner is on you because to be honest we're about to run out of money after buying the agency." I just smiled, ordered another bottle of wine and the bill. 
As we were leaving Gwen me to be at the agency tomorrow? They thought it might help Julie if I was. I told them I would see them in the morning.
We were up early the next day. It was obvious Julie had not slept well. I told her I was going to work with her for moral support, she seemed to appreciate that and did not question why.
I was standing with her and Marie, one of the designers when spot on 10 o'clock, 2 cars pulled into the car park. When Ceri and Gwen got out of the car Julie swore but stepped forward to greet them. A young man got out of the second car and stood beside Ceri and Gwen. Turning to the young lad Ceri said. "This is our son Nathan, he will be running the agency."
Julie turned to Marie and said. "Can you get a Cappuccino for Gwen, lots of chocolate, a pot of tea, strong for Ceri please." Looking at Nathan she said. "What would you like Mr Hesketh?"
"The same tea as Dad, and it's Nat please."
"Marie, bring something for yourself, you're going to be needed there."
We were all ushered through into Gerald's old office and Julie started going through the motions to hand over to Nathan. After the drinks were done. Julie asked Marie to show Nathan around the building. After they left Julie stood up, looked at me, mouthed. "Thanks for being here." Turned to the Heskeths and said. "You will have my resignation first thing tomorrow."
"Why?" Gwen said with a smile and a slight tilt of her head, I felt she knew this was coming and was having a bit of fun.
"Because I lied to you about being Gerald's wife."
"Well, we had considered it, but two things changed our mind. The way you run the office, as an example you remember what we drank, you seem to have a finger on what is going on over the whole agency and you've always treated everyone and us with respect, and secondly this may come as a surprise to you, your husband asked us to give you a chance. You were put in a very difficult position and had very little time to make a decision. We think you made the wrong one, but we can see it from where you were standing at the time. However, you, like everybody else, are under six month's probation, but one mistake, one lie, you are out the door, however we fully expect to see you here for many years to come."
Julie looked at me and said. "Is that why you're here?"
"Yes." I replied. "Ceri and Gwen asked me to be here, they thought you might need some support. That is where I was last night having dinner with them. They also asked me not to let on to you that you were going to keep your job."
Ceri Spoke next. "Come on, let's go and catch-up with Marie and Nathan." He looked at Julie. "He has run businesses before but nothing like this, he will be relying on you to a great deal of extent if early days, but that should reduce quite quickly. But do not ignore your home life."
I had to go back to work, as I leaned in to give Julie a kiss she whispered in my ear. "It looks like all your birthdays and Christmas come together this weekend."
I barely made it to work on Monday morning.
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This is Literotica Loving Wives story folks. Nothing new here, please enjoy the story.
It's just fiction folks as defined by Oxford's English dictionaries as "Something that is invented or untrue." Please do not tell me 'It would not happen like that'. Because you are probably correct. It more than likely would not. But this is fiction, so do not complain it is not real.
If you want realism there is plenty out there on the news.  
This gets a little twisty at the end, hold on to your hat. I have spent ages trying to make it easy to navigate and make it at least plausible.
Humans are fallible, they make mistakes and errors of judgement.   
Please enjoy the story.  
I like happy endings.
I was looking through our medical documents looking for our son's medical records when my world fell to pieces.
Our son William wanted to play for his school football team, and they wanted some medical information. I knew my wife, Shirley kept records on cards with all those things they had had, jabs, medication, appointments, all that sort of stuff. She is very organised.
I was surprised Shirley did not do it last night when William asked her to or this morning. He asked for it during dinner last night. She normally dealt with that stuff. She probably forgot as she had an early meeting and left early, she promised to be home early to make up for it. This was a regular occurrence; it happened every 3 or 4 weeks depending on production requirements. She told me they liked early planning meetings so they could get any changes out to the chaps on the shop floor Friday morning to be ready for Monday morning if it meant a large change of plans.
As I pulled up his card, our daughter Bethany's came up as well. That was when I saw it. Bethany could not be mine; her blood group was all wrong.
My name is Bob James, I am a Marine Engineer and often work from home. Shirley works in HR for an engineering firm in our local town. She joined them just after we got married 16 years ago. The girl I thought of as our daughter was 14 going on 17 and William was 12 going on 10.
I sat back and pondered my choices, I sat there thinking about the past 16 years, had she been cheating on me all this time?
Was William mine?
I had to know. I gave Will the details he wanted and sent him to school.
Had the last 16 years we had been married a lie? Do I wait and confront her when she gets in tonight? But the children will be here then. They may not be biologically mine, but they were mine in every other way. I wanted to keep them out of it as much as I could.
I made a decision. I got in my car and drove to her factory. I walked into the reception and asked for Shirley, most people know me. I had been there several times before. Claire on reception told me she was in the monthly planning meeting, and it was due to finish in half an hour or so, and I could wait. She asked if I wanted a drink, I told her I needed the toilet. She pointed to where it was.
I walked straight past it and up the stairs to where the offices were. I had been here a few times in the last 15 years, and I knew where the meeting rooms were. We had been to small celebrations on promotions and contract awards.
I saw the door to the meeting room was open and I walked in. Everyone looked at me. "Bob, what are you doing here, is everything all right, are the children okay, what's wrong?" Shirley asked.
"The kids are fine. So are the parents. We need to talk."
Shirley's boss, Paul Mathews spoke. "Bob, give us half an hour please?"
A frown was on his face, one that I recognised. Well, he would frown when the husband of his head of HR just walked into a meeting uninvited.
Shirley said. "Bob please. Give us a bit longer? Wait in my office, we won't be long."
I had had enough of this, all eyes were on me. "When were you going to tell me about Bethany?"
Her face fell. Looking at Mathews she said. "I need to go."
His jaw hung open.
She stood up, picked up her phone and walked away from the table leaving all her note pads behind. She got to me and said quietly. "Please take me home, I will explain everything when we get there. I love you and only you." Tears were in her eyes.
She clung to me, the tall confident woman I knew was gone.
"Please take me home, leave my car here, I shouldn't drive."
We went to my car and got in. She sat there sobbing as I drove. We were stopped at traffic lights, I looked at her and I said viciously. "I hope you're not planning more lies?"
She looked back through her tears. "I have never lied to you, just not told you everything. I know that is still lying, but I have never told you an untruth."
We got to our house and went in, it was far too early for strong drink, I made tea for her and coffee for me. She was sitting at the kitchen table sobbing.
I placed the mug in front of her, she took a drink, stood up, walked to the back door, opened it and smashed the mug on the floor, it was her favourite. She came back in. Looked at me and said. "I'm angry and I wanted to smash something, sorry. It's gone now."
She poured herself some more tea and sat down opposite me, she had regained some of her composure.
She looked me in the eyes, tears falling from her face. "I love you and only you, you are the only person I have ever loved apart from our parents and the kids. It happened whilst I was away at a company induction just after I joined the company. On the last evening, we got drunk, very drunk and I ended up in bed with him. The sunlight coming through the windows woke me up, we hadn't even closed the curtains. I woke up in his bed. When I realised that we'd had sex, I threw up. I left his room and let him clear up the mess. I went and showered and rubbed myself raw trying to wash off what I had done. I am so sorry."
Tears poured down her face again.
"Who was it?"
"Paul."
"Mathews, your current boss?"
She nodded.
"And you've been having an affair with him for the last 14 years. Is Will mine? You must have been bloody good to keep it hidden from me and his wife."
She was shaking her head violently. "No, no never again. We never had sex again. William is definitely yours. I have not slept with another man since that day, please believe me."
She carried on. "He and Marjorie had been married for 18 months at the time, they had been trying for a baby for 6 months and he wanted it kept quiet about what we had done, well I didn't want it getting out, so we agreed never to talk about it, and we haven't."
"I remember that night you got back, you nearly fucked me to death, I suppose you didn't use protection?"
"No, we didn't think about that. I don't remember what happened, just a lot of fumbling and giggling in the dark."
"So, you came home to make sure I got you pregnant?"
"No, but it was a bit guilty sex, fear and I wanted to make it up to you even though you didn't know I had done anything wrong, I suppose I was salving my conscience." She took a sip of her tea, I sipped my coffee, I grimaced, it was cold. I hate cold coffee.
She knows I hate cold coffee. She went and got me tea; it was still hot. It was a ploy of hers to stop me talking.
"We had talked about starting a family and I came off the pill just over a week before. I didn't even consider when I got pregnant that it wasn't yours. I didn't think I could get pregnant so quickly after coming off the pill. Until, well until I found out."
"How?"
"Beth was poorly, and I took her to the doctors, they gave her a blood test, that was when I found her blood group and I realised Beth was not yours. She could only be Paul's from that one night.
"I had DNA tests done, it just confirmed she wasn't yours biologically. She had to be Paul's. What could I do, confess 18 months later that I had a drunken one-night stand with Paul? You were all over Bethany, you loved her, you doted on her. It would destroy you and by then I was pregnant with Will, we had already given him a name. I love you and I might have lost you, I would be a single mother with 2 children, you would miss our son. I had to keep it quiet, can you see that?"
I did love that little girl, her smile and laughter lit up my day, as up until this morning so did Shirley. I could almost see her logic.
"So, does Paul know? I am guessing from the look on his face in the meeting he does."
"Paul is in engineering, and I am in admin. We see each other occasionally for work related items, it was when we were at a company family BBQ a few years later when Paul saw you, me, Bethany and Will together he spotted something. Beth was nearly 5 by then. He found me at work on Monday and asked me out right. I was going to lie to him until he pointed out the shape of his and Beth's nose, and if I didn't tell him, he would go to you and ask for a DNA test and you would find out we had that one drunken night. I panicked and told him he was his biological father, but you were her Dad. It wasn't until later I realised him coming to you was an empty threat."
"What did he want after that?"
"That surprised me, nothing. He said he didn't want to destroy our family and ruin his daughter's life. It wouldn't have done his marriage much good either and that was it. We have never spoken about it from that day to this. To be honest I parked it in the back of my brain, sometimes it popped out and that was when I was extra nice to you, yes salving my own conscience again I know."
She took another sip of her tea, mine was cold too. I can drink cold tea.
I was confused, what did I want?
Then Shirley spoke up. "Anyway, Bethany doesn't like Paul."
The confusion in my brain must have leaked to my face. Shirley carried on. "It was the company BBQ 18 months ago. I saw Paul talking to Beth, I could tell she was not happy. I went and fetched her from him. She told me, he kept touching her, asking how she was getting on at school and he told her he wished he had a daughter as he has two sons. She told me she thought he was creepy. I had a word with him and told him to stay away from your and my daughter or I would tell his wife about us. It was an empty threat. I couldn't do that without hurting us."
She paused. "He apologised saying he'd had too much to drink and was very impressed by her."
Something nagged in the back of my brain from that party. I went and made more drinks, tea, it takes longer, more time to think. Shirley did not interrupt me.
Then it came back to me. I remember seeing Paul and Beth talking, I had both their faces in profile, and I noticed they had similar shaped noses, not the same but similar. Just after that I got called away from the chaps I was talking with by Shirley, to keep an eye on William. Shirley went across and took Beth from Paul and brought her back to me. Later I saw Shirley talking animatedly with Paul. When I asked her what that was about, she told me that she told Paul off for talking shop at a party, this was for people to enjoy themselves not to be dictated to by management. I believed her because I had seen Paul do that quite often. I also remembered that evening when we got home. It was a loving night to remember.
I sat down with the tea. "You told me it was about Paul talking shop, so you lied."
"No, it was because I had heard people moaning about it, he is always doing it when he's had a few, but I used the opportunity and my parting shot was my warning.
"No lies, just not the whole truth, sorry, I had to protect what I had." I could see where she was coming from.
"That night was amazing, was that guilty sex?"
She took a sip of her tea, smiled and said. "I remember that night too." Her face took on a serious look. "Well yes and no. Seeing them together opened a box I thought I had closed and locked, and I felt guilty all over again.
"It was fear that I would be found out and I wanted you, I wanted you inside me so we could be one. I wanted to look at you, wanted to pour my love into you. And you laid there beneath me, buried deep inside me, I looked at you and tried to show my love for you. I am so sorry."
Shirley's phone rang. "It's Paul." She said, "shall I get it?"
I nodded. She picked it up, accepted the call and placed it down, it was on speaker, she didn't get the chance to talk. "Is everything alright? What does Bob know?"
"Everything, I told him everything, you're on speaker, he is here."
"Shit. I'm sorry Bob, it was a mistake I made 15 years ago. I have not repeated it with anyone. I have been completely faithful to Marjorie."
That raised a thought. "Does Marjorie know?"
"Yes, the one night, I told her as soon as I got back, I owned up to it."
I glared at Shirley, perhaps she should have done that, I do not know. My mind was a mess.
"Did you tell her it was Shirley?"
"Yes." He said quietly.
That would explain why Marjorie was so cold around us, she seemed such a nice warm person with other people, she was nice to me but perfunctorily polite to Shirley.
Up until that moment, I liked Paul and their two boys, Jack and Brian, they were nice, respectful, smart kids.
"Does she know about Bethany?"
"No, and I need to keep it that way. I'm really sorry Bob, it was just one drunken night, I don't remember much about it. And to be honest that morning I thought it was a dream until I stepped in the puke."
There was a pause. "Look, can we meet and talk about it?"
I answered. "I don't think that is a good idea. I can't see what we have to talk about."
It went quiet on the other end of the line. "Okay. Shirley, I'll see you at next month's planning meeting. Bye, I'm sorry."
The phone went dead.
Shirley looked at me. "What do we do now?"
"I need to work out how I can trust you after keeping this whole thing a secret for so many years. It must have come easy to you?"
I looked at her. "Were you ever going to tell me?"
She got up, came round and knelt on the floor in front of me and took my hands in hers. "No, but I decided that if you found out I would be completely open and honest with you, No lies, half-truths or secrets. I know trusting me is doing to be difficult after what I have told you. But apart from this one thing, and it is a very big thing, have I ever given you a reason to doubt my faithfulness and love for you?"
"That sounded practiced, rehearsed."
"No, just many years living with the knowledge that one day you might find out." She squeezed my hands. "What happens now?"
"Well, I go and think." I said as I got up and walked out the front door leaving it open behind me.
Wetherspoon's was open for beer, and as much as I wanted a big beer, it would not be a good idea. The park bench and a coffee was the next best thing. At least it was not raining. What should I do​​? I thought back. Had I seen any signs of her cheating, had she just hidden it well? 16 years is a long time to remember individual incidents, but I could think of some, there were a few girls, well, work mate's nights out and the odd Hen Party. She generally drove. I cannot think of a time when she got in later than 11. Then it struck me, she only seemed to drink if I was with her, I had seen her tipsy​​ at family parties and at home, but never outside that. The only change in clothing came with her age or a promotion and nothing drastic, just smarter. Was William mine? That would be easy to check, it would probably upset her that I didn't believe her, never mind. No, there was nothing I could think of that she was not the perfect wife.
Apart from her one night with Paul and keeping the secret.
I might have to have a few discreet chats with her friends, that would be difficult but not impossible.
None of this answered my question, what do I want?
I did love her, always have, probably always will, but it was the trust. If she had done what Mathews had done with Marjorie and told me as soon as she got home it might have been better, but maybe not. I don't know.
Right, DNA test for Will and take it from there.
When I got back home, Shirley was there. She had obviously been crying a lot, but she was waiting for me. There was a sheet of paper on the kitchen table. She pushed it across to me. It was a receipt for a DNA test. "I've sent for this next day delivery, you can have it in the post to the lab Monday. It should take a week or just over. You will want to know, I completely understand that. I know 100%." She paused. "I was thinking of moving into one of the children's bedrooms. I'd rather not. I don't want to upset them. They will think there's something wrong and I want to limit the damage to them."
I didn't realise how long I had been in the park. The children would be home soon. We fell into the usual Friday routine. They got their homework done and we were sitting having tea, planning the weekend. It was a bit subdued.
Then something happened. Bethany looked at me tilted her head slightly to one side, smiled and said. "Daddeee." William rolled his eyes, we knew something was coming. He, like us, was used to his sister's wiles. I tilted my head slightly to one side and said, "Bethaneee."
My little girl carried on. "We've been doing things about sailing ships in history you know, the Spanish Armada, Trafalgar, the West Africa Squadron and all that and having the windage. We went sailing in those little boats last year. Can we go again please? I liked it."
William picked up "Oh yes please, I'd like to do that, can we get a boat for all 4 of us?"
Beth turned her doe eyes on me, I was lost. That girl could wind me around her finger, but then so could her brother, he had learned from her. I let them, but only when it suited my purposes. And to get either of these two interested in boats was no bad thing in my eyes.
Shirley said. "Your choice. I'll go with whatever you say."
"Okay, I will look into it, but that is all I am promising." I said.
We got the children to bed. There was more to talk about. When do we tell Bethany, do we tell Beth, who do we tell? We talked it out, we made decisions. We do not tell Bethany until she's at least 17 or 18 or when we think she can handle it, and we may not do it at all if we don't think it's necessary. I mentioned if we get divorced, they will ask why. We decided we would cross that bridge when we came to it. Do we tell the parents? We decided to take the coward's way. We would write 2 letters, one to each set of parents and if anything happened to both of us, they would get letters. We decided that would be the best way to try and keep the status quo.
I did say to Shirley. "You do realise if William is not mine it is divorce instantly." She nodded.
She smiled slightly "Yes, but I have no qualms, he is absolutely yours." She went to bed early, I followed up an hour later with a pair of pyjama bottoms on, the ones I kept in case I ended up in hospital. We both normally slept naked.
I slid into bed beside her she was still wide awake. She rolled across, got up on one elbow, looked at me and said. "Sweetheart, I know you are disappointed, feel betrayed and hurt, but if you love me just a little, can I have a cuddle. I know it will be hard for you but please?" Tears were pouring from her eyes. If I did not love this woman I would have turned her down, and I must admit after all the thinking and pondering, I thought she was being honest, and I did love her.
I replied to her. "You are not forgiven." But I opened my arms to her, she rested on my shoulder where she had so often in the past and I felt her tears on my shoulder.
Saturday was as normal as we could manage, whatever jobs needed doing from the teatime planning yesterday were done between us all. Shopping, the girls did that. Both Will and I hated shopping. Grass cutting, hedges trimmed, cars washed. Dinner was a BBQ with Will doing the cooking. All day Shirley was walking past me and touching me, that was nothing new, we did that to each other all the time, a stroke of the buttocks and a smile, I did not respond to her. Normally the children would be worn out after all the work and it was our night to play, not this week.



The children were in bed and we were sitting in front of the telly; it was on but neither of us was paying much attention.
"Robert." This was serious, as if the last 2 days had not been. "How do I make it up to you? I know you are going to look into if I have cheated on you since Paul. I know you will find nothing, I also know you need to look." She paused. "When you find nothing, how do I make it up to you? Saying yes to everything you want to do, dressing up smart. Favourite meals', backside on demand, corsets, stockings, tying up, spanking, anything like that is shallow and temporary, not saying we can't do all those things, I feel I need to do more than that."
"I have never hit you."
"But you might want to after what you found out. Just not too hard please."
"What is the point in doing it if it doesn't hurt?"
"I don't know, it isn't something we've tried before, maybe we should. And it might help you get over what I've done to you."
We were getting off the subject.
Shirley asked quietly. "Where are we going?"
"I will look at it when I know William is mine. I would like to get back to where we were before I discovered you kept a secret for 15 years. But I don't know. I really don't. I have to ask, what other things are you hiding?"
"Nothing, but you're going to look and that's fine, I know you need to, but you will find nothing because there is nothing to find. I will admit I could have done things better. I could have admitted the next day like Paul did. Would that have been the right way to do it? I don't know. But I did what I thought was the best for us at the time. We were planning a family. I'm sorry and it's going to be very hard for me to stop saying that every 5 seconds, because I am."
I had no reply, I just said. "I need to think about this." I did not, I had already made my decisions on the outcome of Will's DNA testing. I turned back to not watching the telly.
It was a difficult week in our house.
Wednesday evening, I had a question I needed to ask. "Why did you smash your favourite mug?"
"I don't know really, I had a burst of anger."
"Anger that I found out?"
"Honestly, I don't know it just appeared; it took hold of me. Possibly because you found out, maybe because I was stupid 15 years ago. Perhaps I just let the frustration out after locking it away for so long. Again honestly, I don't know, it was just a fit of anger."
Whilst we were waiting for the results I managed to speak to two of her friends, it took some arranging. I managed to just 'turn up' where they were. Somehow, I gently dropped the hint that things were a bit fractious at home, and I wondered if she was seeing someone else. It was quite difficult to get the correct approach. They were aghast that I even suggested it. I thought I had got away with it until I got home. Shirley smiled and after the children were in bed said. "You spoke to Ellie and Mary, good. They phoned and asked if we were okay? Here is my phone, you know the password." Quietly she said. "I know there're hundreds of ways a devious cheater can get around these things, but have I ever given you a reason to think I have cheated on you?"
I had to admit; she had not.
The next few days were a difficult time. The children noticed the coolness in the house. They kept quiet about it. Will asked once about the sailing trip. I told him I was still looking, I was, I had a plan. There was no intimacy between me and Shirley, I just couldn't. I got home from work Monday evening. I did my usual children stuff and when I came downstairs Shirley was in the kitchen at the table. She had changed from her work clothes, she looked nice.
There was a bottle of my favourite elderflower gin, a bottle of tonic water and a glass with one piece of ice. I sat down, Shirley sat opposite me and said. "Gin, I know it's not normal on a school day, but it's for your celebration because I know what the results say."
I picked up the envelope, it was still sealed. William was mine. Somehow, I was confident he was, but I needed proof. I poured myself a small G&T, with that Shirley stood up. "I have to be bold. My darling please." She dropped the dress she was wearing to reveal my favourite corset and stockings, she held her hand out to me. "Please my love, I need this and you need this." I took her hand. I had made the decision before. If William was mine, I was staying.
Later that year at one of the company parties I had a word with Mathews and told him to stay away from my wife and family outside work and suggested that he keep clear of dark places for the rest of his life. He stayed away from us unless he was dragged across by Marjorie, I felt she was mellowing towards Shirley.
It took a while to work out how to get the level right. The apologising and giving in to me and me accepting. I did love her, and life got back to the new normal which wasn't far from the old one. I had bursts of anger for no apparent reason, they just flared up, and when they did, afterwards, I would feel guilty, and she would love me.
The following year we spent 2 weeks on the Norfolk Broads on a motorboat, but we hired 2 sailing dinghies for the kids to play in. It was a fantastic 2 weeks.
Bethany went to university to study engineering. Bethany's face caught up with her nose. When I looked at her, I could not see Matthews in her features at all, she looked like her mother's younger sister. Poor Will looked like me.
William got himself an apprenticeship in a boat building firm. I may have pointed him in that direction, but he got the job on his own merit.
Then it happened.
Bethany was 22, she came home from university for the summer. We were around the kitchen table having dinner Friday evening. William could not stop going on to his big sister about the skills he was learning, fibre glassing, woodworking and electrics.
When he stopped to breathe Beth got a chance to get a word in edgeways. "Mum, Dad, I'm seeing someone and it's a bit serious."
Well, it was going to happen sometime. A Dad doesn't like to think about the things that she was probably doing. Probably what her mother and I had got up to before we got married. I had blocked it out.
"I'm glad for you baby girl, are we going to meet him sometime?"
"Oh, you already have, we have known each other for years, which is probably why we clicked. But I want it to be a surprise. Can he come for Sunday dinner and I can introduce you properly?"
Shirley smiled and nodded her head.
I smiled. "Well, I had better get a large piece of beef out of the freezer and an extra Yorkshire pud or two."
Bethany leapt out of her chair, came round the table and threw her arms around my neck. As if we were going to say no.
Dinner preparation on Sunday was going great; Shirley was excited, Will was bored, Bethany was hopping around the place. Right on time the doorbell rang. It was all I could do to stop Bethany running to the front door. I held my hand out, Shirley took it. This was a big moment, we got to the front door and opened it.
Oh fuck. I felt Shirley squeeze my hand, hard. Standing in front of us was Brian Matthews. Paul and Marjorie's eldest son. Bethany's half-brother. Fuck again. We quickly recovered from our shock. This was not the time or place.
Brian held out a lovely bunch of flowers to Shirley. Cradled in his other arm was a small stack of beer, looking at me he said. "Hello Mr James. I've had this in the fridge. It should be about the right temperature."
Dinner was good, even William behaved himself. He talked to Brian about boat building. The afternoon and the evening went well. I could tell Shirley was tense. We watched the two young people, they were in love, the lingering looks, smiles, the little touches, which they probably didn't even know they were doing. We managed the evening, Brian left. Shirley and I let Bethany walk out with Brian to see him off.
As soon as they were out of earshot, Shirley said "Oh fuck." I do not think I had ever heard her use the 'F' word. "We need to phone Paul tomorrow."
Beth got back to the house. We stopped talking. The girls had wine, Will and I had a beer. "Well Mum, Dad what do you think?" Beth asked.
Will spoke up. "I like him, always have."
It was Shirley's turn. "Have you met Paul and Marjorie since you got together, you didn't like Paul if I remember?"
"No, that's tomorrow, you're right I didn't, but I have grown up, I am sure he has changed, and I am seeing his son not him, anyway I like Marjorie. I am sure we can sort it."
The confidence of youth.
Shirley asked. "How long have you been seeing him?"
"About 18 months, this is the first chance we've had to get you to meet him. It only got really serious in the last six months or so."
Bethany went to bed a happy person, her parents not so much.
Monday was a bank holiday so none of us were working.
Shirley and I were up early. As soon as we got up, she texted Paul. 'Phone ASAP it's important'. It was just after 11 when Shirley's phone rang, she grabbed my arm and we went into the back garden away from prying ears. "Paul, did you know Bethany and Brian are going out together."
There was silence on the other end of the phone, then we heard quietly. "Shit."
"They are serious about each other, what do we do?"
"I don't know." Paul replied there was a pause, we were all thinking. "That's incest they can't marry, Beth is Brian's half-sister." In the background we heard a shout, Marjorie's voice. "What do you mean Bethany is Brian's half-sister?" There was a muttering, then the phone went quiet. "You bastard!" Marjorie was heard to shout before someone hung up.
We just looked at each other.
Shirley's phone rang 2 hours later, it was Paul's number, but it was Marjorie's voice, she did not sound good. "Hi, are you both there?"
"Yes, you're on speaker."
"Can we meet?"
I replied. "Yes, I suppose we need to, where?"
"Can we do it here?"
Shirley shook her head and mouthed. 'Neutral'.
"We'd rather not."
"Please can we do it here, I need to feel comfortable after what I have just learned, I don't want to go out in public."
Shirley shrugged her shoulders, so I agreed.
We went straight round to the Matthew's place. Paul let us in, he had the start of a big bruise on the left-hand side of his face.
Marjorie was sitting in the lounge, despite it not yet being mid-afternoon there was a half bottle of wine on the table in front of her. She looked up at us, gave a small smile and said. "Well, this is a bloody mess. Tell me everything now please."
She indicated the sofa opposite her. We sat down.
She already knew that Paul and Shirley had a one-night drunken fling. Shirley told her she discovered that Bethany was Paul's. She was carrying William at the time, so she said nothing to me.
She went on that Paul noticed something and guessed Beth was his when she was about 5.
Marjorie interrupted. "So Paul has known for the last 17 years?"
We saw Paul nod his head. "About that."
Marjorie looked at him. "What would you have done if I hadn't come back for the shopping list I forgot and overheard you, would you have kept it a secret again?"
"I don't know, maybe, we hadn't got that far when you heard me, sorry." Paul said.
Marjorie looked at me, so I told her I found out about the one-night stand with Paul and that she got pregnant and had Bethany. Beth was 14 at the time. Paul had asked us not to tell her.
Marjorie just nodded.
I told her I firmly believed that it was just a one-night mistake. I loved Bethany as much as William, and I absolutely believed that Shirley had never cheated on me again. Shirley gave my hand a squeeze. There were tears in her eyes when I looked at her.
Marjorie took a large drink of her wine, looked at us. Paul still stood there looking humble "At the moment I'm in two minds whether to divorce him or not. But if I do, I'm sure all sorts of stuff will come out somehow."
She looked into her glass. "There are things you should know which make this really hard on me." She looked up at Paul, then back at us. "Paul has a low sperm count, but it was always going to be difficult to conceive. We both wanted children a lot. So, we decided on artificial insemination."
She seemed to think a bit, but tears were still sliding down her face. She looked worried.
"Paul said he would be there with me, but he got called away after he produced the sperm, so I was on my own. Do you know how humiliating it is to sit there with your legs in stirrups whilst a man, not your husband, looks at your private parts and then sticks something inside you?" Shirley gave a squeeze of my hand, then went across and sat beside Marjorie and put her arm around her. I was surprised Marjorie let her do that with their history.
"That was when we had Brian. Then we decided we wanted another. We had frozen some of the sperm from the first time and we used that. Paul promised me he would be there the next time, but he wasn't. He skipped out again and I had to go through the humiliation all over again." She was hanging onto Shirley like a life belt.
I felt there was something not quite right here. Something did not add up.
Shirley squeezed her, "I can't imagine how embarrassing it was. I feel for you, I really do. I'm not sure I could go through that alone. And to do it twice, I think you're a very brave strong woman."
Marjorie carried on "There were complications with the second birth and was told I wouldn't be able to have any more children."
"As much as I love my two boys, I always wanted a daughter, I longed for a daughter, now I find out one drunken night he gave somebody else what I've always longed for, and he's kept it quiet for the last 17 years."
Marjorie pulled herself up, she took another drink of her wine. "Brian told me all about this girl he met at university, they have known each other for a long time but really hit it off last year. He thinks she's the one. He told me he's going to meet her parents, then we would meet her later today. He would give it a couple more months, then ask her to marry him. This is going to break his heart." She gave a sob. "It's not going to do a great deal for Bethany either, I liked her when she was a little girl."
Paul had left and was back with cups of coffee and said. "Now how do we tell them what they're doing is illegal and any children could be malformed?"
Marjorie looked distraught and cried some more.
There was silence in the room. Nobody knew what to say next. It was Shirley who spoke up next. "Let's not make any rash decisions, look, we have to approach this calmly. She was still sitting next to Marjorie, her arm around her shoulders. Marjorie was sobbing. Paul looked embarrassed and I just sat there.
Then Paul spoke up. "Yes, I think that's a good idea. Look, they're not going back to university for a week, they will probably spend most of their time together, that gives us a few days to work out what to do. I have cancelled dinner with them this evening telling them Marjorie is unwell."
"I think that's a good idea." As I sat there like a spare prick at a wedding, I had some ideas. We stood up and made our awkward goodbyes. Marjorie let Shirley hug her. I was surprised at that, but Shirley was the only one that could imagine the embarrassment and the disappointment Marjorie had been through.
"I can see you've been thinking." Shirley said as we drove home. I just nodded, she carried on. "Do you think their marriage will survive?"
"I don't know, I hope so. I don't think Paul has ever stepped out on Marjorie again. He's been a great Dad to those two lads. But it's the lies, and I kind of get where she's coming from."
When we got home we tried to make it as normal as possible when Bethny got in late and she asked us if we were okay, we were a bit subdued. I had spent some time on the Internet doing research, and yes sex between half siblings was incest and illegal.
Later that night quietly in bed, I whispered to Shirley my plan. She seemed to think it might work.
We gave it a couple of days, and phoned Marjorie and Paul and asked if we could pop round. I laid out my suggestion. We tell Beth and Brian they are half siblings, and it is illegal to have sex and marriage is not allowed, plus any children could be malformed, but we would keep quiet about it and support any decision they made. Marjorie was not happy, she was not looking well, and she was on the wine again. Something was not right.
The only thing they came up with was to tell Brian and Beth that one of us had a genetic disease and they could not have children, that would never work. But they had come up with nothing else. So we were going to use our way. We made a plan to get everybody involved together Friday evening. Marjorie was taking this hard, she spent most of her time sobbing gently, but she agreed, it was a way forward.
We asked Bethany and Brian to be at our house, they complained at first because they had planned a night out with mates. We insisted, we told them it was something really important.
We convinced William to have a night out with his mates, that was not difficult.
We were standing there like naughty children in front of the headmaster or in front of parents when you know you have been naughty and got caught. We heard 2 car doors close. Marjorie looked at Paul, she was still crying. "I can't do this."
She collapsed back on to the settee behind her, crying. Her hands up to her face.
"Do what?" Said Paul.
"Brian's not yours, he's Phil's."
"WHAT! Phillip my brother, you've been shagging my brother?"
"No, never!"
"What!" Cried Brian from the doorway. "What do you mean, I'm not Dad's. I'm Uncle Phil's?"
During Marjorie's babbled confession we had not heard Brian and Beth come in.
The look on Brian's face was of complete amazement. Beth was there, her mouth open, holding his hand.
It took a few seconds to sink in what Marjorie had said, then the anger hit me. Looking at Shirley. "See what your 'drunken mistake' has done, what you have ruined."
I stormed out the front door. The fresh air hit me, and the anger started to fade now that I had had my mini rant.
I sat down on the doorstep, Beth joined me. "Dad, what's this all about?"
Shirley sat down on the other side of me. "Sorry."
"No, I'm sorry." I said.
"Flash anger?" Shirley said.
I nodded. "Yup, gone now. That was not fair of me."
"Flash anger, any anger rarely is, we get things wrong." She said gently.
She laid her hand on my leg and gave it a squeeze. We had both had these flash anger bursts over the last 8 years, they were getting less and we both knew how to deal with them.
We heard shouting from inside the house, it was Brian. "NO! You're my Dad. You taught me to ride a bike, to swim, play football and to drive. You and Mum sent me to University. You loved me, not Uncle Phil."
I put my hand on Shirley's and said. "Well, that changes everything." We just sat there listening to the shouting, not understanding most of it, it was not about us. The shouting stopped. Looking at Beth I carried on. "It's gone quiet inside, we had better go in and explain everything, well as far as we know it, because it's all changed in the last few minutes."
We went in to see Paul and Brian hugging. Marjorie was still on the settee sobbing. Shirley went to her, lifted her up and pushed her towards her husband and son. I was worried, that could be the wrong thing to do. Brian opened his arm to let his mother in and then so did Paul. The three stood there sobbing. Shirley, Beth and I went to the kitchen, I went and put the kettle on for tea, Shirley went to the fridge for beer and wine, Beth went to get beer and wine glasses. I turned the kettle off.
We waited in silence until the sobbing stopped and went back in with the drinks. Standing in the doorway Shirley said. "We had better tell you the sorry tale."



Paul and Marjorie sat together, Beth went and sat next to Brian and Shirley and I stood. "We need to tell you a story, but it has just changed. Marjorie, do you want to go first." Said Shirley.
"No, carry on as we planned and I will step in where it changes." She said through her tears.
Shirley started. Looking at the young lovers and telling them how she and Paul had a one drunken night and Beth was the outcome. The realisation hit both Brian and Beth. Shirley held her hand up and carried on. She told them how she found out when Beth was 3 that Bob was not her biological father, Paul found out he was her biological father when she was 5. I found out when she was 14 and we decided after a lot of talking to carry on as we were. She added that William was mine. When we found out she and Brian were dating and marriage was mentioned, we all decided we had to tell them the truth and let them decide what to do. That was when the story changed.
Marjorie took a big drink of her wine and stood up. Looking at Brian she said. "This is going to be painful for you, but especially for your Dad. This is the first time he has heard this." She took another drink of her wine. "We had been trying for a baby for ages, and we got tested and your Dad has a very low sperm count. So, we were going for Artificial Insemination. When Paul gave his sample at the clinic the technician said it had very few viable sperm. Your Dad had already left and to my shame I did not tell him, anyway, as expected I did not get pregnant. I needed someone to talk to, so I talked to his brother Phil and his wife Jenny. We came up with a plan for Phil to get me pregnant, he looks so like Paul we could get away with it. They had Harry and Janet, so we knew his sperm worked."
Tears were pouring down her face. I could see Paul was getting angry. Looking at Brian she said. "I am so sorry, but Paul is your Dad, nothing will change that. Phil has never tried to be anything to you but an uncle." Marjorie turned and sank to her knees facing Paul. "I love you, I am sorry, but I wanted children so much. You have been a fantastic Dad and Husband, I love you, can we get through this please?
"After I had Jack, there were problems, and I wouldn't be able to have any more babies. I was never going to get the baby daughter I wanted and now I found out a few days ago that a one-night fumble millions in one chance gave Shirley the baby girl I wanted."
Shirley and Beth went to hug Marjorie, Paul just looked downtrodden, Brian went and hugged him. There was a lot of crying, eventually Marjorie pulled herself away. "We had better go home and talk about this Paul."
Paul just pulled himself away from Brian, turned and walked out the front door, Marjorie went after him, but it was too late he had driven off.
"Come on Mum, I had better take you home."
"Where do you think he's gone?" Shirley asked.
Marjorie pulled herself up. "Shit, he's gone to see Phil." Looking at us she said. "He thinks we had sex, it was done by AI, Phil looks like Paul, so he donated at the clinic, no one noticed. Shit." She went to her handbag and got out her phone. "I don't have his number." Looking at Brian she asked. "Do you?"
He just shook his head.
"Come on Mum, I'll drive." said Brian.
"Hang on, I'll come with you." I said.
We pulled up behind Paul's car and we could see him talking animatedly to a bloke I assume was his brother. They did look alike. We could hear the shouting as we got out of the car.
"Look Paul, we did what we thought was best for you and Marjorie honest."
"What shagging my wife you bastard."
"I did not, do you think I would still be married to Jenny if I did that."
A lady, I guessed was Jenny, was hanging on to Paul. "Please Paul, he didn't ever, they used Artificial Insemination. Look he has never wanted anything from you, we did it because we know how much you and Marj wanted kids, please, we did it for you."
She pulled Paul round hard and said. "Has Marj ever given you a reason to think she was cheating on you, ever?"
Paul shook his head. Jenny carried on. "I have absolute faith that Phil has not cheated on me. I would bloody kill him if he did."
You could see the fight go out of Paul; he almost collapsed, it had been a lot for him to take in. That was when Phil saw us and waved us over. Brian and Marjorie got to Paul and held him up. "What's brought all this on?" Jenny asked.
I held my hand out and they both shook it.
"I'm Bob James, long story short. Marjorie found out a few days ago that my daughter Bethany is from a one-night drunken fumble my wife and Paul had 23 years ago and Paul found out about an hour ago that Brian and Jack are not his."
"Shit." They said at the same time. "Come inside we'll make some tea."
Brian turned to them and said. "Thanks uncle Phil, but we had better take Dad home. We have some stuff to work out." Looking at me he said. "Can you take my car to your place please Mr James, I'll collect it later?"
"It had better be Bob from now on, yes of course I will." We watched the three of them walk towards Paul's car and they drove off. I accepted the offer of tea from Phil and Jenny and explained it all to them.
I had been at home for about an hour and was in the garden when I heard Beth's phone go off, I recognised the tone as being from Brian. I braced myself. Beth and Shirley came to me. "Dad, Mum can Brian and Jack stay here the night. They want to give Paul and Marjorie some space, they are trying to keep it together in front of Jack and it's not working, they need to blow off."
"Yes of course."
She smiled and gave me a kiss. "I'll take Brian's car to him. I'm on his insurance anyway."
When she got to the back door I said loudly. "Brian is not sleeping in your bed."
Turning she poked her tongue out and said. "Spoilsport."
After she closed the door Shirley slapped my arm and said. "Spoilsport."
"I bet you won't let me play with guests in the house, so why should they have fun if I can't."
"What if I let you, will you let them?"
I smiled. "No, but I will turn a blind eye when he sneaks into her bedroom like I used to sneak into yours at your Mum and Dad's house."
When Brian and Beth got back, they let us know they had told Jack most of the story. He was in shock and was very quiet before he went to bed.
I would not call what we did that night playing. What we did was make love. No sexy underwear, no kinkiness She used her hands and every trick we had picked up over the years. She was sitting on me, I was buried deep inside her she was rolling her hips backwards and forwards slowly then faster teasing and then slowing down building me up I knew this would be good. "I love you my sweetheart, please come for me." I looked up at her and I could see the love in her face. She sped up her movements. I came to a crashing orgasm and started thrusting up hard before I went soft.
She shuddered and collapsed forward on to me. It may not have been one of the best orgasm's I had given her.
I brushed her hair from our faces and kissed her lips. "Thank you, I love you."
She stroked my face. "Right back at you sunshine." She said gently.
She rolled off and fell asleep on my shoulder. It must have been about two when I heard the floorboard creak. I smiled to myself when Shirley said quietly. "I'm sure he's just going to the loo."
I whispered back. "We'll find out if a floorboard creaks in a few minutes when he goes back."
It did creak, somewhere around 6:00-ish.
We had two guests in the house so I was up making breakfast. I do not know what Brian and Jack were used to but it'll be toast and tea in this house. I might stretch to jam, marmalade or Marmite.
I was buttering the toast when Bethany came and stood next to me to take the first load of toast to the table, I said quietly "Floorboards creak you know."
I saw her looking up at me. "Sorry Dad, we didn't, well we didn't." She took a deep breath. "We didn't, we just wanted to hold each other, to cuddle."
I took her hand and kissed the back of it, smiled and said. "Loving comes in many forms, if that was what you 2 needed, I can live with it. You may need each other to help Jack in the next couple of weeks."
She put down the plate of toast, put her arms around my neck and said. "You're the best absolute flipping Daddy in the world." She pulled back. "Next time Brian stays, I will mark the creaking floorboard for him."
I remember marking floorboards making sure I didn't walk on the squeaky ones when I sneaked into Shirley's room all those years ago, no sex, just holding each other, well mostly.
"Oh, don't bother, but you're not getting a double bed, just keep the noise down." Things need to move on.
William had surfaced from his bed after his night out. We sat around the kitchen table talking about nothing in particular, the weather, upcoming sports events and the weather again. Brits do that a lot. Brian's phone rang. "It's Mum." He stood up and went into the living room. He came back 3 or 4 minutes later with his phone in his hand. "They would like to come round if that's alright with you?"
"That's fine." Said Shirley. She was right, this had to be put to bed. William looked confused. I took him into the garden and gave him a quick rundown and promised him he would get the full story later. The poor lad was still confused.
Paul and Marjorie turned up half an hour later. They both look haggard, tired with grey bags under their eyes.
Brian and Jack were visibly agitated as they hugged their parents.
We put the kettle on and made some more toast.
It was Marjorie that spoke up in her gentle voice, she said. "We've not had much sleep so this might come out all wrong, basically we both fucked up. But there are some good intentions, some mistakes but basically, we both fucked up non the less. We talked, we screamed, we shouted and we laughed. But we decided the past is in the past. We didn't do what we did to hurt each other we did it to help, we were in difficult situations. Was it right? It seemed so at the time. Is it now? Not so sure?" She looked at Bethany and Brian. "When I saw you two together, I was trying to work a way around it so you two could be together. It was only at the last minute I realised the Brian had made mistakes and so had I. I had to let you two get together. For that to happen I had to admit to a secret I had kept for 22 years, and it would hurt the people I loved the most. But I couldn't keep you two apart, I couldn't do that to you." Marjorie burst into tears again.
Paul carried on. "I was all set for divorce when I was angry, that was the only outcome I could see, but Marjorie convinced me not to throw away all our time together. But it will mean counselling, and divorce is still on the table."
There were lots of tears around the table now. Paul and Jack looked a little left out and being dragged along by events. Poor Will just sat confused, I mouthed at him. "Tell you later."
Shirley went and wrapped her arms around Paul and Jack. This would be a shock to Jack as well, that the man he thought of as his father was not. I joined them this is probably as bigger a shock to them than to anybody else. At least Beth and Brian had each other. Eventually everyone had cried themselves out.
Shirley and Marjorie went through their stories again so everyone knew what had happened. William and Jack now had the full story.
Shirley and I decided that no one had had a decent meal for ages. The toast lay there cold and untouched. We volunteered to cook. I sent Brian, Beth and Jack to the supermarket for buns, bangers, burgers, beer, wine, steak and salad. We had most of those things, but we wanted to give them something to do. I have a gas BBQ, but I got my old charcoal one out. I asked Paul and Will to go to the local garage and get charcoal and lighting fluid and asked Marjorie if she could give it a clean as it had not been used for a while. That was everyone employed. Shirley and I just got a few plates and the cutlery out. Paul started the BBQ when he got back. It was soon late in the afternoon, food had been eaten, beer and wine had been drunk. No tea this time around.
We settled into a comfortable acceptance of where we were, everyone knew everything and there was an unspoken agreement that things will just carry on as best they could, it would take work.
There were only a couple of days left until university started. I did get from Bethany and Brian thought whilst they could share a room, they needed to concentrate on studying so stayed in separate rooms. There was only a year to go.
According to Brian it was touch and go with his parents' marriage a couple of times, but they made it with help.
Paul and Phil made up after a while, Jenny helped smooth that over.
Six months after their graduation there was a small wedding. I was pleased as both Marjorie and Shirley helped with the organisation. All three went wedding dress shopping. Whilst they were doing that Paul, and I took Brian, Jack and William out for a beer and we talked cricket, rugby and weather.
Paul let me know he was still afraid of the dark.
14 months after that Marjorie held her perfectly healthy granddaughter in her arms. That was going to be the most spoiled granddaughter in the world.
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The wife and I have had a pretty rubbish year with elderly family who live 4 hours away. Phone calls all hours of the day and night followed by a four-hour dash. That is all over now.
My writing has given me a few hours respite by burying myself in the stories.
We took some time off and visited the Norfolk Broads and one day whilst floating down the River Ant, watching people who did not listen to the instructions on how to handle a boat and the ensuing, let's call them 'heated discussions' and then seeing a set of new build posh houses this story popped into my head.
This is LW in Lit, so nothing new in this tale, hopefully a few twists along the way to keep you entertained.
I have not written this in my usual style and I have had to tweak the medical side a bit.
As is often the case when I get into the nuts and bolts of the story it gets a bit long and convoluted, I am afraid this is no different. It got a bit longer than I wanted. I changed it a bit at the last minute.
This is fiction, it's not real.
I like happy endings, but there needs to be pain.
Scene setting.
Colin was in a works van driving home. He had been working away in Devon this last week, he did once a month plus the occasional one-day trip to sort out emergencies. Normally he would be in his own car when he visited the building site some 4-hour drive from home where his company was building 6 prestige houses in a small gated community. This week they needed some equipment down there, so he took it down in a company van. His car was at work. He planned to drop his bags at home, pop his dirty washing in the washing machine so it would be done when he got back home. Then go to work, give the company owner, Stanley, an update on progress and get home in time for his wife Tina to get home with their kids Gwen and Roger.
There was a planned delivery that Colin was in Devon for on the Friday, but it had been cancelled early Thursday. As he wasn't needed, he decided to drive home Thursday morning, that would give him an extra day in the office and he could bunk off early on Friday for some time with Tina, she did not work Friday afternoons. Things had been a bit up and down recently and he was thinking they could have a chat without little ears around.
Colin had to keep on the right side of the boss, Stanley, he was Tina's Father. He had married the boss's daughter. There had been some light-hearted ribbing in the early days and was still a little now and again from his mates.
Colin had started on the building site straight from school where his Dad worked. Colin could have done better at school, but really didn't apply himself. He quickly found the real world was not school. He started by carrying bricks in a hod until it was banned, then laying bricks, a bit of roofing and then other work. He soon found he had an aptitude for building, it was recognised by the boss and after a couple of years the boss sent him to college and then on a training course and he became a building inspector and a project manager. Basically, he would manage the project but not get involved in the actual construction. Well, he did sometimes, he liked to lay bricks, and it helped keep projects on time and budget. He would inspect the building, plumbing and electrics. It is like checking your own homework. The airline companies do it, so does the building industry. It meant working with the local council building inspectors, they could be awkward sometimes, but Colin was good and they rarely found fault with anything he'd done.
A lot of the chaps for Colin was quite harsh but fair and that showed with a few complaints observations from the local council. when the chaps realised what he was doing was protecting their jobs they understood what he was doing and why he was doing it. He pointed out to them it was cheaper and quicker to get it right the first time instead of having to rework something.
Tina worked for a local company in business services, basically HR. She had a degree in business studies but was now learning how to manage people and one day she'd work for her Dad. Her current job also gave flexible working for taking and collecting the children from school.
Just before Colin turned into his road he saw a car that concerned him, it was his wife's bosses Audi SUV, it had personalised number plates so there was no mistaking it.
What bothered Colin more was when he pulled up in front of his house Tina's car was there. She had said nothing about being home early when they spoke on the phone last evening when he had his nightly chat with her and the kids.
He couldn't get onto his parking space in front of the house, he recognised the car blocking his drive, it was for a carer that visited next door, they would be gone in 20 minutes, it didn't bother him. Colin and Tina had bought the house just after they got married. It was a mid-terrace 2 up 2 down that had been built in the mid 20s. With Stanley's company's help and with Colin doing most of the work they'd extended out the back so it was twice the size of the original and it gave them rooms for the children.
At the end of the garden there was an alleyway that ran between two rows of houses. There was a small greenhouse and a gate into the alley-way.
Discovery
Colin quietly entered the house. Too many things didn't add up. Tina's attitude recently, her car, her boss's car parked down by the alleyway entrance. Colin licked the key to give it lubrication. He slid the key silently into the lock and gently turned it. He opened the door, his camera phone at the ready, he quietly moved around downstairs. No sign of Tina apart from her handbag and keys were on the kitchen table. He gently tried the back door, it was unlocked.
He crept upstairs, he could hear no sounds. Their bedroom door was open and there he saw his wife laid in his bed with her boss, Ralph Digby, her boss in HR. They were asleep, Digby snored slightly. Colin took a couple of pictures. They moved, he realised he hadn't turned off the sound of the camera shutter on his phone and that seemed to disturb them. He made his way downstairs and out to the van.
He drove away and parked around the corner. That put so many things into perspective. About 3 months ago they had a weekend together, just them, the kids went to his parents. Tina wanted to try new things, even anal. Colin had never shown any interest, Tina had lube, he thought that strange at the time but went with it. It seemed too much effort to get inside her bum and then he came quickly as she was so tight. That was the weekend she wore stockings all weekend and had some new lingerie. Was it guilty sex? Then a few weeks ago Colin invited her to Devon. She could go shopping and sight-seeing during the day and they would have breakfast together and do something in the evening. Colin had already spoken to his parents to look after the children, they did not live far from their school. She had refused saying she didn't want to leave the children.
What to do next. Colin decided his marriage was over, that was a given, but having two children and working for her father would add complications that might have to be sorted out later. He would have to see how his Mother-in-Law Anne would handle it but as far as he was concerned divorce was the only way. They had been talking about a larger house. He was glad that only got as far as talking. They should make quite a profit on this one when they sell it. But her shithead boss Ralph was going to get some physical and mental hassle.
Colin had met Ralph and his pretty wife Jennifer at company functions. They had one child, he seemed a bit quiet, not the sort of person you think would have an affair. He supposed you never know what the quiet ones are thinking.
It had been obvious that Ralph had come in the back gate and he would leave that way, it would save drawing attention to his visit. Colin was in his builders' clothes, fortunately his fleece had a hood. He left the van parked where it was. There were so many white delivery vans no one would notice another one. As he walked down the alley he saw a large stone. God knows how it got there, all sorts of rubbish turned up on that alley. There will be a bit more in a minute. His neighbour had a tree overhanging the alley and their garden. He had offered to trim it for them as they were the ones receiving care. Colin was glad he hadn't got round to it, because it was dark under there.
He didn't have long to wait, perhaps the sound of his camera going off disturbed them. Ralph opened the door and stepped into the alley straight into the fist carrying the stone. He went down like the bag of shit he was. Colin quickly glanced inside the garden, nobody in there, he leaned in and pulled the gate closed.
Ralph was out cold. Colin flipped him over onto his front and removed his wallet. A surge of anger took over Colin, and he buried his steel capped working boot hard into Ralph's groin, his body lifted off the floor, Ralph grunted. Colin turned him onto his back and relieved him of his car keys, watch and phone. Then stomped twice on Ralph's bollocks and out of sheer spite slammed his foot down on his right ankle, he heard bones cracking. Colin had another idea. He removed Ralph's shoes. The right one was difficult as it kept flopping around, then he threw them over the fence into his garden.
Time to go thought Colin.
Colin got to the yard and went and found Stanley and updated him on how things were going in Devon and there was nothing to worry about down there which is why he came home early. Colin saw his Mother in Law and he waved to her as he walked to his car with his bag and some dirty washing. She worked part time for the company.
Colin paused on the way home to buy some flowers for Tina, he dropped them as he was about to get in his car, as he leaned down Ralph's car keys and watch disappeared down a drain hole.
Colin was not surprised to see an ambulance and police car at the bottom of their alleyway. He walked in straight through the house placing the flowers on the kitchen table next to her keys and handbag. He found Tina by the back gate, she was crying, hanging on to the gate post, a policewoman was with her.
"Hey sweetie, what's happening?"
"Someone's been mugged outside our back gate. It's horrible." Tina said through her tears.
"Who, do we know them?"
"No. There is no wallet."
Colin pushed past Tina, but was held back by the Policewoman, he could see enough to make his next comment viable.
"Hey, that's Ralph, he's Tina's boss."
Looking at Tina Colin said. "What is your boss doing in our back alley and why are you at home, you should be at work. What's going on Tina?" The policewoman started taking more notice.
"And why has he not got any shoes on, where are his shoes?"
Colin took a pace back, looked around, went and picked up the shoes holding them in the same place he had when he took them off Ralph. "Constable, could these be his shoes?"
Taking them she held them up to his feet. "Not sure, seems about the correct size and they match the standard of his other clothes. Thank you sir. May we have a word please."
Colin could see the cogs going round and the policewoman had probably put 2 and 2 together. Colin's task now was to try and make 4 look like 5, 3 would do.
"Certainly, but I need a pee. I've been on the road for hours. And I need to take my bags upstairs. He walked briskly away. Tina must have realised when he was halfway to the house. She shouted. "No, please."
Colin was almost in the house before Tina realised what he said and rushed after him, he closed the door behind him and made the stairs 2 at a time. He wasn't carrying his bag.
When Tina found him, he was videoing the unmade bed, concentrating on the wet patch in the middle. The video was still recording when Tina said. "Darling it's not like it seems, it was just the once. He was blackmailing me." She was an absolute mess. Well, you would be finding out your married lover and boss had been mugged outside your back gate and your husband finding out you had sex in his bed less than an hour ago.
Tina collapsed onto the floor. Colin leaned down, put his finger under his wife's chin, lifted it and said to her. "We need to talk to the police, but first I have to make a phone call."
Colin hit a number on his phone.
"Hi Anne, sorry to bother you, can you pick the children up from school please?"
She sounded worried. "Yes certainly, anything wrong, is Tina okay."
"No, I don't think she is. She has just found her boss from work mugged outside our back gate after having sex with him in our bed."
Anne was aghast. "No, she loves you, she wouldn't do that. Is this a joke?"
"Do you think I would joke over something like this?"
"No, but are you sure?"
"Do you want me to send you the video of her admitting it and our unmade bed with a wet patch in the middle, and you know it wasn't me because you saw me in the yard half an hour ago or so. I have to go now to talk to the Police because they are going to try and blame the mugging on me."
And to be honest, if the police looked hard there were holes in Colin's timing. He would be the prime suspect, but proving it would be hard, there would be a lot of circumstantial evidence. And he had to be proven guilty, if they did charge him he would plead guilty, seem remorseful, it was his first offence and given he had just seen his wife in his bed with her boss, the prisons being full he might get a suspended sentence or probation.
Colin realised that Tina had not said it was Ralph, but neither had she denied it. Colin grabbed the sheet off the bed and bundled it up. DNA evidence if he needed it.
Colin talked to the police. He told them when he left Devon, moaned about the traffic and told them he went to the yard, talked to his boss waved at his Mother in Law and came home to find blue lights flashing at the end of the alley way, the mugged man was his wife's boss and his bed had been used for sex. His wife had admitted to him she had sex with her boss.
Tina was interviewed by the Police in their kitchen, Colin was asked to leave. They didn't notice his phone on the windowsill recording everything. Tina admitted that she'd had sex with Ralph. It was hard to make out what she was saying through the sobs when Colin listened to it later.
A few minutes after the police left there was a knock at the front door. Colin was not surprised when he opened to find Stanley there.
"Stan, come in." Colin said as he stepped away. "You've got a key."
"It didn't seem right to use it. How are you doing son?"
"As well as can be expected."
"Fucking shit then." His Father-in-Law replied.
"That's about it, how are the kids?"
"Fine, being spoiled by their grandmother." Stanley paused. "This is difficult son, but you are going to have to think about them with what you do next, hell there are a shit loads of things to think about."
Colin opened his mouth, Stanley held his hands up. "Hey, I'm not telling you what to do, just don't go off half cocked. Get the full story. Anne said that Tina said it was only once and she was blackmailed. You need to look into that."
"I know, but for the moment I just need to sit and think, alone."
"We guessed, I've come to get Tina. If you want, we'll keep the children. When I've dropped Tina off, her Mother can look after her. I will come back here, you shouldn't be alone and we can get shitfaced together, talk shit and try to sort this fucking mess out tomorrow with a hangover."
Tina came from the kitchen and saw her father. She rushed at him arms wide open "Daddy, Daddy please I've screwed up." Before she got to him, he put his hands up and took hold of her shoulders holding her at arms length, looking at her he said. "Stupid, stupid girl." He said before he let her go and she fell into his arms. Colin heard her say. "Daddy help me, I've screwed up, please help me make this right." She was sobbing again.
"Sorry baby girl, I don't think I can. This is up to you and Colin. Now come on, let's get you to your Mum's and the children."
"No, I want to stay here. I need to be with Colin."
"Colin needs to be alone to get his head around what's happened." He paused. "He needs to get his head around that his wife has been having sex with another man in his bed."
That was a bit cruel Colin thought, but it put it into a perspective that Tina would understand.
Stanley helped her towards the stairs. "Come on lets pack some stuff, I will take you to your Mum and I'll come back to be with Colin, he shouldn't be alone when he gets shitfaced to blot out what you have done, more importantly he should not wake up tomorrow on his own."
"Daddy, I will be here for him."
"That's really not a good idea right now, he needs to sort his head out."
Strangely enough Colin was sorted out as far as he could. Divorce!
It didn't take long for Stanley and his daughter to pack and leave.
Colin headed to the bottle of whiskey in the kitchen, he wasn't a big whiskey drinker, more of a Gin and Tonic or a beer man. But he had no tonic, plenty of Gin though. "Bugger." He thought to himself. This is a G&T night, Stan can have the whiskey. The corner shop was run by a nice Asian couple, they would be open now, they would have tonic water.
Colin left by the back gate. The security light came on as he left. He was nearly at the shop when it struck him. This was probably not the first time that they had shagged in his bed and along with the security light he had set up a motion sensitive camera. He only checked it after he thought something had happened, like he had seen the security light come on during the night. It was normally next door's cat or a hedgehog. There was a fox once. It would record every time somebody came in the back gate, he could probably find out how long this bloody affair had been going on.
He was quickly in and out of the corner shop with a couple of bottles of tonic water and an extra bottle of gin, just in case. He almost ran back home. As he entered the back garden he could see the security camera. He had uploaded everything to the cloud, it kept the last six months recordings as Colin had only been going away for five months, he suspected that was how long the affair had been going on. He poured himself a large G&T, settled himself in front of the computer. Not a lot happened in his back garden so there weren't many recordings, but back five months ago he found it. It was nine in the evening when Tina went to the back gate and undid both of the deadbolts. She turned and looked as the security light came on. She disappeared back inside, it was 10 minutes later when the back gate opened and Ralph came in. The security light didn't come on. Tina must have realised it would be seen by neighbours and had switched it off. Ralph was carrying a bag which looked like Chinese food and a bottle of wine. It was nearly 1:00 in the morning when he saw Ralph leave. Tina escorted him to the back gate and gave him a kiss on the cheek, as he left she bolted the gate again.
Just after Tina got back indoors the security light came on again, it did that when you applied power to it.
Now it was easy, he scrolled the next five months looking for when the security light came on, then all he had to do was go back a few minutes to see if it was Ralph leaving.
Colin realised he didn't need the photographs of those two in bed. He would save them, but he had to be careful because they would put him at the scene around the time of the mugging.
By the time Stanley got back Colin had a complete list of times and dates. It appeared Wednesday night was their regular, and there was one other Thursday afternoon. Colin needed to think about the information he had, and do some more research. Stanley turned up bringing his own bottle of whiskey and another of gin, he even bought some tonic and a bag of ice.



Colin mentioned nothing of what he had found on the security video and then as predicted they both got maudlinly drunk. Stanley kept apologising and saying he wished his daughter was more like her mother. He did warn Colin then that eventually as her father there would have to be some sort of forgiveness or tolerance because he loved his daughter. Stanley let it slip as a son in law he hoped he would one day would have a bigger say in the business. He talked about planned river cruises with Anne down the Rhine and the Danube, something they had both wanted to do. And then Stanley shut up quickly because he realised he was portrayed a life that his son-in-law would probably not have now.
It was very late, Colin did not go to bed. He pointed out that after what he'd seen he could never sleep in that bed again. Stanley slapped him on the shoulder and slurring agreed with him.
Colin woke up covered in a blanket on the sofa, his head thumping. He could smell coffee, he staggered into the kitchen and found Stanley making coffee.
Stanley had been correct. It was a good job he was here this morning. There were a couple of tablets and a glass of water on the kitchen table in front of a chair. Colin picked them up and showed them to Stanley. "Zapain, I have them for my back when it plays up, they work a treat. I normally only take one, but I think you're probably going to need 2. They are paracetamol and codeine. Not like the tramadol I take, they can wipe you out.
This was the first time Colin had heard that Stanley had a back problem. Still, he supposed if you work on a building site for as long as Stanley had, you're bound to do a little bit of damage to your back. Colin's hurt now and again.
The painkillers did the trick. After the pills took effect they did not feel like cooking, so they wandered to the local greasy spoon cafe and managed to get a bacon and egg roll and tea down.
It was over their last cup of tea, Colin said to Stanley. "You're correct." He was tempted to call him Dad but didn't. 'Bugger', he thought to himself, he would have to tell his own parents about this mayhem. "I am going to have to find out more before I make a decision but I am warning now if she's done it more than once, then she is out and I will take all the pain. Drunken mistake, I could almost live with, but this was the middle of the day in my bed, that's going to be hard to come back from."
Stanley reached across and squeezed Colin's hand. "I only asked you to think about it. It's going to have to be your decision, but please think of the children. If there is any way you could stay with her, we will help. But it's got to be your decision. I will stand by anything you decide." Stanley pulled himself up right. "Son, I've got to go home and face the music. At least I'm sober enough to drive, I wasn't when I woke up. If you need anything you just give me a call, but can I suggest you see the kids sometime. They've probably got a crying mum at home. I'm wondering given Gwen is 8 she would have heard about families breaking up. Both those kids are quite smart and are very soon going to work out if something is wrong. You're going to have to think about them."
Stanley paused. "Look, can I suggest that you come round our place for dinner, midday-ish tomorrow, see the kids and it should be a nice day, the kids can be in the garden after you play with them for a while and we can talk. I will tell Anne it has got to be your decision."
They walked home together. Stan and Colin hugged before Stanley got into his car. As he sat there he said to Colin. "Think about a marriage guidance counsellor, some of my lads know a good one, he has saved marriages from being really bad."
Colin cleared up the mess that was the living room. He spent some time in front of his laptop researching divorce laws and a pop up offering DNA testing. It crossed his mind if she'd been shagging her boss, then who else had she been shagging. A little more investigation and he ordered 2 DNA tests and a spare. They're only £100 each and you get answers in less than a week. It didn't matter really, they were his kids, he brought them up, but it was something he could use against Tina if he had to.
Then he spent the rest of the day and evening editing the clips he had found and making more detailed notes on his thoughts. He sent an e-mail to their solicitor asking him for an appointment with their family solicitor. Not the property one he normally dealt with. He also saw a divorce only cost just under £700 if there was no argument. He was hoping with the information he had he could convince Tina to go down that route. He might have to move out of the house, that would have to be sold.
God what a fucking mess this was.
Colin realised he was in the same clothes he came home in and he stunk. He went to get some clothes from his bedroom, the one where he had seen his wife and boss in bed together. He found it hard to look at the bed, their bed where their children had probably been conceived. But it could almost have equally been on the sofa. Or the bench outside, the back of their car or a multitude of places they had made love. Colin made it to the toilet before he brought back the bacon and egg roll. Perhaps the egg was not a good idea after all.
He did not shower in the en-suit, just in case they had done it in there.
When he felt sober enough, he went to see his parents. When they opened the door, they asked why Tina and the children were not there with him. Unfortunately, it didn't take him long to explain what had happened. Both his Mum and Dad hugged him. When things had calmed down they offered to have the children tomorrow so he, Tina and her parents could talk without the worry of the children overhearing something. They offered him to stay the night, he was tempted but it's not good to see your son pissed out of his brains and crying.
Colin talked to the children in the afternoon, they were confused saying that Mummy kept on crying and asking when he was coming to get them. He fudged the answer. He managed not to drink too much that evening. He got a couple of phone calls, one from Anne and one from Stanley just to check on him. He let them know he had arranged for his parents to have the children in the afternoon. And not to cook for him he wasn't feeling up to it.
They all sat in the lounge, Stanley next to Anne on the sofa and Colin and Tina in separate armchairs. The icy cold start to the sit-down evaporated when Stanley asked Anne a question after something she said.
"So, you knew about the affair?"
"Well, not really, I suspected."
"How, why?"
"It was her attitude on that Thursday when I got to their house after she asked me to pick the children up from school. She was all jittery and the next month I went round on a Wednesday evening to find she had fed the children but had not eaten herself. There was the best crockery for 2 on the kitchen table, the good stuff. She seemed to want to get rid of me in a hurry."
Tina looked down, tears still pouring from her. Colin didn't realise women could hold so many tears.
Stanley asked his wife. "Did you ask her about it?"
"I did that Friday before Colin got home, I went round and asked her if she was having an affair. She didn't answer me, so I took it as a yes. I told her it was stupid and to stop. It would cost her her marriage if Colin found out."
"And it will." Colin said. "What did she say?"
"Nothing, she just cried some more." Anne looked into her lap and carried on. "I took it that she was seeing someone... I told her to be careful."
"WHAT!" Stanley exclaimed. "You were certain she was having an affair and told her to be careful."
"No, I told her to stop first."
Stanley was beside himself with anger, Colin just sat there his mouth open realising his Mother in Law had betrayed his marriage.
Stanley leaned forward looking at Anne. "You did nothing, bloody nothing. You could have told me, I would have had a word with her, I would have got one of the lads to follow her, maybe watch the house. You could have dropped a hint to Colin to make him aware, he would have followed it up. But you did nothing."
Stanley carried on. "You told her to be careful." Stanley rubbed his face. "To me, it looks like you condoned her cheating."
Anne didn't reply, she just started crying.
The icy feeling returned to the room, it was quiet for about 20 seconds. Stanley had a look of thunder on his face. Looking at Anne he said. "If you condone her cheating, does that mean you have cheated on me? Should I get a DNA test on Tina?"
Colin had never seen Anne so angry. She stood up and shouted at Stanley that he did not trust her, there was no need for testing.
"The lady doth protest too much, methinks." It was one of the few lines of Shakespeare that Colin remembered from his English lessons. Looking at Stanley, he guessed he was thinking something similar.
He did not flinch, he just quietly said. "Well, that tells me everything I need to know."
Looking at Colin, he said. "You'd better give me the details of the DNA lab you're using." Turning to Tina. "If you don't give me a sample, then I am going to guess you know I'm not your Father."
She had pulled herself together seeing the argument between her parents. "You're my Daddy, I will always do as you tell me." She said quietly.
Anne started on a rant again then all of a sudden, she stopped and fell back onto the sofa where she had been sitting.
Everyone heard her say quietly. "It was just the once, it was years ago, it was a mistake, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."
Stanley stood up and walked out, and they all heard the back door slam. Colin spoke to Tina. "Look after your Mother, I'm going after Stan."
Colin rushed after Stanley, he caught up with him at the end of the road. "I still have some whiskey left if you want some, but that may not be a good idea, how about a beer?"
Stanley just nodded.
Colin took him to the nearest pub and found a quiet corner and fetched a couple of beers. He just asked for 2 pints of bitter, he had no idea what it was, he barely tasted it.
Colin wanted to offer the same advice that Stanley had given him yesterday about gathering information before he made a decision. In the end he didn't need to. Stanley looked at him and said quietly. "I suppose I am going to have to take my own advice and get all the information I can." He took a long pull of his beer and said. "I had better give that Counsellor a call." He gave a wane smile. "Shall I book you a session as well see if we can get a discount?"
They sat in sad silence for a few minutes before Stanley got the beers. When he sat down, he asked Colin which solicitor he was using. Colin went into all that he had discovered last night. They agreed that neither of their wives would take the cheap option and go for the agreed divorce. Colin kept it to himself that he had extra leverage. He didn't want to give Stanley anything more to worry about.
Stanley and Anne
Stanley got home and Anne was still sitting on the sofa. It was obvious she had been crying. "Tina's gone home, she fetched the children on the way. I'm sorry sweetheart it was a mistake but we need to talk. I have never cheated on you since that day, I've tried to be the best wife I could please forgive me. I know it will be hard but please."
After all that happened over the last couple of days. Finding his daughter was having an affair and now his wife had cheated on him, he felt tired but there were questions he wanted answered. "Okay, we will see but I want some answers and if I find out you're lying I am gone. I will sell the business for tuppence and go and live in a shoe box. I don't fucking care."
Anne just nodded.
Stanley was surprised she gave in so easily. He hadn't had time to think. He went to the fridge and fetched himself a beer, he didn't want one, but he gave him time to marshal his thoughts.
"Right, who and when."
Anne's face was red and blotchy. "Jerry." She whispered.
"What! Jerry Smith?"
Anne just nodded, waiting for the explosion, it came. Standing up Stanley shouted. "My best fucking friend, you fucked my best friend." Stanley picked up the beer bottle, Anne was worried it was going to get thrown, but he didn't, he put it down. Stanley's face was red and he was breathing deep. "My fucking best friend, how the fuck could you?"
"I'd had a bit too much to drink, and I was lonely, it's while you were in hospital, he came on to me. I'm sorry I let him, you couldn't hold me, but he did. I know it was wrong, but I just let him. It was only the once, he wanted to do it again the next week, but I said no. I felt guilty, sorry sweetheart, can we get over this, please?"
"Okay you've told me who, and some shabby excuse as to why and roughly when tell me exactly when."
"I don't know exactly, I can't give you a date, but you and Jerry had come back from that building job up north. You were so tired when you got back all you did was sleep. You went to work on the Monday and that was when you fell off that scaffolding and broke your back. You had been in the hospital for 3 weeks. I had just come from visiting you when Jerry met me outside the hospital and offered to take me for dinner. Nothing flash, not a big restaurant, just a pub meal. I was hungry, he was your best friend. I liked him, he was my friend too. I'd had too much to drink. He took me home and well it happened. I'm sorry, please can you forgive me, it was a one-off mistake. I've done everything I could to make it up to you even though you didn't know I'd done it."
There was a pause, Stanley was thinking.
"Right biggie, is Tina mine?"
But that was not all that he was thinking.
"I'm absolutely certain she is."
"What! You're not definite. I could have been bringing up another man's kid for 20 odd years."
"I didn't want to ask the question I didn't want to know the answer to." Said Anne.
"Well, we had better find out then. I will get a DNA test done." Stanley paused. "Don't worry, she will still be my daughter, even though I am very unhappy with her for cheating on Colin." Then he was nasty. "Like mother like daughter I suppose."
Anne burst into yet more tears as Stanley left saying. "At least I have a bed to sleep in unlike Colin."
It was much later when Anne went to bed, but like her husband she had a plan whatever the outcome of the DNA testing. She would do the damndest to stay married to Stanley.
When she joined him in bed Stanley would not let her touch him.
Breakfast was a cold affair in the morning before they both left for work. "Darling, can we use a marriage guidance counsellor please to give us a chance?"
Stanley pulled the card from his wallet and laid it on the kitchen table. "Some of the lads in the yard said this guy has happy outcomes, give him a call. I've given his number to Colin. If it's a clash, those two go first." He didn't feel like using his joke they might get one half price. "And we're both using the same solicitor as well." With that he left.
Colin and Tina
When Colin got home Tina and the children were there. They made the best they could of happy families until the children went to bed. In a quiet moment Tina managed to say to Colin that they couldn't leave the children with grandparents all the time, and she was surprised at the lack of welcome she got when she got to his parent's house. She realised he'd told them what she'd done. She told him she apologised to them for what she had done, and promised she would make it up to him.
With the children in bed now was the time for the talk they should have had at her parent's house, but events overtook them. "I want to know the usual things." said Colin. "why, how many how many times and are Gwen and Roger mine." At this last comment her face fell.
"Of course they're yours, why wouldn't they be?"
"How about I found out that you've been having sex with your boss in our bed, is that not a good enough reason for me to ask?"
That was when Colin saw a look on her face that made her realise what she'd done. But there was plenty more to come yet.
He wanted to give her a bit of hope, so his next comment was. "I need an answer to all of those questions and I'm sure there will be more. And no lies because you don't know how much I know, before I decide whether to go to a solicitor or a marriage guidance counsellor, but I warn you if either of the kids are not mine, we are done. So why, how many times. You don't need to answer if the kids are mine, I've sent for DNA tests so we can skip that bit."
Tina had already decided she would have to come clean, maybe a little hazy with the truth but one thing she could be clear on, was that the sex was exciting the first two times. Ralph really wasn't as good as Colin, in fact part of her was looking forward to Colin finishing this project and that would give her a reason to stop the affair. Then she thought, she didn't need an additional reason. It was wrong, that she was cheating on her husband, the man she loved was reason enough.
"All right I'll tell you everything but the kids are definitely yours, it was just the one time."
"Don't give me that bullshit about it being the first time."
Colin saw a flash of worry across her face. "No, no I don't mean it was the first time with him. It's the first time I've cheated on you. I will tell you everything. Can we get through this, please? Can we go to marriage guidance counselling? Look sweetheart, I made a mistake, OK several mistakes and my reasons are shabby, poor, hollow, pathetic."
"Okay so tell me why, how did it start?."
"I'd had a bad day at work, the kids were playing up, they were missing you and you hadn't phoned them on Tuesday night like you normally did. It was hard to explain to the children that sometimes work had to come first.
"I had just let somebody go for poor performance and I felt bad about it. Okay they deserved it, they were taking the piss, but I still felt bad. I was outside having a little cry to myself when Ralph walked up and I explained it all to him. He knew you were away and he offered to come round with a Chinese and a bottle of wine in the evening. I didn't want the children or the neighbours to get the wrong idea. It was just dinner so I told him to come round after 9 and come in the back gate. I would leave it unlocked for him. Wednesday night was his usual card night, so he could get away from his wife."
"Well to cut a long story short we had a very pleasant evening, we were sitting giggling on the sofa. I must have been getting a bit loud because Ralph said we had to be careful not to wake the children, that was when he leaned in and kissed me. I'm sorry but I kissed him back. It was so exciting and new and risky. I've never kissed anybody like that since our first kiss all those years ago and I'm afraid it went further. We didn't have sex, but what we did would not pass the spouse test. I'm sorry sweetheart, but that night when I went to bed, I played with myself, and I wasn't thinking of you."
"I had been lonely since you left on Sunday and it made me feel wanted, and excited. The illicitness of it all. I was not a wife, worker, or a mother. When I look back, it was comfortable and exciting. I'm so sorry Col."
"You agreed that I should take this project, and you knew it meant being away for up to 5 days a month, the extra money would be useful, the experience of me running a project away would be good, you said. Was that when you planned to cheat on me with your boss, was this all preplanned, it was only my second time away."
"No it wasn't I just felt lonely and pretty shitty, I had nobody to turn to and he was there. I'm really sorry Colin, I should have phoned you or done something."
"So how many times, and I don't believe you didn't have sex that first day?"



"I have no way of convincing you, but what I did, you would consider it cheating anyway. He, he touched me down there.
"He came the next Wednesday you were away. He couldn't make the next Wednesday evening so we sneaked away lunchtime for an hour Thursday afternoon. The following Wednesday was an evening, but his wife was getting suspicious of his late coming home on Wednesdays, so we bunked off that last Thursday when he got mugged. I'm really sorry Colin, I got caught up in the excitement, but it was always going to stop when you came back I promise you that."
"I don't believe you, if this was so exciting you would have just found a way to carry on."
"He wanted to, I didn't, it was wrong, he said if I didn't, he would tell you. I threatened to tell his wife, he realised we would both lose so he backed down."
"That's crap, you would've waited till the next project so you could take another lover. I suppose you would have had a word with your Dad to get me to go away again so you could carry on cheating on me?"
"No, I realised what I had done wrong. I would lose everything if you caught me, and if my Mum and Dad found out I would really be in the shit. So no, never again. It is the same now Colin. Never again I swear."
Colin paused, then said. "You had your lover here whilst my children were in bed in the next room."
"On Wednesday we did it on the sofa. We only used the bed on Thursdays." She was blushing now.
"Oh, fuck looks like I have to sleep on the floor tonight. The sofa, the one we made love on just after we got it"
Tina just nodded her head.
"Look now I've told you everything, and that really was everything and I'll answer any of your questions. Will you come to bed with me so I can make it up to you?"
Colin was surprised how he held his anger in. "What the fuck." He said as he stood up. "You want me to come and sleep in the bed where you've shagged your boss, have you even changed the sheets, do you think I would touch you until you show you've not picked up a disease from him, you must be fucking demented."
Colin went upstairs and grabbed a quilt from the airing cupboard. He'd use it as a mattress now couldn't sleep in his bed or sofa. They would both have to go. In the end he slept in the armchair with his feet on the coffee table, he did not sleep well.
Stanley and Anne Marriage Guidance Counselling.
Anne managed to get an appointment with Dr Vernon Hargraves the following week.
Stanley and Anne were shown into an office and were sitting in a couple of comfortable armchairs as Dr Hargraves introduced himself. Wearing brown corduroy trousers, green plaid shirt, a yellow bow tie, but the most striking feature was his mop of unruly ginger hair.
They sorted out what names they would use for each other. It was first names all round. Vernon warned them he records everything and the recordings would be available to both parties, he insisted on absolute honesty, even if it was painful. He went on to say he had a 75% success rate, but success was subjective. He had an unlit pipe he waved around like a wand.
Vernon asked what each wanted out of these meetings. Anne said she wanted to go back to their happy life before Stanley found out about her one-night bout of sex with his then best friend.
Vernon and Anne looked at Stanley.
"I have some questions before we go any further. Did you use protection the first time?" Stanley asked quietly.
"It was only the once. No, I didn't think about it till it was too late. He wanted to do it again the next week, he said he would bring protection next time. He said we would have more time to enjoy it if we planned it better. I turned him down flat." 
"What about the morning after pill?"
"I didn't think about it. I was so upset at what I'd done and there was no one to talk to."
"So, he could have got you pregnant then?
"I suppose so."
"Was that why you came to my room dressed all sexy to have sex with me because you might be pregnant after having sex with him?"
She nodded. "Say it for the recorder." Stanley said.
She shook her head slightly as if saying 'yes' would end her marriage.
Dr Vernon leaned forward and said. "Mrs King is nodding her head to indicate 'Yes'."
"is your affair with him Jerry the reason why he left so quickly?"
"He approached me again even after you got out of hospital for another night. I told him if he didn't leave me alone, I will tell you and take the consequences. I think he just left scared of what you would do to him if you found out."
Stanley paused, carefully forming his next question.
"Did you read the information they sent on what we had to do once I got home?"
"Yes."
"And what did it say about sex."
"We had to wait for about 4 weeks after surgery and for the doctor's approval."
"When you came to my room was it 4 weeks after they operated on my back?"
"No." She said quietly looking into her lap.
"Did you ask the doctor if we could have sex? Because I would have liked to have been in that discussion."
"No." She whispered.
"So you risked confining me to a wheelchair for the rest of my life to cover up your affair and that you might be pregnant?"
"It wasn't an affair, it was very low risk and I was careful not to hurt you."
"So, you knew the risks and did it anyway."
"I thought it was worth it." Anne whispered.
Stanley stood up and walked out.
"What do I do now?" Said Anne through her tears to no one in particular.
"May I suggest you prepare yourself for a divorce."
Dr Vernon went to his desk, checked some records and phoned Tina. "Mrs Thomas, Tina? This is Dr Hargraves, can you come to the office and collect your Mother please, she is not fit to drive."
Dr Hargraves marked that as a failure, no one left happy.
Tina and Colin Marriage Guidance Counselling.
It was a week after Stanley and Anne's fateful meeting with the counsellor. Tina and Colin had been warned about his dress and the habit of waving the pipe around, but that was all they said. Anne didn't appear to be very happy with him. Stanley said he just facilitated what he needed.
Just like Stanley and Ann they were invited in and sorted out what they were going to call each other and that Dr Vernon would be recording everything and the recordings would be available to both.
Dr Vernon explained he expected nothing but the absolute truth or there was no hope of anybody leaving here happy. He pointed out he had been doing this for many years, he was blunt and may use expletives to emphasize a point and he had a 75 % success rate of a happy outcome.
Tina looked happy when he said that.
Dr Vernon leaned towards Tina and said. "Not all happy outcomes mean the couple stays together. If I think the marriage is lost, I will say so." He had a soft voice but there was an edge to it
That took the smile off Tina's face.
"Tina, what do you want from these sessions?"
"To go back to being a family before I cocked up."
When asked the question Colin replied. "I want to go back to the time before she cheated on me. But I don't see how that's possible."
Guessing he would be asked that question he thought about it and in the last half hour he had to control his anger as he drove straight to the meeting from work after arranging to meet Tina there.
"Can I ask her a few questions? This may save us time and me money."
"It's unorthodox. I can see no reason why not." Dr Vernon thought Colin sounded very much like Stanley King, he knew they knew each other, but not what the relationship was.
Looking at Tina Colin said. "So, tell me what happened that first evening, all of it, not the abridged version you told me."
Tina told how she unlocked the back gate so Ralph could get in and she noticed the security light had come on and she would have to turn that off. She set out plates and cutlery on the table and two wine glasses.
"So, you sat at my table with your lover and ate his food and drank his wine, what did you do after that?" Colin asked calmly.
"We moved into the living room and sat on the sofa, we talked about work and little stories of the strange people we have working for us gently taking the Mickey out of some of them, their quirks and foibles. I must admit I got a bit giggly. The television was on, but it wasn't very loud. After one loud giggle Ralph told me we couldn't disturb the children and then he kissed me."
"Did you kiss him back?"
"Sorry, I'm afraid I did, as I told you it was new, different, exciting, naughty."
"So, what happened after that?"
"He had his arms around me, and it felt good and then I felt his hand slide up my skirt. I was wearing tights, and I could feel myself getting wet down there. No man has touched me down there apart from you since our first night together."
By now tears were pouring down her face, she hated having to re-live it and the fact she enjoyed it at the time.
"Did he get your tights and knickers off that night?"
"No, he got my tights down and he started to play with me, but I kept my knickers on."
"You're sitting on our sofa, you must have helped him by lifting your bum to get your tights down. You must have known where this was going to end. Why did you stop?"
"I felt guilty all of a sudden. I told him he had to stop, and it was time for him to go home. That was when I realised it was nearly one in the morning, I didn't realise we had been so long."
She wiped away her tears. "I let him out the back gate. I remembered I had to turn the security light back on. Then I'm afraid he got me so wound up I had to finish myself off. I vowed I would never do it again and when you came home, I made it up to you."
"What happened the next month I was away?"
"Ralph came and found me the following week, we talked a little bit about what we did. It was a little secret we had between us, and it still felt naughty. On the Monday you went away he came and found me again and said it was my turn to cook as he bought the dinner last time, but he would bring the wine. But he forgot it"
"So, you cooked for him, what did you cook?"
"Yes, the steak we had in the freezer."
"One of mine? What about the wine?"
"I used one of ours and I replaced it the following day so you would know it was missing, like the steak."
"That second time then, he sat at my table eating the food I paid for, drinking the wine I paid for, off crockery that my parents bought us for our wedding, using the cutlery your parents bought us for our wedding?"
"Yes, I'm sorry, I didn't see it like that."
"Was that the night you made love on the sofa?"
Doctor Vernon could see where this was going. He considered stopping it. But decide to let it run. Tina needed to know the depth of pain she had caused her husband before they could come back together. And Colin needed to let the anger that was in him out. He already had a strategy building in his mind. It might mean replacing a lot of stuff in their household to ease the ghost of Ralph out. That would not be easy. Colin would take some convincing.
Tina replied. "Yes I'm afraid we did it just started off as kissing and then he touched me down there but this time we went further. I did end up taking my tights off but kept my knickers on. I'm sorry, again it was so exciting and naughty. No one would ever know, no one would get hurt and in my mind, I would make it up to you when you got back."
"What happened the following month was that the first time you had sex with him in our bed?"
"Yes, I'm sorry it was."
"Why?"
"He told his wife he was playing cards and she was nagging him about being late so we had a long lunch on Thursday and did it then. I didn't like doing it on our bed, but he said it would be more comfortable than the sofa. So, I gave in."
Doctor Vernon thought to himself that'll be the bed and all the bed linen will have to be changed, maybe the sofa as well.
"The next month was his turn for food and wine, what did he bring?"
Looking at a spot on the floor Tina said. "Nothing, nor the wine."
"Did you cook again, more steak of mine?"
Tina just nodded.
"Let's recap." Doctor Vernon put his hand up. But Colin ignored it and continued. "He sat at my table, eating my food you cooked for him, off my crockery, using my cutlery, drank my wine from my glasses and then shagged my wife on my sofa and in my bed. Is that about it?"
She nodded.
Dr Vernon thought to himself. "This was going to be difficult, and Colin hadn't asked the valid male ego question yet."
Ralph had used Colin's personal items, taken from him and did it all with his children in the house. It gave Dr Vernon a plan. Getting these two back together was possible, but it depended a lot on Tina. He expected things to get worse, and they promptly did.
Colin waited until Tina had gathered herself before his next assault.
"I offered 2 months ago for you to come with me for the week. Mum and Dad agreed to have the kids. You could go shopping, sightseeing and we could spend the evenings together, go to the pictures, a restaurant. But you said 'No'."
The air hung heavy, Dr Vernon guessed what was coming next, he was not wrong.
"So, you turned down a week with me so you could have your one-night weekly tryst with your boss. Was he that good, am I that bad?"
Dr Vernon crossed male ego off his list, but no reply yet. That will be important in how she phrased her reply when they got to it.
Tina was in tears and shaking her head, she muttered. "I didn't want to leave the children, and we were busy at work."
Colin's reply was instant. "Bollocks! 7 months ago we left them with your Mum and Dad for a week, but you would not come with me for 4 days. I don't believe you. And work, Ha! shagging the boss in my house, does that count as work these days."
Dr Vernon leaned forward towards Colin and said forcibly. "You need to give her time to recover, otherwise you will not get sensible answers. Please give her a minute."
When Tina had calmed down Dr Vernon said to Tina. "Colin needs to know why?"
Tina pulled herself up, looked at Colin. "It's not you, you have done nothing wrong. That first evening started out innocent, and I got carried away and it felt naughty, exciting, daring even. What if one of the children came downstairs and found Mummy with a strange man. It wouldn't happen because we had the child alarm on like we do, but it still felt daring."
Dr Vernon made a note, Colin's face went red with anger, but he held it in. Bringing up the children was a dangerous thing to do, but it was good she did it and not Colin. It shows she was thinking about them.
Tina carried on. "I wanted to use our good stuff, sort of show off, sorry I didn't look at it from your point of view, why would I, you were never going to find out."
"His second visit, why did you let him make love to you?"
Tina glared. "It wasn't making love, it was sex." Then Dr Vernon saw she felt ashamed.
Colin said. "So why and was it good sex?"
"It just seemed a natural progression, dinner, kissing, touching down there. I did wear tights and knickers, I didn't think we would go further than last month, I was hoping to go as far as that because what I felt the first time, but we got carried away again in the moment and the next thing I know my tights were around my ankles, my knickers to one side and he was inside me. I will admit it felt good, different, exciting, more daring. I came hard and so did he. It didn't take long. Then we were both embarrassed. We cleaned up and he went home. Was it good? At the time, yes. But looking back later it wasn't the act, it was the excitement, the risk, the daring, the wickedness, the newness. Then I felt guilty and decided that night in bed to not do it again. It was stupid."
Dr Vernon got in before Colin could speak. "So why the next month?"
Looking at Colin she said. "I had no real reason apart from the challenge. Ralph couldn't make Wednesday, his wife was getting suspicious so he suggested our house at lunch time Thursday, he was the boss we could be 'at a meeting'. I knew you were having problems and wouldn't be home early and I tracked your phone. You were in Devon. If you left at the time we left the office, you would not be home in time to catch us, so I felt safe. It was exciting, daring again, getting something over work and his wife. We drove separately and he came in the back gate as usual. This time it was the risk of getting caught. I was planning to do it on the sofa, but when we got to the house, he started kissing me, he slid his hand inside my knickers and tights we were standing at the bottom of the stairs, it felt so naughty, rude even.
He almost got me off with his fingers. He pulled my knickers and tights down. He got on his knees and licked me. I almost came again, you know how much I love that. I was hanging onto the stair rail when he stood up, pulled my tights and knickers up roughly, even though it felt different, good. He took my hand and dragged me upstairs to our bedroom.
I took my tights and knickers off but we didn't undress. It was slower, I had nearly come twice already. To answer the question before you ask it. It was better than the last time on the sofa, we had more time, not as much rush, I could enjoy it, he lasted longer and I came. But there was something missing, oh there was the risk of work finding us, but it's not against policy, so no worries there, someone could have told you if they found out. That was a risk. It was still illicit and naughty, but not as exciting or wicked."
Looking at Colin, Tina said. "Sorry Colin. Ralph left, I made a coffee and changed the bed sheets and quilt cover. Then I started to feel guilty using our bed. I vowed I would not do it again with him."
Tina blew her nose on a tissue Dr Vernon handed her. "That was why I got Mum and Dad to have the children and I did all those things for you, you know stockings, bum and tying you up and sucking you."
Tina blew her nose again.
"So why the Wednesday the following month?" Dr Vernon asked.
Again, Tina looked at Colin. "This is so shabby, it's not your fault at all. We had a quiet month, I got a cold, passed it to the kids, they gave it to you. We had all been down for a while. It was a peaceful, gentle, solid and I'm afraid to say, a boring month. They happen, not everything can be busy and exciting, and this was one of those boring ones. I had no intention of doing it again. Until Wednesday lunchtime. Ralph walked up to me and said. 'usual time tonight. I do like how you cook steak and I won't forget the wine this time.' and I thought, why the hell not. You didn't know, it wouldn't hurt you and I could do with the buzz. He did bring the wine, it was cheap rubbish. It was easy, we had done it before and not got caught. We followed the routine, dinner, kiss, this time I did not bother with tights. I knew what was going to happen. I got him to lick me. I held him in place till he made me come and I refused to suck him. I told him maybe next time. He entered me, he was good, he was getting used to me, it was nice, I came again. The buzz was there but not the same."
Tina looked Colin straight in the eyes. "I never took him in my mouth or bum, ever, if you are wondering."
Tina was getting to the end of her tale, Dr Vernon could tell she wanted the pain over. She carried on. "That Thursday you found out was going to be the last, he convinced me to do it in the bed so he could do better, not that he was bad, he was okay. You are better, but he said he could make it better if we had more time, so as it was the last time, we bunked off work for the afternoon. It was exciting, different, but the daring and the risk were missing, there was no love, just sex, okay good sex, but not the best. You loving me on a bad day is still better than his best. I knew you had a delivery you needed to be there for, so I didn't track your phone. I am so sorry Colin. I will do anything not to divorce.



"I have put a sexual harassment complaint in, but if they look, they will see it is consensual and there is no evidence, so I don't think it will go far and I have put my resignation in and got tested. What else can I do for you, anything."
The room went quiet. It had been a long session. Both Tina and Colin looked worn out. Dr Vernon always had these initial sessions as the last of the day so there was no time limit. He spoke up. "It is obvious we have a lot of work to do, but I think with work we can have a happy outcome." Looking at Tina he said. "Before next week's session you need to work out a way to exorcize Ralph from your house, think about how you can achieve that." Turning to Colin he said. "Work out how much she needs to shift before you feel happy in the house." He purposely gave Tina a hint. He just hoped she was listening.
The house was very quiet for the rest of the week and the weekend, even Gwen and Roger felt it.
Blackmail
Colin was surprised to get a request from Stanley to meet in the park by the pond on Saturday. Colin could see him on a bench when he arrived. Colin smiled and held his hand out. Stanley ignored it and took Colin into a hug, that confused Colin, they had been through a lot together since they had found out their wives had cheated on them. But this was a bit over the top.
Sitting down, the strangeness carried on. Stanley asked Colin to turn his phone off and then sit on it. Colin did as he was asked, this must be really secret.
"Colin, you know I respect and hold you in high regard, not just as Tina's husband, but as a friend and worker. You have not failed to impress me for the years you have worked for me, and I was hoping to pass on the company to Tina with you at her side to pass on to Gwen and Roger when the time came. That has been put at risk with you divorcing her."
Stanley held his hands up as Colin started to speak. "I know, your decision is completely justified, and I respect it. But... there are greater things here."
Stanley took a deep breath and said. "There is no easy way to say this, I have practiced and it always comes out sounding shit. So I am going to come straight out with it. But please do me a favour and let me finish. Can you let me tell you the whole thing, because you are going to be upset with me and you will be right to do so and I will not hold it against you, even if you leave the company. Can you do that?"
"Okay." Colin was worried now.
"I am going to blackmail you into staying married to Tina."
Colin's mouth hung open. "What th..."
Stanley held his hands up talking over Colin he said. "You agreed to let me finish."
Colin closed his mouth and Stanley carried on. "I wasn't sure whether to go carrot then stick or stick then carrot so this is going to be a mess.
"My plan is still the same, Tina takes over the company when I retire with you to help her and the children take over when you retire. To that end the children will need a solid family upbringing and a decent education. I have seen too many broken, disruptive families from the lads who work for us, often the kids do not turn out well without the support of both Mother and Father. I know you will do your best, but I do not want to take the risk. You have seen how Gwen and Roger have taken to building sites, they even have their own hard hats and Hi-Viz vests and are always asking questions, it's in their blood." He looked sad for a second. "Well from your side anyway. Look, too many families rely on us for their income and we are expanding nicely. It's good for everyone."
Stanley fidgeted a bit. "That is the reason and now the stick. If you don't agree to stay married to Tina you will be let go with no reference, you will never work in this county again in this business or anything I can reach. I have a solicitor I can use, not our usual one, who will take everything she can from you and will prevent you seeing Gwen and Roger until they are 18. Tina is a good looking woman and she may find someone else. I won't help nor hinder her in that, despite what she has done to you I want her to be happy. The kids may end up calling someone else 'Daddy'. Tears were pouring down his face as he said that.
Stanley stood up, took out a handkerchief, blew his nose, wiped his tears and sat down again. Colin couldn't talk.
"Sorry about that." Colin wasn't sure if Stanley meant what he had just threatened him with or crying and blowing his nose.
Stanley gave a wane smile. "Now the carrot. If you stay you will become a full partner of the company with Tina when I retire. There will be a substantial bonus next year. I will pay for the kids' university. Anne and I had been saving for that anyway. I can understand your disdain for that house so the company will buy it off you for a good price and present you one and it will be yours and Tina's, not the companies. I know you have worries about Tina after what she did. I had a talk with her, she knows it was stupid and wrong and will not do it again. I have told her that if I find her stepping out on you, she will get the same as I have just threatened you with. No kids, no job, no house or husband."
Stanley thought back to when he had proposed what he planned to Tina, not the full blackmail story. She was all over him, if he could get it to happen, she swore on her children's lives she would never let another man touch her, let alone cheat in any way on Colin. Stanley believed her.
Stanley carried on. "I know it won't be easy for you to forgive her but as time goes on and she makes it up to you it will be easier to forget and maybe then forgive a little. I have warned her you will get bursts of anger, I know because I do when I think about what Anne did. I also know that when the kids take over there will be no reason for you to stay, but I hope by then she will have convinced you to stay and grow old with her.
"I have told her to make it up to you." He held his hands up. "I don't want to know how she does it, just to make sure you are a happy man."
"I have lost the one woman I loved, and I don't want to risk losing my daughter and grandchildren too because you are not with her. I want you there to look after her and the kids."
He blew his nose again. "I expect you will want to think about it, what I have done is real shit. Can we meet here tomorrow, at the same time to let me know your decision. If you give me your resignation I will understand, but my threat still stands. Do you have any questions?"
Colin had several. "I suppose you will poison the kids against me?"
"No, you won't see them, we won't need to. And if we did that they would miss out when they turn 18. Of course they may have a new 'Dad' by then." He looked at his feet. "Sorry son."
"Can I expect a visit from some of the lads?"
"No never. No physical harm will come to you, the same cannot be said of the men who seduced our wives."
There was a pause before Stanley carried on. "We will have to wait until Ralph heals after your last go at him before we go again." Stanley gave a small smile. "We have trackers fitted to all the vehicles. I know it was you."
Colin's mouth hung open again, he realised Stanley could have reported him at any time, was this more blackmail? He thought not.
Stanley looked at Colin in the face. "I hope you can see why I've done this? I don't expect you to like it, just understand." He stood up and held his hand out to Colin. He stayed sitting, ignoring the hand held out towards him.
"I understand, I'll see you here tomorrow." Stanley said quietly.
Colin sat on the bench for the best part of an hour, planning. He had several kernels of ideas he could work on. On the face of it, it looked like he would have to agree. A large part of him still loved Tina and he would do anything for Gwen and Roger.
Colin got home at teatime. For a while sitting around the table with the children and Tina, there was a sense of normality. It was nice.
After the children were tucked up in bed, Tina brought him a beer and said. "I'm sorry. It was Dad's idea, but I will do anything to get you back." Just how much did she know about Stanley's blackmail? Colin would have to find out tomorrow.
She sat on the floor in front of him as if the sofa was contaminated. It was in Colin's eyes. "I have taken tests. I have condoms, I know the bed and sofa are out of bounds but anywhere else you wish. They are the only two places we used for when you're ready."
Colin stood up. Looking down at her he said. "It's too soon, but thank you. I have a job to do." He went to his laptop and copied the recording of their first session with the counsellor to a memory stick. Climbing into his car he drove to Stanley's house, knocked on the door. When Stanley answered he gave him the memory stick and said. "Listen to that." With that, he turned and walked away. When he got home, he drank the beer that Tina had fetched him. He slept in the armchair again, poorly.
Stanley was waiting for him as Colin walked up to the same bench. Looking at Colin, he said. "I'm sorry for what I am doing. There is only you and me that know about it, not even Tina. All she knows is the threats that I have made to you are the same as hers.
"Since you are here and have not handed me your resignation, I am hoping you are going to accept my 'offer'.
"Do I have a choice?"
"Not really If you love those two little ones. No."
"Did you listen to the recording?"
"Yes."
"Then you know I will never forgive her. She defiled my bed, my furniture, my house."
"I am divorcing the woman I love because she thought it more important to cover up her sex with another man than my health. I will never forgive her for that, so I kind of get where you're coming from."
Colin had made a decision, he thought he had little choice, but when the kids went to university one of his options was planning to leave but Stanley had made him half responsible for the company. That was difficult, Stanley was guilting him. But, he had about a dozen years to work something out, he would have to be careful, Stanley was not stupid.
Colin could see Stanley was in pain with what he had done to him.
"No resignation letter." Stanley said.
Colin shook his head.
Stanley picked up his phone, dialled a number and just said. "Go." Then hung up.
Looking at Colin he said. "At this very minute your bed, sofa, armchairs, kitchen furniture is being replaced. My secretary is replacing all of your bed linen, crockery and cutlery, if you don't like them tell me. I will get it changed. Your old stuff will be in storage if you want it. When we sign the contract for the new housing estate you will get the first choice of plot and the design of the house. You will be one of the first finished after the show house. You will get it at cost plus 2%. Plus, as I said, you get a good price for your house."
Stanley looked at him squarely and said. "Since I started to divorce Anne, I only have my daughter and my grandchildren. I don't want them to grow up in a broken family so here's the deal.
"We will pick a university, they're both intelligent and I see a future for them in our business, they both love building. When they go to university, I will sign the business over to Tina and you as equal partners, maybe sooner than that. There will be a clause written that when you pass it on, you pass it to Gwen and Roger and cannot sell it without both their approval."
Looking down Stanley said quietly. "I know you, you will come up with plans. I expect you to start squirreling money away, for shall we say, 'A rainy day'. Just don't steal from me."
"Didn't cross my mind." Colin said, however he didn't say if he was talking about squirreling money or stealing from his Father in Law or another option.
He looked at Colin saying. "Now that is agreed, what do we do about Ralph? I have already given his wife our solicitors number and told them to wipe the floor with him. But he needs to keep working to pay for the children, that is not to mean he can't suffer pain now and again. I like the right ankle again. Makes driving harder. And maybe we can talk about my ex best friend, Jerry"
Looking at Stanley Colin said. "She met and had sex with him five times, I want the same. I want sex with five women. I don't want you to interfere."
"That is between you and her, if she agrees, okay, if she doesn't, I will support her. Personally, I hope she agrees so she feels the pain, and if she asks my advice, I will tell her to let you do it, but I know you, you won't go through with it.
Colin gave his Father in Law a rare smile. "You do bloody know me. Do not tell her that."
Stanley returned an equally rare smile. I won't, but limit it to a year or two, don't keep her in purgatory too long."
Colin nodded. He wanted to give Stanley some hope.
Stanley said. "Now may I suggest you go home and let Tina start making it up to you. It's up to you how you do it. I know it's going to be rough for you. If you need anything come to me, I'll help you however I can."
This time Colin accepted Stanley's hand.
When Colin got home Tina was waiting. All she had on was a pair of 6-inch heels. She held out a piece of paper to him, he recognised that it was from the health clinic.
They were surrounded by brand new furniture which Colin realised was planned to go into the show house in Devon.
"I'm sorry it came to this, but it's all my fault and it looks like I get off Scott free and I suppose I do." She gave a small smile. "I will even enjoy making it up to you. We get all this." She said, waving her arm around. "Plus, I have a new job working with my dad and husband. I've come out of this better off than if I hadn't cheated and it doesn't feel right. I feel guilty about benefiting from something I did wrong."
"Actually, it's just your Dad's plans just moved it up a little faster. This was always his plan. But I have one stipulation. You had sex with Digby five times. In this next year I'm going to have sex with five other women to make us even." Colin said as he walked past her to the corner of the room where his laptop and paperwork were in his laptop rucksack.
There was a look of horror on Tina's face. "No, no you can't do that, I won't let you."
He placed the rucksack by the front door, "Then it's goodbye." Colin turned and headed upstairs.
He was almost at their bedroom door when Tina grabbed hold of him. "Okay, okay, I suppose I deserve that, please be discreet."
Colin turned and faced her. "What do I deserve?" He said.
"What do you mean?"
"Do I deserve a faithful wife, do I deserve a Father-in-Law and a boss that respects me? Did you know he is trying to blackmailing me into staying with you?"
Tina was shaking her head. "No, he told me that if I stepped out on you again, I would lose my job, my house and my kids and he would support you getting custody. He said nothing about blackmail."
As Colin reached under the bed pulling out 2 suitcases, he said to Tina. "He shouldn't have to threaten you, you should do it because it's the right thing to do,"
Tina noticed the suitcases. "No, please, no."
Placing them on the bed Colin said. "They were exactly the things he threatened me with if I didn't stay with you, plus he told me I would get a bonus, he would buy this house from us and we would have first pick of a new house on the new housing estate." He took a breath. "He threatened me with taking my kids away from me, losing my job, and I would not get another job in this county in any shape or form."
He saw Tina had her phone in her hand, she must have picked it up as she passed it on the hall table.
He looked at Tina hard in the eyes. "I did nothing wrong. You were the one that cheated. Why am I being threatened?
"I looked up to Stanley, my Dad looked up to him and he did this to me. He was expecting a resignation letter. He's not worth it. This is not a big country, but there are still plenty of opportunities for people with my skills. All you've got to do is apply for divorce on your own to shag whoever you like. I will not be treated like this."
He paused. "You see all this brand-new furniture." Tina nodded her head. "This is probably the only thing he has done that's correct, to get everything that you and that cheating asshole used together out of this house. But I will not be blackmailed."
Colin sighed and looked drawn, sad. "I love you, I've always loved you, I will always love you. But the disrespect that you and your father have shown me it's not worth it. I will not be treated like that. Send the divorce papers to my parents, they will tell me when they arrive, I will sign them.
"I will miss the kids, I will find a way of staying in contact with them. I'll tell them the truth. Their mother cheated on me and their grandfather tried to blackmail me. Now as I said. 'Goodbye'."
As Colin went down the stairs with the suitcases he heard Tina on the phone. She was still naked. She had the phone on speaker. "Daddy he's leaving."
"He can't, he said he was staying." Came over the phone.
"He said you blackmailed him into staying."
"I thought it was the best for you the children, the company and he didn't say anything he said he was OK with it."
Colin spoke up so Stanley could hear him. "No, I never agreed, you just assumed. I just didn't tell you I was leaving. I will not be blackmailed. You've called me 'son' more than once. You made me feel like family, you don't do that to family. If I stay with Tina, it's on my terms because we worked something out, not on your terms." Colin didn't bother saying goodbye, he walked out of the house leaving his naked sobbing wife with her phone in her hand.
Colin drove round the corner, logged in to his computer, took half the savings and made all the financial adjustments he had to. He was tempted to take all of the money and let Stanley look after his family. But he didn't want to burn all the bridges, he still had the children to think about. He got on the motorway and headed North.
Newcastle was a thriving bubbly place, not the smoke ridden grim place the people from the South of England thought it was. There was life and an energy about the place. Plus plenty of building going on. It took a couple of weeks to get a job.
He brought a new phone, but he kept his old one. It blew up after he left, he looked at the message previews. Colin opened some fully. He listened to a few of the messages but generally ignored them. They used the children to get him to talk to them, Tina quickly realised that would not work and let Colin talk to Gwen and Roger alone. Things quietened down.
The tracker on his phone was off, and he only turned it on when he wanted to use it.
He kept an eye on how things were going down South by talking to his Mum and Dad. His Dad still worked for Stanley. When they met, nothing was said. No divorce paperwork turned up. Tina was coping with the help of Colin's parents, Stanley and even Anne pitched in. His parents mention something might be going on there.
Colin sent Birthday and Christmas presents to the children. He always got a thank you message.
The phone calls slowed down but didn't stop. He kept getting messages. They weren't too long, Stanley and Tina apologising and asking him to come home to talk, asking how they could put this right. He got birthday and Christmas wishes from the children.
It was 14 months after he left when he was climbing out of a roof space after checking some wiring when the foreman Harry shouted up to him. "Colin there's some bloke and a bint here to see you."
Colin felt a shiver down his spine. He had moved around up north, into Scotland, he even spent a couple months in Belfast. That was a wonderful city, and the Guinness tasted different over there, better somehow. But now he was back in Newcastle.



"It took us a while to find you, just when we thought we found you, you moved." Stanley held his hand out. He looked frailer than he had just over a year ago. He was gaunt around the face, he seemed slightly shrunken.
Tina looked good but she had lost weight. It sent a pang through his heart when she smiled at him.
Colin accepted Stanley's hand, Colin had not said a word of welcome. Stanley carried on. "Like my blackmail speech on the bench I've practised this but it's still going to come out wrong." He pulled himself upright and looked Colin square in the face. "I was wrong to try to blackmail you. I should have let you sort it out yourself, I disrespected you, I tried to push for what I wanted, what I thought was best. I did not consider what you wanted."
"You're not pushed around on site, why would I think that blackmailing you would work. Sorry I was desperate to keep the family together, I still am, but that was the wrong way to do it.
"I heard you say on the phone and this is imprinted on my mind. 'If I stay with Tina, it's on my terms because we worked something out, not on your terms.' I realised that I had gone about it all wrong. I was hurting after I discovered what Anne had done, but I was wrong."
Stanley slid his hand into Tina's standing next to him. "What are your terms to come back? I'm not offering anything, I want to know what it would take to get you back. I could go on about Tina and the children, but that's not the way to do it. What can we do to get you back?"
"I don't need an answer now, I've given you a lot to think about. But if there is no way, just tell me please, because I have to make plans. We're staying in the Vermont, you know where that is. It's by the castle. We know you still have your phone, we're here for two days, contact us anytime."
Then Tina did something that shocked Colin. She quickly took a pace forward and before he could move, she threw her arms around his neck. "I'm sorry, I love you, I miss you, I want you back. But on your terms, not Dads."
Colin did not sleep well that night, nor the next. The thoughts of the last 14 months washed over him, what did he want, what had he learned about life and himself. He had learned a lot more about the building trade, he knew what he learned about constructing buildings, but not about himself.
It was 2 days later a tired looking Colin walked into the bar of the Vermont hotel to see an equally tired looking Stanley and a stunningly good-looking Tina sitting beside him. What surprised Colin is that Anne was there too, a quick glance at their hands. Neither Stanley or Anne was wearing wedding rings. They always had in the past.
There was a beer waiting for Colin. He sat opposite Stanley and Tina and took a deep swallow.
This was a business meeting, Colin started without preamble. "I am prepared to return." Tina and Anne's faces split into wide grins. "There are conditions and they are non-negotiable." Stanley nodded. Colin continued. "I will not return to that house. We get an independent valuation, and you pay that price plus any admin. Tina and I select our own house anywhere we wish. You, not the company, make up the difference between what we get for our house and the price of the new one." Tina was crying tears of joy, Anne was still smiling. Stanley just nodded his head.
"This is hypocritical of me, because I said Tina should not be blackmailed into not cheating on me, because that was what her Dad did to her, he blackmailed his daughter. But this is done to protect me, the children and my assets. Post Nuptial agreements are not legal in this country, so I want a contract written up by a solicitor that states if she has intimate contact with another person, I keep the house, custody of the children and half the savings. The contract will detail what is classed as intimate contact."
"Yes." Tina said instantly.
"What if you have 'intimate contact' with another person?" Asked Anne.
"I'll come to that." Colin replied and took a sip of his beer.
"I get a seat on the board of directors."
"We don't have a board of directors." Stanley said.
"Then it's about time you did and I suggest we 4 sit on it. We all have the same aim, to improve the company and pass it on in a healthy state to Gwen and Roger."
"I agree in principle." Stanley said, but he had a worried look on his face. So he should thought Colin, he knew what he was going to say next might kybosh the whole return.
"I get 51% of the company..."
"When I retire I can live with that." Said Stanley quickly.
"You didn't let me finish. No. The day I walk back onto that yard I get 51% or no deal and I leave here now."
Stanley spluttered, his face red. "You're trying to take control of my business, the business I built."
Colin leaned forward. "You tried to take control of my life, my decisions that would have affected me and my children for the rest of my life."
Colin wished he could have videoed Tina and Anne's reaction.
Anne leaned forward and whispered into Stanley's ear.
"I need to think about that." Said Stanley.
Colin finished his beer, stood up and said. "You have my number."
Anne stood up. "How long have we got?"
"Take as long as you like, but I am finished working here in 2 days and going back to Glasgow. You're supposed to be going home tomorrow morning."
"Not now we aren't."
Colin walked away, He felt someone tug his arm, he turned, it was Tina. "Please can we chat, I'll buy you a drink." She was smiling at him, he so wanted to say 'no'. Tina carried on. "I agree with all your requests, but I don't want to talk about that, what have you been doing this past year, the children wouldn't let on too much."
Colin accepted, they chatted for nearly 2 hours, Colin tried to stay in business mode, but every time Tina smiled she chipped a bit away at the facade. He saw in the corner where they'd all been sitting, Stanley and Anne deep in conversation. When he stood up to leave Anne came rushing across. She hugged him. "We need to speak to solicitors and sort some stuff out, can you give us a call before you go to Glasgow?"
"No, I am leaving here Friday morning, you phone me if you have anything, but thank you for the update." He hugged her back and gave her a kiss on the cheek. When he let her go, Stanley was there, he held his hand out but said nothing. Colin shook it and smiled. Stanley's face cracked a little.
That night Tina invaded Colin's dreams. He slept well. He was aware that him being intimate with another person had not been talked about.
Colin got an invite to dinner in the Vermont for Thursday evening, he accepted.
Colin walked into the restaurant and was shown to where the other awaited him. As soon as he got in Tina rushed towards him, she looked even more stunning than last time. Anne looked good too. Stanley looked at least content.
They ate talking about the children, some of the building projects Stanley had on. Colin thought that was good, a sort of informal briefing. But he was wary.
Coffee was served and the atmosphere got a little tense. Stanley pulled a sheaf of papers from his pocket and placed it on the table. "This is the initial draft and agrees with all of your requests. We cannot set up a board of directors in two days, but here is an agreement in principal that I have signed. Against my better judgement I have planned a 51% handover to you the first day you come into work. That is in the hands of the solicitors to sort out the details. These two convinced me that we all want the same thing and they trust you, so I have given in. Please do not betray their trust. There is a letter agreeing with your plan for the house. As to you not living in that house, until your new house is sorted, we suggest a house swap. You move into mine and I move into yours, we can start that next week."
A look passed across Colin's face. Anne saw it and said. "We do not live together, we are divorced, but we visit each other occasionally."
Tina carried on. "I have signed a 'non intimacy' letter, that is in there too."
Colin reached for the papers. Anne got there first. "What about your non intimacy clause?"
"I get to be intimate with 5 women in a year."
"You've had a year." Anne said.
Colin withdrew his hand. "But Tina did not know about what I've done, she's not felt the pain that I felt when I found out she'd been shagging Digby. So, this year doesn't count. She gets off with no pain."
Tina reached across and put her hand on her mothers, looking at her. "Mum, I understand, I don't like it. I caused him pain, I need to be punished. I hope he won't do it, but if it means getting him back in my life I'll do it. Mum. It's my choice." Looking at Colin, she said. "After the year it's a reciprocal agreement."
"Oh absolutely." Replied Colin.
"The year starts now."
"No, the year starts the first day I move back in."
"Sorry, the year starts the first time we are intimate."
Colin pondered. "Okay, I can live with that."
Stanley said. "When can we expect to see you down South?"
"I've got 3 weeks in Glasgow, I'll send you the address to send the final paperwork, if I like it I will be there at the end of that. Oh, and by the way Jerry Smith is in Sheffield, I have an address."
Colin was surprised by the smile that lit up Stanley's face. "Excellent."
Epilogue
2 weeks later Tina turned up at Colin's digs in Glasgow with the paperwork. That was when the year started.
A week after Stanley and Anne's divorce was final Anne walked into the office carrying a holdall and said to Stanley's secretary, Miriam, "hold all his calls for now please." Then she paused and said. "No, hold them till I come back out."
Miriam immediately phoned Tina, who was there waiting for her when Anne walked out of the office some two hours later. "Mum, what are you doing?"
Anne smiled as she walked away. "Ask your father." Turning to Miriam she said. "Block out Wednesday afternoon every week in his calendar."
Tina walked into her father's office without knocking, before she would say anything Stanley held his hand up and said. "There are things a father's daughter shouldn't know."
It was a few months after that Tina found out that Colin was in Sheffield, but he had gone by the time they got to the building site. Some months after that they got a call from a site they had visited 6 months earlier in Newcastle. Colin had just got back.
Tina and Colin approached the plush restaurant in Sheffield. A man about the same age as Stanley holding what looked like a young MILF on his arm was walking towards a car.
Tina and Colin stopped in front of them. "Hello, is there something I can do for you?" The man asked.
Tina slapped him round the face, hard. "That's for my sperm donor, the one who used my mother, the shit stain that seduced my mother whilst his best friend was laying sick in bed. That is for the pain you caused my Dad. I see you're on your third marriage, did you cheat on the other wives too? Not that I care, but here is a warning for you. Stay away from dark places for the rest of your life."
Looking at the woman on Jerry's arm Colin said. "If you take up with him it'll only be a matter of time before he cheats on you. Hey, have you got any daughters or sons? I'm told he swings both ways." That was a bare faced lie, Colin had no idea on Jerry's sexual preferences.
At that, the car Jerry was walking towards burst into flames. Unseen by anybody, Stanley slid into the darkness carrying an empty petrol can.
Some two months later Jerry was walking down a dark alleyway when he heard a voice. "You were told to stay away from dark places." He woke up in hospital with a shattered right knee and a broken collar bone. Six months later the same thing happened again this time it was his right ankle, the other collar bone and his bollocks got a severe going over. This time it was a mature woman's voice. After that he emigrated to Thailand. He tried to go to Australia or New Zealand, but they wouldn't let him in.
Anne and Stanley were often seen together at family, company parties and civil functions. Stanley took Anne on the cruise when he retired. Anne moved in with Stanley in the last years of his life and sat beside his bed as he passed.
Roger went to college and did business studies. Gwen went to university in engineering. Roger met and married an architect whilst she was working on a new design for the company. Gwen married one of the project managers that had worked his way up from being a brickie. He reminded her of her Dad.
It was tough for Tina that first year not knowing, but she agreed to it. Colin never did step out on his marriage, but a couple of times Tina worried when Colin was late in, she didn't know. It was hard work for both of them, but they made it. When they retired Colin took Tina away on a cruise with money he had saved for a 'rainy day'.
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Wedding ring Cheating, revenge, retribution, remorse, kinky, bondage, Fantasy
There is very little new in literotica especially in the LW theme this is no different, please enjoy the journey. We all know wives are not this stupid, there may be one or two but without those fictional characters we writers would not have stories to wend our tales around.
This is aimed at the aftermath when a wife has her 'One Night', and as usual it is from the husband's side. I have not read a story like it, but there again I have not read all the stories on Lit or even LW, so it may be out there.
This is fiction as described in the Oxford English Dictionary. It is not real folks.
I have been accused of getting soft and I have. As I wrote this story I found I liked these two, despite what she did. How will this one go?
Yes, I know, the vast majority of men, including myself, would eject her through the door, with the door smacking her on the arse as it slammed behind her. But that would be a short and boring story. I know I have just published one and the story was as brief as her ejection from the house.
I have used some elements from that story because they fit here.
It came to me one morning whilst watching the alarm clock tick round until it was time to get up and get ready for work, and drink tea of course.
She Leaves.
It was a Friday afternoon, and I walked in my front door at my usual time for a Friday, just after 4:30. I had to park down the road a little as there was a taxi outside our house, probably for our neighbours, they go out a lot. I was looking forward to a cold beer and throwing something on the BBQ for tea. Mary had phoned me to make sure I was going to be on time. She had not told me what she wanted for tea on the call like she normally did on a Friday. Friday was the day I did the cooking. So, I thought of Rib Eye steak, some coleslaw and Potato Salad, something simple to start the weekend. The nights were drawing in, this would probably be our last weekend for outside cooking, there was starting to be a nip in the air. A bottle of wine for her a Crafty Old hen or two for me and maybe an early night. We had had a few early Friday nights now the children had left home. Julie was at University and Jack was in training in the RAF to be a pilot.
I was a designer in a factory that made ambulances. Mary worked in a local defence contractor making bits for tanks. Not sure what bits, they were very secretive about what they made, I believe it was something to do with the sighting system. Our incomes made us comfortable moneywise and let us help Julie through Uni.
We met when she was Chief Bridesmaid at her best friend, Sophie's Wedding. I was not part of the wedding but having a drink with mates in the same hotel. I chatted to her at the bar whilst she was having a break from the festivities. We seemed to click, later that evening she invited me into the Wedding and introduced me to Sophie and her husband Tony as 'my new boyfriend, Dave'. The rest is history as they say.
My face lit up when I saw Mary standing by the living room table. She looked good enough to eat, her blonde wavy hair shining. She normally had her hair tucked behind one ear and peering out at me, her sexy look, why not now? She had on a Bottle Green dress that I had not seen before, it hugged her body that belied that she had had 2 children. A lot of cleavage was showing, and I was hoping for stockings with her 5-inch heels.
Then it struck me. There was a taxi outside. Was that for us, or her? It would take me twenty minutes to 4S, I might make 3S. I did not need a shit, but definitely a shave prior to spending some time between her thighs. So why order a taxi this early?
"What's this all about?" I asked, pointing at her.
She picked up her handbag, I thought it was a little large for a night out and she said. "I'm going out for the night, I will be home before the sun comes up. Don't wait up." She was not smiling.
I went and stood in front of the door I had just come in. "Okay, tell me​​ what this is all about, you look fantastic and as there is a taxi outside, I'm guessing it's not for us, but you alone?"
"Yes, I am spending the night with a friend."
I kept my calm, somehow. She was not dressed for me. "I take it​​ then that this friend is a man?"
"Yes, it is, just one evening and I promise I will be home before the sun comes up so we can wake up together like always."
The sun came up at about 5 this time of the year. That would give her about 12 hours to do whatever she was planning and dressed like that I did not think I would like it.
"So, tell me, are you planning to have sex with your friend.?"
"Maybe, we'll see how it goes. Yes, probably. And before you start on me. It is my choice, my body. I know there will be repercussions. So, I will make it up to you. It will just be the once."
"So, it is not a done deal that you are having sex with him dressed like that?"
"No, it's not, but I do want the experience. We'll talk about this tomorrow."
"You walk out that door there will be no tomorrow. I love you, but I will not stand for that."
"David, sex is a small but very important part of marriage. There are greater things than sex. There is love making, and if I have sex tonight it will be just sex."
"Sex, fucking, making love, with someone else will lead to divorce, you have my word on that."
"I don't think you will. You love me, you have just said you did. I promise it will just be the one night."​​ I opened my mouth, but she held her hand up. "Yes, yes I know I said forsaking all others but after this we will go back to church and reaffirm our vows."
"Oh no we fucking won't. I will divorce you."
"We will see. You love me." With that she picked up her bag, which but now I'm guessing had a change of clothes in it and walked past me to the back door.
Shit.
I went out the front door. I don't know how she managed to run in those heels to get to the taxi before I got through the front door. I was probably too stunned to move for a few seconds.
I rushed indoors to grab my car keys to follow the taxi. Then I remembered she had a tracker on her phone. I sent her a text. "If you go through with this, I will divorce you. Come home now and we can talk." 3 seconds after I pressed send, I heard the notification sound for me on her phone. She had left it behind.
I got to her phone and unlocked it. She had not changed her pass code. I checked for messages to give me a hint of where she was going and if there were any suspicious messages from her lover, there were not.
I got in my car and drove around town and started looking for her, peering through restaurant windows if they would not let me in. Then hotel restaurants. I got asked to leave, sometimes politely, sometimes threatened by staff and they would call the police. I did not find her. I do not know what I would have done if I had. I was so intent on finding her I did not think what I would do if I did. I went home to think about what to do next.
Waiting
I was sitting in my chair when I heard a key in the front door. It was just before four o'clock in the morning, the sun was still below the horizon.
As I sat there all night, I did a lot of thinking of how to handle this. Lock the doors so she could not get in. Pack her bags and leave them on the doorstep.
Disappear, just go, leaving my wedding ring and phone behind. Disappear and take all of our money leaving her none. For one fleeting second, just burn the house down and leave.
All were tempting, but I had the usual burning question. Why?
Another important question, but not as important as the reason. Who? This was obviously planned.
I carried on thinking.
What had I done wrong? I thought back. We always discuss things. Do I keep giving to her too easily so she thinks so she would think she could get away with this? No, we had long discussions on the major items, holidays, cars, house painting. She did not always get her way. In conclusion, I had done nothing wrong. So, either she did this herself or some outside influence. Almost certainly she had not done this on her own, was there a boyfriend for instance. Put that to bed for now, I could worry about that later.
Other questions went round my mind, how do I tell the children and the parents, all the parents were still alive. Do I leave and let her spin her story, or do I tell them before I leave?
That was simple, she would not put the blame on me. I would work out later how to protect myself in that respect.
But what did I really want?
Eventually, sometime in the early morning a plan formed in my head.
Firstly, had she really had sex with another person? It might make a difference to the outcome. The other questions I had going round in my head, why now and how long had it been going on?
Revenge? Absolutely, she had not taken her wedding ring off when she left so I am guessing the person she was with must know she was married. Another question I wanted an answer to.
I did some internet searches and applied for a divorce online. We both had bank accounts and a joint one. We had access to each other's accounts as you would if you trusted someone. I used her account to pay the £612 for the divorce. I printed the application but kept it out of sight. I used her parent's place for her address.
I set up my laptop in the corner of the room to record what happened when, and if she got home.
I took off my wedding ring and placed it on the coffee table.
With that all sorted I started to wonder where she got the idea that I would go along with this. Mary and I had read a few Literotica Loving Wives' stories.
Was that where she got the idea from? They are fiction.
Our usual reading was consensual bondage stories, that was our kink and we picked up a few ideas to try ourselves along the way. Sometimes we found them under the LW banner. People seemed to think what happened there was real, not fiction, unlike the other themes where most people understood fiction.
Mary Returns.
The door opened and she came into the living room. She was not wearing the clothes she had left in, just slacks and a blouse. She looked like she had just been out for a drink with friends, nothing stood out. She looked at me, I saw her eyes glance down to my wedding ring sitting next to my teacup.
"Oh, you're still up?"
"What did you expect?" I said quietly with a calmness I knew would annoy her.
"I thought you might be in bed."
"Do you think I could sleep knowing the woman I love was out there giving her love to another person?"
She walked into the room and sat down in the armchair opposite me and dropped her bag on the floor.
"I did not give my love, that is yours. It was just sex." She said.
It did not matter to me, I carried on ignoring her comment. "I need some answers before I decide what to do."
"What do you mean, before you decide?"
"Did you think I would stand for this?"
"I know there will be repercussions, but eventually yes."
"Well, you are wrong. I need to decide whether to divorce you or stay with you. If I stay, I want the answers to a lot of questions, and it will probably mean marriage guidance counselling. If I think, just even think you are lying, I will throw you out and tell your parents to expect you."
She had a slight frown but carried on. "Darling, I know you are in pain, and I caused it. I will make it up to you. I knew there would be repercussions from my decision, and I will have to put up with them. I thought you loved me enough to let me have this one evening?"
I corrected her. "One night."
There was a pause.
"Did you not hear me say I would divorce you if you left?"
"Yes, but I am certain we, mainly me, can do the work to get past this, but I will need your help. Ask your questions and I will be truthful, but there are some things, well one in particular, I will not tell you. I will not lie, well except one by omission. I'm so..."
I held my hand up.
"So, how will I know if you are telling the truth or not?"
"I will have to convince you, I want us to stay together and I want to make it up to you for the pain I caused you, I cannot do that if I am not here. I want to hold our grandchildren together and see them grow up together. I want to grow old with you."
"Well, you put that all at risk by spending the night with another person."
"I know, after all these years you can tell when I lie. I will ask you to trust me and I know that is very hard at the moment. But please give me a chance."
I took a sip of my tea and looked her in the eyes and said "So, tell me. Did you have sex, give your love to another person?"
"I don't love him, I love you. It was just sex."
"Making love, sex or fucking, it makes no difference to me."
It was quiet for a few seconds.
"I thought you might get drunk?" She said.
"What, so I would be easy to handle with a hangover in the morning?"
"No, I didn't think that. I thought you would be upset and tired and have a few beers, maybe to help you sleep and forget. I was hoping to continue that forgetting process when I woke up with you, to make it feel like a bad dream."
"It is a fucking nightmare, and I am still living it. No, my anger kept me awake. I did not need coffee." Still keeping my voice calm.
"Sorry." She said quietly.
"Sorry for what?"
"What do you mean?"
"I used to think you were an intelligent woman. I thought it was a simple question. You say you are sorry, and I want to know what you are sorry for?" I kept my voice level and calm.
"I'm sorry for hurting you. I love you. I know you are upset but I will make it up to you."
"Is that all?"
"Yes, what else is there?" She had a slightly confused look on her face.
"I am going to have to explain, am I not?" I took a sip of my tea for effect, it was cold. "So, you are not sorry about having sex with another man?"
"No, it was..."
I held my hand up. "I do not want to know. I have enough pictures in my imagination. I do not want them enhancing." I growled slightly so she got the message. It was the growl I used for the children to let them know I was not happy with them "Not sorry for leaving me here not knowing if and when you were coming home?"
"I told you I would be here before sunrise, and here I am."
"You told me on our wedding day. 'Forsaking all others' then you have had sex with another man, so you have not 'Forsaken all others'. So, you lied to me. You could have been lying yesterday?"
"No, I wasn't, I proved that by coming back."
"But I did not know that until you walked through the door. I sat here for the last 12 hours not knowing if the woman I loved was coming back to me or had she had found someone else better. I could not even contact you because you left your phone behind."
She looked down. I carried on. "So, tell me, why did you leave your phone behind?"
"I didn't want to be disturbed, and you could have tracked me."
"You could have just turned it to silent and switched the tracker off."
She had not thought of that.
"I suggest you look at it now."
She walked across to the table where she left it. That was when she saw our wedding picture, normally on a shelf next to the mantelpiece smashed on the floor. The frame, photo and glass all over the floor. She bent down to pick it up, she may have seen the dent in the wall where it hit when I threw it. "Leave that there." I growled at her. "That is where your marriage is, broken and smashed on the floor."
She stood up and carried on to her phone walking around the broken glass as if she was trying not walk on it.
She picked her phone up and read the text. She looked at me. There were tears on her cheeks, she wiped them away with the back of her hand. I think she was getting to see how much trouble she was in.
I spoke first. "Had you taken your phone, read that message and come back, there might not have be one or maybe two divorces. When I find out who it was and tell his wife. He might be available to move in with soon."
She went back and sat down in the armchair. I could see her eyes glossing over, this was not going the way she expected. It was never going to. I'd had all night to sit here thinking and planning. But there were several more answers I wanted yet, one was his name.
But time to grind away at her.
"Did you wear the rings that I brought for you and gave you with love? You left your phone here so you were not connected to me. Did you take them off to disconnect from me? Or did you keep them on whilst you cheated on me?" I asked her, unfortunately for her there was no right answer.
"I kept them on, taking them off never crossed my mind, I just didn't think about it."
"So, you disrespected me and my love for you but wearing your wedding and engagement rings I gave you whilst you made love to another man."
There was a pause. That would worry her. "So tell me, did you take his cock in your left hand, did the wedding ring I gave you on our Wedding Day, with love come into contact with another man's cock whilst you cheated on me?"
She stood up, glared at me and said angrily. "I didn't make love, it was just sex." but she was wringing the ring finger on her left hand
That hit home. I carried on. "Did you kiss him?"
"Well, yes."
"On the lips?"
"Why do you ask that?"
"Answer the question or I leave."
"Yes, I did." She said quietly.
"Kissing him on the lips implies passion."
"I didn't see it that way. I saw it as foreplay."
"Oddly enough it is not always the way you see it. It is how others see it, and in this situation how I see it is affection, passion. Did your new boyfriend see it as passion? Was he as passionate with you as he was with his wife I wonder?" I paused again. She looked up at me. "So, whilst you had your night of passion, your husband was sitting here alone not knowing if you were coming back."
She sat down; there was a worried look on her face for the first time. Tears were staining her trousers as they fell from her face.
Well, it was probably not somebody she worked with, I'm not sure if married or single yet, I am sure that will come out sometime. The thing was, the company she worked for had a moral clauses contract. Most companies in the UK don't care, it is none of their business unless sexual harassment is involved. But in certain parts of the defence industries, it can leave you open to blackmail, so to stop employee's putting that at risk they have a morals clause and violating that is instant dismissal. I did not think she was silly enough to risk that. It is not going to be an ugly or old bastard, so that narrows the field a little. I had a few ideas.
So, who was it? I will have to get her to tell me his name or do my best to work it out for myself. I had ideas of several questions to ask her to point me in the right direction.
"As I said before I thought you were an intelligent woman, so what made you think for one nano second that I would be okay with this? No husband, unless he was weird, would put up with this."
I took another sip of my cold tea, I was getting used to it.
"Who was he and why?"
"I can't tell you who, there are reasons."
I guessed she would keep that to herself for a number of reasons. He was married. I would go all Rambo on him. We will come back to that later.
I paused. "Okay, if not who, then why?"
"Sophie says." Oh, shit her friend Sophie. "That an experience outside marriage can spice it up."
"I did not think our marriage needed 'spicing up', you did not complain last week after I tied you to the bed and gave you orgasms with my tongue, 4, was it?"
"Five I think, I lost count after three. Sophie says Cosmo says that if I am loving and you are forgiving that we can move forward after a one-night stand."


"A one-night stand implies a mistake, not the same as a preplanned assignation, so forget that shit." Not quite true, but who cares, not me. I had an agenda to push.
She had not looked at it like that, that shook her.
I was really angry now and could barely hold it in, but I managed to, just. I said next with a calmness I did not feel. "If I remember correctly, you asked me to do that to you? So why would our marriage need any spicing up? We did almost anything you wanted." I paused. "Oh, I see now, kinky guilty pre tryst sex."
She was shaking her head. Muttering. No, no it wasn't" I did not believe her.
I stood up and looked down at her. "This must have taken planning. So, you were planning to sleep with another man, whilst you were getting me to do kinky things to you, you fucking disgust me."
I took several deep breaths to calm down. I will admit having her tied to the bed, gagged to keep the pleasure sounds in, blindfolded so she could not see where the pleasure was coming from next and teasing her body was one of my favourites.
Looking at her, for a second, I thought she was going to throw up.
Once I had calmed a little, I sat down, I still needed his name, and being angry would not get it.
"So, you slept in his arms, did you cuddle?"
"No, but I woke up in his arms, but I didn't go to sleep like that. Sorry I know you will see that as affection but believe me there was no affection. I would like to think I was waking up next to you, but I know you'll find that hard to believe. I was tired."
"So, he wore you out?"
I think she could see where that was going.
"No, it has been a busy week at work."
"So, you chose to recover in the arms of a man not your husband."
I could see from the look on her face that hurt.
I continued. "It must have been a very busy week then, buying that new dress, planning and booking the hotel, did he have to explain it to his wife like you did your husband?"
"I didn't book the rooms, and he's not married." She said quietly.
"Which restaurant did you go to, so I know which one to avoid." Or visit to see if I could find anything out, she was wearing a distinctive Bottle Green dress. They might be remembered? "I assume you ate to give you energy for your fuck fest? Was it a romantic meal for two? Because that is the way I see it. Not 'just sex.' but as a romantic meal, and there will be others if I am wimpy enough to accept it." I was shouting now. I did not realise it, and I had stood up too.
She looked up at me. "No, no please it wasn't like that. That never entered my head. Please, it's too risky, you would never do that." She looked down. "I expected to get away with one night. You would never let me do it more than once."
I growled at her. "What makes you think I will let you get away with it anyway?"
Too risky, why did she say that?
She had obviously not thought it all through. Time for the next awakening.
"Well, I bet your boyfriend did, I bet he could not wait to have free pussy and insult the poor cuck sod of a husband sitting at home. Did he ask if he was fucking you better than I did. And that he was giving you the fuck of your life and you would go back for more. Did he ask you that?
"Did you tell him he was a better lover than me? Did you talk about what we did. Our games, did you play them with him?"
She looked me in the face through her tears. "No, we never talked about you."
"So, you obviously completely forgot about me and our wedding vows. Thank you very fucking much."
She could not win whatever she said. I was angry and I had all night to think.
She open her mouth and she got as far as. "It wa..." before I held my hand up. I had no wish to know what she did in bed. She closed her mouth.
She continued after a few seconds. "I did not forget about you. I promised to be home to you before the sun came up and I was. I set an alarm for 3 o'clock."
"You set the clock for three so you could have the final fuck and bring me home sloppy seconds."
She looked me squarely in the face. "No that did not happen, he did suggest it, but I turned him down. Please sweetheart believe me." That effort was a lot for her, she collapsed into a blob on the sofa with her crying. I left her to recover for a while.
Time for a change of tactics, to throw her off guard.
"So, answer me this question: did he wear a condom, could you be pregnant if he's not married? I am sure he is not shooting blanks."
"No, I'm going on a course of the morning after pill."
"So, you must have planned ahead for this then how long have you been planning?"
She looked at me through her tears. "Yes, of course there has been planning, you don't do this thing overnight. I'm sorry I know you feel betrayed, but I promise I will make it up to you."
She did not answer my question. I will come back to that later.
"You will only make it up to me if I don't divorce you first. You heard my words and read the text."
I took a sip of my tea. "As you have planned ahead, I assume you have a STD check booked for the first thing Monday?"
The look on her face told me she had not. "I will do it first thing Monday, sorry, I didn't think of that. Sophie says she hasn't caught anything fr..."
"STOP!" I yelled. "I do not give a flying fuck about what Sophie says. So far from what little I have heard that came out of her mouth is going to get you divorced."
So, Sophie has fucked this bloke.
"Please, I don't want to divorce. I'm starting to realise now how much of a mistake I made."
"That is no longer your choice." I stood up and walked away. "So, be honest with me, was this the first time?"
"Yes it was, I swear, and it will not happen again. I misjudged how you would react. I got it wrong. I won't risk it again."
"So you were planning to do this again? Just that the risk was too great. I will see the solicitor Monday."
She burst into more tears. "No, no that came out all wrong, I'm so confused. Please it was always only going to be the once, I swear, I swear on our children's lives. If I did it more than once you would throw me out."
"What makes you think I will not throw you out now?"
"You love me, you said so, and you have shown your love to me since we first met."
"You cannot say the same thing, obviously." I stood up and walked to the kitchen for a cup of tea. I so wanted a beer, a strong one. The sun was well above the horizon now. I did not take her one.
I got back and sat on the sofa. "You brought the dress for him, not me then?"
"No, I brought it for me, to give me confidence."
"I suppose it's in that bag?"
"No, I've thrown it away. I couldn't wear it for you, it didn't seem right to bring it back into the house."
"I suppose you bought new lingerie as well then."
She gave a weak smile. It did not reach her eyes. "No, I used old stuff, not your favourite. I sort of gave him our cast offs."
"Which ones?"
"The lemon coloured ones. You say lemon is not a sexy colour, I threw them away as well."
We did have our favourite sexy underwear that she wore when we were feeling kinky.
Everything went quiet, I could see she was thinking. The tears had stopped. I think she was feeling quite proud of herself for using something I did not like, giving him our seconds. That was about to change.
She had always been proud of our marriage. Proud of what we had we had achieved together. A good house nearly paid for. We both had good careers. Two good children. She thought a good marriage; I did too until last night. She was proud of what we had. And so was I. That was gone. I looked at her. "Pride cometh the fall." She looked confused, it was as if it didn't register.
She got up and went to the smashed photo and picked up the empty frame and held it to her chest.
She took a deep breath. "I can see now how wrong I got this. I'm sorry, I should not have done it, any of it. I've got this so wrong. Darling, please can we go to bed. Please" She held out a hand to me.
I stayed sitting down.
"What! You want to go to bed with me after being in your lover's arms tonight? Do be fucking brief." I looked hard at her. "And that was a bloody quick change of mind from, 'sorry I hurt you, but not sorry for the sex' to 'sorry I did it. I got it wrong', Why the rapid change of heart, was that your back up plan? See if I would accept it and if I didn't grovel and if I did accept it go out and do it again?"
"No, I, I didn't realise how much I have screwed up until I saw our wedding photograph on the floor and the dent in the wall, you must have thrown it really hard. You love that photo."
I did love that photo, I also threw it very hard at the wall. A young couple with everything to look forward to in life. Looking at each other with love in their hearts and in their eyes. He was handsome. She was beautiful. Now all lying smashed next to the wall.
"Please can we go to bed? I won't try to make love to you. Please I want to cuddle the husband I love and I've wronged."
"You go to bed, I am staying here. I need to think about what to do next, and as far as I am concerned, you not telling me who it is, is a showstopper. Go to bed and let your guilty conscience keep you awake, or did the sex wear you out as well?"
She looked down and just shook her head. I am guessing she thought it safer to keep quiet. It was.
She walked up stairs. Within a short while she was back downstairs, I thought she was going to be angry. She was not. "Our bedroom door won't open, have you locked it?"
I had several things to say, but instead I just said. "Yes, you gave away the right to sleep in the same bed as me when you had sex with another man. I will reconsider when you show me proof you do not have the clap. I suggest you use Julie's room."
She replied in a whisper. "I understand." She turned and went back upstairs.
"One question."
She stopped and turned back towards me.
"When did you put me out of your heart?"
"You were never out of my heart."
"It felt like it when you walked out that door to be with him."
She staggered, gathered herself and rushed off upstairs crying.
I took the divorce paperwork with my ring and placed it on the kitchen table where she would find it.
Do not give a thinking man time to think, you may not like what he comes up with.
The Morning
I stayed up, thinking. At some stage the tiredness took over and I fell asleep on the sofa. I only realised when Mary shook me gently by the arm and indicated a cup of tea. She looked awful, she gave me a weak smile and went back to the kitchen.
By now I had initially thought it was not somebody she worked with because the morality clause would scupper any of that. But I now had to be open to that possibility. Her comments about not wanting to risk it raised my concerns. I was pretty sure she would not risk having sex with other men at work, she had too much to lose. But she could lose her job if this got out.
I joined her at the kitchen table, there was toast as well as more tea. She had the divorce paperwork in front of her. My Wedding ring was stark on the table on its own.
I decided I needed more information of who he was, so I eased off a bit.
"Okay you won't tell me who he is, but there are still other questions I want answers for. But not telling me who he is will end up in divorce. So, choose him or me. But for now, how did you meet him? Was it some sort of cheaters dating app?
"Did he pick you up in a bar and suggest getting together? How many times have you met him between that time and this? Am I to believe this is the only time you met him for sex?"
She took a deep breath. "Okay, I will tell you, but you probably won't speak to Sophie again."
Sophie and Mary had known each other a long time. Sophie and Tony seemed to be a happy couple. Tony had small bouts of being grumpy, it never lasted long. We played golf occasionally and met up for drinks in the Rugby Club every couple of months or so.
"Sophie introduced me to him. Sophie and Tony have an open marriage and she says it does their marriage good, they both get to play but there are strict rules."
I opened my mouth. She lifted a hand up. "No please, let me finish. Sophie and Tony have an open marriage; she says it works for them. I am not for one nano second suggesting that. I would be out that door if I even suggested that."
I do not know what she was thinking, I did not understand her logic that I would throw her out for just suggesting an open marriage but not if she cheated on me. A-bloody-mazing.
She was about to speak. I held my hand up. That was incredulous, Sophie was a very good-looking woman, Tony was not exactly handsome, but he wasn't an ugly bugger.
"I don't believe you, they seem so happy together."
"Sophie tells me they are both very happy with the situation and they are happy because they get to go and play away once every couple of months. They have strict rules. Nev..."
I held my hand up again. "I don't want to know. I'm not sure I believe you."
I had a thought for a couple of seconds. It would be interesting to see how she reacted to what I said next. "I'm going to phone Tony and ask him."
She didn't bat an eyelid. "Okay."
I fetched my phone and dialled Tony. I put my fingers to my lips to indicate she be quiet. I selected the speaker on my phone.
Tony answered. "Hi mate this is a bit of an early call, what do you want, a round of golf this afternoon?"
"Maybe next week, but I have a bigger problem that maybe you can help me with."
"Yeah, anything for you. Well, almost anything." He gave a little giggle. "What is it?"
"Just answer me one question, do you and Sophie have an open marriage?"
There was silence for a while. "Yes, we do, why do you want to know if I might ask?" He replied quietly.
"Mary just told me you have an open marriage, and it works for you. Please be honest with me, does it?"
"Are you and Mary thinking that it might suit you? We thought you two were okay."
"It was just something that came up in conversation, how's it going for you?" I could hear him walking and a sound like a door closing.
Tony had lowered his voice "Are you alone?" He asked.
"Sort of, just me and the mangy pussy." Mary glared at me, we don't have a cat. She knew who I was referring to. I held my finger up to my lips again.
"Promise me what I'm about to tell you will go no further. It will give you an insight to some of my problems."
"Yes, I promise I will not say a word, not too sure about the pussy though." That got me another glare from Mary, as if I give a fuck.
"It's fucking shit mate. Don't do it. Oh, it's all right for a mature hot lady like Sophie to pick up a man. But an ugly bastard like me can't just pick up a woman, not one that is half decent anyway. I will admit every two or three months she goes out, it does really enliven our marriage for a while until she gets itchy feet, or should I say itchy cunt. We've been doing it for about two years. I think she's had six or seven hookups. I've managed three, and they weren't very good. I do a lot of chasing for no return. You're better looking bloke than me. You might stand more chance, but the guilt and the heartache of knowing Sophie is with another man is awful. Don't fucking do it mate."
I had watched Mary as I talked to Tony, her face fell.
"Then why don't you stop it? surely there are some sort of rules you have both agreed to."
"Yes there is. I told Sophie I wanted to stop a few months ago, that was one of the rules. Either of us could call a stop. She told me she didn't want to." He took a deep breath as if to gather himself.
"She said she would make sure I was more satisfied at home, that's never been a problem for me. Playing around has worked to a certain extent. It's me thinking about her being with another bloke, he could be better than me and she would leave me for him. But she tells me that there is more to living with someone than just sex. It's the whole life thing and making love and sex is a small part of living together." That sounded familiar. "She didn't outright say it, but she sort of threatened me with a separation. She also hinted that whilst we were separated it would be classed as having free reign to do anything, no rules. So, I sucked it up, but she knows I'm not happy. Next week she's planning to set me up with one of her girlfriends. Hey, it's not Mary is it?" I looked up at her, tears were pouring from her eyes and she was shaking her head vigorously.
"Not as far as I know, but if Mary does turn up you tell her the divorce papers will be waiting for her when she gets home." Mary was still vigorously shaking her head.
Tony carried on. "Okay mate if that happens will do. I wish I had your guts." There was another pause. "Can I assume that as it's you asking the question Mary knows about it?"
"Yes mate, I gather it kind if slipped out when they met a bloke when they were out for a drink. Sorry."
You could almost hear the cogs going over in Tony's head.
"Look, let's go for a beer next week and we can talk about it. Maybe meet up for a round of golf next Sunday?" I said.
"Make it Saturday afternoon, we can have a round of golf and possibly make it a long night. I could do with talking to somebody who knows about it. It's been a bugger keeping this to myself, although it looks like Sophie hasn't stuck to the rules when she told Mary. We weren't supposed to let this get out, it's supposed to be between me, her and the people we have sex with." He paused. I was about to say something to fill the void when he said. "Thinking about it, now I know she has broken that rule it could be my leverage to stop it. I might have to keep an eye out for her going behind my back though."
"Listen, if she's broken that rule what other rules has she broken?"
"You're right mate, I hadn't thought of that. If she's told Mary, who else has she told? There are other rules. We're not supposed to do it with people we know. I've not seen any pitying or smug looks, so I don't think that's happened, maybe she has done it with somebody from her work because that's not allowed either. Never the same person twice, that can start to breed affection."
"When Sophie was talking to Mary, she did say the return runs are fun."
Mary's mouth just dropped open and she mouthed 'I never said that'.
Tony came back. "Shit if that's true, that's more than one rule she's broken."
"Look mate how do you know she's not sleeping with the same bloke, do you know who they are?" I was hoping he did and that would narrow down my search, but I was to be disappointed.
"No, no I don't want to bump into somebody walking around town that I know has shagged my wife. There's no way of finding out who she's sleeping with without breaking more rules. Shit, she could be having a long-term affair."
I always thought he was a switched-on bloke, why would he not see the possibilities of her breaking the rules? Perhaps he was too trusting, and why would Sophie break the rules by telling Mary about the open marriage, maybe she got complacent, or did she want to drag us into their lifestyle?
"Does she have anything planned, you could start to follow her. I could give you a hand." I looked at Mary. She was aghast at that. She realised that was another ploy of mine to find out who she had spent the night with. It probably wouldn't work because she would phone Sophie and tell her not to do reruns.
"Thanks mate, I'm not sure. I don't know, I need some time to get my head around all this. Bloody hell when I saw your name pop up, I thought you wanted a round of golf not a round of fucking up my life." There was a sick humour in his voice.
"Sorry mate."
For once today I had no words, the silence hung heavy. Tony carried on. "Perhaps you can come up with some ideas when we have a beer next week. Tell you what, I'll book a table for dinner for the two of us at 7:00 in the Golf Club, or would you prefer the Rugby Club?"


"No better make it the Golf Club. We need to talk and it's too busy at the Rugby Club, and anyway, we would probably drown our sorrows and get pissed."
"Okay, I'll book it, see you then mate. You've given me a few things to think about."
I agreed and hung up.
I looked at Mary. There were tears pouring from her face, she looked at me and said quietly. "I never said she had reruns."
"But has she? What did she tell you?" I was only guessing, after Sophie had broken one rule, she might break others.
She sighed heavily. "Her words were 'given enough time a revisit doesn't count as doing it again with the same person'."
"I obviously don't know the full set of rules they have but that is certainly not in the spirit. I don't think you should see Sophie again if we stay together."
"No, no, no I don't want a divorce, and I don't want an open marriage. I never did; that's not on the cards. I will ditch Sophie now, never speak to her again. You can check my phone, anything. She's told Tony so many lies that I can't trust her. If she lies to her husband, what would you do to a friend? No, I'm ditching her now."
"Okay, do not warn her that she might get followed or not to do revisits, but I suspect she is going to be a free agent to do what she likes soon."
"I hope not, she really does love Tony, it's just a bit of excitement for her." She paused. "Can I make one call to her to suggest she stops if she wants to stay married. I'm not sure what to say yet but when I do you can listen in."
I nodded.
"Here is my phone, I haven't changed the passcode, you can check it anytime." She offered it to me, I shook my head, I did not need to see it. I had checked it when she left it behind.
So, had she deleted all the messages and emptied the bin, or had there been no electronics and it was all arranged verbally? That was another clue.
I listened in as she spoke to Sophie. She told her that the night was shit. Her words, and that it looked like she was getting divorced. She told Sophie that Tony and I had talked, and what about and that Tony would probably work out she had been lying to her husband. She suggested that she stop the open marriage if she loved Tony like she said she did. She went on how she loved Tony and would think about it. She still offered revenge sex. That was against the rule of not someone they know. Mary told her she was blocking her and did not want to talk to her again, ever. Then she hung up.
Then I was nasty, really nasty. "If we split up, she'll be a good source of cock for you. You may have to unblock her phone number."
She went on again that she didn't want to divorce or an open marriage. That drew a simple reply. "When you slept with another man you gave up that choice."
It was quiet for a while then I asked the question. "How did you meet him? Why, was I not good enough, did you want more from the games we played?"
"Sorry my love, I just wanted the one night with the man Sophie introduced me to about a month ago. I did not realise she was setting me up until a couple of weeks ago." She looked down. "Sorry sweetheart, but I know this man, that's why I can't tell you who it is. I was so wrong, so very wrong"
"One of our friends then? I never thought you would do that to me, that is definitely divorce."
"No, I didn't. That would get out too easily and anyway I don't like them like that. They are good friends but not like that."
I needed to think, so I made coffee. It was a ploy to give me time to think. She knew him, if she knew him, I would know him unless it was somebody from work. No electronic messages, so this planning had to be done face to face. Looks like someone from her work after all. I thought back, who had she been talking about and had stopped. Nobody I could think of. Who had started in the company recently that I knew about. The only one that I could think of was the CFO's son. He had joined the company after leaving a similar one and was doing the round of sections learning the job, but surely not? There are probably other new starters that I wasn't aware of. It could be one of Sophie's cast offs and she knew him through her, maybe one of Sophie's work mates?
"Sophie told you it was worth risking your marriage for one night stand with a sex God?"
She stood up and went to pour herself some coffee. Was she using this time to get her lies in order or just to sort out what she was going to say?
It was my turn to hold my hand up as she opened her mouth. "I used the ploy of making a drink to give me time to think. I hope you have not used it to come up with a bunch of lies that I might believe or understand."
"No sweetie if I lie to you, you'll definitely use that piece of paper I was just getting my thoughts together." She took a long sip of her coffee. "Firstly, I was never going to suggest an open marriage. Sophie did tell me that the person she introduced me to was very good and it would be exciting. Her little dalliances lasted her for about two or three months before she went out again. It was the excitement, being chased, having a choice of lovers. She always went back to Tony refreshed. But I knew I couldn't risk that. It would have to be a one off. She knows us both quite well and she was absolutely sure that you would be angry, very angry but would get over it, and if you wanted revenge fuck, she would offer herself." She took another sip of her coffee. A thought crossed my mind about Sophie and Tony's rules, no one they know, that was another rule Sophie was prepared to break. I would let Tony know that snippet.
"Looks like neither of you knew me as well as you thought." I said.
Mary carried on. "If you wanted that I could not deny you and Sophie is safe, good looking and I would trust you. I told her that will be up to you. Looking back, I can see how she swayed me. I will admit the man is very good looking, very charismatic, he carries a room. He looks at everybody and smiles, nods as if making a personal contact with you in a crowded room. He has that charm. He can look around a room, smile and put everybody at ease, he has that knack."
Hang on, how does she know that?
I needed time to think. I was honest with her. "I need to think, I'm going to wash the car."
"Shall I..." was as far as she got before the look I gave her made her stop talking. "I will get the washing done, what do you fancy for tea?"
"I don't know, I'm probably not going to be very hungry. I might get a takeout."
"Okay, let me know what you want." She went into the other room and came back with her phone. Holding it out to me she said. "Here take this, then you will know I have not phoned anyone." We did not have a landline.
"No, I trust you to keep your word from here on in, including marriage vows and you will not warn Sophie."
She leaned up and kissed my cheek, she was crying again as I went to the garage to get the washing kit.
I had to occupy myself. I did not think, just kept myself occupied. It kept me busy until halfway through the afternoon.
After Tea
Tea was just beans on toast, it was about all I could face. I did have a beer.
"So tell me why not just go behind my back and fuck your boyfriend?"
She pulled herself up, it looked to me like she was expecting this question. "I know you will still consider it unfaithful even if I tell you before. But to go behind your back and get caught would be much worse. I firmly believe we can work through what I have done, and if you will not forgive me, which I hope you will, that you can live with it. I will make it up to you for the rest of my life and I am not just talking sex here. If I had gone behind your back and got caught there would be no forgiveness."
"Why did you think you would get caught, will he go bragging to his work mates, let me know he has fucked my wife. If you had gone out at 6 and back home by 11, I would have been none the wiser if you had told me you were going out for a drink with the girls from work or Sophie."
She carried on looking at me. "I couldn't, there is a company party in a few weeks and had you asked about the night they would have denied going out. I could have worked out something with Sophie, but it got too difficult, and that would have been going behind your back. I didn't want that risk."
Risk again!
"So, you will not lie to your friends, but you will your husband by not telling me who he is, lying by omission."
"Sorry, I don't see it like that, I was protecting you and them. It wouldn't be fair on them or him."
Her face changed, why would it not be fair on him? What did she mean by that?
I thought I would tone down my approach to see what other information I could get.
"I suppose you went for dinner before your assignation?"
"Yes, but it wasn't a romantic place, he wanted a nice quiet Italian he knows, Mario's, quite exclusive. I wanted something more normal; we went to a restaurant in Halstow."
"Was it nice?"
"Yes, the sort of place we would like."
I was going to be snide and comment that we could not use it now that she and her lover had been there, but I kept my trap shut.
Halstow was not far away, a quiet village on the edge of town, about 15 minutes away, how did they get there?
"Did he drive, I hope he was safe. It would look bad if you had an accident."
"No, he arranged a limo, it had tinted windows. We did not want to be seen; we needed to be discreet."
So, has he got a flash recognisable car? Just another bit of information.
"Where was the hotel? I bet it was not some flea pit."
"No, it was an Airbnb, down by the river. It was very smart, again discreet. We couldn't be seen together."
"Why, he is not married or were you scared your family or friends would see you out with another man and ask questions you could not answer."
"Well yes that, and not to rub your face in it, we had to be discreet."
There was more to this than she was letting on. She had used the word 'discreet' 3 times in the last few sentences. Could it be someone from her work? It was looking more likely. I would have to open my mind up to that. Surely, she would not be that stupid? Well maybe, she was. She was stupid enough to think I would put up with this. Another bit of information to store away.
"What did you talk about, not us I hope?"
She was calming down. "No, he went on about his childhood, Uni, what he got up to in his gap year. His plans for the company." A look of worry flashed across her face. "His company, he has his own company."
I noticed her hesitation.
"What company?"
"I'm not telling you, it will help you find him."
"Well, I hope his plans don't include you?"
"No, this was a one off, it's too risky and anyway I don't want to. Once, the experience was enough. He was go..."
"Whoa, I do not want to hear a word about what it was like. I have enough problems with what you did as it is."
"I wasn't going to. I will never talk about it."
"Did you talk about us?"
"No, only me, well I did tell him we had 2 children and my long-term plan is to become a grandmother." I was sure that was going to happen, but probably not with me beside her. She carried on. "I did not talk about us, just me before I met you." So, she had a bit of a conscience. "He did most of the talking, he was a bit full of himself."
That snippet would help.
This conversation had been quite civilised. She looked sad but did not cry. We sat watching the telly, I have no idea what was on.
"What did you mean pride cometh before the fall?"
"Oh, that is quite simple you are proud of everything we have built. A home for the children, a good marriage, wonderful children, good jobs. At a rough guess you are going to have nothing to be proud of by the time this is done. No marriage, I know how much you love this house, proud of what we've done with it, brought 2 children up in it. It will have to go. The children may not talk to you. Not sure about your parents." I saw an opening to do hurt, some of the pain I had felt, I was slightly ashamed of myself when I said. "There will be nothing left of your former life to be proud of, maybe just your job, much warmth and comfort that will give you."
I saw her eyes flicker the mention of her job. Why would her job be affected unless was there another clue to who he was?
Mary ran upstairs tears pouring from her eyes. That would have hurt she was sometimes insufferably proud what we had achieved together. Well, there will be nothing left to be proud of. Mary went to bed. She did not ask to sleep with me.
Sunday.
More tea and toast for breakfast, I was getting sick of toast even with brown bread.
I started again, in a gentle voice. "Let me get this right. You consider sex a small but very important part of marriage. Yes?"
She nodded.
"And the bulk of marriage is all the other things, living together, holidays, house, children that sort of stuff?"
"Not quite the way I would have put it but, yes that's it." She had a worried look on her face. "But from your question, you don't see it as simple as that, is there more?"
Tears were forming in her eyes again.
"Yes, there are other things too. Like trust and honesty, and you have just blown those out of the water, because how can I trust you to be honest with me now? You did this once, if you liked it, even if you didn't you might want more. So, no, the trust is gone. When you talk about those things, living together, the holidays, the house and children, and let's not forget the future grandchildren, how can I trust that you are being honest with me.
"You have admitted you have lied to me, but how do I know it was only by omission? You could be lying about other things like there was a romantic candle lit dinner in Mario's, there was passion, it was making love, and it was not 'just sex' as you put it. You knowingly fell asleep in his arms, you did have a 3 o'clock fuck to bring me sloppy seconds and walk into our marital home with another man's sperm leaking from your cunt."
That stopped the crying, her mouth just hung open at what I had just said. She certainly never saw all that from that point of view. I was pretty sure she had done none of those things, never mind.
She closed her mouth, and the tears started again.
"I'm going for a walk, and no you cannot come with me, I really need to think. Tell me his name or we are done." With that I walked out, she has plenty to think about.
I walked for hours.
What had I learned from my chats with Mary? Some of this was supposition.
He likes Italian food and the restaurant he wanted to go to was quite exclusive and expensive, so money may not be a problem? He could have been flashing out to get her into bed.
He may have a recognisable car so did not want to be seen, is that why they used a Limo, that would not be cheap?
They used an Airbnb, much more discreet than a hotel.
It was not a friend of ours, of that I was certain.
No electronic messages or telephone calls out of the ordinary that I could find. It had to be someone she had personal contact with.
She had met him before and was aware that he 'carried a room' therefore, she had been to a meeting with him. It could be a contractor supplying her company with parts, or a company they supplied parts for. Only one of those companies were local. That may need looking into. Sex for spares, I don't think so.
He was one of Sophie's dalliances, probably more than once over several months, so he more than likely was reasonably local.
It seemed imperative that it was kept quiet. I was pretty certain she would not do it again and risk what she thought we had left of a marriage. Therefore, there must be another risk she was afraid of.
Why did she not want his family involved, was it a religious thing or was there more than one person involved, and it could hurt the whole family. He did not have a wife.
To bastardise Sir Arthur Conan-Doyle's well known phrase. "Once you have eliminated all the possible only the impossible or improbable remains.
It was someone from her work!
The CFO's son had joined the company about 9 months ago. Wetherby, I had a name to look up. There may be other possibilities at her work or the other company, but he would do for a start.
It crossed my mind that she could lie to me to protect him.
But I needed confirmation. I had no intention of spending some time at His Majesty's Pleasure and certainly not for the wrong person if I got caught. Simple answer to that, do not get caught.
I found myself outside a pub on the far side of town. I phoned Tony and asked if he wanted a beer and a chat. He turned up 10 minutes later. I told him most of the story, but I really wanted to tell him about Sophie offering herself to me as a revenge fuck and about if enough time had elapsed it did not count as a rerun.
Tony was almost happy. He felt with my revelations he had enough to stop the open marriage thing. He told me had a plan that she either stopped or he divorced her and he would get the house. He added he was relying on her love for him. It all seemed a bit risky to me, but he knew her better than I did.
I walked back home, happy that one of us had a plan.
Mary was emptying the washing machine when I got there, she saw me and put the kettle on, the teapot was ready. She sat down at the kitchen table.
I walked over to the kettle and turned it off and got two beers from my beer fridge, I gave her one. She hates the taste of my beer.
"Why won't you tell me his name?"
She pulled herself up as if she was expecting that question and had an answer. "I love you and I can see now you will go after him. I don't want you to go to prison. You can go down for years if you beat him up. Then he or his friends will still come for you and you might get hurt, and that would be my fault. He doesn't want it getting out that we had a night together, and if you know his name you might tell people and that would damage his reputation. If I tell you his name you will understand why."
There was no 'might tell people'.
"So tell me his name so I do understand."
She just shook her head gently as she looked me in the face.
I returned the look with disgust. "So you are putting his reputation before our marriage." That was not quite what she said, but I carried on. "What is he, some sort of mafia hitman or a drug lord's assassin? I don't think we have many of those in our little Dorset town."
I took a drink of my beer. "He would only come after me if he knew it was me that did it, would you tell him?"
"No never!" She seemed genuinely aghast that I would even suggest that she would do such a thing.
"If he has been shagging you, what other men's wives has he been shagging? It could be any of us, even Tony. So blow that out your arse, that is a crap excuse." I reached across and took the paper. "I am going to the Post Office to post this.".
She reached across and grabbed my wrist. "No, please wait."
I might go to prison if I got caught, first offence, maybe not, just do not get caught. Some of the stories of a husband's revenge on Literotica may need investigating to see if they were feasible. I liked the bow and arrow one and the air rifle with dieseled pellet that the MC took out the genitals of the man trying to seduce his wife. He used rodent pellets designed to tear up flesh. That sounded good. Maybe a catapult and ball bearings, they would be silent. They all sounded sort of feasible.
"If I tell you, will you stop the divorce?"
No, we were done. But If I said no, she would have no reason to tell me his name.
I picked up the divorce petition. "I will tear this up."
It did not matter; it was only a copy. The original had been submitted electronically.
"Do you promise, really promise not to hurt him, physically, mentally and that includes getting him sacked and telling his family."


"So, still putting him before our marriage." I stood up with the divorce paper in my hand.
But more snippets there, why would his family be concerned?
"Look, I know I am asking you to promise not to hurt him, and this is going to sound very hypocritical, but I will take the hit. How can I believe your promises? I've just proved to you that I did not uphold my promise at our wedding and I betrayed you, so can I trust you not to break your promise not to hurt him?"
She had me in a quandary, because that was exactly what I intended to do. I sat down again. She had opened the door on breaking promises, I was going to close it. I had to think about an answer. "It's down to trust, I can see where you're coming from. I understand your concerns, you will just have to trust me, if you can't do that then to sign the piece of paper." She did not need to sign it, I was making a point. She broke her promise to me, and I was about to break my promise to her, she had betrayed my trust, and I was going to betray hers. But I had to agree if I wanted to confirm who I thought it was.
She looked at me with pleading eyes. "Please Dave, I need to tell him I am telling you, can you give me until tomorrow night. I need to think about how I get you back, I didn't realise how much I'd screwed up. I knew you would be angry, very angry at me, but I was certain your love for me would carry us through, I was wrong."
"No! Still putting him before us."
She looked at me desperately. "What can I do to make this right?"
I wanted to give her some hope. "Tell me his name or we are done, but for now, and this is going to be painful for you, very painful. You phone your parents and the children and tell them what you did."
Her face fell. "No, no please, not that."
"Okay then, I will leave, and I will tell them. I have a bag packed." I stood up. I fibbed, I did have a bag packed. It was hers. I was not leaving.
"Alright, I'll do it".
I offered her an olive branch. "When you do tell them, they're going to ask you if I'm divorcing you. You can tell them we're working our way through it."
She looked up at me and smiled. "Really, can we work our way through this?"
"I don't know, I really don't know myself, but definitely not without a name. I don't want you pulling out all the stops. Sexy underwear, kinkiness, blowjobs in the morning, favourite foods and we carry on as normal if you keep his name from me. Oh, you had better get tested for STD's. And make sure you take that pill, being a single mother would not be easy."
I was rubbing it in.
"I'll get the tests done. He showed me a letter stating he was clear. It was dated 2 weeks ago. Yes, I know he could have had sex with somebody else in those 2 weeks, but I was trying to be as responsible as I could under the situation."
My anger came to the surface. "Go fuck yourself, there is no way on this earth what you did was responsible." I stood up and looked down at her, I could feel my face go red. "You plan two or three weeks ahead to have a night out with a man you meet at Sophie's request, you find out you know him. You endanger your health by unprotected sex, you buy a new dress which you throw away. You have the gall to use lingerie you bought for me for a special occasion. Okay, it does not matter that it is not my favourite, you bought it for me and you used it for somebody else. Nowhere in there is that you being responsible and if you think it is this piece of paper goes in now." I walked towards the living room to get an envelope. Mary leapt around the table and grabbed hold of my arm.
"No please, that came out all wrong. You're right that wasn't responsible, I thought it was at the time. Please give me until I come home tomorrow, I want to warn him I am telling you his name. I promise if will tell you then"
"No! Fuck off." I tried to pull away from her. "I have had enough of this shilly-shallying around. Right, there is one way to save your marriage, but you have one chance, and it is right here, right now. Choose him or our marriage. Who is he?"
She collapsed back onto the chair. Looking up at me. "Please..."
"Name or I walk out for good."
"Claude Wetherby, the CFO's son."
That's all the confirmation I needed. And everything was still being recorded on my laptop as had much pretty well the whole weekend, just audio, that was all I needed
Her whole demeanour changed. Her face, her body language. It was as if a huge weight had been lifted off her shoulders.
"Sorry, I thought about what you said before you went for a walk. I never looked at it from how you would see it. I thought because you love me you will let me do it just this once, if not forgive me then live with it whilst I make it up to you. I didn't see it from your point of view." She took my head in her hands, looked me straight in the eyes through her tears and said. "I'm sorry I hurt you, I'm sorry for having sex with another man, for betraying you, your trust and your love."
Pointing to the envelope in my hand she said. "Please, you said you would tear that up." I did. It would make no difference, it was already emailed in and paid for. That would hurt her later.
She paused. "Now, would you be so kind as to pass me my phone. I have some calls to make."
I passed her, her phone. She had a very painful hour. As soon as she had finished on the phone with Julie, she immediately phoned me. I just told her I would get back to her later. She asked if there was any chance we would stay together? I just backed up what Mary said. The same happened with Jack and both sets of parents it was only late afternoon and I could see she was worn out. I suggested she go to bed for an hour. I had stuff to do around the house, and I wanted to do some research into Mr Wetherby.
"Can we make it through this?" she asked.
"What was the last thing I said to you before you ran out the back door leaving me standing here? What did I say in the text? It is still on your phone. Do you want to read it again to remind yourself?"
She lost all colour in her face. I think she realised the divorce was still on.
"Can I use our bed please?"
Again, I relented. "Yes, but only during the day, you sleep in Julie's room at night."
She dragged herself upstairs and I heard her flop on the bed. I went online and started investigating Wetherby. I searched her company website and there he was staring me in the face. He had joined a company after leaving university doing business and electronic studies and recently joined Bright Electronics. There was no mention of him being the CFO's son. He was a good-looking bloke. I could see why he would be attractive to women. It went into some history and the bugger was some sort of martial arts expert. There were pictures of him in martial arts whites with some trophies. That would make a revenge attack difficult. I had done kickboxing years ago. I was a little bit out of practice, well a lot. I stood up and swung my legs and arms around a bit. Yeah, the moves are still there, they were powerful but inaccurate. Right, no dark alleys from now on unless they were of my choosing.
I let her sleep for a couple of hours then took up a cup of tea. She sat up in bed and drank it. I watched her as she got out of bed naked, she was looking good. But trust me nothing stirred. She gave me a hug, and she whispered in my ear. "Are we going to be alright?"
To be honest I wasn't really sure, she had done everything I asked. She was truly remorseful. But I don't know, I was honest with her. I pushed her back by the shoulders and looked her in the face I said. "I don't know it's not just the sex with another man, it's how you've been going around keeping things from me and you didn't willingly give me his name."
What was left of the day I spent on the phone to the family. Jack offered to bring his cricket bat home, I had my own, although I had not used it in years. Mary made dinner. It wasn't very good. She sat there often crying to herself. I had a little bit of sympathy for her, but she brought this on herself trusting in my love for her and a revenge fuck with her friend Sophie.
Monday
Breakfast was quiet the following morning she did not sleep in Julie's room and I had not got the heart to wake her. As I left for work she said to me "Keep your phone to hand. I will let you know what's happening."
It was half past nine when I got a text. 'Resigned.' was all it said, attached was a picture of her resignation letter. She did not give a reason. It was nearly one o'clock when I got another text message. 'Told him, he's angry he said it wasn't what we agreed. I was not supposed to tell you. It was supposed to be a secret between the two of us. Be careful, I have never seen him this angry.'
I was still confused as to why she wanted to warn him before she told me. Probably so he could find a way of keeping his job. I had the email written and attached some audio clips, it was ready to go to Bright's head of HR.
The Confrontation
I was late leaving work. I wanted to clear my desk of a few things and have a word with some of the lads on the garage floor before they changed shifts in case I had to take a few days off or I worked from home. It was just getting dusk.
I took Mary's warning about Weatherby to heart.
I looked around the car park, my car was on the far side as I was late in. I pondered how to get to it. People were moving around, the car park was a little busy as it was shift change over. That was good.
I decided to walk along the centre of the driveways away from where people could leap out on me from behind cars. I had to move aside occasionally to let cars pass. I was wary. I was not far from my car when three figures detached themselves from a dark corner and walked towards me, not to the factory entrance. Three of them. Shit this was going to hurt.
I backed down between two cars, a silver SUV to my left and a low white thing to my right. Both were reversed in. They could only come at me one at a time. I tried to flex my muscles having been sitting at my desk most of the day. One of them walked up to me. He was wearing a hoodie, but he was wearing a balaclava underneath it. People wearing a hoodie was not unusual these days, but a balaclava and a hoodie, this was not good.
He took up a stance and stepped forward swinging his right arm down in some sort of martial arts move. He bumped into the SUV's mirror and broke it off. That seemed to deflect him. I managed to block his right arm but did not see the left coming at me and it caught me on the side of the head. I felt no pain.
I stepped back, I grabbed hold of the roof rails on the SUV, supported my other side on the white car and swung my left leg up aiming for his face, it only got as far as his chest, he staggered a bit and managed to grab hold of my foot. I thought I saw him smile just before the sole of my right shoe smashed into his face.
He grunted and he let go of my foot as his hands rushed to his face. The SUV's car alarm had gone off. What a bloody good idea. I slid back to the rear wheel arch of the little white car and lifted it. That car alarm went off as well. That seemed to unnerve the other two big blokes behind him. All pretence was gone and with both hands out he rushed me. His chest was wide open and my legs are longer than his arms, hanging into the SUV again my right foot slammed into his chest. He fell over backwards taking the mirror off the white car. I heard a crack as his head hit the floor.
For the first time his mates could see what was happening and I could see people heading our way, phones out. At least one of them had it to his ear. I hoped they were calling the Police.
One of the two stepped over his mate on the floor whilst the other grabbed hold of the hoodie and tried to pull him away. The one standing in front of me has a baseball bat, he swung that at me, I aimed a kick at his left knee. I was aiming for the kneecap but missed and caught him just below it, but it worked, he howled, let go of the bat before it got to me, he fell backwards onto his mate on the floor. He scrambled away, pushing the bloke trying to pull the one on the floor away.
By now a crowd was gathering. The two left standing decided to leave, they quickly pushed through the crowd and ran, and one was hobbling very badly.
I saw our security guards rushing towards us. I leaned down and I pulled the balaclava off. It was, as I suspected, Wetherby. This would put the cat among the pigeons. I got my phone out and took a picture of the idiot lying on the floor and sent it to Mary. 'Looks like he's been found out now, your boyfriend paid me a visit, didn't work out well for him.' There was blood all over his face.
I sat down, people were checking Wetherby and stopping the blood from his nose. I thought to myself, obviously all that university education did not teach him any common sense or perhaps he had common sense and let his anger override him. On the other hand, maybe he 'wanted a word' to warn me off telling his work.
It was too late, the email was timed to go out at 7 tomorrow morning to be there when Bright Electronics HR got in tomorrow.
It did not take long for the police to get here, the ambulance was a few minutes behind them. Just behind them was Mary. This could be interesting. She didn't even glance his way as she threw herself at me past the Policeman that was asking me what happened. She was sobbing. "I'm sorry, I didn't know he would do this, I did warn you he was angry."
There were more policemen around than you could shake a stick at. I counted at least seven police cars, I lost count at ten police officers, because they kept on moving around and they all looked similar. They appeared to be taking copies of videos from the guys who'd watched us but most then would only have caught the latter half. The one that looked to be in charge walked towards me. "Mr Mitchell we have lots of video evidence from your work colleagues which we have not checked yet and they say you were attacked, we also have the CCTV from your security office, we have not checked that yet either. Do you know who he is and why he would do this?"
"Yes, he is Claude Wetherby, he works at Bright's Electronics. He is the son of the CFO. He and my wife had sex the other night. She told me he wanted it kept quiet because the company has a morals clause and anybody caught having sex with another person in the company gets sacked. My wife warned me today that he was very angry."
There was lots of scribbling in a notebook.
"I believe he came here to convince me not to report him to the company HR, he would have lost his job."
The policeman closed his notebook and told me they would be in contact and drive carefully on the way home. It seemed that was it.
Mary was an absolute mess. We took my car home and left hers there, she was not fit to drive. I would not need to send my recordings to Bright's HR. I am sure it will all come out now. The next few days at her work are going to be interesting. But so was my life moving forward.
We got home. Neither of us were hungry. Mary was falling asleep. I helped her to bed, our bed. I went and sat downstairs. Tea, coffee or beer. None of those would help me think, but beer was easier.
She was correct, a marriage was more than making love and having sex, no matter how kinky it was. There was trust and honesty too.
I sat and thought. I told her I would divorce her if she went ahead with her plan. And I don't like to break my word. She was truly remorseful, and I did love her.
What do I do next?
Part 2 is the story from Mary's side of the story. In Part 2 there is a lot of repetition so it will be submitted for publishing one week after this one comes out. There is also a Part 3, but it won't be in LW. Yes, I know in the real world most husbands or wives would leave in this situation. But this is not the real world and that would be a very short story.
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This is one of my Hotel Confrontation series.
Sometimes the cheaters are good at hiding their affair or it could just be a platonic relationship and there is nothing going on? They might give clues away but getting confirmation of the affair can be very difficult if they are good, until they make a mistake.
There is very little new in literotica especially in the LW theme this is no different, please enjoy the journey. We all know wives are not this stupid, there may be one or two but without those fictional characters, we writers would not have stories to wend our tales around.
This is fiction as described in the Oxford English Dictionary. It is not real folks.
My name is Dan and I was with my new friend Geraldine. We were behind the hotel reception facing away from the counter, trying to look busy, just shuffling paper around.
This was not our normal jobs, we were waiting to surprise family, a bit of a lark. I was a car mechanic in Hungerford, Geraldine owned two beauty salons, one in Hungerford and one in Marlborough which is probably why we were in Newbury 12 miles the other way down the A4.
It gave me time to think about how I, as a car mechanic got to be standing here.
It's not a long story.
My family moved to Hungerford when I was 13 because my Dad changed jobs. I played for the school football team and then when I left school I played for the local amateur team. I wasn't bad, I'm still not too bad. That was where I met Carly's Dad, he was, and still is the town coach. I met Carly just after that, I thought she was nice, but that was it. Anyway, I didn't want to mess with the coach's daughter. She was 16 I was 17. We hung around at the football club with a lot of other kids our age.
I did a bit of running around, you know what young lads do, cars, beer and girls. But nothing serious on the girl front. On my 21st birthday, which we were celebrating in the football club, Carly slid up to me and said. "Daniel, now you're all grown up, it's about time you took me out." Well, we both stopped running around. Neither of us were virgins. Back then Carly had a job in a supermarket stacking shelves and I had finished my apprenticeship as a motor mechanic in a local garage. We had known each other for ages. No one was surprised when we let it be known we were an item, it almost seemed natural.
We went out for a year then we moved into a flat for a year and then we got married. That was quite a long celebration in the football club. Time rolled on and four years later we nearly had enough savings for a deposit on a house. Carly was now a supervisor at the supermarket and I was workshop foreman of the garage I worked in.
We had a hiccup about a year ago. There was a new manager posted into the supermarket. Carly kept on going on about him. After a few weeks I noticed a few things. Instead of going to work in jeans and a sweatshirt she was going in a skirt and smarter tops with a little bit of makeup. When I asked her about it she just said she got fed up with looking frumpy, I could sort of see that, that was like her. But I became suspicious when I saw she wasn't eating much some evenings. Nothing else seemed to be out of place, I looked. One day I popped into the store to see her. I couldn't find her on the shop floor, so I asked one of the ladies if she knew where Carly was. She told me she was on her lunch break, with a smirk she said that she was probably taking it in the pub over the road with her manager, Ralph. She added that was something they did two or three times a week.
I only asked that lady because I thought she was one of Carly's friends. That worried me a little.
I walked into the pub to see Carly sitting with a man. I assumed he was Ralph. They were sitting close to each other and leaning inwards. Ralph's hand was resting on hers, she didn't move it away. She was smiling. That did not go down well with me. I took a picture of them holding hands and leaning in before I walked up to them.
They instantly sprang apart. "Hello Carly, would you like to introduce me to your boyfriend. I can see why the skirt instead of jeans and makeup now, he's quite good looking," then I thought I'd have a little dig. "If a little effeminate." Well, he was. There was a lot of spluttering and through the spluttering came out all the excuses. 'It's not what it looks like. We were just discussing business, there's a chance of promotion.' I had stopped listening and walked out. Carly chased after me. "Please come back and talk. We can explain." She grabbed hold of my arm. I shrugged her off. "No, go back to your boyfriend. I've got to go back to work, looks like I'm buying a house on my own." Carly stood there with her mouth open. I stormed off. I went back to work. It was obvious I was in a bad mood when I got there. The boss dragged me into his office and asked me what was wrong. So, I told him. He convinced me not to go off half-cocked and to get her side of the story, but to be skeptical.
It was an interesting chat over the kitchen table that night. She swore to me that nothing was going on. Ralph was married with a little girl and was in line to become the store manager, and she said he had spotted the potential in her as a supervisor to become a manager and he was grooming her for the position to replace him if he got the store manager's job. That's why they went out to talk about it, and not to be overheard as he was teaching her about people management and how to deal with awkward customers. Ralph had suggested she dress smarter and wear a little makeup so she would look more the part of a manager. It was vaguely plausible, she tried to convince me nothing had happened, nor was going to. She loved me. Then I pulled up the photo of him touching her hand. "What part of grooming for management includes your boss holding your hand."
She ignored my comment and went on. I would not forget that she didn't answer me. She pointed out it would be good with the increase in wages because we had planned for a family next year.
"How many times a week do you go out to dinner with him?" I asked.
"Just once a week."
"I don't believe you." Remembering what the lady in the store told me. I stood up saying. "I think you're lying to me I'm going to pop down to the store and ask around."
"Wait!" She sounded panicked. "Three times a week, Monday, Tuesday and Thursdays, it's relatively quiet then. Sorry, I didn't want you to get the wrong idea."
I glared at her. "Don't lie to me again! Now tell me, what idea would I get? You dress up, wear make up and have lunch together 3 times a week with your boss and then I find you holding hands with him." I took a breath. "Why did you not tell me about this plan of you and your boyfriends' for promotion, why keep it a secret from your husband. What other lies are you telling me?"
"He's not my boyfriend!" She almost shouted at me, then went on in a quieter tone. "I wanted it to be a surprise for you when I got the job. And, well, I might not get it and you'd be disappointed in me."
I left it at that for now.
It was the following day when Ralph turned up at the garage and asked to speak to me. He apologised for what had been happening and was sorry how it looked and there was nothing going on. Well, he'd say that wouldn't he. He was only touching her hand as she had answered a question correctly about customer relations. She must have told him I brought up the hand holding thing. He used almost exactly the same words as Carly. I found that slightly suspicious. He wanted her to look the part, he was teaching her the nuances of staff and customer management. That doesn't take 3 times a week, for what I gather was about 3 months, and anyway I thought, there'd be a course on that sort of stuff? I put on a brave face and accepted his apology and shook his hand. But I remember what my boss said and I decided to keep a close eye on things from now on.
I had no proof of anything happening. Had I driven it underground? Would they be more careful now? I had a problem, you don't just ditch someone you love because of what you think is happening. You need proof. I thought just dumping her would not go down well, nor be honest. Things returned to normal. I did notice Carly was more adventurous in the bedroom since my discovery of her and Ralph's 'teaching' sessions. I wasn't complaining.
I didn't tell her, but I kept an eye on her antics at work. I would pop into the store now and again with the excuse I was getting tea, coffee and sugar to the Garage tea bar. She had talked about Ralph when he first arrived and then stopped completely whilst she was being groomed. After the bust up she never mentioned him unless it was with other colleagues. I couldn't check all the time but when I did pop round to the store she was generally working. I tried a discreet word with some of her workmates, but nobody seemed to think there was anything apart from a bit of flirting. One of them mentioned that a few of the other workers had smartened themselves up after seeing Carly. They sort of guessed they were going for the promotion as well. There was either nothing going on between Carly and Ralph, or they got very good at hiding it.
I thought everything was going well, Carly dressed the same, she only talked about Ralph when there was something interesting to comment on, she stopped gushing about him like she had when he first arrived. Life carried on as normal and I was enjoying the more adventurous sex, she came up with things I had never suggested, when I asked her about it, she blamed it on store gossip with the other ladies.
Ralph got his promotion, and Carly was promoted into his slot. There was a function to celebrate their and some other events. That was when I and Geraldine noticed something. At that time I knew little of Geraldine. I knew she was Ralph's wife, they had one child, a girl 6 years old. She owned 2 hairdressing and beauty salons. One in Marlborough and one in Hungerford. And she looked stunning as you would expect.
At the function I noticed Ralph and Geraldine circulated talking to everyone, except us. Oh, he said hello and congratulated Carly, but it was all a bit perfunctory. It seemed odd.
The evening was well through when Carly excused herself and headed towards the toilet. I decided to use the opportunity to refresh our drinks and headed to the bar, whilst I was waiting my turn, then looking around I saw Geraldine standing on her own, a scan of the room and I couldn't see Ralph.
Then I realised that both sets of toilets were on the way to the main entrance and they could have slipped outside together, so I turned back towards the bar. I heard a voice next to me. "Dan, do you think something is going on between those two?" It was Geraldine. I was a bit stunned, but it had crossed my mind. "Your silence confirms you do."
"I, I don't know." I stammered.
"Well, I think there is. Would you meet me for a coffee in town on Monday and we can chat?" She handed me a card. "I can get away anytime, give me a call when you're available. I am going to go to the other side of the room. I don't want them to see us talking." She smiled at me and ordered a drink. I let her go before me. Mainly because I was gobsmacked.
Carly and Ralph returned but from different directions. Ralph would have had to go outside to return from the toilet and to come in where he did. I studied Carly as she walked up to me smiling. I could see nothing amiss. We ended the evening and despite the time when we got home, she rocked my world. I did wonder where that came from.
I met Geraldine in a coffee shop on Tuesday, I couldn't make it Monday. I almost didn't recognise her, she looked, well plain, pretty enough, but nothing like I saw at the party. The confusion must have shown on my face. She laughed. "It's a good way to stay hidden, people always expect me to look fully made up and gorgeous, being plain is a good disguise. I could even make you look good with a touch of make up." She laughed again at the look on my face, roughty toughty football car mechanic wearing make-up. Not going to happen.
I fetched us both a coffee and she asked me what I knew. I told her about Carly dressing up and wearing makeup for work which she hadn't done before. The two of them had lunch together 3 times a week for a few months and I caught them holding hands. I told her about the argument we had and since then I had seen nothing wrong apart from Ralph's attitude at the party and they disappeared at the same time with Ralph coming in a strange way. I didn't mention Carly's more adventurous streak in the bedroom.
Geraldine told me she didn't know about the lunch time meetings but she had noticed how he went on about a woman at work that he was grooming to take his place if he got promoted, then after a couple of months he suddenly stopped, then he started working longer shifts. I let her know Carly had not changed her working pattern as far as I knew. If she went out to work but didn't go into the store, I would probably never find out. Whilst she didn't think Ralph had cheated before, his attitude changed, she felt uncomfortable, something was wrong, but she couldn't put her finger on it. However, at the party she had seen Carly signal discreetly to Ralph and they both went to the toilet at the same time. That was when she decided to approach me to find out what I knew, if anything.
We were both worried now. We agreed to keep in contact with each other and share any information we found. We both said we would be more vigilant.
Carly didn't hide her phone or tablet, the passcodes hadn't changed. She freely let me use either if I asked. But if they were seeing each other at work there would be no need for electronic communication. A couple of times Geraldine contacted me and told me that Ralph had changed his shift pattern. I managed to get away from the garage and get to the store. A lot of people knew me and I asked where Carly was. Sometimes, not always, nobody seemed to know. I suppose in a big store it's quite easy to hide. On a couple of occasions, I asked her if she'd had a good day. Did she do anything strange out of the ordinary because I had popped in to see her and nobody knew where she was. Just after I finished saying that I asked her if Ralph had been working late with her. The first time I planned it that she was taking a sip of tea, she nearly choked. When I asked her the next time, she just blushed without replying. I made sure she wasn't drinking, I didn't want to get sprayed again.
I got a message from Geraldine saying that Ralph had cancelled his next late shift. Every time I brought something up, there seemed to be a change.
The big red flag came when Carly told me she was going on a course on how to handle difficult customers and basic people managing skills. The very thing that Ralph had been supposedly teaching her during their lunch time meetings. I asked her why she had to go in person; did they not do training by Zoom or Teams these days? She didn't answer. However, the next day she told me she asked the question at work and was told that they did role playing of awkward customers and that couldn't be done over Teams.
I let Geraldine know the dates. She told me that Ralph was planning to be away for those two days at a conference. That was when my sex life stopped, she was always tired or had a headache or she wasn't in the mood. That all changed on the Tuesday night before she went away, she almost killed me with love. It was as if she was denying me then let me have all I could take. She promised me when she got back at the weekend we would flush the pills and start the family.
I asked Carly where she was staying, who was going with her? She told me it was just her, nobody else from the shop and she was staying at a hotel which the head office had arranged in Welwyn Garden City. She'd let me know where it was when she got there. I didn't quiz her any further on that. I planned to track her phone. That was when Geraldine's business came into its own. Several of the people that worked in the store came into Geraldine's salon to have their hair done. Not all of them knew that Geraldine was married to Ralph, a little bit of gossiping and Geraldine digging on Ralph's phone soon got the details. They had booked a nice little hotel in Newbury.
In one of those strange quirks of fate I knew the owner of that hotel, he had a small chain of smart hotels in the area. Also, I was restoring his BMW 2002 Bauer Convertible, there weren't many of those around. Well, I did work for a garage that concentrated on German cars. I asked him a favour; he was not keen. Some gentle reminders of the bad reviews on X, Facebook, Trivago, Trip Advisor and any other media platform could do a lot of damage to the reputation of his hotel. He knew I had his treasured possession in my charge, not that it would get damaged, just that things might not move along as fast as he hoped. I might have problems sourcing some parts.
The hotel room was already paid for by Ralph's company so he wouldn't lose any money. Geraldine and I promised not to do any harm to his business whilst we were there. He agreed but promised he would be there to keep an eye on what happened.
I didn't want to take the blame for any of this in the football club, so my next thing was to get Carly's parents on side just in case there was an affair going on.
I made a point of arriving at the football club early for training and asked Carly's Dad if we could have a chat after training, alone. He looked worried, did he know something?
I didn't beat around the bush when we got together. I told him I thought Carly was going to have an affair with the chap who got her a promotion, maybe as a thank you. I let him know that I didn't think they had done the deed yet, as I had information from the manager's wife that it was planned for next Wednesday using a course as a reason for Carly to be away for 2 nights.
Actually, I was pretty certain they had done the deed, but there was no way I could prove it.
I told him I wanted Carly's mother and his help to intervene and by them being there it would shock her into not doing it again. The poor man was devastated that his daughter would step out on me. He asked for proof. I showed him the messages from Geraldine and told him if he was in the hotel he would see for himself and if nothing happened, he would see that as well and if that was the case I would pay for dinner that night. I told him I would give Carly a letter of separation to give us time to work things out before I went for a divorce. He liked that idea.
Later that evening Carly's Mum phoned me and let me know they would be there next Wednesday. She also let on that she had suspected something had changed in Carly, but she had no idea what it was and cheating on me never crossed her mind.
I asked her not to let on that I suspected something as it would only make them hide it better and I wanted to stop the affair starting by catching them booking into the hotel. I told her I hoped it was another woman and not Carly that Ralph was seeing. I also told her to suggest to Carly that we see a marriage guidance counsellor. That seemed to go down well.
The weekend was hell, Carly stayed out of my way. I tried to be intimate but was shut down again. Was she saving it all up for Ralph?
After Carly left for the course on Wednesday, I got her mother to come round and pack a lot of her clothes. I told her Carla was allowed into the house as long as I wasn't there whilst we sorted this out.
Geraldine and I were keeping an eye on the security cameras on the outside of the hotel. Both Carly's and Ralph's phones were either off or had the tracking turned off. We saw them walk in. We also saw an elderly couple stand up from the reception area and follow them to the counter.


As they approached the counter Geraldine and I swapped sides.
We heard the bell ring and turned together with smiles on our faces looking straight into the faces of our spouses. We smiled. Their jaws hit the countertop. But they would, seeing their respective husband and wife looking back at them. This was going to be an interesting evening.
Carly's legs gave way, the elderly gentleman behind her stepped forward and took her arm to support her before she collapsed completely on the floor. Ralph was of no use, he stood there with his mouth open. Carly, having been brought up correctly, looked at the man to thank him but all she said was "Dad!" With that her legs gave way completely and her father could no longer hold her. Carly's mother stepped up, we couldn't see from our side of the counter we heard a gentle slapping. All we heard was "Mum!" Then more silence.
Geraldine was ever the professional, even if this was not her normal job, she slid a piece of paper across to Ralph. "Can we have your car registration and a signature please. The room has already been paid for by your company if I remember correctly, here are your two key cards. I believe you have a reservation in the hotel restaurant for 7:30 this evening."
I spoke up. "I cancelled their table, I gave it to a lovely young couple celebrating their 1st wedding anniversary. I didn't think Mr Jensen would mind under the circumstances." Looking at Ralph I said. "Is that okay sir." He just nodded his head.
Geraldine slid an envelope across the counter towards Ralph saying. "Your wife would like you to have this." I knew the envelope contained a petition for the dissolution of marriage, because the words 'Dissolution of Marriage' were written on the front. I gave an envelope to Carly's Dad saying. "Please give that to Carly when she wakes up." He took the envelope. He was expecting it. The same words were written on the front of that envelope as the one Geraldine had given Ralph. Carly's Dad glanced down at it.
He looked at me and said. "But you said..."
"I lied." Was my reply.
Both Geraldine and I shrugged off the hotel jackets we had been wearing, placed them on the back of the two office chairs and left, heading towards a quiet corner of the bar.
You may wonder, dear reader, what I lied about?
Geraldine and I made our way to a booth at the far end of the bar, we expected company. We were not wrong, Carly and her parents turned up. There was no sign of Ralph, Geraldine was not surprised.
I had pre-ordered drinks and they were waiting for the 5 of us.
Carly's Mum helped her into the booth and they sat down. Carly could barely hold it together with the sobbing.
Her Dad was standing. "You said it would be separation paperwork so you could sort stuff out." Waving the envelope around, he carried on. "Not a divorce. You said counselling."
"I lied."
"What!"
"Yes, I lied. Like she's lied where she's going this week, the number of dinners she's had with him, the reason for not wanting sex with me, that's because she was getting it from Ralph. I cannot trust her. She can fight it if she likes, but the outcome is going to be exactly the same. She had planned this. If we had not been here she would have gone through with it, to me it makes no difference, in fact it makes no difference to me if she sleeps with him or not. I am done. She would just work out what she did wrong and get better at cheating next time. Oh, the rest of her clothes are in the back of my car, there is nothing in the house for her now and I've cancelled the lease. I've split the savings. I want nothing more to do with her." I slid a cheque across the table for her half of the savings.
"She might as well go and shag him now for all I care, oops, he's got other problems to think about."
Carly gathered herself. "No please, I don't want a divorce, we're having children, I love you."
"Not now we're not. How many times?"
"This was the first time."
I guffawed. "How stupid do you think I am." I actually had no idea if they had, but I carried on. "All the times I turned up at your work and no-one knew where either of you were." I never asked where Ralph was, that might have given too much away. "So, come on how long and how many times? If you're honest and Ralph confirms it I might think about counselling."
I had just lied to them, why would I tell the truth now, but I wanted to know, curiosity is a fickle thing. I suppose Carly saw it as a lifeline to our marriage. I was about to let go of my end of the line.
She looked down. "About two months, once a week, in his office or the back of his car some lunch times. This was going to be our last time, it was just a bit of fun."
I heard Carly's mother gasp.
"And cutting me off for nearly 2 weeks, how was that fun?"
Both her parents turned and looked at me. There was shock on their faces. You could tell they were thinking how could their daughter do that to somebody she said she loved
"It was so you would want me more when I got back. We were going to flush the pills."
"Whose idea was it?"
Carly looked down and said quietly. "Ralph's."
I leaned in. "So why did you nearly kill me last night?"
"I felt guilty."
I wanted to ask Geraldine if she got guilty sex last night, but I didn't know her that well.
"Okay, the big question, why?"
There was silence.
Carly's Mum spoke up for the first time. "Come on, dear. Dan has a right to know, and I would like to as well."
Looking at her mother Carly said. "I can't Mum, it's... it's too shabby a reason."
"You will feel better if you get it off your chest." Her mother said.
I thought that was a load of bollocks myself.
Through her tears Carly said to me. "It started off as flirting, nothing more than that. Ralph would suggest things we could do and where we could go, it sounded exciting talking about it. I felt guilty about the flirting which is why I started doing the things Ralph suggested with you. But we didn't do anything until a couple of months ago, then we got carried away and did it once. It was just fun, something we could get over our workmates. Something they wouldn't know. We had to be very careful, it was exciting. Ralph would have lost his job if we'd been caught. This really was the last time, just a couple of nights to get it out of our system then I was going to come home to you and we were going to start a family. I'm so sorry sweetheart, my darling, please forgive me. Can we try again?"
"So, the idea was to have sex for the next two days then bring your spunk-soaked pussy home to me?"
Carly said nothing.
"So that was the idea then, yours or his?"
"Ralph suggested it, but I wouldn't do it to you." She said quietly.
So how many times did you have sex with Ralph and then come home and have sex with me?"
There was more silence. "I don't know, but there must have been a couple of times. I didn't do it on purpose, but when you wanted to make love after I'd had sex with Ralph, I felt guilty. I had always washed, I made sure I was clean up there. I never gave you sloppy seconds."
I could see the shock on Carly's Mum's face and the anger on her Dad's. I felt sorry for these people just listening to this. But they bought her over here. Whilst I expected them, I didn't invite them. Her Mum, ever the smart one in the family finished off the large gin and tonic that I had got her. "Come on Henry, finish your pint and let's take this girl home." Looking at me she said. "Is your car locked? We had better get the cases out of your car." She paused. "If Henry did half of what she has done to you, I would never forgive him. I don't expect you to forgive her."
Carly burst into more tears. Her parents helped her towards the door. Halfway there Henry turned to me and said. "Don't be late for the match on Saturday, it's going to be a tough one."
I maintained my dignity until they got out of the door, then my shoulder slumped forward and tears leaked from my eyes. I did love Carly but there's no way I could stay with her after what she had done. A small glass of brown liquid turned up in front of me. I just sank it without thinking and coughed. I don't like whiskey. I felt an arm around me, it was Geraldine, that was the first time she had touched me and it felt comforting. I looked at her, she had tears in her eyes. I wrapped my arms around her and we cried together. She had her own sadness. By the time we had finished crying, neither of us were in a fit state to drive. The hotel manager offered us a room. It appears that he had one that had already been paid for. He pointed out it wasn't the one allocated to the cheaters. That was the first time I slept in a bed with a woman who wasn't my wife since I met Carly, and we had become an item.
Nothing happened, our feelings were still too raw. We parted our ways in the morning before breakfast. I had to get to the garage and Geraldine had to open one of her shops.
I think we were both hoping that we would have found nothing and it was all a mistake. But deep down we knew it wasn't.
Epilogue
That isn't quite the end of the story. Geraldine and I did comfort each other for some months, not only could she look absolutely stunning. She was intelligent, interesting and bloody good in bed. Ralph must have been fucking stupid to risk his marriage to someone like this. We both helped each other, but there was no romantic feeling.
When it came out what Ralph and Carly had been doing, he was sacked and Carly given a formal warning. She asked for a transfer. They moved her to a store about 40 miles away, just far enough so she could travel daily and live at her parent's place.
It got around the club what had happened. It wasn't an unusual occurrence when you get 15 blokes, most of them married. Divorce happens occasionally. Only one person called me a cuck. That hurt his bollocks, the coach sacked him from the team as a disruptive influence. It wasn't me, it was one of the other divorcees. We didn't know his story.
Ralph moved away. I don't know where he went nor do I care. One of the evenings Geraldine and I were comforting each other; she let me know that when he came to pick up their daughter for the weekend he had a badly bruised face and was limping. She asked if it had anything to do with me. It wasn't, he wasn't worth going to prison for.
And we won the football match that Saturday.
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Apologies for the long preamble, however I feel it is required after the comments I received on 'Aftermath'.
Many comments were about not telling readers how many parts there were. A valid comment. I won't do that again. There were also comments about splitting it between different Lit categories. I believe Part 3 belongs in a different category however at people's request I will publish it in LW. I'm sure you'll let me know if I've got it wrong. There were also many comments about the time I planned to put one and two out, again I've listened to your comments, and this is being published as soon as physically possible after I finished cutting the grass and cooking dinner. Part 3 will be published the following day primarily because I need to give it a final read before I publish
However, there is still very little new in Literotica especially in the LW theme this is no different please enjoy the journey.
In the first part of the story there were commenters going on about cuck, RAAC shit from anon's. I do realise it leaving comments 'on' leaves me open to abuse, some constructive that's good, others just waste your time and mine. Don't bother, you'll be deleted as you add nothing.
I am not sure if the technology I bring up here actually works, it seems probable, I needed something a little revolutionary to draw the people together.
I'm afraid it got a little longer than I anticipated but I hope you do read One Night Aftermath'. It reaches back into how Mary got is so wrong
I have tried to make this a standalone story after 'One Night Aftermath'. Some parts of this are repeats of the discussions between Dave and Mary from 'One Night, Aftermath'. I felt that it was necessary to keep the flow of the story. Those of you that have read 'One Night Aftermath' can probably recognise them and skip them, although they are part of Mary's tale.
If you have read Aftermath You will know where this is going. Don't be surprised. Just enjoy the journey.
Up until the chapter titled 'Wednesday. Real time.' I've tried to make it look retrospective. Mary looking back. I may have failed in one or two places. Please just enjoy the story. People I trust have looked over it, however all mistakes are mine because I keep tweaking it.
This is fiction as described in the Oxford English Dictionary. It is not real folks.
Somebody commented previously that I published this in the real world. Strange comment because every piece of fiction available in writing or on the screen is published in the real world, where else would you put it?
There are some technical bits, marked, if they don't interest you feel free to skip read but they do give depth to the feelings the people have.
How I ended up in this mess.
Tuesday Morning
I woke up in our bed, that was a pleasant surprise. But Dave was not there, in fact, it looked like his side of the bed hadn't been slept in. The man I had spent Friday night with had attempted to beat my husband up yesterday. It did not end well for him, Dave got a wallop around the head, Wetherby ended up in hospital. Dave was not arrested whilst the Police investigated further.
The sun was not up yet, I looked at the clock, it was nearly three. I rolled over, but sleep would not come, I thought back again, how could I have been so bloody stupid to listen to Claude and even more to Sophie after she told me she had broken the rules of her open marriage. I got myself in this mess. It was all my fault. I should have been stronger.
Recollections.
It started Friday night in the pub with friends. One of them was a model aeroplane flyer. He was going on about his new drone. All Un-manned Aerial Vehicles are drones, even model aeroplanes, but this new one was a quadcopter, not a winged aeroplane. We talked about drones being used in wars. On the way home Dave and I talked about ways of taking down these small drones by using laser coupled with a powerful radio transmitter to swamp it. Dave has some little experience, he dragged up knowledge from uni that he had not used for ages. Dave was a designer of the inside of ambulances, so he had knowledge of Electronics. Over the weekend Dave and I worked together and came up with what we thought a workable solution to taking down small drones. The team I worked with would be able to make it work.
I worked for Bright Electronics, we made sighting systems for Main Battle Tanks amongst other electronic devices used on fighting vehicles. I had a chat with John, our team leader, then with the team Monday morning. They got all excited. On Wednesday John took me to the weekly update meeting with management. He told me management got grumpy when people brought up new projects at update meetings. He had been told off for doing that on more than one occasion, but because of the importance of this idea, he was going to risk it again.
I didn't let him. When it was his turn to speak, I interrupted him by laying out the problems, solutions, pitfalls, benefits and our plan to proceed if we got the funds, it took a little over 3 minutes. The CFO Mr Weatherby, Senior, was chairing the meeting and had a face like thunder, but he listened. When I finished, he said to me in a voice I did not like. "This is an update meeting, not technical. You are talking to the wrong people. That is why we have separate meetings. However, what you propose seems feasible so I will pass it on to the CEO and Chief Developments Officer." I was going to point out that new development meetings happen once every two months and the next one was 6 weeks away.
The CFO carried on. "Send your information and data to the CDO, I will warn him it's coming." He turned to the next person. I was being ignored.
The CFO's son Claude was sitting next to him. He smiled. Claude had recently joined the company. He came from an electronics firm that supplied some of the parts for the equipment we manufactured. He was doing a couple of months in each section to learn the business. He had not been to the section I worked for yet.
The following weekend I was out with my best friend Sophie for a drink. We didn't do it as much these days as we had a few years ago, we were sitting quietly chatting in a corner of the bar when this tall, handsome blonde man walked across towards us. I recognised him instantly, but what surprised me was Sophie stood up and wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a kiss on the lips. "Claude, lovely to see you, what are you doing here?"
It was Claude Wetherby. "I Just popped out for a few drinks with some friends, I saw you here and thought I would say hello." His deep baritone voice was soothing.
Sophie seemed to remember me, she turned, looked at me and said. "This is Mary, my friend."
He faced towards me and put his hand out. "Oh, I know Mary, we work at the same place." He smiled, he had a nice smile. "That was a very interesting talk you had on pulsed lasers coupled with RF energy for defence against drones at the last weekly update meeting. I looked over your report to the CDO, I liked your appraisal of energy distribution in the target, we shall have to talk more on that later." He shook my hand. It was firm and warm. He looked into my eyes as he did it. He gave out an aura of warmth. I was flattered that he remembered me. I had only spoken for three minutes or so on some ideas our team had come up with and we wanted to explore. He turned back to Sophie, gave her a kiss on the cheek and said. "We must get together again sometime soon, it's been what, 3 maybe 4 months, you have my number." Looking at me he smiled and said. "If you've lost it, I'm sure Mary can find it for you from the work database." With that he kissed Sophie on the cheek again and walked away.
I was stunned. "Hey what gives?"
"What do you mean?" Sophie replied.
"That kiss he gave you when he got here was not a kiss of a friend, there's more going on here, are you having an affair? If you are, I don't want to get caught up in that. I want nothing to do with it."
"Okay I will tell you all about it, can you keep a secret​​? I've been bursting to share for ages." I nodded, and what she said next shocked me. "Tony and I have an open marriage. Claude and I hooked up about 5 months ago." She smiled. "He really is quite good."
I sat there with my mouth open. She reached across and put her finger under my chin and lifted my jaw to close it. She carried on. "Let me explain?"
I just nodded again.
"Right, I'm going to need a drink for this." She stood up and went to the bar, she passed Claude, they glanced at each other, smiled but carried on. Sophie came back with a bottle of wine, not a glass each like I was expecting.
"It started a few years ago. Tony was out of town and we had planned to meet in his hotel bar, he was going to pick me up, a bit of roleplaying, you know." I did, Dave and I were a bit kinky and did roleplaying, but there was no way I was going to tell Sophie what we got up to.
She carried on. "I was a bit late, when I got to the bar, looking pretty hot, if I say so myself. Tony was sitting next to a woman about our age, very good looking. I watched for a while from a corner, and I could see her keep touching him. He did not stop her. She actually stroked his thigh.
"But when her hand got to the top, he removed it gently but smiled at her. There was more talking, Tony lifted his hand and showed her his ring. There was more talking, they kissed each other on the cheek, and hugged, the hug lasted for longer than I thought necessary and she walked away. I showed myself from the corner. Tony saw me and came across, he was definitely uncomfortable the way he walked. When he got to me in the corner, he rearranged his trousers. He suggested a different bar.
"Well, that night after a particularly energetic romp I asked him if he was interested in her, would he have liked to fuck her. He admitted he would but would not cheat on me. So, I said to him. 'What about an open marriage?' He declined, but he must have thought about it overnight because the first thing the following morning he asked me if I was interested in having one. I had been thinking as well and said 'Yes, I would, but within certain rules."
"Did you have someone in mind you wanted to play with? Was that what you planned?"
"No, some men had flirted with me, but I shut them down, but watching Tony, I thought we could both have fun, and to be honest we were getting a bit stale with the odd bit of roleplay. I thought it was hot watching him being chatted up."
Sophie topped up my wine glass, I did not realise I had drunk it all. "Rules?" I asked.
"Oh absolutely, we thrashed them out later that night before we thrashed ourselves out with each other."
She held her hand up and lifted her thumb. "No one we know, so that ruled out anyone I had an eye on, Tony would know them as well. Two, we keep it a secret. We tell no one. Three, once only with each person, no revisit, that should stop affection developing. Four, condoms and STD tests. Five, limited to once every three months. Six, if one of us calls it off we stop. Seven, 3 years max. Then renegotiate, if we both agree, we carry on. Eight, we do not tell who we have been with, that stays a secret, saves embarrassment. Nine, no overnighters. Home before the sun comes up unless one of us is out of town. Lastly, not in our house. We added some more later, but they are the main ones."
Sophie gave me a look. "Is that something you might be interested in?"
"No way." I replied.
"It does spice things up in the bedroom, and most other rooms too, but I have additional personal rules. Not on the first meeting. The second meeting is normally a meal to get to know each other and to set out the rules. Normally I do it on the third. The first two normally get me going and I take it home to Tony. He knows I won't do the dirty on the first night, I have standards, and some don't meet them."
"I bet Claude does?"
"Oh yes and in spades. He might get a return visit."
"I thought return visits weren't allowed?"
"Well, they aren't, but if enough time has elapsed, say 4 or 5 months then can it be counted as a revisit? I think not." She laughed and said. "You really should try Claude."
"No, for several reasons, I love Dave, and I couldn't cheat on him, he would dump me if I did. The company we work for has a morals clause to prevent blackmail, if I did and got caught, we would be sacked. I don't need my love life spicing up, it's pretty damn spicy as it is."
"Oh, spicy sex life, do tell." She laughed.
"No!" I laughed back.
Then she leaned in. "Just think of the excitement though, the risk. The planning, just don't get caught." She giggled.
She carried on. "When I am out with my prospective sex partner, it's the risk of getting caught that spices it up. Up until the done deed, if I was caught, I could explain it away as dinner with a friend and Tony would back me up. And after the deed is done, I won't see them again so that's okay, well at least for a few months."
She finished her glass of wine and poured another. "I nearly did get caught once, I was on a second visit and planning for the third when my Mum and Dad walked in the restaurant. They knew most of our friends, so that excuse wouldn't work. We had to sneak out, we went through the kitchen, the staff were amazed." She giggled again. "There was no third visit, we used his car right there and then.
"There has been the experience as well, some of them have shown me new things. I have to be careful how I bring them into Tony and our playtime." She gave a shudder. "I didn't like everything I learned, Tony has never been interested in my bum, I tried it with one bloke, I didn't like it. One tied me up. I didn't like that either, too risky."
She didn't know what she was missing, being tied up by the right person. I wouldn't tell her that. For a few seconds I thought back to one of Dave's and my adventures. Just the thought of it made me tingle, we had not done anything like that for a while. I might have to drop hints when I get home.
Sophie carried on. "With you the risk would be greater and so would the excitement, I might have to get a job at your place before I contact Claude again." She laughed at herself.
"Do you stick to the rules?"
She smiled. "Well mostly, I have forgotten the odd condom a few times if he has a nice cock. But never the STD checks."
"Isn't that risky?"
"Well, I use my mouth so I could catch something that way, so I don't see much difference, and it's not every time, just if he has a good-looking big cock."
Then she got a serious face on and leaned in. "Look, we are supposed to keep it a secret that we have an open marriage, so please keep it to yourself, don't even tell Dave."
Now that was a problem, Dave and I shared everything, but I came up with a solution. "Sorry babe's, I don't keep secrets from Dave." Her face fell. "But I won't tell him if he doesn't ask. If he does, I will answer any question he has, as far as I see it. Seem okay?"
She smiled. "Yeah, that's okay. Tony and Dave play golf and go for a drink occasionally, but Tony can't talk about it. So, it should be safe. I can go with that."
She had no choice.
It was time to go home, we shared a Taxi. I looked across at Sophie, she was gazing out of the window, I wondered if she was thinking about what to do with Tony when she got home? Or was she thinking about Claude?
I looked out my side window, we were stuck in the traffic and I thought back to the adventure Dave and I had early last year. Julie had gone to see friends for the weekend, and Jack was in RAF training.
The flashing lights reminded me of the flashing lights of the train. It was a story we had read on Literotica. I told Dave that I thought it was hot but too risky.
The weekend after we read that story Dave told me we were going for a picnic, he told me to wear my short, blond bobbed wig. The one I wore when we did some of our kinky stuff and my name became Jasmine, my kinky alter ego. He told me not to wear too many clothes. Outdoor sex, my favourite kink next to indoor tie-up sex that is.
I had seen Dave packing a bag with cheese, bread and a bottle of wine. We walked to a secluded spot in the nearby woods, and I saw we were opposite our local Heritage Railway. The steam trains did not run that often.
After we ate Dave started kissing me and I was soon naked, a couple of steam trains passed by. Although we were laying down, we could be seen if someone was looking at the right place. It was exciting.
Just after one passed, he stood me up, bent down and pulled some rope from the bag and wrapped it around my wrist, tied it off and tied the other end to a branch. "No." I said.
He looked at me and said. "Yes." In that tone of voice that he meant business. He wrapped another rope around my other wrist, pulled that out and tied it to another tree, my arms were spread wide. He stood in front of me and kissed me, "Safe word?" He said.
A train had just passed so I thought we had some time. "No."
"Click your fingers."
Shit, I knew what was coming next. That was our safety signal when I was gagged. I clicked my fingers and he lifted up my favourite ball gag and popped it in and secured it behind my neck, that was a benefit of the short haired wig.
My flow of remembering was interrupted by the taxi stopping outside Sophie's house. "Secret?" Sophie said to me. I nodded. She leaned across and kissed my cheek, I was scared she would smell my arousal. Dave was certainly getting some tonight.
As the taxi pulled away, I remembered going back to my memories.
"Close your eyes." Dave said. I did. I felt him wrap something around my head and a pressure above my left breast. "You can open them now." He had wrapped a gauze scarf around my head. I could see through it easily enough. "Can't have you being recognised, can we?" I nodded my head agreeing, no we could not.
He knelt down in front of me. I moved my feet apart to give him better access, that stretched my arms some more, that was good. I felt him ease my lips apart, and his tongue played over my clitoris. I shuddered, he licked up my juices which had started flowing as soon as I was naked and got worse when he tied my first wrist to the tree.
He slid two fingers inside me and moved them in and out slowly as he licked. My body shook as I started to come. The bastard stopped. I screamed at him through the gag.
Then I heard the whistle of a steam train, it was coming the other way. Dave stood up and went and stood close behind me. I could feel his cock. He slid his hand around my front and caressed my boob as I pushed back at him. I wanted him inside me. I wanted him finished before the train got here. I felt him slip inside. I pushed back harder. His hand slid down my front and started playing with my clitoris. He pumped his cock in and out a few times and then stopped staying buried deep inside me. I screamed at him and tried to push back to get him moving, I was so close, and the bugger stopped, he held me tightly.
The train was here and it was going slowly, as the train passed, the whistle sounded. I looked at the locomotive and one of the men on the footplate was looking my way pointing. Dave started pumping furiously as his fingers rubbed my clitoris. I screamed again into the gag as I came, I felt Dave shudder as he emptied himself into me.
The next thing I remember was waking up on the blanket, the gag, scarf, wig and ropes were missing. Dave was holding me.
I kissed him. "Can we go home please?" I asked quietly.
He nodded but said quietly. "Do you like your butterfly?"
"Butterfly, what butterfly?"
He pointed to just above my left boob and there was a stencil of a butterfly. He reached up and pulled it off. "They will be looking for a short haired blonde lady with a butterfly tattoo. Come on, let's take this home."


When we got home, I had my revenge. I tied him to the bed and teased him with my mouth and pussy. We slept well that night.
The taxi had stopped outside our house and the taxi driver turned around and was looking at me. "Are you alright Miss?"
"I will be." I paid him and rushed indoors.
As soon as I got in, I dragged Dave upstairs. When we finished, he said to me. "If that is what going out with Sophie does, you can go anytime you like." I did not tell him the real reason I was so hot. I will save that up and see if we can repeat another train adventure, or maybe a layby one. That was one of our first adventures.
The layby was raised so could not be seen from the road. We were on our way back from dropping the children off at my sisters for a week. We had stopped for a sandwich and coffee that we had brought with us. I had told Dave I had a surprise for him when we got home, I had shaved my pubes. He wanted a look, I said 'No', there was a bit of a tussle, I did not use my safe word. I was on my back, knees raised with Dave between my legs, his head hidden by my dress. I was almost there, and I was waiting for Dave to slide up my body and enter me. I had no control over what Dave did. We could not be seen by cars, but we could by lorries. The first I knew that we could be seen was when a passing lorry sounded his air horn, I looked up to see it pass by. I came there and then. What the lorry driver could not see was my hands were tied behind my back with the belt of my dress.
I remembered thinking that would be a simple one to repeat. I smiled every time we drove past that layby.
The Friday of the update meeting Claude found me. "Mary, I have been talking to the CDO and the CEO, they like your idea of an anti-drone laser."
He was looking right at me. "And so do I." He was talking right at me; there was no one else in the room for those few seconds. "Can you show me some more details?"
"Certainly, I have the data on my computer."
"Okay, I will find time to see you sometime this morning."
It was lunch time when he got to me, there were only a few of us in the office. I ran through the calculations, power output, power requirements, range of the laser we had thought we might get. A schematic of the detection and control system and reaction times. He pointed out that the power output from the Power Supply Unit we had selected was close to its limits. I responded that the next size up was well over twice the price and it was worth the risk as a proof of concept and so far, it was all theory. He reached out and touched my hand, I felt a small electric shock. He said. "Then I had better get you some funding to see if this works. Well done you." Again, I felt that warm glow as he looked at me.
"You took a bit of a risk bringing it up at the update meeting."
"I didn't want to wait 6 weeks for the next tech meeting, anyway what's life without a bit of risk."
I remember him raising an eyebrow at that. I know why now.
"They are supposed to be for updates, not new projects, that's not the proper route." But he was smiling.
"Well John tried and kept on getting pushed back. So, I decided to risk it. What had I got to lose?"
He laughed. "Well nothing, obviously now." He looked at me. "So, you like risk then? Bungee jumping, mountain climbing, parachuting, that sort of risk?"
"No, psychological risk, mental risk. Nothing life threatening."
He paused. "You did a good job." He said.
"It's not just me, it's the whole team, I have just collated the ideas, without them there would be nothing."
"Agreed, but you have brought it all together and had the guts, the foresight to bring it to management's attention and from what I have seen you did it at the right time. It's a well thought out, not a half-baked idea. You have enough scope to change things if something doesn't work. Well done you." He touched my hand again, with a small shock.
After lunch I went to John and explained what happened. I did not mention the electric shocks. He was over the moon, this was something he was pushing for. He thought it had great potential. We just needed to prove it. It would provide protection to our troops from small drones if it worked.
Dave was very pleased for me when I told him. I only told him the basics, no details. They would be classified if we managed to get this to work.
I went to the following weekly tech update meeting. John was not available, so I was on my own. The CFO was chairing the meeting and when it came to my turn he said. "Mary, I have just authorised a spend on your laser anti drone project. Your Team Leader will have the details" Claude was sitting next to him, and he smiled at me, it made me feel warm.
Later that day I was called to see John and Claude was there. John spoke. "Mary, I don't have time to run your anti drone project, and I have asked management to allow you to take the lead. They have agreed." I did wonder why Claude was there, surely it was John's job to tell me?
Claude followed me to my desk. "Look Mary, if you get stuck, give me a call. I have a Masters in advanced electronics, I might be helpful."
He gently touched my hand and smiled, it was warm. We should not need him, all the items we had identified were commercial off the shelf bits, keep it simple and cheap, no developing special equipment or electronics unless we needed to. Claude wandered around the rest of the team talking and praising them for their ingenuity. I watched as he engaged with them, gently touching, praising, smiling. I was also surprised no one pulled back from the touching. He naturally put everyone at ease. I remember wondering if it was something he had developed, his father did not have it, or was it a natural gift he exploited? Unfortunately, I found out.
Things carried on as normal for the next couple of weeks, we ordered the equipment we wanted and refined our drawings and calculations until all the items we needed arrived.
Home life was good, we settled into a comfortable rhythm. We planned weekend trips, talked to the children, washed cars, cut the grass and generally had a good time. I did suggest that Jasmine might like a visit to an outdoor event again.
"I thought you didn't like the risk?"
"Ah, but short blonde-haired Jasmine with her butterfly would. If the time and place were right."
I walked past him to the kitchen for a drink and slipped my tablet onto his lap. It was open at a Literotica story. When I came back, I remembered his smile.
"I had better start looking for suitable hotels for Jasmine and Derek to go to." That was his play name.
"That would be a good Christmas present for Jasmine."
"That'll give Derek a few months to find a place then." He smiled.
We had an early night, handcuffs and vibrators came out to play. Thank heavens for ball gags.
The phone call from Sophie later that week was a surprise, she asked me for a drink, I thought at the time it was a little soon after our last outing. I know now she had an ulterior motive.
We met at the same bar and chatted, we talked about children, work, husbands and general gossip. Then I remember her saying. "You've impressed Claude."
I chose to ignore the comment. But Sophie carried on. "He tells me you took a risk bringing up the project at a special meeting."
I just shrugged my shoulders.
"He said you seem to like taking risks."
"I suppose you do too, because you must have seen him again."
She smiled. "Yes, and it was exactly like you are thinking." She gave a little giggle. "I've put a note in my calendar for 4 months' time." She took a drink of her wine and leaned in conspiratal like and whispered. "What other risks do you take?"
I remember leaning in and whispering back to her. "Dave and I do it outside."
"Dirty, is it the risk of getting caught?"
"Not saying." I felt myself blush.
"Where do you do it? Come on, spill the beans."
"Not saying, I have said too much already, it's a secret, remember I have secrets too."
"Okay." She laughed and we changed the subject.
I thought no more about it until about a week later Claude was having a review of what we had managed, and he said to me in a quiet moment away from the team. "I gather risks aren't just confined to work, au natural hanky panky." He just smiled and walked away. I promised myself Sophie was going to get a piece of my mind.
That evening, I phoned her and ranted at her. She apologised and said it just slipped out when she was talking to Claude when he brought her name up. She suggested we meet up for a drink.
Dave thought it was a bit strange going out so often, but he let me do it. As I left he said to me. "I think I found somewhere for Jasmine and Derek to have a night's adventure."
I smiled, that sounded good to me.
I got to our usual bar and Sophie was there waiting, she had a bottle of wine with a glass for me. I refused it and had half of the lager. I tore into her and told her if she ever mentioned anything again, I would tell Tony what I knew. I questioned her about seeing Claude so soon after her last hook up with him a few weeks ago.
She held her hands up. "No, no we just bumped into one another, and he was asking about you, so I told him whilst we had coffee.
"He just seemed to be rather taken by you. You could have some fun with him, it's an idea, you like risk." She held her hands up. "No, I don't want to know what you and Dave get up to that is between you. Well, I do, but you're not spilling the beans. But I think you could have some fun with Claude just think of the risk, you would obviously have to be discreet, the increasing risk is proportional to the fun. The more you have to lose the greater the excitement. Just think if you were caught you would lose your job."
"And if I was caught, I would lose my husband, not just my job."
"I've thought about that, he loves you so much that is plainly obvious. You would have to tell him so there is no risk of losing him. Yes, he will get angry, but he loves you so much he will let you do this. You might have to ambush him with it, not give him a chance to refuse you. Trust me, the makeup sex is fantastic. I tell you what, if he wants a revenge fuck I'll do it for you. I might even do it outside. If that's his thing, what do you say?"
"No, never." But I must admit she had had a point after the last couple of weeks thinking in the taxi on the way home. Dave had found a place for Jasmine and Derek to have an adventure. But that was months away. But no, never.
That evening over dinner Dave told me about our adventure hotel, he showed me pictures and told me his plan. It sounded fantastic. I was excited, was I a risk junkie. Was I becoming one, quite possibly? Was Dave one too? Was that what urged me on to do what I did, to be honest I just made the suggestions it was Dave that made it happen. Perhaps he was too? Maybe that was a way I could swing it?
I did not see Claude for a couple of days. We just bumped into one another in the kitchen. There was just a pair of us. "Hi, how are you?" he asked.
"Upset that Sophie shared my secrets."
"Oh, don't be, your secret is safe with me." Something ran through my mind. A secret shared is no longer a secret, it had already spread.
He was standing on the far side of the kitchen. He looked at me. He tilted his head and gave me that smile, that warm enigmatic smile. "So how about it, what do you think? We would risk everything, our jobs, your marriage, the risks would be huge, but so would the excitement, it would make it so much better. We would have to take care not to get caught. No electronic messages, we wouldn't use a hotel, we can use an Airbnb that's what I normally do for my hookups. I'll get an STD test, condoms of course, although I'd prefer bareback. I can't have you getting pregnant."
He had obviously thought about this. It seemed to be a regular game for him. I wanted to change the subject, but I wanted to know more. "So have you hooked up with Sophie again?" She had told me she had but was she bragging?
"Hey, they are her rules not mine. Yes, we did a couple of weeks ago. But strangely enough we bumped into one another in the supermarket and chatted and your name came up. I bought her a coffee and that was all." He held his hands up "I believe she's got me in her calendar for four months' time. I look forward to it. She's very good."
He took a sip of his coffee. "She did suggest to me that she might offer herself to your husband as a revenge fuck. But if I remember correctly, that breaks another of her rules, just like telling you." He gave a small laugh. "She seems to have a loose interpretation of her rules, don't you think? On a serious note, I would rather your husband didn't know it was me. Just tell him you're going out for a night but just not let on it's with me. We must agree on that."
The kitchen door opened and Sally from my team came in before I could reply, my answer was going to be 'No' Dave would have to know. Claude smiled at Sally, she smiled back and went all gooey eyed, she was single she was allowed to. I went back to my desk. It certainly had attractions, I cannot complain at Dave's sexual performance, but this would be something different, something risky. It did have attractions and to be honest Claude was very good looking, polite, very smart. Bloody hell I was tempted.
***********************************************************************************************
I pushed it away to the back of my mind and life carried on as normal. The parts for the experiment turned up and we spent the next week assembling, calibrating and testing the individual parts. We announced that we were ready for a full test to the CDO, the CEO and CFO turned up. They wanted to witness the test.
Back when Dave and I had been talking about this initially we consider blasting it with a 2.4 GHz radio signal, which is the frequency radio transmissions for model aeroplanes use. But then we realised they could be autonomous and not need radio control, so we decided to blast it with something approaching the clock speed of the onboard computer. But that can range anywhere from 3.5 to 5 Ghz, too wide a band to cover. So the idea was to concentrate on the heating effect of a laser. One problem being that most quadcopters have big cooling fans holding them in the air and that may dissipate any heat generated by the laser. So there was a great deal of risk in this trial.
Lasers are dangerous things, so we did it in a shielded room and watched by video. We got the pulses firing and ramped it up until we reached the level of the power supply output. All it did was wobble but not crash. Someone suggested targeting 1 motor, we got the pilot to put 1 motor in the beam, it crashed immediately. The team cheered, the management looked happy.
We expected we would have enough power to take the quadcopter down, it was not. So we had to improve the accuracy enough to target one of the motors, not just the whole machine. Very few of them can fly on three when they are designed to fly on four. If that worked it would mean we would not need a huge power unit and that would save power and size.
***********************************************************************************************
The CDO, CFO and CEO came across and congratulated us and asked what else we needed. There were a few things, more funds, bigger power supply but not too big and something to improve accuracy. We could replicate what was available for our current main battle tanks, and a smaller version for soft skinned vehicles. Claude shook everybody's hand, smiled, emanating warmth. He came to me holding his hand out. "Your risks worked out, well done. You should take risks more often." Then he pulled me in and hugged me, it wasn't long, just half a second or so, then he let me go. He looked down, smiled then whispered. "Take risks, they're fun."
Bloody hell, it was tempting, and I was on a high.
Then Sophie's phone call. "Before you say anything, no, I have not seen Claude, he did send me a message saying your risks paid off. Go on girl, go for it, one night. Dave loves you, he might not forgive you for a while, but he will in the end, or he will live with it then you can go and do all the kinky stuff you want. Promise him anything."
When I got home that night, I was still high. I told Dave about as much as I could. He was over the moon for me. We cracked a bottle of our good wine. He did not know the details, but he could see my excitement. We had a good night, he loved me, no toys, just love. In the morning a breakfast of brown toast and tea he told me he had booked a hotel just before Christmas for Jasmine's Christmas present from Derek. That was good but that was over three months away. Then he said. "I've seen pictures of the hotel inside. I think I know where we can take the risk. It will have escape routes, I must remember not to tie your legs together so you can run." He giggled at that.
I remembered that I was still on a high and wanted the risk now. I remembered when I got to work Claude was there with a quadcopter with just a frame, motors and motor controllers, no other electronics and he wanted to see if we could target one motor and how we would stop the laser jumping between the two front ones. We put the quadcopter on a stick and powered it up and the team tweaked the system to target a motor, but there was a risk it could skip between the 2 front motors.
I had already thought about that, so I worked with my programmers to sort out the control programme.
My team said that that programme change reduced the risk. Why was everybody talking about risk?
I managed the weekend without raping Dave. I suggested we do it in the Conservatory. We could be overseen by Old Mr Jones next door if he put his head over the fence, which he did occasionally. Jess, his cat did not count. I realised then I had become a risk junkie.
Recollections 2
I turned over in bed, sleep still alluded me, my recollections carried on.
Sophie phoned me again to go out for a drink, this was getting a little suspicious. I asked Dave to collect me from the bar, he very quickly agreed.
When I got to the bar Sophie was there, she had half a lager for me. I had just sat down when Claude appeared. I realised later that it was a trap. Claude laid out how we can get away with one night. Sophie assisted with little snippets of how to make up to Dave including offering herself to him. Even breaking the rules of her open marriage. A quiet restaurant, probably Mario's, not too much to eat, an Airbnb, no romance just sex. I remember Sophie stroking my arm saying. "He is very good. He's not what you call 'small'." I looked across at Claude, he was blushing.
It all seemed so simple.
Looking back, how could I have been so stupid.
The problem was I would have to tell Dave. If I went behind his back, it would definitely end in divorce. Sophie told me what she did with Tony was to make sure she woke up fresh and clean in their bed in the morning, I remember she gave a little giggle and added. "Well, most times." I also remember her glancing at Claude and smiling. But one rule she had stuck to, she got home before the sun came up and it had worked so far. She did point out that Tony had been a little unhappy recently because he wasn't as ' lucky ' as she was, and her playing around might soon be over, which is why she wanted to experience Claude so much before that happened. Tony had tried to pull the plug on their open marriage before, but she had threatened him with a separation. She admitted she would not have gone through with it, but she had to placate him, she had a work friend who might be interested. She suggested one night with Claude would do both of us good.
That was when I decided to do it, the risk would be great if we were caught, just don't get caught. Claude seemed to have everything covered except Dave, but I was certain I could handle him. He loved me, he would do almost anything for me.


Yes, I would have to go through a rough patch, but I felt it would be worth it to feel the excitement, the risk.
I did feel a real shit when Dave turned up to take me home. Sophie had seen him coming and warned Claude to disappear, he did, taking his glass with him. So, the deception had started.
I laid in bed that night thinking. A new dress, one that I would not wear for Dave. Underwear that David didn't like. I could never wear anything for Dave that I wore for Claude. I would have to throw the dress away. I did consider leaving him a note but that would be cowardly and I'm pretty sure he would not stand for that and I would come home to an empty house or all my clothes on the front lawn. No, I would have to be open with him, just keep Claude's name out of it. I felt guilty lying in bed next to my husband planning to have sex with another man. I made him smile in the morning.
The following day Claude met me in the kitchen, he just seemed to be there. I remember saying to him we will do it, not this weekend Julie is coming home but the following weekend.
He smiled, he put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a piece of paper. "You might want to see this?"
It was a certificate dated last week showing him free to be of any STD's. The bugger had come prepared. He must have been so confident I would go for it.
I realised that once I resigned myself to it, it was easy.
I wanted a new dress, I did not want to wear what I wore for Dave, it would not be right. I saw a lovely Burgundy dress with a split up the side. I got that one for the make-up sex. I chose a deep bottle green one to wear for Claude, well for me actually. I loved the Burgundy one, Dave would too, that was a Jasmine dress. Dave feels sexy colours for underwear are black and red, deep colours. I do have a very nice deep purple lace up corset. I will have to get Dave to lace me up real tight, maybe a sort of punishment. The corset when really tight pushes my boobs out. Dave loves that. I could get him to tie me up, try to get my elbows to meet, that would push them out further.
After I got the dresses', I went to the chemist and got a course of the morning after pill. The last time I saw Sophie she had given me a 2-week supply of birth control pills, and I had taken them. I had to keep them hidden. That should be enough. Dave had a vasectomy when Jack was 5.
I asked him to do kinky things to me. He tied me to the bed. That was his favourite, flipping heck it is mine too. He's excellent at tie and tease and I have been known to faint with some of the orgasms he has given me.
I cannot admit to Dave the part of it was guilty sex. Okay some of it because I was randy thinking about Claude, I couldn't tell him that either.
Recollections. Leaving
The discussion we had before I left, I tried to convince him it was not a done deal. I don't think I did. He did everything I expected, threatening me with divorce. I promised him I would be home before the sun came up and I would never do it again. Even that seemed hollow at the time. I promised him I would go to church and reaffirm my vows. He asked why would we reaffirm our vows if I was not going to keep to the first ones? Why would I keep to the second ones?
It was meant as proof that I would never do this again. Looking back it was an utterly stupid thing to do when I was about to walk out and possibly have sex with another man. I now know that was not the stupidest thing I did that night, the stupidest thing was to walk out and expect everything to be the same when I got back. He told me he would divorce me, he gave me his word. I did not believe him then. I do now. Thinking back, I had never known him to break a promise if he could help it.
I had decided to take Sophie's advice and be home before sunrise and wake up with Dave. She said it worked for her with Tony.
There was a difference. She had an agreement with her husband. I did not.
I told Dave and emphasised it was not a done deal that I would have sex, because it wasn't. I had only met Claude socially for a few minutes and if he turned out to be not a nice person, I would leave. He did border on arrogance and could occasionally be condescending; I had seen it a few times at work. If he pulled that on me, I would leave.
I had been absolutely certain I would not get divorced by showing Dave my love when I got home. How wrong I was. As I expected he stood in the front door, so I made my way out the back door picking up my bag as I went. It had the alternative set of clothes in. I was not going to come home in what he saw me leaving in.
I purposely left my phone behind so he couldn't track me, and he knew my passcode. I had not changed it so he would be able to open it, he could check through all my messages and see there was none, because we made the arrangements verbally face to face. I did not realise that would give him a clue that it might be somebody that I meet on a regular basis. That would narrow his target area down quite a lot. We pretty much had the same friends. It may not take him long to realise it was somebody from work. I think he trusted the morals clause in my contract.
Recollections. The event
I took a taxi from our house to Mario's. We did not eat there but it was somewhere mutual, slightly risky. As I stepped out of the taxi I saw Claude wave to me from a limousine, he got a flipping limousine, too risky, I almost left.
I walked up to it, the window came down and I heard Claude say. "Get in, the windows are tinted, people will see the car, but not see us, Come on."
I did, he was correct. It was nice. He had a bottle of wine, he offered me a glass, I declined.
Initially he told me he had booked Mario's, that was the sort of place you had to book weeks in advance and you had to take out a mortgage for a meal. It was a very romantic place. Dave and I used it for our 20th wedding anniversary. That was not what I wanted. This was not a romantic event. Claude found a nice restaurant in a village just outside town. It was new so was not busy, so there was a risk, but we could explain it away if we got seen. I remember thinking up excuses if someone had seen us. In hindsight they were all rubbish given how I had been dressed.
The meal was excellent, Dave would love this place, I felt a bit guilty. Claude did ask me what was wrong, I remember the concerned look on his face, he was genuinely concerned. He was an absolute gentleman all night, we talked about his plans for the company, if our anti drone laser worked he had plans for expansion into that market. He went on about his childhood, university, the stuff he got up to travelling the world in his gap year. Some of the stuff sounded really risky, probably bordering on illegal. I asked him if he was a risk junkie. I remember him laughing, saying. "Probably, that's why I date married women." I was not sure at the time if he was serious, now I realise he was. He was not arrogant, more of extremely confident, full of himself.
I talked about my childhood and university and looking forward to being a grandmother. He asked about Dave, I shut that down and made it clear talking about Dave was off limits. He asked how David would take this and I told him he would take you badly to start with, but I will make it up to him. He just smiled. Then I reminded him I had to be home before the sun came up. He laughed and said. "Sounds like Sophie gave you that idea, I will set the alarm clock for 3. I will book you a Taxi for 3:30." That was when I realised that leaving my phone at home was not such a good idea, I thought it risky at the time, but I did not want Dave tracking me down and finding out who I was with.
After the meal we took the limo to the Airbnb, I did accept the glass of wine this time. It was a lovely place, quite plush. Claude showed me around, he had used it before. Big velvet sofas in deep red colours, it had a huge 4 poster bed and a massive attached bathroom. The bath and shower would easily hold 2 people.
Sophie was correct Claude was very good the way he caressed me, undressed, kissed me, he complimented me on my dress and underwear.
He laid me on the bed and spent some time between my legs. I only had one recent comparison, he was nearly as good as Dave, but there was something not quite right, he brought me to a couple of orgasms, I reciprocated, he was not longer than Dave, a bit broader. The actual act was amazing as he plunged into me.
He started long and slow until I started to breathe deeply, then he picked up speed gradually and was going fast, long, and deep. I crashed into two more orgasms. It was the excitement, the difference, the risk and Claude obviously had experience. I went and washed my face, when I returned Claude handed me a glass of wine whilst we recovered.
We went at it again, but it wasn't as good, something was missing, it was just rutting. I did have another orgasm, but it was weak. I was shattered now, all the risk, adrenalin, anxiousness and the sex had worn me out. Claude tried to cuddle but I pushed him back, I was feeling guilty now.
I remember waking up to an alarm, it was dark and something was wrong, when I opened my eyes, it wasn't my bedroom or husband's arms I was in. I pulled away and looked at Claude. Feelings of guilt flooded me, he started to caress me, I pulled away. Looking at the clock it was 5 to 3. Claude wanted to have a final go before I showered, that would be disrespectful to take that home to Dave. I had disrespected him enough as it was. I had been certain I could recover from the one night, but to take home another man's sperm would cross a line if he found out.
I pushed Claude away and went to the shower. I heard the toilet flush, and the shower door slid open, Claude tried to get in. I pushed him away. I needed to wash him off me. As I was dressing in my blouse and trousers Claude told me that Sophie liked to have a final morning fling before she went home to Tony, and he did wonder if I was the same.
As he said that the taxi turned up, on time. With the streets being empty I got home just before 4:00 about an hour or so before the sun came up. I got the taxi driver to stop by a rubbish bin in the High Street. I threw the bottle green dress and lingerie away.
It was as I expected the house was dark. I was hoping Dave was in bed and I could join him. I smelt myself, I have not used any lotions, I would smell just of me, I took that important quick look at the front garden, no bags of clothes. I slid the key into the door, it went all the way in. That was relief, I turned it and gently pushed the door open.
Recollections. Coming home
It was dark, but I could still see Dave sitting there on the sofa. There was his favourite tea mug on the coffee table in front of him and his wedding ring. I didn't expect that, there was something wrong with the room, something was missing. Yes, it felt cold, I expected that, but I expected to see a beer bottle or glass on the table, not tea, he had a special mug for coffee, he wasn't drinking coffee.
"Oh, you're still up?"
"What did you expect?" His tone of voice worried me a bit.
"I thought you might be in bed?"
"Do you think I could sleep knowing the woman I love was out there giving her love to another person?"
I walked into the room and sat down in the armchair opposite him and dropped the bag down.
"I did not give my love, that's yours. It was just sex." I said quite forcibly. He ignored my comment and carried on.
"I need some answers before I decide what to do."
"What'd you mean, before you decide?"
"Did you think I would stand for this?"
"I know there'll be repercussions, but eventually, yes."
What he had said next worried me, the tone of voice as much as the words. "Well, you are wrong. I need to decide whether to divorce you or stay with you. If I stay, I want the answers to a lot of questions, and it will probably mean marriage guidance counselling. If I think, even just think you are lying, I will throw you out and tell your parents to expect you."
Telling my parents, that sent a chill down my spine, I had not even considered that if he told the parents the children would find out too.
Shit, this was not going as planned. I was up to my ankles in shit in a cesspit with the shit rising.
I apologised to him saying, I knew he would be in pain and I would make it up to him. I even pulled the 'if you love me' cliche. He ignored that. When I said it was just one evening, he corrected me to one night.
I told him I would tell him everything. I might skip over the two mind-blowing orgasms, I realised it was the risk that made it different. To be honest, the rest were quite mediocre, there was something missing. Dave was better. But he would want to know who it was and that was one thing I had to keep quiet. So, I told him I was certain we could get past this, and I would do most of the work, but I wanted his help. I told him to ask his questions, but I warned him I would tell him everything, but I would lie by omission for one thing, which I knew he would still consider lying. But it would only be the one thing. I promised him that.
I don't think he believed me.
Then he asked one of the questions I was dreading. Did I make love to another man? I told him I didn't, I just had sex, it was not love.
It appears to him if I made love or had sex with another man it didn't make any difference. I thought men could differentiate between love and sex. I guessed then that was another mistake I had made. I felt the warmth of the shit move up another couple of inches.
I tried to change the subject, suggesting he might have got drunk, and I would join him in bed and he would wake up thinking it was a bad dream.
He called it a fucking nightmare. I could count on the fingers of one hand the times I had heard Dave use the F word. It was generally when he hit himself with a hammer doing DIY or something.
I apologised; he asked me what I was apologising for. To me that was plainly obvious. I was apologising for hurting him. I was always going to unfortunately, but it was something I wanted, and I would spend the rest of my life making it up to him.
"So, you are not sorry about having sex with another man?" He asked.
"No, it was..."
He held his hand up. "I do not want to know. I have enough pictures in my imagination. I do not want them enhancing." He growled slightly. That was the tone of voice used with the children to let them know they had done something wrong, and he was unhappy, he carried on. "Not sorry for leaving me here not knowing if and when you were coming home?"
A thought flashed through my mind. He had seen me leave in that bottle green​​ dress. He knew how I looked. He would have pictures in his mind of me having sex with another man. He has quite a vivid imagination that's why he's such a good designer, he can imagine things. He wouldn't need the real pictures, his imagination would do the damage. I would have to give him new pictures, purple corsets, Burgundy dresses, him lying on the bed my cock in his mouth with my hands tied behind my back. I would look at him adoringly. I would have to replace those pictures he conjured up with real ones.
"I told you I'd be here before sunrise, and here I am."
He accused me of lying on our wedding day and then said if I lied then, I could lie now, and he did not know if I was coming back. Of course, why would I not, then his comment that I found someone better really hurt.
"But I did not know that until you walked through the door. I sat here for the last 12 or so hours wondering what I had done wrong to deserve treatment like this and not knowing if the woman I loved was coming back to me or had she had found someone else better. I could not even contact you because you left your phone behind."
Did he see it that way, that I was out looking for something that I could not get at home? But I suppose there was in a way, risk.
I knew Jasmine and Derek had plans, but that was months away. I looked down. Dave was the better lover, my one night with Claude had proven that and I could not mention it. I felt like shit, and that shit was rising.
He carried on. "So, tell me, why did you leave your phone behind?"
"I didn't want to be disturbed, and you could have tracked me."
"You could have just switched the tracker off and turned it to silent."
I had not thought of that.
"I suggest you look at it now."
I walked round the back of the chair towards where I left my phone and that was when I saw what was missing. Our wedding photo smashed on the floor. The frame was bent, the photo creased and cut. The glass was all over the floor. I reached down to pick up the photograph. I wanted that photograph. I put my hand on the wall to steady myself. That was when I felt the big dent.
"Leave that there." I heard him growl at me. "That is where your marriage is, broken and smashed on the floor."
I carried on to my phone walking around the glass as if even the broken glass from that picture was sacrosanct.
I read the text, tears started to leak from my eyes, I had been holding them back. I backhanded them away and sniffed. This was not going the way it was supposed to, certainly not how Sophie had predicted. Climbing into bed next to him and waking up with him. I would not initiate sex that would seem tawdry, not even a blowjob. But there was something else and looking at my phone I realised what it was. He was not using contractions, he was spelling out every letter of every word, precisely, coldly, clinically, even when talking to me.
The shit came up further with that realisation.
I went and sat down before I fell down.
I looked at him, he had not raised his voice once, he had growled but he had not shouted at me. He only swore once, this really could end up in a divorce and I had thought if that happened, I might be out of a job, because it would come out who I slept with If he divorced me and if it did get out how would Claude take it, he would lose his job as well?
Then he asked me a question I was not expecting. Did I keep my rings on? Why would I take them off? Then he explained to me he saw it was a mark of disrespect.
Those rings were given with love on my Wedding Day and I wore them last night when I had sex with another man. And now they were tainted because I wore them and they came into contact with another man's cock. Bloody hell, now I thought they were tainted. I started to try to wipe my wedding ring with my other hand. I did not realise I was doing it till I stopped. That had not even crossed my mind. I told him I did, I saw a flash of anger cross his face. The shit was still getting deeper.
There was no right answer that would not drop more shit in the cess pit. He must have planned to ask that question that way, then I realised he'd been sitting here for the last 12 hours thinking, wondering if I was coming back, if I gave my love to another man. I had not, it was just sex, but that was not how he saw it and there was no way I could prove to him that it was just sex.
I lost it, I stood up and shouted at him that it was just sex. The though of his rings touching Claude's cock made me feel ill and I took it out on him for pointing it out.
Then he asked me some questions about kissing, touching, cuddling.
I could not see where he was going. I answered his questions, then he pointed out to me, it wasn't how I saw it, it was how he saw it. He considered kissing on the lips passion, he considered that I had a night of passion and romance. I hadn't, it was just sex. Looking at it from his point of view I had done. The floodgates opened, I cried and collapsed back onto the seat. My marriage would take some serious saving.
Then he confused me. He asked if I thought he would stand for this, obviously I did. But I tried to tell him I thought his love and my making it up to him would work. He did not let me finish. It threw me off kilter.


Then he asked the questions I was dreading the most. Who was it? And why? I guess I was naive to think he would not ask that question. I had already told him I would lie by omission, but only once. That was when I told him I could not tell him who it was. I had a feeling this was going to be a stumbling block. One that I may not be able to get over. A small plan formed in my mind to limit the damage, but I must admit I have not been thinking straight recently.
I saw bursts of anger, but his overall calmness worried me. Still, I was certain at the time I could make it right, I will have to beg, plead, grovel and so I should, I had been certain I could have made this right.
If I was not so certain I could make this right, and we could get over it, I would not have done it. I will have to be very careful how I explain myself and to keep the identity of Claude a secret. I am sure I can do that, in fact, if Claude and I wanted to stay employed by our company, it was essential. We had clauses in our contracts that prohibited what we had just done. He had a great deal to lose, not as much as me, because if I did not explain myself well, I would keep my job but lose my family. If it came to it, the job would go.
Then Dave asked about the planning, he was asking questions I hadn't even considered he would ask, might I get pregnant? I told him about the morning after pills, I did not tell him I had been taking birth control pills for two weeks. I was 100% certain I was not pregnant. It was then I realised after he mentioned the planning I had done behind his back was almost as bad if not worse than the sex. He told me either was enough for a divorce in his eyes.
He accused me of giving him guilty kinky sex, and he was correct, in part. I love it when he ties and tease and he was particularly good that night. Bound gagged blindfolded whist Dave licks me is one of my absolute favourites. But was it the thought of Claude? It was a bit, I was lost in Dave's administration to my lady parts, he was, as usual brilliant, but Claude's face kept pushing through the pleasure clouds. That made me feel sick now.
He asked if I woke up in Claude's arms, if we cuddled overnight, I told him I did not go to sleep like that, but I woke up in his arms. I was tempted to tell him I thought it was him. That would be a stupid thing to do, I had done enough stupid things in the last 24 hours. I made the excuse I was tired, which was true, work really had worn me out doing the calculations, ordering the parts, setting up the trials. I delegated some of the tasks, but I was the one responsible. He thought I was worn out because of the sex, the planning. I was not, well a little, but he would never believe me, even if I told him everything I'd done at work. The shit was flowing into the cesspit, and it was getting deeper, mid thighs by now I reckoned.
He accused me of recovering from my tiredness in another man's arms, a man not my husband. That was not true, but that was exactly how it would have looked to him.
My poor Dave, what I had done to him?
I had always thought myself an intelligent woman as David had said, how could I have been so bloody stupid as to sleep with Claude. Was I so wrapped up in risk taking? Was I swayed by Sophie and Claude? Was I looking for excitement and risk? I have known Dave for nearly 25 years, how could I be so delusional, so stupid to think he would put up with this. I trusted in his love for me, but all he saw was my lack of love for him. I need to get some professional help.
He had assumed I had booked the restaurant and hotel rooms. I told him I didn't and somehow in the conversation, in the words that flowed between us, I let on that Claude was not married. I realised that I had given him another clue. Soon he would have enough information to work out who it was. I needed to think of a plan to protect my job, and that would protect Claude's too.
He seemed to change tack, he asked me about the restaurant and the hotel. Then he laid into me accusing me of going for a romantic dinner, having a romantic night and I might want to do it again. He told that if he rolled over and accepted it, it would not just be the once and I would want to do it again. But he was never going to do that. The shit in the cesspit was getting higher.
He was standing up talking loudly at me, but I felt he was keeping his anger under control. I had seen it bottled up inside of him.
When he asked if I was planned to do it again, I tried to placate him by saying it was too risky to do it more than once. To be honest I thought I was very certain I would get away with this once but not twice. I was not sure he saw it that way?
I meant the risk of getting caught from work, it is clear to me now he thought I meant the risk of getting caught having sex. Shit will this never end. That was another inch or two in the cesspit.
Then he went on to ask if we denigrated him. I told him we did not talk about him at all. He asked was it the best sex of my life? I was going to tell him the first time was good, but it lacked something. It was just sex, the rest was rubbish and certainly did not match up to what he did to me. But I said nothing, it was safer. A thought flashed through my mind. If Sophie thought Claude was good, and suggested he was better than Tony, how good was Tony? Not my worry, it was not my concern, but what sort of standards did Sophie have? Or was it the excitement that made it good for her.
Then he said something hurtful but unfortunately true. "You obviously completely forgot about me and our wedding vows. Thank you very fucking much." I hadn't thought about Dave since I got to the limo and until I woke up in Claudes arms. I had felt a little guilty then, well actually quite a lot. I was planning my return to our happy home and planning on how we were going to make it up, not just bed games, but a loving family. How bloody wrong I was.
I had a feeling there was no right answer. Shit.
I told Dave the alarm was set for 3 o'clock so I could be home before the sun came up, he accused me of waking up at three to have another fuck with my boyfriend and bring him home sloppy seconds. I cried as I told him he had suggested it, but I declined. I'm not sure he believed me.
Dave then asked me about protection I thought he was worried that I might get pregnant I told him I had the morning after pill I did not tell him about the two week supply of birth control pills that I had got from Sophie.
He changed tactics, he went on about the planning again and he asked if I had an STD test booked, why would I do that?
That was when I realised that going behind his back and planning all this was also another dagger to his heart. That brown warm wet stuff kept on creeping up my thighs and was nearly at my waist.
I promised to make it up to him.
He reminded me of what he said and what the text said, I was certain divorce was a real possibility.
I had better get myself tested for STD's. I'm sure I would need to do that and be clean before Dave would be intimate with me again. It turned out worse than that. I started to mention that Sophie hadn't caught anything off of him when he shut me down. And the way he did it shocked me he shouted. "STOP! I do not give a flying fuck about what Sophie says. So far from what little I have heard that came out of her mouth is going to get you divorced."
Then I realised I had probably given him another clue that Sophie had slept with Claude. I'm sure he will remember all of this. I know I've reduced the suspects quite significantly. And listening to Sophie made the prospects of me staying married slim. Flipping heck.
I begged him not to divorce me. Then I realised it was out my control, I could not stop him, I could delay it but not stop it. I tried to plead with him, because he loved me, then he hurt me again. "You cannot say the same thing, obviously." He said as he walked towards the kitchen. He came back with a drink, he did not bring me one. He always fetched me a drink when he had one.
In my desperation I promised I would make it up to him. I think that was the first time he mentioned throwing me out as something that would happen, now it struck home how much I had messed up.
He asked about the dress I was wearing when I left. I felt slightly proud of myself and explained I would not bring that home to him, it would be disrespectful. He muttered, "As if sleeping with someone else is not."
Then he brought up the lingerie, I thought that would go down well. He did not like the lemon, it was not a sexy colour. But it did not work, even though he did not like it he accused me of using something I bought for him with another man. I thought he would live with that, but that was not the way he saw it. He saw the whole event from a completely different angle, one that I had not even considered. Although I was doing a bad thing to him, I thought I was doing it the best way I could.
I had got this so wrong all the way down the line. I felt extremely sorry for having the man I love sit here for 12 hours not knowing what's going on, his imagination running wild and giving him time to think. I was sure those thoughts turned dark. Perhaps it was a good idea he did not drink the beer I got him; it could be a depressant.
I was tired, and it was not the sex with Claude. I needed to go to bed. I was about to stand up when I heard David say something about pride, I reflected quickly. Yes, I was proud of what we had done, but I was confused. Why would he say that? I stood up and walked towards the photo and picked up the frame. I asked him to come to bed with me. I stood up and held my hand out to him to go to bed. The rebuff I got was shocking. He accused me of changing my mind to continue to have sex with people but, when I realised he wouldn't roll over I changed my mind. He could not have been further from the truth. It really was a one off.
He told me that if I did not give him a name it would absolutely end in divorce, I was so tired I didn't know what to do so I just went upstairs.
He told me to go to bed and let my conscience keep me awake. But his parting shot was that if I didn't tell him who it was, the divorce was definitely going to happen, and I believed him. I needed some time to think about how to limit the damage, so I went upstairs to our bedroom. The door would not open which was strange because there was no lock on it. I felt a flash of anger, but then I realised he wouldn't want me sleeping with him on the same day I'd left my lover's arms. Claude wasn't my lover but that's how he would see it. I went back downstairs and asked him about the door. He simply told me to get checked for STD's, until then I was in Julie's room.
I looked on that as a good sign, I felt I could not win, so best say nothing and headed towards the stairs then he asked a question. He asked when I put him out of my heart. I had not I told him.
What he said next nearly made me collapse, "It felt like it when you walked out that door to be with him."
My legs almost gave way, if I had not been holding on to the stair rail I would have collapsed. It showed how much I had hurt him.
I tried to run up the stairs to get away from the mess I had made. I did not sleep, Dave had at least 12 hours to plan and think, I had but a few hours to save my marriage and hopefully my job. But given the choice the job came well second to my marriage.
I could not sleep, but I did manage a plan.
Recollections Saturday morning
It was about eight when I went downstairs. Dave was asleep on the sofa, he looked awfully old, well beyond his years, haggard. I had done that to the man I love. I started to cry. I wiped away the tears. I remember seeing the piece of paper on the kitchen table. Dave's Wedding ring was next to it. It was all I could do to hold the tears in at the sight of that. Whilst the tea was brewing I picked up the paper, it was a divorce petition and his signature on the bottom. A fresh flood of tears poured down my face. I pulled myself together, I had to be strong if I was going to survive this.
David will try to find out who it was and I will try to prevent him. I had a feeling in the end I'm just going to have to give Claude up. But I had a plan to delay it so I could warn Claude.
I gently shook him by the shoulder and placed the tea in front of him. These next two days were going to be murder, and I deserved it. Why could I not just wait, was I so addicted to the risk? I would have to go and see a psychiatrist about that whichever way this went.
When he joined me at the table, he had a strange calm look on his face. He asked more questions. He realised I would not tell him who it was. He warned me he would divorce me if I did not tell him, but he asked other questions, and I quickly realised it was just a ploy of his on finding out who it was. I had thought for a short while the depth of the cesspit had gone down a little over night. It hadn't, I was just getting used to the smell.
I explained about Sophie and Tony's open marriage. I repeatedly said that was not what I wanted. It really had not crossed my mind what he knew of Tony and Sophie's arrangements. I was certain he did not believe me. I did not think he would do what he did next. He told he was going to phone Tony. I just said. "Okay."
He picked up his phone and called Tony and asked him if he was happy with the open marriage. That was when I learned that what Sophie told me was obviously a lie. Tony was far from happy. I was shocked when Tony said that when he wanted to stop it and that Sophie had sort of blackmailed him into carrying on. You do not do that to somebody you love. Tony explained the rules he and Sophie had for their open marriage.
Then Dave pointed out to Tony that as Sophie had broken one of the rules by telling me about the open marriage, if she broke that one rule what others had she broken? I knew for a fact she had hooked up with Claude again and was planning to do it in another four or five months. Then I heard Dave offer to help him find out who Sophie was sleeping with to see if was breaking other rules and if he did, he might find out it was Claude. He suggested to Tony she had the same bloke more than once.
I knew she had.
I remember thinking I might have to warn Sophie about not doing a repeat with anyone, especially Claude. But listening to Tony I felt if she didn't stop the open marriage, she would be single by then. I was certain that if Dave caught me warning her, that would not go down well, I decided to keep schtum, but I wanted to help Tony after what I heard.
After Dave hung up I admitted to him that Sophie thought if enough time had elapsed then it did not count as a rerun.
I asked Dave if I could phone Sophie and tell her that Tony and he had talked, and she had better have a serious think about her marriage. I fetched my phone and gave it to him to be checked, he could look as much as he liked there was nothing incriminating on there. Claude and I had done everything verbally, nothing electronic. I realised how practised Claude was at this.
I was pretty certain she did love Tony and she just wanted a bit of fun, but she had to make a decision.
He said I could give her a call but only to say that they had talked and David now knew about their open marriage. No warnings about re runs, it was to be her decision to stop the open marriage. But then I had to concentrate on our marriage.
I dialled Sophie, this was going to be a short call, my last one to her, ever. I put it on speakerphone. Immediately Sophie asked me how that night was? I told her. "It was shit, it looks like I'm getting divorced." That brought silence from the other end of the phone. I carried on. "Dave has just talked to Tony, and he's told him a few things about your open marriage. He's probably going to work out that you've lied to him. I have one suggestion for you. You stop the open marriage if you love him as you told me you do or were you lying to me about that?"
There was a long pause and then a quiet reply. "No, I do love him, but it is so much fun. I will have to think about it, thanks for the warning. Can we meet for a chat next week, perhaps I can help you? Remember the revenge fuck if Dave wants one." There was a pause. "I might have to make Dave my last one."
"Sophie, that would break another rule, and no. I need to save my marriage. I will never speak to you again when I hang up, I'm blocking you, do not phone me, contact me or see me ever again." With that I hung up and blocked her number.
He hurt me when he added that when we got divorced, she might find men for me.
I pleaded with him that didn't want to divorce or an open marriage. He just replied coldly. "When you slept with another man you gave up that choice." He was correct. I remember thinking that I would have to explain to the children and parents if I could not resolve this. Little did I know what he was planning.
He paused, I was dreading the next question, truthfully, I was dreading any question, but I would have to answer anything he asked me.
He asked how I found my boyfriend. It was just another ploy to find out who it was.
I told him it was somebody Sophie had met during her open marriage exploits. It wasn't one of our friends. I realised then I had given him another clue. I did not mention to him that one of the attractions was the risk of losing my job, it was a small risk if we were careful, but it was so real, I could almost taste it. How stupid was I. I sort of told Dave a feeble excuse that it was part of the risk, but to use friends would be a step too far. Then I realised I might just have given him a pointer to somebody at work. I felt the cesspit creep up another couple of inches.
I went on to Dave that Sophie had experienced this man, and she said as Dave loved me, it would be okay, yes, he would get angry, but she offered herself to him as revenge fuck and I could not turn him down if he wanted to. I did not mention I rather that he didn't sleep with her, that would be hypercritical, and I try not to be that. I went on why this chap attracted me.
Dave went and made coffee, I knew this ploy, he was thinking. I used the time to think as well.
He sat down "Sophie told you it was worth risking your marriage for a one-night stand with a sex God?"
I went to get coffee as he had not poured me one, he stunned me again by accusing me of using the time to plan more lies. I was just getting coffee.
I explained I could not lie. I ignored, for now, that lying by omission was still lying. I went on to explain I did not want an open marriage and how Sophie had told me that Tony was happy. That was obviously a lie after what I heard Tony say earlier. I went on a bit explaining how I was swayed. It felt a little bit like I was blaming them but I wasn't. This was all my fault. I mentioned again that Sophie was available for a revenge fuck. But I was pretty sure he would not put his dick anywhere near her, at least that was a relief. I sort of explained how Claude was charismatic and could carry a room.
Laying there in bed I realised I had given David another clue, bugger.
I went to the toilet hoping an empty bladder would help me fall asleep. It did not. I realised I had given him vital hints that it was someone at work.
I got back into bed and went back to my nightmare.
We had both used ploys to give ourselves time to think. Then Dave told me he was going to wash the cars. I was about to offer to give him a hand when I realised he needed time to think.
I remembered after a dinner of beans on toast, most of which I left, he asked. "So, tell me why not just go behind my back and fuck your boyfriend, an afternoon off work or a girl's night out scam?"
I was expecting that and I had an answer. I explained about the party next week and the problems that could bring up including bunking off for the afternoon.


"So you will not lie to your friends, but you will your husband by not telling me who he is, lying by omission."
"Sorry, I don't see it like that, I was protecting you and them. It wouldn't be fair on them or him."
Shit I had just given something away, I couldn't keep the frown from my forehead. Then I realised I just admitted to him I would not lie to my friends, but I would to him, even by omission and I wanted to protect Claude. Every time I open my mouth I put my foot in it and the level of shit in the pit raised another couple of inches. It was over my waist now.
I remembered then he asked about the evening, I'm sure he wasn't really interested, it was just a way of finding out who he was. But I would have to tell him the truth apart from the name. He asked where we ate, how we got there and the hotel?
I told him it was a small pub on the other side of town, not Mario's. We used a limo. I pointed out that in those big flash cars nobody could see who was inside, and it wasn't a hotel, it was Airbnb.
He asked what we talked about, then I remember talking about how full of himself Claude was and his plans for 'the' company, I quickly changed it to 'his' company. I think Dave noticed. Did that count as a lie? I was not sure. I felt the cesspit get a little fuller.
We watched some dross on the telly and I went to bed in Julie's room.
I had a question I didn't want the answer to. But I had to ask before I went to bed but it took time to build up the courage. "What did you mean pride cometh the full?"
"Oh, that is quite simple." He said. "You are proud of everything we have built. A home for the children, a good marriage, 2 two wonderful children, good jobs. At a rough guess you're going to have nothing to be proud of by the time this is done. No marriage, I know how this you love this house, proud of what we've done with it, brought two children up in it. It will have to go. The children may not talk to you. Not sure about your parents." He paused "There will be nothing left of your former life to be proud of, maybe just your job, much warmth and comfort that will give you."
That hurt, that really hurt he took all that I was proud of away from away from me. I could face it no more, I ran up the stair's tears flowing down my cheeks. I had ruined everything I was proud of. What a stupid fucking bitch.
I napped for a couple of hours, no real rest. Dave had been digging all night, and I wondered how much he had worked out. I went over my plan in my head several times, it was so full of holes, but I was hoping for one thing, to limit the damage. I just needed until Monday. I might even keep my job.
Recollections Sunday
Breakfast was very quiet, most of the toast was thrown to the birds.
In a gentle voice he asked. "Let me get this right. You consider sex a small but very important part of marriage. Yes?"
I agreed.
"And the bulk of marriage is all the other things, living together, holidays, house, children that sort of stuff?" He continued.
I think I could see where this was going, but there was going to be more. I agreed, but tears started leaking from my eyes again.
Dave went on about trust and honesty, he had probably been awake all night like me, thinking. He went on again about if I liked it I would want to do it again. He said the trust was gone, just like the living together, the holidays, the house and children. My whole future gone, the cesspit was getting deeper now. Then it got worse. He carried on.
"You have admitted you have lied to me, but how do I know it was only by omission? You could be lying about other things, like there was a romantic candle lit dinner in Mario's, there was passion, it was making love and it was not 'just sex' as you put it. You knowingly fell asleep in his arms, you did have a 3 o'clock fuck to bring me sloppy seconds and walk into our marital home with another man's sperm leaking from your cunt."
My mouth just hung open at what he had just said. Fuck he was right, the tears started again. His words are burned into my brain.
"I'm going for a walk, and no you cannot come with me, I really need to think. Tell me his name or we are done." With that he was gone.
My plan was getting thinner and the shit deeper. It was above my waist now. I would make one last attempt to eke it out till Monday. But I remember being certain I will have to tell Dave before Monday. He has threatened me enough times with divorce if I do not tell him. He is thinking that If I do not tell him and he divorces me, he will still find out who it was.
Like Dave washed the cars yesterday, I did house work to keep busy and it needed doing.
I was emptying the washing machine when he got back. I went and put the kettle on. I looked at Dave, he had been to the pub, I wondered how many he had, maybe trying to drown the hurt I caused him.
He went to the fridge and got 2 beers and put one in front of me. He turned the kettle off as he passed it.
The first thing he said since he walked in. "Why won't you tell me his name?"
I was expecting that question, I had sort of practiced the answer. "I love you and I can see you will go after him. I don't want you to go to prison. You can go down for years if you beat him up. Then he or his friends will still come for you, and you might get hurt, and that would be my fault. He doesn't want it getting out that we had a night together, and if you know his name you might tell people and that would damage his reputation. If I told you his name you would understand why."
"So tell me his name so I do understand."
I shook my head.
He growled at me. "So you are putting his reputation before our marriage." The shit got even deeper. He talked some more, paused, then he hurt me again. "He would only come after me if he knew who ratted him out, would you tell him?"
As if I would! "No never!" I screamed. Again, I had given him another clue. If it was someone who I cared about, their reputation would almost certainly point to somebody from work and somebody who had a reputation to uphold.
Again, Dave came up with something I had not thought of. "If he has been shagging you, what other men's wives has he been shagging? It could be any of us, even Tony. So blow that out your arse, that is a crap excuse." He reached across and took the paper, put it in the envelope and sealed it. "I'm going to the Post Office to post this." I knew by now the document did not need my signature.
I reached across and grabbed his wrist. "No, please wait. If I tell you, will you stop the divorce?"
Dave lifted the divorce petition. "I will tear this up."
Claude did martial arts, I don't know which ones, but Dave would lose a fight, I could not let him get hurt anymore than I had already hurt him too much.
I talked to Dave gently. "Do you promise, really promise not to hurt him, physically, mentally and that includes getting him sacked and telling his family."
"So, still putting him before our marriage." Dave stood up with the divorce letter in his hand.
I looked at him, tears in my eyes, I was worried he would get into something that would get him hurt. "Look, I know I am asking you to promise not to hurt him, and this is going to sound very hypocritical, but I will take the hit. How can I believe your promises? I've just proved to you that I did not uphold my promise at our wedding and I betrayed you, so can I trust you not to break your promise not to hurt him?"
Dave paused. "It's down to trust, I can see where you're coming from. I understand your concerns, you will just have to trust me, if you can't do that then sign the piece of paper."
Plan A, see if I can get a stay till tomorrow. "Please Dave, I need to tell him I'm telling you, and you're not going after him. Please can you give me until tomorrow night. I need to think about how I get you back, I didn't realise how much I've screwed up. I knew you would be angry, very angry at me, but I was certain your love for me would carry us through, I was wrong."
He shook me with his reply. "NO! Still putting him before us."
"What can I do to make this right?"
"Tell me his name or we are done! But for now, and this is going to be painful for you, very painful. You phone your parents and the children and tell them what you did."
"No, no please, not that." That would show everyone what a skanky pussy I was, a cheating low scum slut.
"Okay then, I will leave, and I will tell them, I will not take the blame for the divorce. I have a bag packed." They were going to find out anyway at least if I told them, it would be me owning my cock up, that's not right, mistake, error. What the fuck do I call what I did?
"Alright, I'll do it".
"When you do tell them, they're going to ask you if I'm divorcing you. You can tell them we're working our way through it."
Tears leaked from my eyes again. "Really, can we work our way through this?"
"I don't know, I really don't know myself, but definitely not without a name. I don't want you pulling out all the stops. Sexy underwear, kinkiness, blowjobs in the morning, favourite foods and we carry on as normal if you keep his name from me. Oh, you had better get tested for STD's. And make sure you take that pill, being a single mother would not be easy at your age."
That hurt, but he was right, I had forgotten to take the pill this morning. He was brutal, but he was correct.
"I'll get the tests done. He showed me a letter stating he was clear. It was dated 2 weeks ago. Yes, I know he could have had sex with somebody else in those 2 weeks, but I was trying to be as responsible as I could under the situation."
He stood up. "Go fuck yourself, there is no way on this earth what you did was responsible." He was loud, I must have hit a nerve. "You plan two or three weeks ahead to have a night out with a man you meet at Sophie's request. You endanger your health by unprotected sex, probably your job. You buy a new dress which you throw away and which I probably paid for. You have the gall to use lingerie you bought for me for a special occasion. Okay, it does not matter that it is not my favourite, you bought it for me and you used it for somebody else. Nowhere in there is that you being responsible and if you think it is this piece of paper goes in now."
Again, he was spot on. He stood up and walked towards the front door.
As I lay there thinking back to that day, it came back to me, he said I endangered my job, how did he know that? Had he worked out who it was and wanted confirmation?
Back to that Sunday afternoon. I ran around the table and grabbed hold of his arm desperately.
"No please, that came out all wrong. You're right that wasn't responsible, I thought it was at the time. Please give me until I come home tomorrow, I want to warn him I am telling you who he is. I promise if will tell you then"
"No! Fuck off." He pulled away from me. Turned, looked at me with ice in his eyes. "I have had enough of this shilly-shallying around. You have had enough chances." He turned, looked at me, his eyes glaring. "Right, there is one way to save your marriage, but you have one chance, and it is right here, right now. Choose him or our marriage. Who is he?"
I fell back onto the chair. "Please..." I begged.
"Name or I walk out for good."
"Claude Wetherby, the CFO's son."
A huge weight fell off me. I felt calmer, in a gentle but firm voice I said. "Sorry, I thought about what you said before you went for a walk. I never looked at it from how you would see it. I thought because you love me you will let me do it just this once, if not forgive me then live with it whilst I make it up to you. I didn't see it from your point of view."
I placed a hand on each side of his head, looked at him through my tears and said. "I'm sorry I hurt you, I'm sorry for having sex with another man, for betraying you, your trust and your love." I remember the stillness after my apology. He had made no effort to tear up the divorce paperwork. "Please, you said you would tear that up." I said pointing to the envelope in his hand. He tore it in half. I felt a little better.
I thought I felt the shit recede a bit.
Then I had a request to keep. "Now, would you be so kind as to pass me my phone. I have some calls to make."
I worked out if Dave forgave me so would everyone else eventually.
That was awful, Julie shouted at me. A lot. Jack just hung up when I finished speaking. I didn't know which was worse. I talked to Dave's parents. Shocked, a lot. My parents. My mother broke down into tears. Bad. From my Dad just silence, worse. Everybody except Jack asked what was going to happen? I told them what David told me, that we were working our way through it and left it at that.
As soon as I hung up from speaking to Julie I heard Dave's phone ring, I think people were checking up on him. I did not hear what he was saying.
That completely wore me out, the heartache, the anguish but I suppose it was less than what I put Dave through. He did not know if I was coming back.
Looking at Dave I said. "I know it's just a start but I have done everything you asked. Can we make it through this?"
"What was the last thing I said to you before you ran out the back door leaving me standing here? What did I say in the text? It is still on your phone. Do you want to read it again to remind yourself?"
I knew exactly what was said. Now I had to face up to the fact Dave might actually go through with the divorce. I needed to lay down and cry. I headed towards the stairs.
"Can I use our bed please?"
I did but was told to be back in Julie's room at night. I fell on the bed, it smelt of Dave, I cried myself to sleep.
I woke up, I do not remember taking my clothes off but I was naked. Dave brought me some tea, I got out of bed naked. I was not trying to get him into bed.
I asked if we were going to be alright. He said it was not just the sex but the running around behind his back and not telling him who my boyfriend was straight away made it very difficult.
I made something to eat, I have no idea what it was or even if I ate it. I made my way back to our bed, I wanted his warm smell whilst I still could.
Monday Recollections
I woke up early on Monday. I was still in my bed, but Dave was not there nor had his side been slept in.
I got ready for work, I wanted to be early. I took the pill. It will be an interesting day.
I asked David to keep his phone near him and I will let him know what is happening. I was aware that David's wedding ring was still on the kitchen table.
The first call I made on the way to work was to the Sexual Health clinic. I managed to get an appointment for Wednesday morning.
People started to arrive in the office and they could tell I was downhearted. Somebody even brought me a cup of coffee. I looked up and smiled a thank you. It was just before 9 when I saw John walk in. I met him at his desk and told him I was resigning. I handed him my resignation letter, he looked shocked.
He asked me the reason. I told him they were personal. He asked if he could get me a cup of tea and we could talk about it. I just shook my head.
The Deputy head of HR, Jenny, asked for a chat. I told her the same thing and I asked for as short a term as possible. I was told the minimum was one month and anyway I would be expected to hand over the project I was working on. I went back to my desk and called the team together and told them I was resigning. They were all amazed, they asked why and got the same reply as John and Jenny.
I carried on working and most of the team knew what they were doing. All John had to do was to appoint someone to take over from me. I knew they had a succession plan in place. I kept an eye on MS Team's until I saw Claude's indicator light up green. He was online, probably, in the office. When I got to his office, I saw his door was open and I heard him talking. He was on the phone. I knocked on the door frame, he looked at me, waved me in and smiled. I stood still, a frown crossed his brow. He finished talking and hung up.
"Please Mary come in, you're always welcome in this office."
"No I don't think I am. I've told Dave I spent the night with you on Friday."
He jumped up and rushed past me, pulled me inside and closed the door.
"What! You said you weren't going to tell him, they were my rules." He was spitting at me, staring me in the face but he wasn't shouting.
"No, maybe your rules, but not mine."
"We agreed you wouldn't tell anybody."
"No, I never agreed, like you said to me Sophie had her rules, but they are not yours. Well, you had your rules, they're not mine. What I have done is just give you time to work out a solution and the way to save my marriage is to resign, I'm leaving before this gets out and I get sacked. I will not tell anyone."
Looking at him I said. "Sophie told you it was Tony's rules for her not to go home to him carrying another man's sperm, but you got her to break that rule, and I really hope Tony doesn't find out about the repeat performances. That is also against their rules. He can be a nasty bastard." It was meant as a threat. I had seen Tony angry and it was not a pretty sight.
"Bring that fucking cuck on as well, I'll take him as well as your old man. He had better not say anything if this gets out I'm scuppered."
"The only thing I know at the moment is that I am a gnat's cock away from being divorced by the man I love."
"You better have a word with your husband."
"I've asked him not to come after you and he said he'll think about it."
He looked at me and laughed. "Ha I've seen your old man, he wouldn't stand a chance against me."
I replied. "I've asked him not to hurt you physically or go for your job, that is all I can do. He's his own man, he will make his own decisions, but I've asked."
"You'd better make fucking sure." As he turned and walked behind his desk I thought I heard him mumble. "I'll fucking make sure"
I remember the phone call to David warning him to be careful. I started handing the project over. I went home on time, I did not know what to do for dinner, Dave told me he would be late, but not what time he would be home. I turned on the laptop and started looking for a job.
It was getting dark, and I had to turn the lights on. I couldn't see the notes I was making on the notepad. Then Dave's notification sounded on my mobile. I looked at it. Oh shit! There was a picture of Claude, there was blood all over his face, he looked kind of unconscious. Not well at all, and a message "Looks like he's been found out now, your boyfriend paid me a visit, didn't work out well for him.'
I tried to phone David but it went to voicemail. I rushed to his work. Dave was standing with some Police. There was an ambulance as well. Someone was being taken inside on a trolley. I burst past the Police. I was a mess. I couldn't stop crying. I collapsed into his arms. Dave held me, he took me home and put me in our bed. I wanted him to join me, just to hold him, I held the quilt up. He shook his head and walked away.
He walked away like I walked away from him on Friday. I cried.
Recollections Tuesday
I did not know what the time was, but it was obviously late. I do not remember sleeping, but I must have. Dave shook me awake, gently and there was a cup of tea. He told me it was past 10 and he had phoned in sick for me. I could see he was a very unhappy man.
David worked in his home office. I moped around the house making him tea and a sandwich, he thanked me politely, coldly.
Dave had a visit from the police in the afternoon. He seemed marginally happier after they left. The policeman let slip that Wetherby was being charged with assault along with his two cohorts. They are not going to keep that quiet.
I was in a quandary, what do I do now, I had trusted in Dave's love for me. But I had got it so wrong, I had gone too far. I did not feel like cooking, so I sent out for Chinese.


Wednesday. Real time.
I woke up in Julie's bed knowing I would have to face the music at work today. I had no idea what the people at work had worked out for themselves. I was sure I would soon find out. I showered, when I came out of the shower there was a mug of tea waiting for me. I dressed for work. David sat opposite me as we had breakfast, I had toast, he had cereal. The bruise on the side of Dave's face was dark blue and bright yellow. I cried when I saw it. Nothing was said. As he cleared away the plates he said. "I'm working from home for the next few days."
I replied. "I expect there will be some questions at work today. I'll let you know what's happening." That was the full extent of our conversation.
As usual when he was home, he walked me to my car and watched as I drove out of our drive. He made sure the road was clear before I drove out because our neighbour's cars blocked the view of the road. But unlike usual he did not wave or wait till I got to the end of the road. When I looked in my rearview mirror he was gone.
When I got into work I was summoned by Jenny from HR. They asked me what I knew about Claude's incident. All I told them was that Claude had attacked my husband. I said nothing else. I think she put two and two together. Sitting there in her office Jenny said. "I think it's probably a good thing you resigned. At least you will get a reference unless we find out something in the month you have left here." She paused and looked at me.
I broke down and told her everything. The CFO was called in and I repeated my story. He did not seem surprised. After I had finished, he said to Jenny. "Start the paperwork to fire my son immediately, no need for an investigation."
"He obviously hasn't learned from his previous mistakes." Looking at me he said. "Finish your hand over this week, do not come in Monday." Looking back at Jenny he carried on. "One month's salary as usual and because she has supported this firm she can have a reference, an honest one." With that he walked out.
Mr Weatherby Snr came to me later that day and said. "If you had not admitted what you had done, you would have been asked to leave straight away with no reference, but I needed corroboration to what Claude had done. When I was told by the Police it was your husband he attacked, I put 2 and 2 together and I had our solicitor on standby to help if your husband got into trouble." As he was leaving, he turned and said. "I'm sorry you got caught up in Claude's flight of fantasy. I gave him one more chance and he messed it up."
I carried on handing over the project. I would finish by Friday. I will miss it; it was born from something Dave and I had thought up.
When I got home, dinner was just jacket potatoes and lamb chops. After we finished eating I told Dave what happened.
"Well, Weatherby got what he deserved then."
I asked timidly. "Are we going to be alright?"
He stood up and let me have both barrels, I had never seen him so angry. "WHAT! You plan for two weeks to have sex with another man risking your job, your health and getting pregnant. You leave me sitting here for twelve hours whilst you fuck your boyfriend and sleep in his arms." I wanted to object, I did not sleep in his arms, I did not get the chance. He reloaded and let me have both barrels again. "You refuse to tell me who he is for 2 fucking days, putting him before me and our marriage. I nearly get beaten up by 3 thugs. You betray me, my love for you, you disrespect me thinking I would put up with this for a nanosecond, you insult my intelligence, and you ask if we're going to be alright?" He paused, took a breath and said quietly. "Did I say to you that if you had sex with someone else, I would divorce you, did I not send you a text saying the same thing, not my fucking fault you purposely left your phone behind."
"But I saw you tear the paperwork up?" I said quietly.
"That was just a printout to show you how deep in the shit you were. I would expect to get an e-mail sometime during the middle of the week."
"You said we were working it out."
"Yes, and I have worked out I can't trust you not to do this again, my heart won't stand it."
"What am I going to do?" I asked through my tears.
"You should have thought of that when you decided to have sex with Wetherby."
"Please I don't want a divorce, I am sorry, I will make it up to you."
He stood there. Quietly he said. "Do I always do what I say I will do?"
"Yes, almost always."
"And when I don't?"
"It is because it's something out of your control."
"Is this divorce within my control?"
"Yes." I said quietly.
"This divorce is going to happen. I don't need your signature, but it will show me that you acknowledge this marriage is over if you sign it when you get it."
I had to admit I couldn't stop the divorce, and he was right it would show some sort of faith. I just nodded my head and said. "Okay, I will." Looking up at him I said. "I am sorry." I rushed off.
I managed the handover by Friday and went out for farewell drinks with the team. I put a brave face on it, I didn't drink much, and I think everyone knew there was more to it. I left in tears. Dave picked me up. He came into the pub to collect me. He had spare handkerchiefs for my tears.
We did not say much on the way home.
I spent Saturday and Sunday trawling the net looking for a job and making a few phone calls to friends who might help. I told them I wanted a change of direction, which some thought was strange as they were in similar business. Every time I looked at him my heart broke a little more on what I had done to the man I love.
The evenings were awful. The house was cold even with the heating on, the bed was lonely.
Monday morning before Dave went to work over breakfast I said. "Sweetheart. I love you, but I can't do this anymore. I need to move out. I want you back, but I need to give you time."
He did not disagree. "Thank you, you have saved me a job, I was going to ask you to leave whilst I was at work. I suggest your parents. They know what you've done. I suggest you give them a call. It will be cosy until you can find your own place and work. We can work out finances later." He paused and said. "Look, I'm sorry for shouting at you, but I lost it, I should not have done that."
"No." I replied. "I did deserve that, and more, I am truly sorry."
With that he was gone.
Mum and Dad had downsized a few years ago and lived in a one-bedroom bungalow. There was a small office where Dad dabbled in his hobby, playing the stock markets. I suppose I could sleep in there on a camp bed until I get a job and a place to live.
Dave left for work, and I fell apart. The next thing I knew there was a cup of tea in front of me I looked up straight into my mother's face. "I think you need this, then we had better go and pack some clothes. David phoned us and told us what was happening."
"Please Mum help me, what can I do? I don't want a divorce." I said.
The look she gave me burned me to my core. "Then you shouldn't have spent a night in another man's arms." I got no sympathy there.
I did as she said and went upstairs and packed some clothes. Mum came and helped me. Whilst we were doing that she said. "Whatever you do is going to be your decision, but I suggest you give him some space. He's had a pretty crap week, we will see what we can do, staying here is like rubbing it in his face. Your Dad and I will have a word with him next week, but to be honest I don't hold out much hope. He told us he warned you what would happen and you just went ahead and did it anyway." She raised her voice. "Just how bloody stupid are you!" I cried; I was probably the most stupidest woman on the planet.
"Let's get you home." She said. The temperature in my parent's house was not much warmer than it was at our house over the weekend.
During that week I did a lot of thinking, and I approached my mother with my plan. Her reply startled me. "I think Dave is correct to divorce you after what you did to him. However, you do seem very remorseful for the pain and hurt you did to him, and to a certain degree I agree but you can't repair the damage you've caused if you're not with him. So, I will help you get back into the house to give you a chance but trust me if you hurt that man again you will never be welcome in this house. And for heaven's sake do not tell your Father what you are planning to do."
I went across and hugged her and whispered into her ear. "Thanks Mummy, I will never intentionally hurt that man again."
Reconciliation, of sorts.
We were all sitting on the sofa in front of David, he was sitting in his usual armchair. There was tea and digestive biscuits. Me in the middle between Mum and Dad. I was not dressed sexy. Just smart. Mum knew my plan. We kept my Father out of it, he would consider it conniving. He was correct, it was.
Then Mum cheated. "Dave. I know she hurt you. You are a good man. But tell me. Do you love her, or do you hate her?"
What! That was not what Mum and I talked about.
"If you look me square in the eyes and say you hate her we will take her away again right now, and we will work something out between us. So, look me in the face and tell me you hate her."
Dave took a deep breath. He looked my Mother straight in the eyes. Oh Fuck.
"I could never hate her. I will always love her. But what she put me through and what she did to me is hard to get over. Do you want me to list them? Forgiveness may never come."
My mother held her hands up. "We think we know. Let's just say. Having sex with another man, walking out on you leaving you here for 12 hours not knowing if she was coming back. Not telling you for two days who the person she had sex with? As well as the disrespect. We know that's just the tip of the iceberg and there is a whole wagon load more. We believe she has told us everything."
"Yep, That's about it." Dave said.
"Added to that, you warned her what would happen, and she did it anyway. We do not for one iota blame you for divorcing her.
"Look Dave. We don't have the space in our house. Please can she come and stay here? When she runs out of money to pay her portion of the mortgage we will help until she can get a job and find herself a new place to live. We don't know what you have planned for the house and what savings you have."
To be honest we had not talked about the house or money, the whole thing was too raw.
Dave looked down. He was thinking. I thought for a second Mum might have pulled it off. Mum was fully aware of my plan to get back with Dave, Dad not so much. But then Dad piped up without prompting. "David, son. She's put her car up for sale on eBay and Gumtree. She could take it to one of those 'we buy your car' places, but they don't give anywhere near the proper value. You have Jack and Julie's rooms not being used and she is currently sleeping in my office on a camp bed. It's not the most comfortable thing in the world. And you are on a bus route, we are not. She can take a bus into town and the railway station so she can go to interviews out of town once her car is sold. We will help where we can with money until she gets paid again. If you let her come back, we will bring her stuff here and put it in one of the kid's bedrooms. You will not have to do a thing. Please son, just think about it? I know it will be difficult for you, but it will benefit everyone" He gave a little grin. "It will certainly help me and her mother, we're not used to having somebody else in the house, it kind of cramps our style. If you know what I mean." He gave a little smile.
I could not believe what I was hearing. I thought my parents were well past sex. It appears not and I was cramping their style. I looked at Dave. His mouth might be closed but his eyes were wide open. I think he was just as shocked as me.
"I will think about it, but there will have to be rules. I am not sure I trust her. I want this divorce to go ahead."
That was all I could hope for. I got a message two days later, we agreed to rules​​, and I moved in over the next weekend with Mum and Dad's help.
Now on to the part of my plan to get my husband back. I had absolutely no doubt the divorce would go ahead. I could not, I would not even try to stop it. It was the right thing to do.
Part 3 follows, a few people commented the Part 3 should be in LW however, I took into account their views there is no cheating wife in Part 3 yes she cheated but she won't again she's going to have some more kinky fun and hopefully so will he. I intend to publish them on the same day those if you like kinky stuff crack on, those of you that are happy with the story so far best you finish here. Spoilers. They get divorced. Dave could do nothing else.
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When I initially wrote this I was planning to put it in Rom or BDSM as it gets quite kinky but after many comments on 'One Night Aftermath' I decided to put it in here in LW
Please try to remember this is a story, fiction as defined by the Oxford English Dictionary. It is made up, not real.
This is the story of a wife who cheated once and tries to win a husband back. Her intentions are honourable if not the methods she uses to win her way back his heart. She did once she won't do it again. It is a light-hearted kinky story.
Please enjoy the journey.
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How I tried to get my man back.
Background
I spent the night with a man, not my husband. I told my husband before I left that I planned to be home before sunrise and I was, David was waiting for me. I expected him to be in bed and I would join him and wake up next to him as normal. Obviously if you're reading this that was not what happened. David threatened me with divorce if I didn't tell him who the man was. I did tell him, but it took 2 days to get the name from me. I wonder now if I had told him straight away David might not have divorced me. I might have to ask him one day. The man I spent the night with was Claude Wetherby. The problem was we worked for the same company, and it had a strict moral clause contract. I resigned before I got fired. Wetherby attacked my husband and came off worse. Despite me telling my husband Wetherby's name he still divorced me and, actually, hindsight being the exact science that it is, he was right to do so for all the reasons he said. I realised too late how bloody stupid I was to think David would accept what I had done. But now I want my husband back and I will do everything in my power to make that happen. This is how I went about it.
The Story
My parents convinced David to take me back into the house, not as a wife, not as a lover but as a tenant. That was when I found out that my 60 year old plus parents still had a very active sex life.
In between moving out and coming back David and I had worked out the finances. We split the savings and agreed he would keep the house and pay me monthly what he could afford now that he had picked up all the mortgage without my salary. He would have some rent from me whilst my share of the savings lasted or until I could get a job. He should be able to keep up payments with the rent I paid him. It meant he wouldn't be able to pay me much for my share of the house. It did mean the money was going round in circles. I was okay with that.
That fitted in with my plan. It suited me that he didn't sell the house. I wanted him here where I could find him and not moving away. The first morning Dave had some paperwork for me. One was a rental agreement detailing how much I paid, and it stated I had no claim on the house. The utility bills will be split in half when they arrive. I signed it agreeing to without arguing.
The other piece of paper he laid in front of me were some ground rules which I agreed to, although I didn't intend to stick to some of them, there was a bit of wiggle room in there. I would basically pay rent and sleep in our daughter Julie's bedroom. It was much more feminine than our son Jack's. The other rule we​​ had agreed on was the division of labour. We would each cook our own meals, wash the pots we used, do our own washing, he would do the bins, house repairs and the garden, whilst I kept the house tidy, we would wash and get our own cars serviced. He emptied a kitchen cupboard for my food and half the fridge, so we had our own place for our food. He still had his own beer fridge, he allowed me to put my white wine in there.
The rules were simple, if slightly one sided, well, very one sided. There were still over five months to run before the divorce was final. But David decided we were now free agents and did not have to wait for the divorce. I think he wanted to punish me. It worked. I was absolutely certain there was no way he was going to stop the divorce. He warned me more than once that if I had sex with another man, he would divorce me, and David, bless him, keeps his promises when he can. He can definitely keep this one. I have no say in the matter. I am not allowed to bring a man into the house, but he could bring a woman. There were other things, but they didn't matter, anyway I had no intention of bringing a man back into this house, I had no intention of sleeping with any other man except David. If he brought a woman here after what I did to him, I would just have to suck it up. I didn't think he would do that and rub my face in it. He was just too nice a bloke.
We were both getting on a bit, neither of us would see two score year and three again. Neither of us were ugly. In fact, as I had found out, I did scrub up rather well, as did David when he could be bothered. Dave was a good-looking, humorous, intelligent, polite man, he would probably not have too many problems picking up a divorcee or something of that nature if he tried.
But I had a secret weapon over every other woman on this planet. I've known David for over 25 years, we had produced a family together. I knew him, his likes, his dislikes. What turned him off, cheating wives obviously, but what turned him on, and I would play to them, but I would have to be careful. He would recognise any ploy of mine to get back together. Probably the only person I had to worry about was my ex-friend Sophie who promised him a revenge fuck for my cheating, which was ironic because she was the one that suggested I cheat on him. Mind you I don't think Dave, with what he knows now would not put his cock within a yard of her pussy.
It had crossed my mind that perhaps she pushed me that way so she could get a night with my husband as part of her open marriage. That would have broken one of the rules that she and her husband, Tony, had agreed to as part of their open marriage. Not with anybody they know. However, in our discussions in the past she had shown me she had scant regard for those rules.
I spent all my time looking for a new job. I had several interviews. There isn't much call for electronic engineers in our town. Apart from the one I had to leave because I slept with Claude Wetherby against company policy. I had to broaden my search area. I had offers of interviews through various job sites that had received my CV, but they were out of the county, and they would have meant moving away. That did not fit in with my plan to get my husband back. It had to be somewhere I could travel daily.
For the first two weeks I worked hard keeping a distance between me and David. Initially I watched the television in my room, rarely leaving it apart from mealtimes and to do housework which was mainly when David was at work. Most of my time I spent job hunting.
David was working long hours on his latest project​.​ He designed the interior of ambulances with all that electronic equipment. He didn't tell me what his current job was. I think he buried his mind in his work after what I did to him. Also, the overtime money would be useful to pay me for the house. But after two weeks I decided the time was right and I started doing little things by pouring him tea or coffee when I made one for me. Well, that is what house mates do for each other.
One night after about a month Dave was going to be particularly late, he had texted me to tell me. Although I had no right, I had nagged him earlier about not telling me when he was going to be late, I admitted to him I still cared for him, so it was cruel of him not to let me know when he was going to be late in case something had gone wrong or he had an accident. That's what house mates do for each other.
On that evening, I made my dinner, but I made too much. When Dave got in, I could see he was tired. I hoped he had not stopped off at the fish and chip shop on the way home. He hadn't, when he came in, I told him I had cooked too much, and he could have what was left over. It was Stew and Dumplings. I told him there was only one dumpling left. He helped himself. Stew and Dumplings is not one of his favourites, but it was certainly something he liked. I made it just the way he preferred it, big square potatoes, a gentle sprinkling of mixed herbs with thick gravy. No onions.
When he sat down, I went to his fridge and took a bottle of his beer. I got a beer glass and a bottle opener and placed it in front of him. He would have to pour it himself. There were beer cans in his fridge, but it was more effort for me to bring a bottle and the glass and more effort for him to open it and pour it, in some way we were working as a team.
I smiled at him and went to bed.
The following morning, I was up early. When Dave came down, I was sitting at the kitchen table with my laptop. He still looked tired. I was just checking emails. He thanked me for dinner last night. I let him know there was plenty of tea in the pot if he wanted one. He helped himself. After he had sat down, I asked him if he wanted toast or cereal for breakfast. I didn't give him a chance to answer. I went to his cupboard, got his bread and popped it in the toaster. Then I went and got butter and marmalade from his fridge, a knife and a side plate and put it in front of him. He would have to butter his own toast. When the toast popped up, I put it on his plate and left taking my laptop with me.
We settled into that breakfast routine. It was comfortable for the next week. That is what I was aiming for, comfortable. I didn't cook him another meal, that would have been too contrived, and he would see straight through that.
The following week my television broke. I was about to watch one of our favourite programmes that we used to watch together. I told David my telly had packed up, and I suspected a fuse and asked if I could borrow one? He told me I knew where they were and to help myself, I did. It wasn't the fuse, oddly enough. It was never going to be, I'm an electronics engineer. I know how stuff works and how to make it not work. The television programme was about to start, and I asked David if I could watch it with him as my television wasn't working. He agreed, and we sat at each end of the sofa. During one of the adverts, I went to make some tea for both of us. It's what we would have done in the old days, but we would have sat closer together. Whether he noticed my ploy or not, I don't know, he didn't say.
We still never ate together.
I know he went out a few times. Mainly with mates from work. I didn't smell any ladies perfume on him when he got home. The only time I went out was to see my parents and I made sure that my mother let him know where I was. She would phone him to see if I got home alright. I had been asked to go out with some of my ex-workmates, but I declined. I think they wanted to pick my brains on the project they were working on that I'd had to leave. I did invite them around to the house for coffee and on more than one occasion some of my former fellow engineers were there when Dave got home.
There was never any mention of what happened to the man I slept with, Claude Wetherby. It appears he just disappeared off the face of the earth as far as my colleagues were concerned after an initial shouting from the CFO's office. What stuck in people's mind was the comment from the CFO. "And don't expect to get invited for Christmas lunch, now get out!" Claude disappeared after that and was never seen in the office again. I think people put two and two together, came up with four but were too polite to ask.
I had a couple of job interviews; there wasn't much in our local area. It appears I was too experienced, and most people wanted somebody younger and cheaper.
Then I got a job interview for a company that was a supplier of assembled components for Bright Electronics where I used to work. It wasn't much of an interview, more of a chat between engineering colleagues, they asked my opinion on some of their ideas, I gave them answers. What surprised me was they offered me the job there and then.
I had a feeling that something was a tad off. That was sort of confirmed when I left the building with a skip in my step my new boss said. "Oh, by the way Nigel Wetherby sends his regards." Nigel Wetherby, CFO of Bright Electronics and the father of the man I had spent the night with. I wasn't sure how to take that, perhaps it was an apology for his son seducing me. But Wetherby junior could not take all the blame, a large portion of it was mine. I had pushed that event to the back of my mind. It was something i wanted to forget, I didn't know whether to cry or laugh on my way home.
With my parents' help I had managed to keep my car, I was planning to sell it and use the bus to get around, but it didn't come to that. That was part of the reason my father used to get me back into Dave's house. He was on a bus route, they were not.
The job was as a production manager, not what I had done in the past, but the brief was to improve reliability of the circuit boards we produced and reduce the costs if possible. It didn't pay as much as I got at Bright's but there were opportunities.
I decided it was a good thing.
David knew I was going for an interview and when it was due to finish. He sent me a text and asked me how I got on. I decided to keep it close to my chest. I just replied. "It went okay."
After that I sent him a text message. "Are you home?"
He texted back. "No leaving in 10."
"I'm hungry. I don't want to cook. Can I bring something in for us both?"
He replied. "Okay, make it simple."
"Sorry, fancy a Chinese, but I don't have enough money, can you sub me?"
He thought I was running low on cash, well I was, most of the money I had was tied up in savings and I couldn't have instant access to it.
I was on tender hooks waiting for his reply. I know Chinese is his favourite. Then I got it. "Okay, go overdrawn, I'll transfer money when I get in to cover it. But it's only a loan." If I hadn't been sitting outside the Chinese in my car I would have danced a jig. I know exactly what he likes. Whilst I was waiting for the food, I popped across to the small local supermarket and picked up a cheap bottle of red wine.
David was home when I got there, plates were set on the kitchen table. I carried in the bag of food and held up the bottle of wine saying. "I got the job. I start a week Monday. I hope you don't mind. I splashed out a little. It's only a cheap bottle."
What surprised me was the smile that lit up his face. I felt he was genuinely happy for me. That was the first time in about 7 weeks we ate together. That made me happy too. We sat there and I told him all about the interview and my new job and what I knew of it so far.
I sat there looking across the top of my wine glass at the man I loved. Yes, I was being conniving, but I never actually told any lies. This man had not left my heart; I might have left his, after what I did. But he was still firmly embedded in mine, I had to be here with him to make it up to him for the pain I caused, to help him heal.
He sat there eating the food and drinking the rubbish wine. He was the happiest I'd seen him for a while. That was what I wanted, the man sitting opposite me to be happy.
I had to backhand a tear away. I think he noticed, he looked up at me from his dinner and smiled.
When we finished, I cleared away the plates, there were not many. David took the wine and my glass through into the living room, he fetched himself a beer. It was a Friday night he would have more than one. I thought I might approach him tonight but decided that was not a good idea.
David had turned the television on but there's nothing there that interested us. My television was still broken. I told him some more things about my new job, he seemed genuinely pleased for me. Then I said to him, "I think my old CFO, Nigel Wetherby had something to do with it."
I wondered how he would react to the name Wetherby. Nothing, that was good.
It was Saturday evening, David was sitting in the conservatory reading. It looked like a specification or a data sheet. He was making notes on a pad. He had been at work all day. I asked him if I could link to the printer as I had my new contract to print out, to be signed and returned. He said I could, that was good. It was all queued up anyway, I went back to my laptop and pressed print.
After it had printed, I took the papers and walked into the conservatory. He smiled as I walked in. I lifted up the contract and said. "I have you to thank for letting me stay here and for your support. You've been good to me, you never shouted at me, you treated me with respect and like an equal. Your quiet support has meant so much to me. I want to thank you properly."
I laid the papers down, walked across to him and took the sheet and the notepad from his hands and put them on the windowsill. I reached for his belt and started undoing it, it was plainly obvious to him what I wanted. He grabbed hold of my wrists. Looking at me, saying, "No, we cannot do that, we're separated."
"Who's going to know?"
"You could tell the court?"
"Why would I do that? If I do that, it will set the divorce back months and you will throw me out, trust me I will not tell anyone." I tilted my head to one side. "The only risk is old Mr Jones next door putting his head over the fence and sees us and reports us. He puts his head over the fence four or five times a year, so yes, it's risky, but one that we can manage. I don't think his cat will tell on us either." He smiled. By now I had managed to get his zip undone and my hand in his trousers. I could feel his cock getting hard.
And I was wet, that was when I realised how much I wanted this.
I managed to free his cock from his trousers, he lifted his backside so I could pull them further down, and there it was. I couldn't help it. I took it in my mouth all the way. I heard him groan; I looked up at him with his cock in my mouth. He likes it when I do that. But he couldn't see, his head was back, his eyes closed. I pulled my mouth off, moved up and slipped my legs either side of the chair, pulled my knickers aside, straddled and slid onto him. Bloody hell it felt good. I dare not say it out loud, but him inside me was better than Wetherby.
My eyes were closed. I was just enjoying the feeling as I moved slowly up and down. I felt him grab hold of my waist and he slid us off the chair onto the floor.
He started screwing me long and slow, I wrapped my arms and legs around him. I didn't want him to leave, he picked up speed. It was hard and deep.
His head was on my shoulder as he rammed into me, I felt myself coming. I was going to scream, it was so good. I was grunting, he knows what comes after the grunting is generally a scream and I mustn't, someone would hear and work out what was happening.​​ "I'm coming." I said. He eased himself back and clamped his hand over my mouth, partly blocking my nose. That was it, one thrust deep into me and I screamed into his hand. I hung around his neck, my legs round his waist, not wanting to let him go. I felt him shudder as he came. He removed his hand. I took a deep breath.
I heard him mutter quietly. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have blocked your nose."
It was my turn, I rolled until he was on his back with me on top. He was still inside me but starting to wilt. Looking up at me he said. "Go on, say it."



I shook my head, I wanted to, but it wouldn't be right.
"Go on, say it." He repeated, I just shook my head. "Then I'll say it for you, you're sorry, you love me." That is exactly what I was going to say, but he carried on. "And guess what? I'm sorry too, I do still love you, but I can't stay married to you."
That is exactly what I wanted to say. Well not the last bit, but I had resolved myself to the fact we were going to get divorced.
I leaned forward, kissed him on the lips and said. "I know, I'm not asking you to, that's not what this was about. It was about saying 'thank you' and well, we know each other well enough by now, we both have needs."
We got ourselves sorted out, neither of us really knew what to do next, it was a little bit embarrassing. So, I stood up and picked up my contract. Looked at him and spoke quietly, gently. "Thank you." I walked out.
The following day I went down to have breakfast at my usual time, Dave did not turn up. To save embarrassment I went to see my parents and told them the news about my job. Strangely enough I did not tell them what I did to thank David.
I did not see Dave until Sunday evening. I think he stayed out the way, he may have even gone to work.
He was sitting on the sofa watching the television, it was a Johnny English film. He likes those, they're funny. I went and sat on the far end of the sofa and tucked my legs underneath me. I turned towards him. I was tempted to use the word 'sweetheart' but decided not to, instead I said. "David, can we have a chat about yesterday evening please?"
"I suppose we'd better, I'm sorry I shouldn't have taken advantage of you. I didn't mean to block your nose either, sorry about that."
I was a bit confused, he didn't take advantage of me, I took it of him. He was always the gentleman.
"No, it was me, I was so happy, and you've helped me by letting me stay here, yours has been a quiet, solid, sturdy support, one that I didn't deserve."
He hesitated, there was a nervousness about him I hadn't seen before, and I had no idea what it was about. Then he hit me with it, something I never suspected.
"Was it better than..."
Oh, shit male egos. But that was easy to answer. I pushed myself across the sofa, I grabbed hold of his hand, pulled it to my lips and kissed it. I had words running around my head most of them since Saturday. "Oh yes, so much better." I kissed the back of his hand again. "I know it was rushed, I know it was hurried. But having somebody inside me that loves me, not just using me as a receptacle for their pleasure. You have nothing to be ashamed of, absolutely flipping nothing." And it was true, there were no lies, fibs or half-truths in there. I felt I had something I could build on. I kissed the back of his hand again, looked him in the face and said, bearing my soul. "I would like to do it again, could we be housemates with benefits? No strings attached, you could still have your girlfriends, whatever you want."
I saw several things flashing through his mind. He was trying to work out if he was a better lover because it had been several weeks, was he better lover because we loved each other or he was better at making love? That Saturday in the Conservatory didn't count, that was not making love. It was loving, but it wasn't the gentle passionate act that we knew as making love.
"I don't know, I really don't know."
I leaned in and kissed him. "Well, I do, I will be here anytime you want me." With that I stood up and walked away. I had several ideas running around in my head, one thing was his apology for putting his hand over my nose. I thought back to that nose blocking thing, the lack of breath, that was a bit risky. Shit, I'm going to have to investigate that further, it was a bit of a turn on. I would have to talk to Summer about it. She was my psychotherapist.
Meanwhile over the next few weeks I slowly built up the gentle touching in passing. I did not dress sexy, just the gentle touch and a smile.
Summer was a nice lady, she had long auburn, somewhat unruly hair and she dressed like I expected, all flowing autumn-coloured dresses. She was quiet, gentle and softly spoken but she could be quite blunt at times, as an engineer I respected that. No pussyfooting around, no trying to make excuses for me, trying to make me feel better about what I had done. If she thought I had done something stupid or dangerous, she told me.
I had talked to Summer about what I considered my risk addiction. Strangely enough she agreed with me, I was addicted to risk. I had explained to her absolutely everything, the lay-by all those years ago, the Steam train event and so many others in the last 20 odd years and the buzz I got from the risk of being caught doing something kinky.
People would be slightly miffed at seeing people having outdoor sex as long as there were no children about, but outdoor sex with someone tied to a tree would bring on a whole different reaction.
I had told her about Sophie and her open marriage. She suggested that possibly, Sophie only needed a release every two or three months, I was similar and had built up a rhythm and I needed the rush of the risk every three or four months and with Derek and Jasmine's next adventure so far away my mind accepted the risk to my job was acceptable as we would never going to get caught by work.
She suggested my love for David would not let me risk my marriage. So that was why I told him. She said that I rationalised if I told David, it wasn't cheating.
Summer pointed out it was still cheating in everybody else's eyes but mine and it was a bloody stupid idea right from the start. I had to agree with her in hindsight.
I told her Sophie had convinced me Dave's love for me would allow him to forgive me, eventually, but it would be hard work. I even told her Sophie had offered herself for revenge sex.
Summer suggested that Sophie may have had an ulterior motive. That had crossed my mind too. Summer carried on saying. "Are you often misled or controlled by other people?"
"No." I wondered where this was going.
"But are you talking about work, where you are in control, or your personal life where you share everything with David?"
"I don't think so."
"But you​​ let Sophie take control, suggest something you knew was wrong and let her dictate to you her ideas."
I thought about it a bit. "Yes, I suppose I did."
"Well, that was a bloody stupid thing to do, wasn't it, giving someone you knew to be a liar control over your thoughts."
I burst into tears.
When I had calmed down, I told her I couldn't go behind Dave's back, if I did and he found out that would be instant divorce. I didn't even consider that he would divorce me if I told him. Sophie backed up my thoughts. I knew I would go through a rough patch, but I was convinced eventually he would forgive me, and I could make it up to him. And I didn't want Sophie anywhere near my Dave.
It appears I didn't know him as well as I thought I did.
Summer took a different tack and said a little forcibly. "Do you think you used all this just to have sex with Wetherby because he is young, fit and you were attracted to him?"
I looked at her aghast. "No absolutely not, that never crossed my mind."
Then she said something quietly that rattled me to my soul. "How do you think David saw it, do you think it crossed David's mind?"
That unfortunately, is exactly how David would have seen it. Summer went on to explain, even having never met David some of the things that would have gone through his mind whilst he sat there waiting for me, and they may still be going round in his mind now. Summer started listing things David may have thought. Why, was he not good enough, what had he done wrong? She went on for ages listing what his thoughts might be. I never intended Dave to feel any of those feelings.
She carried on, characteristically she said after laying out what thoughts would be going through David's mind that night. "Don't you think the whole thing was a rather bloody stupid thing to do?"
I had to agree with her on that point.
That was the meeting after David and I had sex in the conservatory, it wasn't making love just yet, that is what I was aiming for. I did tell her about the conservatory sex, and the risk of old Mr Jones next door of course. I also told her about the feeling from David's hand over my mouth.
After my initial meeting with Summer, I thought what she said was a load of baloney, however after that visit and over the next couple of nights lying on my own in Julie's bed, thinking, I realised she had something.
She told me that now I realised I had a risk addiction, I should be able to control it better. It's like when you notice in the office how much noise someone makes sitting at their desk and then you realise you're actually quite noisy yourself, or when you're driving and you see someone do something dangerous or stupid then you realise, you had done exactly the same thing too.
Now I can recognise the need, I can control it better.
I will have to admit to David that I was a risk addict. So, using the information I knew about myself and how to combat it. If I felt the need in the future, I would have to talk to Dave about it. He also liked risk, did it affect him in the same way? I assume one day we'll find out.
If I get back with David, I will just need to talk to him and tell him what I want. He's quite imaginative. I'm sure he could do something at short notice. If I get him back, I can't afford to lose him again, I don't want to take that risk, that is a risk too far and not the sort of risk I like.
The rest of the week carried on as if nothing had happened in the conservatory on Saturday evening, I could see he had been thinking but then again so had I.
Now was time to start using the knowledge I had of him. I still hadn't replaced my television. We were sitting watching a film on Saturday evening again both sitting at either end of the sofa. The credits were running. The film was one of the TNG Star Treks. We like both Star Trek and Star Wars. They tell different stories, but we prefer Star Trek. "David." I said quietly. "David and Mary are not allowed to have sex. But what about Derek and Jasmine?"
He looked at me, his mouth slightly open, his eyes wide. I carried on. "And everything that that entails, that is until you find yourself a new girlfriend to replace me." It was not an honourable thing to do, I know. I was pretty certain he wouldn't find a woman that did all the things that Mary and David did, let alone what Derek and Jasmine got up to. Yes, it was a ploy to get him back, but it wasn't the sex I wanted, well okay it was. But that was not the ultimate aim. The ultimate aim was to become his wife again, that may not be possible, but I had to try. I carried on. "Please just think about it."
The next film had started. I just stood up and went to his fridge and fetched him a beer, opened it, poured it into the glass and took it to him. I got myself a glass of wine and sat on the sofa, still at the far end. When I glanced across to him, I didn't think he was looking at the film, well we had seen it before anyway, it was 'Top Gun'.
Learning the business of the new job and a 30 mile drive with traffic I didn't always know when I was getting in. I did text David when I left the office, like I asked him to text me when he was going to be late. It's what housemates do, so you don't worry one another.
I quickly learned that if I left work 5 minutes later than the planned finish time, the traffic was horrendous. If I left 20 minutes later, the traffic was much better, of course it didn't always work. A couple of times in those first two weeks I got home to find out David cooked his own dinner and left me something.
Because of the drive I was leaving for work before Dave. So, I started making him a pot of coffee and a pot of tea for me. I knew he preferred coffee in the morning, He will drink tea and for me to switch to coffee would seem too coincidental, anyway I didn't like it in the morning, the afternoon was fine.
A quick breakfast together became a regular thing, he would have cereal or brown bread toast, butter and blackcurrant jam or marmalade and I had brown bread toast and honey.
It had been over two weeks since the Conservatory incident and I decided it was time to try pushing a few more buttons. I wasn't sure how to do it, then it came to me. It was Saturday night and Dave had been at work all day. It has been a rough week for both of us. He went out for a few beers to the rugby club with his mates, most of his work mates were also rugby club members, a few of them played as well, it was the cheap beer. I didn't think he would be long, he looked pretty tired. I tracked his phone, I saw him heading home, he was earlier than I expected. I went and put on my short blonde Jasmine wig and 5-inch peep toe heels with bright red toenails peeking out the front.
I was standing at the bottom of the stairs naked. Then I realised as I heard the key go in the door lock that he might be bringing mates home. I rushed upstairs. Fortunately, he was alone. I heard the keys drop on the hallway table and I walked down the stairs, naked except for the wig and heels. "Derek, you and Jasmine have had a rough week, I think we can both do with some release."
He looked at me, and I wasn't sure if I overstepped the mark. "Your bed or mine, I don't mind." I said.
He looked old, tired, and haggard. I wasn't sure how much of that I had done to him.
Possibly because of me, he was burying himself in work trying to forget what I had done. My parents convinced him to let me come back here, and he might have been staying at work to keep a distance between us. I knew they had a big new contract with specific requirements. I gather these ambulances were for the military. He told me that much. Apart from that he never talked much about work. In fact, David and Mary talked very little since I got back, even over breakfast, unlike before. To be honest, there was not much opportunity with the hours we were working, especially David.
This was make or break, so I held my hand out to him, I cocked my head slightly to one side and smiled. He walked forward and I took his hand and led him upstairs. I took the opportunity to go into my old bedroom, now his alone. I turned him to face me. I took off his tie, shirt, unbuckled his belt, and the trousers fell to the floor. I knelt down, tapping one leg and he lifted it and I took off his shoe, sock underpants and that trouser leg off. I repeated it from the other side. His cock was right in front of my face, but it wasn't getting hard. I opened my mouth, and I took it inside. It started to get hard but not like I expected. I looked up at him.
He looked even more haggard from down here. This was not going to work. I stood up, kicked my heels off and eased him gently back towards the bed. I pulled back the covers, gently laid him down, then I climbed in beside him, took his head and rested on my shoulder. I think the poor man was asleep within a minute.
Actually, showing him support and love was probably better than giving him sex. I cried gently as I laid there cuddling my nearly ex-husband. The wig was getting itchy. I had to take it off, but I did not put it too far away, he would have to wake up with Jasmine, not his cheating soon to be ex-wife. I felt him stir about three, his usual time for a loo visit. I buried my head under the covers, by the time he finished relieving himself Jasmine was back in play. When he got back into bed, I asked him if he was okay? He smiled that wonderful smile and gently nodded his head. He spooned me, which made it difficult to remove the wig, it was worth putting up with.
The sun rose in the morning, it was still early, and I felt something else rising. Now was Jasmine's time. I took him in my mouth, he was half hard already. I got him fully hard. He was laid on his back, I straddled him and inserted him inside me. I just sat there, it felt so good. I rocked gently back and forwards, nothing too vigorous. He let me carry on, I changed the rocking to up and down. What I wanted was him to be on top, him to be the dominant and after what my psychotherapist said I took her advice and whispered in his ear. "Now Derek is awake would he be so kind as to roll Jasmine onto her back and give us what we both need." I kissed him, he kissed me back. I felt his arms wrap around me and we rolled together and then he loved me. It wasn't hard hammering sex. He moved the way I liked him to move, but the cheeky bugger stopped just as I was about to come. Normally morning fun was gratifying, it's the evening ones where we teased and toyed with each other, but not this morning. Was he trying to prove something? I don't know, I don't care. I had one orgasm, and he still hadn't come the second time we came together I hung onto him and cried. Then I fell asleep in his arms.
I felt Dave get out of bed and I saw him start to dress in his work clothes. I was hoping he would stay in bed with me. Looking down he told me things had not gone well yesterday. He had to go in to finish preparing for a trial installation.
I knew his work did practice fitting of racks in ambulances before the medical equipment turned up.
As soon as he left the room, Jasmine took the wig off and became Mary again. I dressed and rushed downstairs. I offered to make him breakfast and coffee. David declined, politely, quietly. I thought he was embarrassed and wanted to get out of there.
Around midday I sent Dave a text. 'You're very busy, can I make dinner for us both? Something simple?'
I got a thumbs up emoji.
Bugger, now what to cook? Not a roast nor liver and bacon, his favourite.
Pie! Steak pie, potatoes, vegetables and gravy. I will have to pop to the supermarket for a pie and probably make sure he has enough beer.
I got a message, Dave said he would be home at about 7.
We were eating and I asked. "How is it going, bit rough?"
"Yup."
"Want to talk about it?" I said quietly. We had finished eating by now.
"I think I've got it but tomorrow will tell when we do the trial installation on the Chinook."
What! A Chinook was a RAF military heavy lift helicopter used for Casualty Evacuation amongst other things.
***********************************************************************************************************
Dave carried on. "I'm worried about electronic interference. All that medical equipment uses Wi-Fi and Bluetooth to communicate, and we are not sure how it will affect the aircraft systems. They have asked us to put the equipment under where the electronic engine controls are. I think we have got it covered, but it's still a worry. Next week is not just a trial installation; it's a systems interaction test as well."
All alternating current electronic equipment radiates Radio Frequency energy, which can affect nearby electronic equipment. Like overhearing someone's conversation and being affected by what you hear. It is called Electromagnetic Interference. I was not an expert, but I had a fair bit of experience from my work at Bright's Electronics.
Dave designed interiors of Ambulances and even Air Ambulances, but Military Cas Evac helicopters are a completely different kettle of fish. The equipment needed on an Air Ambulance for domestic use is completely different from the equipment needed in a battle zone. The helicopter is completely different as well. It has all sorts of Military equipment like radar and missile warning, self-defence and Electronic Flight and Engine Control Systems, we had similar equipment in tanks with similar problems.
"I know a bit about this. Do you want to tell me what your worries are?"
He just nodded and went to fetch his computer; I cleared away the plates. He showed me the drawings of what he'd done to reduce interference. We talked about bonding, resistance values, shielding, power levels, frequencies, distances from the medical equipment from the aircraft electronic equipment. I wasn't an expert, but he seemed to have done all the right things.


We talked long into the evening. I even got a pencil and paper and drew him some explanatory diagrams. I did some calculations. It all seemed good, but he was still nervous.
I made a few suggestions of how to improve things if they found anything in the interaction testing.
He told me he'd probably be late most of the week, they were going to do systems testing after the initial fit. Basically, you turned everything on in the aeroplane then you turned all the medical equipment 'on' then moved it around to where it might be in the aircraft cabin to see if anything happened to the helicopter. It was a recognised test method we used on tanks all the time, but tanks don't fly. He assured me he would not be flying in the helicopter.
************************************************************************************************************
I sat next to him as we talked. It was nice, very nice.
We even shared a couple bottles of beer as we talked. It was nearly eleven when we finished. Dave thanked me with a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I went to bed and cried my eyes out. Sitting with him talking, discussing problems reminded me of the project that got me in this trouble. Talking on the way home and over the weekend of the anti-drone project I ended up running at Brights Electronics, I missed that interaction, that comfort, that discussion that working with Dave brought.
Dave had to leave early the following morning to drive to the RAF base at about the same time I would normally leave. I got up to have breakfast with him. I wanted to be there when he left and show him support. Dave was much happier at breakfast. For the first time since I got back, I watched Dave drive off the driveway like we used to do every day for each other. I waved till he drove out the end of our road.
I went back indoors with tears in my eyes at what I'd lost due to my stupidity. I realised that was selfish, I should be thinking about Dave, not about myself. As I walked back to the house, I resolved to pull myself out of the doldrums and focus on the future. I had a job, and I was living in the same house as David but not forgetting the mistakes of my past. One of my mistakes was cheating on him in the first place. If I got him back, I would never do that again.
I got a message from David around 2:00 telling me he was going to be late. I replied asking if I could get something to eat for him and how is it going? The reply was short, 'yes please. so so'. He did not tell me what time he would be in.
I decided to make something that could stay warm in a pot, chilli, stovies or a stew something like that. I stopped on my way home in the supermarket and picked up the ingredients to make a few pot meals. David got in just after 8. He looked weary again, I'd had mine but there was a place set for him and something keeping warm on the stove. We talked a little about how things have gone. He went to bed early. Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday were pretty much a repeat of Monday apart from Thursday, he asked me to eat with him, we talked, he had got progressively happier throughout the week. I guessed things were going well.
David was home when I got there on Friday and something smelled nice. The table was set, it wasn't our best China, but there was a wine bottle waiting for me. "What's this all about.?" I queried.
"It's all done, it was a great success, just the report writing to do, but some of the tips you gave me helped, so this is just a little thank you." He put a bit of a stoney look on his face and said. "This is David and Mary, not Jasmine and Derek."
I smiled at him and said. "Thank you, kind Sir, however, can Derek and Jasmine play later."
"I'm not sure of the wiseness of doing that. I'd like to, but I think it's risky." Then he realised what he'd said and gave me a small smile. "But I suppose you'd like the risk anyway?" He was correct.
"Yes, but only if you're entirely comfortable with the risks we take, it has got to be a two-way thing."
"Well, I'm not sure, let's see how dinner goes first."
My plan was working, I had no real time line except to get back into his heart before someone else did, but with the hours he was working there would be very little time for socialising, unless it was with me and I had Jasmine as a not so secret weapon. The date that did matter was the divorce date, and I had plans for the weekend following that day. There were two prongs to my attack, one was Jasmine and sexual, the other was him to be comfortable around Mary again. That was probably going to be the hardest bit apart from trust, that would be a steep hill to climb, it could take years, but I was desperate to do it.
As Mary sat down to dinner, Jasmine started to plan, it didn't take much, okay a little bit. Jasmine walking down the stairs in her blonde wig, a tight corset and stockings seemed to work.
We lay together, Jasmine was resting on his shoulder. A lock of blonde hair fell across my face, I lifted it out of the way, he saw me do it and whilst he was looking at me I said. "Can Jasmine ask a favour?"
He nodded.
"When you accidentally put your hand over my nose in the conservatory, I found it a turn on, would you mind doing that again, not choking me just restricting my breathing."
He looked a little confused. I carried on. "You know I tell my physiotherapist everything? Well, I mentioned that and she said it was up there with my risk addiction, especially if I was restrained, that would heighten it even more. But she warned me to only do it with somebody I trusted. And despite what I've done to you, I trust nobody in this world as much as you. Could Jasmine ask you to do that again please?"
He just gave me a smile and said. "You're expecting Jasmine and Derek to play again, are you?"
"Yes, anytime you're ready." I left it at that for now. We fell asleep.
I had been at my new workplace for a couple of weeks when the company induction course came up. I told David the induction was three days with two overnight stops to look at other factories, and I would let him know when I was coming home. I pointed out the other factories were up North. I didn't tell him any lies, just a little frugal with the truth. If he had asked for the timings and when I planned to be home, I would have told him.
The course started Wednesday, I went to see my Mum and Dad on Tuesday evening, I had to ask Mum a favour. The last time I saw Dave was fleetingly Tuesday morning. I had made dinner Monday evening, and we sat comfortably watching telly, mine was still broken. I could have pushed the edge connector back on the circuit board and fixed it.
I wanted him to miss me, the being there, the meals, being comfortable, just like we had been before I cocked up.
I knew he was going out Friday evening for a drink with his mates. It had been a fairly regular thing for a few years, but more so since, well you know when. He was due to go out at about 6, I got home from the course just before that, I wanted to get back before he went out, I managed it. As he left, I said. "I missed you." Then I kissed him on his cheek. It was no lie, I had.
When he went out for a beer with his mates that was good, they could talk work, rugby, golf and shit. It would be like getting back to normal. I tracked his phone, when he was on his way home I got a beer from the fridge and it was waiting for him when he got in. He probably didn't need any more. He looked at the beer then me and said. "Are you trying to get me drunk to get me back into bed?"
I put on a slightly serious tone. "Yes, I do want to get you back into bed, I want to show you how much I love you, but not while you're drunk, that would be cheating." He came across and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you." He plopped in front of the telly and turned it on. There was not a lot on. He asked how the induction went. It was all very interesting I told him
Looking at me, he said. "I see you have a wedding ring on, has something happened that I don't know about? Was your induction course that much fun?"
"It had its moments."
I could no longer wear my wedding or engagement rings after he pointed out to me that the rings he had given me with love had been tainted when I wore them and they came into contact with another man's cock. They were precious to me, David gave them to me, I still had them, but I could never wear them again.
I explained to David that I didn't want to go to the course without rings on, I was still married, and I didn't want to get hit on. I paused, giving him time to say something, but he didn't. I told him I went to my Mum and asked to borrow some rings, Dad loaned me his wedding ring as he couldn't wear it any longer. My Mother gave me a stark warning. "If that ring touches any other man apart from David, you will not be welcome in this house ever." It was a warning I did not need.
"Did you get hit on. on your nights away?" He asked.
I told David what happened. "At the induction we all had to give a personal potted history. I told them where I came from, what I'd done previously, I wanted to expand outside my current range of skills, and I was married. I didn't mention it was pending a divorce.
"Yes, I did get hit on once. Most men treated me as an equal but one I had to tell 'go away I'm married and I don't cheat." I looked down. "You don't know how guilty I felt when I said that."
Some of the men warned him off. He was an arrogant little shit, full of himself. I noticed he had a white band around his ring finger.
"After the warning I watched him, he became more discreet, he started chasing another woman, she was wearing a wedding ring. The following morning, I found her at breakfast. Without introducing myself I sat down next to her and said. 'That's very risky' she looked at me with a frown. 'Sleeping with a man in the same company as you. Okay he might work in a different division, but it will get back to your husband. What will you do then?"
"She replied to me with a smile. 'Yes, it's risky that's part of the fun'."
"I told her to learn from other people's mistakes, it's better than learning from your own, especially when it's too late and the damage is done."
"She looked at me and said, 'You've done this?'."
"I didn't answer, just looked her straight in the face."
"'Oh shit', she said. "Did it hurt?
"'More than you would ever believe possible and not just me.' I didn't let up, I carried on to make her aware of some of the problems she would face if she carried on.
"I said to her. 'There are a few ways this is going to end. You said you were married with 2 children. When your husband finds out he will divorce you and leave you looking after 2 children, your husband will find out because that arrogant twat will brag about shagging you.' She looked stunned at that. 'Or'. I carried on. 'You will feel guilty and tell your husband it was a one-night drunken mistake. I don't know your husband, you do, how will he take that? If you don't use protection, you might get pregnant or an STD. Is it worth it? Your body, your life, well your husbands and children's lives too. Another scenario you will try to bury it, but when the guilt hits you will bonk your husband to death, let him have your arsehole, dress up for him. If you do all that he will instantly think you've been cheating on him and he will look round and he will find out. Is all that pain worth it for one night of fun? He's probably not very good anyway, he's too selfish, too arrogant."
"She told me she got caught up in the events of last night, being chased, complimented, he was very attentive, it felt good. For a while she wasn't a mother, a wife and an employee with all the responsibility that those jobs had. I think it hit her what she was going to do and what she would lose. She hadn't thought about the outcome, just the fun.
"Lover boy came and sat next to her, he discreetly stretched his hand out to her leg. She pushed him away. Looking at him and telling him to never talk to her again, she stood up and walked away leaving her breakfast half eaten.
"The rumour was that he later hit on one of the single girls in a relationship and she reported him for sexual harassment, he got an official warning."
I felt a tear as it trickled down my face, it had been a difficult tale to tell, reminding me of my own failures.
Dave came across and sat next to me and wiped it away. "I think you're very brave to do that, to open up to a stranger. Do you know who she is, can you keep in contact with her?"
I nodded. "I will keep an eye on her. She hasn't made the same mistake as me, but she did it for the same reason. Mine was much, much worse, and I'm... I can't keep saying it but you know what I mean."
He squeezed my hand, He leaned back and said. "Tell me some more about what you learned." He was changing the subject, that was a relief. I told him about what the company produced, he knew but I went into more detail. I explain that some of the electronics we made in hundreds. You don't make thousands of Main Battle Tanks. However. Other parts of the company made electronics for cars. But they only wanted them just in time, so that was batches of about 1000. And it was in these ones they were having the problems with reliability.
Saturday, I went to see my parents and returned Dad's ring. I told them about what had happened about the course and what David and I talked about when I got home. My Dad walked me out to my car. "You've got a plan, haven't you?" I gave him a small smile and nodded.
"He will never marry you; you know that."
Again, I nodded. "I would be happy to be Ms Burrows living with Mr Mitchell under the same roof as husband and wife."
"Is that your aim?"
"That will be plenty good enough Dad." I replied.
Dad kissed me on the cheek and said. "Good luck, do not hurt him again, it would not be good for him."
"I won't Dad, I promise."
That evening watching telly I made my next approach. We were sitting on the sofa, I said to David. "Do you remember how we got into this tying up thing?"
"Yeah, I do. Watching Hart to Hart, wasn't it?"
"Yup, that was it, Stephenie Powers playing Jennifer Hart. She was tied up with her hands in front, and I said that was silly she could easily get free. You said it would be harder than it looked. I went and fetched a tie of yours and told you to prove it."
"You used my Rugby Club tie."
"Sorry, I thought it was your old school tie, they have the same colour stripes. But you cheated, you tied my hands in front, but you put the knot underneath and I couldn't get my teeth to it. I went into the kitchen and picked up a kitchen knife to cut myself free. You grabbed the knife from me so I couldn't cut your tie off."
David laughed. "What did you expect, those ties are bloody expensive."
"I didn't expect what you did next."
"Well, I had to teach you a lesson." He grinned.
"Not like that, you tied my hands behind my back. I was definitely not going to get free then, even with a knife. But what you did after that was really not fair."
I saw David smile. "I didn't hear you complain."
"It felt like a kind of release; I couldn't stop you undoing the buttons of my blouse and you did it so slowly, so teasingly. You know how I like having my boobs played with. I couldn't shout at you with the kids' asleep upstairs."
"When you pulled my knickers down, opened my legs and started kissing me there, a very small part of me was always worried about how I smelt and tasted for you down there. But that night I had no control, I was in heaven."
"You could have just said stop."
I smiled back at him. "But you see, I didn't want you to stop. I knew you wouldn't cross any boundaries, you could have done anything to me, you know even, that." I paused a little bit. "Do you know that for the first time I felt fully released? I knew it was going to end but for that short period of time I was your plaything, I wasn't a mother or wife, an employee, a daughter and I had no worries because I knew you were there with me and you would treat me right. You would never hurt me, all I had to do with lay back without any guilt and enjoy what you did to me. You would never do 'that' without me saying yes. I know that sounds strange now, but that's how it was that first time."
In a serious voice David replied. "But you don't like 'that' why would I do that to you." He gave a little laugh. "Anyway, it wasn't my birthday."
I looked down a bit sheepish. "That was so good the first time. Not saying the others weren't, but the first time opened the door to a whole lot of new things we had never even thought to do before. Bloody hell our sex life was never boring was it?" I saw a tent in his trousers, this might work.
He reached across. "Our life was never boring, busy, but never boring..." Unspoken, the word. "Until..." hung in the air.
This wasn't the way I wanted the conversation to go. I wanted to look to the future, but I suppose we had to recognise the past. "My sweet man, I knew I could always trust you in anything we did, not just bedroom play."
I finished the 'Until...' the unfinished sentence, because now It was hanging there, someone had to finish it, or the unspoken words would hang around for ages.
"Until I got things wrong, and it's all my fault not yours, I expected you to trust my love for you. My biggest mistake was agreeing with Wetherby and Sophie, my second biggest mistake was not seeing it from your point of view, or maybe that was my first mistake because if I'd looked at it from your side, I wouldn't have done it. Sorry, I'm sorry to keep going on about it. But what I did hurt you deeper than I could ever have expected and I can't explain suitably enough, but I can try to make it up to you, if you will let me."
That wasn't the way I wanted the conversation to go. I wanted it to end up in his bed re-creating that first night. It all went to rat shit.
David stood up, he stroked my hair and said quietly. "It's been a long few days, I'm going to bed." I was hoping after my confession he would invite me, Mary, to join him. But instead, he said. "I'll see you in the morning." He walked away upstairs. I waited until he had gone into his bedroom before I burst into tears. I had screwed it up again.
I had not given up. At breakfast the following day as I was sitting holding my mug of tea, I looked at David sitting across the kitchen table from me. "David, If Mary can't make it up to you, but can Jasmine? I know you miss the tying up stuff. Your trousers gave you away last night when we talked about it and we haven't done that since before, well you know when. Also, I know it is one of your favourites."
"What do you suggest?"
I smiled, an opening. "Give me till 12 o'clock and I will get back to you with something we will both like." I already had a plan, but I wanted to give him some time to ponder.
He had finished some work in the garage, I met him and said. "Please stay in your room from 7 until 8 and then come to the conservatory. Do not turn any lights on." Whilst he was working in the garage I retrieved some of our old toys from his bedroom. I hoped he didn't notice, it would spoil the surprise.
This time of the year it got dark at 6 and there was a half moon, it was forecast to be medium overcast cloud and light rain. There was very little ambient light, just enough to see by.
David walked in the conservatory exactly on time to find Jasmine wearing her purple satin corset tightened to give an hourglass figure, stockings, thigh length leather boots, leather chocker, over the elbow leather opera gloves. Her hair and make up was the naughty way Dave liked it. Her hands handcuffed to the conservatory cross beam over her head. Around her neck hung her favourite ball gag and a leather blindfold. On David's chair there was a selection of vibrators. The handcuff key was on a chain was around Jasmine's neck.


David was stunned, his mouth hung open. It had been months since we played like this, and I missed it. Both Mary and Jasmine had dressed exactly like this before, but never anywhere like this where they could be seen by other people.
"Well?" I asked quietly, I wasn't sure how much he could see. I could see him clearly and I hoped he could see me clearly.
"Stunning. Are you sure you want to carry on?"
"Absolutely."
"Safety word is our usual or hum the national anthem, okay?"
"Yes."
He stepped forward, grabbed my hair and dragged my lips to his, soft gentle with his tongue probing my mouth. I opened it and let him. His other hand slid down and eased my breasts from the confines of the corset cups, my nipples were rock hard. He rolled them gently between his fingers. I loved it when he did that. I could smell my arousal.
His hand left my breast and travelled to my pussy. It was bald, he likes that too. His fingers brushed my clit, I shuddered, my legs almost gave way. Dave gently pushed his fingers inside, I thrust my hips forward to get him deeper, he just moved his hands with my thrusts. "Deeper." I said through his lips.
"Not yet."
He sank to his knees, I hadn't realised he was now naked. I had no idea how he did that.
He took hold of my knees and eased my legs apart, I heard the creak of leather. I felt his warm breath on my pussy, then his tongue brushed up my slit over my clit. I wanted more, I groaned as I pushed my hips forward.
"Oops, I forgot." I heard David say through the mist in my mind. My eyes were closed.
I felt him stand up in front of me. I opened my eyes and saw him bring the ball gag up. I opened my mouth obediently. It nestled snugly behind my teeth. I enjoyed the pleasure as he buckled it tightly behind my head.
The blindfold was next. I love the smell of leather.
He got back down and carried on his administrations. I felt him slip a finger into my pussy then two, I leapt as his tongue attacked everywhere down there, clitoris then into my pussy and then I felt his finger up my backside, just the one. I almost came. Every time I got close the bastard stopped, he loved to tease me. Twice he let me get close, I knew when it came it would be earth shattering. Then I felt him pull away, he stood up, kissed my nose and spun me round so I was facing outwards. He slipped the blindfold off, I could just see our reflection in the glass. It was as sexy as hell. He grabbed my waist and pulled me backwards. I knew what was coming next, we had done this before. He slipped his cock in me, as he thrust, I pushed back. I loved it, he went in so deep. He slid one hand over my bald pussy and started playing with my clit, the other hand fondled my breast. I absolutely loved it.
All of a sudden the back garden and the conservatory were ablaze with light. I heard Dave whisper, "Jess." That was next doors bloody cat. Shit I forgot she used our garden as a short cut about this time most nights. There I was cuffed to the roof wearing a corset, thigh boots, gagged being fucked and anybody who looked could see us. I thrust back into David again. He whispered in my ear. "Don't worry people will see Jasmine not Mary, most people know we are divorcing. They will think I have picked up a kinky floozy."
But he didn't pick up speed. He gently screwed me. It would take 2 or 3 minutes for the light to go out. The risk of discovery, the feeling, even though people wouldn't think it was me, was immense. As the lights went out, I saw David's hand move towards my face, my eyes had not got accustomed to the dark when I felt his thumb and finger close off my nose. I could breathe around the ball gag, just.
David started thrusting harder, I was pushing back, my eyes were closed I could feel myself coming. I was taking a breath when I felt David's hand close down over the ball gag and stopped my breathing completely. I screamed with what air I had left as I came. My ears drummed, I saw flashing lights.
The next thing I remembered was waking up on our sofa, David beside me, it was still dark. I was no longer wearing my boots and my wig had gone.
I was still wearing my corset and my gloves, I soon found out that my hands were cuffed behind my back and the rug that normally lay over the back of the sofa was over us.
I had a need, an urgent need.
I gently bit David's ear and he woke up, startled. "What's up?"
"I need the little girls room and it's a bit difficult like this." I rattled the handcuffs. "Why am I cuffed anyway?"
"Because I'm knacked and I don't trust you not to start something."
I smiled. "I still have my mouth"
"And I still have the ball gag." He said.
"If you want to do this, can I have rope not the cuffs, they're uncomfortable."
He undid the cuffs and I ran to the toilet.
He fetched ropes from the conservatory, I took off the gloves and corset, it had been very tight. When he got back, I turned away from him, placed my hands behind my back and crossed my wrists, it took David seconds to secure them, they felt comfortable, I felt comfortable.
We lay back on the sofa, the rug was still warm from our body heat. I lay on David's shoulder. The sun was up when I heard the front door open, the only other people with keys were Julie and Jack. Jack stood there stunned in the living room doorway. I sat up, I couldn't cover myself, my hands were still secured behind my back, at least our son couldn't see them like that and the rug didn't fall down. David held it in place. "Jack." David said quietly. "Keep this to yourself."
"Too bloody right I will Dad. I'll just pop and see nanny and grandad, back in an hour." He smiled. "Or do you need longer?" With that he was gone.
Jack got back just past 10, then went out to meet up with his mates. He told us he would be back for tea. I did corned beef stovies. Jack's favourite when he had BBQ sauce on it. He told us about his training, his new RAF friends, a girl he was interested in and had 2 dates so far. He mentioned that he told Nan and Grandad he found us indisposed but did not expand. He told us his Nan just smiled and said 'Good', Grandad looked confused.
Jack asked the question that had probably been burning in his mind. "Look, are you two back together?"
"It's complicated, Your Dad is still going to divorce me, but I think we can work something out, what you saw was part of it. Sorry you saw that."
"So am I, you don't think of your parents, well, doing it, obviously you do otherwise Julie and I wouldn't be here." He laughed. "Next time I'll call, or you could use a bedroom."
Jack stood up to get more tea, I leaned across to David and whispered. "Or the conservatory." David blushed. Hopefully Jack didn't notice his fathers red face when he got back to the table.
David came home about two weeks after the Chinook report writing had finished and told me they had another project, this time for the Royal Navy's Merlin heavy lift helicopter, He could read across an awful lot of the design, and he would use what I had told him for the interference side. Because of the Chinook project they had experience and could easily make racking for the equipment and most of the medical equipment was the same. The job took a little over a month. David had to drive to the Royal Navy base down in the Southwest and he was gone for nearly a week. Mary had dinner waiting for him, but Jasmine welcomed him home.
We settled into a routine. I slept in our bed on the weekend; a few times I was Jasmine but mostly I was Mary. I slept in Julie's for the weekdays. Things were heading the right way, I was in his bed, and I could see the door open slightly to his heart, but it would need more work, a building of trust before I could open it fully and walk through. Trust will come with time and that might take years, that was okay, I was in this for the long run.
It was comfortable and I was happy for that to continue for now. I had a plan, there were still a few weeks to go before the divorce was final and that was when I wanted to make the big change
When I got home, I recognised Tony's car in the street, he had been a regular visitor recently. As I walked in, I heard Dave say. "Good job on finding him." The pair hesitated as I went into the room and they talked about golf, it felt like a forced change of direction. I was talking with Tony if not his wife Sophie.
Tony and Sophie had made up. Sophie wanted to carry on the open marriage, Tony didn't. Sophie threatened him with a divorce, but after what she'd told me, I knew it was an empty threat, I told Tony all that she said to me and he called her bluff and presented her with a divorce petition. She backed down instantly. David and I gave Tony some hints on what he could do to keep their sex life interesting without other people. Tony told us if Sophie hadn't backed down, he would have gone ahead with the divorce, he'd had enough.
Later that evening David told me he was going to Shrewsbury this coming weekend to play Rugby with Tony. Tony doesn't play rugby, but he is a member of the club. They had never gone away for rugby before.
David was too tired to play with either Mary or Jasmine when he got back late Sunday, saying he had been busy and he and Tony had drunk too much celebrating, I thought that strange, they didn't win the match.
The following Monday I got a call from Mr Wetherby senior. It appears Claude had been attacked where he lived in North Wales. I knew Dave went to Shrewsbury with the rugby team and Tony went with him. That is close to North Wales.
I asked Dave when I got in if he knew anything about it. All he said was. "Tony and I have alibis; we were with mates at the rugby all weekend." With that he walked away. It crossed my mind that that lot would stick up for each other.
Things had settled down. We were very comfortable with each other. I would spend the weekend in his bedroom, sometimes David would initiate intimacy. I felt that was a good step. We had talked about our risk addiction. I gently suggested we do outdoors as Derek and Jasmine. He declined, well it was winter. I am sure we can find something to tick our risk boxes.
It was just over a week before the divorce was going to be final when my Mum phoned me. David was on his way home and not due for 20 minutes, so I had a few minutes to chat. Mum asked. "Hello sweetie, how are things going with your plan?" I heard her say.
"Okay I think, things are on track."
"So your plan is working?"
I gave a little giggle. "Oh, you mean the conniving bitch plan to get back into David's heart plan?"
There was a little giggle from the phone. "Yes, that one."
"I'm getting there, sometimes it's been a bit of a struggle. I think I'm repairing the damage I caused, but I need more time."
"Do you think he'll stop the divorce?"
"No Mum, and I think neither should he, I made a mistake. He warned me, he promised me he would divorce me if I did that. I would not make him break his word. And I think it could be a fresh start for us. I have a plan. To make like a Phoenix rising from the ashes."
"Well I hope your plan works, whatever it is? Just let us know how you get on," another little giggle. "Well not the intimate details of course." We said our goodbyes. I turned and there was David. There was a look of thunder on his face.
"What do you mean by 'the conniving bitch plan to get back into David's heart plan'." He had obviously heard everything I talked about between me and my Mum and with all the giggling it sounded light-hearted and frivolous. And it wasn't, it was a very serious undertaking. But I know how it would have sounded to him.
David looked at me through a furrowed brow. "How much of this is a set up to get you back into my life?" I recognised his tone of voice. It was not nice.
"Please sit down, I can explain." I reached out to him. He let me pull him through to the sitting room, I eased him onto the sofa and I sank to my knees in front of him and took his hands. I had practised this because at some stage I expected him to work out what I was doing and I would have to explain my actions,
"My love this is going to sound practiced because it is and if I get this wrong you will leave me, and you have every right to do so." I pulled myself up onto my knees, looked him in the face and said. "I love you, I always have, but I made a big mistake, a huge mistake. I hurt the man I love the most in this world, I lost his trust, I disrespected him, I ignored him, I did not believe him or trust his word and worst of all I hurt him to his soul.
"I needed to heal the pain I had caused. I need to be the nurse that repaired the damage I had done. And the only way I could think of doing it was to stay with him and help him recover in all the ways I know how. And that's not just sex, it's living together, it's sharing, it's families. So yes, this is a setup, but my intentions were always honourable, if not some of the methods I used to heal you and get back into your heart. I've never lied to you, I have never told you untruths, I may have been sometimes a little frugal with the truth and that is on me, my aim was to repair the pain in your heart. And up until this minute I think I have gone a long way to achieving that?" I paused a little. "I wanted to make you into a whole man again."
What I planned to say next was a risk, and not the sort of risk I like. "Since you let me move back in here have I given you any reason to doubt me or that I have lied to you and not done everything I can to help you in any way possible? Okay I might have bent the rules a little on the agreement we made when I moved back in. But you have never complained. Please just think about it?"
He leaned back onto the sofa pulling his hands away from mine. "You're correct, I do need to think about this."
Just then the timer sounded. I had put pizzas on for dinner, he followed me through to the kitchen and sat down. I sliced the pizzas and placed them on a plate in front of him, he stood up and went and got a good bottle of wine and two glasses and from the fridge he got a bottle of BBQ sauce. He knew that would annoy me. The tang in the BBQ sauce would not allow any of the flavours of the wine to come through, why use good wine? There was plenty of cheap red on the wine rack. I'm sure he was doing it just to wind me up. He poured us both a glass.
We did not talk, when he finished his pizza he stood up and said. "I need to think, I'm going to the club." He walked out.
I finished my dinner, cleared the plates and took the wine into the lounge and turned the telly on. I wasn't watching it. I wanted some distraction, I needed to think, and it wasn't coming easy. David was gone about 2 hours or so. Okay it was one hours forty-seven minutes exactly.
He wasn't even tiddly when he walked back in, in fact he looked incredibly sober after nearly 2 hours in the club with his mates.
He sat on the sofa and immediately changed the telly channel without asking, most unlike him.
I made a small reply. "I was watching that."
David looked at me. "Well, your telly works now, you can always watch it in your room."
My mouth hung open. He carried on. "The circuit board connector was loose, I thought you might have checked that after the fuse with your background. Oh, and the back cover screws were loose, I've told you about loose screws in the past." He was smiling.
My face went red. How much did he know?
"How, how much do you know?" I stammered.
Still smiling, he said. "Don't know your detailed plans, just what you are aiming at."
"How long?"
"Oh, about a week after the first conservatory incident and your telly broke." He paused. "Your Mum let something slip."
"What! She said she wouldn't tell anyone." I thought a bit. I glared at him. "You've known for bloody months."
"Your Mum didn't let on, just said that you will do almost anything to make it up to me and get back into my heart. I saw how you used Jasmine and I noticed the little things. You did things I needed and that helped me. I really did appreciate all that you did for me. I kinda put 2 and 2 together. Did I make 4?"
I just nodded. "You let me make a fool of myself?" Then I had a thought. "Why did you go to the club?"
"Just to let you think, to stew, give you time to ponder. Did you?"
"Yes you bastard! I was worried how much you knew and if I'd screwed up my plans?"
He said. "Not really, I was getting sex with Jasmine, and I never pushed for that. I was comfortable being with you, you helped me. So why not. Best of all worlds. And you showed your trust in me, I tied you up and put my hand over your mouth and squeezed your nose. I could have killed you for what you did to me, but you trusted me, and I had to return some of that trust."
I looked at him and said quietly. "Summer said I had to show you that I trusted you as a step to getting you to trust me, just a small step."
"Weren't you worried at all."
"No, because I don't believe you would really harm me."
Then he worried me. He stopped smiling. "You didn't have to get back into my heart, you never left it. But the trust is gone and forgiveness will take a long time coming for the pain you caused me."
I expected nothing less. "You let me do all those things for you? And just now you let me bare my soul? Telling you everything."
"Come on you enjoyed it, the planning, the working out what to do, being Jasmine, Oh and the risk. Anyway, confession is good for you." He continued quietly. "Despite all your efforts the divorce is still going through and whatever happens I will never marry you again. It's the trust thing."
Then he smiled, tilted his head to one side and said with a smile. "The divorce is in 2 weeks, what are your plans now you know I won't stop it? Have I got to book a day off work to celebrate or a removal van for you?"
The smug bastard, all that effort and he knew pretty much all along. I didn't know whether to laugh or cry. The bastard!
I leapt at him and pushed him back on the sofa and straddled him and started hitting his chest with my small fists, swearing at him. Falling tears stained his shirt.
He reached up and dragged me down wrapping his arms around me and whispered into my ear. "I love you." Words I had been longing to hear, he carried on. "I wanted to see how far you would go to get back with me."
"Almost anything short of murder and my bum, and that was negotiable," I laughed through the tears.
He pushed me back off of him, stood up and held his hand out, still smiling. I took it.
That night David and Mary made love.
The following morning David asked me. "Removal van?"
"No, save Saturday evening free."
"There will be rules." Then he went and washed both cars.
My paperwork arrived Tuesday, his Thursday. We were both single. I had already booked a discreet table in a booth in Mario's.
Saturday evening I dressed in Julie's room. Blatantly sexy, 4" heeled thong sandals. You could see the red toenail polish through my stockings.
The Burgundy dress I had bought for him over 6 months ago, stocking tops flashing through the split side when I walked. Make-up and hair just how I knew he liked it.
I knew he was waiting for me downstairs, I was fashionably a few minutes late. I tried to make an entrance walking slowly down the stairs making sure he could see the split in the dress. He looked stunning. That may even be a new suit. I was hoping for good things.
The taxi arrived, David held our front door open for me as we walked to the taxi, then the taxi door, ever the gentleman. That was the first time in months he had done that, but this was the first time in 6 months we had been out of the house as a couple.
David helped me from the taxi, the maître de held the restaurant door open and then showed us to our booth.
We had finished the main course and had just started the second bottle of wine,


"David, my darling. I'm sure you have something to say?"
"Yes, I want you back fully in my life, that includes my bed, but I have some propositions to make to you. I will tell you what they are, if you disagree, I will help you move out." He pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket and lay it on the table, the writing facing me so I could read it.
"Forsaking all others, if you even dance with another man from this point forward, you leave."
That would cause me a problem. I hadn't told David but in three weeks' time there was a company gala and I would be expected to at least talk and possibly engage with other workers and management. That may mean dancing. I looked at it from David's perspective. I had cheated with somebody in my former company's management chain, and that was still raw with him.
I raised my hand, he nodded, I explained about the Gala and the possible conflict. "Can we compromise? I will not dance with anyone unless you are in the room and I have your permission. I can understand why you have included that condition."
He pondered. "Yes, that's reasonable."
The financial side he laid down is that I will pay half the mortgage, but it was as rent, and I had no call on the house. There was a household fund for food and house stuff. I would still pay half the utility's plus a little bit extra which went into a fund he called the holiday house repair fund. When the mortgage was paid the mortgage money will go into that fund. I asked him if the holiday fund was for both of us? He just smiled and nodded and said. "Together." That gladdened my heart. He was planning on holidays together.
He was in this for the long term too, as long as I didn't screw up. He was still paying me for the house, money was still moving in a circle. The rest of the list was the division of labour. It basically returned to how we did things before I messed everything up, but we paid our own way. He was making a quick separation easy. Again, I could understand why. There was no point in telling him he didn't need to, time will tell him.
The bottom line was I moved all my clothes back into our bedroom and I slept there from this point forward. A waiter walked up and asked if we'd like dessert now. I asked to borrow their pen. He gave me a pen and walked off to get the dessert menus. I didn't need to, but I signed the bottom of the piece of paper and I circled the 'our' in his last sentence. After we ordered the dessert, David looked at the waiter and said. "We will have a bottle of champagne please."
The waiter smiled. "Are we celebrating Sir?"
"Yes we are, our divorce."
We ordered strawberries and cream and I slid round to his side of the booth and we enjoyed them together. When the last sip of champagne was gone, I took hold of his hand and said. "Miss Burrows would like to invite Mr. Mitchell home tonight." He smiled.
I felt I was being tested later. I'd been with the company about nine months and had been offered a promotion. My boss, the head of production and assembly, was retiring and I was offered his position. I had, with David's help, sorted out the reliability issue. Production runs weren't my thing, nor David's, but he had a different outlook on things. I took him for a walk around the factory one day and he pointed out to me that some of the printed circuit boards were not coming off the printing machine cleanly. I picked up some of these and found out they were unserviceable. The people on the shop floor assembling the boards were busy and didn't have time to investigate, because of the number of failures their job was just to produce PCBs. It took a small adjustment, and the reject numbers went down to acceptable level. That helped me with the promotion.
The company held a Guy Fawkes party instead of a Christmas party. Hiring hotels was cheaper then and it was due to be announced at that party that I had the job. David planned to accompany me, he had after all helped and I made no secret to management that David had helped me find the problem. Unfortunately, he got called away to fix a broken ambulance, he was the only one available. Anyway, he enjoys getting his hands dirty. Saturday night in any town is not the place to be short of ambulances. He told me he'd be there as soon as he could.
I was talking to Judy, she was replacing me as production manager. We have become very friendly since I joined the company. There were some other workmates there as well, then one of the senior managers asked me to dance, I declined. My workmates chided me, according to the gossip I was a bit of a star when I sorted out the reliability problem. And I should take advantage of management's interest in me. David had not objected to me dancing with management at the first gala we attended. When I was asked, he would give me a discreet nod or shake of the head. Judy suggested it was harmless, but I told them that David always had the first dance. They thought that was quaint. As we were chatting one the girls looked over my shoulder then back at me and said. "Incoming."
I was hoping it was David, I turned and it was the area manager. He was slightly younger than me, just over 6 foot broad shouldered and had that Adonis look. He seemed like a nice chap when I'd met him before. He was definitely good looking and he had an easy, confident attitude. He gave a slight nod to the people standing around me. He didn't ask, he just put his hand out. I thought that was a bit arrogant. David would never know, he was not here, I could get away with it. But I wasn't tempted. "I'm sorry." I said to him. "I only dance with my boyfriend. When he arrives you could ask him, but until then I'm afraid I must decline your offer."
"I'm sure he wouldn't mind, it's just a quick turn around the floor. There is a nice slow one coming on next. It would be nice."
"I'm sorry." I said again. "You must be hard of hearing. I said no." He nodded his head and walked away.
That was when Judy said to me. "Boyfriend, I thought you two were married or at least engaged, you act like a married couple?"
I thought I would add a bit of mystery to the evening. "Oh, we were married, now we're just boy and girlfriend." It was my turn for the drinks, and I wandered across to the bar. That was when I saw David standing on the corner with a beer glass in his hand, it was half empty, how long had he been standing there watching? I went across to him and gave him a kiss. I told him I was fetching drinks for Judy and my workmates and could he give me a hand. As we were walking to the bar I asked. "How long were you watching?"
"Oh, long enough, that last chap who spoke to you was quite good looking."
"Ah yes, but he's not you and I don't intend to break another vow to you."
"Were you tempted?"
"What a tall, debonair, smart, handsome man like that. No, not really." And I wasn't. I touched his arm. "To jeopardise a lifetime with you for a few minutes' entertainment is not my idea of risk. Now come on, I think Judy's got a lot of questions to ask you. I told her you used to be my husband but now you're my boyfriend."
He laughed. "OK let's go and see what we can stir up and have a bit of fun."
David and I had a bit of a giggle. We left Judy and my workmates completely confused. But I felt I had passed a test in both refusing to dance and, in all honesty, to say that I was not tempted. David made me take my knickers off for the taxi ride home had he put them in his top pocket of his suit just poking out slightly. He made me spread my legs and he played with me. The taxi driver couldn't see anything but I'm sure he heard my sudden intakes of breath. We slept in late the following day.
It was a year later than we initially planned, but I could be seen from the High Street wearing a corset, thigh boots being fucked senseless, what people couldn't see was my hands tied behind my back, the ball gag hidden by the masquerade mask. Once we had been seen, we had 2 floors to navigate to our room, 2 floors was more risky than just one.
Our life returned to a new normal, we planned risky adventure sexy events. I even bought a new wig, a Jessica rabbit wig. We had to be careful with the ball gag, but it looked brilliant.
Epilogue
David
We had been living together now for nearly three years, everybody accepted the situation then it all nearly turned to rat shit. Mary had organised a party for my birthday in the rugby club. That was okay, it would just be family and friends. Things were going well. We were walking around chatting to people. But I felt slightly uneasy, there were too many smiles. It was the 29th of February, traditionally the time when a woman can ask a man to marry her. I had an inkling of what was coming, and she wouldn't like my response if she did that.
Then it happened at just about half 10 she dragged me to the middle of the dance floor. She got down on one knee, her father passed her a small box. Looking up at me she said. "I love you, I know I screwed up, we have been good together these last three years. I would like to reset our marriage back before I was so stupid. Would you..."
I was correct in my assumption when I'd guessed this was going to happen, I tried to make it as painless as I could. I knelt down in front of her, she stopped talking, everybody was surprised.
"Please don't do this, I love you." I said back to her, loud enough for everyone to hear. "I said I would always love you, and I will." I lowered my voice so only those close could hear. "If you had asked me the question you are about to ask with just our parents and the kids, I might have said yes. but not with all the family and friends here. I feel like I am being shamed into this, I feel you are making a spectacle of something personal. You may not see it that way, but I do. I know you're trying your best to make it up to me and trying to show others your love for me."
With that I stood up and walked towards the exit. I got outside and pulled my phone out. There was no way I could drive. There was complete and utter silence from the club house. They were probably still stunned. I'm sure everybody was certain I would say 'yes'. We looked like a married couple, we acted like a married couple, why would anybody think that I would say 'no'? But they had not been in pain.
All of a sudden a Burgundy whirling dervish hurtled out of the club house and threw herself at me.
"Please no, don't throw me out. I love you, I wanted to show everyone my love for you, I thought that was the best way to do it. I want to spend my life with you; I want to be with you for our grandchildren."
With some difficulty I eased her arms from around my neck, grasping hold their shoulders I said to her. "I said 'no' to marriage, I didn't say we couldn't carry on as we are. The choice is yours. I love you, but I will never marry you. I like things the way they are, accept that or move on." A car horn sounded. "My taxi is here, I need to go."
She took hold of my hand, lifted up and kissed the back tilting her head gently to one side and said. "You have forgiven, but you have not forgotten?"
I just smiled. She got down on her knees again. She took my hand, looked up at me and said. "I'm sorry I made a mistake, another one. You say you love me, please come back inside I will say something to show that you are not a bad person and then we'll go home."
I dismissed the taxi, we can get another one in a bit.
Mary took my hand and led me into the club. The noise coming from inside was subdued. We got to the door. She was breathing deeply, we must have stood there for nearly a minute. I recognised the furrowed brow.
She looked up at me, smiled and said. "Please"
Pulling me by the hand we went in. I heard her say. "Please turn the music off." There was silence. I saw her take a deep breath. She pulled herself up to her full height. "My family and friends, I'm sorry you had to witness that. Most of you know what I planned tonight. Thank you for your support. However, I, that is me, got this wrong. My sweetheart standing here beside me, the love of my life has forgiven what I did to him, but he has not forgotten. I was foolish to think that he would, I was foolish to invite you all to this, to what he sees as a trap. How could he say 'no' to a marriage proposal on the 29th of February in front of all our family and friends. Well guess what, he is so strong he did. I firmly believe he has forgiven me for what I did, but he will never forget the pain I caused and therefore he will never marry me." She looked up at me, tears pouring from her eyes "Please, I love you, I made another silly mistake. I do not want to lose you. This is my fault, do we still have a home together?"
I smiled at her. "It has taken a while but I can see you're starting to see things more from my point of view. Let's say goodbye to everyone then we will go home and let the celebrations carry on."
Many years later.
Laying in my hospital bed David was helped into the room by Julie and Jack, the man I had loved since I first met him over 60 years ago. The grandchildren followed them in, my time was close, they had all come to say goodbye, a tear trickled from my eye. We were both passed 85, his eyes twinkled, his body may be as frail as mine, but his mind was as sharp as always.
He got beside my bed and he knelt down. I felt my brow furrow. Julie said. "Don't worry Mum." she smiled and with that Jack handed David a small box, his hands not shaking. He opened it and I saw two rings. He picked up one, took my hand and placed it on my ring finger, he placed the other ring on his finger.
He looked at me and said "I love you, I will see you shortly Mrs Mitchell." He hadn't called me that in years. "In the eyes of our family we are now man and wife." I looked up and there were a few tears in a few eyes. Jack helped him sit in the chair next to my bed. David's hand slid across and took mine, he gave it a reassuring squeeze.
I looked at him and smiled. "I love you." He smiled back. He turned his head and looked at the family, so did I. His hand in mine went limp. Julie noticed, she rushed forward, took his other hand. "Dad, dad." Jack had the call button and was stabbing it repeatedly. I looked at her, tears were pouring out of her eyes.
"Don't worry, ever the gentleman, he has gone ahead to open the door for me." I felt a glow of warmth engulf me as I closed my eyes.
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This was inspired by one of those YouTube cheating wife stories that popped up as I was watching the British comedian, Al Murray and historian James Holland talking about the Battle of Britain. It had an interesting headline, so I listened to it, this, like that is fiction unlike the Battle of Britain. It's not real using the definition in the Oxford English Dictionary. I wanted this story to come out around the New Year 2025. A time of change. Like the change from winter to spring.
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A lot of my readers know I like a happy ending but it's about how you get there. If you don't like happy endings, don't read. It gets a bit Hallmark.
I left the hotel with a bounce in my step. Bruce and I were over, no more clandestine meetings, this was our last one. I wanted to get home and shower. Be ready for when my husband David got in. I planned to make up for my transgressions to him, even if he didn't know about them. Never mind, Bruce had been fun, but a mistake and I wasn't going to repeat it. Bruce was good but he wasn't up to Dave's standards. Dave knew how to play my body. Bruce was never going to get the chance to practice.
I was heading towards my car which was parked in the corner where I normally leave it, away from Bruce's, when I noticed Bruce his car was sitting strangely. It was down at the front. And his windscreen wiper was at a weird angle, something white underneath it. Normally windscreen wipers are tucked away behind the bonnet.
I got to the corner under the tree where I parked my car and it wasn't there, it was gone. Shit, my car's been stolen. I always park it here so I can find it easily if I'm in a hurry. I searched the car park and it was nowhere to be found.
I was crying, I love that car, I phoned David. "David, my car's missing, it's gone, it's been stolen." His reply startled me.
"Why are you phoning me, shouldn't you be phoning the police. It's not an emergency, use the non-emergency number. Best you get a taxi home." And with that he hung up. What the fuck, did he just hang up on me? He'd been a bit off since last weekend, I put it down to stress at work.
I phoned the police non-emergency number and reported my car stolen. I gave them a lot of details, and they gave me a crime number for my insurance company. It crossed my mind that if David saw the details he'd know I wasn't at work. I saw a taxi leave the front of the hotel, it was empty, so I waved him down. I got in and gave him our address. 'Hollyhocks' 17 Arcadia Ave. The cottage was called 'Hollyhocks' because of the abundance of hollyhocks in the garden and had been for many years. It was a wonderful garden. That was how we got together. I'd known David since we were about 20. He was a nice bloke, we never hooked up, we were just acquaintances with mutual friends. He was good looking, charming, pleasant and he could be humorous.
Then after about a year I bumped into him in the local garden centre. He was gathering some plants for his grandmother, and I was getting some from my parents' house. We talked. We realised we both had a deep passion for gardening. Two months later we made love for the first time, six months after that I moved in with him in his small flat, no garden. Two years after the initial clash in the garden centre we married. Two years later his grandmother passed on leaving us 'Hollyhocks'. We've been in it over five years
When I got home, I tried using my credit card to pay for the taxi, it was declined. Could this day get any worse? I had some spare cash I kept for emergencies and I used that.
I went into the house. It was quiet, cold, I put my hand on the radiator, they were cold, they should be on by now. I heard David call. "In the kitchen."
I walked in and David was sitting at the kitchen table, he had a look of thunder on his face. In front of him were a couple of envelopes, some sheets of paper, his mobile phone and my spare car keys.
Shit, my day had just got worse.
I sat down opposite him. "David it's not like..." He held his hand up. I stopped talking.
"Yes it is. You went to the Best Western at 2 this afternoon. Bruce arrived 5 minutes later. Why would you be going to a hotel 5 miles from home with a work colleague at 2 in the afternoon if it wasn't for something underhanded? You left at 4:30 alone, I'm not sure when Bruce left the hotel but I'm sure his wife will"
"I broke it off. I won't see him again. We're finished, that's it, please I'm sorry."
"How many times?"
"Just four. I'm sorry, it was a mistake. I got drunk at the company party that you couldn't make and, well Bruce and I... I shouldn't have done it. We got away with it, we hadn't been caught. We could do it a few more times. I'm sorry, forgive me, I'll make it up to you anyway I can."
"No, you know my feelings on this."
I was crying now. "How did you...?"
"Does it really matter?"
"No, not really." But he carried on.
"Last weekend you asked me to put fuel in your car and get it washed. Well, I put diesel in it but the queue for the car wash was huge, so I came home and did it myself."
I remembered that.
David continued. "Down behind the bonnet I found some Red Oak leaves. Where would they come from? There's none of those trees here or at your work. I had a quick look. There's none between here and your work and that's the only place you've been so you tell me for the last three weeks. The nearest I could find is the Best Western on Coventry Road. The Red Oaks leaves only change to red in the autumn so it must have been within the last couple of weeks. Why would you be parked in the Best Western. You never mentioned anything? Then I thought about it. I remembered the subtle change in clothes, a little bit smarter, your hair, your makeup."
Had I done those things, I don't remember, but if David was talking about it, I probably did. "You're always getting text messages from your friends. It's how you converse and stay in touch. You giggle at them and tell me what you were talking about. But then I realised there was one special tone, you would just smile and put it down and not share. That was not like you. Then I thought back to last Thursday, I wanted something from the DIY shop that you pass on the way home. So I tracked you to see if you were in your office but at 4:00 your tracker was turned off and at 5:00 it was back on. I thought at the time you just switched your phone off or it went flat or something.
"Today I was outside your work at half one, your tracker signal disappeared, you left the building 5 minutes later. I followed you to the Best Western and you went in. Then I saw Bruce turn up 5 minutes later. Why would 2 work colleagues go to a local hotel that time of day if it wasn't for something nefarious? Oh, I phoned Bruce's wife yesterday and told her of my suspicions. I saw her across the carpark filming. I'll let her deal with Bruce."
With that David pushed an envelope across towards me. "I had this done hoping I wouldn't need it. It's a divorce petition, there are details in there of the financials. 'Hollyhocks' is classed as Matrimonial Property. Granny left it to both of us. I'm going to have to sell it to give you your portion on the advice of the solicitor."
David pushed another piece of paper across to me. It was the advert for the cottage. This would kill him and his parents. He loved this house and garden and so did I.
"I think it's best if you go to your parents. I don't think Bruce is going to be of any use for the next couple of days."
"No, no please don't tell them, it will break their hearts. Please, anything but that. Can we work something out please?"
Then my day got immeasurably worse. Behind me I heard my Dad's voice. "You should have thought about that before you started sleeping with Bruce. We have your suitcase in the back of the car, your old bedroom is ready and your car is already at our place." I spun round, the thunderous look on his face matched that of David's, my mother was stood next to him crying.
David pushed my car keys across the table to me, in amongst them was his wedding ring. I don't remember much of what happened after that. I know Mum and Dad helped me into their car and got me upstairs into my old bedroom and I cried, a lot. I had been so stupid, selfish and arrogant to think I could get away with it. During the evening I got a message tone, it was Bruce. 'Karen knows she's thrown me out.'
I replied. 'So does David, don't ever contact me again.'
My Dad called in sick for me the following day.
It was the weekend now and I did nothing but cry and mope around thinking how stupid I was. I got short shrift from my parents. They loved me but that didn't stop them having a go at me. I deserved it. It all seemed so simple we would never get caught. It's just a bit of fun. But we realised it was wrong. Well I did, Bruce wanted to carry on.
I managed to get to work Monday, I was a mess, everybody could see there was something wrong. I got called to HR. Ms Brown the head of HR informed me they had an e-mail from my husband about the affair I was having with Bruce. She told me it was none of the company's business, however if we were caught doing anything on company premises it would be instant dismissal. I told her there was no chance of that, we'd broken up.
Bruce found me later, it appears he had the same warning. He told me his car had been vandalised. All 4 tyres were shot and the windscreen wipers were buggered. He suspected David or his wife's brothers. He reported it to the Police but didn't expect any outcome. Then he said to me with a grin on his face. "Well we can hook up anytime we like now, do you fancy meeting in my bed and breakfast tonight for a bit of fun?"
I slapped him hard. I went back to my desk. 45 minutes later I was summoned to Ms Brown again. Somebody had reported me for striking Bruce. I told her exactly what happened. She informed me that what Bruce said was classed as sexual harassment, but I was still wrong to slap him. I was given an informal warning. I knew if I didn't have another warning in 6 months that one would be removed. However if Bruce wished to take it to the Police it was out of their hands.
I found out later that Bruce was given a formal warning for sexual harassment after people overheard what he said to me and that was part of the report.
I struggled. I couldn't concentrate, my life was a mess and it was all my fault. I tried the best I could, but nothing went right. It was Wednesday the following week and I got called back to Ms Brown. My team leader had reported me for lack of performance, missed deadlines, shoddy work, mis-calculations. Ms Brown said she had sympathy, but I had brought this on myself. I was given a formal warning and told to pull myself together. I took the next two days off. I went home and told my Dad and Mum what happened. Mum gave me a talking to about pulling myself together. She said she thought they had brought me up better than this, Dad told me how disappointed he was in me. I wasn't sure which chat hurt the most.
I lay in bed Thursday crying, I got no sleep Thursday night. Friday morning I realised everybody was right. I got up, showered and went for a run.
When Mum and Dad got in after work I had dinner waiting for them. I told them I'd been thinking a lot, and I had a plan and I would need their support for this to happen. I explained it to them, and they agreed to it.
Then Dad said to me. "I hope it's not a ploy to get David back?"
"No Dad, I made a mess of that, it's all my fault. I don't think he'll take me back even if I crawled across broken glass and begged. And he's probably never going to trust me again."
I phoned a solicitor Friday midday but couldn't get an appointment until Tuesday. I engage them to handle my divorce if it was needed. After I told them what happened and what I wanted they said they would probably not be needed as I wasn't going to contest it. But they did what I asked even if it was a little unusual.
I threw myself into work. I had to stop thinking about what I'd done. I sent David a text message, e-mail and a voicemail and I asked him to meet me anywhere of his choosing and to bring the divorce paperwork. We met in the coffee shop on the corner of the High Street. David was waiting for me. He had a coffee for himself. Nothing for me. He looked rough, grey bags under his eyes. I'd done that but hopefully I will give him a ray of light.
I sat down opposite him and spoke quietly. "David, I'm really sorry I hurt you. I'm sorry I did it. I have no excuse, well not one that would seem reasonable anyway." I placed the envelope on the table and slid it across to him. "This is a consent order, letter signed and witnessed by the solicitor. I rescind all claim to 'Hollyhocks'. You don't need to pay me anything. You may want to take that away and look at it and adjust the divorce paperwork. I know I've lost your love and trust but, trust me in this. I will not take 'Hollyhocks' from you."
David hadn't said a word, he opened the envelope and extracted the letter, read it and put it back, then just looked at me. I felt small, so bloody small. I stood up and walked away. I heard him call. "Jess." I stopped, turned and looked at him.
He held up the envelope. "Thank you." He looked down at the table. That was it, it was over and done with. Now we can both move on.
About a month after all this blew up Bruce was called in to HR with performance concerns, his time keeping was off, he was slovenly in front of customers, he was rude to staff and as he was already on a formal warning he was let go. I've no idea what happened to him after that.
I concentrated on work. It was quite difficult initially. Most people found out what had happened. I got hit on by a couple of men and one woman. That stopped when I went to HR and reported them for sexual harassment. I became known as the ice queen. I lost some of our mutual friends. Others stayed in contact when I admitted to people it was my mistake. I didn't go into massive depth. I just said it was my fault, some people probably guessed that I cheated and I got what I deserved.
Some people stayed in contact. I was worried about David, he hadn't unfriended me on social media so I kept an eye on it. There were no posts, after about 18 months it sprang to life. He met a woman, and after a quick chat with friends who were still speaking to me I found out her name is Claire. She had an 18 month old daughter, her husband had been killed in a motorcycle accident before the daughter, Belinda, was born.
They seemed happy. I was glad for them. About two years later came the wedding announcement. I sent a wedding card. "Congratulations, may you have a long and happy life together. Claire, my friends tell me you're a good woman, please look after him, love him, care for him and yourself. Be good to each other. I wish you all the very best for the future."
Two days later I got a text from David. 'Thank you for your card, it's appreciated.' That was the first contact we'd had since the corner coffee shop.
Things went well at work now that I concentrated on my job, I got promoted twice and became a team leader. With Mum and Dad's help I managed to get myself a small mid terraced house. Just a two up two down with a reasonable size garden. I couldn't have a house without a garden, I planted a tree as a reminder.
I dated a few times but nothing seemed to click. I met some lovely men. There was a couple that didn't get a second date. I didn't sleep with many of them. There was Terry, we had a relationship for nine months, but it didn't seem to go anywhere.
I had kept an eye on David and Claire's social media. Things appeared to be going well, I was happy for them. Then all of a sudden it stopped. I made some tentative enquiries. Claire had terminal cancer. I must admit I cried a little bit when I heard. Life was really not fair to David. He had a wife that cheated on him, a wife about to die on him and he'll be left looking after an 8 year old daughter that wasn't his.
I was tempted to go to the funeral, but I didn't know Claire, so I didn't. I did send a card. 'David and Belinda my deepest condolences, you have all my sympathy. Please look after yourselves in this difficult time. It can be so hard.' A week later I got a text message from David. 'Thank you for your kind words.'
Life carried on, until.
I was in the garden centre lifting a bag of compost into my trolley when it slipped. The plastic was wet and hard to hold, I heard a familiar voice behind me. "Let me help you with that."
Hanging on to the bag of compost I turned and looked, and there was David. He looked just as shocked to see me. He quickly helped me put the compost in the trolley. "Sorry I didn't recognise you from the back, you've changed your hair."
"Yes, I did some years back. Would you be so kind as to give me a hand with another bag please. They are all very slippery." We took a corner each and we put another bag in my trolley. He gave me a gentle smile and asked. "Would you return the favour; I need two as well?"
I gave him a hand and that was when I noticed the little girl stood behind the trolley, she could barely see over it, Belinda I assumed. I gave him a hand with his next bags.
"Belinda, this is Jess, an old friend of mine, say hello."
She moved around the trolley, and she offered her hand. "My name is Belinda. Nice to meet you."
I took the little hand and shook it gently. "My name is Jess. I'm very pleased to meet you."
She was a pretty little girl with long blonde hair in plats, but they were wonky. They came out at different angles of her head. That would be David's doing. Looking at David I said. "Helping a maiden in distress, can I get you a cup of coffee and whatever Belinda would like." He hesitated. I didn't blame him but Belinda spoke up. "Yes please, that would be very nice. I'm quite thirsty." David just shrugged his shoulders.
We made our way to the garden centre coffee shop. The trolley was quite heavy for Belinda to push. David kept on giving it a little nudge to keep it going straight and the odd help when she needed it. He was good in this fathering business. We parked the trolleys and sat down. I fetched the drinks when I got back David was doing something on his phone. He saw me coming and put it away. Belinda was colouring pictures of flowers with wax crayons. Her tongue sticking out of the corner mouth as she was concentrating. I gave her the orange juice she asked for, looking up she said. "Thank you."
David and I talked about what had happened in since we divorced. We stayed away from touchy subjects like Claire passing on.
We had finished our drinks and David went to get some more
I looked at Belinda. She was concentrating on her colouring and then without looking up she said. "You hurt my Daddy."
What!
"Sorry?"
Without looking up she carried on. "You hurt my Daddy, when Mummy got poorly I heard them talking, Mummy said. 'It's not fair, Jess cheated on you, and she hurt you and broke your heart. And now I'm going to leave you with a seven year old daughter and it's going to break your heart again. I'm sorry my love.' and then Daddy said. 'Yes it hurt like hell, but I got over it when I met you. She had a choice; you don't, so yes it will hurt when you go, but it's out of our hands'." All this time she had not stopped colouring. "Then Mummy said something strange. 'You should look her up.' and that's funny because Daddies taller than you, how can he look up to you? You should look up to him."
I almost had tears. I reached across and took her little hand. She stopped colouring and looked up at me. "I promise you I will never hurt your Daddy again."


David was on his way back, with cake this time.
Belinda carried on colouring. Her little tongue still poking out the corner of her mouth. I had just taken a mouthful of fruit cake. David was sipping his tea when Belinda said. "Daddy, Jess just promised never to hurt you again. I'm glad we've got that sorted out and put to bed."
David spluttered into his tea and I sprayed fruit cake all over him. David gave a little shrug of his shoulders and said. "Out of the mouths of babes..."
We carried on talking and I brought up that he had cucumber, tomatoes and lettuce in his trolley. We'd never done those. He told me that Claire and Belinda like salad, and he had a greenhouse. Still scribbling away Belinda had turned the sheet over and was colouring the other side. Lots of flowers, without looking up, she said. "Perhaps Jess would like to see the greenhouse?"
How do you say no to a cute little thing like that? "If it's alright with your Daddy I would love to."
"OK, not next weekend. We're going up to see Belinda's grandparents in Coventry. How about Sunday lunch the following week?"
I smiled and spoke. "I look forward to it."
We finished our drinks and cake. We stood to leave, I shook Belinda's hand and David let me kiss him on the cheek. As I pushed my trolley away, I could barely keep the grin off my face.
Two weeks later I turned up at 'Hollyhocks' with a decent bottle of red.
Belinda and David proudly showed me their garden, even Belinda's little patch, actually Belinda did most of the showing around. Apart from the greenhouse and some new furniture, 'Hollyhocks' hadn't changed much. David did roast beef, he was still very good at it. We had a glass of wine each and even Belinda had a small glass of watered red wine. I thoroughly enjoyed the afternoon. As I was about to leave I said to David. "Perhaps you'd like to come and see my garden?" Then looking past him at Belinda I said. "Or should we ask Belinda?" He chuckled.
"I'll say yes on her behalf." We made arrangements for two weeks time.
I can't do a roast beef like David does but I can do Belinda's favourite. I'm not bad at lasagne. It didn't take me long to show them around my small garden. David pointed to the Red Oak tree in the corner with a few of its red leaves still hanging on and raised an eyebrow. Looking him square in the face I said. "It's to remind myself how I was a stupid..." I paused, looked over my shoulder. Belinda was indoors. "What a stupid fucking cow I was."
"Aren't you being a bit harsh on yourself?"
"I don't think so."
The lasagna went down well. This time I got a hug from Belinda when they left and still only a kiss on the cheek for David. But we didn't make any more plans. It was 2 weeks later when I got a phone call. There was a meeting of the local gardening club at David's place next weekend. Would I like to go? I didn't even know there was a gardening club. I accepted.
I was tempted to go full glam but decided not to; this was just a friendship after all. David introduced me as an old friend who shared a passion for gardening. I had a good afternoon. I watched Belinda run around with other children her age. It made me smile. It was a bit early in the year, but David did a BBQ. Apart from David I think I was the only single person there. I chatted with people and we talked about gardening. It was a thoroughly enjoyable afternoon. I helped David tidy away when everybody had gone. Belinda was shattered. She went to bed after giving me a hug. When I left David, I still only gave him a kiss on the cheek as you would a friend. To be his friend was more than I ever hoped for.
It was a couple of weeks later and I was in the garden centre and I saw some purple pansies. They would look good in front of the purple foxgloves which were in front of the purple hollyhocks at David's place. I took two pots for me and two for David. I called round to his house on the way home. I tried to phone but got no answer. I planned to leave them on the doorstep with a note.
When I pulled up his car was there, so I knocked on the door and he answered. He looked a bit tired. He invited me in for tea, the house was quiet. He said Belinda was spending the weekend with her grandparents in Coventry. He told me it was hard work looking after an eight-year-old, so every now and again Belinda's grandparents would fetch her for the weekend so he could have a spot of R&R.
As it was late afternoon, I suggested that to save us both eating alone I get a Chinese and he could pop the pansies in the garden. He hesitated but agreed. I asked him if it was his usual? Chicken and sweet corn soup, spring rolls. beef and bean sprouts in black bean sauce with egg fried rice.
He smiled at me as he said. "You remembered."
I just smile back. I phoned the order through and called in the supermarket for a bottle of wine. I got a four pack of Old Speckled Hen. That used to be David's favourite but recently he very rarely drank apart from the odd glass of wine as he had to look after Belinda.
He had changed when I got back, he was wearing a dress shirt with chinos. He looked very casual but smart. The food was good, we chatted, he drank the beer and got a little giggly.
Then it happened, I was not expecting it. We were stacking the plates in the dishwasher and we bumped into one another. He kissed me. I could smell his beery breath, it was strangely comforting. He pulled away and apologised. I stepped forward and put my arms around his neck and pulled him down for another kiss.
Yes, we did end up in bed together, after the frantic coupling on the sofa. When we finished downstairs, I took his hand and led him up to our old bedroom. In the bedroom he kissed and licked me down there, he'd learned a few new tricks. I hadn't, I screamed when he entered me, I put my arms and legs around him not wanting to let go.
Bloody hell it was good to wake up in his arms.
The following morning, he apologised profusely. We were sitting having tea and toast. I reached over the kitchen table and took his hand. "You have absolutely nothing to be sorry for."
Then he admitted to me. "I didn't stop loving you, even though I loved Claire as much if not more, but you hurt me and the trust is gone, I don't see how this can continue."
"David, I didn't come here for this, I didn't mean to entice you. But I'm glad I did. Look, I promised Belinda I would never hurt you again. That is a promise I intend to keep until the day I die." I paused waiting for him to remind me of my wedding vows. He didn't, so I carried on. "If you want to carry on as friends, that's fine, if you never want to see me again, I will understand. The choice is yours, but I would love to have you and Belinda in my life any how you wish."
I cleared away the cutlery and crockery. They weren't particularly dirty, so I washed them in the sink instead of putting them in the dishwasher. I looked out the back window, the garden looked, well, just green, unless you knew where to look. The snowdrops had gone over, there were no Bluebells in the back garden, but there were shoots coming out of the ground and buds on bushes and trees. The garden was about to spring into a new life. The daffodils will be first, their bright yellow faces bringing sunshine to the garden signalling the change from winter to spring. I wonder if last night was a seasonal change?
I felt David behind me. I turned around, quietly he said to me. "I don't know Jess. I'm going to have to think about that, but I really don't know. I can't forget how much you hurt me. I don't I can forgive that what you did."
"I don't expect you to, I'm surprised you even talked to me in the garden centre."
"We've always taught Belinda to be polite, and we try to lead by example."
"And a bloody fine job you've done of it. I know I broke my wedding vows and I regret that with breath I take. I love you with all my heart, I was afraid to tell you that and I'm really sorry for the pain I caused you. But if I hurt you now, I hurt the daughter who loves you. And I couldn't stand that. The choice is going to be yours. But please if we never see each other again, one last time."
I took his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom again. This time I was trying to convince him to let me stay.
I left before Belinda got back with her grandparents. This time when I left, I kissed him on the lips and said. "I love you."
Three weeks later I was still there when Belinda got up, she didn't seem to mind. Six months later I rented my house out and moved in with David and Belinda. The years moved on, marriage was never mentioned. My Dad passed away, their house was too big for my Mum on her own. So, we moved her into my small house.
I couldn't be Belinda's mother, so I tried to be her best friend in a motherly sort of way. I helped with homework where I could. I advised her on hair, make-up, dressing, boys and I was there for her when things went wrong. She was a lovely child.
I was sitting with Belinda on the sofa watching something on television. She was 16, a bright intelligent young lady now and very pretty like her mother. I was watching telly, she was scrolling through her phone. David was in the back garden pottering. Without looking up, Bel, she'd shortened her name. Belinda was far too long. "He does love you, you know? I know he hasn't said it, but he does. It's in the way he looks at you."
I gently reached across and eased the phone from her hand and laid it on the sofa. I took her hands in mine and looked her in the face. "One day you'll meet a man you love."
Belinda smiled. "Or woman."
I smiled back. "Or women. Do not cheat on them if you love them. You will do massive damage to them. I can't tell you how much I hurt your Father, he had so much to get over, the betrayal, the disrespect, the feeling of being not worthy, a whole range of emotions. And you won't like yourself, you'll feel dirty, ashamed and when you look in the mirror you won't like the person looking back at you. So please when you find your man, or woman you love do not cheat."
I disengaged my hands and sat back and passed her the phone back. She looked at me. "Thank you."
"For what, that advice is all common sense?"
"No, for cheating on Dad."
What!
She carried on. "If you hadn't cheated, he wouldn't have divorced you, then met Mum, married her and become my Dad." She looked me square in the face and said. "And I wouldn't have you in my life." She paused. "And Mum would still have died."
Well, that was a double-edged compliment if I ever heard one. I didn't know whether to scream, cry or shout, instead not knowing what to do I leapt across and started tickling her. She was very ticklish; it was a game we used to play. Tickling is hard work, we were soon both out of breath. When we stopped, she wrapped her arms around me and said. "Thanks for the advice, Mum." That was the first time she called me that.
I pushed her back, looked at her in the face and said. "No." Pointing to the wedding picture of David and Claire I said. "That's your Mum I'm just the stand-in."
She leaned forward and hugged me. "Yes, but a bloody good one."
David came in asking what all the noise was about. I just said to him. "Girl talk." He smiled and carried on.
It was some years later my Mum passed on. Belinda married Nathan and they had moved into my old place, which I gifted to them. We were on the way back from the pre-Natal clinic that Nathan couldn't make. Belinda was resting her arm across her big belly. I could see her looking at me out of the corner of my eye as I drove. "When little David's born and he starts to talk, we're going to teach him to call you Grandma Jess."
I had to wipe away the tears so I could see to drive properly.
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This is one of my 'this is what would really happen'. However, having said that, it is only just fiction as defined by the Oxford English Dictionary, please just enjoy the journey.
Not too much character development in this one I'm sure you can work it out for yourself. It's just a fun little story.
I have used many instruments of retribution in my stories, long bows, cricket bats even a catapult. I just found a new one.
**********************************************************************************
I got a phone call from my wife at work telling me not to be late getting home this Friday evening. That was good. I was feeling frisky, we hadn't done anything for over a week. We would get the kids tucked up in bed early, I was hoping for an early night myself. This last week she hadn't been very receptive to my advances. I even popped into the supermarket for a bottle of Merlot and some flowers. Karen was lucky my phone battery was nearly flat. I'd been in a poor signal area all day. I came bursting in through the front door to see Karen wearing an LBD. She obviously had stockings, five-inch heels and the Pearl choker I gave her last year at Christmas. I loved her wearing that.
I looked around and I couldn't see a babysitter.
"What's all this, what's happening?" I asked quizzically.
"I'm going out for the night. You're babysitting, don't wait up."
I had my phone in my hand about to drop it on the induction charger as soon as I got in, I quickly hit the voice recorder before I did.
I pointed at her. "What's all this?"
"I've got to look and feel good."
"That is not something to wear going out drinking with the girls, what's happening?"
"Who said anything about the girls?"
I was starting to get angry. "So, tell me what the f... flipping heck is happening?" I wanted to use the word fuck, but the children were around, six and seven year olds have big ears and ask lots of question. Some I didn't want to answer.
"I'm going out with Harold, he's new in town and I'm going to show him the places."
I knew of Harold. He'd been here about 3 months, so he wasn't new in a town this size. I had met him just after he arrived, slightly older than us, a manager, confident, arrogant, good looking. He tried to crush my hand when he shook it. That was a mistake, I used to work on a building site, I still do at times.
I needed more information "So what'd you mean 'don't wait up'?"
"Well, I might stay the night, who knows."
"So, are you planning to have S.E.X with him?" Little ears were still around and being drawn to my agitated voice.
"Yes probably, I fancy him, he's good looking and funny. I don't think it'll do my promotion prospects any harm either. Look, it's just S.E.X."
"I suppose after the promotion, you'll have to carry on doing it? Don't worry, I still love you."
"No, it'll just be the once, so I'd better make it good."
"It'll be good for your faffing divorce." I said almost to myself.
She smiled, sometimes she had a sickly smile. I've become used to it over the years. "You won't divorce me. You can't afford to, the way things work is that I will get the house, and you'll be paying child support. Okay you won't be living in a cardboard box like you often hear, but life will be difficult, and I might just have to let slip to people we know that I cuckolded you. And I'll make it out to be your fault that you couldn't keep me happy in bed."
My mouth hung open, I thought we were good, obviously not. Then she took pity on me. "Actually, that's not true, you're very good, you hit all the right spots most of the time. From what the girls at work say you do better than most husbands. I want to try something different. It'll be just the one-night darling. You'll get over it."
Oh, I don't think I will.
You don't threaten the husband you say you love.
That was when I heard a car horn beep outside. As she walked past me, she said. "I've done Mac and Cheese for the kids. It's in the fridge, I'm sure you can find something for yourself and don't get too drunk, you're looking after the children." I followed her to the door, she walked out down the path, I could see Harold in his dark green Audi with a smug look on his face. I saw the personalized number plates.
It didn't take me long to work out what to do. I immediately phoned my Mother in Law, Carol, and asked her to babysit after telling her what happened. She didn't believe me until I played the audio clip from my phone. She was round the house in 10 minutes. She was shocked when she walked in, I was standing there in dark jeans and a dark hoodie. What she didn't see was the scarf I often used over my lower face to prevent breathing in brick dust. Nor did she see the black leather gloves I was carrying in my back pocket.
She sorted out the kids Mac and Cheese. I didn't eat; I wasn't hungry.
I think she guessed I wasn't going to the pub. "Be careful Harry, I've heard about this bloke, she's been going on about him. He goes to the gym and he does some Martial Arts, she told me."
So, she's been talking to her mother about him, but not me. I looked at her and said. "I've got some building yard arts too." I walked out.
Karen wasn't sensible enough to turn her tracker off, in fact I don't think she remembered it was on. It wasn't an application we used very often. We didn't need to, we generally knew where each other was. She was easy to find.
I parked the car around the corner from the restaurant which was right next to the White Hart hotel. A quick look around the car park, his car was in there, not in the restaurant carpark. That told me a story.
Now, the geology of where we live throws up an awful lot of Flint, Flint is very hard. We use it to build schools and churches and they've been standing for hundreds of years. We have even used it in some of our posher houses. I selected a roundish piece. Almost too large for my hand. It was black and flat on one side with sharp edges where it had broken with round protrusions on the other. I had a simple plan. And she was not going to cuckold me tonight, maybe in the future, but not tonight. Does it count if you're separated pending divorce. I don't think so.
Now I'm a patient man. I waited until I saw them leave the restaurant, he had his arm around her waist she was giggling like a little schoolgirl looking up at him with big googly eyes. It looks more than just sex to me. Fortunately, he was walking on the outside of the pavement, at least he was part a gentleman and I was right-handed. I pulled the scarf up over my lower face, then the hoodie up and walked purposely towards them. They were so engrossed in each other they didn't notice until I got close.
He certainly noticed when I swung the Flint under arm with all the strength I had into his bollocks, he staggered backwards holding his groin The next swing of the Flint caught him on the side of the face. Blood started to come from a gash on his jaw. Then he went down, my builder's boots finished off the damage that the Flint had started on his bollocks. Just the one stomp. People were stunned, especially my soon to be ex-wife. I dropped the piece of Flint, it bounced off his forehead. I had no further use for it.
I leaned down and took off his watch. Rolex, nice. I grabbed his phone and car keys from his jacket pocket, then I flipped him over and took his wallet out of his back trousers pocket and walked away, quickly.
It must have taken less than 30 seconds. Once I got round the nearest corner I sprinted away. People were coming to their senses and started to shout. I could hear my soon to be ex-wife screaming. I got to a quiet, dark street. I dropped the Rolex, the phone and his car keys down a drain. I heard a satisfying splash of water. I checked his wallet for cash. There wasn't any, that followed the watch, phone and keys.
When I got home the children were in bed. Carol had a beer waiting for me. She had no need to rush home; she was divorced. She lived on her own in the house she got with the divorce. That made her an excellent babysitter. She got divorced because her husband cheated on her. She came out of it all right, not flush but comfortable enough with a little part time job.
"What happened?" She asked.
"She hasn't cucked me with him, and she won't until his bollocks heal anyway." I said quietly.
Karen got in two hours later to find me and her mother sitting there. We knew she was coming. We tracked her to the hospital and then on the way home. The look of shock on Karen's face was amazing when she saw her mother sitting there.
Carol said to her. "I thought you were staying out the night?"
"Something happened, I had to change my plans, I thought I would come home to my husband. The girl's night was off."
She was obviously hoping I hadn't told her mother the full story, she was correct, the audio clip I played to Carol told her the whole story using Karen's own voice. I think Carol was going to have a bit of fun.
"Drinks with the girls, you don't go out dressed like that, wearing stockings and the Christmas present your husband bought you for a drink with the girls. Have you been cheating on your husband?"
"No, I wouldn't do that." That was when my mother-in-law picked up my phone and pressed play. I had queued up the bit she wanted and out of the speaker came Karen's voice. "Yes, probably, I fancy him, he's good looking and funny. I don't think it'll do my promotion prospects any harm either. Look, it's just S.E.X."
Karen started to cry, her mother did not let up. "You know the pain that your cheating father caused us, and you go and do it, and to make it worse you tell your loving husband what you're going to do." Pointing at her she said. "And you even wear the Christmas present he gave you. You're a shameless woman."
"But I didn't do anything." Karen said through her tears.
"Okay, so you didn't go through with it, why not?" I asked.
Karen looked at me and said. "I'm sorry, I had a change of mind. I realised it was a stupid thing to do."
Lying bitch, I thought.
"And it took you 4 hours to come to that decision?"
"We had dinner, that took a while and then we talked. He could see I wasn't happy so after a lot of talking we called it off." I was about to call 'Jackanory.'
"So, I'm sure you've got Harold's phone number, shall we phone him and confirm that? Or shall I phone him at work on Monday." I gave it 5 seconds and then carried on.
"Or was there something else that changed your mind? It can be quite dangerous walking around town that time of night."
Karen collapsed onto the floor crying her eyes out. "No, he, he got mugged. He's in the hospital and his wife was not happy when she found me there. I didn't know he was married." Nor did I. He kept that quiet.
Her mother carried on. "So you lied, you didn't change your mind. I think you've just shat in your own bed. As your boyfriend got mugged it was a good job I was here looking after your husband after the shock of his wife walking out on him to have sex with another man." Karen looked confused. "Did you give a statement to police?" Karen still didn't get it. "So, you told the police you were a married woman out with a married man who was not your husband."
"Well yes I suppose I did."
Carol gave a sigh as if to say why did I have a daughter so stupid. It must be her father's side of the family. "So, who do you think they're going to come looking for the mugger first, how about the whore's husband?"
Now it hit Karen.
Looking at me, Carol said. "If you want to go for custody of the children, I will be your babysitter whilst you're at work."
I could see that hurt Karen a lot.
Carol said to her daughter. "That's a bloody fine mess you've started. I'm ashamed to call you my daughter. So now you've upset a good man, you're going to upset your children. I'm not sure how your work will deal with it."
Carol rested her hand on my arm. "My solicitor was very good in my divorce. I'll text you his name and phone number.
"I've got to go home," she said, she leaned up, kissed me on the cheek and said. "It appears the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, like father like daughter."
It was a cold night in our house, I slept on the sofa, the children asked why when they got up in the morning. Karen had obviously not slept well either. As she made the children's breakfast she told them that mummy had been a bad girl and had upset Daddy. That was why he slept downstairs. She looked at me while talking to the children. "I hope he can forgive me because mummy made a mistake, a very big one."
Monday afternoon I visited the solicitor that Carol had given me and started proceedings. I played him the audio clip of Karen before she went out and what I recorded when she got back. It wouldn't make any difference, but I felt better for justifying my actions.
I suspect that because of the statement Karen gave to the police when she was at the hospital I got a visit Monday evening. Fortunately, my mother-in-law was there with me at the time. After they had gone Carol said to me. "Flint, now that's novel!"
Karen looked confused at that statement.
Karen started to fight the divorce. I don't know what her mother said to her, but she stopped.
Harold never went back to work; it appears his jaw was broken and his wife divorced him. The rumours got around and Karen was shunned. I may have helped with that. I am guessing people put two and two together and worked out she was trying to sleep her way into the promotion, and I think people blamed her for Harold not coming back to work. It appears he was very good at his job and would be missed.
The housing was simple. This house was left to me by my grandparents, whilst Karen had lived here for several years and had a small claim to it. I paid her off. She took the children and moved back in with her mother. Carol had a big house from her divorce. I stayed in our house. We sorted out the financials. It worked well. I dated and met some lovely women. Karen wasn't so lucky. Men only wanted one thing and when they found out she was living with her mother and had two children, there were not many takers for a lasting relationship.
Karen and I met each other at family functions. At the second one she asked me to forgive her and take her back. I refused. I asked her why would I trust someone who planned to cheat on me and then had the gall to tell me about it first, then threaten me with telling our friends about a supposed lack of skill in the bedroom and brand me as a cuckold. Taking my phone from my pocket, I showed it to her and said. "I still have the recording." I didn't mention the number of lies she told when she got back after her failed date with Harold.
She never asked again.
Jackanory is cockney rhyming slang for story. Jackanory was also a BBC children's television series. It was designed to stimulate an interest in reading for children.
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Landies is slang for Land Rover, Disco for Land Rover Discoveries and Schiz for schizophrenic
I have been impressed by a few stories about husband and wife working in the same business where the wife is more senior than the husband and she fires him. 'Let Go' qhml1 by is one of my favourite stories on Lit.
If you have read that one you probably know where this was going as with a lot of my stories.
This is fiction folks as described in the Oxford English Dictionary.
There is nothing new here, especially in LW.
The idea is you enjoy the journey.
**********************************************************************************
The car I was test driving had an intermittent fault; I had the diagnostics plugged in as I was driving and I had a camera videoing the screen, after an hour I got the results I wanted and headed back to the garage.
As I got out of the car, I could hear screaming. Someone was hurt, badly.
I rushed into the workshop to see over the bonnet of a car being worked on, a Range Rover was at a strange angle but off the ground slightly. It was on our broken vehicle lift. That did not look good. I got to the lift to see a Range Rover had fallen off. The car was resting on one of the posts of the 2-post lift. The screaming was coming from the sales manager Jonathan Dubois, with his lower leg stuck under the brake disk of the fallen Rover. Nearly everyone from the garage was there. The suits were just standing, the overalls were milling around talking amongst themselves.
What the fuck has gone on here?
Part of me thought that​​ the twat shouldn't be in my workshop, I was distracted. One of the lads was trying to get a trolley jack under the Rover to lift it off of Dubois's leg. "Wait!" I shouted. "Crush injuries." The lady beside him turned and glared at me. She was the garage owner. The lads knew exactly what I was on about, she didn't. One of them had his phone out. I hoped he was on the phone to the Emergency Services.
I saw young Barry, one of our newer techs standing to one side looking grey.
A voice shouted back. "Less than 10 minutes boss."
"Tourniquet anyway. As low as possible, mark the time, loosen it in 5 minutes if the ambulance isn't here." I shouted to anyone who would listen, mainly management.
"Okay."
A few seconds later the lad on the phone shouted. "Paramedics agree. I've sent them a picture. They reckon 6 minutes out at best boss, but traffic is bad." Good lad, that was Craig.
They had problems getting the trolley jack low enough to get under the Rover somewhere safe to raise it. Several lads were going to try to lift it by hand. I stopped them doing that. The last thing we needed was half the work force off with bad backs. Someone came in with a plank. That went under the car as far as possible and the jack a couple of feet away. That Archimedes was a wise chap. They managed to get Dubois' leg out.
Someone wrapped a small ratchet strap around his leg as a tourniquet. An arm came out and with a marker pen wrote a big 'T' and the time on his forehead.
It crossed my mind that 'T' stands for twat.
That bloody car had been a pain ever since it arrived. It had been messed around with and was a pig to work on, especially the suspension, we had refused to have anything to do with it.
It was ironic to see Dubois trapped under his own car.
A few minutes later the paramedics turned up and took over. It had been eight and a half minutes, bloody traffic.
The lady beside the sales manager turned to me, there was anger in her eyes. "You're fired. Get out. Now!"
I knew that anger, that short temper when things went wrong that were not in her control, you see, the lady owner was Jackie, my wife.
I was tempted to argue, but I had learned years ago not to waste my time, that would come later, we had been married for quite a while. I strode into my office, slammed my laptop shut, disconnected it and started to walk out with it. Jackie turned up at the office door, I was not expecting a retraction or an apology, it was too soon, that would come later when she calmed down. "That is company equipment, put it down."
"You can collect it when you get home or call the police and report me for theft." I pushed past her. There were things on that laptop I wanted. I turned back towards her. "Bring the paperwork for my firing home."
I would burn her and Dubois, but for different reasons.
I walked out and headed towards the nearest bus stop, I left my company car behind. I heard a car horn, turned and there was one of the lads from the workshop in a car. "Jump in boss, they won't miss me for half an hour. I'll run you​​ home." Said Craig.
I did.
"Not your boss any more Craig."
He laughed. "You'll always be my boss." Then he said quietly as if it was a secret and someone was listening. "When you start your own garage give me a call, I'm sure a few of the chaps will follow. It's been a bit crap this last 15 months since shithead got here, we've been waiting for something like this. We're surprised you lasted this long."
"I was hoping she would see sense, seems not. I've been planning. How are you with BMWs and Mini's?"
He laughed. "Fine boss, just fine." He gave me a sideways look. "Can we still play with old Landies?"
"I'm considering it. There is still business in old Land Rovers." Craig smiled. "Oh, and tell young Barry I've got his back." I said.
Craig dropped me at our house. I had about 5 hours to download stuff and copy it to my laptop before Jackie got home, she normally got in about 6 ish. I got a text just after 2 o'clock. 'I'll bring dinner. Sorry'.
It was gone 7 when she got in, as I was expecting she was all contrite. She was carrying what smelt like a Chinese dinner and she had a wine bottle bag that I was sure was full of my favourite beer.
"I'm sorry sweetheart, I lost it, that wasn't fair of me." Lifting the wine bag. "Old Crafty Hen and Broadside." Then the food bag. "Chicken and sweetcorn soup, Chicken in black bean sauce, Spring rolls. Then me for dessert." She smiled. This was just like her, her anger burned bright and hot but didn't last long. She would often realise what she'd done and apologise. She tried to stop the anger before it got too much of a hold but sometimes failed and it was spectacular when she did, like today.
I wiped the smile from her face. I placed the laptop on the kitchen table in front of her. "That's yours. I hope you've brought the paperwork for my firing, and I don't want Dubois's sloppy seconds." Her face fell, her mouth hung open. I reached across and took the beer from her. I wasn't working tomorrow, I could drink some of it, not all. I would have to be relatively sober and not hung over for the forthcoming argument. At least her being late gave me extra time to edit the audio and video from the garage into short clips and label them.
The anger I was expecting from her didn't come, that was new. But did it imply she was, or was not sleeping with Dubois? I was expecting a vehement denial. Actually, I had no proof, in fact I don't think she was, despite Dubois's efforts. She may have come close a few times in the early days from what I had seen, but she had hardened her stance for a while, but then over the last few months or so there had been a change again. I was sure if I provoked her enough, she would let slip if they were sleeping together. Her anger let her do that sometimes.
I'd had time to look back over some things that had happened, they didn't stand out on their own, but after watching the video a lot of things fell into place.
Over the years she had put on a pound or two, she wasn't fat at all, just a bit rounded. I thought it looked good on her and told her so. About 5​ ​months ago she started using the mini gym we had behind the workshop, soon after that so did Dubois. I tried to join her when I could, it wasn't often.
When I tackled her about it she said she was feeling overweight and frumpy and there was no great challenge at the moment, the company was on track, she missed the kids now they were gone. When she lost weight she needed new clothes, I noticed that the skirts she got were shorter and tighter, so were the blouses.
There were more trips to the hairdresser too. She looked bloody fine, sort of smart but sexy.
Our sex life picked up recently, it hadn't been shabby before the kids had gone. I thought back. It had picked up just after Dubois got here too. Was that a coincidence? She also started to wear heels to work a few months ago. The sort she would wear when we went out for an evening or to a function. Normally at work she wore flats. We were both 5' 8 until she wore her heels, then she was taller than me.
With her 3-inch heels on she was about the same height as Dubois, he was 5' 10 ish. I felt although Jackie wasn't looking down on me, Dubois did now he was the same height as her and I was the odd one out. He tried to hide a smirk, I'm sure he succeeded most of the time, but it slipped now and again.
That was when I started taking an interest.
Over the years with the increase in workplace accidents our insurance company insisted we fit workshop cameras, my predecessor thought it was a good idea and had them fitted in every room except the toilets. When we fitted out the gym, I got one fitted in there and the rest upgraded, they were now smaller, more discreet, better resolution and had audio, all saved to our server and the cloud. People got used to them and just forgot they were there.
A couple of years ago Jackie was worried that the old head of sales might be fiddling the books. He wasn't, I had smoke alarm cameras fitted which overlooked desks and we could see what was happening on his computer. I took the opportunity to fit them in all offices, even mine and Jackie's. He did comment at the time asking why we needed smoke alarms in every room, I told him they were cheap and better safe than sorry.
I had set a calendar reminder to review the recordings annually and delete anything older than 3 years. Generally, the recordings wouldn't be looked at unless something went wrong. Like the Sales Manager's car falling on him off a lift that shouldn't be in use anyway.
During one of my reviews, I discovered one of our cleaners, Sandy, stealing soap and toilet paper. When I tackled her about it, she told me her and her hubby had a rough time a few months ago when he was let go at work and they had to be careful with money so she had taken soap and toilet paper, now they were back on their feet she'd just kept on doing it. It had sort of become a habit. She apologised and offered to pay if she could keep her job. I told her to stop taking things, but not to pay the money back. But if she got into problems like that again, let me know. She could keep her job. The company would look really shit if we sacked someone over a few toilet rolls and the odd bar of soap. I gained Sandy as a friend, people don't often notice cleaners.
However, the whole feel of the place had changed recently. Dubois had increased his annoyance level and I felt he was up to something. All my warnings to Jackie were ignored. I'd had enough. And she had changed too.
Probably time for a bit of background I feel.
My Dad was a farmer and I always loved Land Rovers, the old 90, 110 and Defenders. The older Discoveries and Range Rovers were okay too. The modern Chelsea tractors were far too fragile and expensive for what a farmer wanted. When I left school, I managed to get a job as a mechanic in our local Land Rover garage.
I'd been there just over a year when the Boss was walking around the workshop showing this stunning young girl around. I felt a slight tap on the back of my head. "Don't even think about it lad. That's the boss's daughter home from Uni for the summer. She does work around here learning the business and she's got a bit of a bloody temper, don't cross her or you'll be out on your ear. Now concentrate on what you're doing." It was Fred, the workshop manager.
Fortunately for me it didn't work like that, it was her turn to do a few months in the workshop whilst on summer break, and as I was doing day release at college and learning all about the new machinery and computers that were coming into the workplace I often got paired with her so I could share my knowledge. But Fred was correct, she had a temper. I learned early on the best way was not to argue with her, but to walk away until she calmed down. It wouldn't be long before she found me and apologised. I would have to work late sometimes to catch up with what I hadn't done because I walked away during one of her spats.
Her Father noticed, it didn't do me any harm.
She got better at controlling her temper, most of the time she realised I wouldn't take her shit. But when she did blow up it seemed worse.
It was the following Christmas at the works party she came to me and asked me to dance. You don't refuse the boss's daughter, anyway I wanted to. She was fun, warm, smart and bloody good looking, okay I fancied her. She was great when she wasn't throwing a paddy. It had got around that she had broken up with her long-term boyfriend at Uni. The rumour was that he two-timed her whilst he was at home in the summer, and worst of all he wasn't sorry he did it, Jackie saw it as cheating and broke it off with him.
Our friendship blossomed.
It was 18 months later I asked her Father if I could have her hand in marriage, her mother was there when I did. They both gave their approval, they had been waiting for it. However, her Father warned me he had a pre-nuptial agreement to protect the business. I didn't have a problem with that.
Pre-nuptial agreements were a new thing in the UK at the time. I could see where her Dad was coming from and I had no basic objections. It was just the terms. I know he wanted to keep the company in the family and not have it broken up. It started off that if we split for amicable reasons I would get 3 years' salary. If I was unfaithful, I would leave with what I came with, but if she did it, I got £10,000 in the divorce. 10 grand was a lot of money then, but the value would reduce as time went on. I pointed out that I might spend ​​5,10,15 even 20 years working on the marriage and for the company and come out with a measly 10 grand which would be bugger all in ​​20 years' time.
He stuck to his guns. I threatened to call off the wedding. No one believed me until I didn't turn up for a family Sunday lunch at their house and handed in my notice the following Monday. Jackie begged me to reconsider, I told her to sort out her father, I would not be shafted if she cheated on me. She vowed she would never do that.
We agreed on an incremental increase. I also insisted on a clause that if I could prove constructive or wrongful termination, I would get half the company. I was thinking that if I was set up in the divorce I had a lot to lose. After the long and sometimes heated discussions about how much the incremental increase would be, this clause seemed to get overlooked but was in there.
We were married ​​4 months later.
Things went swimmingly until Dubois turned up. Our previous head of sales retired, and Jackie found Dubois as a replacement. She muttered something about knowing him in the past. I didn't ask any more questions. I wasn't particularly keen on him. He was a bit on the arrogant side and he, like Jackie, could lose his temper a bit, but he kept it under better control than she did. Our dislike of each other was probably the usual grease monkey versus sales prat attitude. Salespeople always seem to look down on us, even the old head of sales had an attitude towards us, but we tolerated each other and built a working relationship. Dubois, not so much.
Dubois gave the impression that he thought I'd married above my station. I had no problems being called a grease monkey, that's what I am. But he'd not earned the right to call me that. I was Service and Workshop manager, I loved the job, I was like a pig in shit until recently. A lovely, gorgeous loving wife, two kids ​​off at uni with plans to run the company so we could retire early. Jackie had taken over from her Father, and she was brilliant at it. Most of the sales staff thought I got the job because I was the boss's husband. The lads in the workshop knew different.
But since Dubois got here things had changed. It was all a bit subtle, it wasn't such a nice place to work.
I didn't like Dubois, his attitude, arrogance and general demeanour. After a few weeks I let Jackie know my thoughts, I warned her about getting too close to him. I thought he was more trouble than the usual sales prat.
We had a bit of business going for older Land Rovers. I could get my hands dirty; they made a bit of money for the effort, because we knew what we were doing and where to get spares for those old Landies. It wasn't a massive amount of money, but it was a profit, and it gave some of the younger lads' experience.
That was another bone of contention, Dubois had suggested getting rid of that side of the business as it didn't make enough profit. There was a valid argument and I could see Jackie was tempted to go with him until I pointed out that all the time people were here waiting for their car. They were wandering around the showroom looking at vehicles. I know we had sold quite a few second hand Landies and Discos​​ that way. I had a nagging doubt that if I hadn't been her husband that side of the business would have gone.
I was pissed off for two reasons. He was sticking his nose into my business, and she didn't stop him from doing that. And I let her know at home that night. There were words said, but I got tea in bed and an apology the following morning before work. I was hoping for a bit of morning fun. However, that evening I got another apology, a promise to do better and my favourite dinner served by my wife wearing corset, stockings, 5 inch heels and a smile. We went to bed early.
The incident today was just what I wanted. It had taken me all afternoon to search and edit the video. I even spent some time going through shared calendars. I didn't find anything suspicious between Jackie and Dubois there. It wasn't hard, I knew the time of the incident today and for the rest of what I wanted all I had to do was to scroll forwards to when Jackie and Dubois were together, whilst that was quite often as you would expect with business boss and head salesman, normally there would be other people there so it was when they were alone. Including the gym. I did find out something that startled me and I was going to save that up.
I took a beer from the bag without looking, used my Swiss army knife to open it and took a swallow from the bottle. Hen, good. She hates it when I drink from a bottle. Her mouth was still open. "May I suggest you put the food in the fridge? I don't think you're going to be hungry tonight. You may want to get yourself a bottle of wine, you're going to need a drink or two by the time I have finished. But before you do, why are you so late?"
"I went to the hospital to check on Jonathan. He's quite badly hurt, but he's not going to lose the foot. He tells me he's seriously thinking about suing us, he's seeing his solicitor tomorrow. I was trying to calm him down to see what we could do. That would hurt the garage. It would damage our reputation. We have insurance. I will have to look at it tomorrow to see if it covers industrial accidents. Sorry I should have phoned and told you. I think I've placated him, but we'll have to wait and see."
I will have some good news for her later on.
Meanwhile I was nasty. "So how did you placate him, what did you offer him? I would be really interested to know. Was it a weekend away for the pair of you at a trade show, where you could mingle with the crowds and people would think you're a couple?"


I could see the fire start up in her eyes. "What are you suggesting? What do you think I am?"
"Oh, I think you'll do almost anything to protect the garage, your Father's legacy."
She was still angry. "Of course I'll do almost anything to protect the garage, but I will not do what you're suggesting so get that out of your head."
"You had better protect the garage because until I get another job that is our only source of income. You fired me, remember."
As I walked towards the lounge, I heard her say. "I didn't mean it. I'm sorry, I take it back. I need you at work." There was a slight panic in her voice now.
I paused for a little bit, turned and looked at her. "Then why did you sack me?"
She took a breath. "You're in charge of the workshop, you're responsible for all the machinery including that broken lift. It's not your fault directly but you are responsible. I couldn't let you stay. I'm sorry, I lost my temper a bit, I was wrong, I should have asked you more questions first."
Under my breath I said to myself. "Too bloody right you should've done."
Out loud I said. "Sorry, you can't take it back. You said it in front of everybody on the shop floor. If you take it back you will look weak, not in charge and giving in to your husband. So, Monday I had better see some paperwork.
"Well of course I shouldn't worry, I'm about to get half of your business, do you remember the prenup?"
"Yes, but it only said about divorce, I'm not divorcing you, I've not cheated on you, so where does this half of the business come from?"
I pulled out a copy of the pre-nuptial agreement and pointed to the highlighted section 'constructive or wrongful dismissal'.
She looked at me. "But it isn't constructive dismissal nor wrongful, I have the right to sack you, you work for me. Anyway, I've taken it back. I need you back in on Monday. We've got a full workload on and one of the lifts is out of action. We've got to get the Service people in to fix it and drop it down to get Jonathan's car off?"
"The lift people can't get in until a week next Thursday, they're already booked after the flatbed reversed into it, so unless you can get them in out of hours, and that will cost you a packet you have to wait till Thursday."
"You mentioned it was out of action because of some flatbed thing. You didn't tell me it would be a week or more before they could get here."
"I sent you an email and left a post-it note on your monitor screen, you couldn't have missed it."
She glared at me. "There was no email or post-it." She had no reason to lie. I might have to look through the video again.
"As you said, the workshop is my responsibility and that was why I decided not to use the lift until it'd been checked over. That is why the lads have been working overtime so we don't fall too far behind with what's booked in and disappoint customers. There are other garages they can go to, you know. I left you messages telling you it was out of action until the engineers could get here, so your question should be why was Dubois using it, he's not authorised, nor is Barry without supervision? You sacked me without looking into it."
I looked at her. "Anyway, you've got more to worry about than that." She had a confused look on her face.
I took the opportunity of her confusion and continued into the lounge. She followed me a minute later with a bottle of red and a glass. At least she took that advice. Although she nearly dropped them all when she saw what was on the television screen. "It's not what it looks like." Was her response to seeing a picture of her with her arms around Dubois. I pressed play and she saw them kiss, but it was only on the cheek.
"Look at the timestamp. That was about two months after Dubois got here. He's a bloody fast worker." I said to her, I pressed the remote again. This time it was a picture of them in a similar position but you could tell by the clothing it was recent, you didn't need the timestamp to show it was a few weeks ago, they were in her office.
Again, she said. "Trevor, baby it's not what it looks like, we were just hugging."
I pressed play again, this time I turned the volume up.
Dubois went to kiss her on the lips, but she turned her head, so it landed on her cheek. "Come on, the grease monkey will never know. Yeah, come on, it could be like old times, sneaking off."
Jackie pushed him away. "No, I won't, I love Trevor I'm not going to cheat on him, it's wrong. It's not like the old days."
After I'd heard her say that I decided I was definitely going to burn Dubois, but only singe Jackie.
Jackie slapped Jonathan on the chest. Then she glared at him, I knew what it was like to be on the receiving end of that glare. He took a pace back. "Don't call him a grease monkey, whilst it might be essentially true, he's vital to this business. Anyway, I love him, he's been good to me, he puts up with my tantrums. But if he saw me doing this, he'd go ballistic​​."
I rewound to a picture and then paused the recording with the two of them with their arms around each other.
Looking at her, I said. "Haven't quite gone ballistic ​​have I, yet?"
She was there with her mouth open; tears were flowing down her cheeks. I took the wine glass and bottle off her, opened it, poured her one, I gently eased her back to sit down and gave her the glass. She finished it in one go. I handed her a handkerchief. I had two more in my pocket, that may not be enough by the time I'd finished. I put some more wine in her glass, she would need it for the next question.
"I have several questions." I said. She just nodded her head and then took another drink of wine. I carried on. "Have you ever slept with Dubois?"
Her head shot up. "No of course not, I've been completely faithful to you."
"That wasn't the question. I shall ask it again, have you ever slept with Dubois?"
She nodded her head slowly. "At university."
"I imagine you had quite a few 'friends' at uni, a good-looking girl like you?"
"Just a couple." It was over 20 y​​ears ago, I didn't really care.
I leaned into her. "But this one's different, isn't he?"
She nodded her head slowly whilst keeping her head down.
I continued. "I'm guessing Dubois is the one that two timed you on the summer break when you worked with me. And that's the reason you came on to me at the Christmas party?"
She lifted her head and looked me straight in the eyes. "No, I fancied you when I worked with you that summer, but I was in a relationship with Jonathan, and I wouldn't do anything about it. It was the way you helped me; you talked to me like an equal, not like a stupid woman. You didn't treat me like the boss's daughter. You helped me understand so much about what you were doing during that summer I was working with you." She paused and said quietly. "And you put up with my tantrums.
"When I got back at Christmas I was unattached and so were you." She took a drink of her wine. "I'm sorry darling I can't see what the problem is?" But she was still crying.
I gave a mirthless laugh. "You're the boss, you can hire who you like, even your husband. But I call your choices into doubt with you hiring someone of his character."
My voice had raised slightly, showing I was annoyed.
"Why would you hire him after what he did to you? He's already shown you he isn't trustworthy." I was still standing up, I leaned forward looking down at her. "Looking at this as your husband standing here in front of you, you hire somebody who was a former lover and you don't tell your husband. Then I see the change in how you dress, looking smarter, sexier. You sack me in front of everyone!" I pointed at the telly. "Then I see you kissing and hugging your former lover nearly a year ago. I got concerned about what you're doing and what it meant for us?" I paused, taking a breath, trying to calm down, I succeeded a bit. "I've had a pretty shitty afternoon looking at these recordings."
She was angry now. "Are you accusing me of having an affair with Jonathan?" She was almost shouting at me.
"Try looking at it from my point of view."
She looked a bit blank.
"You say you were careful when he flirted with you. Well, let me show you something." I fiddled with my laptop and lined up the next set of recordings. A picture of them together in her office. "This was a couple of weeks after he arrived. Just listen to his words." I pressed play. We heard him say 'you look nice'. That was all he said and he walked away. "Now listen to the little compliments he said to you over the next six months." The recording carried on playing and she heard all the compliments he made one after another in rapid succession over six months. It was plainly obvious he was increasing his compliments to her gradually. "And now we are six months after he got here, he starts with the touching, just the odd stroke of the hand, touch on the elbow."
"I... I didn't notice."
"That is the whole point, you weren't supposed to."
I started the video again. As she listened and watched, her mouth hung open. "And now this bit four months ago, he gently had a go at your dress sense, you'd put on a couple of pounds, you dress frumpy and he compared how you looked 20 y​​ears ago, just gently prompting. You started using the gym and then oddly enough he turned up."
It was time to have a drink, to pause and let it sink in what I'd told her so far, there was more.
What she hadn't seen over the last 12 months or so was Dubois's gradual increase in displaying his affection for her and dropping hints. It was subtle, nothing as brash as 'you could do better than the grease monkey'. It would be hard to notice from the inside if Jackie was listening to his compliments and hints over a period of time.
But from the outside and fast forwarded on the video it was obvious. Things like "Having children suited you, you've put on a bit of weight. You've not got that slim, fit body that had all the heads turning".
A couple of comments like that over a month or so and she started using the gym.
After she'd been going to the gym for a month the weight loss started to show.
I started the next lot of video clips. She heard him start to comment on her clothing again, subtle things like, he would take her jacket from her and as he hung it up you could see a look of disdain on his face which he made sure she could see. Or he would make a comment like one day as he took her jacket from her, he said. "I'm sure you can do better than this." Then he hung it up as if nothing had happened and they carried on their business meeting. I pointed these incidents out to her. I didn't want her to miss a thing.
I had noticed her losing weight and complemented her on it, I even suggested she may need a new wardrobe. One that suited her new figure. Fortunately, she lost nothing off the top end in fact to some extent her slim body emphasised her upper build. What I didn't realise at the same time he was subtly suggesting she take it a step further, he suggested that seeing a slightly risqué MILF walking around the showroom might help sales. Maybe skirts a few inches above the knee, 'show off those lovely legs of yours'. The blouse a little tighter, he suggested.
I'd noticed the change and had told her she looked good. She'd told me she felt good.
I even caught some of the lads giving her a sideways look at the time. I thought nothing of it, well you wouldn't, would you, you would just take the benefits of having a sexy looking wife, and it did seem to ramp things up in the bedroom.
Another subtle tactic of his was when she did wear something nice, he would complement her, just a simple thing like. 'You look nice today.' or 'that suits you' and then carry on as if it was normal conversation. Or it will be a nod of the head and a smile. If she wore something a bit frumpy, he would say 'that it wasn't as nice as what you wore yesterday'. Again, taken in isolation they would seem innocuous but seeing them one after another it was plainly obvious what he was doing.
Whilst watching the video I had noticed she always took her jacket off in his office and sometimes in hers. I had to zoom in on the video to see that he had set his thermostat at about 25° C. That had given me something to think about. Another quick look through the videos and I saw on more than one occasion he would slip into Jackie's office and turn the heating up. I checked her diary, and it was when they had meetings planned in her office.
I wondered what his ploy was with the heating thing. Maybe he wanted her to take her jacket off so he could comment on it, or look at her breasts, they were fine. Or was it for something in the future?
I was pointing these things out to her as the video clips played. Stopping and starting so she got the full effect.
She was doing an impression of a Goldfish with her mouth, and I topped her glass up a little, more than once.
After her comment about not knowing the full story on the two-post lift. I would have to go back and check the video. Because it was important, I had requested a 'read report', and I got one. So, I had assumed she knew all about the problems. I'm guessing he was the one that removed the post-it note and replied. Maybe he noticed the read report request. Jackie left her computer in her office unlocked, I knew she had a habit of doing that.
Looking at Jackie, I realised this was a lot to take in, and she probably hadn't realised how much information I had. She reached for her glass, I had topped it up, not much, I needed her sober. I gave her a few seconds before I started my next onslaught.
"Did you realise before Dubois got here your door was always open and staff have noticed it's often closed now. Fortunately, I know apart from the hugs and the kisses nothing else happened."
Sandy had noticed the closed doors and mentioned it to me.
"Yes, we had something to discuss that I didn't want getting out." She took a breath. "Jonathan had a line on some nearly new Rovers cheap from a failed contract, but we had to move quickly as other people were sniffing around. But I insisted you look them over first, he said we didn't have time. I had to make a decision the next day. I told him if you couldn't look them over, I wasn't interested." I could see her thinking. "I think we just got into the habit of closing doors after that."
She hadn't, Dubois had, but I didn't think it was a habit, I think it was deliberate.
I recognised the look on her face, determination. The next step up from determination was anger, this one might last longer than normal. Looking up at me quite forcibly she said. "There's nothing going on, absolutely nothing. I made a few mistakes, I let him get a bit too close. The only reason I hired him was because he was the best person for the job. Yes, I know what he was like, I was keeping an eye on it. I got things wrong, but there is absolutely no fucking way anything is going on." She saves the F word for when she is very serious.
I gave her time to calm down.
"A few weeks ago he tried to get you to have sex with him. I know he didn't say that exactly. But that was what he meant. You see how he's ramped up the compliments gradually. This is a long-term plan of his." I pressed play again. The picture on the telly showed her staggering, he caught her before she fell to the floor. He put his arms around her, and he kissed her full on the lips. She did not pull away for a few seconds her arms went round his waist. Then you could see her shake. She pushed him away, she slapped him around the face, and I heard her 'say do not do that again' and she stormed out.
"It appears you'd forgotten about the cameras. They're very revealing. Do you want to listen to what he said to you in the gym when I wasn't there? There are lots of other clips but that one is the worst."
Her face was aghast.
"I didn't know there were cameras in the gym."
"That much is obvious from some of the kisses you two had in there, not on the cheek."
A couple of times as they were leaving he would compliment her on the effort she put into the exercise and went to give her a kiss, and she turned her cheek but sometimes she wasn't fast enough, and he kissed her on the lips. It sort of became a habit for them. I'm sure it was part of his ploy.
"I know, I stopped him, but I carried on too long." Tears were falling down her cheeks.
There were answers I wanted. "So why did you hire him, how come your ex-lover ended up working for you?"
"You're right, I need to explain why I didn't tell you who Jonathan was when he joined the company. I didn't want to skew your thoughts on him. I wanted you to make up your own mind and not be influenced by what he did 20 years ago. I can see you have."
"Yup, I thought he was a twat from the first week and time has not changed my mind, now I think he's a bigger twat."
"Yeah, you've made your feelings known, so how could I explain nearly a year later that he was hugging and kissing me. I didn't know how to tell you, so I decided not to. I was wrong darling, I was wrong."
"I think you still have a thing for him after all these years?"
I had to stand back from the blast of anger from her. I was not disappointed. She stood up. "Are you fucking mad, he cheated on me for a whole summer and didn't see anything wrong with that. I will never trust him that way again." She took a deep breath and then just like that the anger was gone.
She sat back down and spoke quietly. "He broke my heart, I thought he was 'the one'." It was her turn for the mirthless laugh. "He did me a favour, because I have found 'the one'." She looked up at me and smiled.
"When John retired I was looking for a replacement when I bumped into Jonathan in the supermarket, we got chatting, had coffee and caught up. I didn't even know he was in town. I lost track of him when we left University, I wasn't interested. Anyway, he told me he was looking for a job, he had moved down here about six months ago because his sister was here and she had got divorced and he was helping her out. He had been a sales manager for a Mercedes franchise up North. He had been top of our business studies back at Uni. And he had experience too. None of the other applicants were any good."
She looked at me. "I did check with his previous place, he was a salesman and they were sorry to see him go. They gave him a good reference and even told me about his previous employers. I phoned them as well, they had nothing bad to say about him. I thought he'd changed. You know, he got caught doing something and changed his ways. So, I took him on. I told you I knew him from before."
"Or he just got better at hiding what he's doing, Anyway, whilst that may be fundamentally true, my problem is, you didn't tell me how well you knew him. If you told me about this, been open and up front I would have sorted it out."
"I'm not talking violence, well maybe if he refused to stop but a word in his shell like I'm sure would have put him off, or maybe it wouldn't."
"I didn't want you to worry. I have no feelings for him after what he did, you would only have got bothered." Then I saw the determined look fade from her face. She stood up and walked around the living room a couple of times and then sat back down, she'd been thinking. "You're right sweetheart looking at it like that in Fast Forward it's obvious I was being played. But why? I've known you long enough now that if you seriously thought I had been cheating on you there would be divorce paperwork waiting for me. I can't see any, so what have you found?" Then she leaned back, looked up at me, smiled and said. "What else have you found? But before we go any further there's absolutely nothing going on between me and him, he let me down once I wasn't going to give him a second chance on that front. He wanted it, I recognised that, but it was never going to happen. Then she tilted her head to one side. "Anyway, I'd have to pay you 50 grand. Secondly, you're worth a damn sight more than that, and I love you and won't jeopardise my marriage. So, I know you, what else have you found?"


I took a step back, smiled down at her. "Okay you've got me, but I need a beer."
She stood up. "I'll fetch it, you investigate the missing email."
By the time she got back with another bottle of Hen I had the answer. It was easy. I knew when I got the read receipt, checked the time in Jackie's office and as I suspected. Dubois went in, turned up the thermostat, saw the post-it note, read it, slipped it into his pocket, then looked at the screen and typed something. Looked up, moved quickly around the desk and a few seconds later Jackie walked in.
I showed her what I had found. All she said was. "Bastard, he's fucking dead." For a second, I thought she was being literal.
Then she got angry. "I'll sack him, fire him, he's gone, trust me he is toast."
I took a long drink of my beer, it was a ploy to give her time to calm down a tad. "Okay you dismiss him, on what grounds, incompetence, he's made more profit than the previous man. I don't like his tactics, they're questionable. But I'm not a used car salesman. Fraud, he hasn't put a penny wrong, sexual harassment? Well you could have done that when he first held you and kissed you but not nearly a year down the line and you will have to go through the warnings. The thing with the post-it and email is tenuous for a dismissal. So, what grounds where he won't come after you for wrongful dismissal. That will make two of us."
"Help me sweetheart please, I've made some mistakes, please help me."
"Ah, you see we have a problem. You are not my boss, you fired me and I have a lot of witnesses to confirm that, also I'm considering divorcing you for having an affair and I get half your company. I could swing it with all the pictures of you hugging and kissing to show you were having an affair with him and you used the lift incident to sack me without any investigation as to who was at fault. You see how that looks and guess what? I have absolute proof it wasn't my fault."
My threats were empty, but I had to make her realise the depth of Dubois deceit and her stupidity, perhaps that was too strong a word, maybe gullibility.
She stopped crying, but her mouth was now wide open. I've known her for many years. I could see lots of things rushing around inside her head and I'm guessing the numbers weren't good. She could see a divorce and losing half of the business. Her parents were still alive and that would devastate them, all their hard work and she blows it all away.
She looked up at me and said. "Please help me, I don't love him, I love you. Please, not as your boss but as your wife.""
I wasn't having fun, I was hating hurting the woman I loved, but she had to learn a lesson, she will never completely control her temper. I could live with that, but she had to learn to be open with me.
The excuse that I made my own mind up about Jonathan was crap. He was a used car salesman. We were never going to be mates.
I was always going to help her. I had all the ammunition I needed on the video, and she wasn't going to like it. She was in line to lose the whole company. Just so she got the full picture, I went on. "I could sell my half of the business with that money and what I got from the divorce settlement, set myself up in a nice little car repair business with no bloody sales people. I would probably just take half of the business worth instead if you offered it. I'm sure I could take some business away from you. I won't have to make the big profit that you need to keep the flash showroom open. I'll be just doing grease monkey stuff and not at your prices."
Originally I'd no idea what Dubois' game plan was, I suspected it was to get her into bed, break us up and get with her to get half the company. He would not have known about the pre-nuptial agreement. I had no proof of what Dubois was doing, just a lot of suspicions and from some of the videos I saw his intentions to my wife were not honourable. But there was more at stake than that. I fully believe she would have resisted after I saw her slap him and they had a history, hopefully she would remember that.
After spending the afternoon going through the video recordings. I knew exactly what he was up to.
It was time for me to be a big old softy for the woman I loved.
I fetched myself another beer, all this talking was making me thirsty, but I had one of my weaker ones. Stay away from the strong stuff. Then I sat next to her. "Listen this is the deal, if I could get Dubois off your back and make sure he is no risk to the company. You set me up in my own garage. And I'll not divorce you, so you keep the..."
She threw herself at me. "Yes, yes, yes anything."
"You need to let me finish first. I need you to promote Craig to take my place and let Brian and young Barry come with me. That will reduce your workforce by a bit so you may have to recruit."
I could see her pull back a bit and the businesswoman came out to play. "In principle I agree but I want to see some numbers and what do I get back out of it, and I don't want to lose Barry you tell me he's a good lad or Brian. That I will have to suck up. Promoting Craig's not a problem but I thought you would want to take him with you. But before I agree I want to see numbers. I'm not going to make my company go broke just to set you up."
"I was tempted to take Craig, but I don't want to leave you in the shit. He's a good lad, he's got his head screwed on. In fact, I've been sort of training him to take my place. I've let him run the place when we go on holiday. He managed okay apart from the really difficult stuff."
"Okay, then yes. But I still want to see numbers before I fully agree.
"Oh, that's fair, I can't afford you to go out of business, I'm certain we can work something out. Anyway, I found a place not far from your garage, we could probably share stuff."
"What! You found a place already, how long have you been looking?"
"About four months after Dubois got here, just scouting places, you know, just in case."
"I still want to see the numbers."
I smiled at her, that was the practical woman that I knew. She wouldn't sign off anything without looking at the numbers. At least she wasn't being massively emotional, and I knew she would be fair.
She carried on. "Okay, how do we get rid of Jonathan?"
I was going to take a perverse pleasure in doing this.
"That's simple, just watch this." I had to do some messing around with what I had recorded. First of all Dubois obviously knew there was a camera in his office.
Something I had not seen was that Dubois had fitted a coat hook and when he hung his or Jackie's coat up it blocked the view and reduced the sound. Sometimes I was certain I saw him smirk at the camera when he hung his coat up.
I carried on. "When you told me you thought old John might be fiddling the company, I couldn't get a good enough picture of his computer screen, so you know when we had those new fire alarms fitted?" She nodded. "They've all got cameras in them, this is what we got from the one over Dubois's desk."
The problem with any audio and camera recordings is you can only hear one side of a phone conversation. After I watched the videos, it was plainly obvious to me he was attempting to seduce Jackie with the intention of breaking us up. He even had plans to get someone to try to seduce me. He planned to damage the garage to reduce profit to make it easy for a takeover or go out of business. The Flatbed turning up at lunchtime was a bonus for him. It appeared it was a long-term plan. He reckoned on a year to eighteen months. Whoever he was talking to had sourced some second-hand vehicles that had dubious origins and that it was his job to get Jackie to buy them at a discounted rate. The plan was that I would inspect them after she brought them and find them dangerous and she would lose a lot of money.
That would also drive a wedge between us he thought, making it easier for him to seduce Jackie. The alternative was they would get sold and someone would have an accident and the company would then lose all credibility. I don't know what was wrong with these vehicles, but it appears these people and Dubois were happy to put dangerous vehicles on the road and either injure or kill somebody.
I heard him complain about the deal not going through. "It's a pity about her not taking those Land Rovers, that was a good deal, but she trusted her grease monkey, and he would definitely have found out they were hooky. Never mind we've still got about nine months or so. I've got other plans."
There were a couple of phone calls and it appears there was a building consortium that wanted the real estate for executive flats. We were a prime location for commuting. Not far from the motorway into London or short tram or bus journey to the nearby railway station or into the local city. It appears they are currently in negotiations with the local council for building permission but haven't decided on a location yet, one of them is Jackie's showroom and adjoining properties. The consortium already had options on most of our neighbours and if we went then the others would follow.
One clip I played really had Jackie annoyed. "I've tried to get in her pants and use that to break them up, that's going to be hard work, she's quite stubborn. But, If I can break her and the grease monkey up and then tap that fine piece of arse it would be a bonus, she was bloody good back then, she's got better looking with age and I bet she's better in the sack too. We could try the Honey trap trick on him, but he's a bit of a stick in the mud. I don't think it'll work."
All the time Jackie sat there just muttering one word 'bastard', but then I had the pièce de résistance.
I played the video clips I had edited, there was no sound to it, so I narrated what I saw.
We had four lifts for raising vehicles off the ground to work underneath them. Two weeks ago a flatbed truck was reversing into the garage and struck one of the posts on a two-post lift, not hard. There didn't appear to be any damage. But enough to get it checked over. It was at lunchtime and there was nobody around to guide him in. On the video I saw Dubois meet the flatbed truck as it arrived outside. He could be seen pointing towards the workshop. It seemed to take a long while to explain where the driver should go. And they shook hands as they parted. At the time I would have expected Dubois to get someone from the tea bar to guide the truck in. It's not the sort of manual job that he would do. The thing about four-wheel drive vehicles is they cannot be towed, they have to go on a flatbed truck, and they can be quite difficult to manoeuvre. The video clearly showed the corner of the flatbed coming into contact with the 2 Post lift. The driver admitted he did it as he was in a hurry. He was very apologetic; he gave us his insurance details.
But that lift would now be out of action until it could be checked. That would greatly reduce our throughput, and we had to cancel some customers. We also had to work overtime and that cost us more on the wage bill so we had less coming in and more going out, quite crafty. There would be little cost as the insurance from the flatbed driver would cover it, but I couldn't get a team in to look at it for two weeks.
We saw Dubois meeting the driver outside and passing something to him? You couldn't tell what it was, but I suspect it was cash, they shook hands Dubois clasped him on the shoulder, and they went their different ways.
The next video was even more interesting. Dubois was seen arriving in his modified Land Rover, for some reason he'd had the suspension lowered, why would you do that on an off-road vehicle? But there again, the man was a prat. One side of the vehicle was lower than the other; it looked like the suspension had collapsed on the front offside, that would be dangerous to drive. I was surprised it was still moving.
It wasn't our work. We refused to do it when he told us what he wanted done. When I explained to Jackie in front of him the risks, she told him we would have nothing to do with that vehicle should it ever break down.
The only lift available was the 2-post lift that the flatbed truck had driven into. I made sure it couldn't be used until it'd been checked over. He drove between the posts and pulled the swing arms out under the Rover, he started pushing buttons on the remote, but nothing happened.
Young Barry happened to be walking across the workshop floor. Dubois stormed up to him. There was a lot of arm waving, Jonathan went to the main switch, saw the padlock and stormed into my office, he riffled through my desk. He did not find what he wanted, so he started opening drawers. He was obviously angry by the way he wrenched them open. One drawer was locked, I knew that was the one that had the key to the Lift main switch. We watched him go to the nearest tool kit, pick up a large screwdriver, go back to my office and lever open the drawer.
He took the key and headed to the main switch, at least he closed the drawer and put the screwdriver back. He went across to the circuit breaker panel and threw the sign that said. 'U/S do not use' on the floor removed the lock that I had fitted to prevent it being switched on and operated the lever. He went back to the Lift and picked up the remote. Barry pointed to one of the swing arms. Jonathan ignored him and started to lift the Rover. There was what looked like more shouting and Barry fetched an electric wheel nut wrench which he handed to Jonathan, lots more arm waving. I wasn't sure what he wanted to do but he only raised it so it was just off the ground. Dubois had problems pulling the wheel off the studs as the wheel was up under the wheel arch. Something must be really broken.
We couldn't see exactly what happened as Dubois was in the way but the Rover moved and fell off the swing arm and the wheel fell onto Dubois's legs. He started screaming. Barry pulled the wheel off Dubois's legs, and it could be seen that he was trapped under his car. The screaming must have alerted people as it suddenly got crowded and we saw Jackie rush in and push her way to the front.
I looked at Jackie, her mouth was hanging open again. I spoke. quietly I said. "If you had talked to me or carried out a proper investigation you would have seen who was at fault and it certainly wasn't me. The power supply was locked off, he broke into my drawer, removed the keys and all the efforts I made to make it safe, and guess what, not that it would make any difference, he wasn't wearing safety boots. So as far as I'm concerned without carrying out the investigation you fired me. That is unfair dismissal."
"Sorry."
I wasn't finished. "He's not trained to use the lift, and we still don't know what went wrong, have you talked to Barry?"
She shook her head.
Then she said something quietly that confused me. "I didn't think you would take me seriously and when I realised what I'd said I was going to come home and make it up to you in bed, sorry. I'd already told Craig and a few of the lads I was going to reinstate you. I didn't realise what Jonathan was doing. I'm sorry." She looked at me with those Big Blue eyes of hers. "I'm sorry."
"No, at the time you were more bothered about your boyfriend than husband. You sided with him, not me without knowing the full story."
"All I could see was a hurt man and I turned on the person who I thought responsible for it. There's no emotional feelings for him, he was hurt and screaming. I'm sorry you are absolutely correct. I let my temper get the better of me again."
I paused for a few seconds. "So the deal is, as I said, my own garage and stay married to you." I had a Paddington hard stare on my face. She recognised it but to be honest I probably wouldn't have carried through with the divorce, but I was not going to work for her again. I was getting bored with the same thing and I wanted a new challenge, back to getting my hands dirty and having to deal with sales prats was pissing me off. "I'm sure with these pictures and videos of you hugging and kissing I have enough evidence to make people think you were having an affair."
"I wasn't darling really, I wasn't, I may have done some stupid things." She drew herself together, bugger, incoming, I recognised her fighting back. "Come on, tell me have you never done something stupid?"
"Oh, you know I have but I never did it with an old girlfriend."
"Touché, but you admit you've done stupid things?"
I had to agree, I had in the past I had made a few bad choices, let my heart rule my head. But it was a car, a very expensive mistake. But not an ex-boyfriend.
This time she went and fetched me a beer. "Okay what are we going to do about Jonathan? We have evidence he caused the accident, but how are we going to handle it? There is more to this than meets the eye, there is something going on and it might help if we found out what it was. Even if we can't get rid of him. As I said, if the numbers work out, you'll get your garage as long as it's not Land Rovers."
She was saying 'We' as if we were a team. I suppose she was correct.
I shook my head. "German cars."
"Good."
We sat and planned. The video evidence we had, the phone calls and him using a lift he was not authorised to operate, removing safety devices to prevent its operation and working on a vehicle without the correct protective clothing, not that it would have made any difference to the outcome, we had a slam dunk case. It was decided as I hadn't got to go to work tomorrow, I would visit Jonathan in hospital after that I would formalise the numbers for my new garage.
When I got to the hospital he was in an open ward. A smart man in a suit was huddled up to him talking in hushed tones. He saw me coming. Dubois smiled "Hello Greasy, meet Mr Davidson, he's my lawyer. And he tells me I've got a good case for full damages and a civil prosecution. That'll ruin Jackie's little business, and I believe it's your responsibility for maintaining the equipment, so I might just sue you for negligence as well." He had a smug grin on his face.
Mr Davidson looked decidedly uncomfortable. "That wasn't quite what I..."
Dubois held his hand up; Mr Davidson closed his mouth.
"I wouldn't bother about suing the company, as you may have gathered my wife fired me. I don't work there anymore." That didn't wipe the smile from his face, in fact he thought it probably played into his hands. I continued. "The insurance will pay for that. It won't hurt the company much at all. However, before you progress, I feel you and Mr Davidson should hear and see something. This is open disclosure." I pulled out my phone and hit play, the words that came out of the speaker were.
"It's a pity a scam with the Land Rovers didn't work. I have a few more ideas like my shenanigans with the lift. The insurance will pay for the damage, but it's a loss of business and reputation by cancelling and delaying servicing. A few more of those and we might have them on the back foot? We should be able to destroy their reputation and get them closed down. It will probably take quite a few months yet. But you tell me, we've got time with the Town Council being so slow."
Jonathan's face went white, Mr Davidson sat there with his mouth open.
With that I pulled out the tablet from my bag. I continued. "Also of course there is this video of you removing the lock from the switch which prevented the lift being used." Dubois's face had gone completely white now. I turned the tablet around and showed him the video which was running." He turned to Mr Davidson and said. "I'm afraid I don't think I'll be needing you now."
I looked at Mr Davidson and said. "Oh yes, I think he will, I'm not sure what charges we can bring, but Jackie is currently seeing our solicitor to see where we stand. I believe after she's spoken with him, she's going to the police." With that I threw an envelope on his bed containing termination papers, videos, photographs and the memory stick with the videos.


"Just to let you know we have recordings from all of the rooms, that includes your office. Oh, your trick with the coat hook was good. But a waste of time. The camera is in the smoke alarm over your desk."
Looking at him I said. "We're suing you for wrongful use of equipment, contravening health and safety. I wish I could charge you with fraud and dishonesty, but I can't. I have no proof." I paused. "Yet."
Being a typical sales blusterer he didn't realise I was talking a load of bollocks. Strange because a bullshitter normally recognises bullshit. Maybe the drugs then.
Mr Davidson left, muttering he would pass this on to one of his colleagues more suited to the case.
I leaned down and said quietly. "I can make this all go away if you tell me who's behind it, because you're not bright enough to do this on your own. And you were talking to someone about getting the garage closed down."
It may have helped that I was leaning on his leg when I said it, the painkillers can only do so much. "Okay, okay, Randall's, the property developer. They want your location. It's perfect they want to build executive houses there. You catch everybody going in and out of the city. It has excellent train, tram and bus routes. It's ideal for posh housing."
I smiled as I offered him my hand, he didn't take it. I left. As soon as I got outside I phoned Jackie and let her know who's behind all of this. She was about to go in and see her solicitor, that was good information. I did tell her I had recorded what Dubois had said, I sent her a copy. It doesn't have to hold up in court, it just has to be general knowledge that Randalls were using underhand tactics. When I got home I sat down to work through the numbers for Jackie.
Because this had taken over a year, I'd my eye on several places for my garage. Most of them had gone by that time. But two properties were left, one was only 50 yards down the road from Jackie's showroom. But there was already an offer in place. I don't know but I'm guessing it was from Randall's. They would want the whole block so that offer was probably going to be withdrawn quite quickly. It did have some garage equipment which would need to be serviced and possibly refurbished, but it would be cheaper than buying new. I put an estimate together. Including wages. I suggested we share the cleaner and the security staff for the evenings and maybe use her accountant.
Jackie let me know she was on her way home. I got the Chinese meal out that she brought yesterday and started cycling it through the microwave. She was much happier when she got in. She went through her conversation with the solicitor, and they came up with a plan. It would be too expensive and long drawn out to take Randalls to court, and anyway they probably had better lawyers for this sort of thing so just to get them to back off was the plan.
After we finished eating I pushed my papers across the table to her. She glanced down at them. Looking at me as she stood up saying. "I'm sure they're good. I will look at them tomorrow. You said I looked good now I've lost weight and dressed smarter, would you like to come upstairs and let me show you my appreciation for those compliments." She stepped forward, put a hand on the side of my face and said. "And let me apologise to you because I was wrong."
I was glad the meal wasn't too heavy and I am sure I worked off most of the calories I had eaten.
As much as we would like things to move quickly, they didn't. Jackie's solicitors sent a letter to Randall's in legal speak implying they had information that would do damage to their company. I believe they included some messages and transcripts from the phone calls that Dubois had made. It was two weeks later when the option on the premises just down the road from Jackie's garage, the one I'd been looking at, was withdrawn. I did not hang around, I made an offer which was accepted. Randall's offer for a plot on the other side of town was accepted and received council approval.
No idea what happened to Dubois, he just disappeared when he came out of hospital and to be honest, we didn't inquire.
I did receive termination papers when Jackie got home from work Friday evening. There was a month's salary. Underneath all that paperwork there was an offer to work for Jackie as a consultant at an hourly rate. Oddly enough the hourly rate was the same as my old salary. As I read it Jackie said to me. "I've seen the numbers for your garage. I think you've been fair, it can work, in fact it could be symbiotic. But it's going to take a month or two for you to get up and running. So, there is the offer of a consultation job to help to finish training Craig. Are you happy with that?"
It was my turn to hold my hand out. "Let me take you upstairs and show you how grateful I am for your offer, which I accept by the way."
It was three months later I opened up D&J independent automotive repair garage. It was a little slow to start with. We did concentrate on older minis and BMWs, but I set aside some time for old Land Rovers. In consultation with the manager of the Land Rover garage just up the road we took that work from them. I had to pay Jackie for that, but it was fun doing it.
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This is just a short vicious story, one I had to get off my chest. This is one of those 'Honey we need to talk', 'it's only one night' sort of scenarios.
This is LW in Lit, there is nothing new here, so don't complain, please just enjoy the journey.
Some jokes and pranks aren't funny.
Alice jokes about having sex with Harold and staying the night in the Red Lion.
Dan calls her out on the joke of sleeping with Harold, but not the Red Lion.
She has no intention of doing either on Friday.
She sees the jokes as a bit of fun, a bit of a risk.
*******************************************************************************
We had just finished dinner on Monday evening. Alice fetched me a beer, one of my stronger ones. Beer on a weekday? Something was going on. She sat down opposite me. "Honey, I've been invited out Friday night, it's just one night. Don't worry, nothing is going to happen."
"With whom?" I asked. She said night, not evening. And why did she say nothing was going to happen?
"Harold. Trust me nothing is going to happen."
Harold, her boss and owner of the accountancy business she works for.
"So, is it an evening or a night?"
"A night, we're staying in the Red Lion. Don't worry, nothing is going to happen."
I was worried even more now. Harold only lived a mile from the Town Hall. And it was three times in 10 seconds, she said. 'Nothing is going to happen'. Now I was really worried.
"Is this a joke?
"No Dan, I wouldn't joke about something like this."
The thing was, Alice could be a bit of a joker, sometimes practical and sometimes verbal. Not all of them were funny.
About 6 weeks after we got together, we arranged to meet in town. She was late. After 5 minutes I gave her a call, she didn't answer, I waited 2 more minutes and phoned again, then another 2, nothing. I was starting to think I'd been stood up. This was not the first time a girl had stood the geek up. I gave her 15 minutes and then started to walk away. That was when she popped out smiling and surprised me. She had been watching me get wound up. I was not happy, and I told her so. I carried on walking. She caught me up and apologised. I warned her I didn't find it funny and if she did it again, I was out. Three weeks later she was late. I gave her 10 minutes and walked away. She came running after me, her bus had been late, she swore she was not winding me up. There were messages on my phone, unfortunately it was on silent and in my coat pocket so I didn't feel it vibrate. She was never late again.
Then she really overstepped the mark. We had been going out for about 7 months and had been intimate for the last 5. We were neither each other's first. Alice had just turned 20 and I was nearly 21. The thing was I was a late developer, a bit underweight, scrawny. I was a bit of a nerdy computer geek too. I got bullied a bit at school.
When my parents found out I was being bullied, they did something about my weediness, but it was taking time. Mum had me on a diet to bulk me up and Dad took me training and running to build up my strength.
Alice and I met at college. My geekiness got me a good job with a local engineering company in their IT department. We were both on day release, me for Computer Studies and Alice for Accounting. She was having problems with her laptop. As I walked past her in the restaurant she slammed the screen down. I said to her, "That won't fix it."
Looking at me she said, "Well you do it then!" I did, it was a software glitch. After that she helped me with maths, my weak point and I helped her with her computer, it didn't really need much. Things grew from there.
I did put on weight, but not a lot, and with all the exercise I was still not very bulky.
We were at a birthday party for her boss Harold. He had invited a few of his more affluent customers. I was returning from the kitchen with drinks for Alice and myself and I saw her talking to a local football hero, Marcus Vale. I walked up behind them, and I saw her hand was resting on his arm. That annoyed me. So, I stopped and stood behind them listening.
"Your boyfriend's a bit of a wimp, isn't he?" Vale said laughing.
"Yea, at least he can make his way out of a wet brown paper bag, not sure about a dry one though." They both laughed.
Vale carried on. "He looks a bit nerdy too."
"Oh, he is definitely geeky, that's useful when I have computer problems, but he's..."
I'd heard enough. I stepped around them. I thrust Alice's drink into her hand, turned and walked out putting my beer down on a table as I passed.
I managed to get out the front door and down the path before Alice caught up with me. She pulled my arm, I turned to face her. "Dan, what's wrong?"
"I can't get out of a dry brown paper bag but I'm useful for fixing your computer fuck ups. Go back to your new boyfriend."
Her mouth hung open. I pulled my arm away, turned and strode off. "He's not my boyfriend, you are." She called out. I heard her high heels on the pavement. I lengthened my stride. She would never keep up with me in those heels. "I'm sorry, I can explain." It was the last thing I heard.
When I got home Mum and Dad asked why I was early? I told them Alice and I had a falling out and we were no longer a couple. I repeated the words Alice said. The words were burnt into my memory.
The following day Dad took me for a run. He thought it might help. He pushed me. We got back through the woods behind our house. I was knackered. I was standing just outside the back door getting my breath back and taking my muddy trainers off when I heard Mum and Alice talking, it sounded like she was crying. "I didn't mean to hurt him, I was just joking. I didn't know he was listening."
"Would you have said those things if he was?"
"I don't know, probably not."
"Then why do it when you don't think he can hear you?"
"It was just a bit of fun."
"So, it's fun taking the mickey out of your boyfriend, you don't do that to someone you respect. Perhaps you like him, but don't respect him"
"No, I do, I love him." That was the first time she'd said those three words, and it wasn't to me.
"Then you need to show it and stop with the pranks and jokes. He heard you call him a geek and couldn't get out of a brown paper bag. How respectful and loving is that?"
"I did call him a geek, but I was going to tell Marcus that he is my geek when he stepped in front of us. I'm sorry. I love him, he is my nerd, my geek, my wimp. I'm so sorry. Can you have a word with him please. I want to keep going out with him. Please." She sounded like she was begging.
"What about your other boyfriend, Vale?"
"He's not my boyfriend, we went to the same school, he was a few years in front of me, we had the same teachers. We were talking about them."
"Taking the micky, I have no doubt." Mum said.
"Well yes, a bit." Alice said quietly.
"Your joking and pranking will get you into serious trouble one day my girl." There was a pause and Mum said. "Okay, I will tell him what you said. But if you love him, you need to tell him and respect him." There was another pause. "If you love him, why haven't you told him?"
In a quiet voice I heard Alice say. "I'm not sure how much he likes me?"
I heard Mum laugh. "Oh, bloody hell, young love. He does, he may not know it himself yet, but he does. It shows every time he talks about you, his face lights up and he never shuts up about you, unless he's talking about work." Mum's voice dropped. "His Dad and I think you two have a future if you don't screw it up with your pranking around. Okay, I'll have a word, but don't you hurt my boy again, d'you hear me?"
"I won't. I promise, trust me." Alice had stopped crying.
I heard Mum take Alice to the door. When Mum got back I was standing beside the kitchen table. "How much of that did you hear?" She asked me.
"From when she said it was a joke."
"Most of it then. What do you think, are you going to see her again?"
I had a question to ask her. "Do I love her; how can you tell?"
Mum pulled me into a hug. "Oh yes, look into yourself and ask yourself these questions. Would you be happy without her, would you miss her if you didn't see her every day, do you look forward to seeing her, do you think about her all the time?"
The answer to those questions was 'No' to the first and 'Yes' to the others. A warmth flowed over me. I was in love.
I phoned Alice on Wednesday and arranged to meet Saturday afternoon. I was sitting in the corner of the coffee shop, I was early. Alice walked in a few minutes before our planned time. She looked good, she had obviously made an effort. I stood up as she came to the table, I was going to fetch her a drink. She put her arms out and wrapped them around my neck. In my ear she said. "I'm so sorry, I love you, please give me a chance. I won't do anything like that I promise to the end."
I pushed her back. "Yes, you will, it's in your nature, but if you hurt me like that again, I'm off." We talked and came up with a colour code system, if a joke or prank went too far, it was a red and she was not to do it again. Amber was to be careful. If I laughed, it was a green.
Things moved on quite rapidly from that point, within 18 months we were married. I had taken up running more often. I would do half marathons. It wasn't the half marathon that kept me fit, it was the training. Alice would join me on the training runs and cheer me on for the race. The training translated into more stamina in horizontal athletics, and adventurous bedroom and other room playing.
Her joking antics dropped off, there were a couple of reds throughout the years. She could also take the pranks. One day we were getting ready to go for a run and I had sliced most of the way through the laces on one of her trainers. When she pulled them, they snapped. She ended up rolling around on the floor with a lace in each hand. She was laughing her head off. I was standing behind her with a spare lace. It wasn't the same colour. The laces were different colours until the day we threw the trainers away worn out. Children never seem to happen, we talked about it, it wasn't a problem.
Alice turned into a beautiful woman, filled out in all the right places, dressed well, and looked good. Me, I was still the ugly racing snake, nerdy bugger. We were at a work function of mine, I was talking to some people I knew when Alice came and grabbed my arm and dragged me across the room and stood in front of this handsome blonde, well-built, confident looking bloke, I recognised him, he was management. "Yes." She said looking at him. "This is my husband, he is a nerd, but he's my nerd and I love him." Then she carried on. "Oh, and don't get fooled by what you see, he's got more stamina and strength than most men I know."
She reached up and kissed me and dragged me away. As we walked back to my friends, she whispered. "He was trying to do you down. I couldn't have that."
Back to "No Dan, I wouldn't joke about something like this."
Suddenly, after 12 years of marriage, it felt like she was trying to play the biggest and most stupid joke since I'd known her. Those words "No Dan, I wouldn't joke about something like" made me doubt this was a joke somehow.
"Then why are you repeating yourself that nothing is going to happen."
I leaned in towards her. "Listen to me and listen good. If you have sex or sleep with anyone else but me? I will be gone. And don't even joke about it, because it's not funny and joking about it is a solid red."
She smiled at me. "I told you I'm not joking."
I leaned back. "So, if you're not joking, then to me that means you are going to have sex with Harold."
She smiled. "Well, that is something you will have to worry about, won't it. Am I joking, pulling a prank on you, or maybe a tease, or pulling a joke on Harold? You work it out!" She laughed as she walked away into the kitchen.
I called out. "Alice, this is not funny. I am calling a 'Red'. I warn you there will be consequences if you go ahead with this."
"Okay, I get the Red, I hear you about the joking about having sex with Harold. I won't joke about it and risk our marriage. But I am still going to the awards, and I am staying the night."
Alice came back with a glass of wine and another beer for me, I hadn't finished my first one.
I had to ask the question. "Why were you joking about that you were going to sleep with Harold?"
"Because I know that you know he fancies me, just a bit. He has hinted over the years sort of joking like. I've always told you about his gentle flirting and hinting. I've hidden nothing from you." She paused. "Nothing is going to happen. It's a Civic Award Ceremony, he's getting an award, lots of people will be there, he can't try anything. I know he's been trying to get into my knickers for years, I don't think he's serious, it was just a bit of office flirting. He won't succeed anyway. I think he's had a couple of affairs with one or two of the clients over the years. I'm not certain, it's just a feeling. Some of the things a lady customer said a few years ago."
"If it's an award for him, why isn't his wife going?"
"Sherrie's in Scotland with her Mum. She's not due back until Sunday. He wants me there as he's going to make an announcement. He won't tell me what it is."
"Then why are you staying the night like you just told me, why can't I pick you up, I normally do after a night out?"
"We don't know what time it's going to finish, there is always business done at these do's after the awards. I'm planning to stay at the Red Lion, Harold's paying. It will be a separate room. Nothing is going to happen. Don't worry so much darling."
"I want to pick you up. And if I can't pick you up, why not a taxi or an uber. Harold can pay. It'll be cheaper than a room in the Red Lion, unless you're sharing a room."
"What are you implying?" She said loudly.
"Try looking at it from my point of view?"
She looked a bit confused.
"You tell me you are staying in a hotel with your boss, he lives a mile away from the hotel. You've just told me he fancies you, I offer to pick you up, you refuse.
"I suggest getting a taxi home, you refuse. And all you can tell me is that nothing is going to happen, so what do I think is going to happen. How do you bloody think it looks to me."
She got a bit antsy. "Trust me nothing is going to happen."
I just looked at her, saying nothing, letting the silence speak.
She looked a bit anxious.
It must have been nearly a minute before I carried on, quietly. "So, is it breakfast with him as well, not just the night?"
She paused. "Don't know, we haven't talked about it."
"Being the analytical geek I am, you have mentioned 6 times in less than two minutes that 'nothing is going to happen', 'she doth protest too much' springs to mind. So, what are you planning?"
"Nothing, I'm not planning on spending the night with Harold."
"Again, with the selective hearing, if you remember I said to you, 'If you have sex or sleep with anyone else but me.' I did not say Harold. I said 'anyone'."
That night Alice came on to me, and for the first time in our married life, I turned her down. I was nasty. "I don't want a pity fuck."
"It's not, I made a mistake, please can I make you happy?"
"Make me happy by not going Friday."
"I'm sorry I can't, everything is arranged. I am told there is a special announcement by Harold and he wants me there."
"So, after the special announcement you will spend the night with Harold in the Red Lion?"
She gave a little giggle. "Separate rooms. I told you, nothing is going to happen Friday night." She paused, got up on one elbow and looked at me. "Or Saturday morning, well until I get home to you that is."
I lay awake all night, that gave me time to think. About three I got up. I loved her, but I would not let her cuck me, I had a plan, just in case.
All I needed was something to put him off and send her a warning not to do this again. Just in case she drifted off track, I wanted to bring her back before it was too late.
In the past I had done some pest control out the back of Mum and Dad's house with my old air rifle, max range was about 50 yards and still did serious damage to a rat. It had been a few years since I had used that old BSA S10 Pre-charged Pneumatic air rifle. It was now stored in our garage. I was pretty good with it back then.
Google earth measuring tool was good enough. 72 yards to the entrance of the Town Hall to the nearest tree line. It would probably still be daylight when they went in, too risky. Blast. It would be dark when they came out, but there would be plenty of street lighting.
The problem was 72 yards was a bit of a stretch for the old BSA to do damage. Then I remembered something from my youth. I had wanted to see where my shots went at night, so I put a drop of luminous paint up the back of some pellets and stood them under a lamp to soak up the light, flipping heck that made a difference, but it was bloody loud and I didn't see where the pellet went anyway. Dad came rushing in and he explained what dieseling was, the luminous paint was oil based. When oil is compressed, it ignites and increases the pressure behind the pellet. That might help. Things must have moved on from then. A Google search revealed raw linseed oil was the best and there were now red dot laser sights, barrel lube and a whole range of pellets not available in my day, we just had dome heads. The debit card took a hit for next day delivery.
I did some more Internet searching on Tuesday. It was easy being in IT.
I took Wednesday off and went and visited my folks, they still lived in the same house. If Dad was concerned why I wanted to set up a laser sight at 72 yards and diesel pellets, he didn't ask. I just said it was reliving my youth. He raised an eyebrow, I wasn't that old.
The Hawk red dot laser sight was easy to set up, and I was soon getting 3 shots in a tuppeny piece size. There was no wind. One pellet would do what I needed.
Alice came on to me on Thursday night, it might be a while before my next fumble under the sheets, so we played, I think I was a little rough, she didn't complain.
Over a solemn breakfast Friday morning I warned her again of the outcome of her having sex or sleeping with anyone else but me. She told me she got the 'Red' about joking about sleeping with Harold Friday night. That raised a warning to me. She reminded me she was staying the night at the Red Lion. She let a smile slip, just the tip of her lips, that was her 'tell' I had spotted it years ago and hadn't told her about it.
She showed me what she was wearing, it wasn't sexy and she had boring underwear.
When she left, she told me again, not to worry, nothing was going to happen. As she closed the front door she said. "And I will prove it." Then she was gone, was that part of her prank?
She may not have wanted me to be there, that was not her choice. On the way to the Town Hall I brought a bouquet of flowers from a florist, not the supermarket. I parked the hire car I had rented in the corner of the car park and wandered into the trees with the trusty BSA S10. I practiced lining up on people as they arrived at the front door of the Town Hall. I could get a clear shot at the back of people's hands. I wanted Harold's right hand, he was right-handed.
When it got dark, I moved the car from the car park and parked it on the road. I didn't want it to be seen leaving the town hall car park after the incident.
I took the flowers to the Red Lion, it was a short walk. I had a long and somewhat confusing chat with the receptionist. I took the flowers away with me. I should have saved some money and got garage forecourt flowers. Never mind.
They had just finished eating their overpriced mediocre meal when I got back to the Town Hall after dropping the flowers off in the car. Waiters were busy clearing tables, and I walked in like I belonged. I was dressed the part in my best suit.


I found myself a quiet corner to sit and watch the proceedings.
I listened to the boring speeches, bleating on how good they were, blowing their own trumpet and thanking every man and his dog. I knew that Harold was a regular contributor to various city charities and he was receiving an award for that. But what surprised me was that in his speech he told everybody he was leaving the city. He was moving to Scotland to look after his ageing mother-in-law with his wife and he was leaving his company here in the capable hands of his second in command, Alice.
She looked a little bit stunned. He carried on explaining there were still some final minor hoops to jump through, but he was confident enough to make the announcement now, and in a few months' time Alice would be running his accountancy firm. I will admit Alice did look a bit shocked. At one stage I thought she was going to fall over until the Mayor steadied her.
We knew that Harold's wife came from Elgin and her mother was struggling with her health. Harold had already muted about moving up there, we knew he was considering selling the business and I know Alice had suggested she run it for him. But we had heard nothing further on that until now. We thought he had discounted it. Alice did look genuinely shocked. They walked back to their table arm in arm. Well, that was interesting.
I could see that Alice had partaken in a few drinks. As she sat down, I saw her go into her handbag and take her phone out. She dialled somebody, my phone went off. I ignored it, she carried on talking. I was hoping she was sending me a voicemail. After I watched her hang up, I checked my phone and yes there it was, a voicemail and the transcription. I glanced through it. It said 'I have good news when I get home tonight.'
After my chat with the receptionist, I knew what she meant by 'tonight', but I was still going ahead with my plan.
I watched them dancing together, his hands were in places they shouldn't be, and she moved them away. He was dancing in public with his right hand moving to a place only the woman's lover should touch, my hands, not his. And the worst of it was people there knew she was my wife and not his. That was a humiliation I will face at a later stage. He was going to get it. And I would let him know why by the time I had finished. But I was glad she kept moving his wandering hands from her backside.
I had seen enough, so I went outside and waited. People started leaving at about a quarter past Ten.
I rested the S10 on the bonnet of a car by the tree line. There was no wind. Good. I had a clear sight of the entrance to the town hall. I took aim at Harold's eye, the laser made him blink. I was tempted to pull the trigger. I wondered how much damage a pellet would do to the brain if it went in through his eye. It might have torn up his brain.
Whilst I was practising on Wednesday, I took a rabbit in the head. It decimated it. I was using Barracuda Power copper pellet, the hollow tip spreads when it comes into contact with flesh and tears it up, ideal for what I had been planning to do to his hand. There was hardly anything left of the head of the rabbit. That was good, the body was intact. Mum would put it in the pot and Dad would have it for Sunday lunch. He liked rabbit. I wasn't too keen on it myself.
No, it might kill him and that would be too short a punishment. So, I shifted my aim to my target and squeezed the trigger. The red dot was on his groin. I waited until I saw him double over, then I walked away.
I drove home via my parent's house. I didn't go in to see them. I slipped the S10 into its bag, climbed my favourite childhood tree and nestled the bag in the top. Nobody looks up and it was well hidden amongst the foliage. I would have to recover it before winter storms got here and all the leaves were shed. I would have to get my suit trousers cleaned as well.
I was expecting a police visit to ask where I was at 10:15 Friday evening. I was at home, and 'No' I can't prove it, but if they were going to accuse me of something they would have to prove I did it, I don't have to prove I didn't.
It was well past two when she got in. I was waiting for her, sitting with the reading lamp behind me casting a shadow, it must have looked spooky. It was supposed to. The flowers were on the coffee table in front of me. I could see the stains on the front of her dress. It's a good job it wasn't one of her best ones, that stain would never come out she would have to throw it away.
"I thought you were staying the night with Harold?"
"No, I never was, there was no room booked." She said quietly. "That was the joke, the prank was to get you bothered. I was not planning to sleep with Harold tonight, I never was. You pulled the 'red' on joking about sleeping with him. So, I stopped. The prank was there was no room and I was always coming home. Keep you bothered until I came home. As I said when I left, I will prove I'm not having sex with Harold because I was coming home as soon as the reception finished." She reached into her handbag and offered me her phone. "Look, you can see the confirmation for the taxi I ordered for 10:30. You don't need a taxi to get to the Red Lion from the Town Hall."
I said nothing, the silence hung heavy, Alice carried on.
"There... there was an incident. I don't know how, but somebody shot Harold in the groin, he's in hospital. The paramedics thought I was his wife, they told me they were sure the surgeons would do everything they could, but there wasn't a lot of his penis and testicles to save. I don't know how much damage was done but there was an awful lot of blood." She ran her hands down her dress. "I think it's ruined."
"So, you were never going to stay the night with Harold?"
She replied quietly. "No, that was the prank, there was no room booked, you can check with the Red Lion if you wish. I was joking about the hotel room, neither of us had one. I was coming home to you. I was not sleeping with Harold." She held her phone out to me again.
"No but you were on Tuesday. That was no joke."
Her face fell. "What, how..." Then she shut up before she dropped herself further in it
"I was going to leave flowers in your room to remind you that you had a husband at home. I found out in my chat with the receptionist at the hotel that there wasn't a room booked under Harold's or your name for Friday night. But you had booked a room in Harold's name for Tuesday, and there were dinner reservations in the restaurant for 4:00 PM. Now why would Harold need a room in the Red Lion when his house is only half a mile away and where his wife will be waiting for him at home after getting back from Scotland? Also you told me you were going to be a bit late on Tuesday, something about dinner with a client, you've never done that before. So I can only guess it was Harold. So, was it a farewell fuck or a thank you fuck?"
Alice collapsed back onto a chair, tears were forming in the corners of her eyes. "I'm sorry Dan, it was just going to be one night, not even a night, just an evening. I was coming home to you. I would have washed properly. You would never have known."
I sat there for a while after hearing my wife admit she was going to have sex with another man. She would know the question I wanted the answer to.
She needed prompting. "Why?"
"Harold is moving to Scotland, I would never see him again, yes I have fancied him, he is funny, intelligent, good looking and he's got a hell of a body." She said quietly. "I've always wondered what he would be like, and before you ask, no, definitely not, we have not done anything, just a little office flirting, I told you about that. But I have always wondered. Sherrie has always hinted he is very good."
"All the things I'm not then." I spat at her.
She looked me square in the face. "No, you are all of those things and more, don't think like that, don't do yourself down. He is just, well different. You would never have known, you wouldn't get hurt."
"But you have hurt me, you were going to cheat on me, you have planned this, you lulled me into a false sense of security with your joking over the last couple of days and used your joking to hide it, thinking I would pass this off as another silly prank, well, NO!"
After a while I said to her quietly. "So, who do you think shot Harold's cock and balls off then?"
She looked confused. "I... I don't know, I haven't thought about it." She had a quizzical look on her face. "It wasn't you, was it?" I didn't answer.
"You've mentioned you suspected he has had a couple of affairs in the past, you didn't say if you thought they might be married. Maybe they were, maybe he was having an affair you didn't suspect, and the husband found out. Perhaps you're just one of a long string of women he's had an affair with. Having your cock and balls shot off rather sends a message doesn't it. I wonder what Sherrie will make of it?"
Alice's hands flew to her mouth. "Poor Sherrie all this and her mother too."
After a while she pulled herself together and looked at me. Tears were pouring from her eyes falling on the bloodstains of her would-be lover.
"I'm sorry sweetheart. I love you, please let me make it up to you. I promise I will never do anything like that again.
"I know you won't. I got this on the day after you told me you were staying at the Red Lion on Friday night, looks like the joke is on you." I slid the separation paperwork across the table to her.
"No, please no."
"How can I believe your promises? You promised to forsake all others at our wedding, you promised my Mum you would never hurt me, well you broke those promises and I'm not going to give you the chance to do it again."
I stood up, looking down at her I said. "I will get the house on the market Monday. I'm going to my Mum and Dad's." With that I walked out.
Some people like sharp endings, she fucked up, that's it, walk. If you are one of those stop here, however some people engage with the characters and want to know what happens, so for those readers.
Epilogue.
Alice asked me to go to counselling, it's not mandatory in this country, it can't be forced on you. I asked her why would I stay with someone who hid her plans behind pranks and jokes? I could never trust anything she said, not knowing if she was joking or serious.
I think she got it. She let the divorce run its course.
I didn't get a visit from the Old Bill. Alice did mention to them that she knew he had a few affairs with customers and suspected it could have been one of the husbands as he wasn't very discreet at times.
At least she did that for me.
Alice threw herself into running the business, she had to keep busy and needed the money. The business was now owned by Sherrie.
Until!
Alice went into work one day to find Sherrie had sold the company and she was no longer required, surplus to requirements. She got the minimum redundancy payment. Various rumours circulated and she found it hard to get a job in accountancy in our area.
The last I heard she moved away from here but comes home to visit family. I stay away when that happens. I heard she doesn't play pranks at all now.
Harold was grateful for the pioneering work that Dr Archie McIndoe and his Guinea Pigs did on plastic surgery during the Second World War. Another New Zealander who helped the Allies during WW2.
Sherrie didn't divorce Harold, he was useful helping her look after her Mother. At least he had one bollock and a cock to piss through, even if that was its only function.
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One thing about tracker applications like dash cams, people get used to them and forget they are there if they don't use them regularly.
*****************************************************************************************
Brian was out having a few beers with some mates. His wife, Debbie, was out with her friends. It was a Friday evening and it was just coming up to ten o'clock. He'd nearly had enough and didn't want to wake up with a hangover in the morning in case there was a chance of morning fun with Debbie. It had been a bit lax on the intimacy front recently and she had been known to get frisky in the morning after an evening out.
One of his mates offered to get the next round. You can lead a horse to water, but you can't make him drink. However, beer is a different matter.
His mate asked Brian for a hand carrying the beers back, so Brian followed him to the bar. As he walked across the bar he nodded to a bunch of people he recognised from Karen's works. He noticed Barry wasn't there. As they waited to be served he saw a familiar face down the bar. He was going to go and say hello when his phone buzzed.
It was from Debbie. "I'm staying with my sister tonight, I'll see you tomorrow after breakfast."
Whilst Brian had his phone out, he checked the tracker. That was strange. He sent her a quick text "Are you with Josie now?"
Just a thumbs up emoji Brian assumed was a 'yes.'
He took a picture of the person down the bottom of the bar and replied to Debbie attaching the photograph saying. 'Strange, your tracker says you're in the Hart Hotel.'
Whom he had just seen was important, so he phoned Debbie. It went to voicemail. He left a message. "That's funny, look who I've just seen, your tracker says you're at the Hart Hotel. Who are you with? I will just pop down and say hello and ask her where you are, just in case you're in the toilet and you've left your phone at the Hart. Whoops, if that was the case how could you send me a text?"
The picture he sent Debbie was of her sister, Josie, standing at the other end of the bar.
Brian sent Debbie a text. "By the time you get in after breakfast, I'll have your bags packed."
Brian picked up the three beers he'd been assigned to carry and headed back towards their mates. He placed them down and took his beer and wandered down to see Josie.
"Hi, how are you doing?" Brian said. Josie smiled, obviously a little tipsy. Putting her arm around his neck, she kissed him on the cheek. "Hi, I haven't seen you for a while. How's that sister of mine?"
"I was going to ask you the same thing." Brian showed Josie the text Debbie had sent him.
Josie got sober very quickly. "Stupid fucking cunt."
Josie got her phone out and started typing frantically. When she finished, she looked at Brian, smiled a weak grin. Brian returned the kiss on the cheek and headed back towards his mates. The phone in his pocket started buzzing. He ignored it.
On his way back he walked to Karen's workmates. They all knew him after some company parties. "Hi, how're you lot?" A lot of smiles from drunken faces. "Where's that twat of a boss of yours?"
One chap replied. "Appears he's got a hot date. He said if he plays his cards right, he might get lucky. He's been chasing her for months. He's hoping he'll crack it tonight."
Brian slapped him on the shoulder and said. "I'll tell you what, if he does crack who I think it is, the next crack will be Barry's bollocks." There were a lot of confused faces, but one chap in the corner, his eyes widened. All Brian heard was; "Oh fuck." He got his phone out, started dialling and walked away.
Brian finished his beer, said goodbye to the lads and wandered home. All the lights were on when he got there. Debbie was sitting at the kitchen table, tears pouring down her face.
"Sweetheart, it's not what it looks like."
Brian walked straight past her up the stairs. "Where are you going?" Debbie asked through her tears.
Brian paused, turned, looked at her and said. "I told you I'd have your bags packed before breakfast. I'd better get on with it. Oh, you can't stay at Josie's. You might want to try Barry, although his wife won't be too happy."
Brian carried on up the stairs.
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I blocked my husband when I went on holiday.
There is a cheating wife in this story That it is why it is in LW.
I was watching some aeroplane history playing on YouTube and because I had in the past looked at the cheating wife stories on there they keep popping up. This headline showed and I thought I could work with that. Looking at the headline was all I did.
*********************************************************************************
There was a picture of Alan and me dancing with our arms around each other.
The words underneath the picture shocked me.
"It appears you've found your reset. Goodbye."
I saw his wedding ring on the table.
"It's not what it looks like." I screamed to an empty house.
*********************************************************************************
The four of us were on a night out, my friend Dee looked at me and said. "Okay Jan what's wrong?"
"Oh. It's just life." That wasn't quite true, I'd been unhappy for months, work was pissing me off and getting me down. My husband Gerry, lovely man that he is, was so wrapped up in what he was doing at work and his parents he seemed to have little time for me and when he did, I was tired from work and pissed off with everything. But I didn't tell the girls that. I was out for a Friday night with Dee, Lucy and Karen. We'd known each other for years. We were all in our mid 30's, Lucy and Karen were a few years younger than Dee and me. We were all married, the other three had children. Gerry and I didn't, it just never happened. It didn't worry us, but we hadn't talked about it for a while.
Gerry was an engineer in a factory that made machines for other factories. In the past he had done the initial build in the factory, now he'll be doing his first installation at the receiving factory in a few weeks' time, he'll be going away during the week and back home for weekends. That would give me time to think.
"We need a holiday, just the four of us. No husbands, no children, no parents, no grandparents. Go away and have some fun, sunbathe, swim, drink, dance, you know, fun," said Lucy. Of course, she would be the one to bring it up, Lucy was the party girl amongst us.
Karen piped up. "Yeah, I'm sure we can get a short notice break somewhere. It's still warm in the Med. It could be a cheap last minute offer. Almost anywhere will do as long as we are together." Typical Karen, she often followed what Lucy did and that was good, she had been very quiet when we met all those years ago and Lucy had brought her out of shell. She was starting to make more of her own decisions and sometimes even take the lead.
Dee and I were both quite independent.
The next thing I knew those three had their phones out surfing the Internet. It didn't take long to find something. A hotel in Majorca for a week including flights leaving next week. We just have to get it past our husbands, I'm not sure how Gerry would respond, probably wouldn't even notice he was so wrapped up in his job.
The conversation didn't go as I expected when I got home. "Gerry, I need a break." He looked up from his laptop, looked at me and with a sigh said, "You're absolutely spot on sweetie, we need to go away together. I've been looking at a place for a week in the Highlands of Scotland, but I've not made a decision. I wanted to wait for you." He turned his laptop round and showed me a picture of the stunning Highlands. "If that's not okay anywhere you wish, but I think we need to go away together. There is a week spare whilst the equipment is delivered to the receiving factory, I thought we could go away for a week."
"I've arranged to go away with the girls next week. I thought you'd be busy. Majorca, just the four of us, just a bit of a reset." Away from family and troubles I said to myself in my head.
He looked a bit crestfallen, but carried on. "Yes, you're right about a reset. What about my week?"
"We can look at that when I get back and you've finished the installation. I like the idea of the Highlands. I like Scotland, you know that."
"I don't know when I'll get a chance to get away, can't you cancel the girls and come with me?"
"No, the deposits already paid. Dee paid it for the four of us. I can't cancel now."
"Bloody hell, so you decided to go away with your friends for a week this without asking me!" He slammed his laptop closed. He was not happy.
His mouth opened but then closed again as if he was going to say something else.
"It was a special offer, we had to make a decision there and then it was a last-minute offer and very cheap. Sorry."
He muttered something about my phone not working, I didn't catch all of what he said.
He looked down. "Okay but just be careful."
"What do you mean by that?" I asked angrily.
He sighed. "Four attractive women, relaxation, sun, alcohol, things can happen. I'm just saying. Things can happen." He paused, then looked at me. "I will be honest with you. There are rumours about Lucy. I tend not to listen to rumours, but there's often no smoke without fire, so just be careful, that is all I'm saying."
I knew exactly what he meant, but I had no intentions of being unfaithful. I knew where that would lead. Gerry and I had talked about infidelity and the outcome if either of us cheated. In fact, I wasn't sure what I wanted, certainly not like that, by cheating. I haven't felt happy in this marriage for six months or so, we just seem to be living a rota.
The following week Gerry walked me to the car early Saturday morning carrying my bag for me, the other three girls were already in the car, Karen's husband, Bill was taking us to the airport. Gerry kissed me and said. "I love you." The girls saw and heard what Gerry said, and all went "Wooo!'
I didn't respond. I slid into the back of the car. Dee said to me. "I wish my husband would walk me to the car and give me a kiss instead of just saying goodbye and telling me to have a good time from the back garden."
We got to the airport in plenty of time. Even though it was early we treated ourselves to a drink, just the one, well two actually. It could be a long day. There were no problems, we landed and caught the connecting bus to the hotel. We'd been on the ground for about three hours. We had unpacked and were in the bar on our first drink. I got a text from Gerry. 'Not heard anything, everything okay?'
Why wouldn't it be? I wanted to be left alone, have drinks with friends, reset and not worry about anything else. But he interrupted me. I replied with one word, 'Yes.' Then I had a flash of inspiration, I blocked his number, this was a week for me. If he needed to get hold of anybody, he had Dee, Lucy and Karen's husband's phone numbers for emergencies.
That first night out we let her our hair down. Some of us more than others, Lucy was going wild. Then Dee and I were sitting at the table recovering from dancing. "Feeling better?" Dee asked.
I sighed. "Yup, this is just what I need," taking another drink.
Dee took on a serious note, she laid her hand on my arm. "All right but be careful, don't go doing a 'Lucy'. Gerry and Bill were the only ones that had any interaction with us when we left. Bill took us to the airport, Gerry came and saw you off and said he loved you. None of that happened to me or Lucy so just be careful." She held her hands up. "Whatever happens I won't tell on you, but if someone asks questions, I will not lie." She looked across at Lucy draping her arms around a tall blonde Arian looking chap and it wasn't even eleven o'clock yet.
I woke up with a hangover in the morning, we were all the same at breakfast, very subdued.
The first four days were good, we soaked up the sun, we laughed, we joked, we drank, we swam and did some excursions. In the evenings we danced, we flirted, nothing serious, it was good.
Dee and I shared a room. The other two had one across the corridor from us. I must admit I rarely went to bed sober. Not drunk out of my head, but enough not to worry about things. I slept well.
It was Thursday when Dee dragged me to one side in the afternoon, she had her phone in her hand. "Have you contacted Gerry since we got here?"
"No, I just want to be left alone for now, as we said, a reset."
"You've not answered his messages, he's worried."
"I'll get around to it. Just tell him I'm okay."
"Why don't you do it?"
"Please, just for now, my phone's in the room."
She turned away and did something with her phone, I assumed she was replying to whoever messaged her. I assumed it was Harry or Gerry. I might have to bite the bullet and unblock Gerry for a message tonight. I would be home in three days anyway.
We were headed back to the beach bar when Dee's phone went off again.
She looked at it as we were walking. She stopped, grabbed hold of my arm, pulled me around and said. "He's tried to phone you several times, it went straight to voice mail. Don't tell me you blocked him?"
I got angry, another person trying to interfere with my holiday, my life. "It's my decision." I said angrily as I snatched my arm away and carried on to the bar.
It was wrong to treat Dee that way. When she got to me, I apologised and told her she was right. I got the next round of drinks.
But I was still miffed at Gerry. I wasn't going to contact him now; he could wait till Saturday when I got home. I kept that to myself. I resolved to just enjoy these next few days.
Dinner was a bit subdued between the four of us, Dee was a bit quiet and that seemed to drag us down a bit, not a lot, just not as much fun as the last couple of days.
I had decided before dinner I was going to enjoy these final two evenings, but I remembered Dee's warning about not going all 'Lucy'. If I overstepped that mark, it would put my marriage at risk in a way I didn't want. I was still not sure what I wanted. This week had just been the rest I wanted, I hadn't thought about my problems at all. I will have to do that at some time, but not on these last two evenings. I'll sit down with Gerry when I get home and we could talk.
That evening I dressed well to make myself feel good. We went to a club and drank. I didn't drink much more than I had in previous evenings, but I danced more than I had before. There was one chap, he seemed a bit older, more reserved. I didn't get a good look with the flashing lights on the crowded dance floor, not the flighty chaps like Lucy and the girls danced with.
We all sat down, Dee went for drinks. Two lads asked Lucy and Karen to dance. It appears they hunt in pairs, mostly, because after a few minutes a young chap asked me to dance. I think he was barely over 20. I declined. Then the older chap that I had been dancing with walked up earlier. "Do you mind if I keep you company, your two friends are enjoying themselves somewhat on the dance floor and your other friend has just joined a massive queue for drinks?" He held his hand out. "My name is Alan."
I took it, it was warm, firm. "Janice, Jan. It's Dee getting drinks and Lucy and Karen throwing themselves around up there. Please." I indicated the seat next to me.
I got a good look at him. He was, well, not quite good looking, not ugly but there was something about him, the way he spoke, polite, quietly confident, not pushy, a bit reserved. The way he carried himself. He'd been around, he knew things. Short dark hair, Beige Chino's and matching open neck dress shirt. I reckon he was early 40's. It was hard to tell. He had a nice smile, but it didn't reach his eyes. I think I could see a hint of sadness in them. A thought flashed through my mind. What's he here for? To get over or maybe forget something?
He sat down and asked me how my holiday was going, had I done any excursions, he suggested one for Friday morning. I was kind of hoping he would volunteer to take me.
Dee was heading back, she'd been ages, she did not look happy when she saw Alan. As soon as he saw her coming, he stood up and let Dee sit down with the tray of drinks. After she sat down, he offered her his hand. "I gather you're Dee, my name is Alan, I was keeping the young wolves away from your friend." I saw her smile. "Now if you will excuse me, I have my friend over there." He indicated a dark corner of the room. He gave a slight nod of his head towards us and left.
"Well, I leave you alone for five, okay it was probably nearer 10 minutes, bloody queue. And you get accosted by an old bloke, a nice, polite old bloke." She laughed.
It seemed I was talking with Alan longer than that.
Just then Lucy and Karen turned up, sat down looking all flustered. We finished those drinks, it was my turn. Fortunately, the queue wasn't as big this time. I was feeling happy, strangely more comfortable after talking to Alan for just a few minutes.
I sat down, we were nearly finished our drinks, looking around laughing, joking and taking the mickey out of the younger lads trying to pull when the two that Lucy and Karen had been dancing with came up and asked them again. The one that asked Lucy was the tall blond bloke we saw her dancing with the first night. They accepted walking onto the dance floor without a look back at us.
I looked at Dee. "Shall we join them."
She smiled. "Yes, let's."
We were on the dance floor for a few minutes when Alan and another gentleman of similar age turned up. They didn't push their way in. They indicated with their hands. Dee smiled and nodded her head, so we started throwing ourselves around a little bit together. The next song was a slow one. Alan just opened his arms, and I walked in and wrapped my arms around his waist. He seemed to hesitate then wrapped his arms around me. Glancing over at Dee she was also dancing slowly, but her partner's hands were on her waist and her forearms resting against his chest. They were both chatting, they were not close to one another, not like I was with Alan. It felt good to have someone's arms around me.
Over in a different corner from where I had seen Alan and his mate come from, I saw a man or a shadow. For a second, I thought it looked like Gerry. But whoever it was, he looked totally out of place. I blinked my eyes and looked again and there was no one there. It was probably the guilt of me dancing with another man. I put it to the back of my mind but decided I would unblock Gerry when I got back to the room. It was guilt of what I was doing.
We had another slow dance. Alan leaned into me and said. "It appears your two other friends are having fun with those young lads, would you be upset if Roger and I invited you and Dee to our table? Just for a drink and a chat nothing else."
I waved my hand, Dee saw me. I waved my hand around indicating all four of us and pointed towards Alan's table. She got the message, smiled and nodded, we walked across with them to their table. Alan asked Dee and I what we would like to drink? We told him and he disappeared. The other chap was very similar to Alan, maybe better looking. He introduced himself and told us they were a couple of mates out from the UK having a bit of time relaxing away from family problems, he didn't expand. He asked what we did, the alcove we were sitting in had no speakers and we could converse, albeit with slightly raised voices over the music from the dance floor.
Alan got back and we settled down just chatting. I looked across at Dee, she looked back at me and smiled. All of a sudden it was like we were four friends sitting together talking about life. Alan and Rodger worked for the same electrical installation company around Lincoln. There appeared to be a bit of confusion as to which company. They just seemed to laugh and blow over it. Nobody talked about families. It was almost as if it was a taboo subject. Neither of them was wearing wedding rings. Both Dee and I had ours on. I forgot to check if Lucy was wearing hers. Both chaps admitted they were married, that would explain why they weren't wearing wedding rings or had little white bands where they had taken them off. Gerry rarely wore his if he was doing an installation or electrical work. There was a hesitation when Alan said he was married. I wondered if that was what they were here for to get over?
Dee had to excuse herself. Roger went to get the drinks this time. Alan and I were sitting together alone. He reached across and touched my hand. "You're troubled, can we meet for lunch tomorrow?"
"I'm not sure, I'll have to think about it."
He told me which restaurant he would be in at one o'clock. If I turned up, he would look forward to a talk. I pondered for a few seconds. I was not attracted to him either sexually or emotionally, but he was nice to be around. Across the room I thought I saw that shadow again. It was out of place. All of a sudden I felt guilty for blocking Gerry. Then Dee and Roger turned up at the same time. Dee broke my thoughts as she handed me a drink. I told her Alan had asked me out for lunch. A worried look crossed her face. She looked at Alan and then back at me. "You're a big girl, you make your own decisions, you've had my warning."
That was when Roger spoke up. "Well, if they're going to lunch would you care to join me? I know a lovely restaurant down by the waterfront. It's your last day. Have a quiet lunch. I'm sure you and your other friends will make a night of it." He gave a nice little laugh. "However, I don't recommend flying with a hangover, I've never found it fun."
The restaurant was different from the one Alan suggested.
I could see Dee was confused. Should she, shouldn't she? Neither man had put a foot wrong. Well, she was a big girl as well. I turned to Alan, "Okay, I'll see you there at one o'clock."
Dee smiled at Roger. "Okay looks like we're on, but we have to be back by six to pack ready to leave in the morning." She was correct.
To make a point I said. "Actually, do you think we should make it five? Give a bit more time instead of rushing. You know Lucy and Karen will want to be out as soon as they can on our last night."
We stood to leave. Alan and Roger stood as well, Roger shook my and Dee's hand. Alan shook Dee's hand and when I offered mine, he pulled me in for a kiss on the cheek. I blushed. I dragged Dee away back to our bedroom. There wasn't much talking, we were both deep in thought.
Then I realised it was nearly one in the morning and my intention to unblock Gerry had gone out of the window.
That night I heard the door opposite ours close twice during the night, once just after Dee and I got into our room and then another much later as I was visiting the toilet. At breakfast in the morning, we asked who the dirty stop out was? Karen just looked at Lucy. She had a blank look on her face.
The next day I met Alan at the restaurant. It was very nice. It was quiet and we were in a discreet corner. We ordered and we ate just chatting. It was pleasant. We ordered dessert with coffee, then Alan said to me. "So, what's wrong?"
"What do you mean?"
"Four attractive women with wedding rings seem to be having a good time, but you're often lost in thought. I feel you've come away to learn something, to think. I often see you looking into the distance. I can see you're married as are the other three, but you carry a sadness, a burden."
That was strange because I hadn't done any thinking about my situation, maybe I just zoned out not wanting to think about it.
For some reason I just let it all go. I told him about how Gerry had been ignoring me. I was unfulfilled in my job, somebody had been promoted over me, and I wasn't being listened to at home or at work. Life seemed to be so much of a struggle with my job and Gerry. I explained that Gerry's parents were elderly and needed a little help, not much, but it always seemed to come at the wrong time. As if they were having little incidents on purpose. Silly I know, I told Alan.
He asked me to expand. I did, I told him about how Gerry was working and looking after his parents. I let it all out, I didn't hold anything back. It was nice to be able to talk to someone outside our friends.


He asked about children. I told him they hadn't happened and we weren't bothered. "What does Gerry think about that?"
"He's okay with it."
"When was the last time you talked about it, about your future, about anything, where you're going, what your plans are?"
I thought back, it was a couple of years ago now.
Alan said something I thought was strange. "Do you love Gerry?"
I looked strangely at him and said. "Yes."
"Then why are you here on this island talking to me and not to him?"
"I... I suppose I should really." I picked up my spoon and stirred my coffee.
Alan carried on quietly. "Shouldn't you be here resetting with Gerry not your friends and definitely not Lucy."
I gave him a funny look.
"You tell me you're worried about your work, have you tried to talk to Gerry about it?"
I had to think, probably I had. I pondered for a bit.
"I've tried but he's always busy."
I told him about Gerry's job, why he was so busy, about his holiday plans and what I intended to do. Then he asked the question I didn't have an answer to. "How long is this installation going to take?"
I thought back, I didn't actually know. It could be weeks or a month, I felt ashamed, that is something I should have known. In fact, I didn't even know where it was.
Alan said quietly, as if intruding. "How about, you know what?"
Talking to Alan slowly. quietly in this peaceful restaurant relaxed me and made me realise a few things. "I wasn't interested, it kind of fell off."
"So, looking at it from Gerry's point of view. Don't you think that the man you say you love and from what I can tell loves you that some intimacy and loving would have been good, let him display his love for you? A bit of love and affection would have felt good for both of you. Did Gerry try?"
I nodded, I could see where this was going, and he was correct.
Gently Alan carried on. "So, you ignored him, ridiculed him, turned him down in bed, came away with friends instead of going on a reset holiday with him, which was his idea?
"You've just told me he suggested you change your job if you're not happy, would that have been a bit tight on the financial front?"
"I suppose, but I felt he was telling me what to do."
"You can't have it both ways," he took a sip of his coffee.
Alan was making it brutally clear to me how I messed up.
"Yes." I whispered.
"Let's hope he doesn't find out about our dancing and this dinner. I hope your girlfriends can keep a secret?" He gave a little giggle.
"I'll talk to them later."
Alan again said something that made me think. "When we were dancing last night, shouldn't you have had your arms around your husband, not me?"
I just looked at him, he carried on. "Let me tell you a story." We had finished dessert and another coffee had appeared. I hadn't noticed. "I run, ran an electrical company. Seven or eight years ago with Roger, we started it up several years ago. We both used to work for somebody else and decided we could probably make it on our own." He got his phone and showed me a picture. It was him, Roger and two women. A blonde standing next to Alan and a brunette next to Roger. Behind them were two vans with signs that said 'C&K Electrical Installations'.
"The first couple of years were a struggle. Roger and I worked long hours, but things got easier. We took on more men, more vans, more work. Then about four years ago Roger said to me he wasn't working past 5 because his wife, Claire, was getting annoyed at him. We had a bit of a discussion about that. He said they were planning to start a family now that the business was settled. That was always their plan. I'd always known that.
"When I got home, I mentioned this to Judy, my wife and she just said we should be thinking about our long term as well. However, with Roger doing less work, I picked up more. Roger had suggested getting another man in but it was a bit touch and go with the finances at the time. But we resolved to look at it later."
He showed me another picture, there are now 6 vans and more people. But the two ladies were missing. Then he showed another picture, 10 vans and even more people in front of an office with 'C&K Electrical Installations' on the front. The two ladies were still missing. "That was 18 months ago."
Another coffee had appeared. I looked up at Alan, his eyes were glazing over. "Judy had been nagging me to have a rest. I agreed and she booked a holiday here, just some beach time. But two days before we were due to leave there was a major problem and I blew it off. We had a bit of a discussion. I told her to go on her own and I would join her when I could. She told me I would never do that, and I would stay working until it wasn't worth going on holiday, just in case something else came up. She gave me an ultimatum. Her or the company. I didn't believe her."
He seemed to sag, a single tear trickled down his left cheek. "She went on holiday with Claire. I sorted out the problem. I promised her I would do better when she got back. Two days after she got back and she gave me divorce paperwork, she said to me, 'I've put up with this for seven years. I asked you to choose me or the company. You chose the company, so now I choose me. The company is yours. I'm moving in with my mother.' With that she was gone that evening."
He wiped tears away with the back of his hand. "Roger, Claire and I had an argument, not a discussion, a full-blown shouting, slanging match a few days after Judy left me. I spent the weekend getting drunk, thinking I had done this for us and she had run away. I felt annoyed, angry, and upset. It was Clare that dragged me aside Tuesday. I was not fit to work on Monday. She talked to me quietly, she pointed out that most human beings can only take so much. She told me that Judy and her had a long chat, she loved me, but I had pushed her beyond her limit. There was talk about work life balance and I had got it wrong. 'She sees no future, just you and the company, not her, you've put the company first and she is fed up playing second fiddle to it. There seems to be no other plans.' We had plans years ago, but they seemed to get pushed aside when we got the company up and running."
He took a breath and waved to the waiter for more coffee and something stronger. We sat in silence until the waiter had left. He gave a small smile. "Can you keep a secret?"
Not knowing what to say, I just nodded.
"Roger and Claire came up with a plan and I've agreed to it. Tomorrow Claire and Judy arrive on holiday. I'm going to meet Judy at the airport with a deed of sale and my next job appointment. I've sold my half of my company to Roger and I have a job teaching electrical installations at our local college. The divorce is not final yet, I'm hoping she'll take me back. I made a lot of mistakes along the way, not listening, hearing the words but not what they were saying. Not communicating, not telling Judy my worries, why I was working like I was. I had plans outside the company in a few years. I just didn't share them. That's it in a nutshell, there's a lot more I could go on about, but we don't have time. I'm hoping we can put all that behind us tomorrow."
I had tears running down my cheeks. I really wished this man could get what he wanted tomorrow.
Then Alan said to me he was going to give me his opinion as an outsider, keeping in mind he had not heard Gerry's side of the story. However, he thought there were some similarities between our situations. He warned me that some of the things he was going to say will be upsetting, he told me he was talking from experience. It took him 20 minutes to tell me what he thought from where he was sitting. He was correct, it was upsetting, but he talked slowly, confidently, pausing to give me time to think, or at least start to think. And he was quite often correct. I cried.
He reached across and touched my hand and said. "Come on, we're late getting you back. You need to pack for tomorrow. But I would like one more dance tonight before we part. I hope I've given you something to think about."
He had, I just nodded.
We walked back arm in arm like friends, again I thought I saw a face that was familiar watching us from a corner. I wasn't worried, we hadn't done anything wrong.
I was late getting back. Dee had already packed and she had started packing my stuff. She just glared at me saying. "I hope you know what the bloody hell you're doing?"
I surprised her, walked up to her, threw my arms around her neck, hugged her and said. "Yes, I do now."
"Then bloody hurry up, we're 10 minutes late for dinner and I intend to have fun tonight."
I finished packing, leaving out some travelling clothes for tomorrow. I changed quickly and looked at my phone. Tomorrow on my way home. I thought to myself. I plugged it in to make sure it was fully charged. We just got to dinner.
We had a good night, Karen, reminded us about not flying with a hangover. Well, we sort of listened to her. I had left some ibuprofen and a glass of water on my bedside table in the room, so had Dee. We danced a bit with people and then Alan and Roger walked across to us. They held their hands out for a slow one, Dee and I had one dance. Alan kissed me on the cheek like a friend and said. "Think about what I said, plan what you're going to say to Gerry. Goodbye and good luck."
I reached up and pulled him down for a kiss on the cheek and I said to him. "I really wish you all the best for tomorrow and thank you, thank you for your advice."
Lucy disappeared for an hour with the tall blonde chap. When she got back, we asked where she'd been. She smiled and said she'd just been chatting. I'm not sure I believed her.
Saturday morning, we were up, a quick breakfast. The hangover wasn't too bad, Ibuprofen helped. On the bus to the airport, I switched my phone on, unblocked Gerry, there was a flurry of messages I didn't read them I lost count, I'll read them later in case there is something in there I need to know. I sent him a short message. 'On our way home. Sorry. I Love you.' We were at the airport then, so I turned the phone to airplane mode.
We were at the airport early. I think the bus driver wanted to get the next load back to the hotel and knock off. I saw Alan and Roger, they were standing in the middle of the concourse when the two ladies I recognised from the photograph walked in. Alan stepped in front of the blonde. She had a look of thunder on her face. She glared at the brunette who carried on walking and slipped her arm through Roger's. Alan pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket, opened it up and gave it to the blond. By now I was videoing this hoping it was going to be a good ending. Blondie looked down for a few seconds, then back up at Alan, back down at the paper, back up at Alan. He just shrugged his shoulders and held his hands out to his sides. Blondie launched herself at him and threw her arms around his neck.
Alan had chosen her in the most dramatic way. Now I needed to go home and show my husband I chose him. I had to wipe away a tear or two.
We got back home, arrived through customs. It was pretty painless. Lucy's husband Jake was there to pick us up. He did not look happy. He was very quiet and wouldn't let Lucy kiss him hello, that was weird. I was dropped off first. I was getting my luggage out of the boot. Dee got out of the car and said to me quietly. "You've done nothing wrong, well apart from blocking Gerry, but you seriously, seriously need to sort out your lives or you're going to lose him." She gave me a kiss on the cheek and a hug. "Good luck."
After the chat with Alan, I knew exactly what I had to do. I couldn't put all the blame on Gerry. Thinking back, he had probably tried more than me and I had ignored his attempts. I would apologise for blocking him, rock his world and then talk and hopefully he will rock mine afterwards.
My phone had stayed ominously silent since I turned airplane mode off and sent him a text saying 'landed, on my way home' when we went into the airport. He was probably at work.
The key went easily into the lock, I turned it and opened and opened the door. "Hi honey I'm home." I shouted. There was a silence in the house, it was unsettling. That worried me. There was no sound of ticking clocks, I couldn't hear the hum of the freezer. The house felt cold. I walked into the kitchen, the pendulum on the clock was stationary. I looked at the central heating, it was in frost protection mode. The freezer door was wedged slightly open. When I opened it, it was empty. We didn't keep a lot in there, just ready to use stuff, the main freezer was in the garage.
The fridge was also empty, switched off and slightly open.
"Shit."
I searched the house, his wash kit had gone, so had a lot of his clothes. His smart ones were still there, it was just his casual and work clothes that were missing.
I phoned him, it went straight to voicemail. Shit, he's blocked me. I suppose I deserve that.
I looked around, I don't know how I missed it the first time but in the middle of the lounge table was a piece of paper. I picked it up, I nearly fainted.
There was a picture of Alan and me dancing with our arms around each other.
The words underneath the picture shocked me.
"It appears you've found your reset. Goodbye."
I saw his wedding ring on the table.
"It's not what it looks like!" I screamed to an empty house.
I fell into a chair sobbing. It wasn't what it looked like. But I could easily see how it would look from the outside.
I needed to speak to him urgently, desperately. I tried his phone again, it went straight to voicemail. I tried his parents. They sounded okay, but they said they had seen him yesterday when he told them he was travelling for work. I phoned his friends; they knew nothing. There was no point in phoning his work; they were shut down on Saturdays, but I tried it anyway, no reply. I was guessing he'd gone to the installation, I didn't even know where it was or how long it was going to take. I just sat and cried. Eventually I pulled myself together.
I phoned Dee, she didn't answer. I suppose her and Harry were getting reacquainted, I tried Karen with the same result. My last ditch, Lucy. She answered straight away, she was a blubbering mess. "He's divorcing me, he's got pictures, please Jan help me. It was just a bit of fun, it wasn't serious, please explain that to him."
I thought I knew what she was on about. "What fun?"
"The German, it was only twice."
"You had sex with that tall blonde chap?"
"It was just a bit of fun, it was only sex, it was just a bit of fun. It didn't mean anything, please can you tell him that." She was repeating herself.
So, it appears the smoke was generated by fire. I couldn't help her. "Sorry Lucy, I've got problems of my own. Gerry isn't here." I don't think she heard me. I hung up.
My parents had moved to Spain years ago, they were too far away to help. I was on my own. I moved around the cold, empty house. I reflected, I could do nothing till Monday. It was a bit late, but I took the time to think. And think I did. All the things I and Gerry had done wrong. We had both made mistakes. But thinking back, hindsight being the exact science it is, this was mainly my fault. I had to take a large portion of the blame, at least Gerry had tried to talk to me. I don't think I even gave him the time of day. Looking back, I was surprised Gerry put up with it. I thought about it some more. Gerry must really love me to put up with the shit I gave him. Something Alan had said to me. "If he loves you, he will forgive you as long as you haven't overstepped that mark." I hadn't but seeing that picture of me and Alan dancing I knew exactly what Gerry would think and I can't blame him after the way I've treated him.
I had to pull myself together. I need milk and something to eat too, even though it didn't feel like it. I closed the fridge and the freezer and turned them on. I went to the supermarket. I left the piece of paper in the middle of the lounge table as a reminder. I picked up Gerry's wedding ring and slipped it on my thumb, it was the only finger it wouldn't fall off. Later I got a chain and wore it around my neck until I could convince Gerry to put it back on.
I didn't phone Dee or Karen, definitely not Lucy, this was my problem. I drank a bit to calm my nerves, not too much. I made notes, I thought some more, I planned. I sent an email to work I was not going to be in for the next week, no explanation if they didn't like it, I would leave, or they would sack me. I had bigger problems.
Monday morning at eight o'clock I was at Gerry's factory in my car, my suitcase packed in the back. I had a full tank of fuel. The receptionist called Gerry's boss down. I told him Gerry had forgotten his personal laptop and his phone wasn't working and I'd forgotten where his accommodation was. I think he was a bit wary, but he told me he'd seen me with Gerry at company functions, he knew who I was. He gave me the address.
I lied, I don't care, I was trying to save my marriage.
I put the address in the Sat Nav and five hours later I was sitting outside his Airbnb. All I had to do now was wait. I was pretty sure he wouldn't be home till gone six. I took a risk and brought some food, enough for the two of us and a couple of his favourite beers. He wouldn't want to drink too much, he was working tomorrow. I didn't know whether to wait on the doorstep or in the car. It was taken out of my hands. There was a knock on the window and there was Gerry. I got out and went to kiss him, he put his hand up to stop me, I accepted that. "You were quicker than I thought, I wasn't expecting you until Friday afternoon or Saturday. You had better come in." It was small and tidy. I showed him the food bag; It was a ready meal to be done in the microwave, he nodded his head. Gerry set the table. We ate in silence. After we finished, I fetched him a beer and I had tea. We sat in the lounge on the settee, we sat at opposite ends. I couldn't help it, I was crying.
"I've planned what I was going to say, but sitting here now it all seems so feeble, pathetic. Gerry, my love. I have made a terrible mistake. But first off despite what you saw in that picture I have not slept with or been intimate in any way with another man since we got together. That was Alan, I will explain everything about him in a bit. I have nothing to hide from you. We just talked and hopefully what he said to me will save my marriage. I have made mistakes, you have made mistakes too, but mine were so much bigger. Please can I explain?"
He nodded, he'd barely spoken two words to me since he let me in. "I had worries I didn't tell you about, I mentioned not being listened to at work, you didn't seem to want to listen. I didn't tell you Rachel got the promotion I was going for; she's only been there a year, I've been there over four. I felt it was mine. When I asked for feedback, all they said was I wasn't ready, there was no other guidance, no other help. That was no feedback. I felt like a failure, so I didn't tell you that I didn't get the promotion. I got upset and I took it out on you."
He just looked at me. I could read nothing in his eyes. I carried on.
I took a sip of my tea. "You were having problems at work, I'm sorry to say that I can't remember what they were."
I took his hand. "I didn't listen to you, I accused you of not leaving me alone and all you were doing was being concerned for me, trying to help.
"I thought my problems were bigger than yours, they weren't. I could get another job, so could you, but it would be so much harder for you and meanwhile we wouldn't be able to pay the mortgage.
"I realise now when I told you I was unhappy, when you suggested I change jobs you knew that would make things difficult with money and still you suggested it.


"I thought you were trying to control me, you weren't, you were trying to help and I didn't see it, you were giving me options.
"When you suggested I change jobs, I remember telling you that felt like giving up and it showed weakness. You apologised."
Quietly Gerry said. "I agreed with you that on one hand it looked weak, but on the other hand to up sticks and move showed strength. I couldn't win. It had to be your choice, and I would support whatever you decided. I think you saw that as a weakness on my part. It wasn't, I was supporting your decisions."
He was correct, that is what I had thought at the time. "I know that now, I'm sorry. I took it all the wrong way. I think I was taking my anger at the company out on you. I'm sorry I did that darling. I was wrong." That was exactly what Alan had pointed out to me. I didn't think it was a good idea to point out to Gerry that it was Alan that told me about that. I didn't want to hurt him any more by telling him I had ignored him and listened to a stranger.
"I thought I wanted a reset, to think about where I was going. To you it would have looked like I wanted a reset from us, but I was mainly thinking about my direction at work." I looked at him in the face. "I should have listened to you, I'm sorry."
I seemed to be saying 'sorry' a lot.
"Do you know what I thought when you said you wanted a reset and then blocked me?"
I shook my head. "No." I said quietly. "I was too wrapped up in my own problems."
"That you wanted a reset from me and that we were done. Then I saw that picture of you with that chap, Alan is his name?" I nodded. "I decided to go." Then he really surprised me. "I've got a solicitor drawing up a divorce."
Gerry said quietly. "You wanted a reset for yourself, not for us. Me, I wanted that holiday in Scotland to reset us, to talk, to make us a couple again. But you went on holiday to reset yourself and then when I saw that picture of you dancing with that man, I knew the reset you wanted wasn't with me, so I left."
I felt my mouth hang open. I was stunned. Is that what he really saw, a wife that didn't listen to him, didn't take him into consideration and probably worst of all, didn't recognise when he was trying to help her and graciously accept the help from someone who loved her. Then choose a holiday with friends instead of him, blocked him then he saw her dancing with another man.
Shit!
Looking at it from his point of view I could see where he was coming from.
I had to stop this!
"Alan told me the times I heard you and didn't ignore you, I used your comments against you. I turned your apologies into weapons. I'm sorry I didn't realise I was doing it.
"It was all wrong and it was all my fault."
I'm afraid Gerry was partially right.
I changed my mind about telling him I listened to a stranger, not my husband. I sort of admitted something I got wrong.
"Gerry I'm afraid to say you're nearly right. I did want to reset, but I was being selfish, inconsiderate. I wanted to reset myself and then come back and sort things out. I know what you saw in that picture, but it wasn't like that apart from that one dance like that. I did dance with him again, but never like that. Not the way a loving wife should dance with a man who was not her husband. But I don't want a reset with anybody else, I just got it wrong. I want to reset with you here and now. I will do anything. Please.
"I'll change jobs. You're right, If I'm not happy, don't stay there if I don't need to." I paused. "Unfortunately, this might hurt you a bit. But I'm being completely honest, I didn't listen to you, but I listened to Alan, a stranger. I should have listened to you; it would have saved you an awful lot of heartache. I'm sorry my love, I found him easy to talk to. He was a stranger who didn't know me. Everything I told Dee or the other two would have got back to you somehow. I'm sorry I poured my heart out to a total stranger. That was wrong, he could see I had pain, so could the girls. Dee was helpful, but I didn't let on to her or the others what was really bothering me. I'm sorry. They thought the holiday was all I needed."
What I had just said would have hurt him, but now I had to explain it. "Alan made mistakes, we talked and he saw I was making similar mistakes to what he'd made. I had already made some of them, but he showed me a way back, and hopefully he got a way back with his wife for the mistakes he made."
I took a sip of my tea, it was cold. I finished it.
"I'm sorry sweetie but you changed, you went cold. Looking back I can understand why, I turned you down so many times and not just in bed. I ignored you so many times you stopped trying. Every time you admitted to a failing, I took it as a weakness. It wasn't, it was strength recognising you could do better. But I didn't let you. I threw it back at you. I complained you were controlling. So you let me take charge and sometimes, somehow it fell apart, I don't know but how, that became your fault too. And you just took it, again I took that as weakness, it wasn't, you knew you couldn't win without hurting me. When you worked late so you could get on, secure our future you weren't here and I thought you were working late to avoid me because I wanted to talk to you and you were using work as a way of not letting me. I know now that's not true you were just trying to get on to secure our future. I'm afraid to say the woman you love became your biggest critic, not your biggest supporter which I should have been and I'm eternally ashamed of that."
Tears were pouring down my face now. "I accused you of not being there for me. You were just protecting yourself and looking to our future. When I turned down your holiday to go with friends and then blocked you was the biggest slap in the face ever. If you had done that to me, I would probably have left you."
I cuffed the snot from my nose and brushed away the tears with the back of my hand. "Those were the mistakes that Alan made for years, he told me about them. He started an electrical installation business, K&C installations, something like that, he showed me pictures of his vans and building, Lincoln way. Alan got wrapped up in business problems, well you know how it goes. I just turned them around to see how I treated you." I sniffed. "Hopefully I've learned from somebody else's mistakes and some of my own. Please, I love you, give me another chance?
"Alan was no threat to you or us. Can I tell you Alan's story and show you a video?"
Gerry nodded, slowly.
I told Gerry Alan's story and all the mistakes he told me he'd made, and the similar ones I was making. I showed Gerry the video, I was too far away for sound, so I narrated what I saw from what Alan told me what he planned. By the time I was finished I was drained.
He poured some of his beer into my teacup and gave it to me, I was thankful. That was it. It wasn't very good. I'd admitted my mistakes. I promised to change. But I'm afraid only time will tell.
"Tell me Gerry and be completely honest please."
"I've always been completely honest with you."
I gave a small smile. "Yes, but I need some answers to questions we've asked before, a few years ago, but things have changed and we haven't talked about them since." I carried straight on. "What are your plans for us, what were your plans for holidays, old age, where do you see us in, I don't know 30-40 years' time, do you even want children?"
He leaned back in his chair. "Wow."
I held my hands up. "I don't want answers right away, it's an example. Have we sat down since we talked about it nearly three years ago and reassessed it? Have we sat down and worked out where we're going? I know you know where you're going with work. That's planned, but where are we going as husband and wife, what do we have planned?"
I had been talking a lot. I took a sip of his beer, it was warm, it didn't matter. I continued.
"Since talking to Alan, I realised we've become so wrapped up in our own lives that we forgot to look to the future, our future. We forgot to sit down and talk. I want to spend this week sitting here with you looking into the future together, there will be compromises. We're not going to agree on everything, but I think we can work it out.
"My darling, we have both got things wrong, but me far more than you. So, for this debacle I take the vast majority of the blame."
Quietly he said. "Yes, at times I felt like I was beating my head against a brick wall and all I was getting was a headache, so I stopped doing it. True I could have done things differently, I don't know what, because you weren't talking much to me. And everything I said to you was thrown back at me, but you're right we're not back there, we're here and now and we should move forward, learning from the mistakes we made in the past.
"You've certainly given me something to think about, not least the children thing. And to be honest, since we talked about it, I hadn't thought about it." Then he threw something at me which I wasn't expecting. "Do you want children?"
I gave it a little laugh because I hadn't thought about it either. It was my turn to be honest. "Actually, I was using that as an example, I really don't know. I haven't thought about it either." Then I had an idea. I leaned forward, took his hands in mine and looked at him square in the face and said. "I think that should form the first part of our planning chat. What do you say?"
"All I can say is you've given me a lot to think about, I don't know." He looked tired. "I've got work early tomorrow. I suppose you'd better stay here."
I took my hands from his and slid in front of him and wrapped them around his legs. Looking up into his eyes I said. "Where else would I go? My place is here with you. I love you, I've made some mistakes, but I think we can work through this. The only place I want to be right now is in your bed with you. Where I belong." I stood up and took his hand. I gave him a gentle pull and said. "I don't know where the bedroom is, please take your wife to bed."
I did rock his world. It had been weeks since we'd been intimate and I missed it, I missed him and I told him so. A lot of the stress and strain went that night. I didn't wake up until nearly eight, the bed beside me was empty. Gerry's old work shirt was lying at the bottom of the bed. I wore it, it smelt of him.
I wandered through to the kitchen to find something for breakfast. There was a note on the table, I was dreading it. I picked it up and there was a key there. The note said, 'I've only got food for me. you had better go shopping. This is the spare front door key' I had a grin like a Cheshire cat, at least he wasn't throwing me out.
I went shopping and during the day I took the liberty of unpacking. I still didn't know what we were going to do or how long this project was going to take. It was just gone four o'clock when I got a text message. "Be home at half five will bring Chinese, we need to talk."
Shit all I could do was sit and wait. Gerry was working all day, he wouldn't have much time to think about our, my, problems. So, I was worried, this did not bode well. But I knew it had to happen. I braced myself.
As we ate I asked him about his work. I apologised telling him I'd not paid enough attention to what he was telling me. When was the job due to finish? When was he coming home?
When I asked the last question, he looked at me and said. "At this moment in time I'm not sure I am."
That hurt, I had some work to do. I held back the tears.
"Can I ask a question?"
"Of course, always, you might not like the answer sometimes."
"Why did you do that to the house, you know, frost protection, empty the fridge and the freezer?"
"You've been drifting away from me. All your problems seem to be so much greater than mine. I had solutions for mine, you didn't for yours, I did suggest some ways you could sort out your problems. But you just accused me of trying to control you.
"You left, blocked me and danced in the arms of another man after ignoring me. What the bloody hell was I supposed to think?
"I wasn't sure you were coming back. And I wanted to protect the house. I didn't want any damage when we sold it."
That was Gerry, thinking ahead.
I looked at him and said, "The only time we're selling that house as if we need a bigger one. But knowing what I know now I completely understand why you did it. And I am so sorry my darling."
I felt my eyes tingle. I went to the counter and poured myself a small glass of wine. I took him by the hand and led him to the lounge; it would be much more comfortable there for what I planned.
Then I took a deep breath. "This is my fault Gerry, I caused this. But I'm afraid I need your help. How can I fix this? Help me please, my love."
"You've made a good start by realising how you treated me, even if it was listening to another man. But I can't get over that picture of you and that man, Alan. How serious were you?"
I had an idea, it might help. "Have you got any more photographs?"
"Yes, a couple. I bet you're wondering how I got them."
"I am, but it's not important."
Gerry passed me his phone with the pictures open, I swiped until I found what I was looking for. I showed Gerry a picture. "I would like to point out something, it's not a lot. In this first picture you can see Dee in the background, she's resting her forearms on Rodger's chest, his hands are on her waist, their bodies aren't touching." I swiped. "If you look at this next one the following evening I'm dancing with Alan the same way. Don't you think if we'd been intimate, we'd be much closer.
"I know it's a little shabby. You could ask whoever took these pictures if they have any more of Alan and me, you will see we never left the restaurant. You could ask Dee, she was with me most of the time apart from the afternoon when I was with Alan. You could try the girls."
"I might try that. I might phone Dee or Karen. No point in phoning Lucy, she's got enough problems."
How much did Gerry know? I asked him, he told me he knew about Lucy's cheating on holiday and the divorce. Jake had suspected it before we went away, but it was me that gave it away, I gave him the nod.
My face must have looked confused.
Gerry carried on. "The four of us went out for a beer on Wednesday. I just happened to say I'd had no messages from you, and it appeared you'd blocked me because your phone went straight to answer phone. Harry and Bill said they got the usual calls, but Jake said he got more, a lot more and they were a bit gushy, like Lucy was making excuses. Silly I know, but we'd all had a few beers by then, Jake got quite maudlin towards the end of the evening. His parting shot to us as he left was. 'I need to sort this out one way or another,'. Harry offered to contact Dee to see if everything was alright. I told him that would be nice and let me know what he found out. But things got overtaken by events. The following day I got a message and a picture from Jake. He'd jumped on a plane Thursday morning and flew to Majorca.
"While wandering around looking for Lucy he saw you dancing with that chap and sent me the picture. He followed Lucy to a hotel which wasn't hers. He had photographs of her going into a hotel with a tall blonde chap and coming out of the hotel at four in the morning. As far as he was concerned that was enough. He watched you suspecting you were carrying on with Alan. I suppose he wanted company in his misery. He kept an eye on you all. But apart from those chats with Alan, none of you seemed to put a foot wrong.
"Okay you drank, danced and flirted a little, apart from you dancing with your arms around Alan that one time you were just a bunch of girls out having fun. He'd seen enough of what Lucy had done. He even has photos of her popping out for a quickie during that last night, that made him really angry. Her having sex the day before she was due to come home to him. He was on the same plane as you. Harry was waiting around the corner with his car and the divorce paperwork. After you all got out, he gave Lucy the divorce application and dropped her off at her parents. I think he got one of the other blokes to raise the online paperwork while he was away and leave it in his car. Online applications don't take long. Six months and it's all over with if you're interested."
I was gobsmacked. "Why was it my fault, what nod?"
"Jake phoned me last week, he thought you saw Lucy up to something, that is why you blocked me so you didn't get asked awkward questions." Gerry threw his hands up. "Don't ask me how he got to that conclusion. Harry and Bill can't see it either. We think he was looking for any excuse to go out there and check on Lucy."
Gerry took a drink of his beer. "I have an admission to make."
I do wish he hadn't paused, I was worried. He carried on. "I searched for electrical installation companies in Lincolnshire and found C&K of Louth. I gave them a call. I spoke to a nice lady called Claire, she passed me on to Roger. We had a bit of a chat. He did offer to give me Alan's phone number, but he asked that I wait until he got back. He and Judy were still in Majorca trying to sort out their marriage. He backed up everything you said. So, I believe you there was no intimacy between you and Alan, and I can almost get it's sometimes easier to talk to somebody you know you'll never see again. That doesn't mean we haven't got work to do."
"I know, I will do anything to make this better to fix what I broke."
I knew what I wanted to do for Gerry. It's not sexy to talk seriously, but I wanted to show him he was the only one for me. I had to do this, but I wasn't ready down there for what I wanted to do. I had planned this and wasn't wearing any underwear, just the skirt. I went across to him, undid his belt, opened his flies and took out his cock. I know what he likes. I gently stroked him up and down. He was starting to get hard. He was semi hard when I buried my face onto his cock, he got much harder quickly. But I was not wet enough yet, I started diddling myself with my left hand whilst I sucked him deep into my mouth. I wasn't feeling particularly sexy but I wanted to do this for him, I'm sure I would enjoy it.
"Do you promise to do this for me every day?" He asked, his voice sounded light.
I carried on sucking, nibbling, thinking, then pulling myself off of his cock I replied. "No, I won't promise you something that I can't keep to, and I can't promise to suck you off every day for the rest of our lives." I gave another suck and made sure I was moist down between my legs. I was wet now, I lifted my fingers up to my mouth and sucked them. He likes it when I do that. I slid up his body and impaled myself on his hard cock. It felt good, bloody good, I was getting into this now. Sitting there with him inside me rocking gently backwards and forwards. I rested my hands on his shoulders, looked him in the face. I made sure he was fully inside me and I said. "I promise to work on our marriage, I promise never to hold anything back, to be completely honest. If I have a problem, I will share it and I will listen to any problems you have. That I do promise."
He was fully inside me. I stopped, leaned down and kissed him. As I pulled away, I said. "I'm sorry for the way I've behaved for the last six months. I love you, I promise not to do that again."
He took hold of my wrists, pulled them from him and ran his hands up to my shoulders. He said. "I return that promise to you in full. I promise to love you and share with you all the problems I have." He moved his hands, took hold of my waist, rolled me on my back on the floor and he used every inch of his manhood to make sure I was satisfied.
I stayed with Gerry for the rest of the week. We talked, a lot, I went and brought some naughty underwear. Gerry had always wanted me to wear stockings. I thought they were too much bother. Gerry showed me the bother was worth it.


Friday we both went home. We came up with plans for our immediate future. We talked a little about long term plans in between wrecking the bedroom, the lounge and even the kitchen a bit. He had another two weeks on this installation, possibly a third for troubleshooting if anything didn't work out, after that he would be on instant call in case anything went wrong.
Before he left early Monday morning, he lifted the chain that had his wedding ring off my neck and placed it around his own. I cried tears of joy.
I went to work on Monday morning and asked for an interview with HR. I was invited to see Mr Jones, the head of HR in the afternoon. I told him I was disappointed at not getting the promotion and somebody with apparently less experience was promoted over me. Whilst difficult, I could live with that, but there was no formal feedback, no way to improve, no guidance and I was tending my resignation. I was paid monthly, so I had to give them a month's notice. I handed Mr Jones my resignation and grievances. There were the usual apologies, I'd had enough, I walked out.
Rachel, who had been promoted, came to my desk on Tuesday just before I left for home and asked if we could go for a drink. I was tempted to tell her to shove it, but she'd done nothing wrong. Gerry was still away and I had nothing else to do, and I was intrigued at what she wanted.
She brought the drinks and she did most of the talking and explained to me why she felt she got the job over me. She was disappointed I was leaving because she was hoping for my help because I had more experience. I couldn't believe she said that and I laughed. She agreed that it sounded a bit silly after my complaint.
She told me she'd found out that the company wanted to keep me in my current position because I was solid, reliable and people in the office came to me when things went wrong. If I'd been promoted, I would have other duties and not be able to carry out that helpful workmate role.
She asked me if I'd stay if they came up with a training programme to ready me for the next promotion opportunity.
I just looked at her and said, "You've just got the job, you're not moving for another 5 or 6 years and looking around, nor is anybody else. I'm not waiting that long, I'm off."
I thanked her for the drink and went home. It was a longer chat with Gerry that evening.
It was a week later when I was dragged into HR. It appears my colleagues had been complaining about my attitude, and I was spending more time hunting for jobs than I was doing my own job and wasn't as helpful as I used to be. I pointed out it wasn't in my terms of reference or company policy to be helpful and asked him if he'd like me to leave straight away. They didn't, they asked me to stay until my notice period was up because it was taking time to get recruiting to fill my post and this would increase the workload of everybody else when I left. As if I was worried.
Tough, again I got up and walked out. Mr Jones must be getting used to that by now. Later that day he came to my desk. That was novel, you normally got summoned to him. He slid an envelope across my desk and said. "Would you consider this please?"
After he left, I opened the envelope and there was an offer of promotion to office manager. A sort of halfway between where I was and the department manager promotion I hadn't got. It was a new post with a commensurate increase in salary. I was half tempted to tear it up and throw it in the bin, but I thought Gerry and I had better discuss this.
That evening on the phone I told Gerry about the offer, and I was coming to him for this last weekend. I realised he may have to work to finish off bits and pieces. We talked on Friday evening about the offer, and other long-term things. He did work most of Saturday but was home by three.
I still had things to do to make up for what he'd missed. It's not very nice, but we had pizza in bed at eight, the crumbs got bloody everywhere.
Sunday over breakfast I was again wearing his cast-off work shirt. It smelt a bit of oil and his sweat. We had talked about the offer and being typical Gerry, he wanted to think about it. Ideas came to him not instantly. They would ruminate and pop into his head.
We went to a local pub for a late lunch. We had just finished dessert, Banana Split, one of my favourites. He was sitting beside me, he took my hand and said. "This is a pure suggestion, the decision will be yours. I will support whatever you decide. If I didn't want it, I wouldn't suggest it. But again, the final decision is yours."
He squeezed my hand gently. "How about you take the job and then in say three, six maybe nine months you have to take maternity leave. That is of course if you want..."
Christ did I ever want children with this man. I threw myself at him. Plates flew all over the table. Waiters rushed up, one of the waitresses said. "It almost sounds like he's just asked you to marry him?"
"Oh much better than that." I replied.
As he hugged me he whispered into my ear. "I take it that's a 'yes' then?"
I nodded frantically. "I've had time to think and I do want children, and I want them with you. I wasn't sure how you felt."
"I've had time to think, but we've not had time to think together. I think we should go home, practise the baby making part and talk about our long-term plans."
I looked him deep in the eyes and I whispered "I wasn't always sure I was going to get you back, it scared me half to death. I don't ever intend to put you, or me through that ever again."
Baby Caroline was born 15 months later.
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*********************************************************************************
Cheryl was leaning against the kitchen worktop, she was playing with her wedding ring, swivelling it around her finger.
"Are you keeping that on whilst you're with Aaron?"
"What?"
"Your wedding ring." John said.
She looked confused for a second. "I hadn't thought about it. Look John, I can't see what the problem is. We talked about this. I can't see why you're making such a fuss," she said, her tone impatient. "It's just that I want this. It's not like I want a divorce. It is just one night."
John was sitting at the kitchen table, watching her as she played with her wedding ring. "No, you talked, you told me to listen. I did and when you'd finished, I told you I didn't want you to do it. I can't stop you. I can't handcuff you to the bed to stop you going out with Aaron for the night."
She smiled at him. "It's one night and I will make it up to you tomorrow, I promise. You can handcuff me to the bed. I know you like that," she paused. "Look, I'll be back home before the sun comes up and you can reclaim me, then tomorrow night we can play any games you like."
The silence in the kitchen was tangible.
She continued. "It's just the once, I promise and you've not said 'no'."
"You're correct it will be just the once if you go out that door. It has to be your choice not to do this. If I tell you no and you don't go, you'll hold it against me for the rest of our married life, which probably won't be very long. It must be your choice. I'm asking you one final time. Please do not go out tonight and spend the night having sex with Aaron."
"It's just one night." That was the admission that John wanted.
"I've given you my answer, if you go out that door there will be consequences."
A car horn sounded. "That'll be Aaron." Cheryl said.
"Just go," he said, his voice flat and low. There was no anger, no pain, just resignation.
Just two words, spoken with that flat tone. It disturbed Cheryl for a second, but only a second
"Good. I knew you'd see it my way," she smiled in relief, "I've got to run. Aaron's waiting for me. We'll talk about this tomorrow if you need to. I'm glad you're being so grown up about it."
Cheryl waited for him to say something, but he just sat there calmly accepting things like he had so many other things over the years. Like cars, houses, holidays, children, but this was bigger, much bigger than all of them.
Things were finally going as she had thought they might and hoped. She was going to be true to her word, it would be just one night, but oh, what a night she and Aaron had planned.
John just sat there, his face giving nothing away as he looked at her.
She quickly walked out the front door.
As soon as the front door closed John stood up, picked up his phone from the kitchen table and slid it into his pocket. Next, he picked up his laptop rucksack from behind the door and followed her out. He knew who she was going with, but not where.
Getting in his car he followed them to the Milford hotel.
John retrieved a sheet of paper from his rucksack and gave them 10 minutes to settle down.
John walked past the 'Please wait here to be seated' sign, around the outside of the restaurant, so he approached the would-be lovers from behind Cheryl.
Aaron looked up and saw John. Arron's face suddenly lost all of its colour.
Noticing something different Cheryl turned to see John walking towards them. He stopped and laid a piece of paper in front of Cheryl. The words were bold across the top. 'Petition for divorce of Mr John Edward Harris and Cheryl Jane Harris nee Green"
John turned and walked away. He heard the clatter of heels, he felt a hand pulling him around. "But I haven't done anything."
"But you intended to." John pressed play on his phone. Cheryl heard John say. "Please do not go out tonight and spend the night having sex with Aaron."
And her reply; "It's just one night."
John looked at her said to her. "I see you took your wedding ring off then."
John carried on walking away.
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I was in the queue at the supermarket when my life started to unravel. I'd just picked up a pizza and a couple of beers for tonight's entertainment. My fiancé, Jayne, was going out to a work party, but partners weren't invited. Which was strange, old Mr. Prendergast knowing how much support a family can give to people who work for him and his business normally invited everyone. I was going to fill up Jayne's car with petrol when I had finished here.
"Hi Harry." I turned around and there was Phyllis, one of Jayne's work colleagues. "Are you looking forward to tonight? It should be a good one, both companies are there. So, there should be some new faces."
Confused, I stuttered my reply. "Sorry... not going, got something else on. Normal crowd going?"
"Oh yeah, the usual mob. Pity you're not, John would like a chat about the cricket next week."
John was her husband. He was going, but I wasn't invited!
I paid for my stuff, waved to Phyllis, and went out to the car. I didn't get petrol.
So, my girlfriend of 3 years and fiancé of 1 and with whom I had a wedding planned in 3 months' time was going to a party without me. This needed looking into!
I got home and put the pizza and beer in the fridge. Jayne was still out visiting her parents making some final arrangements for the wedding.
She came in just in time to get ready to go out to the party. I watched her dress. It was smart, there was nothing sexy.
"Are you sure I can't come?" I asked.
"No, Mr. Prendergast is quite insistent this time because the company we got the contract with is there as well, there's not a great deal of room."
The first lie?
"Shall I pick you up when you finish then?"
"No. I'll probably get a taxi home with Julia and Sandy." They were two single girlfriends of hers.
Whilst she finished getting dressed, I went downstairs and phoned one of my cricket mates who also worked at her company. He was taking his fiancé. So why wasn't I invited? What was going on?
I heard a car pull up. As she left, she gave me a big hug, a kiss on the cheek saying, "I'll see you around midnight. If you're a good boy, I might have something special for you."
Going upstairs I packed a bag with some casual clothes, toiletries, and put the laptop in the rucksack. I was hoping I could unpack all these things when I got home.
When I got to the venue, the place was heaving with a whole bunch of faces I'd never seen before, so it was easy to hide. I got myself a pint and stood in the corner quietly watching the festivities. It was plainly obvious that partners had been invited. I could see Jayne and her friends. They were drinking, laughing, joking, they danced a bit and were obviously having a bloody good time. They danced a lot with various people, some I knew, some I didn't. But nothing untoward happened. So why was I not invited?
That was when John saw me standing at the bar. He had a quizzical look on his face. He walked across to Phyllis. He pointed me out to her. She walked straight across the room to Jayne and her friends, said something and then pointed to me standing by the bar.
Jayne's face was aghast. She stood up and came straight across to me followed by her friends.
"Darling, it's not what it looks like, we're just having a good time."
"Then why did you tell me partners weren't invited? Why did you lie?"
Julia said. "Look, it's just a bit of fun, there's no harm done."
"So, lying to your fiancé is okay. First, she lies to, me then cheats on me later."
How did she think she would get away with this.
I lifted her overnight bag and laptop onto the table next to me.
Her face fell.
Sandy said. "Look, we just wanted to have a good time. Nothing's happened. We just wanted to let our hair down a bit. She'll be getting married in three months."
"Not now, she's not." I said to Sandy.
Looking at Jayne "I'll phone your father and cancel the wedding. I'm sure he, being the vicar at our wedding will understand the depth of your deception."
I walked out.
******************************************************************************************************
Was he harsh, or did he dodge a bullet? You decide. I'm sure you will tell me. I feel there's a great deal more scope in this for a FTDS. It could have gone many ways, please feel free to give it a go, just give me a heads up.
As I am running short of time to get this in before the end of February it has not gone through its usual checking by my friend. As usual all mistakes are mine.
Somebody said if it's worth an FTDS then it's not a 750 story. I disagree. There's often scope to expand and uplift a 750 story.
To that end, and to please one of my readers, I have taken my last three 750 stories out of my published folder, placing them in my 'to be finished folder' with a FTDS tag. Happy J&M? Give me a preference.
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The Enticement
I was sitting in the pub waiting for my brother. I knew he had something important planned for this evening, but I asked him if he could spare me half an hour or so. Bobby was my brother and best friend next to my wife Melissa, and we shared nearly everything.
Bob works at our Dad's butcher shop. Dad had two shops; he ran one and Bobby the other. I went down a different route. I work for a company installing, servicing, maintaining and repairing food processing machines. You know the ones that wrap your pizza, the ones that you pour potatoes in one end and you get bags of frozen chips out the other. That was what I did. I was a food machine maintenance engineer.
As I waited my mind ran on, what was Melissa playing at. I thought back, had I been away too much? Over the last few years, I'd done several installations, they would generally last a week, occasionally longer. There'd been the odd regular service trip, they would be a day or two and the occasional call out, but not a lot. Recently I've been taking some of the apprentices with me and I'd taken on a teaching role. I told my boss I didn't want the travelling anymore because it was about time Melissa and I started a family. I wanted that cleared away before I talked to her. She had been making suggestions about starting a family six months ago, but it had dropped off recently.
There was an opportunity coming up. Management had approached me and asked if I would like the job of Scheduling Manager and continue with the teaching of apprentices. It would mean working more on the factory floor with the occasional call out. I had mentioned to Melissa there may be a chance for less travelling.
A few months ago they had put me through a 'Train the trainer to train' and a 'Maintenance Error' course on how to teach and how to investigate the human factor side of machinery breaking down. That had been very interesting, how to ask questions and interpret the answers, a lot of it was what you could read in facial expressions and body language. Nine months ago, I found somebody who had purposely broken a machine. Because the company wouldn't let him have time off at short notice, he broke the machine he was working on, so could have the time off anyway.
I found out what was wrong. It didn't take a great deal to undo a screw to have things fall apart, however that screw was locked in. He would've had to undo the locking device, which I found lying on the floor. The factory management asked me to carry out the interview; it was the first and hopefully the last time I would have to do that for someone who sabotaged machinery. He ended up in front of the magistrate and pleaded guilty. The whole thing gave me an insight into understanding people's characters.
Bobby arrived, he did look bloody smart. I knew what he had planned was important. We hugged and he sat down. He took a mouthful of shandy; he wouldn't want to be drunk tonight.
"Okay Davy what's wrong?"
"Melissa is playing her games, but it's not in the usual way. If it is what I think it is, I might need your help."
He laughed. "Anything but murder mate, well, we'll cross that bridge when we come to it. Tell me."
We had confided in each other since the weekend our parents went away. I was 17 an d was supposed to be responsible. Bobby was 16. We had managed to buy a bottle of vodka. When a lot of it had gone and we were well pissed, he let slip that he had seen my browser history on my laptop and he had seen the porn. He pointed out there's an abundance of one particular sort.
I threatened to tell Mum and Dad about his smoking if he didn't let me see his browser history. He told me he wasn't smoking. I replied I had smelt it on his clothes. He said he tried it once but didn't like it and wasn't going to do it again, but he gave in and brought me his laptop. I saw what he was into. We never talked about it after that, just the odd little quip like asking each other if our latest girlfriends were into it. We never replied to those questions.
"Well, she's done the usual things like when she wants something, nice meals, dressing up, suggesting stuff, increasing, well, you know."
"Kinky?"
"I'm expecting that tonight which will seal it, but the difference this time is there's no brochures for new cars, holidays or kitchens, there are no hints so I'm dreading it. "
"Are you thinking it's a bloke, an affair?"
"I know she gets hit on quite a lot."
Bobby chuckled. "I think that's a given mate, she is stunningly gorgeous, she is quite smart, but she can be a bit airheaded at times. She's a walking wet dream. I know you've had to have words with men in the past."
He was correct, she could be airheaded. We'd be watching telly and she would come up with something completely random about somebody at work. One time we were discussing something about cars and out of nowhere she'd start talking about the differences in the weather between Tasmania and mainland Australia. Where the fuck did that come from?
"Yeah, a few squashed toes out there. I know she's a bit airheaded, but I don't think she'd go that far, but I'll tell you now if she has, that's it. I don't care how much I love her and I do. If she stepped over that mark, we are done."
Bobby asked. "Does she know about Sally?" A former girlfriend of mine.
"Some of it, not that she cheated on me."
"What do you want from me?"
"Nothing yet but we'll see. Anyway, good luck this evening."
He stood up, I could see the bulge of the ring box in his pocket. We hugged and he walked away. I had another pint, pondering what she was up to. Melissa was stunningly gorgeous and as Bobby said, she could be airheaded. She was intelligent, smart, funny but sometimes she'd come up with stupid ideas and hadn't thought things all the way through. Her jokes were sometimes close to the mark. Now, I'm not one for political correctness and if you take offence that's your problem unless I mean to give it, but if I don't mean to give offence and you take it that's your problem, not mine. But Melissa could be insensitive, the wrong jokes to the wrong people, she couldn't read her audience.
My phone buzzed with an incoming message from Melissa. '10 minutes'. She knew it would take that long to walk home. I finished my pint and walked back home wondering what was going to happen next.
I walked into my personal wet dream. It was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs, her long blonde, wavy, shiny hair, the smoky eye makeup, the dark lipstick, the ball gag hanging round her neck, the latex catsuit that touched everywhere over her gorgeous figure, the over the elbow leather gloves, the waist clincher accentuating her boobs. They were a perfect size for me and probably most men. The clincher could be tighter, but if it was, I would worry who had done it up that tight, the thigh length boots and with a smile on her face. What made my day, she was swinging our handcuffs on the fingers of her right-hand.
"Come on baby, it's bedroom time for you." With that she turned and walked up the stairs swinging her hips just enough. I could see the zip that ran between her legs and up to the small of her back. I'll be undoing that later.
We got to the bedroom, she got down on her knees, undid my belt and pulled my zip down. It didn't take long for her to fish my cock out, it was already hard.
She took me in her mouth, and in the next two or three minutes she left the dark imprint of her lipstick on my cock. As much as I tried to hold back, I didn't last long and I filled her mouth. She swallowed as she stood up. "That's the first one done, I'm sure you will last longer next time, but one of us has too many clothes on." She said as she walked to the dressing table. Sitting there were two glasses of wine, she handed me one and took a mouthful of hers, swilled it around her mouth and swallowed, she knows I hate the taste of cum.
Whilst I was undressing, she laid back on the bed, took the handcuffs, clipped one around her right wrist, threaded the chain around the headboard and secured her left wrist. She tilted her head to one side and smiled at me as she lifted and opened her legs. I was very quickly naked and beside her. I put my hand into her long hair and pulled her into a wine tasting kiss. I was starting to get hard again. Meanwhile I was pulling down the zip that ran from her neck down to the top of the waist clincher and I could fondle her breasts. Her nipples were soon rock hard. We tongue danced for a while and then I slid further down with my hand in her hair. I pulled her head back so I could kiss her neck, I felt her shudder. My hand left her breast and slid down over the waist clincher, down between her legs. She lifted her backside up and I could get my hand around to find the tab on the zip, I pulled down between her legs and up to the waist clincher. Whilst doing that I felt something up her backside, bum play hadn't always been big on our list.
My fingers soon found my way to her honeypot, it was sopping, I used the lubrication to run my fingers over her clitoris. She shouted again. It didn't take long for me to elicit her first orgasm; she can be quite vocal. I slid myself down the bed intending to spend some time between her thighs. As much as I hated the taste of my cum, I love the taste of my wife's love juices. She murmured at me, I placed the ball gag against her lips, she opened her mouth, the ball gag slipped in, she turned her head so I could tighten the strap. "Blindfold?" I asked her, she shook her head, I think around the ball gag she said. "I like to watch you come."
I eased my fingers inside her, playing gently. easing them backwards and forwards whilst I licked all around her pussy often running my tongue over her clitoris, that made her shudder. Some of my deep thrusts with two fingers I timed with my clit lick and lifting my fingers up in an attempt to find her G spot. I could tell when I succeeded.
I saw the butt plug, I didn't know we had one, that was something new.
A few times I let her get close and pulled back, then I could see one building, this was going to be the one. I pulled myself off and entered with one hard, deep quick thrust and stopped. She screamed around the gag. I started with long, deep strokes. I know what she likes and I tried to fulfil her every desire. I started to feel her grip me. I lifted her legs to get better penetration and pushed in hard all the way.
She pulled her legs free from my hands and her booted legs went round my back and held me in. Her clenching pussy made me erupt.
Like a lot of men, a desire to fall asleep overcame me. But I had jobs to do first. Looking down at my gorgeous wife, I unbuckled the ball gag, easing it from her mouth I leaned down and kissed her deeply.
Taking the key from the bedside cabinet, I removed the handcuffs, the waist clincher and then the boots.
As I removed the boots, she smiled at me. "Thank you, sweetheart, that was fantastic. Probably your best ever."
"When my wife, the woman I love with all my heart, makes this much effort to please me, why would I not make as much effort to please her."
A smile lit up her face. "I love you too." She reached up and pulled me in for a kiss.
I helped her out of the gloves and catsuit, it was quite sticky. I pointed to the butt plug. She smiled at me. "I know it's not a big thing but just in case, the option was there for you. I'm sure you saw it whilst you were down there."
I smiled. "Maybe next time if that's what you fancy."
"Well, it's been a while since we tried it, so I thought we would try it again."
I had intended to ask her what all this was about, but the waves of tiredness were hitting me now. Tomorrow morning we will have the breakfast table chat.
In the morning there was a text from Bobby. 'She said yes.'
I replied. "She'd be silly not too, well-done little bro."
The Confrontation
Melissa was downstairs waiting for me. She had made an effort, her hair was still wavy, obviously brushed, a little make up and a short skirt under her apron.
She had the frying pan out with eggs and bacon on the counter beside the cooker, and a pot of tea was on the table.
"I heard you moving around upstairs, the tea is about right. Breakfast?"
She was holding up the frying pan. I shook my head.
"No, talk. You tell me what this is all about." I sat down and poured myself a cup of tea. Her face lost all colour, she stopped smiling.
"Melissa, sit down now and tell me what this is all about." I said firmly.
She took her apron off and I could see she was wearing a blouse that showed off her cleavage. I wasn't going to be distracted that easily. She sat opposite me.
"Okay, but please let me finish before you have a go at me, because you will. Please know I love you with all my heart."
"I don't know, it depends on what you say."
"Please promise me you won't say anything until I have finished, please."
"Alright." I wasn't going to like this at all.
She took a deep breath. "I'm sorry sweetheart but there's no way to make it easy on you so I'm going to come straight out with it. I want to try a polyamorous arrangement in our marriage."
My mouth hung open, it wasn't quite as bad as I expected. But it was bloody bad enough. I was a bit stunned, I had expected her to tell me she'd already slept with somebody; she still may have done, if she had that was it.
"You want an open marriage?"
"No, I don't want a multitude of sex partners. Just one I've developed feelings for." Looking at me, she said. "You do know what polyamorous means?"
"Oh 'yes', and the answer is'no'."
With that I stood up and walked out the back door. I heard her call. "You said you wouldn't do anything until I finished."
"I said I wouldn't talk until you finished, that rule has already been broken, I'm not talking any more, I'm leaving."
"Please, please just listen to me." She carried on talking. "It's reciprocal, you can see other people. I love you but please, I've started to have feelings for this other man."
"So, I'm not good enough for you then?"
"Yes, you're absolutely everything I need, but I can't stop my feelings. My heart has its own rules, and they're not driven by my head. I'm sorry."
"Obviously not everything. Do you love your new boyfriend then?"
She had the decency to look down. "No, not yet, but I can see it going that way. Look, it's nothing you've done wrong, absolutely nothing."
I had several scenarios planned out in my head of what she wanted or had already done; this was not one of them. I needed time to think, so I might have to play along. But the answer was always going to be 'no'.
How do you dissuade the one you love that she is on the path to ruin? And that was the problem. I loved her with every fibre of my being. We were thinking of starting a family, having the children we had talked about. I wanted them with her. I wanted her to stand beside me at our children's weddings. I wanted her to be the first person after the father to hold our grandchildren. I wanted to push our grandchildren along the beach front with her. I wanted to support her through the trials and anguish that life and children bring. She had always supported me, and I thought I had supported her in everything she'd done, but not in this.
Looking at her face and all the effort she'd put in over the last couple of weeks, I could tell she wanted this to happen. So, I was not going to say 'No' or 'Yes'. I would have to make her see the error of her ways and call it off. But if she'd already had sex with this bloke, it was too late.
By now I was in the back garden, she was standing behind me. I was taking deep breaths of the morning air. It was one of those sharp spring mornings.
"Please can we talk about this. It's something I have to do. I have to find out if there's a spark between me and him?"
I turned to look at her. "What! So, you can work out who you love more, then divorce me, take half of everything and run off with him, using me as a backup if it doesn't work with your new lover. Has he got a bigger cock, does he fuck you better, is it a money thing, is he better paid than me? You can fuck of with that."
Angrily she said. "Don't you accuse me of being unfaithful to you! I have not slept with another man since we got together. I would not go behind your back, I don't know what he's like in bed, it's not about the sex. It's about emotions."
"So, it's an emotional affair now, is it?"
"I don't know, I'm sorry I really don't know." Tears were coursing down her cheeks. "There is an emotional attraction. But I don't know how deep the feelings run and I want to find out but trust me I will never leave you. I will sign a postnuptial agreement."
"They're not legal in this country, they don't mean fuck all. You can say one thing and then do whatever the fuck you like."
"Right then we'll make it a business contract, we will get the solicitor to write it up. I'm not leaving you, I promise you if I run off with him, I will take nothing with me. I can offer that because I know I will never leave you."
I looked at her hard in the face and growled. "Yes, you will, you will take what's left of my heart." She could see the tears falling down my face.
I could barely look at her. She grabbed hold of my hand.
"Look." She said. "You told me you loved Sally before she went away and then you fell in love with me, so you can love one person and have feelings for another. Please can we just talk about it?"
"What I didn't tell you was that Sally cheated on me. It was only a one-night fling which she admits was a mistake and she was sorry. She wasn't drunk, she had a choice whether to go with this bloke or not and she still did it. I didn't stand for it with her, and I won't stand it from you. So, if I find you've had sex with this bloke we are done."
"Trust me, I haven't."
I glared at her.
About six months after Melissa and I met and around two months after we had declared our love for each other we bumped into Sally in the High Street. We chatted amicably. When we parted Melissa said to me. "You still have feelings for her." It wasn't a question.
"Yes, I still like her, but it's not love, it's you I love." We stopped walking and I pulled her into a big kiss.
She didn't know the reason why Sally and I broke up back then. But it was true, I had loved Sally before she cheated on me and I still had feelings for her, but she had burned away any love I had for her when she did that. I was grateful for the split because then I found Melissa.
"I need to go for a walk, don't follow me." I walked past her and out the front door picking up my coat and phone on the way and headed towards my brother's house. Then I thought better of it. He had just asked his long-term girlfriend June to marry him and she'd said 'yes'. If it was anything like my marriage proposal to Melissa, they were still at it.
I walked to the park. It was empty. I sat there pondering and thinking. The sun started to shine, it warmed me up, children came out to play. Mums and Dads walked around, pushing their children on swings. Grandparents were there, many pushing their grandchildren in pushchairs. I don't know how long I sat there, it felt like hours and then I heard the tinkle of an ice cream van. It was time to go home, but first, ice cream.


There were a couple of ways around this. I could just go nuclear and forbid it, just say 'No'. I felt that would drive a wedge between us. She would always blame me for stopping her doing something she deeply wanted. All I could do was just warn her of some of the consequences of what she was planning to do. I would have to be careful to make sure these warning words did not indicate the nuclear option.
The definite thing I had come up with whilst sitting there was that she had to call it off, for all the reasons I had thought of before. I would record any more chats with her to prove it was her wanting to cheat on me, because it would be cheating. I had to find out why, where did this idea come from and who it was and maybe, just maybe have a word with him. Violence may be involved, I don't know about that yet, I would have to think about the consequences.
I opened the front door, and she leapt at me and threw her arms around me and smothered me in kisses. I could see she'd been crying. Perhaps she had come to her senses? I pushed her away. "Does that mean you've changed your mind?"
She staggered back. "No, I haven't, but I was worried about you, you've been gone for hours. I didn't know where you were." She stood back. "No, I'm sorry sweetheart I haven't changed my mind, this is something I have to do, I want your approval. I'm sorry, but I am doing it."
Not with me around she isn't.
I pointed to my phone in my hand, looking at her, I said. "You could've tracked me then you'd know that I've been sitting in the park all morning."
"Oh, sorry, I didn't think of that." She looked a bit crestfallen that she hadn't thought of that.
"Okay, we can talk but please do not think talking is me agreeing to this shit show." She took a step back. I walked past her to the kitchen. It reminded me of that Jonah Lewie song, 'You'll always find me in the kitchen at parties.'
He was right, all the best parties happen in kitchens, even break up ones. I sat down placing my phone on the table. It had been recording since I walked in.
I didn't know where to start. Melissa and her boyfriend had obviously had time to talk about this plan, and I was coming in cold. Melissa made coffee before sitting opposite me. I started. "Right, you tell me how this works, but I will tell you now, I am not happy, not happy at all. Now I can see why all the sex, the favourite dinners and everything. But let's be clear you've had weeks, possibly months to plan this, but I've known about this for a few hours. So, this is going to take me some time to get used to what you have said. Again, do not think I am saying 'Yes', but let me be clear on one thing. If you've already had sex with this man I am divorcing you and trust me, I will look into it. I need to know who he is. You might as well tell me because I will find out."
"I was never going to hide it from you, but please no violence, no attacking him. It's not all his fault, he tried to bury his feelings for me, but he's struggled like I have. It's Roger Hargreaves from work. We work together a lot, and we've come to know each other very well. I'm sorry I know it's going to hurt you, but I have developed feelings for him. I've already told you we have not slept together, there has been no sexual relations. We've kissed once, but it felt wrong and we haven't done it since. I know you'll look into it, but you will find nothing, because that would be cheating on you."
"Let me be clear, I don't care what you think. I still consider this cheating. You swore solemn vows to me and now you want to break them."
"Yes, I know and that is hard for me too. I did promise you and now I'm going to break that promise." She took a hard look at my face and swallowed. "Yes, I am going to break that promise because I need to know. I'm really sorry you're going to get hurt, but I love you with all my heart and I'm really sorry for the pain I am going to cause you."
"Well, that's the first lie then."
"What do you mean?" She looked confused.
"Obviously not all of your heart as you've given part of it to someone else."
She had no answer to that.
"Okay you've obviously had a long time to plan how this is going to work. But I warn you there are things I will not stand for." I didn't say what they were, one of them was her giving her love to another man and having sex with him.
She looked straight into my eyes. I could tell this was going to be a rehearsed speech.
"Look, it's best if I tell you how it happened. Roger moved down here from Sheffield to be with his sister about a year ago. She got divorced. She took it very hard, so he came down to help her. He's my team leader. We've been working a lot together. We would talk, mainly in his office or we went out a couple of times at lunch. Not always alone, quite often some of the other girls would join us. But when we talked at the start it was about business. Then he wanted some help, some advice from a woman's point of view on how to help his sister. And then he found out from the girls that you went away for work, he offered me dinner when you were away and before you say anything it was just dinner, I told you about it."
"I remember you telling me you went out to dinner a couple of times, you didn't say who. I assumed... bloody hell! How often?"
"Once or twice a week when you were on long trips. You never asked, anyway, I didn't want you getting the wrong idea. Nothing happened at all, and still nothing has happened. Over time we became good friends. I'm afraid feelings started to grow. As I said we've kissed once on the lips, but it was wrong." She looked down, "I'm sorry but my heart wants to know. I will never stop loving you. You're my rock, my soul mate but I have these feelings for Roger, and I can't help but have them. Sorry."
She looked up at me from the table. "Roger and I haven't worked everything out yet. But I would like to go out with him as a proper date to see if there's a spark? And if there is, I'd like him to move in here."
"WHAT!" I stood up, the chair flew backwards. No fucking way!
Looking up at me she said. "He feels he's done everything he can for his sister, in fact she's relying on him too much and he's holding her recovery back, so he needs to move out. I'm sorry but I want to explore if I have real feelings for him, I know it's going to hurt you, and I regret that. I will make it up to you!" My mind boggled, how the bloody hell was she going to do that?
I picked up the chair and sat down trying to control my anger. I did, just.
But she wasn't done with the rubbish spewing from her mouth "There are a lot of things we have to work out but please if you love me let me try this. We have a spare room."
"Has he been here then, have you been fucking in our bed?"
"NO, what the fuck do you take me for, I told you we've not had sex." She said angrily. She breathed deeply, calmed down a little and carried on.
"Yes, he was here early on, just for coffee when he dropped me off. It didn't seem right, so he's not been here since then. I'm sorry I keep on crossing a line then realising that it's too much, so I didn't repeat the mistake. Please trust me he's only been here once, we've only kissed on the lips once." She reached across and took my hand. I let her, for now. "Please my darling let me at least explore this but if you say 'No' that will be it. I will understand. It will be painful, very painful but I will understand.
"We haven't worked out any final details yet because we will need your agreement and that's going to be hard. I was going to split my time between the pair of you. And I promise when I'm with you, I will be 100% yours. He won't even enter my thoughts. Because I've been doing that for the last two months, when he has entered my head, and I will admit, it has happened occasionally, and when it did, I pushed the thoughts away and concentrated on you. To think of him when I was with you would be unfair to you."
That would be the times she became extra loving.
I don't know how I kept myself calm with this bullshit, where had all this crap come from. Mr Hargreaves was definitely going to get a visit. I might just have to pop into my local DIY shop for a piece of 2 x 2.
Melissa carried on. "The details of how long, where and when have got to be ironed out. I'm sure you'll have something to say about it."
I held my hand up, she was expecting me to say 'No' but I had to let this conversation run its course so I could record it and hear all the sordid details. I needed to let her dig her own hole and then I could fill it in on top of her. Hopefully her head would be above ground when I finished.
"So, you're not planning on having children then." She had a shocked look on her face.
"Yes of course.
"His or mine?"
Her eyes couldn't get any wider open. "Yours of course."
"Why not his?"
That had her stunned. "But... but you're my husband. It's what we've planned."
I wanted to say 'husband for now', but I didn't. "Oh, thanks for that little snippet. I'm not sure how that's going to work. I don't want children growing up confused about who their father is, if it happens it's a few years away yet and again it's not me agreeing to this. Carry on." I was quite brusque.
I'd obviously caught her on the back foot with the children question. "I... I suppose so. I haven't talked about children with Roger."
I leaned forward. "So, what have you talked about with good ol' Roger, have you talked about our sex life? What we do, what games we play, what we like, where we go on holiday, and how future holidays are going to work. And what about parents visiting, how are we going to explain that?"
"No, I haven't told Roger about what we do in our bedroom, what we did last night you will get all the time I'm with you, I will never do any of those things with Roger, that's just for us. Special to us. In fact, we hardly talked about you at all. Roger wanted to know lots of things about you, but it didn't seem right to talk about you behind your back. It just felt so wrong.
"I have hinted that it's not straight missionary stuff and we're quite adventurous, but no more than that. He did ask, but I didn't tell him. What we do is between us and I expect what I do with Roger to be between me and him. Holidays we'll split half and half. I'll go away with you, then him. Parents, we'll explain he is a lodger bringing extra cash." She paused. "We could say we're building up our nest egg for when I have to stop work to have the first baby."
That was more bollocks. Her company has to pay her for a year after the baby is born. It would have been tight, but we would have managed. Most couples do and I don't think that would hold water with her father or my mother.
I said nothing, I let her carry on. "We would have to work out something on the finances. We realise money and time together will have to be sorted, but we're all adults I'm sure we can sort something out."
I'd been quiet. "So, you work with Roger, how's that going to go down? He is your supervisor."
"That's been a bit of a problem at work. As I said he's my team leader but there are no rules about that sort of thing as long as things don't happen at work."
"So, where do you meet then? Were your girls' nights out nights out with Roger, were your late working nights working with Roger? How many times have you lied to me?" I was trying to keep my anger in check, and I thought I was doing a bloody good job until I noticed Melissa had to wipe my spittle off her face.
"I'm sorry I have to admit a couple of the late nights were with Roger just discussing our feelings and how I was going to tell you. Again, I have not touched him sexually, nor he me. I never actually lied to you, I never told you an untruth. I just never expanded on what I told you and you never asked any questions, if you had I would have replied truthfully.
"But I still felt guilty, that was part of the makeup sex the nights when I was late with Roger. Most of our talking has been at lunchtime. Yes, we have had long lunches so people at work will have noticed, but public displays of affection are not allowed at work, even between married couples. People have seen us together, they can probably work out we're close, but they don't know the depth, some people may suspect something is going on, but it isn't. Please trust me."
"No! I don't trust you." I said loudly. I could tell that hurt, what the fuck did she expect. "Okay, so what happens at family parties and company functions? You go with him once then with me, do we share you on the dance floor, take turns? Because I tell you now, I don't want this getting out. I don't want to be seen as a cuckold, actually, I believe the name is wittol if I agree to it, which I don't. I will not be disrespected in public. I will just leave if that happens, just be gone, disappear and take everything I can with me."
She sat back in her chair, clearly shaken but not stirred. "I can see that we'll have to work something out. I'm sorry, we saw it from some of those points, but not all of what you've just pointed out. We will have to sort them out, you have your ego, I can completely understand that. So does Roger and I have my pride. "
Don't women have egos? I thought to myself.
"Look there's a woman called Beverly Underwood, she's got a YouTube channel. She's following some American woman and her husband who have a sort of open marriage. She's giving a presentation next week about polyamorous and open marriages. Please can we go to see the other point of view. I will give you her YouTube channel and the Americans. Please have a look at them, they can explain it better than I can."
I'd had about all I could take. She and Hargreaves had made some drastic plans without consulting me. Then I suppose they would have to come up with the plans before they approached me, some sort of start point for the negotiations. Him moving in here was the big one.
I sat there stirring my cold coffee. That could work to my advantage. That was never going to happen with me here. I would just disappear taking everything with me, every last penny. And they would have to find me.
"You've given me a lot to think about. There will be rules, a lot of them, a whole bucket load of them, and there are things I need answers to. It is still not 'Yes'."
Then I got the clichés I was expecting, one after another like a machine gun. "My darling, if you truly love me, you'd let me do this, you'd let me explore my feelings with Roger. You always let me have everything I want, you've never refused me so please, I am begging you don't refuse me on this. It's important to me. I know it will be hard for you. I will make it up to you. I've had time to think whilst you were in the park. If Roger is still here when we decide on children, he will have to move out, but I will continue to see him. Does that answer that question?"
She had to take a breath.
"It answers one, but not enough. However, I'm going to pick up on two things you've just said. If you really loved me, you would choose me over your feelings for Roger. You say you love me, prove it, ditch Roger, change jobs. Just remove yourself from him." I gave her a few seconds to answer, she didn't, I could see her thinking then I hit her with the next one. "And no, I don't give you everything you want, it just looks like that. You wanted that brand new Mini, did you get a Mini?" She nodded her head. "But it wasn't brand new, it was pre-used, it was only five months old, and it saved us about 6 grand. So yes, you got your Mini, not the one you wanted but one with a better spec, but five months old and several thousand miles on the clock."
I had to take a breath. "The beach holiday you wanted in Florida. I was not going to fly to America just to sit on a beach. You had your beach holiday, but it was in the Mediterranean. Remember that? We had a good time." She nodded her head, I continued. "When the television your parents gave us as a wedding present started to play up, you wanted a huge, massive one because Denise at work had one that size. Did you get a big telly? Yes, but it was one that was suitable for the room. So don't think you get everything you asked for. It just looks like it and there are other things I just can't think of off the top of my head. They're the ones that stand out.
"So just be warned, you may get your relationship with Roger, but not the way you're expecting. Now I'm going for another walk, the pubs are open." I walked out the front door turning my phone recording off once I had closed the door behind me. I needed a beer and the advice of my brother. Walking to the pub he got a phone call. I was correct, June was still there with him. He said he'd meet me in the pub. I turned my tracker off, I didn't want Melissa to know where I was. I just hoped she didn't run off to Roger. She probably phoned him this morning when I left. It would have been nice to hear what was said, never mind.
I went into the Mallard, the 'Duck' to most people. I found a booth for the two of us. I didn't reckon on him bringing June with him. I grabbed another chair. I spent time congratulating them on their engagement. She showed me the ring, she was beaming. I remember the time I proposed to Melissa. She wore that engagement ring next to the wedding ring I gave her seven years ago. A tear trickled down my cheek.
Bobby saw that tear and asked what was wrong. I told him I didn't want to ruin his weekend, and it probably wasn't fit for June to hear. I would call him later. He got angry at me and reminded me that June and he were going to be married. June told me any problems I had were hers as well, she was going to be family.
I told them both everything. I played some clips from the audio I recorded. At one time June went and fetched us more beer and me a large whiskey, that went down without touching the sides.
Bobby asked lots of questions, I answered the best I could there were still too many unknowns. There were two questions Bobby asked. "Do you still love her?"
"Yes."
"Will you forgive her?" He knew Sally cheated on me.
"If she's had sex with him in any way, 'No'. Anything else I will have to think about, I want to know where the fuck this has come from." I apologised to June for swearing.
I felt bad about ruining their weekend and apologised continuously until June told me off, she reminded me this was a family problem, and we had to sort it out. They both agreed to go with whatever I decided.
Bobby agreed with me that if I said 'No' it would drive a wedge between us, so she had to be the one to call it off.
Bobby and June offered to help in any way they could, so we formulated a plan. This needed to be investigated, I couldn't afford a private investigator. None of us knew who Roger Hargreaves was. I hadn't met him at company functions. June looked him up on social media. There was nothing much, but we had a picture of him.
June ran the hairdressing shop next to Bobby's butchers' shop, that was how they met. She knew she had some customers that worked with Melissa, so they might know Roger. Bobby also had regular customers from Melissa's work. It was harder to ask questions selling sausages compared to doing a wash, cut and blow-dry. We didn't leave until last orders were called. A lot of planning and note taking was done, but the one thing Bobby did suggest was I go to this presentation with Melissa about polyamorous marriages. He suggested I look her up on YouTube so as to go fully armed.
When I got home Melissa was waiting for me, not sexy, just cute, she wasn't trying to entice me into bed although I'm sure if I had asked, she would have done anything I wanted. She told me she was worried about me because I'd turned my tracker off.
She asked if I'd made a decision. I told her I had, I had decided we were going to go to this presentation and would decide after that.


"I suppose you've been on the phone to Roger?"
She fetched her phone, unlocked it and pushed it across to me. "I just sent him one text this morning to let him know I had told you. If I had done more than that, you would have been upset, okay, more upset."
I checked her phone. There were several messages between them but only one today. I checked her previous messages, there was nothing flirtatious or sexual, just meeting times and dates, but they had used terms of endearment.
I excused myself and went to our computer, searched and hit print after something June had told me. She picks up a lot of her info in her hairdressers. I went back to Melissa.
I told Melissa she was not to see Hargreaves until we had been to the presentation. No contact, nothing. If I found out she had, and I was watching, I was going to apply for divorce. I pushed the piece of paper across the table.
It was from the government website explaining how simple it was to get a divorce. The paperwork is easy, but it belies the heartache. The look on her face told me she was plainly shocked and told me she wouldn't speak to him apart from work business matters, and only whilst at work. I told her that wasn't good enough. No contact, no phone calls, no texts, email or messaging of any sort. She said to me that she had work stuff to discuss. I told her that was her problem. If I found out she'd had any direct contact with him that would be going behind my back and the divorce would go ahead. I told her to get a work colleague to pass a no contact message to him. That might set the cat amongst the pigeons, hopefully. She agreed eventually and invited me to check on her phone and work laptop in future. I told her I would.
I know there are ways of hiding stuff but the look on her face when I pushed the piece of paper across to her stating how easy it was to get a divorce shocked her. Whilst my trust in her had been dented I was pretty certain she would comply with this.
"I know it's going to be hard for you to trust me. I will do everything I can to prove to you I'm not seeing Roger. If I want this to work, I have to prove to you that I can disconnect between the two of you."
How the fuck was she going to do that if we're both living in the same house, more bullshit or was she just delusion? More than likely.
I told her to give me the link to the Underwood and the American's websites. I wasn't really interested in the American couple, my immediate threat was this Beverly Underwood.
The following week was hard. Melissa told me that on Monday Roger had approached her, and she had told him my no contact rules. She told me he said he understood and would do as she asked. She didn't stay late at work. She cooked my favourite meals and touched me in the bed. I let her because I probably wouldn't be getting a great deal more in a few months' time if this went the way she wanted, we were good together and I did love her. She kept on telling me she would do everything to keep me happy in and out of bed if I agreed to this, I don't know who'd been feeding her this bullshit. I suspect Hargreaves.
Next Sunday I met up with Bobby and June. They had a lot of information, and it went well above just asking their customers some questions. June had spent some time following Roger around in the evening; sometimes Bobby and her did it as a couple. They never saw Roger and Melissa together.
Although he did meet another woman a few times, it appeared to be just talking, there was nothing inappropriate, some hand holding over a table, that was all. But they did learn a lot. June found out Roger was living with his brother. Not his sister. His sister-in-law used June's hairdresser and Bob's butchers. I think the spying was a bit of an adventure for them. They said they would continue next week.
The following week I spent time watching videos, google searching, making phone calls and writing notes. The presentation with Beverly Underwood was going to be interesting. I also knew what Roger Hargreaves looked like. And I had to do the comparisons. He was younger, not much physically larger and definitely good looking.
I also accepted all of Melissa's advances.
The Polyamorous presentation.
Melissa had been extra nice to me the week before the presentation. It was quite a drive. I suggested we stay overnight, she readily agreed and I saw her put some sexy underwear in her suitcase. I booked a nice hotel room with dinner after the presentation. I'm not sure how much we were going to eat or if Melissa would enjoy the evening.
As we walked in I looked around the room. There was a whole range of people there. Odd couples, there was everything from the browbeaten wife and the domineering husband and the reverse, domineering wife with the brow beaten husband. I just saw them as people looking for an excuse to justify stepping outside of their marriage. What did stand out was Roger Hargreaves in the back corner. I wondered what he was doing here? He was alone. Among a few of the other couples that stood out was Bob and June, they didn't fit any of the stereotypes around us in fact nor did Melissa and myself.
I had watched several of Ms Underwood's videos. I was pretty certain what she was going to say.
She started by saying that monogamy was an outdated patriarch male driven institution forced upon women to control them. The human species was one of the few that practised monogamy. We should free ourselves of the shackles of monogamy.
I stood up. "Questions at the end." Said Ms Underwood.
"No, answer them now otherwise you will claim you've run out of time. Are you afraid to answer questions? Is that a ploy of yours to stop your audience asking awkward questions? I tell you what, give everybody 15 seconds to ask a question. I'll time it for you so that way all the questions don't get lost. Or as I said, are you afraid?"
"Okay 15 seconds starting now." She was not happy.
"Humans have been around for 300,000 years, agreed?" She looked curious but nodded. "Now let's take Swans. They are quite new to this game, about 120,000 years, they're monogamous. Seahorses, ditto, monogamous, they have been around about 20 million years, well before Humans. What about wolves? They were monogamous for a million years. Beavers, their monogamous, 30 million years. Okay our nearest relatives, the monkey. Titi monkeys 12 million, Marmosets 150 million. Termites 130 million." I had to read from my phone. "Let's not forget Bald eagles, Barn owls, Albatrosses, Penguins, Puffins, Vultures, Macaws, Pigeons, Gibbons and Coyotes. So, your arguments that it's outdated and restricted to human beings does not hold water. And that took me five minutes to investigate on Google, and I've taken the lowest estimated numbers. But I believe the rest of the animal nation is polyamorous."
She did not reply to my question, it wasn't a question really, just a statement. Melissa had been trying to pull me down since I stood up, I gave in sitting down.
Undeterred Ms Underwood carried on. "Men cheat, men have always cheated. That is not right nor proper. It's the poor wife left at home whilst the husband is off running around, and I say it should be equal if men cheat so should women. In fact, let's not cheat on our spouses, let's open up our relationships so we can find other loves, then there is no cheating." Looking at me, she said. "Do you agree?" I think that she thought I was there to be convinced that open marriages were a good thing.
This might not be as fun as my other statements. "Yes, I agree. If a couple agrees to open marriage that's absolutely fine, but looking around here I see people who don't agree, the words that they say 'Yes' but facial expression and body language tells a different story. They've been dragged here so you can convince them. But it's not totally true about the cheating, the Institute of Family Studies says that up to the age of 29 more women cheat than men, and it appears they have longer affairs. After that they agree with you. But how about this? If you want to sleep with another man or woman, you don't get married, don't stand in front of family and friends and promise to be faithful. And if you do that and then meet somebody else you have feelings for, be honest. And if your partner doesn't want you to do that then separate, don't drag them here to listen to your one-sided diatribe. Shall we ask your husband what he really thinks or is he too ashamed, scared or browbeaten to say?"
I could tell from the look on her face that wasn't what she was expecting.
I have to say that so far I believed Melissa had been honest and it was me that suggested coming here. That was part of my plan after watching Ms Underwood's videos. She was talking, but I was in the middle of the audience and louder and I had the audience's attention and had no plans to give it up now.
"Yes, I know that is easy to say, especially if children are involved. Open marriages, there are reports that over 90% of open marriages fail within three years. I find that a very large number and I have a problem believing it, however what the report did say, which I believe, is that open marriages and by extension polyamorous marriages do cause feelings of insecurity, resentment, jealousy, the couple have different expectations and there is always a fear, even if these people are truly in love when they open their marriage they will form emotional attachments with their new partner. Trust is gone, love will be on the next train out of town, so perhaps that 90% is true."
I paused for effect. "All these facts and figures took me ten minutes on Google, so some of them might be a bit off, you can't trust everything you see on the Internet, especially people who get paid from the number of views they have. So, you can take that information with a pinch of salt if you wish, or you can go and look it up yourself."
I sat down, there was murmuring around the room. I was cooking on gas. And I'm sure Ms Underwood would supply enough to make it boil over.
She was clearly rattled now. "Men and women should be equal, there should be equality for women."
And there it was. I stood up again, I felt like a yo-yo. "Would you define for me please what equal means in your world? Do you mean equal opportunities or equal outcome? Who should have the job? Male, female or the best person?" I sat down.
She was flustered now. "Equal opportunities of course."
I held up a sheet of paper in my hand. "That goes against what you say in your broadcast last year, you decried the fact that most boards were mainly made of men. Surely if a man is the best for the job, they should be there. If I'm flying across the Atlantic I want the best person for the job driving the aeroplane, not somebody given the job because of their gender." I let that sink in a little bit, Ms Underwood was about to speak, but I spoke first. "The heads of the Department of Work and Pension management has six men and ten women, is that right?"
"I..I don't know."
"It is. It's on their website, why do you think that is?"
There's no answer, so I carried on. "Probably, because, and I have found in general that women are better organisers and more compassionate. Would you want to replace two of the women with men less qualified? About a third of the apprentices I teach are young girls and they are treated exactly the same as the boys because they have the talent to fix things. Granted most girls aren't as strong as boys. I just tell them to use longer levers."
I waved my piece of paper around, much like Neville Chamberlain back in 1938. "I'm going to assume you've changed your mind from when you said on the video from what you've just told us. Pity you didn't remove the video."
I looked around the hall.
"I've had enough of this bollocks, just be honest with yourselves. Monogamy does work, you just have to put some effort into it. You need to make a decision about the difference between love and feelings of what might be, if you can't, then split up so your partner can move on."
I recognised Derek Underwood sitting behind his wife. He looked like a typical browbeaten husband. "I would love to know what your husband thinks away from you, where you can't control him." I raised my voice. "Derek, if you fancy a chat without your harpy looking over your shoulder with someone who won't judge you, I will be in the bar of the Bridge Inn." I looked around the room. There were shocked faces, mouths hanging open, some were smiling, some nodding their heads, some shaking them.
I had got my message across, not to the crowd, but to Melissa. Roger got it too.
I looked down at Melissa. "Are you coming with me or staying with Roger? Just remember, I still love you and we are still talking about this. I have not made a decision yet, and I did warn you there would be consequences."
With that I squeezed my way past the crowd. Melissa caught up with me very quickly. I could see she was shocked. Was it because of what I said or because she realised I knew Roger was there? I might have to ask her one day. I saw him glare at me as we walked out.
It wasn't a look of love I can tell you.
On the way to the car I said to her. "So, you broke the rules after all and told Roger we'd be here. Looks like I will drive straight home and put that divorce petition in."
She grabbed hold of my arm. "No please, I didn't. I did as you told me. He could have come here himself to listen to the presentation, or he could have just followed us. I don't know, but please, I know you don't trust me right now but trust me in this. I've had no contact with him. I love you, I can't afford to lose you, I wouldn't risk it."
I believed her, for now. I wanted to say. "If you go ahead with this you will lose me." But that will be the same as me saying 'no', so I held my tongue.
We did go to the bar that night after a quiet dinner. We gave it a couple of hours. Derek didn't turn up. We went to our room. The underwear stayed in the suitcase.
Breakfast and the drive home was silent the following day. When we got home, sitting outside our house, I looked across at Melissa, I reached across to her as she went for the door handle.
I said quietly. "You wanting to go with another man is killing me, despite what you have said, you have made me feel inadequate, unloved, second best, used, unimportant, disrespected. I'm afraid you need to back up the words of love you've said to me with actions, otherwise they're just words, gone as soon as the wind catches them, then they no longer exist.
"I love you with all my heart. I always will, but I'm not sure if I can go through with this. I didn't get you exactly everything that you wanted, but it was so close as to not make any difference and some things you admitted were better, the Mini was a higher spec, the Med holiday better than you expected in Florida. Maybe not the exact thing, but I got you the best I could, and I will do the same this time. But this time it may not work out the way you want it to. You have till tomorrow morning to think about this."
I let her get out of the car and I drove off. Right or wrong thing to do, I don't know. I drove to Bob's place, he was expecting me. I had several phone calls from Melissa begging me to go home and talk, she was wondering where I was. I only replied to one message. 'I'm at Bob's giving you time to think about what you really want from life. Be back at ten'.
Bob and June had driven straight back. He let me know the meeting turned into a debacle, there was shouting and screaming, and it fell apart quite rapidly. Derek couldn't come to us, he was busy rushing around trying to calm people down. They followed Roger to a cheap bed and breakfast place.
Bob asked me how it went with Melissa. I told him not particularly well. I'd given her time to think, and he asked the same question that I asked myself. Was it right to give her time to think on her own? I just shrugged my shoulders.
But I wanted time to think. We sat talking for a while whilst I finished making plans in case she wanted to go on with this. We had gathered even more information about Roger from a whole range of sources. By the time we had finished talking I was 99% certain the polyamorous relationship Melissa wanted with Roger wasn't going to happen, but what would be left to salvage afterwards? Only the next couple of days would tell.
I got up at three and did a drive by of our house. Roger's Audi wasn't in the neighbourhood. I checked his brother's place. His car was there. Melissa's phone hadn't left the house.
I pulled into our driveway just before ten, Melissa was sitting at the kitchen table with a fresh pot of tea waiting for me, she did not look well. I sat down in front of her, and she poured the tea for me. She surprised me by talking first. "I get everything you did last night, you debunked everything they said and I'm starting to have doubts, I know my heart shouldn't rule my head. I'm sorry my darling but it is. I can't shake these feelings about Roger. I've tried for the last two weeks. I'm really sorry." There was silence for a few seconds.
I was surprised at what she said next. "You're going to have rules. I know you and that's as it should be, there needs to be rules. I accept that. You're going to make me stick to them. That's right too. So, I want to know what they are before I make a decision. Whether to carry on or not, can I live with your rules and live without what I might have with Roger, live with the question of what might have been? The feeling of having the love of two men who I love. I can only decide on that when I know your rules. Can we sit down this evening and talk about it? I'm really sorry for all this pain making you do all this work to fight for our marriage because I realised that's what you're trying to do."
She might have the love of two men, because I would still love her. I just wouldn't be with her. But I had been careful, if the rules were too onerous it would be like saying 'No'.
She walked across to her handbag and pulled out a piece of paper and pushed it across to me. "I got this last week, this is the agreement I talked about. I had it generated by a lawyer and checked by an independent solicitor. They tell me it will stand up in court, not that I intend to fight it.
"If I leave you and go with Roger, I take out of this house what I brought in. We sell the house and split any profit 60 to 40 in your favour. That reflects how much money we have both paid into the mortgage. I can do this because I know I will not leave you and go with Roger."
I took the envelope and placed it in my pocket. I would look at it later, I had no doubt it would contain exactly what she said she had always been honest with me apart from the few lies about seeing Roger. I pondered on her request a bit.
Then I said. "But not if you decide to pull this stunt in a few years with someone else."
From the look on her face I could tell she hadn't considered that.
"Okay, however I have one request, these rules will affect Roger, he needs to be here. Arrange it for six tonight, if he can't be here, he shows a lack of commitment, and you can decide what to do about him."
I went and cut the grass that didn't need cutting, washed my car that wasn't dirty and emptied the gutters which were full, the one part of my day so far that I actually achieved something. They were somethings to concentrate on to fill my mind.
The Meeting
I was sitting at the kitchen table, it was five past six when the front doorbell rang. I had my phone on the table recording the conversation, and I had prepared a message for Bobby. There were three chairs around the kitchen table equidistant from each other. Melissa answered the door and bought Roger into the kitchen. I warned Melissa to bring him straight through without saying or doing anything. No kissing or touching, this was still my house, and I had not agreed to anything. I heard Roger talking, Melissa did not reply.


Roger walked into the kitchen. He was smartly dressed, not arrogant, probably a bit overconfident. He held his hand out to me. I did not stand up nor I did not take it. He saw how the chairs were arranged and moved the one he was standing in front of next to Melissa and sat down.
Looking at Melissa, I said. "You see, that is utterly rude, he comes into my house, he moves my furniture and sits down without being invited. Who the fuck does he think he is?" He sprang up and put the chair back where it came from. He looked shocked.
I carried on. "He can't even turn up on time, that shows a lack of commitment."
Looking at me, he said. "Sorry mate, the traffic was bad. I didn't mean any offence. I just wanted to support Melissa." He paused, unsure now. "I know Melissa has feelings for me, but she doesn't know how deep they run, but I tell you I do love her with all my heart. I understand this is very painful for you, I will do all I can not to increase the pain that I have already caused."
"First off, I'm not your mate. I never will be. You will address me in my house by my surname. And Melissa doesn't need your help; I am currently her husband. She's big enough to look after herself. If she needs help, she will ask for it." I looked at Melissa, her eyes wide open, and she knew from that point if she needed help and asked Roger that would be the end of it.
They both sat down. Melissa put her hands on the table and Roger leaned across and took it. He looked at her with pity in his eyes. It wouldn't last long.
"I have a list of rules, not the first one, but one of them is no signs of affection in front of the other partner. I consider that disrespectful. You sit here in my house holding my wife's hands in front of me trying to rub my nose in this. So you will remove your hand from my wife's or get the fuck out of here." His hand shot back to his side of the table.
I suspect things were not going as he expected.
Looking at Melissa I said. "He's been in this house less than three minutes and I've lost count of the times he's disrespected me. This is not going to end well, however, taking your word that he has feelings for you. I will let him get away with what he's done so far. But one more show of disrespect and he's out that door and it'll be your choice. Him... or me."
The ground rules had been set. Now was my time to push them. I'll let Melissa find out a few truths.
I smoothed a piece of paper I had in front of me, I didn't need it. "This is not going to be a 50-50 split where she spends half the time with you and half with me. I have known and loved her for a lot longer than you. So out of seven days you get 2 and I get 5. We've been married seven years, you've only known her just over a year, so I think I'm being generous."
He opened his mouth, and Melissa spoke. "Don't, I don't know what his rules are, you need to listen to them." That was good advice.
"Things need not be rigid, I understand in the first month or so you'll have a lot of exploration to do, so we won't stick to two days a week, however at the end of four weeks we tally up how many times she has spent in each other's bed."
A frown appeared on his brow. "And they will be corrected before we start the next four weeks. If she has spent more than eight days a month in your bed, I get the extra days back.
Looking at Roger. "You will sleep in the spare room. You will not enter my bedroom. If you enter my bedroom for any reason, I will consider that trespass and evict you, got that?"
There was a look on his face, he was assuming Melissa would stay in our bed and we would bed hop. Not a fucking chance in hell. A quick glance at Melissa and she may have been thinking along the same lines as him, or she probably hadn't even thought about it all. Certainly not in the depth I was going to.
"There will be no public displays of affection in front of the other partner. If I'm in this house there's no kissing, touching, fondling or anything like that. To be fair the same goes the other way, it would be rude of me to rub your face in my affection for my wife. It works both ways." I could see that it took a while for him to realise what I had just said. I paused; there was no comeback. He was learning.
That would annoy Melissa. She enjoyed the little touches, the way I would put my arms around her as she was washing the pots. She told me that often enough and she would wiggle her bum into my groin. "Oh, and going back to rubbing each other's face in it, if she gets loud in your room, if I hear you having sex, I will consider that the ultimate of you trying to humiliate me and you will be out that door faster than you can blink with my boot up your arse. Don't worry about me making noise, I have ways of keeping her quiet. Unless you would like to be humiliated."
The look on their faces was amazing. That was something they hadn't thought of.
"Right, sex." I looked at Melissa for this one. "You will do nothing with him that you have not done with me in this last year. You will not wear any underwear that is currently in our bedroom for him. What is ours stays ours. If you want any naughty underwear? You buy it, you're not using ours. And you're not to use my money to buy it."
Melissa was nodding her head. I'm sure she was expecting that one.
What she wasn't expecting was I leaned towards Roger and said. "I've not had her arse for over a year, so that is off limits to you until I do it." I don't know if he was an arsehole man or not, I don't fucking care.
Looking back to Melissa I said. "You already know the rules about what we do, but If I hear one hint you have told Roger about what we get up to. It will be an instant divorce." A little smirk escaped his mouth. He could see a way of splitting us up. "And as the house is mine. I will throw him out. Got it?" She nodded.
That wasn't quite true, the house was in both our names.
The smirk retreated.
I spoke. "For the recording, Melissa is nodding her head in agreement."
Two mouths hung open.
"Right financials, most of the things I've talked about I can be slightly flexible on." I was lying, there was no way. "But this is non-negotiable. The mortgage is split three ways: we'll pay a 1/3rd each, the same with utility bills, split three ways with 10% added to cover minor repairs. For Roger it will be called rent. Any major house repairs and improvements are split three ways." Melissa was looking at me. "You pay for your own car insurance, tax and servicing from now on, we do not have a communal fund, what money you bring into the house is yours apart from the bills, the same with Roger." I slid a piece of paper across to Roger. It had estimates of what it would cost him. He spoke for the first time. "I can't... that's a lot, that's more than I was expecting, I expected to contribute but that's a lot."
I knew he would struggle to meet that amount.
Roger was flustered looking at the financial details. Now was the right time. I pressed send on my phone. 30 seconds later his car alarm went off. He rushed to the front door, blipped it off and returned to the table.
Whilst he was gone Melissa reached across and took the sheet of paper. She looked at me, she knew the figures were accurate, she just wasn't expecting me to present it like that and for her to have to pay for her car. The car costs previously had come from the joint fund. I knew how much she earned. She could afford it, just. Roger was her boss. He's probably paid more than her.
Roger got back and sat down. "I'm sorry that's too much for you. I know how much Melissa gets paid; you're a higher grade than her. I expect you to be paid more. Or is it the Child Support you have to pay to Shirley Green for your little boy Daniel in Sheffield." I glanced at Melissa. The way her mouth hung open I don't think she didn't know about that. "Because her ex-husband is not paying for your child."
He recovered quickly. "That was a while ago, I made a mistake. I don't think it's relevant."
Looking at Roger but talking to Melissa. "You got Shirley to cheat on her husband, she got pregnant, he found out and threw her out.
"Yes, it is relevant. Young Daniel's two years old now, hardly ages ago. Is that why you had to leave Sheffield, or another woman in a relationship you were playing with and her partner found out. Or was it because you were sacked, oh I forgot the current term is 'let go' I believe."
"There were no other women after Shirley." Actually, that was true as far as we could tell, I was exaggerating on the gossip. However, there was a pissed off father, now a grandfather, who it appears didn't take to Roger getting his daughter pregnant whilst she was married to another man. Not really sure what happened, the gossip and the phone calls I made were a bit sketchy apart from the fact Roger had to leave Sheffield quickly and he had a two-year-old son he was paying child maintenance for. But with those calls I found out other things.
"Right, now that's sorted out. Food. I might need a bit of help with this, how do we split food? I am not cooking for Roger. I don't think he's going to cook for me. I wouldn't eat it anyway, he might poison me. So how do we work this out? I've no objection to cooking for Melissa." A whole range of emotions were flitting across their faces.
"I... I don't know we'll have to work that out later." said Melissa. I think she was still stunned by my last revelation.
"No." I replied. "We sort this out now. All the rules will be set by the time we leave this table." Looking at Roger. "Unless you want to leave now of course. Don't you have special dietary requirements?"
"Yes, I'm celiac, I'm gluten intolerant."
"Well, that sorts that out, he buys all his own food, we buy ours, that way I can't be accused of poisoning him. It might also sort out the cooking, what do you think Melissa." I said looking at her.
She knew where I was coming from. "Okay, I will do the cooking all the time when Roger is here on the condition that when he is not here you do it all."
I smiled "Absolutely my darling, whoops sorry, terms of endearment are out as well. But yes, I agree when he's not here, I will cook. Until he leaves permanently of course, then we revert back to normal. Probably a new normal."
I could see Melissa was getting anxious. I wanted to give her time to think. I went to my fridge and fetched myself a beer. I didn't hurry. I sat back down, looking at me, she said. "Don't we get one?"
"This is your house, for the moment, you can have what you like, you know where it is."
She went to the fridge. I heard her take the tops off two beer bottles. She came back and gave a bottle to Roger. He looked at it with disdain. It was brown beer, he was probably a lager man.
"I said you could have what you like. I never said anything about giving my beer to him."
She glared at me. "Okay I'll replace it."
She was even more flustered. I sat there enjoying my beer for nearly a minute and then I carried on.
"Next, household jobs, we share all jobs equally, we take turns at cutting the grass, window cleaning, painting and all the other little things that keep a house tidy. I will generate a roster."
"Holidays, Melissa brought this up earlier. I've thought about it. Same rules apply if you go away for a week those days come off your quota. The same if I go away for a week or two with Melissa you get the days back you missed. Oh, by the way, I insist that any holidays you pay half. I don't want Melissa funding your extravagances. Will you still be able to afford that Audi? My brother Bobby is looking for a new car, he might give you a good price for it, if it's not too badly damaged."
While he was still looking down at the piece of paper with the money on it, I knew it wasn't just child maintenance. He was also paying off for embezzling a client he'd been caught cheating. That was the reason that he was living with his brother and sister-in-law, not his sister like he told Melissa. But the sister-in-law had had enough of him, so the rumour mill went from the hairdressers. That was my next thing.
"What's the matter Roger can't you afford that, I know your brother is throwing you out because you haven't paid them a red cent since you moved in and you've been out most nights. What was the charge, embezzlement from your previous employer, was that why you were let go and had to move in with your brother?"
The look on his face was astounding. I didn't let up.
Time to wrap it up.
I glanced at Melissa. I could see all this sinking into her airhead mind. "Oh, I think this is the final thing, but there may be others. But before you have sex with my wife, well maybe soon to be ex-wife." Melissa's head snapped around to me. "May I suggest you get an STD test done. I gather your last one was clear, but you know, things happen." I didn't know if his last one was clear, I don't even know if he had one. Again, just the rumour mill. But he didn't reply. just nodded his head saying quietly. "Okay."
It hit. "What!" Melissa erupted, it had been building up since I mentioned Daniel. I'd seen her angry over the years but nothing like this. "You told me you moved from Sheffield for a better job and to be with your sister because she was going through a divorce. You've got a son you never mentioned, you're paid a lot more than me and you can't afford this." She stabbed at the paper. "So you're paying for a kid and paying back the money you stole."
He just nodded his head.
I held my hand up. "He does have a sister, but she's not married, she didn't get divorced and he doesn't live with her. She did split up from her fiancé, no idea why." The rumour mill didn't run that deep. But one thing was clear, his sister didn't want him to move in with her. She usually visited the hairdresser on Thursday and then went next door to see Bob for her usual Pork Chop. He was briefed by June what to ask.
"Do you have any feelings for me?" There were tears pouring down her face now. I was pretty sure he did, but it was lust. "Have you been seeing other women as well as me, is that where you've got your VD from?"
"No, never, I've not been out with anybody since we first decided to do this."
I held my hand up again. "He has been seen in the company of other women, not sure who they were. My investigators don't think anything was going on, but you never know, they couldn't follow them everywhere."
I slid photos across the table of him holding hands and kissing another woman, and he wasn't kissing her on the cheek. The hand holding was a real picture, the kiss wasn't, it was AI assisted Photoshop.
"You've been watching me!"
Perhaps he was more guilty than I knew, he didn't object it wasn't him.
"Oh yes, I warned Melissa that I would be checking to see if you've had sex, because if you had I was going to divorce her, simple as. I was just checking."
The slap that echoed across the room was astounding. Roger flew back off the chair he was sitting on. I wasn't going to let up yet.
"Melissa." She turned and looked at me, tears were pouring down her face. "I'm guessing this is the lowlife that introduced you to all those videos about polyamorous and open marriages? And I am sort of guessing that in your discussions that you put me down as not being here a lot of the time. Well, that's true I have been away, but we agreed on that. You've never told me you were bored, lonely or fed up. So how did he do it, how did he worm his way into your heart? How did he convince you that a polyamorous marriage was a good idea?"
What she said next would determine if she held our grandchildren or not.
There was a scrambling on the floor and Roger was gone, he left the front door wide open. As I closed the front door, I could see him standing there staring at his car. He would see the big gash across the soft top of his convertible and if Bobby's aim was good, one of his old butcher's knives was sticking up vertically out of his driver's seat. That would send a message. I closed the door and returned to the kitchen to make tea.
I took the beer away, alcohol was for later. Roger and Melissa hadn't drunk much of theirs.
I could see she was probably trying to work out how she had fallen into this mess.
I placed her favourite mug in front of her. She looked up at me. "Look, I now know a lot of what he told me was a lie, but at the time I believed him, so please look at it from that point of view, not from what you know now but from the way I saw it, please."
"I'll try but it's going to be difficult."
"I understand. He told me he's been going through a difficult time after moving down from Sheffield and his sister's divorce. She was taking it badly and he felt useless. He said I helped him with some advice and just listened. Things were looking better with his sister with the advice I'd given him. I thought it was strange at the time but I offered to meet with her, he declined saying she felt she wasn't up to meeting anybody in her state." She took a drink of her tea. I saw things swanning around in her head.
She looked down into her mug, she was nervous. "He asked about you, but I deflected all his questions. I did mention you were away a bit, but I wasn't complaining. We agreed to it as you said. I think he took that as I didn't want to talk about you and that we were having problems. I think he got the wrong idea."
Looking up at me she said. "I don't like talking about you behind your back and we weren't having problems, I was happy with the way things were going, but I did admit to him I was enjoying his company. We went out to lunch several times and we just got to know each other, quite often other people were with us. It was about a couple of months later he admitted he was starting to get feelings for me for the help I had given him. He said he knew it was wrong, but couldn't help his heart, I was such a kind, loving person. He didn't want to hurt my marriage. And I must admit I liked him. I thought he was kind, considerate, humorous, like you." She paused. "He's attractive, you must see that." She smiled. "But he lacks the attraction of being rough around the edges, something you have in bucket loads. Sounds silly now." She looked down.
Her tea was cold, so was mine. She shook herself, stood up, took both mugs and refilled them. I think she was giving herself time to think.
"Then he pointed out Karen and Henry at work, you know them, you've seen them around, they have an open marriage, and they don't mind who knows. I gather that is how they pick up their partners. Anyway, he said he couldn't do that, but he could be polyamorous. He said he had enough love that he could share me. He realised it would be difficult. He pointed out some things like you did at the presentation, most open marriages didn't last, and he listed feelings people in the arrangement would have to overcome, just like you did. He suggested that as we knew the problems, we could work on them and they would be easy to overcome. It sounded sensible.
"He asked me to give him and me a chance to see where the feelings went. He could tell that my feelings were growing for him, and he was correct and then one day he asked the question. Could I love him and I thought about it. I'm sorry darling, but this is going to hurt, I thought I might. I'm sorry."
I pulled a handkerchief from my pocket and passed it across to her, salty tears were falling into her tea, she wiped her eyes.
"He asked me how you would take it. I'm afraid that sort of set the seed and I will admit although you wouldn't be okay with it, I had to find out." She paused. "I realised just now it was Roger that suggested that if you loved me, you would let me see if true love developed from the feelings I had. He also told me he would do everything to minimise your pain. And seeing a kind, considerate man sitting in front of me, I believed him.


"I recognised how you'd set the kitchen up. And as soon as he moved the chair and sat down that would annoy you. I'd never seen that attitude in him before. I had a slight doubt then, but I pushed it away.
"I was having feelings for somebody that wasn't real and he was manipulating me, and it's all my fault. I was naive, gullible, stupid. Yes, even airheaded. I admit I like the attention, it wasn't as good as yours, but it was different. Trust me sweetheart you have done nothing wrong, this is all on me."
Her tears were no longer falling into her tea; she was catching them in the handkerchief. Now it's time for alcohol. I fetched myself one of the open beers and her a glass of wine.
It was my turn to speak.
"Let me ask you a question, what would you have done if I had approached you with the same request. I wanted to move my girlfriend in here and share the house with her?"
Her brow furrowed. "I don't know, really, I would have been upset, annoyed, felt I wasn't enough. All the things I knew you would think, but I like to think I would have thought about it but in the end, I would have probably said 'No', you choose me or her."
Knowing her like I do, it was exactly the answer I was expecting. She would have thought about it but eventually decided not to go with it.
"Okay assuming you said 'No', don't you think I would feel aggrieved at you for not letting me share my time with somebody I had feelings for?"
"Yes, I suppose you would've been upset, like I would have been upset if you had said 'No' to me and Roger."
"Don't you think that would have driven a wedge between us and started to destroy our marriage and relationship?"
"Yes, I suppose you're right, it would have been a rough time. I think we could have found a way through it."
I saw her rubbing her chin. That was a sign she was thinking deeply. "It would have seriously damaged us wouldn't it. It would probably take several counselling sessions to get back to anywhere near where we were.
She pulled herself up, so she was not looking at my chest, she looked at me straight in the face. "That's why you did it. That's why you made me say 'No'."
I suppose the slap she gave him was a 'no'.
For the first time in a long while. I smiled. "I had to do some digging, which you should have done sweetie, but you got there with my help and that was because you were honest with me.
"Had it gone ahead Roger would have been on the scene to take over in case our marriage went wrong. And I'm sure he would have been whispering stuff in your ear. So, he really couldn't lose. I think he intended to move in here like a lodger with benefits, on a low rent and if we split up, which he would try to get going, you'd get half of everything, and he would still be here. That would see him right for a couple of years until he saw his next opportunity."
She looked at me again. "I've been manipulated, haven't I? I was a stupid cow, naive, gullible cow, wasn't I?" She looked down.
"Yep, by a master manipulator. How did it start, with little smiles, touches, coffee, flowers?"
She nodded her head and carried on. "He started with little compliments for something I'd done well, a smile and a touch on my arm. I thought he was just being nice. But he did it to the other girls as well, not just me. Then he started asking my advice about his sister and I told him what I thought, we did that discreetly, he didn't want it getting out about her problems. About seven or eight months ago he started bringing me coffee and cakes, quite often the other girls too. Five months ago, he started to bring in posies of flowers on Monday. But not just for me, for everybody. 'To brighten up the start of the week', he would say. Because he was doing it to everybody, I didn't see anything in it. But he always seemed to spend a little more time with me, asking how my weekend went, that sort of thing."
She wiped tears away from her eyes. "Then came the lunches. We started talking business then about his sister, but then it changed to more personal things. He seemed to know a lot about me. The things I liked and what I didn't. Looking back, he knew an awful lot about me. I wonder if he'd been asking the girls around the office about me. That would have given your investigators something definite. That would have fuelled the gossip. I think because he knew you were away a lot and I refused to talk about you he thought my marriage was in trouble." She gave me a small grin, it didn't reach her eyes. "It wasn't, but I suspect it is now.
"David, I never slept with him, I never touched him inappropriately, there was one kiss on the lips. I know he wanted more, what man doesn't. I've been so foolish. I suppose your investigators found it easy." She sighed. "Christ, I was so gullible."
"You told Roger I was away a fair bit and you were unhappy about it." I took a sip. "I suspect that because you wouldn't talk about me and I was away a lot he thought I was a bit of a wimp. I suspect that was his plan all along. To break us up and move in here. He obviously looked into your background so he could manipulate you. He should have looked at me; he might not have gone ahead with it if he had."
"Yes, I mentioned you were away, but I never said I was unhappy with it. It's what we agreed on. I knew the travelling would come to an end. We know there is a promotion in the offing, and you expected to move up the chain. You told me it had been hinted at. So I knew there would be an end in sight to the travelling and that meant babies. I expect that's all gone now. I suppose you're going to divorce me. I know you've asked before, would I divorce you if the situation was reversed? I don't know, I'm sorry, but I really don't know, but probably."
"Well, I do. One final time, did you have sex with him, have you touched him sexually in any way? Keep in mind you don't know what I know."
We had searched to find any hint that she'd had any sort of sexual intimacy with him. We found nothing. There'd been no sudden change of clothing, no hiding her mobile phone from me. Apart from the odd late night, which she now admits she was with Roger, there was nothing out of the ordinary. Before I stopped her seeing him, Bobby and June told me that he was often trying to touch her, hold her hand, kiss her. She rejected all of his advances, every single one. On one occasion she appeared to get quite angry with him when he tried to put his arm around her waist. He never did that again.
"No, I haven't and that's the honest truth, he wanted to, I was tempted, but I couldn't. As I said we kissed once. I knew if I went behind your back and you found out you would divorce me, at least by coming to you openly I stood a chance of getting what I wanted. Both men, the one I loved and the one I was developing feelings for. Also, I had to give you the chance to say 'No'. I didn't realise what that would have done to us until you pointed it out just now. I'm sorry."
She gave a hollow laugh. "I was developing feelings for an act, for something that wasn't real, an act he put on to achieve his ends, and I was so fucking stupid. What you would call one of my airhead moments, but it was longer than a moment. I'm really sorry sweetheart I put you through all this hurt. I knew it would hurt you and I selfishly went ahead with it, but I did not do anything sexual with him. I had plans to make it up to you. I don't know who your investigators are, but they won't find anything because there is nothing to find."
"My investigators are Bobby and June, gossiping in the hairdressers and over the meat counter and they followed you." It was my turn to give a little laugh. "They enjoyed playing the private detective sneaking around asking pointed questions and it's true they found nothing and, trust me, if you had been doing anything in the office somebody would have blabbed. There were a couple of hints, but nobody when questioned would say anything definite. Because if you had we wouldn't have got this far. The first sign of you having sexual relationship with Roger, I'd have been gone, you got that bit right."
Tears were running down her face. "So when can I expect the divorce papers? But before I do, can I at least try to make it up to you? One last night. I'm not sure what to do about work yet but I'm never going to work with him again and I will warn anybody I see him getting close to. Although I suspect he will move away."
If he took the hint of the butcher's knife in his car seat he would.
I pulled an envelope from my back pocket and slid across the table to her. She could see our solicitor's logo on the front. She took a breath and picked up the envelope and opened it. She read it and then cocked her head to one side. "This is signed but not dated."
"It all depended on how this evening's discussion went. If you had defended him in any of my major rules, had you insisted on carrying on with it, I would have dated it. But you're not out of the woods yet. There's still a lot of work to do, but you have been given a second chance. But I will warn you now if there is the slightest hint of this sort of shenanigans, I just date this and put it in and I will be gone. And trust me, I've already set up an escape plan if you had wanted to carry on with this."
She looked shocked.
I reached across and took the papers and the envelope from her and put them both back into my pocket. "I believe you offered me one more night, I accept this one and any more you offer me." I stood. I thought she was going to leap across the table into my arms.
We did make it to the bedroom and for many, many more nights to come.
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This is a well-worn theme in LW, there is nothing new here. It is just a story, please enjoy it.
Personally I don't think there are any wives out there who would actually do this, but in fiction land it can lend itself to a good story.
************************************************************
Standing in front of the full-length mirror admiring myself in my new black lacy lingerie I was getting aroused at the thought of Andrew peeling it from my body later this evening. I was pondering whether to spend a little time masturbating again imagining how my evening with this hunky man would play out. A quick look at the clock shut that idea down, my husband James would be home in less than an hour and I wanted to be gone before then and I still had to finish getting dressed. I slipped into my 4 inch black heels and my favourite black satin LBD, the one that James loved so much, then checked my hair and make-up.
The thought of James, my wonderful, caring, devoted husband, the absolute love of my life, my soulmate brought the familiar pang of guilt I had experienced frequently over the last few weeks ever since Andrew, one of the consultants at my work asked me on a date. Since then I have been racked with guilt over my decision and the possible repercussions.
When James made love to me last night, it was exquisite, he exceled himself. He seemed to be extra loving and considerate. I was hoping Andew would be as good.
Andrew and I had been working closely on a project for a few months previous, he had been brought in to help me with an urgent project which if it succeeded would ensure the future of the company and possibly result in a promotion to director for me.
Initially he seemed abrupt and a bit self-centred, but as we worked together and started to talk, he became more open. I started to see the abruptness was a persona he wore when he was trying to be business-like.
Our relationship developed into something more akin to close friends, I won't deny there was a physical attraction. I felt butterflies in my stomach when we would inadvertently touch or brush past each other.
I guess the attraction was mutual as we began flirting with each other. I never had any plans to take it further. It was just a simple work crush which was made all the better for the fact that he would be gone in a short time.
Trying to meet the deadlines of the project we started working later than normal and sometimes we would eat takeout at our desks so we could work while we ate. This soon morphed into quick trips to a restaurant or a coffee shop as we justified that we needed to take short breaks otherwise we would burn out.
James understood the importance of the project, he was happy with my working late, he knew it would secure our future.
As the project moved into the final stage Andrew's and my relationship grew even closer, our lunches and dinners seemed to take longer and our conversations became more intimate.
A couple of weeks ago after a big turning point in the project we went out to celebrate with dinner in a nice restaurant. Halfway through our meal, Andrew reached over and took my hand. "Helen, you must realise I have developed feelings for you!"
My heart jumped with nerves about where this conversation was heading, I nodded slowly betraying my own mirrored feelings.
"I also believe you have similar feelings for me," I couldn't hold his gaze as I again nodded, "This project will soon be finished, and you know I will be leaving as soon as it is. The last thing I would want to do is to come between you and your husband or jeopardise your marriage."
He paused for a moment, he had my full attention, I could feel the heat emanating from my face with the anticipation.
He continued. "But I would always regret it if I didn't at least ask... Would you do me the great honour of spending one night with me?" I felt all the colour quickly drain from my face, I loved my husband dearly and would never even dream of cheating on him. However, I couldn't deny there was a spark between Andrew and me. I had lost count of the times I had masturbated thinking of him in different scenarios.
I was however happily married and that would always take precedence over any fleeting attraction I had for someone else. I was just about to tell him 'no' in the most delicate manner I could when he held his hand up to stop me.
"Helen, I am not suggesting an affair, I will be gone in a couple of weeks and would love as a celebration at the end of the project, to spend an evening with you on a date as a celebration and spend the night with you in my arms. There will be no opportunity for anything further as I will be leaving soon after for the opposite end of the country. I will even make you a promise that I will never reach out to you in the future and will never breathe a word of our night to anyone."
I thought for longer than a married woman should before I responded, "Andrew, I too have thoroughly enjoyed spending this time with you, and you are right that I have feelings for you. In normal circumstances I would jump at the chance. However, I am married and happily so and would not dream of cheating on my husband."
Andrew looked crestfallen and nodded solemnly "I understand, I really do." With that we ate in silence for a while before Andrew looked up at me again. "Helen, I have an idea that may help our situation."
I shocked myself at how interested I was to hear his idea considering moments ago I was adamant that I was not going to cheat on my husband. Here I was hanging on Andrew's every word.
"I am not saying with any certainty that this would work but... If he loves you as much as you say he does, then maybe he would be amenable to you having one night with me." I was about to laugh at the preposterousness of his suggestion when he shook his head.
"Look, I know he won't be happy with it, I know I would be furious if it was me. But if you explain to him that this is just a simple crush and that after this one night I will be gone forever and you will never see me again. If you instil in him that after this night you will spend the rest of your life making it up to him. Well then maybe!"
Nothing more was said about it that night or for the next few days. My brain however, was working overtime initially dismissing this idea as ludicrous as I had no intention of cheating. Over the next few days however, it steadily morphed into 'how can I make this happen'?
Towards the end of the next week, I had partially convinced myself that James did love me enough to allow me this one single night, I mean he always gave me everything I asked for. I was not going to leave him, and I was not going to give Andrew anything I wouldn't give him.
During my lunch on Thursday with Andrew, I brought up the topic again explaining that I still wasn't sure that James would go for it but that I was interested as long as it didn't irrevocably damage my marriage.
Andrew and I spent the next few lunches working up a foolproof plan for our little night away. In essence I would not give James the time to dwell on the idea, I would be out of the house before he came home only leaving him a letter.
The letter would proclaim my undying love for him and that this date was just something I needed to do. It would tell him that Andrew and I had become close friends over the time we have worked together, and I wanted to spend one night with him before he left, and I would never see him again.
By Tuesday of this week, I was convinced that although James would be furious and angry with me for a while, in the long run my night with Andrew would be good for us.
Convinced now, I spent the last couple of days writing and rewriting the letter to James, trying to put all of my love and devotion to him down on paper while trying to minimise the hurt he would be feeling.
Standing again in front of my mirror now wearing my short black dress and black seamed stockings I picked up the letter again to re-read.
"My Darling James.
By now you will have realised I am not at home which recently would not have been unexpected. Don't panic, I have not left you!
The project I have been working on closely with Andrew has been completed with great success. Andrew and I have decided to have a celebration for a job well done. Both his and my efforts have been recognised and will be rewarded well.
As you may have noticed, Andrew has become a very close and dear friend during the time we have been working together, and I have come to enjoy his company. Spending time with him has also resulted in a mutual attraction developing.
My love, I want to assure you that nothing has happened and neither of us have acted on this attraction yet.
Before I go further, I want to assure you of your place in my world and my heart, you are my everything, without you there is no me. I fondly dream of our plans to have a family and grow old together, ultimately dying of very old age in each other's arms.
There never has and will never be anyone who could replace you in my heart and my love for you is immoveable. Since the moment we met I have known that we would spend our lives together as one.
Your immense love for me fills my life with warmth and light, you are my safe place, the one place I can be vulnerable and safe knowing that you will always be there to hold me and support me making sure I never fall.
I hope now more than ever that your love for me can envelop me and allow me one moment! A moment in which I will share something with someone else to return to you again and your loving embrace.
What I am about to tell you I know will cause you incredible pain and for that I am racked with guilt. You are my soul mate and you should expect me to always be your safe harbour and yet I am about to strain our mooring ropes. I hope beyond hope that the strain will ultimately endure and hold fast.
I am writing this letter to you as I know if I was to tell you in person, just the mere sight of your beautiful face would cause me to buckle.
My celebration with Andrew will not be a normal evening between colleagues or friends. I intend tonight to be a date. For this one night only, we will meet and enjoy an evening as romantic partners enjoying all of the activities associated with a date.
I am sorry for the pain this will cause you and I know your love for me will bend for this one night and contract back to its natural warm envelope around me tomorrow upon my return before the sun comes up on a new day, the start of the rest of our lives.
Tomorrow morning Andrew will be leaving for his home at the other end of the country with no intention of ever returning. Knowing I will never see him again I have chosen to spend one night with him.
My love, please allow me this one night in the thousands we have had and the thousands yet to come. My love for you will be locked away safely and will be returned to you tomorrow and will from then on only be for you again as it has until this moment.
I know I am asking for the moon and the stars but for your sacrifice I will forever be indebted and spend every moment onward making you feel the full effects of my love and devotion.
I understand it will be of little comfort, but I need you to understand Andrew will not experience anything you have not, he will not have access to parts of me or actions that I do not willingly provide to you.
As a thank you for your patience with my request, from tomorrow onwards until we are no longer on this earth you will not ever be denied anything from me.
Once I leave for my date, I will turn off my phone as I know even the sound of your voice will make me waiver and for my own sanity this is something I feel I need to do.
I assure you that nothing which happens this evening will in any way change my feelings for you and I will return to you invigorated and filled with even more love for you for allowing this request.
My love, please don't dwell on anything I am doing this evening and only look forward to the moment I will be back in your arms tomorrow and you can reclaim me.
All of my love, my darling.
Your devoted wife
Helen xxx
I looked at the letter on the table and smiled to myself, my darling husband would understand. That was when I heard the horn of the taxi.
It didn't take long to get to the Italian restaurant that Andrew had chosen. I gave the maitre-d' Andrew's name, he smiled at me and asked me to follow him. I was glad he walked towards a discreet corner of the restaurant.
The maitre-d' stepped to one side and indicated the table, I smiled at him and looked to the table to see my husband sitting there. He stood up, came round the table and pulled the chair out, ever the gentleman. "Please Helen, sit down. I fear we have something to talk about.
"I'm afraid Andrew will not be coming. In a minute when you turn your phone 'on' I'm sure there will be an e-mail or a text for you. Now what shall we order for our last meal? I'm thinking calamari for me. I know you're not keen on it. If I remember correctly the Pinot Grigio is not bad here, shall we have a bottle?"
He requested from the maitre-d' a bottle of Pinot Grigio as he returned to his chair.
He was so calm, what was happening? "I'm sorry James how... you should be at home... I left you a letter."
"Yes, I know I've read it. I have a copy here," he tapped a piece of paper on his side of the table that I hadn't noticed. "Spoiler alert by the way, you're wrong. Now shall we order?" He looked at the menu again. This was so frustrating.
"James, please tell me how?"
He placed the menu down, a frown crossed his face. "Is that what you're really worried about? How you got caught? Okay just so you don't make the same mistake next time with your new partner. Let's get this out of the way and then we can order. I'm quite hungry. I've had a busy day.
"You've been going on about Andrew and working with him for ages, then two weeks ago you stopped. You've said nothing about him, that was the first red flag, others followed.
"You remember after the spate of burglaries in our corner of town a couple of years ago we installed security cameras and it's quite easy to see what's going on in our house on my phone. I know you turn the cameras off when you come in like you normally do, but in the time you came through the door before you switched them off, I saw a pink and white striped carrier bag, like they use from Victoria's Secret. That was just before last weekend. We have nothing planned and you didn't bring it out the weekend, we have no anniversary or birthday or anything like that coming up, so when I found the draft of your letter I guessed what was in that bag wasn't for me, but Andrew. I know Andrew is going back up north tomorrow, so today is the only chance you will get. May I suggest now is a good time to turn your phone 'on' whilst I have a quick look at the menu."
I did and there was a text message, a long one from Andrew 'I'm sorry I can't make it, I was really looking forward to tonight. I was involved in the little shunt in the car, it's not much, just superficial damage. The man that bumped into me was in a hurry; he told me he was rushing to meet his wife to give her divorce papers. He gave me his driving licence to get his name, that was when I realised it was James, your husband.
'He said to me it was just a small knock but if I persisted in chasing married women the next one might not be so gentle. He suggested Edinburgh was a good place to stay. Any further South might damage my health.'
'I'm sorry, I never meant to get you divorced, I'm leaving and we haven't even kissed.'
When I put my phone down, James carried on. "Everything you write in Word is saved to the cloud. I guessed something was going to happen just over a week ago when I saw a letter saved on our one drive, you seemed to forget we share that drive. I saw all your letters as you developed them over the last few days.
"I have copies of every letter you wrote trying to justify your planned cheating. It's all in the version history. I do think your last one was the best, by the way.
"I've known for just over a week, it didn't take me long it me long to find the new underwear you got for him, you didn't hide it very well. I see you have seamed stockings on, my favourite, but alas, not for me," he leaned slightly forward. "I could have stopped you, but then I would have worried forever about you going behind my back to fulfil this desire you have for Andrew. You had to stop this, you didn't."
He took a sip of his wine. "You've probably forgotten or just plain wasn't listening because you didn't want to hear when I said last weekend that I considered having sex outside of marriage an excellent reason for divorce. And that wasn't the only warning."
I did remember something vaguely James had said about watching something on television, a crime mystery and he said he thought two of the characters were having an affair and he considered adultery was reason enough for divorce, he would not stand for it. I didn't realise it was a warning, maybe he was correct, I was so far up my own arse. I may have even been thinking about Andrew, but I wasn't listening. Oh, I bloody hell I wish I had now.
"What would happen if I sent you a letter like this?" Holding it up, James said quietly.
I looked at him and responded in a gentle tone. "I would let you do it."
James leaned back and gave a laugh.
It would look like he was the bad person in this situation to other people in the restaurant. A woman near to tears and a man laughing at her, I saw several people glance our way.
"Really!" There was a little pause. "At last year's Christmas party Jodie, one of the girls in my office laid her hand on my arm, she smiled at me. You leaned into her and said, 'get your hands off of my husband'. So, if I sent you a letter like this," he said, holding up a piece of paper. "That I was going to sleep with Jodie for a whole night. What would you really have done?"
I looked down. I would have done what I have a feeling that he's going to do to me.
From his pocket he pulled out a couple sheets of paper and he said. "All you have to do is sign these pieces of paper. I'll send it to the courts and in six months we will be divorced. But if you argue I will show your parents and sisters this letter. Now as I said, I'm hungry let's order and whilst we're waiting for our food we can get down to the nitty gritty."
He was so bloody calm about it, I was a mess and he sat there calmly looking through the menu. He waved the waiter across and ordered the calamari. I ordered something, I just didn't know what it was, I wasn't hungry.
He went on about who would pay for what, selling the house, splitting the savings. I wasn't paying that much attention. I suspect he will be fair.
We finished eating. I didn't taste anything.
I had to try to recover my marriage, it was just going to be one night, I really thought James would understand. I looked at him and said quietly. "Can we go home please? I want to make this up to you. I made a mistake."
"No, a mistake is an error, this has been in the planning for the last two weeks, maybe longer. Planning to break your wedding vows is not a mistake. I will not stand for the betrayal, the lies and the assumption I would just live with it, as I said, you were wrong. Yes, I do love you, but how could I trust you now not to go behind my back when another 'Andrew' turns up that takes your fancy."
"Please can we go home now?"
"No, we don't have a home, it's going on the market tomorrow. I've warned your sister you might be staying for a while. Your house keys won't work. We will have to sort out a time for you to collect your belongings. Call me."


And that was it! He stood up, went to the bar, paid the bill and walked out the front door without looking back.
*******************************************************************************
That is it folks, there is no FTDS. Helen was left sitting there in seamed stockings, lacey lingerie and a sexy dress as the man she loved the most in the world walked out the front door of the restaurant.
Life would just have to carry on.
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The Bear 🐻asked for a happier one, here you go mate. However, happiness is subjective. There is pain along the way.
Humans are flawed, they make mistakes. I don't have enough fingers and toes to count the mistakes I have made in my life and that's just the ones I know about and not including the ones I didn't know I'd made, or I've forgotten.
If we were all perfect even in the fictional world there would be far fewer stories.
As usual, there is nothing new here, you have been warned.
Communication is something that is really important in a marriage, probably the most important thing.
This pair both made mistakes, but where will it end up?
I'm told I have a 'Classic LJA' style. This probably fits into that niche.
*********************************************************************************
I was sitting at my breakfast table in the hotel. My overnight bag was in my car, and I had already booked out of my room. I just had my laptop bag with me. There was an hour spare before I met Harry at the proposed building site for a survey before I headed home, I wanted to see my wife tonight.
I had been through the site plans and was going to have another look after breakfast.
A couple walked in and sat at separate tables. Strange, they'd sat together last night and seemed all lovey dovey. She was glaring at him. He was not happy, but he wasn't angry.
She was.
The waiter brought my full English but without Black Pudding, but extra bacon.
He took the other couple's orders separately. Tea and coffee turned up for them and there was a lot of glaring back and forth. Scrambled egg arrived for him and the woman's poached eggs. The man swore. "Shit, I've put sugar on my eggs." He called a waiter across. "I'm very sorry, I've put sugar on my eggs, can I have some more please. I was distracted; I'll pay for it."
The woman just went harrumph!
He glared at her; "What? It's your fault!"
She glared back. "Distracted, is that all you've got to say?"
With that he stood up and went to another table. I was now sitting between them, both were facing each other. I thought that was odd. They continued to glare at each other. Something was clearly something wrong in lover's town.
"How come it's my fault?" She said.
I was now sitting between the two of them arguing. If I'd finished eating I would have left.
"I told you I can't, there are rules."
"Rules are there to be broken."
"Not these." He replied.
I tried not to get involved until he looked at me and said. "I like her, a lot, but she wants more than I can give."
She replied sarcastically. "But you're not giving, you'll be equal, she is cheating on you."
"No, it's important."
I still did not get involved.
"Look, you know it would work." She said strangely quietly.
"I made vows and I won't break them."
"Why not? She has."
"Prove it."
"No, you prove it. You know she's cheating on you."
All this verbal backward and forwarding made me feel like an umpire at Wimbledon. The man looked at me and said. "What would you do? She wants more than I can give."
I looked at him and said, "I don't know the whole story." As soon as the words came out of my mouth I thought 'Shit.'
"She thinks my wife is having an affair."
"She is."
He looked away from me and at her. "Prove it."
"No, you look into it, she's your wife, you find out."
She looked at me. "There is an attraction between us, but he won't work on it. His wife is cheating on him. What is good for the goose is good for the gander."
"Can you prove it?" I asked her. I really shouldn't have got involved.
Now they were repeating their argument with me in the middle.
"I can, but he needs to, or he will accuse me of fabricating evidence to get with him. I like him, a lot. I think we can have a future."
"Are you married?" I asked her.
"No."
The man spoke looking at me. "What would you do?"
Now that was the problem, I've been having an affair with an old school friend for the last two months, but there are complications.
He carried on. "You've hesitated, do you have experience, what's your story?"
They were strangers, why not, I had finished eating and I had 45 minutes before I had to be at the building site. My recent experiences may help them.
"It's complicated but yes, I am seeing someone outside my marriage, an old school friend. But the thing is, can you look at yourself in the mirror, like and respect the person looking back at you? Also, what happens if you get caught, whose lives will you affect, are there children? Who are you going to hurt? Do you love the person you are married to? Do you love the person you're seeing?"
I thought about it, the thing was, I still did love my wife, although I knew she was stepping out on me, I don't think she loved me anymore. As I said, there were complications.
"Is it difficult being intimate with your girlfriend?"
That was a bit personal, but heaven forbid I answered. "Yes, but there are ways around it."
"You must tell me how." My wife's voice came from behind me.
I spun round and there was my wife of 5 years standing there. Oh well, it would have to come out some time. She walked next to my table and said to the woman. "I didn't think it would work, but it has. You have it recorded?"
The man stood up, walked to my table and put a small black box on the table. "It's still recording."
My wife spoke to him, not to me, to this couple who'd somehow drawn me into what seemed to be their problems, but it seemed they were Private Investigators trying to trap me. It worked.
"Thank you, I will transfer the balance when I get home."
The man and woman both left.
My wife sat down opposite me, a cat eaten-the cream grin on her face. She placed an envelope in front of me and put her wedding ring on it.
I pulled my tablet out of my bag, woke it up, turned it around and showed her a screen shot. "I love your tight pussy, it seems to like my big cock.'
'Don't get above yourself, it's not that big, but yes it was good after so long, I look forward to doing it again the next time he's away.'
Looking at her, I said. "From your phone. Look at the time and date, that was from nearly 5 months ago."
I swiped the screen. "And that is from 2 weeks ago." It was a picture of her boyfriend on top of her in a hotel room.
I looked up at her, her mouth hung open, the grin gone.
I reached into my bag and pulled out a similar envelope to what she had given me. I placed it in front of her, I removed the chain from around my neck which had my wedding ring on and placed it on the envelope.
"Checkmate."
"I was going to save this till I got home tonight." I looked at my watch; I had just over half an hour. I might as well get this done now.
"As you started cheating first, would you like to go first with the excuses?"
She just sat there, so I carried on. "I love you; I will always love you but the lack of affection over these last months has made me think there must be something better. I don't love Emma, I have feelings for her, and I don't think she'll cheat on me like you have for the last five months. So come on, let's hear the excuses."
I caught the waiter's eye and indicated for another pot of tea, for two.
The cat ate-the-cream grin had gone and was replaced by tears. "You left me, you were never home. We didn't do anything together anymore, it was just sleep, eat, work. The buzz had gone, I thought you'd fallen out of love with me."
"That's what we agreed. We both work, build up the nest egg for the house."
I had to admit I had been away a lot. It appears I had a knack for this survey sort of thing and people asked for me.
The tea arrived. I poured it for both of us.
"So come on with the excuses."
Her answer surprised me. "You just said you loved me, I thought you stopped loving me?"
"I probably always will, I don't know, we're not going to last that long are we."
Again, her answer surprised me. "Why not? I never stopped loving you, but you were never here for me. I thought you stopped loving me."
"Look, I don't have time for this. I've got to be on site in 20 minutes. So come up with excuses that will make you feel happy, not feel so guilty and then we can carry on our lives separately."
But I had one question. It would bother me, so I asked it now. "Why the charade? I was just going to divorce you, irreconcilable differences and not make a fuss."
"I didn't want to be seen to be the one that pulled the plug on our marriage. I wanted to blame you." She dabbed her eyes. "I wanted it to be seen as your fault. I think it was a guilt thing. Sorry. I didn't know you knew about me... Well, you know."
I don't think she wanted to say the word.
She looked at me square in the face. "What if I don't want a divorce, what if I want to repair us? I thought you'd stopped loving me."
"Well, I got turned down, ignored, sidelined so many times I stopped trying, why should I bother if my wife wasn't going to. We stopped making love, we just had sex, you almost cut me off. Why?"
She looked down "I was ashamed, I felt guilty at what I was doing. I love you and because I was getting sex, not love, from another man, because I thought you didn't love me. I'm sorry. And then you went out with Emma. I know she's an old friend of yours. I followed you last week and I saw you kissing her, holding her like you used to me and I got angry."
I looked at my watch. I had a few minutes. "Now you know how I felt when I saw your video, screenshots of your text messages and that picture."
Five minutes, I had a quick sip of my tea. It was bloody cold. "Just sign the paper, or do you have another suggestion?"
She pulled herself up right, pulled out her mobile phone and hit speed dial. I heard it ring and then I heard her say. "Jackie, I'm not coming in this afternoon. I've got family issues I really need to sort out." I heard sounds from the phone but not what they were saying. "Yes, I know I said I'd be in this afternoon, but I've got things to do. I've got my marriage to save." There was angry noise coming from the other end of the phone now, she just hung up.
She was still sitting upright, not slumped anymore. "It's probably a bit late but we need to talk, here's probably a good place, neutral ground. Shall I get us a room?"
I was going to be late at the site, never mind. I picked up my phone and dialled. Before my boss could get a word out, I said to him. "Dave the report on the site is going to be a day late."
"Why?" He asked.
"I've a family emergency. I'll do the site survey, but then I'll need the afternoon off."
"OK mate, your family comes first, is it something we need to talk about?"
"Not yet, but I'll let you know."
I stood up. My wife stood up as well, then she surprised me again. As I went to walk away she put her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss on the lips. "I'm sorry, I thought you stopped loving me. What time will you be back?"
"Give me your phone."
She unlocked it and passed it over without hesitation. I turned the tracker on and showed her. I had turned mine off when I started cheating, just in case she did use it, she never had before. I gave her a quick 15 second explanation. I told her she will see me returning, probably about two-ish.
Room or rooms, her choice I told her.
When I handed her phone back to her, she said. "I love you, I'll be here."
The tears were drying on her face.
She walked with me to my car like she used to in the early days when we would see each other off to work. Our neighbours always parked their vehicles front in, and it was difficult to see up and down the road, so we checked for each other. It became a habit, a nice comfortable habit. We stopped doing that about a year ago. Other things became more important instead of waving off the person you love.
The envelopes were still on the table with the rings.
I turned my tracker back on.
As I pulled out of the car park, I thought to myself. Bugger, I didn't expect it to go like that. I thought she would be gone like a shot to her boyfriend. Maybe not.
In all the text messages I hadn't seen many signs of affection. Unlike mine to Clare. Never mind, work would keep me occupied for a few hours and not worry about what was happening in my personal life.
It was as I expected when I got to the site. Harry had everything laid out. We had worked together before. He pointed out the pitfalls he saw, possible expenditures above what had been planned, utilities, infrastructure and possible flooding problems from a nearby river. We laid the plans on the bonnet of my car and talked. Harry wandered off to get tea and let me wander around the site checking his measurements and assessments. Measure twice, cut once, especially when you're putting up houses.
We were sitting having our last mug of tea talking about the stand of trees in the middle of the site. Could we leave them there, cut them all down or some of them and plant new trees elsewhere to replace them, when Harry said to me. "Are you alright?"
"Yep, just got something on my mind."
"Yes, I noticed, at times you just drifted off and looked into the distance, as if you were thinking about something serious."
I smiled at him. "I was mate. Sorry." I didn't realise I'd been doing that.
By three we had compared notes and agreed on the details of the report. We shook hands and I headed back to the hotel. Now to confront my other problem. My phone rang. I answered it. It was my wife. "I can see you're headed back. This tracker thing is amazing, why didn't we have it before?"
Now was not the time for that conversation. "Yes, it'll be about 20 minutes."
"Okay, I can see you're moving. Tea, I suppose strong?"
"Please, and hot, builders don't make tea like they used to." I hung up.
I was nearly at the hotel when my phone rang again. "5 minutes, is that right?"
Why was she bothering me, did she think I was going to run off and see Emma? "Yes, that's right, I'll have to change my shoes. I've still got my work boots on."
"Okay I'll... Excuse me waiter, can I order a pot of tea please. Strong three tea bags and please make sure it's hot, properly brewed. Sorry darling, I was talking to the waiter."
She hadn't called me darling in months.
"I'm hanging up now, I'm just pulling into the car park. I'm going to change my shoes and I'll be in."
When I got back into the hotel she was waiting for me, she looked nice, she'd changed. She was sitting in a corner booth of the hotel restaurant. I saw her wave to a waitress; she nodded her head and disappeared into the kitchen. As I got to the table she stood up, wrapped her arms around me and kissed me. "How did the survey go?"
"Good, Harry normally only needs me to give it a look over to back up his findings and a fresh set of eyes never hurts." I sat down opposite her.
I guess she had the rings and envelopes.
She slid a key card across the table to me. "We're in room 214." I slipped it into my pocket next to an envelope and photographs that were already in there.
"I think a fresh look at our lives wouldn't hurt either." A look of worry must have crossed my face. "Please don't worry, we've got a few things to sort out. Clear the decks as it were to put the last six months behind us."
The waiter walked up and placed a tea tray in front of me and she said, "Please be careful Sir, it's very hot." And walked away.
I stirred the pot, poured the tea for the both of us and added the milk. No sugar. I wanted to think.
Looking at her quietly I said. "You go first. How did you start with him?"
"I've had a couple of hours to think whilst you were working. I was feeling unloved.
"He caught me in the local supermarket at lunch time, I was just standing staring at the 'Meal Deals'. I was just standing there. He asked if I was all right. I think I just mumbled something at him and he suggested we go for a coffee in the cafe. I'd seen him around the building, he didn't work for our company. I didn't see any harm at the time. I was depressed, lonely. It was nice, nothing happened but over a month or so we got closer. It started as coffee in the cafe, then lunchtime drinks, then evening drinks whilst you were away. Then restaurant meals." She paused as if it was hard to say. "And then well, you know."
She carried on. "His wife was away and they don't have children. I remember when we did it, it wasn't particularly satisfying, but it filled a need. I woke up in his bed, but I knew what I was doing. Drink was involved; the alcohol may have had some lowering of my inhibitions. That's no excuse. I knew what I was doing.
"I told him that was it, it would only be the once. He didn't actually blackmail me. All he said to me was 'What would your husband do if he found out about what we had just done?'. It wasn't just the sex, we weren't getting on at home and he was nice to chat to. It filled a little need, so I carried on. Sorry.
"He had told me he was having difficulty with his wife. I wasn't sure I believed him, it's the sort of shallow excuse men use to justify their cheating. I was only using him anyway.
"She didn't understand all the hours he was working. I thought it sounded familiar, I didn't understand all the hours you were working. I didn't know why you had to be away so much, your company has plenty of jobs you could do in the local area. I was feeling unloved. On your trips you'd leave early in the morning and not get back until past eight and would work at least one day over the weekend. It was almost like you were trying to get away from me by taking these jobs away from home."
"Yeah, looking back it must have seemed like that, I probably didn't tell you, but I managed to convince the company to give me an allowance for accommodation and food because I was always being asked for and if I was careful, I could make money. I would stay in a cheap B&B and get a receipt from them that used up most of my allowance, but I normally only paid them their normal rate so I got away with paying tax on most of my allowances and if I left early in the morning and got back late at night there was tax relief on food. It soon mounted up with the bonuses and to be honest most of the other people at work don't want to do the long journeys, most have got kids. I probably should have talked more to you about it."
She gave a little laugh, reached across and playfully slapped the back of my hand. "You naughty man, you're fiddling your taxes. I never thought you'd have such a naughty streak." She had a smile on her face.
She took a sip of her drink, it had cooled down enough for her. It was as if what she was about to say was important. "Just to put your mind at rest, we never did it in our house or when you were in town. Only when you were away. Although he did call around the house a couple of times. I told him to stop doing that."
I suppose that was a bit important really.
"Not that really matters, but how did you catch me? We thought we were being so careful."
"Oscar next door's a bit of a car nut. A couple of months ago he asked me who's the purple Audi that turned up twice in three days. He gave me the registration number, he's got Dyscalculia. He practises reading number plates. It didn't take long for me to drive around your office block and see the car. Oscar got most of the numbers right. You were so cold to me, I thought there was something going on. That was the prod I needed.
"And then two months ago you had a text and I saw the preview. Your old passcode didn't work, so I watched you the next time you unlocked it and I guessed the number." I pointed to my tablet. "That is the first one I found, there are lots of others I've got screenshots of. I got my brother to follow you. He got the photograph of you going in and out of hotels and rooms, but that's not conclusive. It's good, but it's not enough.


"That was when I decided I needed a private investigator for absolute proof."
"Hang on a mo." She said, "If you're just going to divorce me for irreconcilable differences, why did you do this investigation?"
"It was just in case you tried to pull something on me and try to blame me for the breakup in front of family and friends."
She gave a little laugh. "That's exactly what I was going to do, but that backfired spectacularly on me. didn't it. Never mind. I deserve it."
I pulled an envelope and three photos out of my pocket and pushed them across to her. "The P.I showed me one picture of you and your boyfriend in the room. That was enough. I've been told not to look at the others or the video on the memory stick.
"The pictures by my P.I are screen shots of the CCTV video of you 5 months ago waiting with your boyfriend by the lift and three hours later coming out, just to back up what my brother got.
"My P.I also has recordings and receipts going back five months. That cost us quite a bit. It came from our joint account. I find it quite ironic that you've paid for half of me confirming your infidelity." I gave a little laugh. "How did you pay for the charade? They were quite good by the way, they led me on, I didn't suspect a thing. And the rooms you stayed in, did he pay for them? I've kept an eye on the accounts and there's nothing strange in there."
She gave a small nervous smile. "I got a bonus about a year ago and I put it into a separate account with a high interest. I was going to use it as a surprise. What I planned to do was when you said we didn't have enough for a deposit on a house we fancied. I was going to tell you about my bonus if it gave us enough money for the deposit. Sorry, I used some of it. I've got over half of it left." She carried on quietly. "It also paid for rooms. They didn't cost much, you know where we went, they were never expensive rooms. He paid his share. We sort of split the cost."
She looked at the photos, one of her and her boyfriend going into and out of a room and one of her in bed with him. She turned that one over.
"There were other things that gave you away. Sharon on reception in your building, she's not a friend of yours. The P.I had a chat with her, she suspected you carrying on with your boyfriend, it appears your boyfriend is one of her friend's husbands.
"You always left and came back at the same time but never together, she was suspicious. One day she watched you both getting your own cars and you drove off in the same direction. She kept an eye on the CCTV and you both returned at the same time from the same direction. Lunch time is very busy for her and she couldn't leave to follow you. She had no proof, only a suspicion and she wasn't going to ruin her friend's marriage on that. According to Sharon you're not the first, she has seen that pattern before."
"I'm not surprised; he is a smooth-talking bastard and he was the one that suggested which hotel, that we leave in separate cars. Time was a little tight, so we couldn't stagger our leaving times." She looked away. "Whilst you were away, I worked overtime to make up for what I spent with him.
She leaned forward and looked at me, pushing the teacups to one side and taking my hand and said. "I've already been on to him and told him not to contact me again. I love you and I want to save our marriage, but your relationship with Emma is different to mine with him. We have both got things wrong, both made mistakes. Do you want to save our marriage?"
I paused for a bit. There was a lot to take in on those few sentences. "Yes, I would like to try, I do love you, but there's going to have to be some changes."
"Most definitely, we need to talk about them, sit down and work it out together but not here."
"I also need to see Emma, I can't dump her over the phone."
She gave a little laugh. "Oh, he didn't even get that, he got dumped by text."
That made me smile.
She smiled at that and said; "How did you meet her this time?"
"We knew each other from school, I thought we were just friends. I found out when I met her the other month that she fancied me back then and she tried to catch my eye. But I was too wrapped up with schoolwork, it was exam time and I wanted good enough results to get into university," I felt a small smile cross my lips. "You know that university where I met you in our last year."
She just nodded.
"She moved away with her parents when I went to uni, I don't know where.
"A couple of months ago I bumped into her whilst I was away, oddly enough in a supermarket getting my lunch. We arranged to meet for a drink. It was the week I found out you were cheating on me."
"It appears I drank too much and let it all out in my drunken stupor. She was a friend, there was no judging, she didn't know you. She looked after me that night. I woke up in her bed. She swears we didn't do anything, I was too drunk, but she did offer a couple of weeks later. And I'm ashamed to say I took her up on her offer."
"Do you love Emma?" She asked quietly.
"No, not the way I love you. Affection, yes, it's like when I met you. I would do anything not to hurt you and do things to please you, but the difference is I missed you when I wasn't with you. I don't miss Emma, I like her company and I sometimes think of her, but I don't miss her.
"I got comfortable with her. If I had to drive past the town where she lived, she would take a few days off work and come with me on the survey. You know, like you used to do.
"In the morning after that first night she told me if I got divorced she would like to explore a long term relationship and if we got together she would never do to me what you did, and she told me she knew my trust was dented and she would do anything to convince me to trust her."
I carried on. "You're right we lost our way, we lost the buzz, the spark. We forgot to talk. We got so wrapped up aiming at the target we sort of forgot ourselves on the way."
I asked her. "I suppose meeting him was a bit of a buzz, the excitement you were missing."
"Well yes it did, but when I wasn't feeling guilty, which I generally did afterwards. How about you and Emma?"
"No, there was comfort, but no excitement, no buzz, just guilt. Guilt is a nasty thing, isn't it?"
"Yup, sometimes when I got home, I cried myself to sleep, but then you would come in after eight, tired and not want me and I felt unloved again and then I felt justified the next time, until again the guilt set in. It was a bloody rollercoaster."
"I have to ask this question just to get it out of my head. Do you love him?"
"No." She looked up at me and said. "No, I love you, I just lost my way, I think both of us lost our way."
She took a sip of her drink and smiled. "So, I take it it's a 'Yes' then, we're going to try and save our marriage. We can talk about marriage guidance counselling later and the changes we need to make but for now I need to do something. Will you give me 10 minutes please?"
"Yes." Slightly worried, but we had to start building trust again. But I could always walk out.
A smile lit up her face. She got up, came round the table and kissed me on the cheek. "Don't go away."
She almost skipped across to the door of the restaurant. She was back 10 minutes later but wearing her Macintosh. That made me smile again, it wasn't raining.
There was no need to wear that unless!
As she stood next to me where no one could see, she pulled the top of it to one side to show me a purple sexy lacy bra cup. "I made the first mistake so it's my job to take the first step to fix our marriage and my first step is to put the buzz back. I've been shopping and if you want to see what I bought you'd better follow me." And with that she turned and walked away. I was pretty sure she had stockings on because she'd had bare legs before.
I caught her up and slipped an arm around her waist. She looked at me, smiled and said. "We haven't done it outside for a while."
"I know a secluded stand of trees on a nearby building site that would be ideal." I just hoped Harry was back in his office.
Epilogue.
I was wrong, it wasn't a bra. It was a corset in my favourite colour, purple and it was stockings. Harry had gone back to his office. It was nearly dark by the time we got back to the hotel.
I did go and see Emma and we had a chat. I told her I wanted to make a go of my marriage and thanked her for all the help she had given me. She said she understood and as long as I was happy, she was happy, but I thought I saw a small tear.
At home we sat down and went through the list of changes both at work and at home. It might take a little longer to get the money we wanted for the house. We did a couple of sessions with a marriage guidance counsellor, but she said we seem to have sorted out most of our problems by ourselves, by talking and the important part, listening. She reiterated that many marriages fail because husbands and wives forget to talk.
********************************************************************************
I like happy endings so you may have to have suspended reality at the end. I just hope you enjoyed the journey.
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It started off as a quick kinky one. Well not so quick as it turned out.
I was aiming for a three page, 10K word story, but I like these people and the more I wrote of their story, the more I liked them and the more involved they got. I have sympathy for their situation and got carried away.
It's in 2 parts to be published a day apart.
It is in the BDSM section, but there's no DSM only B.
Like a lot of my stories, elements in this one are true. How I met 'Alice' in the late 70's, her husband being away at sea, not the Military I hasten to add, and how she was icily unresponsive on our first coupling is true. However, this is not the method I used to thaw her. In fact, I'm not sure if I ever fully did.
Like a lot of us, I did things in my youth that I am not proud of, however I was no youth at the time I did this.
What do you do when your husband is on an Antarctic deployment and it is extended by another six months and you have needs. You chat to a friend who might have a friend who might be able to help.
A tea towel in the UK may be called a drying cloth in other parts of the world. Primarily used for drying teacups.
**********************************************************************************
First time I met Alice.
It started off as a quiet Friday night out with some mates for a few beers after work. but what an adventure it turned into. Nikki, a lady I knew from work approached me and the lads. She was followed by another woman, slightly older, good looking. Not what you'd call beautiful, but she had a class about her. The way she was dressed, carried herself, the hair, the makeup. Definitely a cut above my wage packet.
Nikki introduced the woman to us as her friend, Alice. I was hoping I might get off with Nikki, I knew she hadn't got a bloke at the moment. It'd been a dry couple of months since my girlfriend and I split up. But we just chatted, Alice joined in the conversation. She was lively and witty. We just talked about general stuff, nothing specific. Alice was a librarian at the local university, and she told us some amusing tales of the antics that the young students got up to. It was a pleasant evening. Alice wore a wedding ring so as far as I'm concerned that counted her out.
Not so some of my mates who flirted with her shamelessly, she did not respond. I suspect my mates had that well known refrain from the 'Smokie' song going round in their heads. But even they were too polite to say anything. They may have even swapped some of those words of that refrain around in their heads. And to be honest if she wasn't married, I would certainly like to.
I'm a safety engineer, my firm did consulting work. It was cheaper to hire us for smaller firms than it was to run their own safety department. We looked at where things could go wrong and gave suggestions on how to improve things with a design or procedure change.
It was a pleasant evening. We all got along well, but I went home alone. It was the following week when I had a surprise. Nikki came and found me at work and asked if I liked Alice. I said she was pleasant, good looking and nice to talk to.
"Why?" I asked.
"Would you be available to have dinner with her this week? Her husband is away and she's feeling a bit lonely and she likes you."
I knew he was down at Rothera station in Antarctica.
"Erm, not really, she was wearing a wedding ring. I don't play like that."
"She guessed that. You were the only one who didn't hit on her last week. She thinks you're a safe bet." A little smile played across her face, it was fleeting.
"Let me think about it, but I'm not sure."
"Would it help if I told you she has her husband's agreement?"
"And how would she prove that he's in Antarctica."
"It appears they've got it all worked out. If you turn up at their place just before six on Wednesday, she has a video link arranged and you can talk to Roger directly. Go on Mike, what have you got to lose she's promised you a free dinner. That will save you cooking in that poxy little flat of yours."
She had a point.
I arranged to be at Alice's place at a quarter to six. This wasn't a date, this was just dinner and a chat. What do I wear? I had to ask Nikki for advice and she suggested something casual. But there was that smile again. I was intrigued now, something was going on and I wasn't sure what it was. Still nothing to do but wait for Wednesday.
I considered taking flowers, but this wasn't a date, so I took a bottle of wine. I hope she likes red. She met me at the door, she looked kind of sexy smart. I could smell something nice cooking. She invited me to sit in the lounge and offered me a beer. I wasn't driving, I'd walked. It wasn't far from my place, so why not. Whilst she fetched the beer, I looked around the house. It was in the better part of our town, not the posh end, but not the scruffy bit. It was nicely decorated and there were pictures of Alice and a chap who I assumed was her husband, Roger. He sort of looked familiar. I was surprised she brought out an Otter ale, one of my favourite session beers, not too strong but plenty of flavour.
Just before six she opened up her laptop and logged on and a couple of minutes later a picture appeared of a man who looked a bit like me when I went through the beard phase, that was a bit spooky.
Alice made the introductions then Roger spoke. "Mike, glad to meet you, I know we've never met but I have a favour to ask. I have talked this through with Alice and with Nikki." He took a deep breath. "I'd like you to have sex with Alice."
WTF! I started shaking my head "No, no I don't mess about with other men's wives, it's not right."
Alice's hand reached out and touched my arm. "Mike please just listen to Roger, there are reasons. What have you got to lose? You'll still get dinner even if you don't agree."
That was the second time someone had said 'What had I got to lose.'
I sort of just nodded my head and Roger carried on. "It looks like I'm stuck down here for another six months at least. My replacement had a car accident on the way to the airport and he broke his leg quite badly. He's going to take several months to recover. You're probably thinking there must be a whole range of people to replace me, but I'm afraid not. It's not your run of the mill general practise down here with some specialised skills for cold weather. You see, I'm also the site psychologist, I'm guessing a GP with a degree in psychology is difficult to find at short notice. I'm not only looking after the physical but the mental health of the people down here. And winter is coming and that is the worst time for mental stress."
He paused, letting that sink in. I knew he'd been down there for five months already, which means he's going to be away for nearly a year. I did wonder who was looking after his mental health?
"Being a psychologist, I'm also aware of the stresses and strains that can happen at home. I worry about Alice's mental health. You see we atttuned ourselves that I would be away for six months and we made certain arrangements, certain games which I won't go into. But I don't think it's going to do Alice's mental health any good to continue to do this for five months or so more. So, I want you to have sex with her just to fulfil her needs, we've done some investigating with the help of Nikki. It appears you are a very honourable chap and wouldn't take advantage." He gave a little giggle. "Nikki told me you were the only one when she was out with Alice that didn't try to chat her up. The big plus for us was that you said you don't play with married women. So that puts you in a league above a lot of other men. There are rumours from Nikki that you're not bad at it as well, not too good I hope."
Gobsmacked, I think my mouth was hanging open all the time until Alice stroked my arm again. I shook myself and took a long drink of my beer. Then he said something that confused me. "We're quite tactile, I know Alice hates waking up in a bed on her own, so you may be asked to stay the night sometimes."
What the bloody fuck!
I managed to drag myself together. "How do I know this is not all a set up, how do I know you are Roger?"
A quizzical look crossed his face and then he spoke. "Alice in the Bureau is my driving licence. I don't need it down here. It'll have my picture and address on it. Mike can see that this is me." Alice stood up, went to a desk in the corner and came back and showed me Rogers driving licence. It was definitely him, even though he had a beard now.
"I need to think about this. Somehow it doesn't seem right you wanting me to make love to your wife?"
"No, we need to set some foundations here, I said have sex, not make love, that's my job. Making love is a bond between lovers. You are doing a job, fulfilling a need, granted there will be things like kissing and touching, but your job is just to fill needs she has. I know there are certain things she will not do. Things that are reserved for just us. But I realise it can't be a clinical act."
He began explaining the rules, and I hadn't even agreed yet. I needed time to think.
Then Alice spoke up. "Roger, I think Mike needs little time to get his head around what we've just suggested. How about we give him till the weekend to think about it?"
"Seems fair, the fact he didn't immediately say yes and start trying to jump your bones made me think you've chosen a good candidate. You have to explain the rules in greater detail." Then Roger changed the subject. "What are you having for dinner?"
"Beef bourguignon, Mike's bought a nice bottle of red. I've got him one of his favourite beers. I'll give you a call tomorrow at the usual time."
Beef bourguignon wasn't my favourite meal, but it was up there.
"Nice, I'm sure he'll enjoy that."
"Okay sweetie, love you." Then she did something strange. She leaned forward and unbuttoned her blouse. She was showing her boobs to the camera, she buttoned up again before she sat back down. "Usual attire tomorrow?"
"Oh yes please. Love you."
She blew him a kiss and the screen went blank. She stood up, looked at me then she tapped me on the shoulder. "Come on Mike. I know it's a lot to take in."
Dinner was good. We talked, staying well away from the elephant in the room. We talked about holidays, my plans for the future, the local football team I played for, it was all quite amiable.
We finished dinner. I helped her stack the dishwasher. At about half nine I got ready to leave, still totally confused. She walked me to the door and gave me a card. "This has my phone number on it, mobile and house, let me know what you think. Oh, and we would be grateful if you kept this to yourself. Nikki knows naturally, but we don't want it getting out."
I wandered home via the pub. I needed something a tad stronger than Otter ale, as nice as it is.
I was not surprised when Nikki turned up at my desk at ten the following morning. "Alice phoned me she said you might need some convincing, just look at it this way. You're helping the mental health of the wife of someone who's put themselves out there to help the world."
I looked up at her with confusion on my face. "What!"
She dragged me into the corridor so we wouldn't be overheard.
"Okay look at it from a personal point of view. You'll be getting some, she's a good looking woman, she won't make too many demands on you and you get at least one decent meal every time you visit. Plus you'll be helping the mental health of Alice and putting Roger's mind at rest. What've you got to lose?"
There was that bloody saying again, unfortunately it was starting to ring true.
"Oh yes, I can see where you're coming from, but it's against my principles."
"o, you are thinking about it then?"
"As you and others have been saying, 'what have I got to lose'. I need to think about it. Let her know I'll pop round and see her Saturday. Let me know what time she's available?"
"Oh, I think she will make herself available anytime you are, but I'll get back to you. Haven't you got her phone number?"
"Yes, but I don't want to talk to her. I need to make my mind up on my own, I feel she will try to influence me."
"OK I'll get back to you."
I got a text message from Nikki later that day. "Six is fine. Another bottle of red wouldn't go amiss." Later in the tea bar Nikki told me Alice was putting on a brave face, but she was quite nervous about this, but she sees and feels the need.
I spent ages thinking about it. They were right, what have I got to lose. My girlfriend and I broke up nearly six months ago and intimacy had been rather, well actually, non-existent since then.
I had been out there, but nothing seemed to come my way. So, I decided to do it. I suppose most randy 24-year-olds would have accepted having sex with a good looking woman but with any thinking being carried out by little head, not the one on their shoulders.
I got to Alice and Roger's place at about a quarter to six again. I had the obligatory bottle of red, a different one from last time, a better one. Again, something smelt nice, was she tempting me with food?
She let me into the lounge, there was a glass and another bottle of Otter waiting for me. She did look stunning and a little nervous, probably not knowing what I would say.
I didn't touch the beer, I thought best to get this over and done with. "Yes, I agree to do this. I will have sex with you but there's got to be rules. I know you'll have some and I do too. Do you want to go first?"
I thought she might look relieved, but she didn't, in fact you looked more nervous. "Thank you so much Mike, it's a decision I don't think either of us will regret. Yes, we have come up with some rules. Some negotiable, some not," she stood up and went to the Bureau which had contained Rogers driving licence and she came back with a sheet of paper and passed it across to me.
I read it with no big surprises. Condoms until STD clear test results have been seen. If any one of the three of us calls it off, it stops straight away. This is kept secret only the three of us and Nikki know. It stops three weeks before Roger's planned return home.
Meetings will always be at their house. I would have a key and let myself in, primarily through the back door which wasn't overlooked. If anybody suspected, I would say that I was doing maintenance as Roger was away. No photographs or videos, nothing that could come back and bite us at a later date. Oddly, no kissing on the lips. I assumed that meant the mouth, not those down below. There was information that Alice was on the pill. And that was about it.
Then she said something that surprised me. If I met a girl this relationship would stop. I was not to sleep with two people at the same time. With my current luck recently on that front, I don't think that was liable to happen. I wasn't actively looking more than a bloke normally does, but obviously I would take up any opportunities that arose. I would have to think about that, but on principle I agreed. I wouldn't stop looking for that long term partner until this was over, I told her. She smiled at that.
I didn't have my rules written down so I told her what they were. I agreed with the condoms until STD tests were done. She had told me she was on the pill but if she got pregnant, I was not going to be responsible. But I had a couple of questions.
"Will you keep your wedding rings on once we do this? I have no wish to disrespect you or Roger. If you keep them on it will always remind me you're married." Her brow furrowed.
"We hadn't thought of that, keep them on, thinking about it I agree with you. Any more questions?"
"Does Roger want to watch?"
Her face was aghast. "Absolutely flipping not. Roger and I have spent a long time discussing how much I tell him and to be honest with you it will be the barest details. We have no secret between us. I will tell him when you're coming over and basically if you fill my needs, but no more than that, no details, that's what we've agreed on."
She was still nervous then. I expect that was only normal. She just agreed to have sex with someone other than her husband for the next five or six months. She shook herself. "I suppose the next thing to do is just to arrange time. But let's do that over dinner. It can't be this weekend."
I didn't ask why. We went through to the kitchen, and I took my beer with me. It was beef stew in red wine sauce gravy. Now this really was my favourite. I must have a word with Nikki on Monday, in fact, how much did Nikki know about my likes and dislikes?
We made plans for the following Friday. Again I helped her load the dishwasher. The things we had used on Wednesday were still there. I suppose as she's on her own the dishwasher doesn't fill up very quickly. After dinner we discussed a timetable. She suggested every three weeks. Or sooner if she had the need, I would get a phone call. It would normally be a Friday or Saturday night. And I could stay overnight if I wished.
I was half joking when I said to her. "What if I get the need?"
She laughed. "You're 24, you always have the need." Her eyes sparkled. She carried on. "If it gets serious, give me a call. You're doing me a favour so I might have to return it. But no promises and only if Roger agrees."
Her face took on a serious expression. From the same Bureau that had the driving licence she fetched me a piece of paper. "You had better see this." I opened it up and it was all clear for venereal diseases. I hadn't even booked mine yet, I didn't even know where to get one.
Before I left, she asked for my e-mail address and she gave me a key to the front and the back door. As I'd come in the front door I would leave by the front door, just in case anybody had seen anything. This time before we opened the front door we kissed each other on the cheek. As soon as I was out of the door I heard it close. If she had watched me walk away it would have looked more intimate to anybody who had been watching.
Alice and Roger had obviously been thinking about this. I decided to get myself a tool kit, so if anybody saw me turn up they would assume I'm doing jobs that should fend off nosy neighbours and hopefully stop the gossip. I did hear a dripping tap anyway plus I did have some spare tap washers at home, I wondered if they'd be the right size though.
It was the following Thursday I received an e-mail from Roger, that was a surprise. I was wary as I read it, but basically he laid out what Alice liked. As an example, she liked having her neck kissed, her right breast is more sensitive than her left and he suggested I play with the left then move across to the right. There were other suggestions, he also pointed out things she didn't like.
He told me she liked to dress up. It gave her confidence. He had let her know what lingerie she could wear for us, and what she couldn't. I was gobsmacked by this. But then he went on to explain he really did love his wife and putting her through the torment of him being away an extra 5 or 6 months was not sitting well with him.
He knew she was starting to struggle at the lack of physical contact and the lack of intimacy was taking it's toll. This was one way he could get around them. Her body had needs that I would fulfil. He warned me that part of her brain wanted to do this, but part of it would feel guilty even though he had given permission, they had talked about it, and he had even helped organise it. He apologized and he could not help on how to deal with the guilt. But he did have more information. He told me she had a lot of history, not all of it good and to please trust him.
This was weird and I wasn't sure it actually came from Roger, so I replied. 'Who is this I don't believe this comes from Roger?'
I got another e-mail twenty minutes later with a short video clip, it was Roger looking back at me "I'm glad you're careful this makes me think we've chosen the right chap. I'm just going to open the door to the cabin." The video moved. There were lots of walking down corridors and I saw a door open and he stepped outside moving the laptop around. It was definitely somewhere very cold and a very long way away with lots of white stuff. "Sorry, that was the only way I could prove that this is from me. Good luck next Friday." And that was where it stopped.


Bloody hell!
I sent a quick reply. "Thank you, I really believe it is you now."
Now I was dreading next weekend. Of course, she would feel guilty if she loved Roger.
Never mind, let's just see what happens.
The first and almost last time.
Maybe she was apprehensive, I bloody well was. I had another bottle of red. I actually wondered what she was going to cook for me tonight? What other favourites had Nikki told her about. Certainly not my sexual preferences, because Nikki didn't know what I liked that way. Hopefully she may in the future.
Although I had a key, I knocked on the back door. When Alice opened it she looked stunning. Her clothing was classic chic, white satin blouse, black pencil skirt, stockings, I hoped, and 4-inch heels. Her make-up was subtle, her blonde hair down to her shoulders.
My mouth hung open. "You look absolutely beautiful."
"Thank you, but I'm afraid this is for me. I need to feel good about myself."
She stood back. "Please come in, you didn't have to knock."
"Sorry, it didn't seem right the first time."
I followed her through the kitchen into the lounge. I saw the table was set but there was no food cooking. She sat on one end of the sofa and I sat down the other end. Bloody hell we're both nervous. I was about to open my mouth when Alice said. "I have to ask, do you want to eat first or... shall we eat afterwards?"
I really didn't know but one of us had to make a decision. I slid across the sofa and took her hands. I felt they were shaking slightly. "Let's eat afterwards." With that I leaned forward and gently kissed her lips, it was tentative.
Then I remembered kissing on the lips was not allowed, she didn't stop me. This was really weird. We kissed for a bit then I remembered what Roger said and I ran my left hand up her arm over her shoulder and up into her hair. I gently pulled her face away from mine, baring her neck. I knew the spot I was aiming for. I kissed gently. It wasn't in the instructions, but I opened my mouth and slowly dragged my teeth where I'd kissed. She shuddered that was good. I alternated between kissing and very gentle bites certainly not enough to leave a mark, that was important. I started undoing the satin blouse. I had a glimpse of a very sexy bra with a front clasp.
As I suspected, her breasts were the ideal size for me; not too large, not too small. I left that for now. I slipped the blouse off her shoulders and eased her back so she was laying on the sofa. I kissed her breasts above the bra, but my hand was playing with her left. Her breathing had slowed down so I took the next step, I undid the bra and it fell open, she certainly didn't need the support. They hardly moved.
I removed my jacket not putting it too far away because that is where I had the condoms. I did as Roger suggested; hand on the left breast, kissing her right. Her breathing picked up and she grabbed my hair.
Now for the skirt, I slid my hands underneath to get to the zip. Alice helped by lifting her backside off the sofa, I got the zip down and eased myself back, I removed her shoes then pulled the skirt down.
Bugger, she was wearing tights and knickers that didn't match the bra. Now that was mixed signals, never mind, carry on. I moved back up and started kissing her neck and breasts, alternating between all three whilst I removed my shirt. So far, I'd been doing all the work. That was fine, she was going to be anxious about this. The next part would tell how nervous she was. I slipped my fingers either side of the tights and gave a gentle tug. I was relieved when she raised her hips, it did not take me long to pull them down completely off. She had a nice neatly trimmed blonde bush. I went back to kissing her neck and fondling her right breast, her breathing grew heavy again.
I whispered in her ear whilst I was kissing her neck. "Do you mind if I kiss you down here?" My hand was stroking her bush. She shook her head, but she didn't part her legs. I move down onto the sofa meanwhile removing my trousers, under pants and socks at the same time, at least we were both completely naked now. I lifted her legs and slowly spread them apart. She did not resist. There it was, it looked lovely. I used my tongue to prise apart her lips and found her clitoris.
She wasn't very wet. It was difficult, but I managed to get my fingers inside her, moving gently in and out whilst kissing and licking her little love bud with the odd little bite. My left hand played with her right breast. Now she was getting moist, I eased two fingers slowly deeper inside her, then gently in and out, I felt her give a little shudder. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were closed. I hoped that was a good sign. I continued for several minutes until she was wet, she shuddered a few more times, they weren't big. Still with my fingers playing there I moved up beside her and said quietly in her ear. "Are you ready?"
"Yes, condoms." I felt it was an instruction not a request.
"Don't worry, all sorted."
The next part was difficult. I retrieved the foil package, tore the top off and without looking got it on my raging hard cock. I wasn't looking because I was still teasing her love bud and lips, I didn't want her to come down.
I slid up between her legs and entered her with one slow gentle thrust. She gasped when I got all the way in. I'm not big, I've always believed it's not what you've got but it's how you use it. Well you would if you're just average. I started longer deeper thrusts, slowly building up speed. I felt weird that was what Roger had suggested, pick up speed, especially when her knees came up. I pushed the thoughts away. Roger's help was good, but I'm sure we'll work out our own way together to get her what she needs.
I kissed the one side of her neck, whilst resting on one elbow and caressing her right breast. Her head went back and she started to breathe heavily, her eyes closed. She didn't move, I was hoping for more response. I picked up speed. I tried not to concentrate on her breasts. They were fantastic and that did not help so I started reciting in my head all the former Kings and Queens of the United Kingdom. That held it off, but with Alice nothing was happening, so I went to full speed and forgot the Monarchy. Still no legs lifting up, no thrusting up to meet me, no arms around my neck, she had barely moved. All of a sudden her mouth opened, one leg lifted up and one arm went around my neck and she pulled me in. I felt her muscles clench as she came and I quickly followed her.
I had the feeling she lifted her leg at the last moment for her benefit and the arm around the neck was like a duty. She opened her eyes, looked at me, smiled and said. "Thank you, that was very nice, just what I needed."
What the fuck! 'Very nice'. I put my heart and soul into this. I used some of the tricks that Roger had told me about and I was only 'very nice'. I pulled my shrinking cock out of her and rolled off to hide my disappointment.
I sat on the sofa, she sat up and slid beside me and put an arm around my waist and pulled me in, she turned my head with her other hand and kissed me on the lips. "Thank you, I really appreciate all the effort you put into that. But I think we had better get dressed before we have something to eat."
Part of me was tempted just to walk out the door and not come back. I've had better wanks. But I was hungry. She dressed quickly. She didn't bother with the tights or bra and disappeared into the kitchen. I removed the condom and dressed. I knew where the downstairs toilet was to dispose of it.
When I walked through the kitchen there was a bottle of Broadside for me and she had opened the wine for herself. The microwave was running and there were several metal foil trays around. "I'm sorry, I got a Chinese in earlier. I didn't know what we'd been doing, I promise I'll do better next time."
I wasn't sure if she meant the food or the sex.
She placed the food on serving platters and we helped ourselves. We both use chopsticks. I'm not very good with them, but I manage. It was quiet, neither of us spoke. This was very awkward. I heard Alice give a big sigh, she laid her chopsticks down with a clatter. She pulled herself up, picked up the glass of wine and finished it off, it was nearly half full.
"I'm sorry Mike, I wasn't very good, I feel I need to explain myself. I felt I disappointed you and I'm kind of disappointed in myself. I expected to behave better once we get settled down, you've done nothing wrong, in fact you were remarkably like Roger."
She poured herself another glass of wine and drank most of it. I felt she was getting her ducks in a row. "As you may have guessed there's an element of guilt in me. But there are things in my past you don't know about, and it was the guilt. I couldn't get over something I did to Roger in the past." She held her hands up. "No, I've never cheated on him, never even close. Well, that's what I'm about to tell you. You are the only other person I have had sex with since I met Roger."
There was anguish on her face. "When I was at school, I was ugly. I was bullied, awful things were said about me." I found that hard to take. There was no way she was ugly, she wasn't beautiful. Very pretty, actually, maybe a more accurate assessment would be handsome, but certainly very attractive.
She continued. "Mum and Dad were very supportive and helped me get over it, but it's still stung. Then I went to university and that was where I discovered sex. I'm ashamed to admit I tried to make myself popular by having sex, I thought I had friends. But I didn't, I was just an easy lay. I'd been there about 18 months when I heard one of the boys I was sleeping with call me a double bagger. Then it became clear that most of the boys wanted to do it backwards or doggy. They joked that they wanted me to wear two brown paper bags on my head in case one fell off."
My mouth hung open. "But you're bloody good looking."
She stood up and walked past me to the living room. I heard a drawer open and close and she came back with a photo album. She flicked a few pages and turned it to show me a picture. "That's me with Mum and Dad on the day I left for university."
It looked nothing like her. She had a receding chin with folds of flesh hanging down. The nose well, you can see she got that from her father. She looked like her nose had done three rounds with Henry Cooper, it was bigger, broader. There were bags under her eyes. She had picked up the worst looks from each parent. I looked at her. This was not the woman sitting in front of me. I pointed at it, my mouth hanging open.
She raised one hand placing it just over her nose below her eyes and the other over her forehead. The eyes were exactly the same. I closed my mouth.
"I left university, I couldn't go on, when I got home, I told Mum and Dad about everything, well not the amount of sex. They guessed I would be sexually active at Uni, we'd had 'the talk'. They could see nothing wrong with how I looked, but I wouldn't go out. I became a hermit. They worried about me, so they took me to see a psychologist. I admitted to her I'd been sexually active at university, not the numbers obviously. I told her story about being a double bagger.
"Well, after a couple of sessions with her Mum and Dad came to me with a solution. We were reasonably well off and to cut a long story short. I went under the surgeon's knife. The saggy chins were removed, a filler was put in my chin, the bags under my eyes removed and some serious work done on my nose." She raised her hands up to her face. "Oh and by the way everything below the shoulders is all natural." She gave a laugh which hardly got out of her mouth.
"Thank you for that. That's a horrible story, but you have a happy ending. You have a lovely husband who obviously adores you otherwise he wouldn't have, well you know..."
"Unfortunately, the story doesn't end there. I finally went back to university, the same one and continued with my studies. I thought people would recognise me. They didn't, they didn't even remember my name. That was where I met Roger, we hit it off straight away. But I wanted to test something. We'd been going out for over a year and I was invited to a leaving party. It was by a couple of men I'd been with when I was a chinless wonder. I went but didn't take Roger or even tell him about it. I turned up alone. How would these two react to seeing me there? Well, they were all over me paying me lots of compliments. I think they had decided which one of them was going to try and get into my knickers."
There were tears coming from her eyes now, looking at me. "I wanted validation for my new looks. One of these men was the one that called me a double bagger, and now he was all over me. We danced, he got a little handsy and closer than I wanted. I kept his hands away from places they didn't belong, but I felt him grinding himself against me. That was it, I had validated myself." Tears were utterly pouring down her face smearing her makeup. She was dabbing her eyes with a napkin spreading her makeup all over. "The next time he put his hands on my backside, I pushed him away and walked off. I was intending to leave. I was happy until I saw Roger standing there staring at me. I'd never seen him look so sad. He just turned and walked away. I raced after him but by the time I got outside he'd gone. He didn't answer his phone. I went straight to his flat but it took me a while to get there, I couldn't get a taxi. When I got there my key wouldn't work. I just sat there crying. I'd broken the heart of the man I loved just to make myself feel better."
There was a pause. I took a long drink of my beer not knowing what to say, then I came up with something. "But you obviously sorted it out because you're married to Roger now."
She nodded her head. "Yes, it took me a couple of months before I could nail him down, I told him the story just like I told you. I showed him those photographs I've shown you, medical receipts for the operations, the photographs of before and after.
"I didn't feel guilty about leading these men on. I felt guilty about hurting Roger and that's where my guilt comes from. Roger doesn't have a problem with what we're doing, in fact it was his suggestion and he has had a say in every step of the way. But I still feel guilty about the need to have sex to justify myself back then, and what I did to Roger as well."
I looked at her. It was difficult to describe her now that I knew more about her. She was not beautiful but there was something about her I couldn't put my finger on. Was the way she dressed, carried herself or how she wore her hair, make-up or the confidence. This smart, confident, good-looking woman sitting there vulnerable, and I felt for her.
Was she good looking, can you call a woman handsome? I don't know but I wouldn't be ashamed to be seen out with her if she wasn't married. In fact, I'd probably be quite proud to have her standing beside me.
She picked her chopsticks up and started picking at her food. She muttered, "If you don't want to carry on with this, I'll understand and so will Roger." She looked at me and gave me a little smile, it almost reached her eyes. "I would like you to carry on. I promise I'll try harder next time, I have enjoyed your company. It's nice not to listen to a bunch of women wittering on all the time. But I might need some help to get over the guilt, but I'm afraid I don't know what to do about that."
"Well for now let's just finish this and go, sit and talk, maybe turn the telly on and see what happens." It was my turn to pause. "I have a question, I was confused when I found your sexy bra and then you were wearing tights and knickers, I was expecting something more, shall we say, accessible?"
She gave a little giggle. "Yes, it was my sort of barrier, my comfort zone. Seems flipping silly now."
As had become the habit, I helped put the pots in the dishwasher. We took our drinks into the lounge. She turned the television on, there was no sound. She slowly went through the channels pausing for a few seconds giving me the chance to select something and that was when I saw it. It was an old clip of '2 and a 1/2 Men' I'd seen before. I said nothing, Alice just flicked on. After seeing something like that on telly, my girlfriend at the time and I tried it, she didn't like it, but the scene I'd just seen gave me an idea.
I wasn't paying attention. I was thinking, do it now or later, I glanced across at Alice, there was a sadness about her. I decided now. I excused myself to go to the toilet. I went to the kitchen looking around, bloody hell I wish I'd worn a tie. I saw a cotton tea towel that was too wide. There was a pair of scissors. I simply cut it in half longways. If this worked, it would be at the cost of a cotton tea towel. I tucked one in my pocket with the other in my hand and I walked back into the lounge boldly.
Alice looked up as I walked in. "Do you wish to carry on seeing me?" I asked.
She was nervous, she hadn't known me long, but she'd never seen me like this.
"Erm, yes."
"Then please stand up, come here and trust me."
She got to me, I quickly turned her around, grabbed her wrists, folded them behind her back and tied them together with the half tea towel. "What, what are you doing?" I walked around in front of her and took hold of her shoulders gently. Holding her at arm's length, I said quietly. "Your body wants this, half your brain wants this, the other half feels guilty. I've got you restrained, you're restricted, now you have no choice. I can do with you as I wish, you have little say in it." If she'd said 'stop' I would have untied her.
Her mouth hung open.
By now I was undoing the buttons of her blouse. I ignored Roger's advice and my left hand went straight to her right breast, my right hand up into her hair and pulled her head back firmly, then I bit her neck still not hard enough to leave a mark. I felt a shudder. It was probably the biggest one I've felt so far this evening. I kissed her neck whilst still holding her head back and fondling her breast, gently rubbing her nipples between my thumb and forefinger like Roger had suggested. Her breathing was deep and ragged now. I guided her face so she looked at me. Her eyes were glazed over "Do you want me to stop?" I said quietly.
"For Christ's sake, bloody hell no, keep going, DON'T stop." She shouted.
I released her hair and slid my hand down her legs and under her skirt and managed to drag it up to her waist. I pushed her knickers aside, I was glad she hadn't put her tights back on, and I stroked my finger up through her lips. She shuddered again, I repeated that several times, sometimes brushing her clitoris, she gave a little shake every time I did that. I managed to slip a finger inside, she was really wet now, much more than before.
She breathed heavily. "We should take this upstairs."
"Okay, lead the way."
She turned and headed towards the stairs. It was a strange sight to see her walking up the stairs, hands bound behind her back. I swear she was swinging her hips. We got to the top of the stairs and she indicated a door, so I opened it. It was their bedroom. "Not in there, that's yours and Rogers, you must have a spare room?"
"Yes, but the beds aren't made."
"Does that really matter?"
She walked down to the next door. I opened it to see two single beds with quilts thrown over them. One would do nicely.
She stood in front of the beds, not knowing what to do next. I pushed the blouse back off her shoulders and gently turned her around. I untied her wrists, let the blouse fall to the floor and re-tied them, she didn't argue.
I leaned forward and whispered in her ear. "If you don't like what I'm doing or you want me to stop, just say 'stop'."


I undid the skirt and that joined the blouse on the floor. Standing behind her one hand her breast the other slid down over her belly into her bush then between her lips. This time she was soaking down there. She moved her head to one side. I took the hint and started kissing her neck. She shuddered again. I might have to hold her up. She started moaning, something I'd not heard from her the first time we had sex.
Oh, shit the condoms were still downstairs in my jacket pocket. And I was still dressed. I felt her legs shake, I thought she was going to come, I stopped. "Bastard, nearly there." She said breathlessly. I carried on playing with her moist area, occasionally plunging my fingers in as far as I could go. The next time she approached an orgasm I let her have it. I had to hold her up. When she stopped shaking, I gently laid her on the bed and ran downstairs to my jacket, dropping my clothes as I went.
My cock was bouncing around in front of me. It was a tad uncomfortable. I've never run with a hard on before, and don't intend to do it again. I ripped the foil open as I ran back up the stairs grabbing my clothes and dropping them at the end of the bed.
I'm not sure if she even noticed I was gone. She was laid on her back, eyes closed, mouth slightly open, breathing heavily, legs slightly parted with her knees in the air. A welcoming sight. I lay between her legs and licked furiously to build her up again, biting gently at her labia and clitoris whilst I got the condom on before I came.
She came again, her hips thrust up into my mouth, her legs wrapped around my head and pulled me in. I was glad she didn't have her hands available. All of a sudden she relaxed and her legs fell away, now it was my turn.
I slid up her body, entering her firm and fast, her hips instantly rose back up her body almost lifted off the bed, her legs wrapped around my waist
There might be something to this tying up business.
I was concentrating on what I was doing but in the back of my mind I heard the word 'stop'. Christ it was bloody hard, but I stopped and pulled out and looked at her.
Her eyes opened. "What!"
"You said stop."
"No I flipping didn't and if I did it was 'don't stop'." We needed a proper safety word.
I slid my cock all the way just once and then stopped, fully embedded in her. Her hips were thrusting up at me. I tried to stay still, I'm sure she swore at me. I was getting close with her moving around. I resumed my long deep penetrations, picking up speed.
I'm not sure who orgasmed first, well she'd had a few already. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed it. Her legs flopped down and I tried not to collapse onto her. I rolled off onto the bed, she rolled onto my shoulder. We just lay there for several minutes getting our breath back. I looked into her face, she looked back at me with tears in her eyes. She smiled and whispered. "I think I was better that time."
"Oh most definitely. Now can you rollover so I can untie you."
"It's surprisingly comfortable. Roger told you I missed waking up with somebody in the same bed. I was dreading it, because I knew I would feel guilty. Could you leave me tied for a bit longer so I don't feel guilty sleeping with you, it's like I have no choice."
"Okay but if you start to lose feelings in your hands you have to wake me up."
I managed to lift the quilt, and we snuggled under it after I managed to remove the condom and hid it under the bed. I'll move it in the morning. It was very compact in that single bed after all. It was about three when I felt her get out of bed and a few minutes later the toilet flushed, she slipped back in next to me. I felt the kiss on the cheek and she whispered. "Thank you Roger." Slowly I opened my eyes to see her face. Her eyes were shut. I noticed her hands were in front of her, she must have released herself, that was good.
When I woke up the bed was empty and lying on the footboard was the torn half of the tea towel I'd used. I dressed and went downstairs
Alice was fully dressed. Looking at me, she smiled and said. "Tea or coffee? Toast or bacon sandwiches? I'm guessing tea and bacon sandwiches."
"That will be excellent, thank you."
She busied herself making breakfast. She had the same as me. I had HP fruity sauce. She had Heinz tomato ketchup, yuk!
After we'd been eating for a while in a companionable silence she asked me. "Do you mind if I tell Roger what we did, not the details, just... you know the tea towel thing?"
"That's up to you. You know your husband better than anybody, but please don't upset him. We've only chatted for a bit, but I quite like him."
She tilted her head to one side and said to me, "I have to ask. Have you done that tying up thing with your girlfriends?"
"We saw it on an old television programme, The New Statesman with Rik Mayall as Alan B'Stard. He had an American woman tied spread eagled to the bed. It looked like it could be fun with a lot of scope for teasing. It kind of didn't work for us. We tried it but my girlfriend wasn't keen on giving up control. In fact, she wanted to control everything, that was why we split up. As you were scrolling through the telly last night I saw a clip of a woman handcuffed to the bed in 2 and a 1/2 Men and that gave me the idea. Have you never tried it before with Roger?"
"No it's... we have other interests shall we say."
I just smiled. It was not my place to ask, if she wanted to tell me I'm sure she would.
I had something to bring up. "We said no kissing on the lips. But we did last night."
"I've thought about that, sometimes there is a time and a place. I will have to speak with Roger but even if he says yes, we should keep it to a minimum."
She was obviously being careful not to upset her husband. This was dangerous ground for a marriage so I could understand that.
It was time for me to go. I got to the back door. It's extremely unlikely anybody would see us, but we kissed each other on the cheek inside the kitchen before we opened the back door. I tried desperately to walk away not looking like I had spent the night there if anybody saw me. I'm sure I would have failed, fortunately the back of the house was empty.
I went home and had a normal weekend with my mates playing football and drinking beer. Monday morning, I hadn't been sitting at my desk for more than five minutes when Nikki walked up. She held her hands up. "Please, no details, how did it go, good or bad?"
She really did care for her friend. "I'm sure you phoned her, what did she say?"
She sighed. "She said it was difficult at first, but you came up with a method for getting over her guilt. I asked her what it was, but she wouldn't tell me." She gave a little girl giggle. Thoughts ran through my head.
I answered her "Her description is about spot on, and I won't tell you how we got over it either."
"I wouldn't expect you to. I've just admitted to you that she wouldn't tell me so therefore I wouldn't expect you to."
I had a feeling she was just checking up on me for her friend to see if I was okay.
Then things took a strange turn. It was Thursday and I got a phone call from Alice asking if I could pop round and give her a hand Saturday afternoon. I queried that wasn't this a bit early after our last encounter. She laughed as she said she did actually have something manual that she needed doing. When I pressed her to explain more, she said you'll see on Saturday afternoon if you're available. I could swear there was a giggle in her voice.
I had football in the morning, we got beaten again, never mind we were getting used to it. A quick wash and change. I picked up my toolkit. Alice asked me to come to the front door, not sneak in the back. She opened the door, invited me in when the door was closed, gave me a peck on the cheek and told me it was upstairs and there was a mug of tea waiting for me.
I wondered why the secrecy but went with it.
I was never going to enter their bedroom, so I went to the spare room and there was a whole mess of bits of wood and a large mattress.
"I spoke to Roger Sunday afternoon and he suggested we put a double bed in here. He's extremely grateful to you for your consideration about not using our bedroom by the way. But I can't get all the bolts undone, I've got some of them out. But it needs your strength and whilst you're here could you help me put up the double bed."
"What's happening to the single beds?"
"My little sister is coming round for them sometime, she lives on the other side of town, she could do with a spare bed or two."
"Doesn't she wonder why you're putting a double bed in your spare room?"
"Oh, I explained that when Mum and Dad come to visit, they live in Devon by the way, they're too old to sleep in a single bed anymore. Which is true, we used to push the two single beds together, but I think Sandy believed it." She gave her cute little giggle. "When Mum and Dad visit her she'll have to push the two beds together."
It didn't take long to get the single beds dismantled. It was a bit of a struggle getting the two mattresses downstairs. The double bed went together quite easily. I did notice the head and the footboards had bars and big knobs on the top of the corner posts.
I stayed to help Alice make the bed, we struggled to get the quilt inside the quilt cover. We were both working in opposite directions until I took charge and told her what to do. When we laid the sheets on the bed, I tucked them in properly. Alice paused, looked at me and said. "Hospital corners, that's impressive." She leaned on her side of the bed, looked at me, tilted ahead slightly and spoke. "The woman that eventually catches your heart is going to be a very lucky lady."
I blushed.
We put the spare beds in the garage to await her sister collecting them.
We tidied everything away. It hadn't taken us long, just under two hours. Alice asked if I wanted tea or beer. As I was going out this evening with the lads to celebrate our failure on the football pitch, again, I told her tea would be fine.
We sat at the kitchen table, a mug of tea each and a plate of digestive biscuits when suddenly I could see a wave of anxiety flow over Alice's face.
"I have a favour to ask, I told Roger about what we did on Friday. Roger and I talked about it, and he is happy with what I am about to ask you." She looked up from her mug of tea. "I would like you to tie me up again next weekend to explore this tying up thing. Roger and I have our games but nothing like what we did on Friday."
"I'm... I'm not really sure, isn't that Roger's job?"
"Yes it is, but he's not here, I can sort of get ahead of the game to find out what I do and don't like. Also, the main thing, and Roger totally agrees with you. Being restrained alleviates the guilt. It's like I have no choice; I might as well lay back and enjoy it."
"Handcuffs, chains, is that the sort of thing are you're looking at?"
"I'm not sure, we're new to this. Maybe just rope to start with, that's not too expensive, can you get some?"
"Yes." That was it sealed, she will be tied up Saturday night.
We spent some time discussing what sort of rope lengths. "What did you use for your girlfriend?"
"My old school tie."
"We could use that?"
"No that's mine and I don't think I should use something I've used on her with you, sorry," she just smiled.
When I left I got a kiss on the cheek before she opened the front door. This time she waited until I got to the end of the path before she closed the door. I turned and waved, she waved back. I would look just like a Workman who popped in to do something. People would have seen me struggle with the mattresses' into the garage. I'd only been there for just over two hours.
Will it be better the second time?
The next Friday afternoon I sent a text to let her know I was on the way so she wouldn't be surprised when I went in the back door.
I got a phone call back when I was halfway there. Her sister had just dropped in, she'd had an argument with her boyfriend, and they had broken up. She was consoling her sister and put our meeting off until tomorrow. I went to the pub.
Saturday I got there just after seven with a bottle of wine that would go very well with fish finger sandwiches.
As I walked in Alice was waiting, she was dressed nicely in a skirt and blouse. I had a quick glance down. I hope she wasn't wearing tights. To get business out of the way first I passed her my STD clear certificate. She looked at it and passed it back to me. At least we could do it bareback tonight
"Spaghetti bolognese, is that okay?"
I'm not a fan of spag boll, but I didn't say anything. This was getting awkward. This was just sex to fulfil her needs and having food and me bringing wine made it seem like a date, and it wasn't. I decided to talk about it later. The bonus with the food she chose was it's not too heavy. I think Alice busied herself with the food as a distraction. She didn't seem to be much more settled this week than she had last. We did our usual routine with the dishwasher. Alice handed me two wine glasses, picked up the half bottle of wine, took me by the hand and led me upstairs. The double bed was there waiting for us.
We got to the bedroom, and I placed the glasses down, then drew coils of curtain tie-back rope in red and black from my pocket. It was soft, hopefully it would not leave too many marks. I slowly walked up to her and pulled her in for a kiss on the lips, no tongues, not my job. As I was kissing her, my hands undid the buttons of her blouse and I slid it off her shoulders onto the floor behind her. I took hold of the zip of the skirt and pulled it down much like a repeat of the other weekend. She stepped out of the skirt she was wearing.
Wow! This was a change for the better. Black stockings and a matching suspender belt to the bra and no knickers. I saw the bra had a front clasp. Good. I slid my hand around her waist and pulled her in for another kiss. Just a quick one and then down to her neck. I didn't need to pull her hair, she tilted her head back on her own. My other hand played with her breast, this time I followed Roger's advice, her left then the right, as I continued to kiss her neck swapping sides as I did with her breasts. She slowly eased herself away from me. "Mike, how do you want me? You have the rope."
"Oh, I think arms over your head and legs spread on your new bed would be ideal, but first we need a safety signal. Something you say that means stop. And not the word 'stop'."
She giggled. "Yes, the last time you stopped when I was nearly there, that was not fun, I think I should use the word Roger."
"Did you know you called me Roger the other week, I don't think that will work."
She looked quizzical. "Did I? Oh dear sorry, about that."
"How about your surname, Reynolds, that is not something you're going to say in the height of passion. And if you're gagged just wave your arms about and hum a tune. The national anthem is probably a good one."
"You intend to gag me then?"
"I don't know yet, maybe a blindfold too, maybe both. I don't know where we're going with this. I'm just planning ahead." Whilst all this talking was going on, I was getting undressed, I was now naked.
I gently pushed her away from me and onto the bed, she shuffled into the centre. I straddled her body just below her breasts as I bound her wrists together with black rope, then I leaned forward to pass the rope around the bed head. I wasn't thinking and drew a sharp breath when I felt a warm mouth engulf my hard cock. I had assumed she would turn her head, I didn't think blow jobs were on the cards. It had been months since I'd had one. It was lovely, I almost fell onto her. I concentrated and managed to get the rope attached to the headboard. I was tempted to let her carry on, but if she did, I would be no use for a while. I might have a use for a gag after all.
I walked down to the bottom of the bed, took hold of her ankles and spread them apart. I wrapped a piece of rope around one ankle and passed it around the footboard securing the other one. Standing at the bottom of the bed I looked at her, she lay there hands tied over her head, legs spread, smiling at me. Then I had an idea. I stroked her stocking covered legs and ran my fingernails over the top of her foot. She shook slightly.
She was breathing quite heavily now. I had listened to Roger's advice and I had some plans. I sat on the bed next to her. She had a slightly worried look in her eyes. "You know I can do anything I like to you? There's absolutely nothing you can do to stop me."
She nodded.
I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. I dragged my fingernails from her wrists all the way down on the outside of her arms, over her shoulder, around her boobs, down her rib cage to her waist. I stopped kissing her and carried on with my fingernails down the outside of her legs and all the way down to her feet.
All I heard was. "Oh my, Oh my."
I did it again and it seemed to work well. Her body was trying to push itself into my hands, I kept my fingernail touches gentle and fleeting. I did it once more this time down the inside of her arms over her breasts and her rib cage and on the inside of her thighs. I could smell her arousal.
I went up to kiss her neck as if to start again, but with her head trapped between her bound arms it was difficult, so I ran my tongue all the way down her body until my head was upside down between her thighs. I kept my cock away from her mouth.
I slid around until I was laid between her legs. It was difficult because there wasn't a great deal of room at the bottom of the bed.
I realised it was so much more fun tying Alice up than my previous girlfriend, I could get into this tie and tease.
I applied my fingers to her lips and clitoris, sliding two fingers inside her gently easing them in and out, occasionally lifting them up to try to find her 'G' spot. I could tell when I hit the spot as she drew a deep breath. I felt her muscles clench as she thrust her hips up into my hand.
I removed my fingers from her pussy. After a few seconds she noticed I'd stopped. She lifted her head and looked at me. I put them in my mouth and sucked them, she smiled.
This position wasn't comfortable for me so I moved up and entered her. I was fully inside and I just lay there not moving. I managed to get an arm under her bound arms and managed to gently grasp her hair, pulling her head back just enough so I could kiss her neck, but it still didn't feel proper kissing her on the lips.
It was so much better without a condom. Again, her hips thrust up to meet me, I was nearly there, but I wanted to give her one more orgasm before I gave up my load. Long and deep, we got into a rhythm. I started to pick up speed. I would not last long, I felt her vagina muscles spasm. I could no longer hold it, I thrust deep and hard as fast as I could.
I was not elegant, bordering on brutal, she screamed and her whole body shook. She came... Her body heaving around, she screamed. I came. I hoped the neighbours didn't hear.
I collapsed onto her for a few seconds before I rolled off. I was glad it was a double bed, or I would have ended up on the floor.
When I regained my breath, I reached up and pulled the slipknot, her arms immediately came down and went around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. "Thank you, that was wonderful."
Better than 'very nice', things were improving, bit further to go yet. Time will tell.
I got down the bed and released her legs. I told her I liked the stockings but there were marks around her ankles.
We sat next to each other on the bed. I wondered what would come next?
"I would like you to stay the night with me here in this bed. As Roger told you I like sleeping in bed with a warm body." She gave a little smile. "You don't need to tie me up this time."


"Okay."
"Would you fancy a drink?"
I just nodded.
She poured some wine into a glass and passed it to me.
When we got into bed she was still wearing her stockings, this felt really weird. She snuggled up close, just hips touching.
We relaxed back on the bed. She lay beside me sipping the wine, now was the embarrassing part. What do you do when you've just had sex with a woman at her husband's request, what do you talk about? I needn't have worried, Alice spoke gently. "Don;t worry, I feel it too, just enjoy the afterglow and the wine. Close your eyes."
She was correct.
We lay there quietly; I got very mellow. She took my glass and topped it up, there wasn't much left. She shared it between us that seemed to break the quiet period. I spoke quietly, "I have a few questions. What do we do with the ropes, do I leave them behind? Are you happy with rope, you have marks on your wrists and ankles, do you want to try something else?"
"I've got an idea about that, it'll make me feel good too. It's something Roger and I like to do but I need to check with Roger first, so stick with the ropes for now. I don't want to go spending a lot of money."
Flipping cheek, I'd brought everything so far. Well apart from the food, and the beer.
I said quietly. "I didn't think blowjobs were on the cards?"
She gave a little smile. "Well, it was just there and I thought it rude not to. It's not as if I was in control and you just put it there." She gave a little giggle. Then she passed me her empty glass. "Sorry but I'm feeling tired. Would you mind turning the light out please?"
I must admit I was feeling the effects of the food, the wine. Yes, I know, the sex.
It didn't take us long to fall asleep.
I felt Alice get out of bed in the morning. I stretched, visited the toilet and dressed. When I got downstairs there was a pot of tea and bacon sandwiches.
As we were sitting at the kitchen table Alice said. "I have a list of your favourites, but they all seem a bit heavy?"
"I'm assuming Nikki found out what my favourites were and told you to entice me."
She nodded.
"Yes, I was a little bothered about that, what do I feed you, do we have it before or after?"
"Look, it's every two or three weeks. I don't mind if it's the same meal as long as it's not too heavy to impede my performance," that brought a smile to her lips. "I think before."
That was something else that was put to bed.
We were talking about our plans for the rest of the week, just chatting when Alice's phone went off. Looking at it, she said. "It's my sister, Sandy, please keep quiet." I nodded and gave her a thumbs up to show I understood. "Hi sis what's up?" I heard muttering but not what was said. The colour drained from Alice's face. This could be bad. "Okay, five minutes. The beds are in the garage. I'll meet you out there, I've just got to throw a few clothes on." With that she hung up. Looking at me, she said "I mentioned to Sandy yesterday about the spare beds, she wants them. I think she's using it as an excuse to visit after her boyfriend fiasco. She's on her way over to look at them, she's going to be here in a couple of minutes. You need to get out. Sorry to rush you."
I swallowed my tea quickly, put the bacon sandwich in my mouth, took my cup and plate and slipped them into the dishwasher. To have two plates and mugs on the kitchen table when Sandy got here would be a dead giveaway that something was going on. I went out the back door. It was a good job I was fully dressed.
Alice spoke as I went. "I'll phone you later."
On the way home I sent her a text. 'The ropes are still on the spare bed'.
I got a reply. 'Not anymore. I got to them first. Be careful, Sandy and Nikki know each other.'
We won the football that afternoon and I was in the pub with my mates, celebrating a rare event when Alice phoned. She told me she was slightly worried she hadn't got time to change, and she noticed the chafe marks were still round her wrists. She kept on pulling the sleeves of her blouse down to try and hide them. She hoped Sandy didn't notice. Sandy stayed for lunch and commented on the extra crockery and cutlery in the dishwasher. Alice hadn't thought about my plates, glasses and mug were in there until Sandy pointed it out.
I pondered on why she would call me then I realised apart from Roger I was the only one.
The next Thursday was a bright day. I felt I needed my lunch outside in the park. As I walked out Nikki saw me and waved at me then joined me. That was good. I wanted a chat about Alice.
We made the usual pleasantries about the weather, usual Brit stuff. Then I asked her. "How do you know Alice, she's a few years older than you?"
"She was our next-door neighbour when we were at school. I was being bullied and she helped me because she'd been bullied before and we became firm friends. I was bullied for different reasons than she was."
If Alice and Nikki had known each other for that length of time she would know about the cosmetic surgery, I thought it only fair that I let Nikki know I knew. "Alice told me she was bullied and why and how she got over it. I've seen both before and after photographs. The surgeon did a good job."
She smiled at me, she had a lovely smile. When this is over, I might have to see if she's still single. Yes, at least I wouldn't have to keep any secrets from her, maybe the kinky bits if Alice hasn't told her.
"Alice and I chat quite a lot. You're doing her a world of good. I'm not sure where she'd be if you didn't help her out. Rodger, not coming back when it was planned knocked her for six. She says you're a good man, perhaps we could get together for a coffee after he gets back."
"Certainly, that's something I'll look forward to."
Something had always bothered me. "Did you come to the pub with me in mind to 'fulfil' Alice's needs?"
She just smiled and said. "What do you think?" She stood and walked away. Bugger, I'd been set up. I smiled to myself.
That's the end of Chapter one of Alice and Mike's journey of discovery, where will the next chapter take them?
For those that don't know the Smokie song was 'Living next door to Alice' where the shouted chorus would be. "Alice, Alice who the fuck is Alice." normally sung at the top of one's drunken voice.
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Chapter 2
Continuing Alice and Mike's journey. Alice's husband, Roger is stuck in the Antarctic for another six months and Mike, at his request, is taking care of Alice's physical needs. But he has to resort to a little kinkiness to help Alice get over her guilt.
Where will all three end up?
Mike's Third time fulfilling Alice's needs.
It was just over three weeks before my next planned visit to fulfil Alice's needs. We arranged that meeting when I was round there sorting out the lawnmower for her. It needed a new spark plug. She repaid me in her usual way with a meal and a couple bottles of beer. I noticed there were quite a few in the fridge. I was hoping for some ad hoc entertainment. I was unlucky. But I did take a replacement tea towel for the one I tore in half when I tied her up that first time.
We had settled into a routine by now, I turned up mid or late afternoon after a text to let her know I was on my way. We would have a light meal. Alice would always be exquisitely turned out. This week it was a red satin blouse, black leather skirt, stockings, 4 inch peep toe heels and I could see the red toenail varnish which matched her fingers. We talked about how Roger was doing, her work, my work and even her sister a bit. It was early evening when she suggested we retire to the bedroom. Looking at this beautiful woman and not having anything for three weeks, I was all too ready. Did she want a bit of tie and tease again or was she over the guilt?
As we passed a small table by the front door, she picked up something red. I think I was more nervous for this third occurrence than the previous two.
Standing beside the bed she turned to me and said. "You're in charge." And then she pulled a pair of red driving gloves on. She looked quite sexy standing there with her red satin blouse, black leather skirt and red gloves. I looked her up and down. She was a fine-looking woman. The high heeled black peep toe sandals with red nail varnish was a very similar colour to the gloves.
She walked forward, put her red gloved hands behind my neck and pulled me for a kiss. This one was quite erotic. "Thank you, I know you're going to get pleasure out of this, but I realise you're doing this for me. I've got the gloves so my wrists don't get marked." She waved her hands around. I must admit the leather felt nice on my neck.
"Do you like the matching red gloves and nail varnish? It makes me feel sexy."
I had to remind myself that she does this to make herself feel good. It wasn't for me, but bloody hell I was getting the benefit. I understood this was about her. We seemed to have reached an understanding.
She turned and with her red gloved hands picked up the ropes and handed them to me. I took them and laid them on the bed then I slowly undressed her starting with the blouse and with every button I undid, I kissed further down her body. When I got to the bra it had a front clasp that was quickly undone, freeing her breasts. I stepped closer and started kissing her neck as my hands found their way to the zip at the back of the skirt. I pulled it down and eased it over her hips, it fell to the floor. I pushed the blouse and bra backwards and they joined the skirt. I helped her step forward out of the detritus of her clothing.
Slipping my hand down I felt her open her legs and I brushed my hand through her lips and over her clitoris. She shuddered, I slid a finger inside, she was sopping and I was uncomfortably hard and still fully clothed.
I transferred my attention of my mouth to her right breast and removed my hands from her lips to divest myself of my clothes.
When my clothes joined hers on the floor I ran my hand over her bush and in between her legs, my fingers re-entering her. I started gently pushing them in and out, her body thrust them to meet my fingers.
She wrapped her arms around my neck as if to hold herself up as she gave a little shudder. I eased her back onto the bed.
She held her red gloved hands up to me.
This time to give me more room I would tie her spread eagled, making sure I wrapped the rope around the cuff of the glove. I secured her hands to the edges of the headboard. I ran my fingernails down the outside of her arms, down the side of her body, down her rib cage, across her belly then down the outside of her thighs and legs. She was shaking all the while, I knew she liked that. The inside of her arms and legs was more sensitive. I was saving that up for later. I spread her legs as wide as possible, securing them ensuring that the rope went over her shoes so they wouldn't come off.
Standing back I said. "Can I try something new?"
"What?" she said quietly.
"I would like to blindfold you so you can't see what's coming next."
"Kinky." Like a woman tied spread eagled on a bed wearing gloves, high heels and stockings wasn't. "Okay, I've got my safety word."
I reached down into my trousers pocket and pulled out a black scarf. I wrapped it around her eyes and she lifted her head. I made sure she couldn't see, but it wasn't too tight.
I stood back and waited for ten seconds to build up the anticipation. Now I ran my hands, no fingernails, down the inside of her arms, over her breasts, her nipples were like bullets, I carried on down over her rib cage through her bush and down the inside of her thighs.
I had more space at the bottom of the bed this time. I got between her spread thighs and started licking, fingering, biting, teasing then stopping. Then I eased myself off the bed and stood there not moving, hardly trying to breathe. I'm sure her hearing had increased now she couldn't see. I paused again then I gently leaned forward and again ran my fingers down the inside of her arms over her breasts, over her tummy and down into her spread legs my fingers found her clitoris again. She pushed back at me. Her breathing was heavy and she was thrashing around, I think she was trying to get me to carry on pleasuring her.
"Please no more teasing, please."
"You said I was in charge. So, no, not yet."
But I relented, I lay down between her legs and this time I used my fingers to bring her off, then my tongue. She came again, my cock was starting to hurt so I slid up her body and entered her. But before I did, I pulled the slipknots that released her ankles from the bottom of the bed. I pushed in hard and that was when she realised her legs were free, she pushed back up at me, her legs went round my back and her heels dug in my backside. I will have to have words about that, she moved them up around my waist and started pulling me down whilst her hips thrust up, trying to control the speed. I let her because I was ready. She convulsed as she came and that was enough to bring me off. I managed to not collapse on her this time and rolled off. I regained my breath, I pulled the slipknot's releasing her hands. She knew where I was, her hands found me and pulled me in for a kiss. "That was absolutely bloody fantastic. Thank you." She said quietly.
After a few seconds I helped her sit up. I removed the blindfold, she removed her gloves whilst I took her shoes off her feet, I kissed the red toenails. Looking at me, she said softly, holding her wrists out. "I blame you for this." She showed me the marks around her wrist. It looked like the rope had slipped off the cuffs of the gloves. "If you hadn't made me thrash around so much, the ropes wouldn't have moved." She said light heartedly. She leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead.
"We forgot to bring the drinks up, and I could really do with something after that. Would you be so kind as to fetch them please whilst I sort out the bed, we appear to have made a bit of a mess of it. There is beer in the fridge if you want it. I'm afraid there's no Otter, only Broadside."
That was strange, there was plenty of Otter when I was here last week sorting out her lawnmower. I nodded, but I wondered who's been drinking the Otter. Alice doesn't like beer. Am I the only visitor?
I returned with the drinks, white wine for Alice, Broadside for me, that's fine. We got into bed, she was naked this time. We did what had become our usual, relax and not think about what we had just done. Then she said quietly. "I liked the blindfold. You could do that again if you wish."
"Oh, I might have other ideas as well."
"I hope you've been looking stuff up?"
"Yes, I'm learning. But I'll always ask first."
She got up on one elbow and looked at me. "Okay come on then, what have you got in mind?"
"I assume you have toys, can I bring some? I think what you have you should keep for you and Roger."
"Thank you for thinking of him, yes if you wish. I suppose you'll want to gag me next as well?" She gave a little giggle.
"It's crossed my mind if you're alright with that?" She tilted her head to one side slightly. "Yes, I think we should explore that, if I don't like what you do Roger won't get to do it."
She leaned across and kissed me on the cheek. "You really are a nice man. Being so considerate, the girl who gets your heart is going to be lucky. Is there anybody on the horizon, do I have to worry?"
"Nikki has expressed an interest when Roger gets back but otherwise no. I'm actually so busy at work and football I have little time."
Alice gave another little smile. "Well, I'm glad I can give you some entertainment, if you know what I mean."
It was getting a little late, so we finished our drinks and went to sleep. Getting up in the morning turned out to be our usual tea and bacon sandwiches and I left for football.
It was all becoming quite comfortable, I didn't love her at all, but I liked her a lot. There was no affection.
On my walk home I pondered what to use as a gag. It would have to be effective but comfortable. Cloth or sticky tape, I'll ponder on that. I didn't want to splash out the expense of a ball gag, and they are not that effective if too small and uncomfortable if too large. But I thought they looked good.
I had suggested getting leather wrist cuffs earlier, but she declined. I think she wanted to save that for her and Roger, so they could sort out a ball gag if they wanted to continue to play tie up games.
Discovery, almost.
I'd had a few messages from Alice and we set up the next event two weeks after the last one. I was due to arrive at about half two, because oddly enough she did have a few little jobs for me to do. There was a dripping tap and a loose door hinge. They should take a few minutes but had the scope to go wrong. I had just finished showering, shaving and dressing. I heard my phone vibrate. As I picked it up, I saw it was a message from Alice then the screen died. Bloody hell this thing barely kept the charge for a day.
But why was Alice texting me before I went around? I decided to play it cool, so I changed back into my work clothes. They probably wouldn't be staying on long, hopefully, but I wanted to look nice when I turned up for her. I popped the bottle of wine into my tool bag and walked around to Alice's place. I knocked on the front door. There was a bit of a wait, and I thought I might have to leave when it opened. There was a young lady, a very pretty young lady who looked a bit like Alice. "You must be Mike? Come in. Alice said you might be round. I'm Sandy, her sister by the way."
For a change I said thinking quickly. "Yes, I've got to cut the grass and look after the garden. She asked me to fix a dripping tap and the loose doors whilst Roger is away."
"Funny, she hasn't mentioned you before."
She stood back to let me in. "I've been told to make you a cup of tea, Alice is just upstairs. I'll bring it out to you. But the grass doesn't look particularly long."
Oh bugger.
I was saved by Alice coming down the stairs. "Hi, Mike, nice to see you. I don't think the grass has grown that much, but if you could weed the flower beds, I'd be grateful and the upstairs loo hasn't stopped running for the last 10 minutes."
Phew.
I lifted up my toolkit and said. "I've got some tap washers, I hope they're the right size, and the screws for the door. I'll do them after I've looked at the toilet." I had a thought. "Can I put my phone on charge? It's just gone flat and I'm expecting a message."
"Of course, you know where the induction charger is, just drop it on."
I noticed Sandy raised an eyebrow at that.
So did Alice, looking at her sister she said. "He needs to get a new phone, his battery is always going flat." Nice recovery, I think.
I took the top off the water cistern and screwed the float ball back on. Alice must have unscrewed it.
I looked at the tap, it wasn't a washer but one of those new fangled cartridges. I would have to come back and investigate. I looked like I was tightening some door hinges then I went out into the back garden. I hadn't been there five minutes when Sandy came out with another cup of tea. She offered it to me, but when I went for it, she pulled it back. "I find it strange my big sister hasn't told me about the good-looking handyman she has come round to do odd jobs for her whilst her husband is away."
I thought saying nothing was the best thing to do.
She tilted her head to one side, just like her sister did when she was going to ask a question that she thought was a little strange. But this was a statement. "I assume you helped her get the beds down and put the new one up?"
I think she wanted to carry on to say something else, but stopped.
She held the cup out to me and let me take it this time. "I have a garden that needs sorting if you're available?" There was a smirk on her face.
"Get Alice to give you my phone number and give me a call when you're ready for me to have a look." Bugger I might have to do some actual gardening.
I messed around in the garden for a bit trying to look busy, when I ran out of stuff to do I said my goodbyes. As I was leaving Sandy said. "How much do you charge per hour and when does she pay you?" There was that smile on her face.
Alice spoke up. "Oh, it's quite simple, I just buy him beer and give him a meal every now and again." Her face dropped, I bet she wished she hadn't said that.
I was getting used to Sandy raising an eyebrow.
I said goodbye to Alice and Sandy and headed home. I was nearly there when my phone rang. It was Alice. "Sandy's gone, get back here, come in the back door and straight upstairs."
I walked into the spare bedroom to a sight I never expected. Alice was standing there wearing black suspender belt, stockings and PVC ankle boots. But what struck me most was that she was wearing a pair of shiny over the elbow length gloves.
"The rope won't slip off of these." She said, holding her arms up. "I almost got caught. The gloves, lingerie and ropes were laid on the bed when Sandy wanted to look at the new bed, she's seen it before. I think she was just being nosey. I got here first. I could have explained it away but flipping heck, I'd rather not." In her hands were the black and red ropes.
What a sight! I've always had a thing about models wearing long shiny gloves and boots. I suspect the gloves were either latex or PVC.
I did wonder if she still had red nail varnish on her toes.
It didn't take long, she was soon tied spread eagle on the bed. She could barely move, it was tight. I wouldn't have to worry about leaving marks on her wrists and ankles today. I could smell her womanly scent. I was hard, I was starting to like this game. I wanted to try something different, I pulled the black scarf out of my pocket. "Shall I use this as a gag this time?"
"Try it."
I wrapped it over her mouth. She just looked at me and screamed and said around the gag. "Quite plainly that's not going to work very well. If you go downstairs under the sink there is some black 2-inch-wide tape. We'd better try that." I'd promised myself I wouldn't run with a hard on. I failed. I was back quite quickly. I tore off a long strip of the tape and put it over her mouth. She tried to scream, nothing came out. Then she started shaking her head wildly. I gently pulled the tape off. "That works. Now you can blindfold me as well."
Kinky little minx.
For the next 3/4 of an hour, she laid there, black tape over her mouth, black scarf over her eyes and she could do nothing but squirm. I lost count of the orgasm she had. I gave her a last one with my cock.
Our post sex euphoria followed its usual route. We lay in bed saying nothing for 10-15 minutes just basking in the afterglow. Then we talked about what we'd done. She liked the idea of the gag and the blindfold. It seemed to hold the excitement in.
I asked if she thought Sandy had worked anything out. "No, I think we're okay but we're going to have to be careful."
"She looks a bit like you."
"Well, she would, the surgeon that did all this." She said, waving at her face. "Looked at Sandy's face as a child and projected what she would look like at my age, then he tried to match up features the best he could, that way we would seem more like sisters."
"It worked, he was bloody good."
I didn't say it, but I thought Sandy was better looking than Alice. It flashed across my mind that I might try to see if we can get to know each other better, then pushed it away, far too dangerous.
It would probably be three weeks before I saw Alice again, so I resigned myself to three weeks of abstinence. I got on with life, work, cars, beer, mates and football. One thing I did find when I got home was the two halves of the tea towel I had torn in half in my toolkit? I don't have a dishwasher well, apart from the one on the end of each arm, so they would come in useful.
It was two weeks into my abstinence period when my phone rang. It was Alice. It was a Wednesday evening just before eight, she sounded breathless. "Mike, can you come round please, quickly?"
"Okay I'm on my way, what's wrong?" This sounded serious.
"Come in the back door, be warned the security light will come on when you come in the gate and all the lights will be off in the house. I don't want you to see me. I'll explain when you get here."
"On my way." I said as I left my front door, I didn't bother picking up a toolkit. I turned around and went back inside and grabbed it just in case. It sounded urgent. I got my keys out before I got to their back gate. I got in and as she said the security light came on. Normally Alice would switch it off. I skirted round the edges of the garden and let myself in. I reached up and turned the light off. Inside the house was dark.
"Mike is that you?"
"Yes, what's wrong?"
"Roger and I were playing a game and it went wrong, but you can't see me."
Now I was confused. Roger was several thousand miles away, how could they be playing a game? "I'm sorry I need a little more than that."
"This is embarrassing. I do stuff for Roger over the video link." She took a sigh. "After we played tie up games I bought a set of handcuffs and for the last couple of weeks I've handcuffed my hands behind my back. Today I used those PVC gloves I bought to stop marks and now I can't handle the key, and it's gone under the sofa. I need you to get the key, unlock my handcuffs, but not look at me. It's so embarrassing."
The thought of Alice in PVC gloves handcuffed behind her back was giving me problems in the trouser department. I had to concentrate. "Whereabouts under the sofa is the key?"
"It fell off the corner of the coffee table nearest the kitchen door."
Concentrating was letting my cock go down. "Right, I think I've got this, can you sit on the sofa longways and place your arms over the armrest? I should be able to get the key, undo the handcuffs and only see your arms."
She gave a little sob. "Yes, I think that would work, give me a little while."
I heard some shuffling then Alice said. "Okay give it a try."


There was just enough light to see. I crawled on my hands and knees into the living room, ran my hands under the sofa, found the key and her arms complete with PVC gloves and handcuffs. The PVC felt smooth. I managed to get them both unlocked, it must have been uncomfortable for her arms. She pulled them back over and then she said. "Mike sorry to just send you away after helping me, but can you go now please?"
She was obviously in a mess, very embarrassed and ashamed. I put on a stern voice. "No. You're not feeling too good at the moment. I will stay down here where I can't see you. You go upstairs, get changed, come back and we can talk."
"No Michael."
"Yes Alice, you've had a traumatic event, I'm not leaving you alone. I promise I won't look or judge. What you and Roger do is entirely up to you."
Quietly I heard her say. "Thank you." I felt her getting off the sofa, so I stretched my back. I know I shouldn't, but I did, I glimpsed. Oh my God what a sight. Alice was wearing a PVC corset. I'm sure the waist was down to 22 inches, the PVC gloves I'd seen before and as she climbed the stairs, leather thigh boots with stockings, her hair and makeup straight from a porn video. She was absolutely fucking stunning. I felt embarrassed, but it was only a glance as I straightened my back.
When I heard her get to the top of the stairs I went into the kitchen. Tea, coffee, beer or wine? Wine and beer, I think.
When I sat on the sofa, I noticed something sticking out the end, hidden down behind the cushions. I looked; there were two vibrators. I think if Alice knew I had seen them she would be even more embarrassed. I pushed them further down out of sight.
It was about ten minutes later when Alice came down, she had no makeup on and was wearing baggy trousers and a sweatshirt. I had a glass of wine in front of her. An Old Speckled Hen for me. When she sat down, I held my hand up. "Alice, I have a confession." I don't think she knew how to take that, I just carried on. "As you were going up the stairs, I had to straighten my back after being on my hands and knees and I saw you. It was just a glance, but that vision of sexual beauty is forever going to be emblazoned on my mind, you have absolutely nothing to be ashamed of."
Her mouth hung open. I wasn't sure if it was because of what I said, or that I had confessed to seeing her.
Her face was a mess of confusion. She looked down and took a drink of her wine. I carried on. "Whatever you and Roger do is completely fine with me. I think you're both fantastic people put in a very difficult situation and you're both coping with it the best way you can. I'm proud to call both of you my friends." Her mouth hung open. It appears I had crossed the line from sex partner to friend and she didn't complain.
She explained to me that when Roger went South initially, she would do a striptease once a week for him. After the tour extended, she increased her 'antics' as she called them. I imagined the vibrators that were down the end of the sofa were part of them. She said they had increased their lingerie stocks, but after my introducing the kinkiness into our sex games, they expanded them some more, and what I glimpsed was her latest 'antic'.
She gave a little smile at that. I just nodded my head and told her I thought it was a good idea and healthy, she relaxed a bit more. I suspect it was a way to keep Roger interested. I don't know how many women are down at the South Pole with him. I think the large glass of wine she had may have helped her relax.
She gave a little smile. This was Alice coming back to her confident self. She gave a little giggle. "I bet you would like to have me in that corset and boots, hands cuffed behind my back in those PVC gloves and have me over the back of the sofa." She gave me a little grin tilting her head to one side. I had to move. I was getting hard at the thought she'd put in my head. She noticed, her smile widened. I looked at her and said, "You're a naughty woman, don't give me ideas."
She gave a laugh. "No, you're too much of a gentleman."
It was my turn now. "Most of the time, trust me, only most of the time." There might be something to explore here, home invasion role playing.
Time was getting on and I had a few serious questions. "Are you going to tell Roger about what happened tonight?"
There was no hesitation. "Yes, everything, no secrets." Then she paused. "Shit I hope the video feed wasn't live?"
"It was pretty dark and there wasn't a lot to see, anyway nothing happened."
"Phew; that's a relief." She looked across at the television "No I think I turned it off anyway if he cuts the link at his end, that kills it."
"I have a simple question, are we going to use the handcuffs?"
"Oh no, they're just for me and Roger, anyway I prefer rope, it's just that rope is impractical on your own."
It was about time I went home, I had work in the morning and something to do with my right hand as soon as I got in.
I suggested to her that the next time she wanted to play for Roger, she sent me a text to put me on standby in case something went wrong. I could be her safety person, I joked that maybe she should contact Nikki or Sandy for that job.
She gave it a little laugh and said contacting her sister might be fun, but it was too much of a risk. And whilst Nikki knew that I was staying overnight sometimes, she wanted to keep what we did between her, Roger and me.
She graciously took my offer up.
When we got to the back door she pulled me into a big hug then pushed me back and said very solemnly. "Thank you, you're a good friend."
I didn't know what to say so I just left.
I went home. I reminded Alice to turn the light back on after I left. She seemed much happier now than when I got to her.
It was the following week I got the text. 'Safety person?'
'Yes, let me know when you finished'.
It was two hours later I got a text 'all done.'
Just thinking about what she had been doing for Roger made me visit my bedroom.
The fifth time, with a request.
I'd arrived on time as usual through the back door. Alice was a bit quiet during dinner. She'd made a nice Chinese meal, quite light. I've known her for a few months now, so I asked the question. "Okay out with it what's got you bothered. Is Roger alright? Has Sandy found something out?"
She laid her chopsticks down. "Oh yes everybody's fine. Roger is over the moon. They think they've found a replacement for him, but he's not holding his breath," she took a deep swallow of her wine. Looking at me she square in the face she said. "This is against one of our rules. I would like you to take a photograph of me tied to the bed. Roger wants to see it, all he's got at the moment is images in his mind."
I pondered on it a bit and thought it do-able, but I was worried. "I can do that, but it bothers me he will be disappointed."
Her face lit up. "So, you don't mind, I know we've broken the kissing on the lips rule, but if this is a step too far just say.?"
"No, I'll use your phone camera, what you do with them is up to you."
"Okay, as you have gathered Roger and I have been sort of having fun, so you probably won't be surprised with the outfit." She picked up her chopsticks and moved her food around." She gave her little smile, "do you know it's actually your fault." She's trying to blame me now. I didn't feel threatened, I just shrugged my shoulders indicating she should carry on.
"When we didn't want to mark my wrists, I bought those PVC gloves. I showed them to Roger the week before you and I used them. Roger likes sexy underwear. When he saw those we sort of, well, well we expanded our repertoire as you saw me the other night. I would like you to take a picture of me wearing that tied to the bed, if you're okay with that."
It was my turn to push my food around the plate with the chopsticks "I'm a tad uncomfortable. What you do with Roger is between you two. We don't share." I didn't know how to phrase this, so I used the excuse of taking a long drink of my beer to think. "Okay, I'll tie you to the bed and take photographs of you wearing your underwear. But then you take it off, that is for you and Roger. Yes!" I held my hands up. "I would really love to have you dressed like that, you're stunning. But we have to keep things separate."
The smile split her face. I thought she was going to leap across the table and kiss me.
"Thank you so very much, you don't know how much this is helping me and Roger. I would love to tell you some of the things that we do to keep him happy. I'm afraid it's kind of a circular thing. He's got you to keep me happy. So I do things to keep him happy." She smiled and said. "You get food, beer and a bit of the other."
We had already shared the gloves, so it seems that was the limit. Then I thought. Alice had shared what we did with Roger, but not what she did with him, with me. I pondered on that a bit. They were man and wife, I was just someone that fulfilled a need. I was happy about that, in fact just a little bit proud I could help.
Then she surprised me, yet again. "Can I keep the boots on after the photo? I like them, they are a bit tight and restrictive. I like that. And I think you might like them as well."
And that was what we did. She changed into her Boots, corset, stockings and gloves, put on more make-up, not quite porn star style like I had glimpsed the other week.
I tied her spread eagled, tight and took four pictures from as high as I could. For two I placed black tape across her mouth. The black tape matched the rest of her outfit. I looked between her legs, she was very moist. I think this was turning her on.
When I had finished, I took her corset off and slid it under the bed. I left her gagged. Looking down at her I said. "You're staying right there whilst I have my fun."
Her eyes opened wide, but she didn't use her safety signal.
I spent the next 20 minutes feasting on her body. I will admit the smell of her leather boots helped me.
She came more than twice before I entered her. No finesse, I just went at the speed that suited me. She came at least once more and for a change I let it soak until I went soft, there wasn't a lot she could do about it. Well, she had her signal, but she didn't use it.
Because we had come upstairs to take photographs I hadn't bought our post sex drinks with us. I went downstairs while she undressed. I must admit I was getting very comfortable lying in bed next to her with that afterglow, not saying anything.
That was something I had not done with my previous girlfriends. That must be something I will have to do in the future. And then gently talking about what we've done. Her question this time was there anything I wanted to try? She admitted she'd been looking up on the Internet. I told her 'No'. I was happy with what we were doing. Anything greater was for her and Roger to explore. She smiled, leaned across, and kissed me on the cheek when I said that.
Then I thought, we never cuddled in bed, we just lay next to each other, which I must admit, it was comforting.
In the morning we did the usual tea and bacon sandwiches, and I went to play football. We lost again.
It was Wednesday and I received an e-mail from Roger. "Thank you so very much for taking the pictures. I know it was outside your comfort zone. We talk a lot about what has happened. Your suggestion has alleviated a lot of the guilt she feels, it's still there which to be honest, I'm glad. But talking with her, she's back to a much more rounded person since you came to visit and I thank you for that. I also thank you for opening up a new branch of our lives. From what Alice told me it was a bit of an accident, but hey that is how these things happen. I'm certainly looking forward even more to getting back.
"However, one thing has crossed my mind, what would it be like to be in her position."
There was nothing in there to suggest anything untoward, but it was obvious to me what he meant. I saw Alice was copied in on the message. That's good.
Time for a small change.
We were getting comfortable and I had taken to popping round once a week just for a cup of tea and dinner. I always went in through the front door on these visits and carried my tool bag. I'm not sure it would have fooled anybody with the regularity of my visits, things can't break down that much.
One day when I got there when she opened the door, Alice said to me, "Sandy's here."
I walked in, the kitchen table was set for three. Sandy looked particularly sad and it came out that she had just broken up with her latest boyfriend. Whilst it wasn't really serious and she wasn't sure where it was going, it was still painful. That was 2 break-ups in 4 months, she was feeling a bit of a failure. I did have a bottle of wine in my toolkit, it stayed there. Sandy and I drank beer instead. So that was where the Otter went. I left after about an hour and a half. I even gave Sandy a big hug, I noticed her body was as tight as her big sisters.
My next visit to Alice was another revelation. Dinner this time was my absolute favourite, liver, bacon, onions, mashed potatoes, peas and gravy, but there wasn't a great deal on the plate.
"Bit skimpy on portion size today?" I said to her.
"I know it's your favourite, but it can be a bit stodgy, and I have another favour to ask, this goes outside even what we did last time."
I noticed she was more nervous than the last time she asked me to break the rules. I wasn't sure if that was a good or a bad thing.
"In the e-mail Roger sent to you, he told you he wondered what it would be like to be where I am on the bed." She looked down, took a deep breath, lifted her head, looked at me and said. "I would like to tie you to the bed, take a photograph and send it to Roger. Nobody else will see it and I will hide your face so no one will know it's you if it gets out. And I will untie you go as soon as I've taken the photograph." It all came out in a long rush without a pause for a breath.
Thinking back, I had sort of expected something like this, it had been playing in the back of my mind after Roger's email. What would it be like to be under somebody else's control? I had decided if she asked, I would say 'Yes' but I wasn't going to give an answer easily.
"I'm not so sure about that. I'm not sure that's my thing."
"Okay, sorry I asked." I wasn't expecting that, she gave in too easily.
"How much would it mean to you and Roger?"
"Roger doesn't know. This is purely my idea. You have a similar build, well you had when he went down South, I'm not sure now, I don't think it has changed much in the last 10 months. It was to be a surprise for him. Sorry, forget I asked." She looked embarrassed.
Honesty was probably the best policy. "Ever since Roger mentioned he wondered what it would be like to be on the other side, it has crossed my mind. But I hadn't considered taking photographs. So yes, we can do it as long as I get to say which photographs you send and my face cannot be seen."
Her mouth hung open; she was certainly not expecting that. "But what happens after I've taken the photograph?"
I gave a small smile. "As you know, you've been in that position, there will be little option. You can probably do whatever you wish. But I must insist on no gag." I gave a small pause and said. "I will use the same safety word."
A hand reached across the table and took mine. "Thank you so very much."
"I have another thing to insist on, you must wear stockings and those PVC gloves and leather boots."
20 minutes later I was naked, tied quite securely spread eagled onto the bed. She stood there holding her elbow length PVC gloves, wearing hold up stockings and leather thigh boots. She laid the gloves across my nether regions, saying it's not a cock size competition. It crossed my mind that I didn't know if Roger was bigger, smaller or the same size as me. Too late to think about it now. I was a little uncomfortable, this was completely new to me. I had always been in charge.
She found a translucent scarf to lay across my face. She took a couple of pictures and showed them to me. The scarf was a brilliant idea. You could just see features but not work out who it was. None of them showed my facial features. I told her to choose anyone she wanted.
Then something strange happened as if what we were doing wasn't. As she pulled the PVC gloves off my cock, the smoothness sent a tingle through it and it got hard, not twitched but hard. Alice noticed, she smiled as she slid the gloves up her arms. "Oh, I can see he likes that. I think we're going to have some fun." She wrapped her gloved hands around my cock, it felt bloody fantastic, the smoothness, the coolness. She moved her hand up and down gently sliding but still taking enough grip. It wasn't long before I was nearly ready, I was pushing up. And as I expected she stopped. She looked up, took the scarf and folded it several times and laid it across my eyes. I was effectively blindfolded. I could have shaken it off, but I decided to let her play, this was her game for a change.
Then she did something we never discussed. She took me fully into her mouth, that caught me unawares. I had to be careful not to thrust up.
When she was in this position, I teased her and now she was getting her revenge, where I let her come several times after a bit of edging, I was only going to get one, maybe two. I concentrated.
I could only feel one hand on me and I could hear sounds, all of a sudden she stopped and I heard her gasp. I think she was bringing herself off. That was confirmed when she offered her gloved fingers to my lips and she said sweetly. "Taste this. I think you like the taste." It was hers, she did it several more times. I was so hard it was hurting. I wasn't going to beg, but I was tempted.
I felt her shuffle up the bed, a hand gripped hold of my cock and I could feel her wipe it up and down her slit, over her clitoris, she was using my cock to bring herself off. Good. Then it was time, she sank herself on to me. I heard her groan. I said to her, "Please take the scarf off, I want to see you come."
"Your wish is my command, this time." She pulled the scarf off. What a fantastic sight, she was up there, head back eyes closed, moving slowly up and down. I tried to thrust up as she came down, we worked in rhythm. All of a sudden, I felt her vagina muscles clench, and she fell forward. I gave one last thrust and came myself. She lay on my chest for several seconds and then reached up and pulled the ropes loose, she had used slipknots.
We laid together like that for a couple of minutes whilst we recovered. Then she kissed me on the cheek, slid off the bed, got undressed and walked out of the bedroom, when she got to the door she turned and said. "Time for a drink I think." I managed to free my legs and tidy away everything we'd been using, just in case Sandy popped in again.
In our afterglow, for a change she rested her head on my shoulder. Normally, we would lay side by side, maybe touching at the hip.
I had been planning ahead while she was out of the room. "Can we try something different next time?"
"Depends on what it is?" She asked.
"I assume you have vibrators to keep yourself, how can we say... well, you know, to quell some desires. I would like to introduce those into our play. It's for me, but I don't think you'll mind and it's certainly something you can try ready for when Roger gets home." I knew she had vibrators. I'd seen them down the side of the sofa.
She paused, then smiled. "Yes, I think I'd like that. I do have one or two."
"I'll get a new one, I don't want to use anything that you and Roger might use." How bloody hypocritical, I was using her body, never mind. "Do you have a preference of what I should get?"


She gave a little smile. "I've been playing with them quite a lot for nearly a year so yes, I'll send you a text." She poured me a glass of wine and handed it to me then she said quietly. "It's quite a responsibility being in charge like that, isn't it?"
"Yes, it is, I'm glad you recognise it. It sometimes bothered me a little what I was doing to you."
She lifted her head off my shoulder, looked me in the eyes. "You have no worries, you did a fantastic job, and I am very grateful for what you have done, what you've taught me." She paused for a bit, then said. "I think Roger is going to be grateful as well." She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek then put her head back on my shoulder. I think that was when I fell asleep.
Sandy and toys, not together though.
It was the following week when Nikki called at my desk and asked if we could have a coffee at lunchtime. I thought that a bit odd, she knew Roger wasn't back yet. We settled down in the coffee shop. I had a cappuccino and a garibaldi biscuit. She said to me, "I know we said we might do something after you finished helping out my friend, but I'm afraid that's not going to happen now. I've met somebody and I think it could be serious." I was happy for her.
I thought we were only going to explore the chances of a relationship. I reached across, took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. "I'm glad for you."
She smiled and said something to me. "I consider you a friend, so be warned about Sandy, she's been asking a lot of questions about you, and she may have worked something out. She could be digging for more information, or she might just fancy you, you're not an ugly bugger and a nice man to boot. But be careful." She smiled.
Sandy was an interesting woman, better looking than her sister, in fact she was quite beautiful, but I know where her sister got her looks from.
It was two weeks before our next appointment. I managed to obtain the vibrator she mentioned, not the exact one. Things have got quite comfortable now. I sent her a text to let her know I was on my way. There was a routine. We had a light meal. She went upstairs and I tied her to the bed spread eagle. I'm sure there were other positions we could try. I might have to bring that up next time. I'd been doing some looking on the Internet, closed doors could be very useful to be tied to standing up.
This time when she was secure I showed her the tape I had used to gag her. She nodded her head, then the black scarf I had used as a blindfold. "Yes." She said, I blindfolded her and used the tape on her mouth.
I wished I was allowed to take photographs of her tied spread on the bed in black PVC gloves, black scarf blindfold, black tape gag, black stockings and black PVC ankle boots. I would have to be careful. I might shoot before my time. I started my usual running my fingernails up and down her body. She shivered and moaned through the gag. When my hands passed across the top of her thighs, she thrust upwards. I moved my hands away after doing that a couple of times. I used my fingers to excite her. I felt her vagina clamp my fingers as she orgasmed.
Time for tongue action, I slid down the bed. I used my tongue and fingers on her lips, occasionally slipping my fingers inside trying to find her G spot. I knew when I did.
Then I retrieved the vibrator I had hidden earlier, it was a simple one, five settings. Using a vibrator had never been mentioned apart from our initial agreement. I think she may have forgotten about it. I placed it on her clitoris and then turned it on low. She immediately screamed through the gag and lifted her hips pushing me away. Before I could pull the vibrator away she shuddered as she came.
I spent the next several minutes playing around her nether regions with it, sometimes rolling across her belly whilst I lapped up her juices. I was getting close myself, so I pulled the ropes to free her legs and entered her, all the way in as far as I could go, she lifted her legs up. I leaned back and slid the vibrator over her clitoris.
I could feel her climax coming. I pulled out and took the vibrator away. A sound like 'bastard' came through the gag. Then I buried myself as deep and as hard as I could, I turned the vibrator up and put it on her clit. She screamed, thrust her hips at me and had a massive orgasm, as often happened with Alice, her coming brought me off.
I collapsed onto one side not wanting to crush her. It took us several minutes to recover. I slid off the bed and reached over to gently remove the tape from her mouth. I lifted the blindfold off, she glared at me. Looking at her I said, "I'm not untying your hands until you promise not to hit me."
She smiled. "Bastard, okay."
She lied, as soon as her hands were free she smacked me on the chest, not hard, playfully. "Your turn to fetch the drinks." She told me quite forcibly. I did as I was told.
In the afterglow we talked about what we'd done. She told me that was one of the best she'd ever had, definitely something to tell Roger. I did suggest next time a different position possibly standing up? She said she wasn't against it but would need more details. I took that as a yes, well maybe.
As usual the tiredness was overtaking us and we quite quickly fell asleep.
It was breakfast the following morning when I mentioned to her what Nikki said about Sandy asking questions. She told me that Sandy hadn't asked her about me at all, and she sees her quite regularly. She tilted her head to one side and said to me, "Do you fancy my sister?"
I had to think about that. "I'm not sure I like her, she's nice, she's very attractive, but I don't really know her."
I was careful what I said, I didn't want to endanger what I had going on with Alice.
"Well, I might have to have a chat with her to see what her intentions towards you are?" She said with a smile.
We left it at that.
It was a week later when I got a phone call from Alice asking if she could pop round and see me. That was odd, she'd never been to my flat. I wondered if she wanted to try something new? She turned up looking lovely, really classy. I invited her in for tea and biscuits. She sat across from me and said. "I'm sorry Mike, we knew this was going to happen but Roger's coming home. They have confirmed his replacement and he'll be home in about a month's time. So, I'm afraid our last meeting was the last one. I wanted to come and tell you personally because you've been so good for me and Roger."
She took a sip of tea and gave me a little smile. "At least that gives you the chance to go and find your own relationship. I know Nikki's not available, although she did like you, but there is always my sister." She couldn't have timed it better, I think she did it on purpose. I was drinking my tea, I spluttered it everywhere. I got the two tea towel halves to wipe up the mess. She explained she'd been talking to Sandy and she does like me, but she thinks there's something going on between us. She hasn't asked because she doesn't want to know the answer. Alice had explained there was nothing going on and that I was just helping out whilst Roger was away, a sort of half-truth.
Alice took a bite of the dark chocolate digestive biscuit and said. "Sandy told me that I seemed happier since you turned up. I told her it was nice to have a man around to stop the squeaking doors, the taps dripping and to cut the grass for me. I also told her it was nice to have a man's input." She gave her little giggle at the double meaning of that, "I'm not sure she believed me, but I've set the seeds.
"I know you've not met her often, but would you like me to set her up on a date with you?"
"I think she's very attractive, she's got a nice personality and I like her sister," I smiled. "But I need to think about that. It's probably better if I do it myself, you just arrange for us to be in the same place at the same time."
"Alright you naughty man but remember what we do must never, never get out from the four of us. What we did and the kinky stuff just between the three of us."
"I don't break my vows."
"No, I don't believe you do, you wouldn't use our bedroom or Rogers toys, you've kept a definite line between the two," she held her hands up. "Yes, I know you've used me, but he asked you to. In fact, I think I've used you, I've gained more out of this than you have."
I suppose she was correct, I had increased my experience and now I would have all those very sexy, kinky perverted memories.
She gave me a kiss on the cheek and a hug as she left.
The Meeting.
I got a text from Alice, 'Get here now bring toolkit Sandy.' and that was it! I was in the pub, my mates took the piss out of me suspecting I had a hot date. Hopefully they were correct or at least the start of something.
I got home as soon as I could and picked up my toolkit and shot round to the house. I knocked on the door, Sandy answered and she told me it was the toilet cistern again. "Alice had to pop out so she's asked me to look after you. You know where it is." I went back upstairs and re-screwed the ballcock back on again. I banged around a bit and splashed some water on myself then went downstairs. There was a cup of tea waiting for me and some biscuits, chocolate hobnobs, my favourite.
"Roger is going to have to get that old ball cock mechanism replaced when he gets back in a couple of weeks' time, although I'm sure that that won't be the top of his list of things to do."
Sandy laughed. "No, I don't suppose it is. I wonder what that'll be?" She tilted her head just like her big sister does and gave me a grin.
We talked for a minute or two then I said to her. "Nikki tells me you've been asking her about me, but you've never talked to your sister about me?"
She put her cup down and looked at me straight in the face. She had a serious look. "I'm going to be completely honest, Alice has perked up since you started helping out around here, you seem nice and I didn't ask her because, well, I didn't want to know the answer, but she insists it is just the things you do for her around the place, and having someone different to talk to. I have even chatted with Roger. He is more than happy with you turning up here."
Right time to bite the bullet. I stood up. "Would you do me the honour of having dinner with me next Saturday?"
"I'm glad you asked first, because I was going to ask you, so the answer is yes."
And that was the start of our relationship.
I had some inkling of what she did and didn't like because of her sister. We were intimate two weeks before Roger got home. So that door could never be opened again.
Sandy asked me to pick her up from Alice's house one day when we were going out on a date. Alice grabbed me whilst Sandy was in the toilet, she gave me a hug and said. "I'm really glad for the two of you, I think you're both well suited to one another," she gave a little smile. "And I think she's in for a big surprise, but don't you be surprised if my sister is a little bit naughty like me."
A quizzical look crossed my face. "She used to like dressing up a lot as a kid, just like I do. I'll let you introduce the other things if you think they'll work. I think they might." We heard the toilet flush and she stepped back. "Just don't tell me about it, okay."
I whispered with a smile. "Not a flipping chance."
Sandy and I had been living almost in each other's pockets since that first date. We just seemed to click.
She walked into my flat one evening, she looked slightly nervous, I had an inkling where this was going.
She came up to me, put her arms around my neck, tilted her head to one side in that cute manner that both she and her sister have, and said. "I've got a great favour to ask."
I said nothing.
"Roger's been back for three weeks now and next week they're having a welcome home party. I've been invited." She pulled herself away, looked up into my eyes and said. "I would like you to come with me. I really don't know what was going on between you and Alice, so you may not want to go."
I put a quizzical look on my face as if I was thinking about it. But I'd had a message from Roger warning me this was going to happen. He and Alice expressed their wish that I go to the party with Sandy.
I'd never met Roger face to face. It would be interesting.
It was my turn to tilt my head to one side, and I said to her, "So, you want to show your new boyfriend off? What's in it for me?"
The smile lit up her face "Ha! so that's a yes then. I'll tell them in the morning. But for now, I think we have some more time getting to know each other better." She walked towards the bedroom swinging her hips. Halfway there she turned, looked at me and gave me a smile, a smile that her sister had never given me. I followed with a gladness in my heart.
The thought of the welcome home party was a little unsettling, I was going to meet the man for the first time whose wife I'd been having sex with at his request. But I had worked out if Sandy and I were going to be for the long run, and I hoped we were, this is going to happen so best get it over and done with.
When we arrived at the hall Sandy went across and spoke to Roger and Alice and indicated we were in the corner. We chatted with some people around us. It was obvious that Roger had to meet an awful lot of people that he hadn't seen for a long time and we didn't want to take any sort of priority.
I watched as they moved around the room. Alice was looking adoringly at Roger. They had either an arm linked through their arms or around each other's waist. Every now and again you could see them give each other a little hug or squeeze.
It was so bloody adorable, I feel bloody guilty. Then they headed towards us.
Shit!
Roger walked up to Sandy and gave her a hug and said to her, "Thank you for being there for her."
Then he turned to me after he disengaged himself from Sandy. For a fleeting moment, I thought he was going to punch me, but he smiled, put out his right hand. I took it firmly, then his left arm went around my shoulder and pulled me in for a hug.
Bloody hell!
When he was beside my ear he said, "Thank you so very much for helping Alice with her problems.
"And for showing us the door with your little trick. We've taken what you've taught her, fully opened that door and walked through to a new set of adventures."
Alice stepped forward and said, "Can we catch up later when the crowd has gone?"
He released me, I glanced at Sandy, her mouth hung open. His actions completely confused her. I think she heard what Roger had said.
Alice just smiled and slid her arm through Roger's and they walked to the next group.
"What the bloody hell was that all about?" Sandy said as she grabbed hold of my arm and pulled me towards her. She looked me in the face. "What was that all about? That was a well over the top for someone who changed the odd tap washer and kept the grass cut. What have you and my sister been up to?"
Shit. Oh dear, the words Cat, Bag, and out of, came to mind.
We were in a quiet corner and I really didn't know what to do. I never thought this would happen. I was a coward. "I'm sworn to secrecy. I love you but I made a vow before I ever met you and I have to stick to it. If I am released from that vow, I promise I will tell you."
Her mouth hung open. I suppose that's not surprising really. But what surprised me was what she said next. "You said you love me."
"Yes, I did, because I do."
She leapt at me. Throwing her arms around my neck, she crushed me. "I love you too, I was frightened to tell you. I didn't know, I thought you might not love me back. Bloody hell you don't know how happy you've made me."
She seemed to have forgotten her original question.
Later on that evening as people were drifting away, it was our time to leave. I was standing in the corner waiting for Sandy to come back from the toilet. Roger and Alice made their way towards me. This time Alice was a little more familiar with me. Roger shook my hand again, without the hug. "Mike I really can't thank you enough for what you did for Alice's mental health, the other stuff was great too." He gave a smile, his whole face lit up, he leaned forward. "We've barely got out of bed these past two weeks and some of the things we have learned together after walking through that door have been blowing my mind. I don't mind being on the receiving end occasionally." Roger paused, I think he was going to make a point. "You're welcome in our house anytime, but I warn you that what you had, is over." There was a hardness in his voice. I completely accept that.
Alice rested her hand on his arm saying. "Oh, I think he's got other interests, and this one could be romantic, as well as a naughty flavour." Looking at me Alice said in a quiet voice. "I think my little sister may be a bit kinky too."
I have become a fan of tie and tease, so I hope she was.
It was the Sunday after the party, Sandy was in my flat.
"Why do you have a tea towel torn in two?" She said holding them both up.
"Just do."
She had a quizzical look on her face. Then raised an eyebrow. I was so getting used to that. I found it quite cute. "Didn't I see these in Alice's house? Or something very much like them?"
I just shrugged my shoulders.
"That's no answer."
She flicked one of them at me, I fended it off easily, not so much the fourth one, that caught the back of my hand, and it hurt. That was enough!
The next time she flicked it I grabbed the end, pulled her towards me, she was shocked. I spun her round, got the other half of the tea towel and tied her hands behind her back just like I had her sister all those months ago.
She pulled away but didn't say anything, she struggled, pulled and twisted her wrists. They were not coming undone any time soon.
She was slightly out of breath when she said. "You can do anything you like to me, even make me suck your cock."
"Or I could let you go if you promise not to flick the tea towel at me again."
"Or you could make me suck your cock. But you'll have to help by undoing your trousers."
I didn't need telling a third time.
It was a wonderful sight to see her head bobbing on my cock with her hands secured behind her back. I came, she swallowed. Standing up she said to me. "Now I think it's my turn."
She turned and even with her hands secured behind her back she grabbed hold of my wilting cock and pulled me towards the living room. She laid on the sofa and opened her legs. I would need time to recover, so I checked to see if she tasted similar to her sister, again.
Nope, she had a taste all of her own. I used my tongue and fingers to make sure she was satisfied before I had recovered enough to give us both a final orgasm.
I untied her, then she said something very similar to what her sister had said to me seven or eight months ago. "I think we should do that again, I'm sure you have lots of ideas."
"I do, and we shall explore them together."
It was a couple of weeks later. Sandy was sitting on top of me, I was embedded in her. She looked down at me and said. "I've worked it out. The first six months Roger was away Alice was happy enough, I would visit every week. But she took a dive when he got extended.
"Then you turned up to help with 'house maintenance' and she got better, almost back to her old self like when Roger was around. Then the way Roger greeted you, whatever you were doing it was obviously with his approval. Even Nikki was less worried about her, so I'm guessing she knows. My sister has always been a little, not sure how to say this, so I'm going to use the word 'naughty'." She paused. "But you're mine now and if you ever go anywhere near my sister like that again." She leaned back, took hold of my testicles and said. "I will rip these off and shove them down your throat."


I rolled her onto her back and plunged myself deep into her. "Why would I want your sister when I've got her younger, sexy, more beautiful, more confident, more passionate younger sister. Why incur the wrath of Roger. I have got you and I'm keeping you, I'm not risking losing you."
With that I slid my hand underneath the pillow to retrieve the handcuffs. She lifted her arm and presented me with her wrist. I slowly ratcheted the cuff closed. I know she likes that clicking sound. I passed the chain around the headboard slat.
She puts a queer look on her face tilted ahead to one side just like her sister when she was going to ask a question. "More passionate, more beautiful, more sexy?"
She said as she lifted her other wrist up to the other cuff.
"Your sister is attractive and sexy but there was no passion, just the fulfilment of needs."
I think I'd just confirmed her theory.
Nine months after Roger got back there was a loud knocking on the door of my flat, when I opened it Alice rushed straight past me and threw herself at her sister, wrapping her arms around her. Roger came in and started pumping my hand. He had a smile from ear to ear. He pulled me into a big hug then without a word carried on to Alice and Sandy. We'd had a text that they were coming round, that was good because we'd planned to visit them this evening. All I heard was Sandy scream. "You're not!"
Then Alice replied. "I am." Oh bugger.
Roger turned, looked at me. "I'm gonna be a Dad!"
Sandy looked at me, I nodded my head. "We've got news too!" With that she put her left hand out. It wasn't a very big rock on the engagement ring. We decided to save most of the money for the house. Roger came across to me, the smile still plastered across his face. Again, pumping my hand for all it was worth, then he pulled me into another hug. What's this with men hugging one another? The two girls were hugging each other, both crying.
Suppose I'd better make some tea. Wine was out of the question now at least for one of us.
Years later it occasionally crossed my mind as I put our eldest daughter into her bed, the bed that I'd had sex with her Auntie Alice in.
Young Chloe often asked me what I was smiling at.
4.2
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Just a short one, a bit of a romp. As usual with my stories, nothing new here. Please enjoy the story.
In the pub last week I was introduced to a man called Barry and his wife Lyn. That is the same name as two of our friends. Back when I was half the age I am now I used to work with Barry and see him and his wife Lynn at functions and parties, we were military we saw a lot of each other. Lynn was very controlling, always telling him what to do. Not belittling, just controlling. He wasn't like that at work. One evening when just the men were out together somebody went too far and suggested that Lynn told Barry what to do in the bedroom. He replied, "That's one place I do have control." We never approached that subject again. We still see them every year at reunions, and they're still exactly the same. But the memories gave me a kernel of an idea, this is the story that grew from that kernel.
I hope these women don't really exist, although in my younger days I have met some that might do something similar.
I am British; therefore, I write in British English.
Like mother, like daughter!
**********************************************************************
I'd caught the bus back from the garage after dropping my wife's car off to be repaired. It had a strange rumbling noise from the front nearside suspension. When I asked her how long it had been doing it, she said a couple of months. I had a look round. The alloy wheel had a great big chunk out of it. Looks like she clobbered a kerb some time. Looking underneath I could see nothing obviously wrong. I had a very slow drive down the road. The steering didn't feel quite right. I couldn't put my finger on it. There was a rumbling noise like a bearing gone on the front, but louder. When I got home I phoned the garage I normally used, and they could fit me in if I got it to them today. I drove very carefully. I saw it was also overdue for a service. As usual she left it until the last flipping minute to tell me about it, and she certainly wouldn't do it herself. Her attention to cars was abysmal. A prime example was six months ago she ran out of fuel because she couldn't be bothered to stop at the petrol station as there was a big queue, she expected me to do it for her later.
I asked Sherry if she could pick me up using my car. She went on about how she was too busy, anyway she didn't like driving it, it was too big. I felt she was just being awkward. There had been a few heated discussions during the last couple of months over ​​niff naff and trivia. She was starting to annoy me.
It had been this way for quite a while now, everything was too difficult for her to help me or even help me help her, and I was getting pissed off with it.
With this car incident, the showdown wasn't far away.
I had thought about it on the ride back on the bus. Was she cheating on me? I hadn't seen anything on her phone. She'd asked me to open it the other day to check a message when she was in the shower, she hadn't changed the passcode. She could have two phones I suppose. The sex hadn't dropped off, probably improved a bit. She hadn't started staying out late at night. The occasional late working was not unusual. There was no change in the way she dressed. There was none of what I had been told were the usual clues of a cheater.
Nope just the shitty attitude.
As I walked towards our house I saw our daughter Carrie's car there. I never really got on with my daughter. She was always a mummy's girl. It was sort of like I was tolerated, useful. Carrie was 24. A year after she was born, I wanted to try for another child, but Sherry declined, she decided one was enough. I'd been hoping for a boy next. However, I got on very well with Carrie's husband, Andrew, he was almost the son I didn't have.
I went in by the back gate thinking I could nip unseen into my workshop at the bottom of the garden and have a quiet pint of homebrew before the inevitable discussion on car maintenance, upkeep and the future of our marriage. But as I walked towards the shed, I noticed the back door was open and I heard Carrie talking to her mother. "Mum, you should get Dad to open up your marriage. It's all the rage. Andy and I have. You're pretty hot looking for a 48-year-old."
"I know, I get flirted with all the time. Anyway, already on it."
"How?"
"I've already started."
"What!"
"I've got myself a boyfriend."
"What!" Her voice went up several octaves.
I got my phone out and started recording, I wish to hell I'd done it before she said she had a boyfriend. Hopefully she will drop herself in it again.
"I thought I'd get started first, a bit of practice."
"How did you convince Dad?"
"I haven't, not yet, but he won't have a choice."
Oh yes I bloody will.
What they said next changed the world for a lot of people.
"Who is he?" My daughter asked.
"Jonathan from work."
I remember him, single, quiet, unassuming. Controllable just like Shelley would want. She likes to control things. We almost didn't get married because of her controlling ways. She learned at times that it was better if I was in control. There were a few frosty nights when we first moved in together. Jonathan would be controllable.
Married life had been great, the odd hiccup when she got above herself. Every three or four years or so she would start to try to exert more control over our lives, if it suited me, I'd let her. But as much as I loved her, if it didn't, I'd shoot her down or just let her fail and pick up the pieces. She'd been trying to take control again for the last 18 months. This time she didn't back down as often. There had been a few heated discussions, some of which she came second in. That annoyed her.
Well, I can control things as well.
Then my wife asked. "How did you convince Andy?"
"It took a while, plus lots of sex and dinners, and a promise to stop when we wanted babies."
"But you've given me two grandchildren."
"Yeah, I convinced him to start up again." There was a giggle in her voice.
"Is he happy?"
"Well, sort of, I wanted an open marriage, we did it before the kids and he didn't particularly like it, I was getting way more fun than him. Come on Mum, you must know it's easy for a good-looking woman to get laid, the only thing a man can pick up is someone who is desperate or a slut."
Too right I thought, she didn't see the irony in what she said.
There was a slight pause then Shelly asked quietly. "The girls, are they Andrews?"
"Oh yes, I'm almost certain."
Shit, 'almost certain.'
"So, you've carried on seeing other men then?"
Carrie continued. "When Andy put his foot down to the open marriage, I convinced him to do swapping."
"Does that work?"
"It's alright, I must say I have the better end of the deal, and there are benefits."
"Like what?"
"When I'm alone with a man I like and who is good at, well, you know what, we make private arrangements outside the swapping."
"Does Andy know?"
My daughter laughed. "Heaven forbid no, he would go Harpic* and probably divorce me."
There was a pause as I heard the sound of glasses. I assume they were on the wine.
Then Sherry asked. "Surely Andrew can make the same arrangements?"
"We have rules, you're not allowed to do that, and he is so honest he won't. Andy trusts me to stick to the rules. Going behind his back adds an extra level of excitement." She giggled again. How much wine has she had?
"Well, I suppose if you got divorced, you'd take him to the cleaners, and he wouldn't see the girls."
"It's not like that these days Mum, anyway I think he would just up sticks and disappear."
"Then why do it?"
"I do love Andy, but he can be a little slow, I have to keep him going, he's got slack recently. He is so trusting and he's always at work. Plus, it's the challenge, the planning, the excitement. You should try it Mum." She gave a little laugh. "Oh, that's right you already are. Let's just hope Dad doesn't find out."
I heard my wife give a little sigh. "Of course Andy is tired, he's always working paying for that money pit of a house you wanted. Anyway, your Dad won't find out, I'm very careful and Jonathon is so scared and happy about getting some, he will do exactly as he's told."
There was more sound of glasses being put down.
"How are you going to convince Dad?"
"Similar to you, lots of sex, I've started ramping that up a little bit recently. I'll increase it over the next couple of weeks, let him do some kinky stuff he likes. It has a double benefit. I'll get good sex from your Dad and he'll get compliant, and of course good food. I plan to try role playing. Your Dad picking me up in a bar as a stranger as a start. I plan to try that in the next couple of weeks."
"Hey, If Dad's good, why do you want other men?"
"Like you, it's the excitement, the planning, the challenge, and I want something different."
And about being in control, I thought to myself. Well, that was about to change.
Sherry carried on. "After that, I've got a girlfriend that will make a play for your Dad, Heather fancies him anyway. I might try to get her to seduce him. She probably won't succeed, but I'll suggest we try it once. Your Dad will go out with Heather and I'll​​ go out with a man, I'm sure we know where that will end up. At the moment it's a work in progress. We'll have to see how it goes."
"Mum, you've already got a man!"
"No, a real man, not like Jonathan. He's a boy, he's learning a lot from me and he is getting better, not as good as your Dad, but he does have stamina and can go four times, he just lacks the experience. Your Dad is down to twice or one long one."
"If that doesn't work?" Carrie asked.
"Oh, I have lots of threats. Out him as a cuck, or a willing cuck who can't satisfy his wife that she has to look elsewhere. He would be so ashamed he'll give in. You know men and their ego's. Hey, your Dad's still good looking, but like Andy found out, it'll be harder for him. Never mind, I'll be getting mine."
She gave a little laugh.
That laugh sealed her fate!
I heard Carrie say she had to go home. I was tempted to phone the police and report her for drunk driving. Nope, I'll save that for later.
I disappeared into my shed for an hour pondering and planning, then went back into the house. Sherry was all over me. She made my favourite dinner. I just enjoyed it, like I did taking her up the arse that night, doggy fashion. I didn't want to look at her cheating face. Her arse was something she wasn't keen on me having. I did wonder if she'd let Jonathan have it?
We've never turned on the trackers on our phones, didn't see the need to, so discreetly while she was in the shower the following morning I switched hers on and hid the icon.
I couldn't watch it all the time so I missed her leave work the next Thursday. She was shown to be in a cheap hotel on the other side of town. I was guessing it's every Thursday. I assume Jonathan paid as I can't find any funds missing from our accounts. The following Thursday afternoon I followed her to the same hotel. Jonathan turned up in his own car two minutes later. I don't know what excuses they used at work for both of them to be away at the same time.
The Friday night after I heard Sherry and Carrie talking, she ramped up the sexy antics. Well, I wasn't going to be getting much in the future, so I pushed it. We did a lot of the kinky things over the next two weeks. Things that I'd wanted to try over the years, but she turned me down as being too dirty or depraved. I declined having sex on Thursday nights. She did try harder when I declined. Cow. I wasn't going to take sloppy seconds. I was often surprised by some of my favourite meals. When I asked her about it, she said, "Can't I do something for the man I love?"
I nearly spilled my beer the first time she said it.
I bet she thought this was all going her way and I was falling into her plan. She mentioned role playing. We went to a pub the next town over, I picked her up as a stranger. We did it in the back of my car that night. That was fun actually.
I visited a solicitor and tried to get advice on a postnuptial agreement, but the solicitor said that even if I could get her to sign it, they were not enforceable in this country, and certainly not in retrospect. It wouldn't be worth the paper it was written on,
But things had to move on, I found out where Jonathan lived. He still lived with his parents. No surprises there.
Wednesday I watched Jonathan in the pub with his mates, he is a bit of a wimp, a follower, just the sort of controllable person Sherrie would like. I followed him home to his parents' house. It was dark.
Just after he closed the front door I knocked on it, loudly. He opened it. All he would have seen was a person wearing a hoodie. I grabbed him by his shirt front and lifted him up and dragged him close to me. "Don't shag married women." I growled at him.
"I'm not, I..." I stopped him talking with a Glasgow kiss to the nose, I felt it crunch. I was angry, she picked this wimp over me. There was blood everywhere. I dropped him at the same time as I raised my knee into his bollocks. He screamed. A door opened in the house and another man came into the hallway. Jonathan looked like his father. I glared at him over Jonathan's shoulder.
"Tell your son that shagging married women has its consequences and you'd better convince him to stop, or it will be a fucking sight more painful than a smashed nose and a knee in the bollocks."
I paused and said. "I suggest you get Jonathan to report to HR who he's been fucking."
I dropped Jonathan on the floor. The man looked stunned.
With that I just walked away feeling sorry for him. He was lucky I pulled my punches.
Jonathan was just the messenger, but would my wife get the message?
I wiped the blood from my face and joined Andy in the pub.
Thursday my wife went to work with a spring in her step. I'm sure she was looking forward to another afternoon's instructional delight with Jonathan. After the photos I had gathered and the information I'd sent to her work, I didn't think that would last. I took the day off.
She did get the message, she was home just after ten carrying a small box, she'd been crying.
She saw me sitting at the kitchen table with a steaming mug of tea in front of me along with my phone, an envelope and my wedding ring.
She was not slow. "You know!" It was a statement, not a question. "You didn't have to do that."
I pressed play on my phone. She listened to an edited version of the most damning parts of her conversation with Carrie. When it finished, I said, "After tipping him off, Andy did his own investigation, he had always been suspicious of her antics. He had DNA tests done and it turns out Sally isn't his. He's going to try to find the real father. It'll give him something to focus on, not his cheating wife. He is well pissed off. We are using the same solicitor by the way."
I pointed to the two suitcases by the door.
"Your daughter is expecting you. Andy has just disappeared and I will deal with the solicitor for him. If she wants to keep paying the mortgage on that house she says she loves so much, she's going to have to find a job and she is going to need a babysitter. You haven't got a job at the moment."
She opened her mouth to talk. I just turned my back on her and went to the teapot. I watched her reflection in the window. She picked up her suitcases and left the kitchen. As I put the milk in my tea from the fridge, I heard the front door close.
Bugger, now the hard work would start, working out the finances and all that shit.
Little did she know that Andrew and I had already made plans. We converted our cellar into a bedroom and a home office for Andrew to work from remotely until he could sort out a more permanent arrangement. He knew he would have to pay some sort of maintenance and child support for at least one child eventually. Carrie had made the two girls into small clones of herself, so he wouldn't miss them too much. Heaven help the men they marry I thought to myself. It wasn't going to be my worry
I did get a visit from the police, but Andy told them we were both down the pub together, commiserating about our cheating wives. Well, we didn't actually tell the police that last bit.
Shelly was no longer in control of the events that were going to shape the rest of her life.
Epilogue.
Shelly was sacked for falsifying working hours claims and sexual harassment of a junior member of staff.
Andy did disappear into our cellar for a couple of months to drive home the point he wasn't going back and Carrie was on her own.
It appears Heather did fancy me after all, and when she found out about the divorce she did try to seduce me. I thought she was a nice person, so I let her.
Carrie and her mother initially acted like a pair of merry widows taking turns at babysitting. Within a few weeks Sherry caught the clap. That was a wakeup call for Carrie. All of a sudden, a 49-year-old woman with a STD, who looked a bit haggard wasn't so attractive
Two weeks after we found out that Sherry had clap, she came knocking on the front door. When I opened it, I noticed a suitcase beside her. I gave her a cheque for half the cost of the house, half the savings and told her to fuck off. Then closed the door in her face.
That would save me from sending the cheque by registered post.
The only place Heather tried to take control was in bed and the kitchen.
******************************************************
*Harpic is a toilet cleaner which claims it can "clean right around the bend." So, the implication of going 'Harpic' is that they will go round the bend.
In the alternate version to my story, the MC does go out with Heather playing Sherrie's game, but realises Heather is a better option so he divorces Sherry and moves in with Heather.
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I don't normally write in the 3rd person, I find it difficult, but it seems to fit in the story of an angry man.
I wrote a line in one of my stories, 'I Blocked my Husband' about married women wearing wedding rings. What if they weren't wearing one? Please read my bio on my thoughts about wedding rings.
I am British; therefore this is in British English.
This is a fantasy fiction story, some elements of this are probably true individually, it is unlikely they would all happen to the same group of people, like it does in soap operas.
One thing about dash cams, like tracker applications people get used to them and forget they are there if they don't use them regularly.
I feel this is a 'Classic LJA' style and probably fits into that niche.
On with the angry man and the aftermath.
***************************************************
The Discovery
Young David inherited a trait from his mother, and it wasn't a pretty one. Anger issues. She would snap for no apparent reason, but David realised it was obviously real to her. As he grew up, he noticed his mother's anger reduced and it was due to the efforts of his dad.
When his dad realised that David had similar issues, albeit less than his mother, he sat him down and gave him a talk. He pointed to the Roman philosopher Cicero; his six mistakes mankind keeps making.
They weren't all relevant, but his dad pointed out the ones that would help David. As long as he took a few seconds to think before he acted, and that was the difficult part, those few seconds.
His dad didn't want David not to get angry, just to control it when he did, anger has a place. Whilst his dad pointed him to the six mistakes, for David two were the most important.
Worrying about things that cannot be changed or corrected;
If it's not in your control, if you can't change it, don't worry about it. You may still need to know about it. But don't waste your time and energy on something you can't change.
Refusing to set aside trivial preferences;
This sort of comes under the previous mistake, if it's trivia, don't waste your time on it. There are greater things out there that need your energy.
His dad pointed out that the difficult thing was realising what cannot be controlled or may not be trivia.
David took these two 'guidelines' as he called them to heart. His dad impressed on him that he just needed to take a few seconds to calm down when something annoyed him and think of his guidelines.
By the time he met Carol he was a well-adjusted laid-back bloke, but the anger was still there, just subdued. When he left school, he got an apprenticeship with a local engineering firm. That was where he met Harry. They played rugby in the winter and cricket in the summer together. Then he met Carol. Harry and David were out having a few beers and bumped into Carol and her best friend Janice. Carol was Harry's sister. Carol and Janice had known each other since their early school days.
David and Carol clicked, it was one of those things as soon as they saw each other it just seemed to work. Both had, shall we say, other experiences. Harry had known Janice for a while, well, she was Carol's best friend, but they never stopped and talked to one another. Because they were now often left alone together, their relationship grew. It was a couple of years later Harry was best man and Janice was chief bridesmaid at Carol and David's wedding. Six months later the situation was reversed.
Janice was a nurse, Carol a teacher with the long holidays.
Life settled down, it was good. Children came along Josh and Carrie for David and Carol. Kirsty and Matt for Janice and Harry. Each was Godparents to the other's children.
The eight of them often holidayed together, camping or caravan parks on the South Coast. Life was good. The children grew up; Josh was 17 and Carrie 16 going on 20. Harry and Janice's children were a little younger. By this time school was taking over for Josh and Carrie, they were concentrating on their exams and sport. The parents were dreading that all four would want to go to university. They hoped the children would pick up some engineering skills like their fathers, not some underwater basket weaving sort of degree.
David and Harry were busy at work with a new order coming in when the usual holiday time came around, Carol and Janice had booked the usual 2 caravans in a holiday park on the South Coast at Dawlish in Devon. One was cancelled when all four of the children found out their fathers were staying home for work, they wanted to stay home and study. All the parents were quite impressed. After a couple of family meetings and a long chat over a BBQ and beer, it was decided that the two wives would go down for the usual two weeks. The husbands would take them down the first weekend and join them the middle weekend, and the wives would drive themselves home the last weekend. And that was what happened.
The parents had a serious chat with all the children, and the four adults left very early Saturday morning before the crack of sparrows. They wanted to get down past Stonehenge on the A 303 before the traffic got too bad. It worked; they had to hang around on the beach until the caravan was available. It didn't matter, it was a lovely weekend, and the forecast was excellent for the next two weeks.
The weekend was great. The two couples got the caravan sorted and had a good night Saturday in the on-site club. Sunday morning was a bit embarrassing because there had been the sound of squeaking bed springs from both bedrooms. It turned into a bit of a joke, they got over it. But the embarrassment was still there. It was like having sex in the house with your parents in the next bedroom. They left David's car behind, and Harry drove home in theirs. It had been a good weekend.
The middle weekend there was no point in driving down the A303 on Friday evening. Harry and Dave planned to drive down, again before the crack of sparrows on the Saturday. They were there when their spouses woke up. It was another excellent weekend with friends.
On the drive home Harry pointed out to David that it was a bit strange the girls didn't use the on-site club on Saturday night and when they went to the beach, the girls went down the far end. There was a pub down there and that was the reason they used it. The boys decided as they were feeling quite mellow, they wouldn't leave until the evening on Sunday and just suck it up in the traffic jams.
It was the weekend after the girls got back when David's anger control methods didn't work. There was a time to get angry, his dad had told him.
It was a simple thing. Carol was clearing the kitchen and the sink got blocked, it had been slow to drain all week and eventually blocked. Despite poking it with chopsticks, nothing happened. Carol called David. They talked about it and David guessed it was probably a blocked U bend because the children had been using fatty foods over the weekend they were away. He pointed out that now the sink was half full and it wasn't nice.
David suggested that Carol wore rubber gloves.
That's when things changed. He watched Carol remove her wedding and engagement rings and slip on the rubber gloves. David got Carol to empty as much of the sink as she could, when it was empty he disassembled the U bend and right enough, it was full of fat. It didn't take long to clear out the blocked U bend.
But David was intrigued.
Things had been a bit off since Carol got back last Saturday. She'd been a little anxious, there hadn't been much intimacy.
There was nothing on that first night Carol got back. She said she wasn't feeling well. Something she'd eaten on Friday, probably the mussels were off. That continued most of the week, okay there was a little messing around on Wednesday, but something was off. He got a blowjob almost to finish before he got down to business, it was almost like she wanted it over and done with.
The impression was she didn't want him to last too long.
Normally they got one done so he could take longer the second time and give them both pleasure.
That didn't happen Wednesday.
After the sink was cleared David made a pot of tea as he pondered what he'd seen and tried to work out how to handle it.
Sitting there at the kitchen table Carol had her hands wrapped around her tea mug and was looking at him. She looked sad.
Now was the time. "Did you take your wedding ring off whilst you were on holiday?"
She looked stunned, her mouth open. "No!"
David knew she was lying.
"Are you sure?"
"What are you accusing me of?" She asked angrily.
"What are you trying to hide? You've been off since you got back from your holiday."
"I haven't."
"You have, even the kids have noticed. We didn't have sex until Wednesday after you got back, you said you were feeling off, then it was just sex, no love."
"I wasn't feeling well!"
"What happened in Devon?"
"Nothing. What are you accusing me of?"
"I don't know yet, I'm still trying to work out what my wife did on her holiday."
"Nothing, you're being melodramatic." Carol stood up and stormed off.
David picked up his phone and walked into the back garden and phoned Janice. He put it on record.
"Hey Dave, how are things? What's the occasion of a call from my favourite brother-in-law."
He normally responded with 'I'm your only brother-in-law,' he didn't.
He took a punt, quietly he said. "I know."
"Oh God no, it was a mistake, just the one night, we were drunk, they took advantage of us, please don't tell Harry."
David just hung up without saying another word and walked out the back gate. His head was all confused, but as he walked things fell into place. He carried on to the park, he walked around putting two and two together and not knowing if he was coming up with three, four or five. His phone was going mad. He recognised Carol's, Janice's and his father-in-law's ringtones. He turned it off.
It had been hot for the last couple of months, over 30 on the South coast. People were walking around well-tanned and the sale of sun blocker was going through the roof.
He needed a drink. A cold larger was the order of the day. He was sitting in the corner of a beer garden when he saw Harry's car drive in, he got out, rushed about looking around. David sunk further back into the shadows. He had a feeling Harry was looking for him by the way he rushed in and looked around.
David kept himself hidden, Harry left.
David finished his beer. It was time to go home to sort this fucking mess out.
Harry and his Father-in-law's cars were there, this is going to be brutal. He'd had time to think, like his dad taught him.
David walked in the front door; they were all there. Fred and Joan; Carol's parents. Harry and Janice. Carol was on the sofa crying, surrounded by her family.
David, for a second, felt outnumbered.
Fuck Cicero's guidelines. Things had happened that David thought couldn't be changed, and it wasn't trivial. His dad had suggested five seconds to think about things. He'd had hours and he was still fucking angry, but it was a controlled anger.
The Mistake
Janice started first. "David it's not what you think, it was a mistake."
"What was a mistake?"
"It just happened the once."
David shouted. "STOP PISSING AROUND, WHAT THE FUCKING HAPPENED JUST THE ONCE. TELL ME!"
Fred spoke up. "David, there's no need to swear or shout. Let's keep..."
David turned to him. "THIS IS MY FUCKING HOUSE, IF YOU DON'T LIKE THE WAY I SPEAK YOU CAN FUCK OFF OUT."
Fred reeled back at that, no one had seen David this angry before, they were all a little scared of this new David.
Janice carried on. "People were drunk, we were drunk. Carol made a mistake."
David tried to keep calm, he failed. "YOU HAVEN'T ANSWERED MY FUCKING QUESTION. EITHER ANSWER MY QUESTION OR FUCK OFF THE LOT OF YOU."
"She had sex with another man." Janice said quietly.
David was not surprised. It was what he was expecting, but now he had the confirmation. But he noticed it was just Carol now, earlier it was 'we' and the comment 'don't tell Harry.'
He obviously knew now. But what did he know?
What David hadn't decided was what to do next about his marriage. Could he forgive a one-night drunken mistake for the sake of the children? Or a one-night drunken mistake because humans are fallible and there are some nasty bastards out there who will take advantage of women? Was it just the one night in Devon, was it the first time she had cheated on him? And the big question for now, were the children his?
He needed time to think.
He was really uncomfortable with the fact she'd taken her wedding ring off and that led to a lot more questions he wanted answers to.
David said as quietly as he could. "So, when did you take your wedding and engagement rings off? That first day, second day?" Carol looked up at him.
There was a look of realisation on everybody's face that David knew she'd taken her wedding ring off.
That was what gave her away.
"On the second day I was washing my hands, and I got some soap trapped underneath them. I took them off to clear the soap out and wash my hands. We were running late, Janice called me and I forgot to put them back on. I'm sorry."
"Well, you spent two weeks in the sun, you have no white band where your ring should be, so you didn't put it back on for two weeks. Why not?"
Through her tears Carol said. "We went out to the club Monday night. It was fun, we danced a bit, some of the young lads asked us to dance. But no one seemed to take us seriously. I felt like a frumpy old maid. I'm sorry but that was how I felt. The only people that talked to us were people of our own age. They were old, past it, they were actually either boring or drunk. It didn't matter, we had a good time. We were just a couple of old ladies."
She wiped the tears away with the back of her hand. "But when we went out the second night, I got more attention. People were nicer, I got the most attention, but Janice wasn't ignored. It was fun. When we got back to the caravan we talked about it. That was when we realised I hadn't put my wedding ring back on. So, I didn't put it back on the next day to see what'd happen. We got the same attention that night as well. We decided I wouldn't put it back on until you came down the weekend. I'm sorry my love, it was nice, we didn't feel old and frumpy anymore. I shouldn't have done it. I'm sorry, but it was just the once."
She said quietly, almost too quiet to hear. "I think I could have been drugged."
David wasn't sure how much of that was bollocks. Things didn't sit right, there were inconsistencies all the way through. Carol said 'we didn't feel old and frumpy anymore.' He realised he had to get over his anger to delve deeper.
That would be difficult.
Carol spoke up quietly. "I'm sorry I forgot to put my wedding ring back on that first day, I'm sorry it was a mistake."
David shouted again. "FUCK OFF, TO FORGET TO PUT YOUR WEDDING RING ON FOR ONE DAY IS A MISTAKE, TO LEAVE IT OFF FOR TWO FUCKING WEEKS THAT'S NOT A FUCKING MISTAKE, SO YOU CAN RAM THAT IDEA UP YOUR ARSE. You purposely left it off saying to anyone who looked that you were available.
"You had it on when we came down for the weekend, you must have taken it off again that Sunday night after we left. I BET YOU COULDN'T WAIT TO BECOME UNMARRIED AGAIN, COULD YOU?"
David took several deep breaths, everyone was looking at him waiting, he was thinking and trying not to get angrier. He was succeeding, for now. He had to be calm for the next bit.
"So you got shagged Tuesday night, any other times I need to know about this shagging?"
"We were drunk and we could have been drugged."
Bloody hell not that old fucking ploy, and why 'we' again thought David?
"Did you go to the police, did you go to the doctors, the hospital? Did you get drug tested, did you come home? No, you fucking didn't. You stayed there for the rest of the week. Guess what, I don't fucking believe you." At least David wasn't shouting, yet.
Carol said quietly. "If we went to the Police, you would have found out and we didn't want that. It was just the once, it was a mistake, sorry."
"Answer me this question then, after this incident, why did you not put your wedding ring back on to show you were married?"
There was an utter look of confusion on their faces. Janice's mouth opened, but nothing came out. After a few seconds Carol spoke quietly. "I... I didn't think I..."
"So, you had sex on Tuesday night, and you suspect you might have been drugged. But you didn't go to the police, didn't come home and didn't put your fucking wedding ring back on. And took it off again when we left. THAT TELLS ME A FUCKING LOT."
His mother-in-law reeled back in the armchair. "Sounds like a load of bollocks to me."
There were more things for David to think over.
Fred's mouth just kept opening and closing. He could see where this was going and where David was coming from.
David leaned down and growled at Carol. "I don't fucking believe you, I think you went shagging for the rest of the week. Prove to me it was just the once, go on fucking prove it.
"I can't. Janice..."
"As if I'd fucking believe her, I bet you're both a pair of lying cunts."
Harry spoke up. "David, don't talk about my wife like that."
He turned to Harry. "I say the same to you as I did to Fred, if you don't like it, fuck off." Standing back David looked at them all. "I don't know why you're all here anyway, sticking your fucking nose into the fucking business of my wife going away, getting out of our marriage and shagging somebody and who the fuck knows how many times. Was it once or the whole fucking week or two weeks. I don't know."
David said. "How soon after we left on Sunday was he in your bed?"
"I'm sorry it was just the once, Tuesday." Said Carol.
David was annoyed at people poking their nose into his business, but Janice had answers that he needed. He couldn't hold his anger, he looked at Carol and shouted. "I DON'T FUCKING BELIEVE YOU, PROVE IT."
He spun round and looked at Janice. "And where were you all the time she was being shagged? Where did it happen? Your caravan, their caravan or the back of a fucking car? So many questions unanswered questions I need answers to before I decide what the fuck to do next."
David spoke in anger, but that was it. Where was Janice? How involved was she? This needed more looking into.
Harry stood up. "Mate I know..."
"DON'T YOU FUCKING DARE TELL ME HOW TO FEEL OR WHAT TO DO. There's been something wrong with her all week. I find out after a fucking shitty week she got shagged last Tuesday. Do you know the last time I made proper love to my wife? Three fucking weeks ago. I hope your love life was better because living in this house has been pretty fucking shit for a week since she got back from Devon!"
Carol said quietly. "We did it Wednesday."
David spun around to her. "I said make love, you just fucking laid there like a dead fish. No passion, no response I might as well have had a fucking wank."
Joan's hands flew to her mouth.
Fred started to stand up. "David, I don't..." was as far as Fred got.
Glaring at him David shouted. "I DIDN'T INVITE YOU HERE, SHUT THE FUCK UP OR FUCK OFF."
Fred sat back down.
Quietly Carol spoke up. "I'm sorry my love, I felt guilty. I didn't know what to do."
David in one of his calmer moments said quietly. "Didn't you think we would all notice? Wouldn't it have been better to go to the police or the doctor, the hospital or even come home the next day and tell me about it? So why did you stay down there for the rest of the week?"
David was angry that she fucked another bloke, but also that she'd taken her wedding ring off for two weeks.


Carol, almost sensing there was a reprieve, even if just a little bit, replied. "I felt guilty, we were working out how to handle this. We knew you'd be angry because I put myself in danger and I shouldn't have done it. I tried to hide it when I got home, but I couldn't." She was still crying.
Janice said quietly. "We tried to work out how to handle what Carol had done, we planned to not mention it, hide it, bury it. We thought we had it all sorted until you phoned me. I thought Carol had admitted it and our plan had failed."
"Okay I want to know who took advantage of you. He'll get a visit." Looking at Harry, he said. "I might need an alibi later, if that's alright with you?"
There was relief in Harry's voice. "Of course, mate unless you'd like me to help you?"
"Well, when Carol gives me a name and the number of the caravan they were in we'll have to see how big he is, but it gets dark early in a few month's time and I can wait that long. It might take me that long to plan."
Fred spoke up. "I'll help you with that alibi if you need one and I'm sure the girls won't say anything." He glared at them. "Will you?" He said forcibly.
Carol shook her head vigorously. Janice said. "No Dad, we won't."
The tension in the room eased noticeably, just what David wanted.
"Name and caravan?"
"Jack Hawkins. He was in a motorhome at the bottom end of the site, we used that."
"Do you have a registration number, make, model anything?"
"Sorry no. it was white and had a roll out bed, a Merc, I think, but I'm not sure, it was by the toilet block, I remember that." Janice handed Carol a handkerchief so she could wipe her eyes.
It all sounded like a load of bollocks. The name was false, David was sure, Jack Hawkins was a 1950's British film star. Carol would use the excuse she was drunk or drugged and didn't even look at the number plate and fudge the make and model of van. All too bloody convenient.
There were still inconsistencies.
David collapsed back into a chair, the first time since he walked in. He had a defeated look about him.
"I could do with a beer, but tea is probably safer."
Joan sprang up and rushed into the kitchen saying she would make it. David wanted time to think. Carol and Janice would have had days to come up with that excuse. Everybody just sat there looking at him.
He was swivelling his wedding ring around his finger.
Whilst he was waiting for the tea, he had another idea after what Janice had said. They would have talked on the way home, the dashcam would have recorded it. It had a four-hour loop, and the drive home can take between two and a half to three and a half hours depending on traffic. It hadn't been used all this last week. There just may be something on there.
David accepted the tea from Joan, took a sip and carried on with what he started to ask Janice earlier.
The whole room seemed to draw a breath at David's quiet questioning.
Fred had realised shit was going down and he felt he should be here for his daughters. Even if it was obvious at least one of them had messed up badly. And he wasn't sure how much the other one was involved. They'd always been very close. The more questions David asked, the more answers he didn't get, the more Fred got worried. He was running over sleeping arrangements in their house in his head.
David looked over at Janice, still sitting with her arm around her sister. "So, Jan, back to my question, where were you when Carol was being taken advantage of?"
Everyone noticed the toning down from 'shagging' to 'taken advantage of'.
"I don't remember."
"Come on, it was Tuesday evening, it wasn't early on. It's a good ten-minute walk from the club to the toilet block if you're sober, but not if you're drunk or drugged." Looking at Carol he asked. "Did you put up a fight or just roll over and get fucked?"
"I don't remember."
"Let's say you put up some resistance, so it took 20 minutes or so to get to his motor home if he had to help you in your drugged state. To do the act 10, maybe 15 minutes if he wanted to enjoy it and not just dump his cum. Then 15 minutes to stagger back. She did come back, didn't she Janice, she wasn't missing all night?"
"Err, yes." Janice was confused. She couldn't see where this was going.
"About an hour then, give or take?"
"Err, I think so, yes about that."
"So when did you notice she was missing? Did you look for her? Were you too drunk or shagging your own fuck toy?"
"Dave mate." Harry said.
"I WAS TALKING TO JANICE, NOT YOU. YOU MIGHT WANT TO KNOW THE ANSWER TO THAT FUCKING QUESTION!"
Harry closed his mouth because he had just come up with the same question. What was she doing whilst Carol was away?
Janice started to cry, she was wringing her hands.
David lowered his voice again. Looking at the two crying women. "Do you know what it means when you take your wedding ring off?" They shook their heads. "To me it means she doesn't want to be married to me. She spent two weeks without wearing her wedding ring. Do you know what that said to other men? They looked at her and they saw the white band where the wedding ring should be. That was a woman who didn't want to be married or she wanted to step outside her marriage and she was fair game. It was a bloody invitation."
"We...we didn't see it like that, we just enjoyed the attention. Sorry." Janice said.
Again, Janice said 'we'. Looking at her David said. "You didn't stop her? I think the funniest part is that you did nothing to stop her because you were doing it as well. You were cheating on Harry. Sisters together.
"I bet you took your wedding ring off as well." David said quietly.
Harry's mouth hung open, he hadn't considered that, he was concentrating on limiting the damage Carol had done to her marriage.
"Harry, what do you think her sister was doing whilst Carol was fucking her young stud in his motorhome? Was she still sitting there twiddling her thumbs, knitting, reading a book whilst my soon to be ex-wife humped her young lover? And what about his mate? These people hunt in pairs. Remember when we were lads, we never made out on our own, only when we did it together did we have any success, one of us had to take the ugly one remember. So what was Janice doing whilst Carol was fucking her toy boy?"
Janice said quietly looking at Harry. "It was just the once, it was a mistake, sorry, my love."
Joan's Mouth hung open. Fred just looked sad.
Harry was livid. "SO YOU'VE BEEN SHAGGING AROUND AS WELL JUST LIKE YOUR SLUTTY FUCKING SISTER. SO THAT'S WHAT ALL THE SPECIAL MEALS AND THE FUCKING ME STUPID WAS ABOUT BECAUSE YOU FUCKING CHEATED ON ME!"
It was David's turn. "So, there was no camper van and you went fucking in the caravan. What was it, one in each bedroom or one in each van?"
David, Harry, Fred and Joan listened to the two as they explained. Carol and Janice were hugging themselves crying and it slowly came out they admitted they were drunk and it was one in each caravan. Carol was in the one we had, Janice went to theirs. They still insisted it was only once and it was a drunken mistake. They felt guilty and that was why they didn't come home. It would look suspicious to their husbands if they came home early. They told everyone they thought they could get away with it.
David thought to himself that if it wasn't for the blocked sink they probably would have done.
But David wasn't finished and he thought this time two and two were four. He wasn't shouting but he raised his voice. "Both of you said just the once, guess what, I don't fucking believe you." He was standing up again looking down at Carol, he said, "you lied to me. I don't know how many times I asked you if you took your wedding ring off, you told me 'no'. You told me not to be melodramatic. You asked what I was accusing you of. I didn't know at the time. We fucking do now. So, no I don't believe it was just the once. I believe you were fucking your fuck toys all week, if not both weeks. You barely called me after Tuesday, is that because you were too busy fucking your toy boy? Is that why we didn't go to the club Saturday night like we normally do and why we didn't go to the usual part of the beach, you wanted to keep your lovers hidden? I bet you couldn't wait for us to go so you could get back to shagging your toy boys, I bet they were in your beds 10 minutes after we left on Sunday. You even put your fucking wedding ring back on for the weekend, popping back into being married. God, you make me fucking sick."
Carol was shaking her head. Janice said. "No, no we didn't, we wouldn't do that to you!"
David just snorted in disbelief, and he saw Joan was crying in the armchair, Fred had moved across and joined her, he slid his arm around her. Even his eyes were glazed over.
Janice said quietly. "No, we were too ashamed of what we'd done."
Harry was now standing beside David, and the thought crossed his mind looking at Janice he said. "Show me your left hand."
She let go of Carol and tucked it into her lap. "No please, please no, not that."
"IF YOU DON'T SHOW ME, IT JUST GOES TO PROVE THE POINT, I'M FUCKING OUT OF HERE." With that he turned to walk towards the front door.
"No wait." Janice called. Harry stopped, he turned, she held her left hand out and she moved her wedding ring and there was no white line.
"So, you wanted out of our marriage as well then."
Janice threw herself at Harry. He fended her off. "No, it wasn't like that it looked odd with one of us being married."
David was heard to say. "Fucking bollocks."
Janice cried trying to hang on to Harry. "Please my love, it was just the once, it was a mistake, I'll make it up to you, please can we talk about it. I've been good to you this week. I've tried to be the best wife ever, please think of the children."
David could see the fury in Harry's eyes, he'd seen that look on the rugby pitch, this was not going to be pretty.
"CHILDREN! DON'T YOU TRY TO FUCKING BLACKMAIL ME WITH THE CHILDREN, DID YOU THINK OF THEM WHEN YOU WERE FUCKING YOUR TOY BOY?"
Janice looked down. Tears dropping onto the floor.
Harry carried on. "NO, YOU FUCKING DIDN'T THEN DID YOU." He wrenched himself free and headed towards the front door. David caught up with him in the hall and put an arm out towards him. Harry spun round and David thought for a second he might get a fist in the face, but Harry recognised who it was. Facing Harry, David said in a quiet voice hoping that nobody else could hear what he was saying. "We need to find out who these two arseholes are, we need to get our revenge and if we wait these two sluts will conjure up another lie."
Harry just nodded and both men walked back into the living room. Janice and Carol looked up. There was hope in their eyes. Harry was about to speak. David laid his hand on Harry's arm. David was slightly calmer now, he was running out of anger. Being angry all the time was wearing him out. "Right, real names this time and caravan number and if it was just a one off, I don't know about Harry, but there might be a way round this but it ain't going to be easy."
David was lying now.
It all came tumbling out his name was Jack Hawkins and the one Janice went with was Frank Sykes and the caravan was 354, three caravans down on the opposite side of the road. They said they came from Worcester but that was all they knew about them. They couldn't get the information out fast enough. Again, repeating it was just the once, on the Tuesday night. Both of them repeating it was a mistake and they were drunk when pushed, they admitted they didn't think they were drugged. That is why they didn't go to the police or the doctors, but they admitted they didn't come home early because that would have looked suspicious.
Neither David nor Harry believed a bloody word of it. There had been too many lies so far.
But there was another question. David went first. "Did you use protection?"
Carol shook her head. "Fuck, I'm going to have to get tested."
Harry looked at Janice. "Well?"
Janice shook her head as she wiped away the snot from her nose with the back of her hand. She'd given her only handkerchief to Carol; she didn't think she would need one.
Joan could be heard sobbing. She and Fred had come here hoping to patch up a marriage. To offer support to anybody who needed it. But now they were witnessing the destruction of both of their daughters' marriages.
"Shit." said Harry. "I'm going to have to go with Dave to get tested. Fucking hell. You make me bloody sick."
David said quietly, looking at Carol. "At least you're still on the pill. There won't be any unwanted brats running around the place."
Harry caught the look Carol gave Janice. "What! What the fuck are you hiding now?"
"Nothing, honest." Said Carol.
"You're not on the pill." Harry growled at Janice.
"We went and got the morning after pill from the chemist in town."
Harry looked at David; they both sensed something wasn't quite right. David decided to check on the dashcam to see if they went into the local town on Wednesday, it might still be on there.
Everything went quiet, nobody knew what to do next.
The front door opened and there was Josh with his sister. "What's all this shouting, we can hear you halfway down the street. We've been waiting. You seem to have stopped, so we've come in."
David looked at his children. This was going to hurt but they were old enough and he wasn't going to be blamed for this. "Your mother decided to hop out of our marriage for two weeks. She took her wedding ring off and got what she wanted."
Josh's face fell, his sister's hands flew to her mouth and she started to cry.
Carol spoke up quietly. "It was just the once. I was drunk, it was a mistake. I won't do it again please, I love you. Please my babies. I'm sorry."
David had enough now his children were brought into it, that was too much. To nobody in particular he said. "I've had enough of this shit, I've had enough of all of you. Just clear off, get out of my house, take that sl... my soon to be ex-wife with you."
Carol looked at him. "But you said we could work on this."
"I did, but that doesn't mean to say we're staying together, I'm not sure if I can forgive you. I need to think, so get out. I don't care who goes where, just go."
Looking at his children David said quietly. "That doesn't mean you two, just everybody else."
Harry walked out and Janice ran after him. Fred struggled to help Joan and Carol out. Josh and Carrie help their grandmother. They came back a couple of minutes later.
"Sorry kids you weren't meant to hear that."
Josh said. "The whole flippin' street heard it. You wanna a beer Dad, you could probably do with one?
"That's a bloody good idea, you and your sister can have one as well if you want."
"What are you going to do Dad?" Asked Carrie.
"I'll let you know when I see a solicitor. I'm not sure but I think you two are old enough to decide where you go. But there are things to work out."
It was just past nine when David's phone rang. It was Harry. "How are you doing mate?" He asked.
"Fucking shit, how about you?"
"About the same, managed not to get too drunk, lots of thinking to do."
"Yeah, same here, but your kids are younger, there's a lot to think about. I really don't know." Said David.
"What do you think? Do you believe them, do you think it was just the once and they were drunk?"
"Part of me wants to, part of me doesn't know. But why did they keep their rings off for the whole two weeks? If they had kept them on after we left, there would be a white band on their fingers, wouldn't there? I'm so fucking confused." There was a pause. "Which solicitor are you using?"
"Don't know yet." He gave a little merciless giggle. "Perhaps we can get reduced rates by doing it together. I will give the company that did our house purchase a call, I'm sure they'll have someone that does divorce."
"Yeah, see if we can get a deal. I'm so fucking tired."
"Where's Janice?" asked David.
"She's here but she's sleeping in the kids' room. They're asking questions. I've told them the basics. This can't go on. Where's Carol?"
"No idea, I assume she's at Fred and Joan's."
"How are Josh and Carrie taking it?"
"On the surface of it better than I am, but I doubt they are. They said they'll take their mothers clothes to wherever she is tomorrow. Sorry mate I'm knackered, I need to go to bed. Kings Head tomorrow? I don't fancy going to the rugby club."
"Okay see you there at eight." Both men hung up at the same time.
The following evening In the King's Head sitting in a quiet corner Harry said to David. "You know they're going to get away with this?"
"Who?"
"Janice and Carol, they cheat on us, they hurt us, they disrespect us and the children but apart from getting divorced they pretty much get away with it. It makes me sick. We've done nothing wrong."
"You're right mate; however that's the way of the world. If we had cheated, apart from divorced not a lot would have happened to us, unless she was married and the husband caught us and had a go at us. I know it's unfair but it's swings and roundabouts."
"Yeah, you hit the nail on the head, but those two bastards saw the white rings, they knew they were married. They even told them."
"Those white bands on their ring fingers would have been an invitation. They knowingly targeted married women, that is a different kettle of fish. They must know there would be consequences."
There was a pause, and David said. "It's that white ring around her finger, where her wedding ring should have been for those two weeks, that's the reason for the divorce that is going to happen. She became unmarried to me, now it's going to be permanent."
Both were deep in thought on their way home.
Harry fell asleep on the couch. David made it to his bed. Both of them slept the sleep of exhausted, disappointed men.
David phoned in sick on Monday to find out Harry had done the same. David spent the day arranging for STD tests and appointments with solicitors, separating accounts and savings, all that financial stuff. He recorded everything he did for the solicitor.
He managed to get an appointment at Crown Heights for a STD test Wednesday and a solicitor for Thursday. He wasn't sure how the online system worked when children were involved, best see a professional. He was also expecting a push back from Carol.
Josh and Carrie made their decision very quickly. They were disgusted at what their mother had done. The sex was bad enough but hopping out of the marriage, that was it. They wanted to stay with their dad.
When he had finished, he made himself a cup of tea and sat back and pondered, if it was just the one drunken mistake could he forgive her like Harry was probably going to forgive Janice. Leaving the ring off once was a mistake, okay. But to leave it off with an idea of what might happen, then put it back on for when David and Harry got there and then take it off again, probably five minutes after they left. No! That level of disrespect to their marriage and to him hopping in and out of being married when she felt like it.
No. That was the end of their marriage.
Planning the lies
David decided to go to work on Tuesday, he needed to keep busy. When he got into the car, he was about to start the engine when he noticed the dashcam. It was a two-and-a-half-hour journey from Dawlish to Basingstoke if the roads were good, even bad traffic it was three and a half. The dashcam was on a four-hour loop. It would have recorded everything that was said inside the car. It also had sensors front and rear and would pick up anybody who came close to it when it was parked.
When Harry and he left on Sunday it was parked next to the caravan and from what Carol and Janice said they were so upset they didn't do anything. So, the car may have stayed where it was and that would have caught people coming in and out of the caravan. He would also see if they went into town to get the morning after pill for Janice. He wondered how many she got, probably enough for the week.


David had forgotten about the dashcam in his anger. Bloody hell this could be a goldmine. It might also prove it was just the once, and what if it was? He sat there for a few minutes, he felt confused. His heart wanted to forgive her. His head said no.
It would need investigating later. He pulled the SD card out and turned the camera off. He would look at it tonight.
When David got in Carrie had made dinner, that was nice. They talked about what was happening and David warned them it was more than likely going to end up in a divorce. He explained his reasoning. The children seem to understand.
Marriage is not something you pop in and out of when you feel like it.
Sensing their dad wanted some thinking time, the children went to their bedrooms early citing homework. David so wanted a beer, a strong one, there was plenty of 1698 in the beer fridge, but he thought tea was safer.
David got his laptop set up, put the SD card in and pressed play. He checked the front camera. There was the odd car passing but nothing of interest. It did show the car didn't move all week. They could have got the bus into town for Janice to get the pill. Then he checked the rear camera. He saw Carol and Janice leave seven-ish on Sunday and return at 11. Then go out midday on Monday and return at 5. Go out at seven and return at midnight, just the two of them. There was no sound, but there did appear to be a lot of giggling and holding each other up. The sort of thing you would have expected if you've been out for a good night. The initial part of Tuesday was pretty much the same. But come midnight Carol came back with a young man, they went in the caravan, there was no sign of Janice.
David paused it and went for more tea. He found he was breathing deeply. Carol did look drunk, she could walk on her own, just. The man had to help with directions more than holding her up.
So possibly Tuesday the second week was the first time, but not like they made out. Janice got in just after eight on Wednesday morning, the bloke left shortly later. There was a good picture of him. David took a screenshot.
It crossed David's mind they could have been shagging all the week before as well. It almost made him throw up.
The next clip was of Carol and Janice leaving with swimming costumes, then the sisters returning at five, before going out again at seven. The next clip showed Carol returning to the caravan just after midnight, with the same man. She led him in. Janice got back at half four in the morning, just after that the young lad left. So, it wasn't just the once like they said.
Thursday was very similar. Janice and Carol turned up alone just after two in the morning. David guessed they could have used the other caravan, he didn't know. Friday was the real eye opener. All four of them returned at ten and the two lads left at one in the morning.
It was all a bunch of fucking lies. Those two had been having sex with these blokes most of the second week, and as far as David knew, maybe even been doing it the first week as well. It didn't matter.
David was in two minds for a few seconds whether to tell Harry or not. But as Harry was thinking of staying with Janice to work through it, that would mean living a lie.
But to get the full sorry story David needed to listen to the journey home to see what the cheating sluts talked about.
Carol was driving to start with. There wasn't a lot said. It still wasn't full daylight and Carol was probably concentrating on the road. Just after they got on the A30, Carol started to say she felt guilty that she'd cheated and hadn't thought of the damage it would do if she got caught. Janice said she felt the same, there was silence for about five minutes. There wasn't any music in the car. Janice turned it on, but Carol turned it off saying she needed to think.
"How are we going to get around this?" Carol asked.
The car stayed silent.
David paused the recording. He went to get a drink, a strong one, three tea bags in a pot. He started listening to the conversation again.
Carol started. "Oh, fuck what have we done?"
"I'm afraid it's too late to worry about that now sis, what's done is done, we should have stopped it after that first night."
Remorse was a bit late now David thought to himself before uttering. "Fuck!"
"Yes, you're right, but it was so much fun being chased by those lads."
"Yeah, it was. How was yours?"
"All stamina and no style, I don't know why we did it?"
"Oh yes you do. It was the fun of the chase, something illicit, something just for us. Don't worry the boys will never find out."
"Heaven help us if they do. You know what it means. David would divorce me instantly."
"Yep, we might get away with a drunken one-night stand, one of us. But both of us might be pushing it. I suppose if we both said we were drunk or drugged we might get away with it." There was a bit of silence. "I've just had a thought, if one of us gets caught the boys are going to ask for their names and which caravan they were in. We use the proper names but tell them they were in a motorhome down the bottom of the site by the toilet block. There's not a massive amount of lighting down there, so we wouldn't notice the make, model or number plate, just say it was white, most of them are."
Carol replied more cheerfully than she had sounded since the start of the journey. "Hey, that's a good idea and we could say they moved on the next day. That might even work if we both got caught, two blokes wouldn't sleep together in a motorhome. It must be big enough for two beds. I don't know, bunk beds or something like that. We'll cry a lot and say we were confused, drunk maybe even drugged, yes that might work, the drunk or drugged angle."
"There will be questions as to why we got sucked in. But I don't see how they can find out, there was nobody on site we know. Jack and Frank live in Worcester so we're never going to bump into them."
"I know. I still feel guilty. I just hope I can hide it from Dave."
"Hey, I intend to make it so Harry can't walk, cook his best dinners and make out I've missed him like hell!"
"I'm not sure I can do that, as I said Jack was all stamina and no style, he just hammered away last night. I'm still a bit sore."
"Frank was the same. How big was yours?"
"Bigger than David. He just couldn't use it as well. He was always trying to ram it in, it was like size was everything, he even tried ramming it down my throat when I was giving him a BJ, I had to threaten to bite it off if he didn't stop. At least I got off a few times."
"Yeah, the same, Harry is much better, in fact I don't know why we went back after the first night."
They were silent for a few seconds, Janice carried on. "You're right, I don't know why we did it looking back?"
"But we do, don't we? You said it, we're mothers', teachers', nurses and when a couple of strapping young lads came chasing us it was bloody exciting. I don't know why they picked on us. There were lots of other women there. And we told them we were married, it didn't seem to make any difference, in fact I think that made them try harder. Maybe they have a thing for married women?"
David knew why they picked them, added to the fact that there wouldn't be long-term relationships, just a quick fuck.
The time for tea was finished, anyway the pot would be cold, time for beer.
"Yes, perhaps they had a thing for married MILFs, MILF sisters even more. Come on sis, we're both good looking, even if we are getting a bit round on the edges. Probably what the young lads wanted. Too late to think about it now."
"Yes, I wondered why they picked us, still it's over and done with. Put it down as an experience."
"Yup, one not to be repeated, too risky and not the way I thought I would feel, in fact in the cold light of day sat in this traffic, after the initial excitement, was it worth it?"
"Oh yes! It was fun, but we have to put it behind us." There was a pause. Janice carried on. "Do you know what, I can't even use Frank in my fantasies. I found myself thinking about Harry last night. How fucking weird is that, I've got a young stud between my legs and I'm thinking of my husband. I'm going to rock his world tonight, but I'm going to get him nearly there with my mouth first, so he doesn't spend too long doing it. Frank was his usual over energetic self."
"Yeah, you're right it was a fucking stupid thing to do, but never mind it's over now as you say."
"You're right, but it was fun. Thinking back perhaps we should have kept up the phone calls to the boys. Do you think that might give it away."
"I don't know, I'm sure we'll come up with some excuse. Both of our phones can't be broken. We could say the chargers were broken."
"No, that wouldn't work, there's plenty on site we could have borrowed." Said Janice.
"Just blame it on the drink, in fact blame everything on the drink. It was quite hard shutting those young studs down on that first Wednesday before the boys got down. I was feeling as randy as hell after the boys went home. I have to say as nice as it was having them down there, Saturday night wasn't as fulfilling as I expected."
"Of course it wasn't, we were next door, we had the same problem. When he went down on me, I wanted to scream, but he kept on teasing me. I had to push him off in the end and give him a blowjob. I'm sure you would have heard us, it was so embarrassing."
Carol gave a little laugh. "Hehe we were the same. I did the BJ thing too, he was much gentler and so quieter on the proper job.
Janice gave a little giggle. "It wasn't embarrassing on Thursday night, you in one room, me in the other, and I was tempted when Frank suggested we swap on Friday night. I wondered if your lad might be any better?"
"No, as you said, all stamina." said Carol.
They reached Cartgate rest area just outside Yeovil and went for a drink. They could have talked a lot whilst getting their coffee. Janice drove, they had just got on the road when Carol said. "What do we do if we get caught?"
"I don't see how we can, but we just need to get our story straight. If one of us gets caught we say it was a one-night thing, we got drunk and they separated us."
"We can't say that, because then they'll think we both did it."
There was a dry laugh. "Well, we did," there was several second pause, Janice carried on, "God we were fucking stupid!"
"It was one of those things that seemed a good idea at the time, you're right, it was fucking stupid."
"Yup but as you said, it's done now. We could just admit to it." The picture swerved.
"What! Are you fucking kidding! If we do that they will think we're boasting. 'Look we two old maids can get shagged.' No, we have to keep this quiet."
There was a pause before Janice said; "The boys love us, we've made a mistake if we do get caught and play it right, they will forgive us. I'm absolutely sure of that. But we must never, ever, ever, go anywhere near doing that again."
It was some 20 minutes later when David heard Carol ask Janice to pull into a lay-by complaining she'd drunk too much coffee.
It was a brief stop. David heard the doors open and close and then Carol said. "Bloody hell, I never thought I was going to stop peeing. It was like Jack, he could come several times, he flooded me with cum, I was wondering when it would stop coming out of my fanny Wednesday night. Glad I'm still on the pill."
"What, you're still on the pill?"
"Yes, it helps my periods, they got really painful when I came off after Dave had the snip, so I went back on. I'm sure I told you. I assumed you were the same."
"No. Oh fuck, I'm not on anything!"
There was silence, then David heard Carol say quietly. "Did you have the morning after pill?"
"Why would I?" Janice said quietly.
There was more silence
Carol said. "Fuck."
"Sorry, I just got carried away. Bugger."
There was a lot more silence. Then Carol spoke. "Google says IUD or morning after pill. There is a walk-in centre in Salisbury, that's not far off this road, they're open at half six."
"I can't take IUD's. They make me ill and keep coming out, I tried then when I started having sex. It'll have to be the pill."
There was more silence and David could see the car slow down.
"Right, Andover or Amesbury have pharmacies; they're after Stonehenge or the walk-in centre in Salisbury, they're already open."
"Amesbury." Said Janice. "Not so far from the main road. Andover as a back-up. It won't delay us too long."
David recognised where they hit the queue just before Stonehenge. Carol directed Janice off the A303. David saw a sign that said. 'Amesbury. Home of Stonehenge'. The car stopped and David heard two doors open and close and again 20 minutes later. The car started again. Very little was said until the car was back on the A303 when he heard Janice say. "Well that was embarrassing standing in the queue asking for that, glad that's over."
"Yeah, the problem is it's only 60% effective after four days."
Janice laughed a shallow laugh. "It'll be alright, it has to be."
They got to the Service Station just outside Popham airfield and they were gone from the car for about 10 minutes when they got back in. They were just leaving the service station when David heard Janice say. "STOP." The car came to a sudden halt. "Shit, wedding rings."
"Thank god you spotted that, the shit would have hit the fan if we'd gone in without those on."
There was a rustling sound and after a few minutes the car started off again.
David was amazed, they were 10 miles from home and hadn't even thought to put their rings back on. David supposed they had other things to worry about.
Carol drove the rest of the journey as they went over their plans of how to deceive their husbands and lie to their families.
David felt physically sick.
So, it was a week and not just the once. David reached for his phone and hit the speed dial for Harry. "Mate, have you got an hour, I know it's late, but I have something you need to see."
By the time Harry got there David had edited all the damning clips with the two young lads going in and out and the audio.
Harry did not take it well, when he calmed down there was an awful lot of coffee drunk.
Harry asked David. "I suppose that just reinforces your decision to divorce her."
"Too fucking right it does, but what about you?"
"I don't know I've got to think of the kids, they're at a vulnerable time at school, exams and all that. I've got to work out in my mind whether it's worthwhile staying in a toxic house or moving out. I really don't know mate. I've got to think about it and maybe, heaven forbid, talk to Janice about it to see if we can work something out." He paused a bit. "They did seem remorseful."
That was not the way David saw it, but he knew Harry had baggage.
Harry had not had a good childhood. He came home from school one day when he was six years old and his dad had left. After a month or two things settled down and he would go to his dad's place every other weekend. His dad would pick him up Friday from school and take him back to school Monday morning. They had a brilliant time, adventures, camping, bicycle riding and swimming. But life at home with mum was awful. About two years after his dad left a man moved into their house with his mum. His mum did seem happier when he moved in. The new man had nothing to do with Harry, he didn't talk to him, didn't acknowledge him, didn't engage with him. He heard the man shouting one evening when he was about 10. "Why, he's not my brat!"
Harry's mum seemed to try to make up for the indifference of her new man, it worked to some extent.
And that was it, Harry still went to his dad's whenever he could. Then one day Harry's dad sat him down and told him he had to move away with his job and he wouldn't see him weekends, but he would always be there.
A month later Harry's dad moved and Harry would go and see him on the long holidays he was living with a nice lady. She made Harry welcome his home life was getting worse. Harry's mum, his dad's and his new lady attended Harry's school leaving, his engagement and his wedding to Janice. Mum's new man never turned up. Those weeks between seeing his dad left a big hole, a big scar in Harry's emotional heart and it scarred him for life. Harry never found out why his parents broke up.
"I'm glad it's not a decision I've got to make, but whatever you decide mate, I'm here for you."
Harry paused. "I'll tell you what, once they've gone so am I, I'm not putting up with that amount of disrespect."
Even more coffee was drunk, decisions were made. People have to be told the truth. David gave Harry a memory stick with all of the recorded evidence they had. He suggested to him it would be painful, but he needed to see all of it and if he wanted company when he did it just to give him a call.
It was the next Friday after a tense week in both households. David arranged for Carrie and Josh to go round and look after Kirsty and Matt. They were not stupid, they knew something big was going down. It was put out as a 'we need to talk' family meeting.
Janice realised the shit was about to hit the fan when she turned up to see her parent's car there. It was a sombre household she and Harry walked into. She was dreading it.
When she entered the living room Carol was already in tears. Joan was nearly there too. Fred had a look of thunder on his face. There were no drinks and it was as if the central heating had been turned off. It was so cold.
Harry went and stood beside David standing in front of the television. David had a remote control in his hand. Looking at the four people sitting in front of him, he said; "There's no easy way to do this."
He pressed play and the edited version of what he showed Harry the previous week displayed. The young men coming and going into the caravan and the edited audio clips.
Fred stood, looked at his daughters and said. "You two make me sick. I'm ashamed to call you my children. Carol, I suggest you find somewhere else to live, you're no longer welcome in our house." With that he walked out. Joan stood in front of the two girls and said. "Do not darken our door, either of you. Carol, I'll have your bags packed, you can collect them tomorrow. I don't care where you go tonight but you're not welcome in our house like your Father said." She ran to the front door following her husband.
David said quietly. "Get out, now!" The tone of his voice left no argument.
Carol said. "Where will I go?"
"I don't know and I care even less, just the same as you didn't care for me and our kids for a week." With that he walked into the kitchen. Harry followed him. It was a good job the beer fridge was full that night.
Arrangements were made. Harry went home and explained everything to Kirsty and Matt. They would have to share a room now and their mother was going to have one of theirs. They were old enough to understand. But he wanted to be there for them, but not their mother.
However, he also realised they needed a mother. But they just wouldn't be man and wife. A small caravan was purchased later and placed in the back garden to act as a bedroom for Janice. Harry even fitted a covered walkway so she wouldn't get wet coming into the house when it was raining.
Rules were set. That household settled into a routine which benefited the children.
David guessed after something Harry said, some of the nights Harry was invited to the caravan, or he knocked on the door uninvited. He was always let in.
After a couple of weeks Fred and Joan took pity on Carol, and she moved back in but there were strict rules and she was to find somewhere as soon as she could. Josh and Carrie stayed in the house with their father. Arrangements were made for Carol to visit the children. David generally made himself scarce when that happened, which was at least two or three times a week and quite often at the weekends.


One of these visits Carol handed David a piece of paper at the top it said 'STD results.' He didn't even look at it. He just screwed it up and threw it towards the bin. It missed, that told Carol everything she needed to know.
After a few months with her parents Carol managed to move out into a small flat near the school and not too far from her old house.
Carol asked if she could come round and collect the rest of her belongings now she had her own place. David planned to be out. But she arrived early.
After Carol had packed her stuff David invited her to stay for dinner with the children. She accepted, hoping it might be a way back into part of David's life.
After the meal was finished Josh went out with his mates and Carrie went too, visiting her grandparents, they had realised their parents needed time alone.
"Are you alright?" Carol asked.
"Not really, but I'll have to manage won't I."
"Look, this is my fault, I should have been stronger. If there is anything I can do, please ask."
"It's not really important but I do have some more questions and when you answer these you will probably see why I'm so upset."
"Maybe we should have talked about this before we split up?"
David shook his head. "It wouldn't have made any difference, so there was no point back then. You've explained why you did what you did. But I still have some unanswered questions. Not that it really matters, we can't change anything. As soon as you left your rings off you stepped out of our marriage and it was over.
"So the way I see it is you took your rings off on Tuesday, put them back on when Harry and I came down for the weekend and then you took them off after we left. I bet you had those two studs in our bed whilst it was still warm from us."
"No, you saw it on the video. That Tuesday was the first time. Okay, they had been chasing us the previous week, we didn't know why they picked us at the time." She looked down at her left hand and said; "We do now, bloody hell, we were stupid."
She was swivelling her wedding ring around on her finger. David had noticed she was still wearing it.
"I've had time to talk with Jan, and I can see some of the reasons." She looked at David. "I'm not trying to make excuses, we were wrong, there are reasons and bloody shabby ones at that."
"Let me guess." Said David. "We didn't make love like we normally do. It was all very restrained because it didn't seem right with your sister next door."
Carol nodded her head. "I gave you a blow job, you seemed satisfied. You tried your hardest, but I just couldn't let go. It wasn't your fault, it was mine.
"After you left we both felt, let's say unfulfilled." She held her hands up. "Yes, I know why, Jan and Harry being next door, they had the same problem. And when two strapping young lads came on to us again Sunday, we knew what they wanted. It was tempting, but we did nothing. We did get drunk on Tuesday. We think the drinks they were buying us may have had vodka in them, we did seem to get very tiddly. You saw on the video, he had to help me." Tears were forming in the corners of her eyes.
"Did you do things for him that you didn't do for me?
"No, not that I can think of."
"No naughtiness then, the things I wanted to do that you refused, did he get your backside?"
She got a bit grumpy. "It was only the four times! We were drunk that first night and not sober the other nights. Jan and I talked about it on Wednesday. We had crossed the line, but we thought we would never get caught, neither of you would have forgiven us, so might as well get hung for a sheep as a lamb and we carried on. But no, he didn't get my arse."
"I know you gave him blow jobs?" She looked ashamed but nodded her head.
"Spit or swallow?"
"What!"
"Simple question, did you give him a blowjob?"
"Err yes."
"Spit or swallow? It's not a difficult question or are you ashamed of the answer?"
Carol looked down "I suppose I am. I swallowed."
"So you did do things for him that you didn't do for me. You always spat. Do you know how I felt every time you got out of bed? Your blow jobs were fantastic to get the first one out of the way so I would last longer the second time? You got me ready but then you walk away to the bathroom, spit, wash your mouth out and come back. Do you know that kind of takes the edge off. You even did it that weekend when we came down to you and Janice. But you tell me you didn't do that for your boyfriend.
"Normally at home you're gone for ten seconds whilst you spit and take a mouthful of water. It does dent the ardour, I have to concentrate when we restart.
"But that night in the caravan you were gone for ages, and I wondered where you were. I felt ignored, like you had something else better to do. It was hard work for me after that. It was like I didn't matter. Yeah, I tried my best when you got back but you were gone for nearly a minute, kinda kills the mood. And well, you were not, how can we say, enthusiastic about making love. Then I guess the week after I found out about your cheating all I could think about was you were thinking of your toy boy and not of me."
Carol's face fell. "Oh God, no, no I wasn't, I really wasn't, he never entered my head. I... I was just being careful, I didn't want Jan or Harry to hear me. I didn't want them to think I was listening to them, I'm sorry. The strangest things that go round in your head. I'm sorry. It took longer than I thought. I'm sorry, I didn't know it bothered you."
"It didn't most of the time, I got used to it and didn't want to upset you."
Tears were pouring down her face, she reached out, took hold of David's hand and said. "I'm sorry, I am so bloody sorry, I didn't realise, I'm sorry." Carol let go of his hand, stood up and walked out the front door.
Things in that household settled down to a routine. Carol regularly visited. David left when she did, she never stayed overnight. David never visited her flat.
Life moved on.
But things had to be done.
Revenge.
David and Harry met in the rugby club the week following the reveal of the depth of their wives' treachery and sitting in a corner they came up with a plan for revenge of the two lotharios'. What made the difference was that they had been told that Carol and Janice were married and they still chased them. They talked about it and the two lads probably stayed away from the women over the weekend as they knew the husbands would be there. Which made the wives' taking them to different pubs and beaches when they were there even more treacherous.
The following weekend they drove down to Dawlish and with some persuasion and a few threats they managed to come away with a copy of an invoice which had names, addresses, phone numbers, car registrations and e-mail address. Jack and his friend had used their real first names but the surnames they had given the girls were false. Nor did they come from Worcester, they came from Gloucester.
The following weekend they did a reconnoitre to Gloucester. Jack and his friend were not hard to find. The two mates spent the weekend following the lotharios around. It was fairly easy, they learned an awful lot about these two assholes, where they drank, what football teams they supported, what their habits were, a whole bucket load of information, all useful.
On the drive home David and Harry came up with a plan. They called in to see Fred and Joan before going home.
The following week Harry borrowed one of the work's 6-seater vans. White vans all look like thousands of other white Ford vans on the road. David made-up a false set of number plates which would look good enough providing they weren't inspected too closely and if anybody checked the van was parked in the car park in Basingstoke all weekend.
A trip to a charity shop for a complete change of clothing including woolly hats and hoodies. Dyed hair and false facial growth completed their disguises.
David and Harry made contact with Jack and Frank. It was a simple case of physically bumping into Frank, spilling his beer and offering to get him another one. Then they started chatting about football. David and Harry had read up on Jack and Frank's favourite football team. The two young lads even boasted about their conquests over the summer with married women. It appears Carol and Janice were not the only ones. It was easy to very quickly to become almost firm friends, and it probably helped that Harry and David were buying all the beer, including the one that had six of Joan's sleeping tablets crushed, dissolved and poured into them. The vodka probably helped too.
It didn't take long for Jack and his mate to start feeling tired and they wanted to go home. David and Harry offered as they were in no fit state to drive and could hardly walk. The bar staff were happy that somebody took them out and they wouldn't be a problem for them to sort out later. When they got outside it was easy to find Jack's car. They piled the two sleepy heads in the back. Harry drove to a quiet rural car park in the van and then got into Jack's car and they headed to a track they had found in the Forest of Dean. Jack and his mate were not quite asleep but with help made it 200 yards into the woods and were laid down.
It took less than a minute with a sharp pair of scissors to make them both completely naked, except for their trainers, but even the laces were removed. Cable ties were placed around the wrists securing them behind their back and one around their cock and bollocks. Not enough to stop the flow of blood, but enough to be uncomfortable. Cable ties went round each ankle and they were joined together by another cable tie so they could only take small steps.
David did consider pissing on them to wake them up fully. But that might leave DNA. Instead the bottles of water we brought for that purpose were poured on them. They struggled awake to see two figures retreating in opposite directions. It was dark but not cold. The two lads had no idea which was the way out of the forest. David and Harry had taken their phones, wallets, watches, car and house keys. As they reached Jack's car they heard screams as the two young lads fully woke up to their situation. The last Harry and David heard was the two lads shouting at each other, arguing which way was the way out of the forest.
Harry and David made their way to the house Jack and Frank shared. They took a surprising amount of cash out of the wallets and then they went down a drain followed by their phones and watches. They cut the valve stems off the wheels and stabbed the run flat tyres. They would have to be replaced.
David kept the car keys and found the spares when they got in the house. They would have to go down a different drain.
When they got into the house, they executed their plan. Dave went into one bedroom and emptied all the drawers and wardrobes onto the floor, he even pulled the mattress and the bedding onto the floor. The next bedroom, the same thing. Then the airing cupboard with all the towels and spare bedding was emptied onto the floor. Everything possible was thrown onto the floor. Even the curtains were ripped down.
Harry went into the bathroom, put the plugs in the plug holes and blocked up the overflows then turned all the taps on. He unscrewed the ball from the ball cock and shoved the ball wrapped in a towel into the toilet pan. At the top of the stairs David made a dam with towels to make sure the upstairs flooded first.
The same was done downstairs in the kitchen and toilet.
Harry and David went home.
It appears there were some physical injuries to Jack and Frank from falling over. When the pair were released from hospital 36 hours later water was flowing out the front door and there wasn't a dry piece of cloth or clothing in the house. It was a good job they had a spare key hidden around the back.
Painted on one of the walls in bright red letters was. 'There are consequences to shagging married women.' A piece of paper taped to the mirror with the words. "If we are interviewed by the police, next time you will not leave the forest."
Jack and Frank had no idea who it was, so couldn't help the police in their investigations. They may have had their suspicions, but there had been a few married women over the last couple of years.
The Landlord threw them out of the house and they lost their deposit and found it hard to get anywhere to live in the area.
When he got home David subscribed to the online Gloucester Echo and any other local Gloucester news outlet he could find. It was reported in the local press that two young lads had been discovered walking naked through the forest by a group of forest revellers. David printed it off, wrote 'Looks like caught by doggers.' He scanned and sent it to Harry. They both laughed at the thought of two naked and bound men wandering into a group of doggers.
The police asked for any witnesses to assist in the inquiry.
Harry had kept the house keys, they probably wouldn't be much use after the damage they caused to the house. After a month they ended up in a drain as well.
As a bonus, Fred and Joan's alibi were not needed.
Even more bad news
Two weeks after the incident in Gloucester Harry was banging at David's door, Harry was in tears. He stood back and opened the door to let his mate in. David was about to ask what was wrong when Harry said. "She's fucking pregnant and she wants to keep it and have it adopted.!"
David's answer was. "Oh fuck."
Harry walked in and dropped himself on the settee. David went and fetched beer, a weak one. Tea would take too long and not cut it this time.
Harry carried on ranting even with David in the kitchen, he was livid. "I'm not having her walking around with that happy look on her face; that smile, her eyes glowing, resting her hand on her belly like she did with Kirsty and Matt. Resting her hand on a belly that contains a child that isn't mine and she expects me to put up with that. No fucking way." He took a long swallow of his beer. "And she'll probably expect me to take her to appointments and fucking be there when the brat is born."
I could see his point, but I had a view on Janice's point too, she was a nurse. I was glad the beer was weak.
Harry ranted about how initially she wanted to keep it but gave in when Harry walked out the door, she agreed to have it adopted at birth and not even look at it.
I asked if he was still planning to stay if she had the baby. He scratched his head and said. "I don't fucking know." He had calmed down a bit. "I suppose I can see where she is coming from about keeping it, her being a nurse and everything."
David had a passing thought. But it had to be Harry's choice as to what he decided about him, Janice and the children. It was plainly obvious that Harry's parents' broken marriage affected his thinking.
They didn't need any more beer. But David used it as an excuse. He took his phone with him. He did something he hadn't done for a while. He hit Carol's speed dial. She answered, all enthusiastic. He soon shut that down. "You need to go and see your sister. Urgently, now."
"Why?"
"She's pregnant. Harry's here with me and he's a mess, a livid fucking mess."
"Oh bloody hell." Was all David heard. "Right, I'm on my way now. How is Harry??
He gave her a quick precis of how Harry was feeling.
David heard a door slam. He assumed Carol was running to her car.
"Look, phone me when it quietens down over there. Harry is still bothered about Kirsty and Matt. You know his history."
Again, all he heard from Carol was. "Oh fucking hell." David hung up.
David's next problem arrived on the doorstep. Carrie came in and she saw Uncle Harry on the sofa looking a mess.
"Dad?"
He took his daughter by the hand and led her into the kitchen. "Auntie Janice is pregnant from that time in Devon. Uncle Harry is a mess."
Carrie looked up at her father and said. "Shit." Her hand flew to her mouth. "Sorry, Dad. "
David gave her a rare smile. "Don't worry sweetie. That's an understatement."
David walked and wrapped his arms around his daughter.
Carrie carried on. "I bet you've not eaten either of you, and drunk too much beer." David shook his head to the second one. "Right, fish finger sandwiches. Uncle Harry can pick the fish out of the bread. But he needs to eat. Because you're going to drink too much tonight." Carrie disentangled herself from her father and walked away. David went back to see Harry. He got to the kitchen door, turned to his daughter and said. "Hey." When she looked he gave her the hand heart signal and winked at her.
As David left, Carrie pulled her phone out of her pocket. She phoned her big brother. "Get your backside home now. Uncle Harry is in here, there is stuff going down. Bring more fish fingers."
"That bad?"
"Yup."
Josh knew there were problems.
Harry ranted several times. He went over and over it again. He had to get it out. Carrie was right, Harry picked the fish fingers out of the sandwiches and dipped them in tomato sauce. Josh kept up the supply of beer, but it was not his dad's strong stuff.
Eventually they managed to get Harry into Josh's bed.
It was gone 10 when there was a knock on the front door. Carrie jumped up. "That's Mum, I'll let her in."
Carol walked in, she headed straight towards David and put her arms out. He had no choice but to hold her. She was a flipping mess.
"I'm sorry, my sweetheart. What a fucking shithole mess we've made of this."
David did not answer. He hugged his soon to be ex-wife. Josh and Carrie stood up. Josh said. "We're off, you two need to talk."
David turned to his children. "No. You two can stay. You've proved how adult you are this evening, helping me look after Uncle Harry." He smiled gently. "Fish finger sandwiches. Flipping brilliant."
Josh spoke up. "No Dad. You need to sort this."
"How's Janice?" David asked.
"A mess, Joan is looking after her. She and Fred are not impressed."
David and Carol sat and talked. It was almost like old times. Sitting trying to work out a solution. Until Carol asked the question, quietly as if she already knew the answer. "How long is Harry staying with Janice?"
"Until the children leave."
"Thought so. I can understand where he's coming from with his history? It's too soon to tell. You have ideas?"
David was halfway through his explanation when Carol put her hand on her husband's arm. She gave a small smile. David stopped talking.
"I was thinking the same thing. It's going to be difficult. You suggested she moved back in with Mum and Dad. It's better if she moves in with me, I have room." She paused. "You've never been to my place, you don't know I have a spare room. I can look after her, take her to appointments until the baby is adopted." She paused. "Jan understands that this has to happen, she can't get rid of it. We can deconflict visits, so Harry doesn't need to see her pregnant. She needs to see her children and they need her.
"We can work this out. I have talked a bit with Mum. We can talk with Kirsty and Matt, they are bright kids, it won't be easy. They will have their Mum and Dad until they leave home." There was a pause. "See, when we sit and talk about it and I don't fuck up. We come up with workable solutions."
David told Carol how fantastic their children had been. She went upstairs and had a chat with them. She had things to do. When she left, she took David's hand in hers, kissed the back of it and said. "Thank you for all your help. You probably have no love for Janice. The both of us are extremely sorry for what we did. I love you, I always will and I shall regret with every breath I take what I did."
Carol pulled herself up, looked her soon to be ex-husband in the face and said. "Just put the paperwork through. I'll not fight it, the kids have told me what they want and I can't disagree." With that she stepped up and kissed him on the cheek and walked away.


Out of courtesy David waited till she got to her car, then went to pour himself a large gin and tonic, heavy on the gin, light on the tonic. What a fucking mess.
Carol went to Harry and Janice's house, collected Janice's toiletries and clothes from her caravan and took them back to her flat.
The following week Janice moved in with Carol.
Her age, work and the stress were too much and a month later Janice lost the baby. Fred and Joan supported their daughters no matter how disgusted they were with them. David and Harry were sad for Janice but she brought this on herself.
Whilst David and Carol's divorce was going through, life settled down. The children alternated between the house and Carol's flat.
At one of the swap overs of the children Carol laid her hand on David's arm and said. "Janice is having a hard time of it. She knows she did wrong by wanting to keep it. But it was part of her. She's not surprised Harry threw her out, she's not blaming him. She knows what damage it would do to him, but it was inside her, it was part of her. She's a caring person, she couldn't just get rid of it. When she lost it, it nearly broke her."
David felt he was being given a message to pass on, he did.
Janice moved back into the house with Harry and the children. Harry felt sorry for her and got rid of the caravan, again, life settled down to an uneasy comfort. To help cheer herself up Janice had dyed her hair blonde. Harry said. "I guess blondes have more fun?"
Janice answered in a quiet voice. "No they don't, but it hides the grey. When this blonde tried to have fun as a brunette, she found that the so-called fun was merely shit coated in glitter. She lost so much." She walked away with tears in her eyes.
Initially it was hard work for Harry and Janice, but for the sake of the children they worked on it. And it seemed to work. Harry and Janice even had sex together.
It became accepted without actually being said that when Kirsty and Matt left, so would Harry. The day after Kirsty left for university Harry packed his bags, Janice helped him with tears in her eyes.
The split between Harry and Janice was easy, they both knew it was going to happen and had come to terms with it. Janice moved into a small flat near the hospital. Kirsty and Matt sort of forgave their mother.
After the divorces the girls dated, but it was lacking. After a couple of years Janice met a man and she moved in with him. She was completely honest about why she got divorced and vowed never to make that mistake again. Harry bumped into an old female school friend, she was widowed and had two children. They hit it off and married in a small ceremony. Only the four children, David and Carol attended.
David dated, he had fun.
It was Josh's engagement party when they all got together. New partners were introduced to old partners. Carol was unattached. David took his latest partner; a vivacious redhead, they looked like a matched pair. Carol was happy for him.
Six months later at the wedding everything went well. Matt was Josh's best man. So Harry, Janice and their partners were invited. David turned up alone. Carol asked why, she thought the redhead was nice and suited him. He just replied, "Just didn't work."
They tried to live a life as best they could, it carried on.
Epilogue. Some people like to know what happened to these four, if you're not interested stop here.
***************************************************
Six years after the fateful holiday they all met again at Carrie's wedding in Reading. David and Carol were unattached and that was good because they could concentrate on Carrie, her new husband and his family. Harry's new wife and Janice's partner were there. They seemed nice people and fitted in, though it was a tad uncomfortable at the start. David danced with Carol and Janice had one with Harry just to show the families there was no lasting bitterness.
Then.
Carol woke up in David's bed in the hotel. She laid there smiling to herself re-living the night she had spent loving and sleeping with the man she loved. His side of the bed was empty, she assumed he was in the toilet. Then she realised his side of the bed was cold. All his clothes were gone, she started to cry. When she went down to breakfast David was not in the hotel, he'd gone.
There were no messages, nothing.
Three weeks later Saturday evening Carol knocked on the front door of her old house even though she still had a key. David opened it to see her holding a bag of food which smelt like Chinese and two bottles of wine. He stepped back and invited her in.
Carol left Sunday mid-afternoon, she made sure she swallowed.
Three weeks later it was Indian food and Cobra beer. David never complained nor turned her away, these visits carried on, there was very little contact in between Carol's visits. At some time during the weekend Carol would say quietly. "I'm sorry. I love you." David never responded.
David told Harry what was happening, but not the children.
Josh and his wife were having their first wedding anniversary, all their parents were invited. David had an idea that there was going to be an announcement as well. It was in the way he'd seen Josh' wife walk around smiling and resting her hand on her belly, just like Carol had done.
That was when Josh realised what was happening with their parents. He told his sister.
One evening, pushing the last of her dessert around the plate Carol said to David. "Are you happy?"
David put his spoon down, took a mouthful of the Niersteiner, thought for a bit, looked at Carol and said. "Yes, I think I am. I have a good job that I love and I'm good at. I have two wonderful children and I'm about to become a grandfather. I have great friends and I can still make my way around a cricket pitch. I have the affection of a woman who loves me, but after what she did I cannot return that affection. So yes, overall, I'm happy."
Carol paused, taking in what David had just said. "We're never going to reconcile, are we?"
"No."
"You're never going to forgive me, are you?"
David leaned slightly forward in his chair, looking at Carol he said gently. "I loved you with all my heart. I would have done anything for you except murder, and I might have done that if I thought I could get away with it. But after what you did. No." Carol noticed the past tense.
"You turned our marriage off, you switched our marriage, me and the kids off from your life for a week. We didn't exist. I will never forgive you for that and if we reconcile, I would always wonder when the next switch off would be so no, we are never going to get back together."
As she stood up Carol was glad that David didn't go into the details of what she'd done. She turned and walked to the front door, picking up her coat as she left.
She cried all the way as she walked home.
David cleared away, put the top back on the Niersteiner and went and got himself a Broadside. Tears were running down his face. David wiped them away, he picked up his phone and called his mate and told him all that just happened. Harry turned up 20 minutes later with more beer.
Carol had brought all the pain to the surface again. She didn't mean to, David knew that. She was somebody that loved and cared for him and genuinely wanted to know how he was.
Two weeks later there was a knock on David's front door. He opened it to see Carol there with a mixed bag of wine and beer. No food.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to drag up old pain. I'm worried about you."
David took a pace back and he let her in. They sat together talking about the children, Harry, Janice and work, safe, comfortable things. Carol did not stay the night.
It was another two weeks when Carol again knocked on the front door, beer and wine in a bag in one hand, in her other hand was a homemade shepherd's pie. David's second favourite.
David found a cheesecake in the freezer for dessert. This was awfully familiar, as David finished his last bit of dessert, he looked at Carol saying. "Are you happy?"
It was almost as if she was expecting the question. "As well as can be expected after what I did. I have a great job that I love, two great children and about to become a grandmother. I have some good friends. And the man I love, even though he has no love for me, allows me to show my affection to him so yes, I'm as happy as I can be after what I did to the man I love."
She paused and then carried on. "Can we continue to be friends?" She paused. "FWB?"
"What's FWB?"
David was pretty sure he knew what it meant but he wanted clarification.
Carol was a bit nervous as she said, "Friends with benefits, you know, like we have been doing. We're not exclusive. If we want to stop, just say the word and we finish."
David felt the anger rise, he took a few seconds to think about what she'd said. She wanted to be able to switch him off at her whim, again. "So this is on your say so! You want a relationship, you bring me food and drink, we have sex but want to be able to switch me off like you did last time when you feel like it. After all those years I committed to you, was married to you, you just switched me off. It was like you wouldn't commit to me when the opportunity to play outside our marriage came along, so why should I expect it now? Will you just walk out and I'll never hear from you again? What do you..."
Carol burst into tears, stood up and walked out taking her coat with her leaving the front door wide open.
David cleared away. He sat down then picked up his phone and sent Carol a text. "Whilst what I said is essentially true, I was unnecessarily harsh in how I said it. For that I apologise. I'm sorry."
She replied almost instantly. "Yes, it was harsh, but right. I understand. I'm sorry."
It was seven minutes later when there was a knock on David's front door.
He opened it to find Carol there, he'd had time to think. "David, my love. That came out all wrong, I was trying to give you the option to stop seeing me if you meet someone who won't do to you what I did. If I meet someone that I may develop feelings for, I will tell you immediately. I will never switch you off again."
His dad's words about taking some time to think helped. He took a pace back, put his hand out, Carol took it, pulled herself up and kissed him on the lips.
That was the first night Carol thought David made love to her, not just had sex.
The following week David told Harry what had happened. He put his arm around David's shoulder and asked the question. "Are you happy mate?"
David smiled and said. "Yes, I am. I could have wished for better, but I'm happy."
Harry laughed. "Good, it's your round. I think that calls for a whiskey as well.
David and Carol still did not tell the children what was happening, but they had worked it out. Time moved on, they became comfortable again.
David was 76 when he called 'rain stop play' on a cricket match he was umpiring. As he hurried up the steps of the pavilion he slipped and fell and broke his hip, it had to be replaced. Carol moved in to help him recover. She never moved out.
Years later David was sitting beside Carol's hospital bed. His hand resting on Carol's. Josh and Carrie were standing behind their dad.
For the last time Carol said to the man in front of her. "I love you, I'm sorry."
David replied in a quiet voice. "I love you too. It was just too hard to tell you."
Carol gave a weak smile. "As much as I would have loved to hear the words before today, you let me back into your life and into your bed after what I did. I can only be grateful. You showed your love for me in other ways. For that I will always appreciate that."
David gave a weak smile. "I'm sorry it was just too hard to say, but I'm glad you saw it. I do love you. You are forgiven." Carol smiled, her eyes lit up and then they closed and she exhaled her last breath. Josh and Carrie moved forward and gently eased their father's hands away from their mothers left hand with the wedding ring she had put back on and never removed after that fateful two weeks.
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Again, nothing new here and still in British English.
I am currently writing a story where a wife knows her friend is cheating on her husband but does nothing about it. The wife's husband finds out she knows and brings up the doubt about his wife's faithfulness and their marriage.
Recently in our local supermarket after the sound of something hitting the floor I heard a mother tell her daughter "I told you what would happen if you did that".
I put the two together and was planning a 750 word story, but when I edited my initial draft down to 750, it missed something, so it's one of my short punchy stories instead.
I have too many stories nearly done, and as many people know you can get 80% done with 20% effort, leaving the last 20% taking the remaining 80% effort.
If some one wants to expand on this then please carry on.
Carol, my wife of 14 years best friend, Debbie, came up and stood next to me. "I warned her." Debbie said. "She told me that as long as she told you first and gave you the chance to say 'No' it wasn't cheating."
We looked across the dance floor to where Carol was dancing with a bloke she worked with. I'd met him before. A bit younger than us, definitely good looking from a woman's point of view I guess, charismatic, witty and a bloody obnoxious prat. This was the man she planned to spend the night with but hadn't told me yet.
Debbie had been divorced for about six years. It was rumoured that she'd had a one-night drunken fling and didn't confess to her husband. He found out and divorced her.
I knew she'd had a few boyfriends, but nothing seemed to last.
They both worked for the same firm and spent a lot of time together. I'd had the full story from Debbie. The prat had been coming on to Carol, and she let slip after too much wine on a night out that she was tempted, just the once to try someone different. It was almost like Carol was bursting to share a secret.
A week later they had a conversation about Carol's plans to sleep with the prat. Debbie had told me she had tried to convince Carol not to go through with it. It would ruin our marriage forever. Carol came up with the cheaters list of reasons and excuses; it's just the once, the experience will be good for us and will make us stronger. If I loved her I'd let her do it, it's only sex and she still loves me. The usual lies people tell themselves when they are making excuses for something they want to do that they know others may not agree with.
Debbie had told me she warned Carol against it and told her what she guessed what the outcome would be, and she wouldn't like it. Carol repeated all the cheater's excuses. None of which Debbie agreed with.
Debbie didn't want to lose a friend or see Carol throw something precious away for what would be nothing event. Debbie did not expand on why she thought it would be a 'nothing event'. She would stand with Carol if three things happened. One, Carol told me of her plans to sleep with the prat before it happened. Two, she would be gracious enough to let me spell out the full consequences of sleeping with the prat. And number three, if I said 'no' that would be the end of the matter, full stop.
Carol promised Debbie she would tell me before she went with the prat and If I said 'no' she would abide by that decision.
It was last Thursday evening when Debbie found me playing darts with my mates in the pub like I normally do. She asked me if Carol had told me what her plans were for Saturday night. I told her that as far as I knew we were going to Carol's office party and that was all and I was looking forward to a night out. She just gave me a small smile and promised me a dance at the party. Then she left without accepting the drink I offered her.
When I left work on Friday, I was surprised to see Debbie waiting for me beside my car. She came straight out with it and let me know that Carol planned to sleep with the prat on Saturday after the party. She told me that Carol promised to tell me her plan before she did so as to give me a chance to let her know the consequences and the chance to say 'No'. She'd asked Carol earlier that day if she'd told me. Carol admitted she hadn't yet, but she was going to do it at the party, so it would still be before she left for the night with the prat, and that would give me the chance to let her know what would happen if she continued and she could change her mind. Also, that would keep her promise to Debbie to tell me before she did it.
Crying, Debbie told me she didn't think that it was fair to drop it on me that late and not give me time to think and plan my response.
I gave her my hanky.
As I helped her towards her car I thanked Debbie for the warning and let her know I would use the time to come up with a list of the consequences and pour a whole bucket load of shit on Carol's plan, and just even suggesting she spend the night with the prat was cheating on me and put our marriage in danger.
She was relieved; she felt she had saved her best friend's marriage.
I let her keep the hanky.
On my way home I did a lot of thinking. When I got there Carol had my favourite dinner and wine waiting for me and offered me an early night with no holds barred. She was trying to placate me before the event. I did not let on that I knew her plans and accepted her offer. With the knowledge I had, I managed to convince her to let me tie her to the bed face down and take her backside. I was allowed to tie her up on special occasions but never face down. Sometimes, if she was in the mood, she would let me have her backside. But never both together.
I didn't want to look her in the face.
Carol spent some time getting ready on Saturday afternoon. I was busy too. She wore a dress I'd never seen before and stockings. Knowing what I know of her plans when I saw how she was dressed I had to say something. "Dressed like that, you must be looking forward to something special tonight when you get in?" I smiled at her.
She smiled back and said. "We'll see."
We turned up at the party and had a good time. I liked most of her work colleagues. We danced a bit, but I didn't drink much. Carol didn't notice. She danced with some of her workmates and me, but I could not help but see she spent more time with the prat than anyone else. I'm sure her work mates noticed. It was coming up to the end of the evening when she left him and walked across to me.
That was when Debbie appeared at my side. "Here it comes, I told you if you say 'no', she'll back down, she promised me that." I thought back to our time together, she promised me lots of things too.
Carol stood beside me, linking her arm through mine and said. "Sweetheart I have a big favour to ask of you, I know you love me, but this is a big thing, a really big thing. If you let me do this, I will be the best wife ever. You can do what we did last night anytime you want."
She looked across at Debbie as if to say; I told you I'd give him a chance. "If you say 'no' I'll understand, but please, if you love me let me do this."
"What is it?"
"I'd like to spend the night with Richard. Then I'll come home to you tomorrow morning and be the best wife ever. Please don't say 'no'."
"You mean, like having sex?"
Carol looked a little confused. "Well, yes." She said hesitantly.
"Okay then. Yes."
Debbie's face fell.
Carol's mouth just hung open.
I reached into my pocket and pulled out an envelope and gave it to her. Across the front she read 'Dissolution of Marriage.'
"But you'll need this, I've used your parent's address to receive the paperwork. I don't think the divorce courts work on weekends. I'm sure they'll get round to it first thing Monday."
Carol burst into tears. "No, no, I've changed my mind." Looking at me, tears pouring down her face.
"Too late. You've been meeting and planning this with Richard for over two weeks, you wait until the very last minute to tell me of your plan before you leave to spend the night with your boyfriend. The lies and deception over the last two weeks show me, Debbie and anyone else that knows your plan the level of disrespect you have for me. And I'm sure if I said 'no', you'd go behind my back and do it anyway."
Carol sank to her knees, shaking her head muttering "No, no, no."
Looking at Debbie, I said. "I don't believe we've had that dance that you promised me."
The music was still playing.
I gently took hold of Debbie's hand and headed to the dance floor. I noticed Richard fleeing through the exit door.
Debbie gave me a little tug, I turned. "I need to look after Carol." She said pulling away from me gently.
I looked at my soon to be ex-wife collapsed on the floor, crying and clutching the envelope I gave her.
Debbie knelt beside her and gave Carol the hanky I had given Debbie yesterday. Looking up at me, straight in the eyes said. "I will dance with you later."
Meanwhile, I followed Richard to the exit flexing my right hand.
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After three years the PI found my husband
This is a well-worn theme in LW, there is nothing new here. Don't complain it's not new, I've told you that. it is fiction, please enjoy the story.
I am British; therefore, this is in British English.
People are always commenting that I mention a lot about the British and their love of tea, so I thought I would include it in a story. Other nations also have a culture of ceremonial tea. Each fulfils a need that each nation has and should be respected.
Not a lot of background to this couple, I didn't think it needed it.
********************************************************************************
The Private Investigator my father hired to find my husband phoned me and asked for a meeting. I thought that was strange because it was my father that engaged them. They should be contacting him, not me. The PI told me that they'd also been engaged by my husband to deliver a letter to me personally. It couldn't be today as I was working overtime. I had to work all the hours I could under the sun to repay my father for what he had given me. I arranged to meet the PI tomorrow at my sister's place where I was living. I knew my sister, Karen, was out with her fiancé, Josh, tomorrow evening. I wondered what the letter from Tim would say, but at least I would have a quiet night in the house to read it.
Also, I wouldn't see Karen and Josh touching each other as they walked past and smiled, and if they went to his place, I wouldn't hear the sounds of their lovemaking. They tried to be quiet to save hurting my feelings, but sometimes the quiet after they had finished was worse. I remember cuddling Tim after we'd finished making love. Was that the best part of making love, or was it the love itself? Or me taking him in my mouth and watching his eyes close in pleasure as his head went back? He obviously enjoyed my ministrations, or was it the satisfaction I got giving him that pleasure that he enjoyed? Of course it could be the ecstasy I got when he spent time between my legs giving me small orgasm's before he entered me to give me the big one? He knew just how to play me after five years of marriage.
The longer I thought about it, it wasn't just the physical side. It was deeper than that. The fact he was always there for me. Looking after me, helping me, caring for me. Just loving me for who I am. When those thoughts came to me late at night tears would soak my pillow. Loving me for who I was!
I thought back to how I ended up sharing a flat with my sister.
The Mess
The engineering company I worked for as admin but with an eye on Project Management had a personal development scheme that allowed people to buy books and go on courses relevant to their trades and aspirations. To help me get on, I'd applied for a symposium. After I completed it, I gave all my work colleagues a small lecture on what I'd learned. Tim thought that was a good idea. He did a similar thing when he went on courses for the heating and air conditioning company he worked for. My company encouraged me to do more courses or symposiums. I applied for 2 more and got the go ahead.
A promotion opportunity into the Project Management team came up and it was hinted that I should go for it. I had the interview just before the second symposium and the day before I went on the third symposium, I was informed that I had got the job and on my return, they would start the induction process into the new job.
I wasn't the only one on these events from my company, I recognised Jacob on the first one but didn't say anything to him. He worked in a different department. He was a level below me and had already been promoted. He was catching up with the symposiums. When I found out when he was doing the second one we arranged to go together to save the company hire car costs. We ate together as colleagues do and discussed what we learned on the way home.
The first 2 were one day events, the last was an overnight stay.
I remembered fondly how Tim and I had celebrated my promotion the evening before I left. I was over the moon and Tim was there with me. I was still buzzing at the symposium and, I must admit, that last evening, I drank too much. I felt safe, I was with Jacob, a work colleague.
I don't remember how I got there, but I do remember waking up in Jacob's bed, the sex and the hangover.
Was it the alcohol fuelled buzz that lowered my inhibitions? I shouldn't blame that.
I remember as I lay in his bed that this would ruin my marriage if it ever got out and it wouldn't look good in the company. Through my alcoholic fuzzy hungover brain, I decided to say nothing but never trust Jacob again. I don't know what he's done, if anything, to get me into his bed. He was still asleep when I left and I made it to my room. I spent ages in the shower after I threw up, and I don't think it was the alcohol that made me vomit.
The rest of the day nothing was said about what we did, almost as if it didn't happen.
The drive home was silent, cold, like when we followed the hearse to grandad's funeral. But Tim was not here to hold my hand like he did that day. I thought as we drove, if what happened got to Tim, there is a good chance it will be the death of my marriage. When we got back to the office we went our separate ways, not a word was spoken, not even a 'goodbye'. I was intent on forgetting about the whole thing, My guilt made me make it up to Tim that night.
It was the following week when Jacob came past my desk and asked if I wanted coffee at lunchtime. I declined and he suggested it might be 'in my best interest to join him.'
We met in a local coffee shop at lunchtime. He told me he'd like to repeat the exercise. It was good, could we meet again? I told him I wouldn't risk my marriage and anyway from what I remembered he wasn't very good. He just smiled at me and said he would like a chance to prove he could do better because he'd had too much to drink.
I still told him 'No'.
I told him I suspected he'd got me drunk and took advantage of me, but I had no proof. That was when he got his phone out, did something to it and turned it towards me. Looking at me, he said. "I won't turn the sound up in here, but you can guess from the video what it sounds like."
The bastard couldn't have been that drunk then! He continued, "I don't think your husband would like to see that?"
"This is blackmail!"
"I wouldn't call it blackmail, just an inducement."
I came up with all the excuses I could think of at the time, especially being married and in love with my husband. He just said, "How much longer will you be married if this gets out?"
He showed me his phone again and the video was attached to Tim's e-mail address. I felt trapped, cornered. I couldn't think of a way out of this. My brain was a mess. I was weak, I gave in. That video would be damning.
Jacob made the arrangements; it was the next Wednesday after work.
I had worked through lunch so I could finish work an hour early and I told Tim I was working late. I hated telling Tim lies and all that I was doing.
Jacob said he would pay for it as he realised Tim would notice if I paid. He was very organised. It crossed my mind he may have done this before.
Before we started, I made sure his phone was 'off' and in his pocket. Mine was still at work if anybody tracked me that is where I would seem to be.
Well, I had given in. It was a little bit exciting I must admit. But definitely not worth losing my marriage over. Tim and I had our own excitement. I decided that if I had to do it, then I was going to enjoy it, and Jacob was going to have to work for it. I only had a little recollection of that first time with him, but I feel he was much better the second time. It may have helped that we were both sober. He appeared to spend a great deal of effort to make sure I was satisfied. But there was something missing. He spent some time between my legs, he was quite gifted with his tongue and fingers. I had the idea that if he gave me a lot of pleasure, I would be more amiable to continue meeting.
I was working on a plan to stop him blackmailing me, but I wasn't there yet. I refused to blow him. He wasn't bad with his cock work, not as good as Tim. I certainly came a few times. It seemed to take the edge off the guilt, I don't know why.
I declined Tim's advances that evening when I got in. I'd made Jacob use a condom, he didn't like that. But it would still seem like sloppy seconds and disrespectful, as if what I had done wasn't disrespectful enough. It was a filthy feeling, and I was feeling guilty enough as it was. I managed to hold back the tears when we lay in bed after I turned down his advances.
But I made it up for it the following evening. Nothing was off the cards. I even suggested things that I didn't particularly like. That was not like me. Tim asked if everything was alright. I felt guilty and just shook my head. That may have given him a hint that not everything was as it should be.
But I had a plan and I wanted Jacob relaxed, comfortable.
Jacob let me know it would be Tuesday lunch time, at the Holiday Inn and he would still pay.
However, this time I had taken a voice recorder with me, and I got Jacob to admit whilst he didn't get me drunk, he hadn't stopped me drinking and may have brought more than his share, but he did not take advantage of me. That wasn't how I saw it. I tried to get him to admit he blackmailed me, but I didn't get the actual words. He openly said, 'It would be a pity if your husband found out." and that was it! When I asked him if he would show Tim the video he did not reply. He didn't mention the video.
I remember I was happy, I had a shower in the room to get rid of the smell of Jacob. And I had the proof I wanted, well as good as I thought I was going to get.
That evening Tim was a bit off. I wanted to have guilty sex with him, I tried again on Thursday, he declined saying he wasn't well.
It was the following Tuesday when Jacob approached me again. It would be Thursday evening after work this time. He felt he'd done a much better job last time.
I'd had enough, I had some recordings, I wished I had something stronger, but I wasn't going to risk trying to get anything better, what I had would have to do.
I told Jacob I'd meet with him for a drink on Thursday after work as I had to get home to Tim, he hadn't been well.
That Thursday was when I told him there will be no more and I had proof he took advantage of me and had blackmailed me. I didn't tell him what I had. I also told him Tim was getting suspicious and if he found out who I'd slept with, it would end very badly for him. Jacob admitted it had been excellent fun, but his fiancée was getting too suspicious. I didn't even know he had one, he certainly hadn't mentioned her. He suggested we had one more final get together, I told him 'No'.
Getting Home Discovery
I lay in bed that night in my sister's flat, I thought back to that terrible day when I got home.
I will never forget it. I was a little bit late as I'd been for a drink with Jacob. At breakfast I'd told Tim I was going out for a drink with a friend from work but would only be 45 minutes late. That was when I had my first problem my debit card was declined, so was my credit card. Tim sorted out all the finances, I'll talk about it when I get home. Jacob paid for me. When I pulled up to the house Tim's old banger was still there. That was good, I had an early night planned for him tonight.
Then I noticed all the windows were open, it was spring, it wasn't particularly warm but every window in the house was open. I let myself in, the heat hit me like a wall. Was the central heating broken and jammed fully on?
I walked into the hall and checked the thermostat, the central heating was on 35°C, the maximum. I turned it down to 19 where we normally had it. Then I heard the sound of running water. What the flipping heck was going on? I went into the kitchen and both the hot and cold taps were running. I turned them off. I could still hear water running. I ran upstairs. The bath, shower and the sink were all running. I turned them all off.
What the bloody hell was happening. Then I realised the lights were 'On'. Every light in the house was 'On'. But it was daylight. I went downstairs turning the lights off as I went, then I went to the kitchen, the electric oven was 'On' at 250 degrees C and so were all the rings on the gas stove. I'd missed that earlier. I turned them off.
What the fucking hell was happening?
I ran back upstairs, Tim's wardrobes were empty, so were his drawers. I ran downstairs, his bike, and golf clubs. Everything of his was gone.
Then I saw it. In the middle of the kitchen table was Tim's wedding ring. Just his wedding ring.
Fuck, he's left me.
I grabbed my phone and tried to phone him to find out where he was. There was nothing, I had no signal, my phone said, 'no service'. I went to the landline that was dead as well. I turned the computer 'On'. No Internet. I turned the television 'On', nothing. Shit, tears were pouring down my face, snot was running from my nose. I didn't know what to do. Could the day get any worse?
Then I saw the fridge door was ajar and so was the freezer. I opened them and they were completely empty, then I saw the larder door was open. I yanked it open, and it was empty. All the tins of peas, beans, all the sauces we kept in there. All the rice. cereals for breakfast, everything, all gone there was nothing. I rushed across to the tea caddy that was empty, the bread bin, that was empty. There was not a crumb of food in the place. I felt physically sick.
I cried, this couldn't be happening.
I pulled myself together, I would have to go to mum and dads. They lived on the other side of town. I wiped the tears away. There wasn't a great deal of petrol in my car. I went to check Tim's car in case he had more fuel than mine. I couldn't find his car keys anywhere. I'd planned to stop on the way home to fill up, but as I was a bit late because I'd been for a drink I decided to do it in the morning. I planned to be up early tomorrow to make breakfast as a treat for Tim, and I would have time to do it then.
Mum let me in. I managed to make it to the kitchen and I just burst into tears. "Tim's left me. He left his wedding ring in the middle of the table."
I told them I found the wedding ring in the middle of the kitchen table, everything was switched on and there was no food, not a crumb in the house. All the electronics were off. Dad was getting angry, really angry. I told him about my credit card not working.
Dad looked at my mum and said. "Felicity, we need tea." Mum went to get tea dad sat down in front of his computer.
I gave him our bank login details and he checked the bank account. It was empty, worse than that, we were at the maximum overdraft. Normally when you go into the red you get a text from the bank, but my phone wasn't working, I wouldn't have got the message.
Our savings were completely empty. There was nearly £15,000 in there. We were saving up for a deposit on a house we were living in. The landlord was going to sell it to us, we just needed the final part of the deposit. There was nothing. Dad came to my rescue, he put £2000 in to clear the overdraft, so I didn't get any more charges. Dad was livid. I told him I had no food or petrol for the car. He put an extra £1000 in. I didn't know what to do, I just cried all evening. When I was all cried out Mum put me to bed, but I couldn't sleep. What was I going to do? I realised I had fucked up in a big way. I need to find Tim, to apologise, to explain, to beg for forgiveness.
I must have fallen off to sleep. Dad woke me with a cup of tea just after ten. He had told me he'd phoned in sick for me. Over the kitchen table we had a long talk. Dad was spitting feathers, mum just held me but she told me we have to do something. I would have to keep busy whilst we tried to find out where Tim was and what the bloody hell had happened. I guessed what had happened. Tim had found out about my affair. It was difficult, I wanted to take the blame for Tim leaving but not let on to my parents what a despicable person I'd been to my husband by cheating on him. Once or thrice, it would make no difference to Dad, but, hopefully, he would listen to reason, if we got that far.
We had no idea where Tim was. Dad phoned him, the phone rang but he didn't answer. We waited 2 minutes and tried again but it was blocked. Mum tried her phone; that was blocked. We tried the landline, that didn't go through, he blocked us. We checked his tracker was 'Off', but his phone is still 'On'. Dad tried to phone his parents' number; that was blocked. We tried them on my mum's phone; they didn't have her number. We heard somebody answer and when mum said, "Hello this is Mel's mum." They just hung up, when we tried again it was blocked. We phoned Tim's work. All they told us was he'd moved and it was requested not to tell us where he was.
That evening we went to Tim's parent's house. I tried to dissuade dad. He would not hear a word of it. We always got on well enough with them, they were nice.
It was as if we were expected. As we walked up to the front door, it opened fully and Tim's dad said loudly. "GO AWAY. Do not darken our door again!"
The door slammed, I thought the front pane was going to come out. Dad looked at me and raised an eyebrow.
Oh shit.
It was a quiet night in the house. I just sat curled up on the end of the sofa in one of my old blankets. At the end of the evening dad stood up, he had obviously been thinking. "I don't care, that git needs to pay the money back. Leave this with me," and with that he stormed off to bed. I hope he slept better than I did with the guilt and the awful shame of what I'd done, and it would only get worse if mum and dad found out the real reason why Tim left me.
I headed to work the following day. Mum said she would sort me out a new phone contract during the day. I still needed petrol in my car. I got to the petrol station and filled up, my credit card was blocked again. I lost my temper with everything that had been going on and argued with the staff. The police were called and I was arrested for theft. Could my life get any worse? The policeman listened to me and phoned my dad. He came and paid the fuel bill. He explained what had gone down, and I was released without charge. I couldn't drive. I was a mess. Dad drove me home. As we drove away, I saw one of my work colleagues watching, it would be all over work that I got arrested.
The first thing dad did was log on to my Internet bank. The £3000 he had paid in had gone out yesterday, but 10 minutes ago the £2000 to clear the overdraft had been paid back. What the fuck was happening. We tried to phone Tim, again nothing. Dad phoned in sick for me for the rest of the week. I couldn't hold myself together with the shame of being arrested even though I'd been let go. And I couldn't go back to that petrol station again either and it was the cheapest in town.
Tim was nowhere to be found. In fact, we didn't know where to start looking. Dad was seething. I'd never seen him so angry.
Work got worse, things got out and my promotion was stopped.
The PI Letter
I moved in with my sister Karen and life carried on. It was fine. Karen had just met a man. Josh. I was playing gooseberry a lot of the time. It was made worse by the fact that I was missing my husband. It did gladden my heart to see a new relationship opening up. I just hope one of them didn't screw it up like I did.
I busied myself with work, I was doing every hour that came my way. I didn't date, didn't go out much, just the odd girl's night. I was paying my father back what he had given me. It was his and mum's savings for their retirement plan and I had to pay my sister rent, buy food and petrol.


The following day at four, the PI's arrived, it was a husband and wife team. I offered them coffee. They declined and then slid an envelope across in front of me and said. "We've been asked to deliver this letter to you and to take a picture to confirm you've got it. Whether you read it or not is up to you, but it's been delivered."
They took a picture of me holding the envelope up and left.
I dreaded opening it. But I had to before Karen and Josh got back. I wouldn't sleep until I knew what was in this letter. I made a cup of tea and sat looking at it and then I tore it open and pulled the letter out. A memory stick came with it. Tim had written this by hand, it wasn't his usual style, he often made mistakes, crossed them out and re wrote, but just by looking at the words I could tell he had probably practised writing it several times, it was far too neat for his usual scrawl, every word was readable.
There was something attached to the back of it with a paper clip. I slid the clip off and two photographs and a cheque fell from the back of the letter. One of me and Jacob walking arm in arm going into a hotel room, one of me walking out of a hotel entrance 2 hours later with Jacob giving me a kiss. I burst into tears that I'd been holding back so well until I saw that picture.
I collapsed. We were so careful there was no way he would find out. How could this happen, we were so careful. I pulled myself together and read the letter.
Melanie,
I loved you with all my heart, part of me still does, I cannot just turn the love that I have for you off with a flick of a switch, some people can do that, I cannot. Nor can I live with what you have done. I do not need to ask what you were doing for the afternoon in that hotel room with Jacob Williams. I have heard the sounds and it leaves me no doubt what you were doing. 'I'm sure you can fuck me better than that.' does not leave much to the imagination. At least you defended me when he tried to insult me.
But why, please tell me why.
No hang on, do not bother, I do not want to know. I am sure it will only break my heart some more.
The private investigators passed me on the letter from your father insisting I make myself known to him and return the money I stole from you.
When I quizzed the PI's, they were only engaged to find me and pass on the letter. There was no obligation on their part to pass on my location. They were not requested to reveal my whereabouts, that was not part of the contract. Reginald may have expected they would, but when I enquired it was not stated as part of the contract. Reginald's anger may have got the better of him.
Therefore, I have engaged them not to reveal my location but to pass on this letter to you and send me proof of you receiving it.
I have read your father's letter. It is full of accusations and vitriol. I'm not surprised nor do I take umbrage or offence at it.
I am sure your father hates me and he has probably sworn and called me all the names under the sun he can think of, and he is ex-military, he will know many.
I gather from what he has written you have not been entirely honest with them, you have not taken the blame. But it is obvious by his letter he feels I am to blame for the split and by inference the rest of your family blame me as well.
Yet I am not the one that did anything wrong.
Taking all the money was a nasty thing to do, I knew your family would support you. But I had reasons which I will come to later.
Okay leaving the house in that state was probably not a mature thing to do. But again, I had reasons.
But when you told me you're going to be late that night, I assumed you were having another assignation with your boyfriend. I now know that was not the case and you were stopping it. I realise now that is why you insisted you would only be half an hour late and had something special planned for me. I was not waiting around to find out what that was. But at the time you were again turning me down in preference to him.
I do not think you have told your parents the whole truth. I suggest you do because if you do not, I will. Despite you taking the blame, I know they still blame me, my contacts heard your father ranting about me down the pub and given the chance, even after all these years I am still a target for his vitriol.
I will give you one week to tell them and then I will send them the photographs and audio.
I will not take the blame for us splitting up.
I leave it up to you.
I suggest you get the PI's deal with any communication.
The reasons I needed to get back at you!
Look at it from my point of view.
We loved that house, the landlord had just agreed to sell it to us, we had most of the deposit. We had planned which room the children would have, their names, schools, everything. We planned to grow old in that house. That was all gone. What I did was the best I could come up with in the short time I had to make you feel something like the loss I felt when I found out about your affair.
My aim was to leave you penniless with a feeling of betrayal and disrespect.
At the time I expected you to run off and make new plans with your lover Jacob and I did not want him getting any of the money we had saved.
I know from my contacts that did not happen, for a while I suspected that he would not take up with you because you would just run off again when someone new came into your life, once a cheater always a cheater.
I pitied him for a short while. If he had given you his heart, because I was certain as sure as runny dog shit smells, you will break his heart like you broke mine.
I came to terms with the fact you did not love me like I loved you. I thought back on what I had done wrong and after talking with my parents, friends and people, I did nothing wrong as far as they could see. So, it must be my prowess in bed, that is why you took a lover, he must be better, I was just not enough. I wish you had told me I could have made more effort, changed something, at least tried to be better.
It took me a while to come to the conclusion I was not enough for you.
However, I still have some contact with people in the area and I know you have taken our breakup to heart. Whilst my initial plan was to make you feel betrayed and the loss of what we had. I now feel a little guilty, but not as guilty as you should feel because you were the one that caused it, but I could have done things better.
I have enclosed a cheque for half the savings including the interest it generated, also the money I took from our account that your father paid in to clear the overdraft. You can pay your father back what he loaned you. There is the interest from that as well, I did not spend it.
There is also a small amount to cover the price of the utility's which had been running from 5 minutes after you left the house. Had you come home and not gone drinking with your lover, at the time I expected you were arranging another tryst, you might have saved yourselves a few pounds.
It appears you have not gone out at all and I am told by people you regret your actions. That gave me the inclination to return to you your half of our savings, granted I put most of the money in, but you worked hard so I thought only fair we share half and half.
I suspect you have divorced me for abandonment. I do not care, I do not intend to marry again, I do not know if I could trust another woman, I do not want my heart broken again like you broke it.
Please do not try to contact me. Writing this letter to you has caused me enough pain bringing back the memories.
I will always love you but will not forgive nor forget.
Timothy.
I cried, I cried a lot. When Karen got in she hugged and held me. Josh didn't stay the night.
Then Karen saw the photographs. "You didn't?"
I just nodded, I saw her reach towards the letter, I didn't stop her. I think she read it through two or three times, then she said to me quietly. "Are you going to tell Dad and Mum?"
"If I don't, he will so, 'yes' but I think I need to go further. I need them to forgive him, not that I think it'll make much difference." I managed a small smile, lifting up the cheque I said. "At least Dad gets his money back sooner than I could have paid him."
Telling my Parents
That Saturday Karen came with me to see mum and dad. I'd phoned them and told them I had something to tell them. I did warn them some of it was good news, some of it was very bad.
I told them exactly what happened.
Dad was livid at me, mum just sat there crying. Karen gave mum a hug. Dad went and made tea, being ex-military that is what he did, it gave him time to think.
He brought the tea back and I passed the letter over. He read it with tears in his eyes.
"All these years I've been blaming the wrong person. And he's right, I did rant about him down the pub, I even did it last week. Shit. I need to apologise to him. When I see my mates, I will correct the error," he lifted his hands up. "Don't worry I won't tell them what a cheating cow my daughter is."
He was still angry at me. Bloody hell, I was still angry at myself!
My father tried to be an honourable man, he succeeded most of the time.
I would have cried more at that comment from my father if I could. I drank the tea when it was cold and then passed him across the cheque. He looked at it and said to me, "I need to write him a letter to apologise and thank him. but I still want to find out where he is."
"Yeah, I would like to see him, to apologise, to beg on my knees to get the chance to explain. But knowing Tim it won't make any difference."
We calmed down and dad wrote an e-mail to the PI's asking them to pass on another communication to Tim.
Dad turned from his computer and looked at me, he'd just had an idea, I recognised the look.
"They won't tell us where he is, in fact I've made a point of telling them I'm not asking so they are not in conflict with Tim's instructions. But we can follow them when they go to deliver the letter."
Karen replied. "But we won't know when they deliver it, we can't follow them all the time. It's a pity he's turned his tracker off."
"That's it." said Dad. "We get them to come and collect the letter and I put a tracker on their car. We know he lives 40 miles away at most. Nearly all of the work they do is in the local area. But that is still a huge area to check," with that he turned back to his computer and I saw him open up his Amazon Web page.
We decided to take the rest of the weekend to write our letters. Dad asked me to check his when he'd done it. I told him he would not see mine.
My letter to Tim
My Dearest Tim.
Oh my God I am so sorry. You should hate me, you have every right. I didn't realise what you'd been going through that last week and probably ever since. If I could, I would make it up to you, but I can't. I have done as you asked, in fact probably more. Not only did I tell my parents, I let them read your letter and I showed them the two pictures of me entering and leaving the hotel room. I did not play the audio; parents shouldn't hear that from their daughter. I will not go into the pain I saw on my parent's face, or what my father called me.
Reggie sends his apologies for the vitriol he poured on you and all the names he called you. He has told me when he goes to the pub next he will tell his mates he was wrong. You know him well enough, honour and honesty are two attributes he holds the highest. It does not look good for me in his eyes.
Dad suspected one of us had cheated, he thought it was you, but he hadn't ruled out that it was me. He suspected you had taken all the money and run off with your girlfriend, even when I kept insisting it was my fault and he thought that I drove you into another's arms.
That was why he sent the PI to you to get the money back. It wasn't so much the money as the principle.
I did not realise I was looking off into the distance and having those little smiles so I cannot tell you what I was thinking but I suspect, and I only suspect if I was wondering how to get out of the shit-pit I had put myself in. It was not the sex. It was not really that good, it was okay. You are better. I know you think I am just saying that but trust me I am not, because I now have nothing to prove.
My love, I regret with all my heart the pain I caused you as I have said before, if I could make it up to you I would. If I could, I would get on my hands and knees and beg for your forgiveness. I would like to apologise to you face to face so you can see the anguish in my heart and on my face.
I know you have asked the PI's not to reveal your location. Dad has also indicated to them he will not ask them, he will not put them in the position of having to refuse him. He would like to apologise to you in person. He completely understands what you did and why you did it after reading your letter. Mum and dad are also very grateful for the return of the funds. They are also impressed you included the interest you have made over the last couple of years. That is greatly appreciated and it displays your honesty and integrity, which is far better than mine.
Finally, again I can only apologise with all my heart. I love you, I will always love you. I do have to move on with my life as I hope you are with yours. You deserve somebody better than me.
I know I am going to struggle to find somebody with your intelligence, humour, sensitivity and love for me out of the big wide world.
Actually, I can't even see the point in looking.
Please let me apologise to you in person.
Reggie told me I do not deserve to be married to a man like you, so he has insisted I remove my rings, his anger was so extreme I have complied with his instruction.
As far as I know, we are not divorced, therefore.
Your loving wife.
Melanie.
xxx
I did show my letter to my dad. He approved of it, but he looked at me and said, "Is this a ploy to try and get him back?"
"It's not a ploy Dad, but if he gives me an opening I will take it. But he has made a new life for himself. If he found himself a new woman that loves him, I would just kiss him on the cheek and wish him well. But if he is as lonely as I am, well... I don't know, I really don't know." Yes, I did, I would be all over him and never, ever do anything to lose him again.
Dad contacted the PI's and asked them to return a letter to Tim. He told them he knew of Tim's request to keep his location from them. We arranged a pickup time and they turned up to collect the letter. I requested a similar photograph to prove that he had received it. I was hoping there may be some clue in the overshot of the photograph.
Unfortunately, one of the couple stayed in the car and Dad couldn't get to it to attach the magnetic tracker. It would be difficult enough as most car under bodies were all fibre and the only bare metal in most cases is the exhaust pipe. That's not a good place to stick something electronic. So he needed time to have a look underneath.
That night dad and I found the address of the PI's and we recognised their car. Dad joked he would have to use the skills he learned in the Army to sneak up to the car. That was a laugh, he was in the Tank Corp, they didn't sneak anywhere. This whole plan was very serious. He was trying to lighten the mood, it worked.
We managed to attach the tracker to the rear of the car with industrial strength double-sided tape. We checked it from 100 yards away and it all seemed to work. All we had to do was wait. Dad had requested a delivery of the letter before the weekend which was three days away.
I barely put my phone down all the following day. Every time the car moved, I watched it. It didn't leave our town. The next day wasn't much better. But in the evening the car left town heading south. We hoped they weren't going out for a meal or something like that. I was explaining directions and dad was following them on Google Earth maps. In a town 35 miles away they turned into a small cul-de-sac. Looking on Google Street View we've found a couple of houses. They could be flats.
I took the day off work on Friday and borrowed dad's car. It wasn't the same one he'd had when I was with Tim. I parked myself just down the road from where the PI's car stopped. I was there at 7:00 in the morning, two flasks of coffee, some ham sandwiches and a book. I hoped to catch him leaving for work. I tried to park where no one would notice someone sitting in a car all day. I got in the back where the window tint was stronger.
I saw him arrive in a white van just after four and go into a house. Now I knew where he lived. He looked fit, very fit, but empty, almost hollow, his whole demeanour was grey.
It was nearly six when his door opened and he came out and walked down past the car. I was bricking myself that he would see me. I wanted to meet him on my terms, not surprise him like this. I'm pretty sure me turning up will be a surprise but I want to minimise the shock.
I had considered meeting him in a pub, cafe or restaurant where he would be trapped, but that would be unfair. I wanted to meet him on his territory, his comfort zone. That was the least I could do for him.
I followed him on foot. I wasn't going to confront him, I wasn't dressed for it and I wanted to find out if he had another woman in his life. If he had and they looked happy, I would probably just walk away. He'd had nearly three years to find somebody.
He went into a pub. Bugger, no windows to see inside. I went in and found a quiet corner. Even these days it's strange for a single woman to go into a pub, so I studied the menu. I was probably hiding behind it as I watched him over the top, he was alone. He looked sad. He was also studying the menu. He ordered and carried on drinking alone, I ordered and I drank alone. Both our meals turned up at the same time. I pushed most of mine around the plate. I was worried he would hear my heart beating even across the pub some 30 feet away.
He had just finished his meal when a large crowd came in laughing and joking and I lost sight of him. When the crowd cleared, he was no longer at the table, in fact the crowd sat at his vacated table. Shit, had he seen me and left?
What do I do, go and wait outside, wait to see if he comes back. Wait outside his house. What to do? The crowd at Tim's old table got the drinks in. There were two men and three women. They were laughing and joking, they were happy. I was so bloody envious, but it was my fault that put me in this position.
Then Tim came out of the door marked 'toilet'. I gave a sigh of relief. He walked straight across to his old table and sat down. A pint was pushed in front of him. He joined in the laughing and joking, so was the spare woman his girlfriend? Had he moved on? I'd lost him.
It was hard to see through the tears. She is very pretty, probably prettier than me. She even reached across and touched his hand once. That hurt. I'd seen enough and I was drawing attention to myself. I walked outside before I shed more tears. I went and fetched Dad's car and parked it in the pub car park. I popped my head around the door to make sure Tim was still there. He was laughing and joking. I was glad, he had a right to be happy.
Sitting in the car I saw the women I thought was with Tim leave. I waited, expecting him to come out. It would be unlike him, he wouldn't let her leave on her own when a car pulled into the car park, stopped in front of her she got in, leaned across and gave the driver a huge kiss. He was smiling. Perhaps that wasn't Tim's girlfriend after all? I sat there until closing time. I saw Tim leave and head back towards his house with another couple. The other two walked the other way. Again, I followed him on foot. They went into the same house. From what I could see it was 2 flats. I saw Tim close the curtains upstairs and his downstairs neighbours close theirs.


I went home, it was late. I had just left Tim's town when Dad phoned me and asked how it went. He must have been tracking me even at past one in the morning. I told him what I saw and my plans. He did not offer an opinion. I made this mess. I had to sort it out. He had already given me his advice. It was up to me if I took it or how I used it.
I managed a few hours sleep. When I awoke, I dressed smartly, brushed my hair till it shone, a little make up to try and hide the bags under my eyes. I looked as smart as I could, not sexy.
I used my car to drive to Tim's place. There were two bells, I rang the upper one. The speaker crackled. "Who is it?" At least he was in, I did not reply. That was the first time I had heard Tim's voice in a long while. I nearly broke down crying then. I rang the bell again just a short burst. "Who is it?" He sounded a little grumpy this time. I pushed the button again just for half a second.
I heard somebody clatter down the stairs and the door opened on the security chain. "Oh, I wasn't expecting you for another month or so. I was planning to move in two weeks. Is Reggie out there?" He wasn't shouting, just talking gently.
Bloody hell I missed the way he spoke when he was being gentle.
"No, he's still at home. Please can I come in?"
The door pushed to. My heart plummeted. Was the door going to open? Was he shutting me out or was closing it on me or getting enough slack to release the security chain? I heard the chain fall away and my heart leapt. He pulled the door open. I couldn't help myself, it had built up last night seeing him and not being able to touch. Now standing in front of me was the man I love and the man I had wronged. I dropped my handbag and leapt at him and threw my arms around his neck and hung on for all I was worth. All I heard was myself saying. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm so bloody sorry, I'm sorry." I felt tears coursing down my face. I felt his arm around my waist and another stroke in the back of my head as he hugged me.
But he didn't say anything.
Then after a while, I've no idea how long he pulled himself back and said, "I suppose I'd better make you a cup of tea." He turned and led me upstairs. I followed like a puppy.
He invited me into the lounge. It was small, warm, neat, tidy as I would expect. But what surprised me was that our wedding photographs were on the wall, that I did not expect. I didn't remember seeing them when he left the house. All the pictures were stacked on the coffee table from what I remember.
In the time he spent making the tea I did my best to make myself look presentable, I quickly brushed my hair, wiped my eyes, any makeup I had put on was now gone.
I am well aware of the English love of tea. It does have a relaxing, calming, warming effect to drink. But it's also in the procedure, especially if you make it in a pot. You have to boil the kettle, warm the pot, put the tea bags in, pour the boiling water on the tea bags, and it must be boiling. Stir it slightly so as not to bruise or burst the tea bags, wait 4 minutes.
Then pour the tea, some people like to put the milk in first, others afterwards and sugar to taste.
But it's the time it gives you to think, to let things settle down, for calmness to return to a room.
Okay I like the taste of tea as well. The hot rounded flavour, sometimes a little bitter, sometimes very mellow. The tea process warms you in more ways than one.
Most foreigners just don't bloody understand. Tim understood this and knew exactly how I liked my tea.
Tim was using this procedure to allow me time to calm down and himself to think.
He placed a mug of tea in front of me.
I had to start, it was my chance, probably my only one. "Tim, I have come here to tell you face to face how sorry I am. I'm not sorry I got caught. Granted, I wish I hadn't been. I am and will be eternally sorry for the pain, the anguish and the hurt I have caused you. For the betrayal, the shame, the disrespect that you felt. And after reading your letter, I apologise for making you feel inadequate, because my love, you are not. I apologise to you for all that, and any other pain I have caused you from the bottom of my heart. I know you will not forgive me. I do not expect your forgiveness. In fact, I'm not sure that I want it." That wasn't quite true, I did want it, but I didn't think it was achievable, so I ignored it. "I would like to help you get over what I did to you, any way I can. Just ask."
That was the end of my rehearsed speech. Then I added something else. "I'd rather not go to prison." Then I took a drink of my tea, it was over to him now. I did have another message but that could wait until later.
He just sat there, silence filled the room. He was waiting for me to break. I did.
"I was weak and I didn't realise how much hurt me being weak caused everybody. You, your family, my family, I feel so ashamed of being weak. It will not happen again!"
"Thank you, that was nice, was it rehearsed?" The corners of his mouth tilted up that could have been the start of a smile.
I did put a small smile on my face. "Well, of course, you don't think after all this time I haven't had those words running around in my head working out the best way to apologise to you. The bit about going to prison wasn't though."
"Apology accepted." I nearly fell off the sofa, that was the last thing I expected. Tim carried on, "Yes, you made mistakes and I guess being weak was the prime one looking at it from your point of view. But I made some too, I could have done things better. We might still have ended up in the same place, who knows?"
I was gobsmacked. What mistakes had he made? None that I could see.
Tim carried on, "let me tell you how I discovered your, what should we call it?"
"My fuck up!"
Tim gave a little laugh. "Yeah, I suppose that about sums it up, your 'fuck up.'"
Tim went and got us some more tea. I had a feeling this was going to be a long story.
"My boss asked me to do a job across town. I took the company van. On the way back I thought I'd come and see you, maybe lunch. When I got there, your car wasn't in the car park. I went to your office and had a chat with one of the girls. They said you had just popped out to do an errand, but she didn't know how long you'd be. I tracked your phone. It was still in the office, and I thought nothing more of it at the time. I just carried on towards work until I passed the Holiday Inn, and I saw you get out of your car. I pulled into the car park, why would you be walking into the Holiday Inn with your phone in your office? Then I saw a bloke I recognised from your company walk across towards the hotel lobby from a different car, it was the bloke you had been on those trips with. Now I was worried, I didn't know what to do.
"I had to find out what was going on. I got my phone out and followed you. I saw him booking in at reception and you both went into the lift with two other people. I knew the first floor was mainly conference rooms and I hoped that's where you were going. I went to the second floor by the stairs. That was when I saw you come out of the lift and walk down the corridor with him and into a room. I was stunned. I decided to confront you. I still have my phone in my hand recording. I managed to get to the door, I lifted my hand to knock and I heard you say. "This shouldn't take long." I was confused.
"I wandered down the corridor and phoned my boss and told him I had a bit of a problem and I'd be late back. I got a bit of a bollocking. I just ignored it, I had other things to worry about. When I got back to the room, I heard you say. 'Come on fuck me, we haven't got a great deal of time.' My hand was raised ready to knock on the door again, I couldn't go through with it. I stood there for a couple of minutes and thought. I logged on to the hotel Wi-Fi, turned my ringer and buzzer off, started the recorder and sent it to the cloud. I hid my phone in a fake pot plant which I moved beside the door and left it. I went down to the van and parked it so the dash cam would catch you walking out and I waited.
"That was probably my second biggest mistake sitting, waiting, thinking. My first mistake was not to knock on that door and confront you and him there and then.
"I was confused and I admit now I was a coward, I didn't want to know, but I had to. My mind was in a turmoil, I had just discovered the woman I loved, who I planned the rest of my life with, who I thought loved me and she even told me she loved me this very morning didn't love me as at that very moment she was making love to her boyfriend.
"I saw you and him leave about two hours later. I retrieved my phone, it recorded most of the sounds from that room. I went back to work. My boss gave me a rocket until I told him what had happened. He told me not to go off half-cocked and to find out more information. His sister-in-law had been in a similar situation a few years ago and he had some advice. Then there was another mistake, he sent me home early. More time to sit and think.
"Then you came in bubbly and happy, that killed me. What did it for me was you suggested an early night and you hadn't had a shower. Did you want to give me sloppy seconds, did you want to rub my face in it? I think probably for the first time I refused sex. I lay awake all-night planning, thinking. I went to work early the following morning and had a long chat with my boss.
"He tried to find me a job elsewhere, but he couldn't. But he came up with a solution. His daughter owned a house with two flats. She was in one with her husband and the other was vacant. I could rent that and use a works van to travel, but I would have to do jobs on the way to and from home. I agreed to that. He agreed to keep my whereabouts from you and when you contacted the company, they would just say I had left. He suggested I just divorce you and split everything. I didn't do that. I wanted you to feel the loss I had. I didn't think you'd feel the heartache because you had a boyfriend. It was interesting a couple of weeks later when you waited outside the office for me, only to be told I'd left the job. I watched that. I felt a pang of guilt when I saw you burst into tears and Reggie having to hold you up. It didn't last long when I thought back to what I heard through the room door."
That was it, my poor Tim just sat there looking down and defeated, worn out, tired. That had taken a lot out of him.
I spoke quietly, I could put two things right for him. "I would like to correct two things you've just said. I was happy because I thought I had proof he blackmailed me and I wouldn't give you sloppy seconds' I made him wear protection, and I did shower, I just didn't get my hair wet." I said quietly, "If I had come in with wet hair you would have wondered why it was wet." I wasn't sure he heard me until he looked up and smiled a little.
Then he said, "I guess now we've seen this situation from the other person's point of view, I'm not sure if that's good or bad, yet."
It was my turn to explain now. I made tea, no procedure, I talked as I worked.
"I don't know if you found out from your contacts what happened to me?"
"Some of it."
"Firstly, let me admit. I did sleep with him three times, the first was a drunken mistake. I did have some choice in the other two. But I got things wrong too. I know you are a one and done sort of man and I might have got away with the first one being drunk, maybe not, we'll never know. But not the others.
"The day you left the reason I was late was I had arranged to meet Jacob and tell him it was the end and if he continued, I would report him for sexual harassment and take the hit. I had some proof that he had taken advantage of me and blackmailed me.
"I thought I'd got away with it, and I was going to re-dedicate my life to you even though at the time as far as I was concerned, you knew nothing of my fuck up.
"However, he beat me to it. When I eventually got into work, I was summoned to HR to find that he had put his sexual harassment claim in against me. He said I could have influence over his next promotion as I was a grade above him, and I needed sex from a younger man because you weren't doing it at home. That's not true by the way, you were.
"I told them my story, it was as if they didn't disbelieve me, they just believed him more. They believed him that I might have been taking advantage of Jacob because he never actually admitted to blackmailing me on the audio, it was all down to inference and as I was the senior they were taking his view.
"I received a formal warning which negated the promotion, that's ironic because it was on that course to prepare me for the position that my first 'fuck up' happened.
"When I summoned up the courage to tell Reggie I was not getting the promotion because I've been reported to HR for sexual harassment, he was amazed.
"Fortunately, my father, who knows me better than HR believed me and he had a PI dig into Jacobs' background and it appears he had been let go from his previous job due to sexual harassment and he falsified his references and lied about his experience level. When this evidence was shown to HR and they did some investigating, he was interviewed and fired on the spot for falsifying his references and grossly exaggerating his level of experience. It was hinted later that they were already concerned about his performance, that is why he was on those symposiums. I complained that if he could lie on his CV, falsify references, he could lie about me blackmailing him. My formal warning for harassment was withdrawn but I was informed I had proven myself unreliable by continuing to have the affair, I would not get the promotion.
"I was worried that the investigators would find out about me having sex with Jacob. I had already planned my excuses for Dad. He would be livid with me. It was never mentioned."
I let out a sigh. "You don't know how relieved I was not having to face Dad's anger after everything that happened. That was when I resolved to pay Mum and Dad back every penny they had given me.
"I found out a bit later that Jacob's fiancée found out about our 'fuck up' and she called off the wedding and as it was only a few weeks away, he had to pay for most of it."
I held my hand up, "Whilst I'm on the subject of Reggie he would like to send his complete and utter apologies for what he said about you after you left. When he went to the pub the following week, I went with him and he retracted everything he had said as new information had come to light which proved you to be a fine upstanding man and he'll be proud to shake your hand and call you son again. He asked me to video it to show you as proof. He told me to tell you that although he thought your reaction was over the top and unwarranted, after reading your letter he understands why you did what you did."
"No, I trust Reggie."
Sounded like he didn't trust me, I suppose he's correct. "Mum is also very proud of you; their retirement plans are now back on track." I gave a little smile. "And I can start having some money for myself now I'm not paying back Dad for everything he gave me. I might get to treat myself to a new dress?"
Then he said something that surprised me. "You look fine to me." He gave another little giggle. "Well, I suppose a bit of sunshine wouldn't hurt."
"Why did it take so long to find me? I expected a knock on the door for the first six months. I would look out the window to see who it was before I went down."
A little laugh escaped my lips. "Reggie is still kicking himself about that. He was down the pub still bemoaning you when one of his mates asked him as he'd used a PI to sort out the harassment thing, why did he not get a PI to find you? It had been nearly three years since you left and I think his mates were getting pissed off with him keeping on about you. He was like a stuck record. So, he contacted the PI's and they gave him a price for a document search. It took them quite a while before they found you. He admits he should have done it straight away, but he was glad he got the harassment charge dropped.
"That's it, that's most of my story, there are other bits, but these are the main ones."
Then Tim surprised me again. "I missed breakfast. Come on, let's go to the pub for lunch. My treat."
We got to the same pub we went into last night; he explained that the people downstairs owned the house and he'd become friendly with them and their friends. I asked him about the girl. He explained that her husband had been working late and arranged to meet her at the pub to take her on to dinner. I told him he looked happy last night. He said he has ups and downs. This last year or so, not quite so many downs.
On the walk back to the flat he told me he felt ashamed of what he'd done, he thought it was petty and he apologised for taking all the food, emptying the bank account and the other stuff. He initially expected me to run off with Jacob and if that failed, he knew my parents would pick up the slack. He said he wanted me to feel the sense of abandonment, the betrayal and the loss that he had felt when he found I was having an affair, it seemed fitting to him at the time.
He didn't expect I'd feel heart break like he had because I had Jacob to turn to.
After lunch we were just gently strolling back to his flat; I slipped my arm through his and said quietly. "You succeeded more than you knew, the loss of the house and everything else paled into insignificance when I knew you'd gone. When I saw your ring on the kitchen table, I knew you knew everything. Yes, there was heartbreak. You may think some of the things you did to me childish and petty. I don't, I think they showed me the pain I had put you through and I deserved every iota of that pain." I gave his arm a little squeeze. "I was weak, you loved me. I have a feeling that if I'd come to you after that first night, we may, and I say only may, have got through it. Getting arrested was a bit shite though. I felt ashamed, I was seen by someone from work. You timed that perfectly by putting the money back."
He gave a little chuckle, he'd been doing that quite a bit recently. "No, I heard from my contact that was a sheer fluke. I didn't think it fair putting you into overdraft twice in two days. I was pretty sure you would change banks anyway."
"I felt shame back then, but that didn't match up to the shame I felt the other week when I showed Mum and Dad your letter and the pain. I felt for them. They were quite disgusted with me when they found out the real reason you left."
We got back to his flat and he got me a beer. I had to drive home, I shouldn't drink it, but it was so comfortable and I still needed the Dutch courage for anything that might come my way.
"I thought you would never know, therefore you wouldn't get hurt and I realised the more I carried on the greater the risk, so I had to stop Jacob before you found out. I failed. I was planning to come back to you and make it up even though you'd never knew what I'd done."
There was a pause.
Timmy looked at me and said. "Why have you never dated?"
"I was working too much, I wanted to pay Dad back and when I looked around at what was available there was nothing I liked. What about you, did you date?"
"I did a bit, it was too much like hard work."
I sat back, Timmy was never afraid of hard work. I paused for a bit. "You've never been afraid of hard work, why this?" A thought flashed into my mind. It was risky, but what had I got to lose? I'd already lost the man I loved. I was going on the attack, gently. I leaned forward and looked at him, "you're just using that as an excuse, aren't you?"
I carried on. "Were you waiting for me to find you, or were you building up enough courage to see me? Were you bothered by what Reggie would say?"


"No, I was planning to move in two weeks, no and no, Reggie doesn't bother me, he's an honourable man." He sighed. "I'm frightened of getting hurt again," he said quietly.
Fuck! And Fuck again!
"Then why did you let me in, why am I still here?" I asked quietly, retreating.
"I was curious, my contact couldn't tell me everything."
"Have you found out enough and that's it, we just go our separate ways, again why am I still here?" I was feeling a little angry that he was leading me on, counterattack.
"You can leave if you wish. Do you want to?" There it was, he was done asking his questions and he was just going to throw me away now he had his answers.
I didn't, I bit down on what I wanted to say because he had given me another opening to make things right, to make Tim feel better if I could. "No. I haven't felt so relaxed in years, and I think you're relaxing more too." I took a sip of my beer. "Are you still planning to move? If you are, I won't chase you. Moving away would make your feelings really clear and I would honour that." Surrender to the future.
"I don't know. I was absolutely certain when I saw you after I opened the door. But that certainty has eroded over the last couple of hours, I really don't know."
I lifted up my beer glass. I hadn't drunk much of it. "As nice as it is sitting here with you, I'm going to have to go before I have much more of this or I might have to sleep in my car."
I could see things going round in his head. "You can stay the night on the settee."
I wanted to leap across to him and hold him, I had my chance. Instead, I said. "Thank you," and took another sip of my beer.
Another question popped into my head. "Jacob had a little accident. He fell over and broke his leg. Was that something to do with you?"
"No, the way my luck was going, if it had been me, I'd have got caught. Anyway, that shit is not worth getting a criminal record for or spending time at His Majesty's Pleasure. I might not have stopped at a broken leg the mood I was feeling. Nope I took it all out on you."
"I said his fiancée found out and cancelled the wedding, was that something to do with you? I didn't know he even had a fiancée until after all this blew up."
"Again no, but if I could have, I would have. She needs to know what a slimeball she's marrying. Chasing married women and as it turns out taking advantage of them and blackmailing them."
I was happy that he thought I had been blackmailed and taken advantage of. But in my heart, I know I can't let Jacob take all the blame. Like Tim admitted he could have done things better, so the bloody hell I could have.
We had a few more beers, he apologised for not having wine. We just sat and talked about what happened to each of us over the last three years. I told him about mum and dad, Karen and Josh and that Josh had proposed to Karen and the wedding was in three months. I told him how difficult it was to get rid of his old car with no keys. We got scrap value. It was getting on a bit when he said. "It's getting a bit late. I think we should have a cup of tea then go to bed." My heart leapt, he carried on, "I'll sleep on the sofa."
My heart crashed. I tried not to let it show on my face. That was Timmy, after a night drinking he would generally finish off with a cup of tea made in a cup not a pot. I tidied up the living room whilst he made two mugs of tea. I saw him pick his tea mug up and cradle it in his hands. It must have been hot, if it was like mine, bloody hot and he said. "I need to get things sorted out in my head. There are still answers that I want."
"I'll answer any questions you have. Truthfully and honestly because I have nothing to lose." I had lost the only real thing that meant anything to me.
He showed me to his bedroom. I noticed a pile of work clothes in the corner. I took a shirt and slept in it.
I woke up in his bed, he wasn't there. Part of me hoped he would slip in during the night, I wasn't surprised he didn't. He was still asleep on the sofa. I looked through the kitchen cupboards. There wasn't much in there, just cereal, almost like the cupboards he left bare in our house three years ago. I had seen there wasn't much milk left either. I dressed, then slipped out the front door and went to the corner shop and got milk, bacon, eggs, bread and HP fruity brown sauce.
When I got back I realised I'd locked myself out. I had to ring the doorbell. I heard somebody come down the stairs and the door opened. Timmy's mouth opened but I opened mine first, holding up my shopping. "Breakfast," and with that I pushed my way past him and up the stairs.
He gave me the frying pan then he put the kettle on and emptied the dregs from the teapot. Then whilst he was waiting, he turned, looked at me and said. "I thought you'd left me again."
"I never left you."
"Yes you did when you didn't tell me about your mistake, when you agreed to see him after you got back from that symposium and when you walked into that hotel room for the second time."
I concentrated on the cooking, but I was thinking that's exactly how he would have seen it. I turned and looked at him and said, "in my heart I never left you, but in your heart that is what you would have seen and I can only apologise. It's trite but I never thought you'd know, so you'd never get hurt. One egg or two," it was a feeble attempt to change the subject.
I think he meant two when he gave me the V sign, but he smiled.
There was the opening, I walked across to him, put my arms around his neck and said. "If you let me in I will never, never give you reason to think I'm leaving you again."
He just shook his head. I'd given it my best shot and it'd fallen short.
I turned back to the stove to carry on cooking the bacon just as the smoke alarm went off. The bacon was all black now.
After he wafted the smoke alarm so it stopped, he said quietly. "Did you do all this to get back with me?"
"I will admit I had a faint glimmer of hope but I didn't expect it would work, well that was until I saw our wedding photographs on your wall, I think you still love me and as sure as I've burnt this bacon, I love you. But no, the main reason was to apologise to you for all the pain I caused you. And to a lesser extent for Reggie to pass on his apologies and thanks."
I fried some more bacon but didn't bugger it this time. There was silence in the kitchen as we ate our bacon and eggs sandwiches.
Where do we go from here? I looked at Tim. I was certain he was mulling things over in his head, just like I was. The main decision rested on his shoulders. I would abide by whatever he decided. I owed him that much.
I realised the answer was sitting in front of me because being with him over this last day made me realise what an utter prat I'd been and I could have chosen a different way. I should have chosen a different way. I was weak.
"Tim," he looked up at me. "How do I atone for the pain I've caused you, how do I make it up to you?"
He took a bite of his bacon and egg butty. I could see he was thinking, I wouldn't be surprised if he got up and made tea. But he didn't, he just replied quietly. "I don't know, I hadn't thought about it, but any sort of atonement is subjective, what you might consider enough, I might not, what you might consider a suitable apology, I might not. What do you think is the correct level of atonement, what do you think would make up for the pain and the heartache and the loneliness and all those feelings you mentioned before?"
His voice was rising, he was getting angry. Shit! I fucked up again.
Now the bugger went and made tea!
"I don't know, perhaps I can flood your life with pleasure so the pain gets less, it will never go away, you will never forget.
"What do you think when you look at our wedding photographs?"
"Happy times. Plans, expectations, a future, children, grandchildren and loss of all those things."
"Does it hurt when you look at those pictures now?" How he answered now would decide if I had a chance.
"Yes, thinking about what I've lost hurts, but it's outweighed by the good times we had and what those pictures represent. But overall, I feel a loss, an emptiness."
I had my in again, let the shot not fall short this time. "Then give me the chance to remove that pain and replace it with happy memories. Let me remove that feeling of loss, let me fill in that loss."
A frown crossed his brow. I guessed what he was thinking, "Let's just see where we go."
Timmy stood up and started clearing away the plates. I sensed he didn't want any help.
It was time to go home. Timmy walked with me to my car. He held the door open for me. I gave him a kiss on the lips before I got in. Sitting in the seat looking up at him through the open window I said. "Can I see you next week please?"
He gave a small smile. "So you can start your atonement?"
"If you let me yes, and as you say it's subjective so you tell me when I fully have atoned for the shitty thing I did to you," I leaned at the car window looked up at him and said, "and I don't care if it takes me the rest of my life."
"I'll phone you, have you got the same number?"
It was my turn to give a small smile. "If you remember somebody cancelled my phone contract, I've still got yours I'll send it to you."
"Do that, I'm not sure, I don't know. I'll get back to you."
He waved me goodbye and stood there until I turned at the end of the street.
I pondered on my drive home. I'd betrayed him, yet he didn't turn me away when I turned up at his front door. He took me out for dinner. He didn't say 'No' when I asked if I could see him again. He obviously had a lot to think about.
It'd been over three years. I was sure he would have found somebody else. I hadn't been looking, I didn't want anybody else but him. I was nearly home and I realised the signs were there, the wedding photos still hanging on the wall. Part of me thought it was a reminder for him not to go down that route again but that belied the fact he didn't say no when I asked if I could see him again.
Just don't fuck it up this time if you get a second chance, I told myself.
On that drive home I worked it out who Timmy's contact was, it was Josh. They both played Golf. If Josh was his contact, I would keep that to myself. But if I could, I would find a way to thank him. He had done me a favour.
When I got home everybody was there. Mum, dad, Karen, even Josh. Which meant everything I said would get back to Timmy. They wanted to know what happened because I was out overnight. I told them we talked. I slept in his bed, he stayed on the sofa and was there when I got up in the morning. I told them we talked some more and I burnt the bacon.
We sat around holding mugs of coffee. It was silent then Karen broke the silence. "Are you seeing him again?"
"I don't know, I've asked him if we can but he's got things to sort out in his head, it's up to him." I looked across at Josh and smiled. He looked a bit confused.
Later that day I cornered Josh in the kitchen, I stood up on my tip toes and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "I think you're Timmy's contact, if you are thank you, and don't stop." Then I just walked away.
We spent the rest of the afternoon talking about other stuff. Karen and Josh's wedding, holidays, future plans. Josh was going to move in here and I was going to take his flat. There were timings and moving to arrange.
It was early evening and most things got sorted. Dad disappeared into the kitchen and came back with hands full of beers. He handed me the last one and said to me in a voice I dreaded as a child. "If you get a chance, don't you fuck it up again my girl."
I felt tears in my eyes. "I won't Daddy, I fucking won't."
It was four days later when I got a phone call from Tim. "Would you like to come down on Saturday for dinner?" My heart skipped a beat, would I bloody ever. but I just said I would love to. I had several questions to ask. They could wait.
I was on tender hooks all week. What do I wear? Do I go super sexy, sexy, sexy smart or just smart? This was worse than my first date with him. Do I take an overnight bag, do I just take a wash kit? Hang on he hasn't suggested staying overnight, was I getting ahead of myself.
Smart but slightly sexy, stockings, he will notice. That sort of shows an invitation, that I'm open to it. No overnight bag if it happens, I'll make do with what's there I laughed at myself. If I stay overnight I won't need clothes.
I drove to his place, we walked to the restaurant. We caught up talking about work, what he'd been doing, he'd been promoted and what I'd been doing, I did finally get that promotion. I talked about Reggie and Felicity and their plans now they had some more money for their retirement. We talked a bit about the wedding, I warned him he will probably get an invite.
Then I asked the question that had been bugging me. "Is this you giving me the chance to atone for my actions?"
"I guess it is." He replied.
"You weren't sure last week. Can I ask what changed your mind?"
"I spent Wednesday evening looking at those photographs, self-analysing what I felt when I looked at them. Was it the pain of what I'd lost or was it the happy memories. Well, it was a mixture of both. And it was something you said about replacing the pain with happy memories? Why be in pain when I don't need to. I decided I'd give it a go. And to be honest I thoroughly enjoyed having you around last weekend, it may not be enough but it's a start, it was comfortable."
And I thought to myself he knows exactly what to do if I fuck up again.
My heart was thrashing against my rib cage. Our previous life had been comfortable with bursts of excitement. I could do that again.
Tim picked up the wine bottle and put it towards my glass. I'd had one already, I put my hand over the top. "I'm driving."
"You don't have to." Tim said quietly, the bottle still hovering by my glass.
I moved my hand, he poured the wine.
I was correct, I didn't need an overnight bag.
Epilogue.
I'm not going to say it was easy, but we both worked hard. There's a balance between too over the top and not enough, we got it right most of the time. I made sure I never put a foot wrong, I never gave him cause to doubt me by doing anything wrong intentionally.
It was five years later, we were sitting watching television. By now the landlord had moved out and we had the whole house. Quietly Timmy said to me. "I'm not sure about these things but are you too old for children?"
Fuck!
"I don't think 35 is too old," I said as calmly as I could.
Still looking at the television, he took hold of my hand and as calm as you like said. "I suppose we better go into town tomorrow and get you an engagement and wedding ring. Unless you've still got your old ones?"
I don't think there's been a less romantic way of being proposed to, I didn't give a flying fuck. I shot off the sofa into the bedroom into my jewellery case and rushed back with the two rings in my hand. He looked up at me with a wry grin on his face. "Well, that'll save a few bob then won't it."
We weren't actually divorced, I just didn't put my rings back on.
Smart talking bastard.
The following day we drove to see mum, dad Karen and Josh. I went rushing in with my left hand out, tears pouring down my face to be met by four people who obviously knew about this before I did. Mum stepped up and gave me a hug and whispered in my ear. "He wasn't sure If it was the right thing to do, he asked us. She looked over my shoulder at Tim. "And he certainly looks very comfortable now."
I turned and there he was in a three-way hug with Reggie and Karen.
A quiet confirmation of our vows was held three months later and a year after that Reggie junior was born.
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After reading Vandemonium1's submission 'Onslaught' I would have chosen a different ending. I asked his permission to write my ending and he kindly gave it, here we go.
I have already told you that I got the idea from someone else so please don't complain it's not original. Hey, this is LW. There is very little that is original except probably submissions from 'Inkent'.
I felt the need for a BTB or at least not a reconciliation happy ending story.
This is a story about a wife who's been hit by the Venusian Stupid Ray, an adaptation of the Martian Slut Ray.
The Venusian Stupid Ray is how we authors turn normal intelligent women into stupid cheating wives. Without this device, there would be far fewer stories to entertain our readers, and I hope you are entertained by this story which is written in British English.
There is a happy ending, and I guess some people are not going to like that, but love is a fickle thing.
Please enjoy the story and I hope I've entertained you for a short while.
This is fiction folks so the tale you are about to read is not totally realistic just like a James Bond film.
The 'Honey can we have a talk' type chat.
It was a Thursday evening when I got home, there was something wrong in the house. It was like the central heating wasn't on, there was no music playing in the background like normal, and there was no smell of food cooking. Jennifer knew that Thursday night was my night down the rugby club to catch up with the lads; just a few pints and a chinwag; nothing outrageous. That would be on Saturday after the match, especially if we lost, we usually did.
Harry and Josh, my mates, wouldn't be there, they didn't play rugby. I barely manage these days. I didn't run as fast and the tackles were getting too much. I didn't heal anywhere as quickly as I used to, but I was still relatively fit.
I walked into the living room to find nobody there. I found Jenny sitting at the kitchen table. There was a bottle of wine and two glasses. I had learned over the past 20 plus years of being married to Jennifer that an over the kitchen table talk with wine may not be good.
Shit!
Jenny spoke. "I know it's your night down the club, but can we have a chat? Then I'll treat you to the Chinese you like in town, then maybe back here for a bit of fun."
I didn't like this. I pulled my phone out, pushed some buttons and after a while I said. "Hi mate, how're you doing?" I paused for a few seconds then said. "Look, I can't make it tonight, Jenny's got something on." I waited 7 or 8 seconds. Laughed. "No, I don't think it's that, unfortunately, and if it was, I wouldn't bloody tell you." I giggled again. "Catch up on Saturday after the game." I looked at my phone, pushed a few buttons making the screen go dark. then laid it face up on the table. I went to the fridge for a beer; she can keep the wine.
"You wanted this so, carry on." She took a long drink of wine. If we went to the Chinese in town it would have to be a taxi because there's no way I would let her drive. This was her idea, so I wasn't going to drive.
"You know Debbie, Josh, Carol and Harry?"
"That's a bloody stupid question. I went to school with Harry and I play golf with Josh once a month or so. We were at their weddings, so of course I know them. Where is this going?"
I'd known Harry since school and met Josh when he hooked up with Debbie. Debbie was Jenny's best friend; they had been at school together, like me and Harry.
Deborah was alright I suppose, she seemed to be a bit of the leader of the crowd of girls, somewhat of a flirt, always out there, she seemed okay, but there was something that niggled in my mind about her, I found it hard work to like her. I couldn't quite put my finger on it in the early days. So, I pushed it away and buried it to enjoy the rest of their company. Harry met Carol a few years after we left school, about the time I met Jenny. They married several years ago, about a year after us.
If we three chaps went out, it was generally the person who organised the outing that sort of took charge. There was no real leader in the group. We all seem to get along alright with a bit of give and take. The one I had problems with was Carol, well it wasn't so much my problem, it was Harry's. She just seemed to follow Deborah's lead, sometimes overriding what her husband wanted. Over the years Jenny and I'd seen, shall we call them, animated conversations between the four of them. I would generally ask if everything was alright. They would just say they were having a minor disagreement and not to worry about it, so I didn't. They're all big enough, old enough and ugly enough to sort their own problems out. Well, the men were ugly, the women weren't, in fact Deborah and Jenny had improved with age.
Jenny carried on. "What you probably don't know, and I didn't until the beginning of this year, is that they have been swapping for quite a while."
I didn't like where this was headed. I was going to scupper where I thought this was going. "Well, that's up to them." I leaned forward. "I don't want to join in, if that is what this is about? I don't agree with it, but it's up to them what they do amongst themselves is fine. I don't want to get involved. So, you only found out this year?"
"Well, I had an inkling something like that was going on. We didn't get invited so I thought nothing of it. But they let something slip at the New Year's Eve party and they owned up, they did offer to include us, but I didn't think you would go for it. So, I declined."
I held my hand up, she stopped and I asked her. "Did you want to?"
"I will admit I was intrigued by what Josh would be like; he is a well-built bloke. I've never been with anybody but you for a long while. I didn't think you would go for it, so I decided against it. And really, no, I didn't."
Then she pulled. "Was that the right decision?" out of the hat.
"Yes it was, but why are we having this conversation now?"
"As I said I knew about swapping from the beginning of the year. They've been quite discreet over the years, but there's more than that. Actually, they have open marriages." She held her hands up. "Listen, let me finish please, please."
I just nodded.
"Please let me finish before you say anything. Promise you'll do that?"
I looked at her and said. "No, I don't like where this is going, but you carry on."
She just took another sip of her wine. "Debbie and Carol say that the open marriage has massively increased their sex life. Josh likes to watch and he gets off on it. There are even times where he joins in."
I shook my head, that's not the impression I got of Josh. I said nothing, she continued. "Harry is not massively keen on it. But he does like the makeup sex afterwards. Carol says she has learned new things and brings them home to Harry, and he's happy with that. He just feels bad when she's out, but he gets over it because he sees the benefit to their sex life."
That was certainly not the Harry I'd known since school. This did not feel right at all. If she's going where I thought she was, there would be some interesting chats down the pub ;ater. I would keep this away from the rugby club. I wouldn't want it getting out if it was true.
I guessed where this was going but she had to dig her hole because what I was recording would protect me from the children if she tried to blame me for the impending divorce.
Then she said the words I was dreading but expecting. "I want to date other men," She paused. "Actually, I am going to date other men."
It wasn't a request; it was a statement. I thought she was going to ask, not boldly make the killer statement.
She went on, I could see she was nervous. "Both the kids will be gone in a couple of weeks, I'm 47 years old and I'll soon be over the hill, and nobody will look at me. But it's not fair if I do it alone. So, you can see other women but we both have to be discreet. Anyway, it's my turn."
What the faff did she mean by that?
I think she carried on talking but I didn't hear what she was saying. I heard the word rules, it was probably more excuses or justifications. There was a whole raft of things rattling around in my brain. The first thing that came up was the timeline. I had no idea why that popped in there. There were other questions I wanted to ask, why, who, where did this come from? But I can guess. Questions were bouncing around inside my skull like a ball in a rugger scrum.
I don't know how I managed to keep my temper, but I'd gain nothing if I lost it now. "When is this to be? And don't think me asking is anyway me saying yes. It's giving me time to plan the divorce if you go ahead."
"Debbie said you'd say that. One of her boyfriend's works for a legal company and this is what's going to happen if you divorce me. I get the house because the children still visit and you have to pay child maintenance and help me pay for the upkeep. It's called spousal maintenance. I don't like saying this but according to Debbie's boyfriend it will leave you enough to live on, but you will have to make sacrifices to survive."
As she took a drink of her wine, I thought to myself I was pretty certain that was all a crock of shit. So what other rubbish was she going to come out with? I was going to ask her if she'd confirmed this crap but decided I would have a look first.
Then it carried on. "I will get most of the savings and you'll have to pay me. I'm not threatening, that is just what will happen. Sorry, but I am doing this." Slowly she said in a gentle voice. "One of the things Debbie did was to turn her children against Josh for a while until he accepted it, then when it started, he found he enjoyed it. He really loves those kids. She told me she threatened to do it again if Josh played up. I wouldn't do that to you."
But the underlying threat was there.
She leaned in, reached for my hand. I let her. "David, these are not threats, I'm just letting you know what will happen. If I have anything to say I would try to keep the payments as small as I can, but I've been told it's the courts that decide."
What shit she was spouting would need some serious looking into. Google as well as some mates down the club would help. I had friends in the legal business too.
She hadn't answered my question about when, but I suspect it was soon after Ali left for university. That would give me a couple of weeks, I was pretty sure where this came from. I was a bit confused. I thought I did everything for her around the house and in bed, obviously I wasn't good enough.
"So, do I not do it anymore for you? Am I no good, why didn't you tell me I would have changed. I thought we were okay, have you been faking orgasms?"
"Oh no sweetie, I've never had to fake orgasms with you. You push all the right buttons, you know, just how to play me you've never failed to leave me satisfied." then she said quietly. "It's just that, well I just want something different, exciting."
The word bollocks sprang to mind, but I kept it in. "Again, you could have asked, I can do something different; role play, get kinky anything you want, well within reason."
"Perhaps we can do those things as well. Okay, I admit it; I just want to try somebody different. Debbie and Carol both say it's been good for them." She said quietly. "Debbie has a friend that they have both tried and they say he is quite good."
"One question, have you asked Harry and Josh about this?"
"No, the girls don't want it getting out, but I will if I get a chance."
I bet Deborah and Carol will make sure that Jenny gets nowhere near their husbands. I might have to orchestrate that. But even then, separating them will be difficult. Well, another thing to think about. I didn't think I'd be getting much sleep over the next couple of weeks or so.
"I suggest you do have a talk with them before you go any further because, that's not the Harry and Josh I know."
"You'd say that, but there are many things you don't know about your friends. I bet you didn't know that Harry likes being pegged up the bum with a strap on by Carol?"
"No, men don't talk about that shit. We don't talk about what we do in the bedroom. You all obviously do, well, we don't." I was controlling my anger again.
I wanted to ask if she talked about what bedroom stuff we did, but all of a sudden, it didn't seem to matter.
I put a growl in my voice like I used to use with the children to let them know I was upset with their antics. "No, this is about you validating yourself, proving you can still pick up men. I gather it doesn't matter how many times I tell you I love you, how pretty you look, how beautiful you are to me, not just in looks but as a person. But guess what, I don't like the person I'm seeing sitting in front of me now. Anyway, that sort of doesn't fit if you're going to be using Debbie's cast offs? So, are you going to have to go out and do this again? Another question: how long do you expect this to go on?"
"I don't know, we don't have any plans. I can't do what they do, so I suspect for the next four months up until Christmas then I'll look at it again unless something happens to change my mind." I could see her thinking. I think she was afraid she would say something wrong. She'd already said a lot of things wrong. "That's not fair, I can't keep you hanging on. Look if I haven't stopped it before, I'll stop it on New Year's Day."
I scratched my chin as if I was thinking. I needed more time, more answers to questions. "No, again I'm not saying yes to this. but you stop it on the 15th of December. I will not have you swanning off with your latest boyfriend for Christmas or New Year, and again I'm not saying yes to this."
She took another sip of her wine, I could tell she was using this as thinking time. She looked up at me. "That's fair, I can understand that we spent Christmas and New Year together with the kids. A new life, but I might have to be more adventurous if you're limiting the time frame."
"I would like to remind you I have not said yes to this. There will still be consequences if you go ahead." I leaned forward. "I give you up until the first time you go out with another man to call it off, once you do that, there will be no going back."
"Look, I know it's going to be difficult if we do this, but I will be forever grateful. I've taken the warnings from Debbie and Carol. I will always make sure they use a condom or have a health certificate. I know Debbie's friend has one, most of her friends do, she insists on it."
"You just said you'll look at it again at the end of four months, does that mean you might want to carry on?"
"I, I don't know, we hadn't thought that far ahead." She said 'we'. I assumed she meant Deborah and Carol, not some bloke. I took that as a yes, she would like to carry on if it suited her, no thought for my wishes and feelings."
"No! I'm still not saying yes, but it ends. Full stop on the 15th of December. No argument. This is between you and me, not those friends of yours." I don't think she noticed I said 'yours', not ours. Those two conniving bitches were no longer my friends, and I wasn't sure about their husbands.
"Okay, I can see your point." I bet she didn't mean it. I think she was playing for time and once I got used to it and had a few dalliances myself, I might have come around. Fat chance of that happening.
"I thought we had been pretty good at doing things but look, we can start to explore any other stuff you want to try once I've started my adventure. Ali's going to be out of the house in a couple of weeks' time, so nothing is off the cards. It's a good idea to explore some more, but I'm still doing this."
Sounded like blackmail to me, we can explore ourselves but only after she has started her 'adventure'. Anyway, we had tried everything I had wanted to in the past 20 odd years we'd been together. There was nothing new I wanted.
I don't think at this moment in time we were ever going to get that far.
I could not see any point in carrying on that line of discussion. One thing was a dead cert; I will be going to the rugby club tonight and might have more than my usual couple of pints.
"So okay, when is this planned to happen?"
"Next weekend is Ali's farewell party, then we take her to uni and it'll be a few nights the following weekend."
I snorted as I stood up; the chair fell over behind me. "That's fucking great. The first weekend we get together after our children have left you want to go off fucking other people leaving me sitting here alone missing the children and you. Fucking great that is. And if I can date other women, it doesn't give me much time, does it unless I want a slut!"
She looked down. Her face looked confused. I recovered the chair and sat down.
She reached out and touched my hand. I was tempted to pull it back, but I didn't. "Sorry I didn't think of that, I'll put it back a week. We can miss our children together and it will only be the one night to start with. I had thought of a weekend to get the ball rolling but that's too soon. Look, I'll do it Friday night after work and come home Saturday so you can reclaim me."
Fucking bollocks, I thought to myself.
"So, you've already got somebody lined up?"
"Debbie's friend, he works in a solicitor's office. She says he is quite good and Josh has watched him and her together. Debbie says Josh has picked up a few things, but I'm pretty sure you're not going to watch, in fact I'm not sure I want you to."
I rubbed my temples, then picked up the bottle of beer and finished it off. Looking at her, I said. "I do not agree with this. I do not want this to happen, there will be serious consequences, trust me. There is only one way now you can save your marriage. You have to stop this. I am not going to try and stop it; you have to do it. I will give you the information, but you will have to be the one to call it off." I couldn't be clearer than that. With that I picked up my phone, turning the recorder off as I walked towards the front door. I heard Jennifer say. "If I don't do this there will be consequences, you love me, you'll..."
I slammed the door.
The Rugby Club and the chat with Josh.
I'd nothing to eat so I went past the fish and chip shop and picked up a bag of chips. I was probably going to do a lot of drinking and on an empty stomach that's not good. There was plenty of salt and vinegar on the chips, I was hoping it would take the bad taste out of my mouth. It didn't.
As I walked, the thought of Ali's party started something going round in my brain, and I had a week, plenty of time to sort out and plan stuff. It was going to be a BBQ that would work well, get everybody in one place. If it was in the house, people would be split between the living room and the kitchen.
The thing about British rugby clubs is they are full of plumbers, electricians, lorry drivers, factory workers, doctors and solicitors, really quite a diverse bunch. We even have a judge on the committee.
I had a few beers then went to the loo at the same time as my mate Jacob. He wasn't a solicitor, but he did work in a law firm office. He had worked there for many years and had picked up a few things. I told him what Jennifer had said about the house and everything and told him I thought it was a load of bollocks. He agreed. But he will check with his boss tomorrow and it will probably cost me a few pints. I didn't mind that.
He also told me he would book the first available appointment for me with their family solicitor, on mate's rates if he could get them.
I didn't want to go on about it, so we talked about other stuff, mainly rugby, oddly enough as the season had just started.
On the walk home I went through my phone recording making notes of times of specific things Jenny said.


Sunday, I arranged a round of golf with Josh and as we walked up to the clubhouse after we finished, I said to him. "How is this open marriage working for you?"
He stopped stunned, looked at me and said. "That is supposed to be a secret, how do you know?"
"Debbie and Carol have been talking to Jennifer, anyway how's it going for you?"
Looking at me, he said. "Fucking shit, we need a drink and you're buying." I got the drinks and he found a quiet corner of the clubroom. He explained that it started with swapping with Harry and Carol. Then the girls wanted to expand it into open marriages a few years back. He told me what it was like. He held nothing back.
He said he was staying for his children. We knew he came from a broken home but didn't know the reason why his parents split. I'd assumed one of them cheated. He told me that they just stopped loving each other and the arguments were hurting him and his sister. They were seven and eight at the time. He said his parents did the best they could for them, but it was still shit being batted from pillar to post. As far as he knew, he and his sister talked about it years later, neither of them saw any sign of cheating. They suspected their parents married too young.
Then I asked the big question, the one thing that Jenny said he did that didn't sound like Josh to me. He confirmed he did but told me why. Now it made sense. That was the Josh I knew.
He was pissed off when I told him what Jenny planned to do. He blamed Carol and Deborah for influencing her, he wasn't alone.
As we left he said. "I expect you'll give Harry a call for a chat?" I nodded. "Give him a call and arrange a meeting. Make it Wednesday, I think Carol's out." The implication was she was out with one of her lovers.
The Chat with the Daughter.
Monday evening Ali cornered me. "Dad, what's wrong, this house is like an ice box? You and Mum are barely talking?"
"She wants to do something I don't agree with. I've given her options and she's thinking about them"
"Is it because she said she wants to date other men?"
I was stunned; my daughter knew about it before I did.
"So, you know all about it?"
"Yes."
"Let's make this clear, she means 'have sex', not go out with another man. But how do you know?"
"I overheard Debbie and Carol talking to Mum about it. I told her I thought it was a stupid thing to do. But they told me you would benefit from her experience. Look Dad, she's been here for all of us all this time. She said she'll be discreet; you won't miss her. She'll be 50 in a couple of years and anyway from what I've been told she's getting her own back."
I had no idea what she meant about that last bit.
"Are you implying I haven't been here then for you, working long hours, fixing your car, taking you to school clubs, picking you up from nights out, holidays and who the bloody hell do you think is helping you pay for University?"
She looked down but said nothing. It was her ashamed look when she got caught outdoing something silly.
"What are your views on it?" I asked.
"I've mixed feelings about this. I don't think she should do it unless you agree. If you say no, she shouldn't do it, but part of me thinks she's earned it. I'm a bit conflicted.
"Look Dad, she just wants to experiment a bit. I'm sure it won't last long, then she will come back to you. It's not like she's leaving you forever. She might even pick up some new tricks to help you with, well you know." She looked down as she blushed and whispered the last bit.
"Oh, come on! Please expand what you mean by that."
She carried on whispering, almost to herself. "Shit, this is embarrassing you never think you have to have this talk with your parents," then she looked at me. "Mum has implied... you know, how can I say it, you're not as active as you were."
Fucking hell was she saying I couldn't get it up or I wasn't very good. "No, give me a bit more here. What did she mean, what did she actually say?"
"I don't remember exactly what she said, you didn't always, well, get her, well you know where I mean Dad, this is embarrassing."
"Oh, that's strange because that's not what she told me." I pulled my phone from my pocket, had a quick check of the notes and slid the cursor along the recording to where she said I pushed all her buttons and pressed play. Ali's hands flew to her mouth. I carried on.
"So she's either lying to me or lying to you. If she's lying to me, it's to not hurt my feelings. On the other hand, if she's lying to you, it's to justify what she's planning to do." I was getting a little angry now. "Guess what, I've been making love to your mother for over 20 years. I know when I didn't get her off and guess what, after 20 years, I know exactly what she likes. These tales she is spinning you, she's trying to justify to you her cheating on me. Debbie and Carol may have convinced her that telling me beforehand doesn't make it cheating. Unfortunately, they forgot to ask me, and I do. And cheaters get divorced. She has been warned."
I slid the cursor along to the next bit I thought I might need. "Do you know when she planned to do this?" Ali just shook her head, things weren't going the way she had expected, if she had expected anything. I carried on. "We take you to uni the week following your party."
"Yes." She agreed.
"She was going to do it the following weekend. The first weekend this house was empty. She wanted to spend the whole weekend with her lover, leaving me here alone. Okay she's told me I can have women while she's away if I wanted to, which I don't. Where would I pick somebody up that wasn't a slut in a week."
She looked at me and said. "That's cruel Dad."
"It is cruel and certainly selfish, she admitted she wasn't thinking, she's not thinking of me at all. She has got her mind so wrapped up with what Debbie and Carol are telling her and this new bloke they want to introduce her to. I bet she's met him already and they keep telling her how good he is."
I paused and said quietly. "It helps her to justify to herself what she is planning to do by doing me down."
I told Ali exactly what her mother had planned to do, but she changed her mind when I pointed out that she was going to leave me alone for a whole weekend on the first weekend the house would be empty. Then Jennifer put it back to the following week and just for a Friday night so when she came back on Saturday, I can reclaim her. I told her it was her mother's words.
"See, she is thinking of you!" Ali said.
"Bollocks, she only thought of me is when I point it out to her."
"Mum said it's only until the middle of December. She must have changed her mind about it being an open-ended thing."
"I'm not so sure? I think she's playing for time and once I get used to it, she can carry on. Not happening, tell her that the next time you talk about this."
I could see Ali wasn't getting it. She was confused and conflicted with what she'd been told by each of her parents and her mother's friends.
There was a pause and she said, looking at me. "It's divorce, isn't it?"
"Most likely at the moment, but there is a chance."
Ali spoke quietly. "Debbie has told her she'll get the house and most of the money, I don't think that's quite right. I've suggested Mum goes to a solicitor before she makes the decision, or even Google it. But she tells me her mind is made-up, it's payback time."
Again, I was confused by what she said. I had calmed down a tad after finding out my daughter knew about her mother planning to cheat on me. "Thank you for thinking of me and you've given her some good advice. I just hope she takes it. But what do you mean by payback time?"
"Think back Dad, you know." She said quietly, she sounded even more embarrassed. I was not going to get anything else out of her.
I went to give her a hug and she pulled away. She'd never done that before. Next, she gave a small sigh and said. "Daddy if my farewell party is going to be a pain we can always take it to the rugby club, neutral ground. If you're really upset, we can cancel it and I will pop round and see my grandparents and friends before I go."
"Thank you sweetie, that's very nice of you but no, we will carry on. But I have a question?"
"No, I don't condone what she's doing but I understand it, is that it?"
"That's not it. If I do divorce her, will you still talk to me?"
"Of course." Her face took on a quizzical look. "You're my Dad, but whatever made you ask that?"
"Your mother told me that Debbie threatened to turn their children against Josh. Whilst she said she wouldn't do that to me, there was an implied threat."
"She wouldn't do that, anyway we are much older than Debbie's kids were when they started their adventures."
"Do you want me to play the clip so you can make your own mind up?"
"No, I believe you Daddy, but anyway if you do divorce her that won't change what you are to me."
"Can I suggest you have words with her again and explain to her the facts. It's got to be her decision to call this off, and even if she does, I'm still not sure. Let's say the sooner she asks the questions, the sooner I think she will get her answers and call it off, the greater chance of her saving what she has. But I will still be watching her!"
"What do you mean? If she does call this off, surely things will go back to normal after a while, I know it'll be difficult."
"I don't know why she didn't go behind my back in the first place, is it some sort of humiliation thing that women get off on? I don't know, but if she calls it off, what is to stop her going behind my back? Please have a word with her."
I could see Ali hadn't thought of that.
"I'll try Dad, you're right, I'll point out that she needs to check the facts for herself, not rely on her friends." Then she said something that confused me once more. It wasn't difficult with what was happening in my head. "Part of me still thinks she deserves it."
I don't know how I held it in. There was a growling in my voice when I said. "I think I deserve a wife that doesn't want to go sleeping around, having sex with other men with some feeble justification. If she wants to sleep around, she can get a divorce, it will break my heart. No, she has already broken my heart." I leaned forward. "And I don't seem to be getting the support from my daughter that I thought I would."
"Daddy I love you, but I love Mummy too." She was crying now; I passed her my handkerchief. Her comment about being much older than Debbie's kids when they started their adventures made me wonder how much she actually knew? I wanted to ask more questions. Perhaps when I had some more answers to my queries about some of the things that had been said. That was when the front doorbell rang, she turned to me and said. "That's Trevor, got to go Daddy, love you." She gave me my handkerchief back.
She let me hug her this time, but she seemed to pull back before she ran out the door. What had made her so distant?
I was left wondering.
I gave Harry a call after Ali had gone and arranged to go for a pint on Wednesday. When we got there, I asked him the same questions I did Josh; he knew what I was going to talk about. He told me Josh had warned him. He was completely open. He told a similar story to Harry but with a few major differences.
On my walk to the rugby club Thursday night, I sent them both a long text message, I got a thumbs up emoji back from both. I replied that I would see them both on Saturday.
The Party.
I skipped the rugby on Saturday; I had other things to do.
As Ali was putting the beer in the fridge and I was getting red wine from the rack Ali said to me. "I've talked to Mum, told her what I think and to check what Debbie and Carol have said, but she told me she is still doing it, she said she deserves her turn."
I had already had several options in my mind.
The weather was good for early September, but I'd put a marquee up and got a fire pit in case it got cold. I needed everybody in one place. The party was going quite well. Our son Richard had come home for it. Ali, obviously, her boyfriend Trevor. My and Jenny's parents. Some of Ali's old school friends, a few neighbours, a couple of mates from the Rugby club that knew Ali and of course Josh, Deborah, Harry and Carol. There was a bloke with Deborah and Carol that I didn't know. Well, I did actually, but I didn't want to let on, at least not yet. This couldn't be better.
He looked as I expected and the way Josh described him. 5' 11. Blonde, broad shouldered, Greek god sort of looking and he wore his arrogance as an aura. Josh and Harry's seemingly subservient attitude helped him.
I dumped Richard in front of the BBQ and told him not to burn the burgers or the chicken, just keep turning it over. There didn't seem to be much food, and he asked if there was enough. I told him I thought it was plenty. I didn't think the party was going to last long. I would make it up to Ali sometime, but my marriage was more important to me than a farewell party, she could say goodbye to people anytime during the next week.
I found Jenny talking to the five and I saw her lay her hand on the new bloke's arm as I walked across. Josh saw me coming and turned towards me. Everybody else turned, Jenny removed her hand from the new bloke's arm. He just looked down at me smirking. I spoke to him. "Excuse me, I don't think we've been introduced?"
Turning with mock anger towards Josh and Harry, I said. "Bit rude chaps, bringing somebody into my house and not introducing them." I emphasised my house.
Josh clapped me on the shoulder. "Sorry mate, you're right. This is Andrew. Andrew, this is Dave, Jenny's husband, Jenny, well you know her."
I looked at Andrew. "It's David actually, only my friends get to call me Dave."
Andrews' grin faltered.
I looked at Jenny and said. "He knows you obviously by the way you were touching his arm, how do you know him by the way, you've never spoken about him?"
"He's a friend of Debbie and Carol's."
Strange, not Josh or Harry's friend.
He put his hand out, it's rude to ignore it, so I took it. I spoke so only the seven of us could hear what I was saying. "Ah, Andrew the receptionist, isn't that a woman's job. I've heard so very little about you."
That annoyed him. He started to slowly apply pressure to my hand. I leaned in and said so only those closest to us could hear. "If you continue to do that, your nuts will be in your throat, and you will look like a Gerbil." His hand immediately slackened off. The smile disappeared from his face but soon came back, he recovered quickly.
I slipped my arm round Jenny's waist and said. "Come on, we should circulate and we need to go and see Ali and Trevor. This is her party after all."
She didn't resist as I eased her away. I whispered to her as we walked towards Ali. "So that's him then?" She gave a slight nod. "That is really pissing me off, inviting your would-be lover to my house to a farewell party for someone he has never met. That's rubbing my face in it. You are trying to humiliate me at our daughter's party?"
She stopped and pulled me round. "I did not invite him; Debbie or Carol must have done it. It's not being discreet, but it doesn't change anything. It's set for a week Friday."
"Yet he is here, you didn't send him away. This is not going to end well!" I carried on walking towards Ali.
Jenny ran to catch me up, she was well behind the drag curve.
I know exactly how he got here. It obviously didn't take Josh or Harry long to convince their wives to invite him.
I was glad we had a large garden.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw people were watching discreetly. Then Jenny leaned into me, lowered her voice some more and said. "I promise you I will make it up to you before and after. We'll talk about it later. Carol says Harry has benefited from what he has taught her. Please don't cause a scene."
I was going to. I dryly chuckled to myself. I was going to exactly the opposite and create a scene worthy of a telly soap opera
We walked across to where Ali and Trevor were standing. I thought Ali was going to ask us about the walk across the garden but looking at my face I think she decided not to. I went for a hug, and she accepted it. It wasn't a full hug.
Looking at Trevor, I said. "Do you know your girlfriend, my daughter, condones cheating?" His mouth hung open, I wasn't talking loudly. "My wife wants to sleep with another man, your girlfriend thinks it's all right. So, if you're in this for a long-term relationship don't expect her to be faithful to you."
"WHAT!" Ali said. People heard but soon turned back to their conversation. I think people could sense there was something wrong, especially our parents.
"Dad, what are you saying?"
I carried on. "Did you not say you thought she deserved to have sex with another man?"
"No! I would never do that, anyway you cheated on Mum first." Well, that was news to me.
"Who told you that?"
"Mum sort of implied, but Debbie and Carol said you did!"
Turning to face Jenny I said "So pray tell me when and who did I cheat on you with, where did you get that information from, can you prove it? Because guess the fuck what! I wasn't there, I have never, on my children's lives, slept with another person since the first time we made love. You and your friends are telling bare faced lies, so come on, bring out the proof, the evidence of my wrongdoing!"
Jenny stuttered. "It was a couple of years ago you were away for a rugby week, and you came back all tired and worn out. I smelt a woman's perfume on you. When I talked to the girls about it, they said you probably cheated. We heard a lot of stuff went on during that tour."
"Did they have proof?"
"Well not of you but they did with Josh and Harry."
I remembered that week away, it was manic. There were a lot of bruises and beer drunk that week, we won about half the games. "Then answer these simple questions for me. One, why would I cheat on you when my father was with me on that tour. How bloody stupid you think I am? Two, don't you think when I took my Dad home, my Mother would give me a hug and, surprise, surprise, she wears perfume! Three, I never saw Josh or Harry go off with any other woman and I'm not sure, but I believe they were in open marriages at that stage of the game? I'm not really sure about the timeline on their open marriage thing."
Ali carried on, in that loud whisper that people do when they're annoyed. I felt like she was trying to justify the way she had treated me thinking I had cheated on her mother, but now that lie was all falling apart. "Mum said you worked away from home for nearly a month and only came home Saturday then went back to work Sunday. I was about 9 or 10. I can remember missing you. She told me you had an affair whilst you were away. When you got home you weren't interested in her. She told us she followed you for one week as a surprise and caught you having dinner with a pretty lady. She guessed you'd been sleeping with her all the time."
I thought back "Yeah I remember that, we had a big job on. The bloke who started it fell ill and I had to catch up otherwise there were massive penalties for late delivery. So I worked all hours I could, even illegally. I got it done in time. I remember that dinner, that was Maisie Harris. Her husband Ben joined us halfway through. You probably didn't see him. She was the contract manager and it was a thank you for getting the job finished on time. They didn't think it could be done. But to get it finished on time all I did was work, eat, sleep and repeat so no wonder I was knackered when I got home.
"We still do work for them because of what I managed to do. I could probably get in contact with them. I don't know if they will remember that evening after all this time, there was nothing startling about it. But I could probably get you proof that I didn't cheat."


Something flashed through my mind. I said it out loud to Ali, but I made sure Jenny could hear. "If your mother thought I was cheating on her, why didn't she bring it up there and then? I could have easily proved I wasn't. But no, she sat on it holding it in reserve for something like this. She's been planning this, saving it up as ammunition for bloody years. All this time, she has been planning to cheat on me, blackmail me since you were 9 or 10 years old. Yeah, I'm not sure but I think I can still get in contact with Maisie and Ben."
With that realisation I decided my course of action.
"Dad this is my farewell party please don't spoil it."
I knew what I was going to say next would upset her, but she'd upset me and I can make this up to her quite easily, but it will take me a while to forgive her for what she had done.
"Your party will be over and done within a few hours, and you will have a few memories which will fade. This is the rest of my bloody life and will remain with me for the rest of that life."
She looked down and said quietly. "Sorry Daddy."
Jenny said. "Okay I get it they lied to me and after this is over, I will have to seriously think about my friendship with them."
"I think that's a bit late. You should have checked out what they said much earlier."
Turning to my daughter again I said. "I have never cheated on your mother. You have taken half-truths, innuendo and lies and made them fit the narrative that your mother told you so you can feel better about yourself and to justify her cheating.
"I don't care that she told me first. I didn't want her to do so as far as I'm concerned, it's cheating and I'm going to have to reconsider your allowance for university because I think I'm wasting my money throwing good money after bad on someone that could believe all that bullshit." I lied but she had to realise the consequences of some of her actions.
Jenny was busy wiping away tears. She rushed indoors. Looking at Ali, I said. "Is that why you pulled away from me because you thought I cheated on your mother?"
She nodded. "I'm sorry Daddy, you're not to blame. I think Mummy's got this wrong. But I'm going to help her now." Ali leaned in, kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear. "Sorry." Then she rushed off after her mother, wiping her own eyes.
I looked at Trevor and said. "Now at least you have an idea what you're getting into."
"Thanks, I will lay down some ground rules, and we'll take it from there, but I will not stand for cheating." I liked Trevor, seemed a nice, sensible chap, and played rugby too. That was how he and Ali met.
Jenny and Ali came back after a few minutes. They looked better. As soon as they got there Trevor linked his own through Ali's and pulled her to one side.
Jenny took hold of my hand. "I never told Ali you cheated on me, only that I suspected. At the time of your rugby trip I didn't know they were swapping or even that they were in an open relationship, but when I found out I put two and two together and it looks like I came up with five. I thought as you were out with Josh and Harry and they had an open marriage I convinced myself that they had got to you. I forgot your Dad was there and you're right about perfume; any perfume you had got up north would have dissipated on the drive back." She pulled herself up. "I'm sorry, but I am still doing this."
I didn't care, my mind was made up.
Then I said something that put a quizzical look on her face. "What are you apologising for? Cheating on me, hurting me or giving me a reason to divorce you?"
I didn't give her a chance to answer. I took hold of her elbow and steered her towards our friends. Andrew was still there.
Smirking, I had the impression he thought he was going somewhere, he absolutely was!
There was a tension in the air, people could tell things were not right. Some of Ali's school friends and our neighbours had left.
I was watching Trevor and Ali having an animated conversation out of the corner of my eye. At one stage Trevor walked away. Ali leapt after him, grabbed his arm and turned him round. She put her hands on the side of his head, looked him in the face then said something before kissing him full on the lips. After a few seconds he slid his arms around her waist. Well, that would seem to be sorted, right on to the next one.
As we walked towards the group I noticed Andrew was in the middle with the girls either side of him and the men pushed to the outside. Harry looked at me and gave a slight nod. When I reached them, all attention turned towards us, there's a general banal greeting thing thrown around again even though we had already spoken to them. I shuffled slowly and stood in front of Harry and Carol. With my arm still around Jenny, I opened the can of rotten worms. "So mate, how's this open marriage thing going for you? Jennifer tells me it's all good, brilliant and you love it when Carol brings home new ideas for you to try."
He gave a short sarcastic laugh. "The only thing she brought me home worth a mention is a dose of the clap. I fucking hate it. She did not come home with any new ideas. She goes out dressed like a high-class whore, leaving me at home." He looked sad for a second. "She never dresses like that for me." He wiped a tear with the back of his hand. He pulled himself up. "Okay I can go out and try to get something; that's not off the cards. But bloody hell, who wants a balding, worn out, slightly overweight boring bastard. Maybe a slut, you know it's easy for them all they got to do is to look pretty, give a hint, open their legs and they are on their backs getting shagged. Fortunately, she only does it every few months or so and I can get over it." He said quietly. "I enjoyed the swapping with Debs and Josh, but this is shit."
He was doing himself down, he wasn't that bad looking. It was probably the lack of confidence after Carol started going out with other men.
Carol's mouth hung open. Andrew wasn't smirking as much now.
We were in a quiet corner of the garden and people were slowly moving away from us whilst others were trying to take their place to hear what was happening.
Harry carried on. "Since that time, I've always used a condom until she's got an all-clear certificate. They must know her quite well down at the clap clinic. Yeah, we still have sex, but anything new or exciting, not that I've noticed. But no Dave, it's fucking shit." He looked down.
"I've got to ask mate, why are you still with her?"
"Because I'm a fucking idiot." He looked at me. "I'm so fucking stupid I still love her and I can't just switch that off. At the moment I'm still better with her than without. If she just wants to have sex with another man, and I believe it is only sex because I think she still loves me, I will put up with it."
He turned and looked at a stunned Carol. "But I warn you, I'm getting to the end of my tether. I think you've been telling your friend lies, our sex life isn't that great, there is nothing new at all, just the usual comfortable stuff we've done for years. Around the house and being with you is absolutely fine. I have learned to block out the visions of you with another man. And I will admit occasionally I have got lucky, but it was just sex, unfulfilling, not like it is with you or even Debs, but in some cases, I might as well just have had a wank.
"This last bloke wants to break the rules." He looked across at me. "We have rules, nobody we know, be discreet, keep it to ourselves apart from those two," he nodded towards Deborah and Josh. "No humiliation, I don't want to know who it is, what they do. We are not to do it in this town and not more than twice with the same person." He took a breath. "The evil bitch has the gall to tell me that her latest boyfriend, for his last fuck wants to do it in our bed." He was getting angry, but he still kept his voice down. People were still moving away.
It was like waves on the seashore the way they flowed in, then away and repeated.
"That is sheer downright disrespectful, humiliating and breaks most of the rules. So guess what? That is never going to happen and after the lies she's told Jenny I think I'm going to go for the divorce, because I don't see an end to this shit."
Carol spoke up quietly. "I told Gerald we couldn't do that, I was only warning you."
Sounded like an excuse to me.
Must have to Harry as well. "Bollocks, you were just trying me out to see if I would accept it. You had your answer."
That was when Andrew spoke for the first time. "Hey man, I respect that you're standing your ground, but you know you have so much to lose. I'd really think hard about it."
I couldn't miss this. "Ah, there speaks the solicitor's receptionist, hardly a proper job for a man." He glared at me.
Harry turned to him and said. "Oh, trust me I've thought about it and I've had help from a real solicitor which made things a whole lot clearer, so you could fuck right off knob head."
That was polite for Harry.
I realised the party vibe in the garden had subdued. Still, people that were close to us were trying to shuffle nearer to listen in, others were inching further away. My mates from the rugby club were edging closer.
Looking at Jennifer I said to her. "So, bringing home new experiences includes getting an STI, that's a good one."
Her mouth was hanging open; she was shaking her head. She was muttering to herself, but I couldn't hear her clearly.
As I turned towards Josh. I saw Harry walk towards the back garden gate; there was purpose in his step. Carol looked confused for a couple of seconds then ran after him. She fell; it's probably not a good idea to wear high heels on grass. When she was on the floor I noticed she was wearing stockings. Now was that for Harry or Andrew?
Andrew didn't look so smug now.
I turned Jenny around, so we were facing Josh and her best friend Debbie, she was still muttering, it sounded like "No, I won't do it, I won't," or something like that.
"So Josh mate, what's your story? Debbie told Jenny it's increased your sex life massively and you like to watch."
He staggered back, I heard him mutter. "Fucking bollocks." He pulled himself together. "It appears I'm lucky, I've not caught anything, well I wouldn't in the last three years because we've not had sex, yes, it was fun with Harry and Carol but then Debbie wanted to take it outside our little group. I wasn't too keen because now we had two children. We said we'd give it a three-month experiment and then talk about it. Well, she wanted to carry on after the three months. I didn't, she threatened to turn the children against me and had all these legal papers which showed me I would lose everything. Like Harry I was stupid, I didn't chase up on it. Watching? No. Did I see it, yes. All it looked like was somebody hammering away at her, no finesse, no love, just brute force. If that's what she wants, fine."
Debbie's voice spluttered into life full scope. "That's because you can't stand me having fun and enjoying myself with Geoffrey."
I assume Geoffrey was her latest.
Ignoring her Josh carried on. "Home life is lovely, it really is, she's a wonderful mother, good cook, I couldn't wish for a better woman outside the bedroom. But inside, you know, I don't think I've had sex with her for years. I don't keep count. You can guess the reason why I'm still with her? Yup, I loved her, I really did. But that died off when she insisted I watch her with her first toy boy and obviously it was the humiliation she wanted. I refused. As you've probably guessed, the real reason I'm here it's because of the children. My parents split up when I was seven, it was bloody awful and I wouldn't do it to those two kids."
"I've seen you peeking round the door frame, you like to watch."
"There is only one reason I watch." Josh said growling at her.
Deborah interrupted him. "So you can see how real men do it, you live pretty much to see him hammering his big cock into me."
"Yeah, just no finesse, just batter away, but you do seem to like it. Where is that loving wife I used to have?" He took a breath. "No, I watch to remind me what an evil fucking cow you are, to reinforce that fact." Josh looked at us. "She believes her actions are putting me in my place. Countless times a day, I tell myself, 'once the kids are gone, I'll be on a one-way ticket out of this hell myself.' I've been putting things in place to break away cleanly and not suffer too much."
Deborah's mouth hung open. "I thought you enjoyed it? That's why you stayed, that's why you watched. I thought that was what you wanted!"
"Fucking bollocks again, did you ask how I felt? No, but at least you didn't try to rub my nose in it like Carol did. You've made-up stories to fit your own narrative. Why would any man want to watch his wife getting screwed. I'm sure there's some men out there that do, but you obviously don't know me well enough. So, I planned to wait until Martin left, then I was going to be gone. That would have given you a few years more of this lifestyle then you'd be on your own. I have plans. You've started to believe your own lies and now you're affecting your friend. And you're going to drag her into a divorce as well. Well, now everything is out in the open, I'm not waiting. When we get home, I'm applying for a divorce."
This time Andrew said nothing, he moved away from Debbie slightly. There was a look of thunder on her face. "You'll lose everything, absolutely bloody everything! I'll get child maintenance; you'll have to pay me." Looking at Andrew, she said. "Tell him. I will get the house you will be living in a cardboard box!" Looking back at Josh she said. "No, you don't call the shots here. We carry on as we are now."
I had to say something; this was just a stab in the dark. "Debbie, I suspect Josh has been planning this for a while at least three years. He knows exactly what he's got to do."
Josh nodded to me. So, I carried on. I wasn't sure how much he wanted me to let on. I gathered he wanted to rub her nose in it knowing what was coming next. "I'm guessing he's been putting money away. He may or may not have secret phones stashed away somewhere. I'm just guessing, again just guessing, he's more than likely got an alternate identity sorted out. He's probably had four or five years to plan this. I've known him for a while, he's a smart chap. I won't say anymore, I don't want this to ruin his surprise."
Josh did something strange, he put his fist out. I bumped it, he said. "Spot on mate."
Deborah was crying but she wouldn't give it in. "No! Andrew says I'll get everything, you could fight it and waste money."
I just muttered. "Taking the legal advice from a receptionist, that's smart, at least he does work in a solicitor's office."
That was when Jacob, my young mate from the rugby club stepped up, almost like I'd briefed him. "Hello I couldn't help overhearing your conversation. I'm not a lawyer or a solicitor, only a paralegal and I work at Green, Brown and Hargreaves. We did your house purchase Mrs Jones and I must correct you, that's not quite right. When the children have moved out the house gets sold unless one of the spouses buys out the other at the market rate otherwise it's sold and the equity split. Maintenance is paid to the parent with the children. I asked my boss's advice on this and I'm only repeating what he said.
"If you suspect Mr Jones may have spirited some money somewhere and you think you can get a share of that, you will, if you can find it. This is just a suggestion. I would look at the amount you suspect he has and how much it is going to cost you to find out where it is and retrieve it. He has not admitted to having any such funds. It is pure supposition on Dave's part.
"Finally, the children are old enough to make their own decisions. They could stay with him, and he would get the house initially and you would have to pay him for child maintenance. All I'm saying is, just be careful."
He turned and looked at Andrew. "So, you're the receptionist that's giving out legal advice and bad advice at that. I think I'll mention it to my boss. He'll probably give your boss a phone call."
I turned to Jennifer and said quietly. "So you see these two idiots have been feeding you a crock of shit this last year. And you believed it because it fitted in with what you wanted to do. You didn't question anything despite being advised by me and your daughter."
Josh looked across to Jennifer, he said. "From what I've heard, expect to be disappointed. He might get you off more than once but let me tell you sex without affection leaves a hole in the event, I know."
Then I got it. Josh had found somebody else and he was just waiting till the kids left before he dropped the hammer.
Then I realised Deborah must have done it in their house. I was amazed. "You let her do it in your house?"
"She only does it every other month or so and always when the children are not in. I want her to be safe; the children need their mother, well for a few years." Then he looked at her and said with ice in his voice. "But I don't need her."
Deborah's mouth just hung up open.
"I have to ask because there's something Debbie told Jennifer. Has it improved your sex life?"
"Yes, when I do get sex with other women it is better than the sex I had with her. I've not had sex with her for about three years. We don't even sleep in the same bedroom."
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jennifer's mouth open and her hands rushed to her face. She was doing a good impression of 'The Scream.'
With that Josh walked away. Deborah just stood there until the back gate opened; Josh went out and closed it behind him. I think that was when she realised Josh was not going to wait until Martin left to divorce her. She ran after him. She left the gate wide open.
Jacob held his hand out, as I took it he said. "I'll see you at three on Wednesday for your appointment with Mr Hargreaves, don't be late."
Turning to Jenny he said. "I can recommend a good family solicitor if you need one."
The bloody tinker, that wasn't in the plan, but it was good.
Jenny just spun and looked at me when she heard that.
Jacob closed the back gate as he left.
I needed a drink. When I turned around there was only Jenny, her parents, my parents, Richard, Ali, and Trevor left. Richard walked across to me holding out a bottle of beer and a glass of wine for his mother. When he got there, he said. "I've turned the BBQ off and put all the meat in the fridge. We think you need to be left alone to talk. Phone me tomorrow, Dad. Love you." He turned to his mother. "I heard some of it, Ali has told me the rest, I still love you too Mum." I could tell that hurt her.
Both of our mothers were crying, my dad helped my mum out. Jenny's dad stormed over to her. "You bloody well sort this out before you see us again, you have really pissed me off." The parents all left together.
Ali and Trevor turned up just after the parents left. Ali put her arms around me and said. "Dad I should be mad at you for ruining my party, but I know why you did it. Please forgive Mum, don't let the fact that those two evil cows got to her. She's not blameless but please give her another chance." She turned to her mother and said. "If you hurt my father like that again Mum, I will never talk to you again." Trevor held his hand out, shook mine and said quietly. "I've put the beer and white wine back in the fridge and the red wine back on the rack. I'm taking Ali home with me tonight, give her a call tomorrow please."
Jenny took hold of my hand and said. "I'm sorry. I love you. Is there any way we can fix this?"
"I still love you but how could you do those things to me if you love me. I don't know, I need time to think."
She held her hand out saying. "Please, let's go to bed, I I've wronged you, I need to work out how much so I can fix it. I never stopped loving you. The things they told me were completely false. I didn't believe you, I didn't trust you but please let me start making it up to you."


Sometimes I'm a weak man. Today was one of those rare days, I took her hand and followed her.
Divorce
Things did not return to the old normal in the house. It was very quiet, the food was everything I liked, nothing was off the cards, we made love most nights. I felt she was trying to make up for what she'd done.
We had just finished making love about three weeks after the party. It was slow and gentle. I did still love her.
Jenny was up on one elbow and said to me. "It's divorce, isn't it? I didn't go ahead with it. I called it off as you said."
"I said I would divorce you if you went ahead with it. I didn't say I wouldn't divorce you if you called it off."
"Why?" I could hear the quiver in her voice.
I got up on my elbow to face her. "You lied to our daughter about my performance and me cheating on you to justify to her and yourself this cheating was okay. I proved to you regularly my performance had not diminished. In fact, it has got better because I know what you like and I never did cheat on you.
"You chose to believe the lies that Debbie and Carol told you. When I suggested you check with Josh and Harry you decided not to because you didn't want to know the truth. You could have just phoned them. You've got their numbers but no! You convinced yourself that you had the right to do it and was going to do it anyway no matter what I said.
"I suggested you visit your solicitor, just like I did to get the truth. Again, you decided not to, it was more convenient for you to believe their lies than to save your marriage. I warned you so many times and so did your daughter.
"How can I trust you now you've told me you wanted to try other men. So next time you'll go behind my back. I love you, but I can't trust you no matter what you say. Part of me always will, but I can't live like that."
"And it was the selfishness. You've never been that selfish all the time I've known you, but all of a sudden, I didn't exist. You believed your friends more than you believed me and your daughter. It's like you've been hit by the Venusian Stupid Ray and everything I said got ignored.
"Add to the pile, the lack of respect. You decided this on your own, you didn't respect me, my thoughts, my feelings or my wishes. You just said I'm doing this." She looked down. The sheets were getting soaked with her tears.
"That's what Carol told me they did when they wanted to move from the swapping to open relationships, they just told the men and gave them no choice because if they had, they would've probably said no." She wiped a tear away from her eye." Now I know what a pair of lying cows they were and it was all rubbish."
"You thought I was cheating with Maisie Harris all those years ago, but you never said anything, you never gave me a chance to explain myself, you just saved it up so you could use it later. What other suspected misdemeanours have you got saved up to punish me with later?"
She blew her nose on the sheet, looked at me and said. "I only suspected because I saw you together and you were always so tired at weekends, you never had anything for me. I was going to surprise you. I wasn't wearing anything under my coat. I was biding my time to challenge you, but when I heard your boss say how well you'd done and even hinted that you had not stuck to the legal working hours regulations to get the job finished on time. She implied you hadn't done that it would have cost them a packet and you had glowing feedback from the company. So I buried it until a couple of months ago. Carol asked if I'd had any doubts about you cheating and that came up. I'm sorry." She wiped her eyes with the bed sheet again. "I really am stupid, aren't I?"
That didn't need an answer.
With that I got out of bed, went to the airing cupboard, grabbed a quilt and slept in Richard's room.
We both visited the solicitor together three days later. Just over six months later we were divorced.
Epilogue.
When Harry left the party Carol picked herself up and ran after him screaming "I'll stop, I'll stop!" They went to counselling. It was hard work, but the marriage survived. When Dave had a chat with Harry, he always admitted he was stupid in love with Carol and now that Deborah was no longer around, he decided to work on the marriage. Most people thought he was as stupid as his wife, but it was his life. Carol never stepped out on him again. He was a much happier person until the day he died.
Josh went home after the party and the next day sat his children down at the kitchen table and had a long talk. He was surprised how much they knew, they realised he was only staying for them. Emily reached across, took his hand and said. "Dad, you go, we understand, and if we can choose between you both it will be you after the way Mum has treated you." That broke the poor man's heart.
The divorce went through. Emily and her brother, Brian chose to live with their father. Deborah had to move out and pay Child Maintenance, just over £400 a month and some towards the rest of the mortgage. After a visit to the solicitor, assets were split. Emily told their father they had already made plans, she was planning to go to university. Brian had applied to join the Air Force; he admitted Emily had forged his parent's signatures.
Dave was correct, Josh had been planning this for many years. Deborah and Josh took Emily to university together. Josh told Dave and Harry he was going to make that the last time he spoke to his ex-wife. When they got back Deborah saw the 'Sold' sign on her old house. Josh just walked into the house, picked up his bags and left. The house still had a mortgage on it. When it sold, what was left over was split between Deborah and Josh.
Deborah found out the single life at just under fifty was a bit of a roller coaster, some highs, but many things plunged her into an abyss of depression.
About three years after the party Dave bumped into Emily in a supermarket, she showed him a picture of her dad with a blonde woman slightly smaller than him. The smile was fantastic on both their faces. Emily said they now lived in Cyprus. Emily told Dave that her Dad had known the lady for years and met her about 18 months after Deborah went for the open marriage thing. Whilst her mother was playing around Josh met Helen. Dave asked her to pass on his good wishes and asked her dad to give him a call for a chat. Josh called a couple of weeks later. They had a good chin wag and David visited them in Paphos in the summer.
Jennifer did try Andrew after the divorce was final and he was alright; he got her off. Deborah and Carol were correct, up to a point, but maybe it was the condom? Maybe it was Josh's warning not to expect too much? Maybe she was expecting too much? Maybe she was expecting him to be better than Dave? He wasn't. He was only the second person she'd had sex with in over 20 years. She had very little to compare with, only Dave and Andrew was nowhere near as good as him.
She didn't leave fulfilled and never went back.
After Jacob had a word with his boss about what Andrew was advising people. He phoned Andrew's boss. Andrew was fired. He also had a disfiguring accident. Dave, Harry and Josh all had alibis. They were in the rugby club together with some mates, one of them was a magistrate. Probably one of Andrew's other dangerous dalliances he had or some bad advice he'd given someone.
Ali did go to university with Trevor to Manchester.
They married six months after they had both finished in their respective courses. Dave found out later that both Ali and Trevor had relationships before they met. Fathers don't like to think about that stuff. Their previous relationships were ships that had been launched, sailed, docked and been decommissioned.
Trevor had a one-way conversation on how disappointed he was with Ali for condoning her mother's plan to cheat and if she ever supported anyone on cheating again it would end their relationship.
They were totally committed to each other.
Two years after the wedding Jenny and Dave were presented with their first grandchild. At the Christening Dave heard Ali admit to her mother quietly that some of her experiences prior to Trevor had not been good, she regretted some of them, but now she wouldn't even think about cheating on Trev. "Mum, the time to experience that stuff is before you commit yourself. I gather from Debbie you had some fun before you met Dad, that should have been enough if you loved him." Jenny wiped away some tears.
Jennifer replied to her daughter. "I did love him, still do, but I was stupid, I got sucked in by all those lies, I was arrogant and it cost me the man I love most in the world."
Strangely enough Trevor had a similar chat with Dave, but he did not complain about his single love life.
Dave thought it was all a bit of a set up with the hope that Ali's parents would get bac together, they both did still love each other after all.
At the christening Trevor was talking to Dave. "Dad. what Jennifer wanted was not right for you. We know it's not the same for everyone, we think you did the right thing, and we don't blame you at all."
He turned, picking up a glass of orange juice and two glasses of champagne and walked away. He got a few paces, turned to Dave, smiled and said. "Oh, by the way she's not showing yet, but I would expect to be another christening in about 18 month's time," he carried on walking, now towards Jenny. Like Dave, she was standing on her own. Trevor gave her a glass of champagne leaning in and whispered in her ear. Her mouth fell open as he walked back to his wife and baby and handed her the orange juice. Jenny looked across at Dave, smiled and then she walked boldly towards him and hugged him.
That was one of the nights they spent with each other.
After the visit to the solicitors David and Jennifer moved into separate bedrooms until the house was sold. Dave allowed her to warm his bed a couple of times because he still loved her, and he was pretty certain she loved him. When the house was sold they both moved into small flats on the opposite side of town.
With rugby Dave was still quite fit and not as ugly as he thought he was. He never lacked for attention. He finally settled down with a divorcee about his age, they never married.
Jenny had plenty of attention. She was smart, intelligent and good looking. But it wasn't the same, it was empty, shallow and most times unfulfilling. She often cried at how stupid she had been to listen to her friends, and even more stupid not to check what they'd said before she tackled Dave, she regretted that to her dying day.
She often realised her situation at night in bed alone reminding herself she bought this situation completely on herself, that made her cry more.
End piece.
The UK has employment laws. Two days off in 14, one in seven is acceptable. 11 hours off between finishing and starting work and that includes travelling time when not working at your home base. Yeah, I've broken those rules.


        