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Here's something to think about: even little things can destroy your life. An example: If it hadn't been our 16th Wedding Anniversary, Marianne and I would have been eating dinner at one of our usual favorite places, instead of the fanciest restaurant in Cleveland. If it hadn't been such a fancy restaurant, I wouldn't have seen her face as she sat down--I would have been standing behind her and holding her chair, instead of letting a waiter do it. If I hadn't seen her face, I would have missed the little grimace of discomfort as her bottom touched the chair.
She saw my concerned look, and before I could ask anything she said, "Just a muscle cramp—my calf is sore today for some reason." Then she quickly went on to change the subject: "Oh Tom, what a beautiful restaurant this is. Thank you for bringing me here tonight!"
Here's something else to think about: Often we know something long before we realize that we know it. Marianne's grimace was a face she had made before, when she was suffering from what we jokingly called the "Honeymoons". When we were first married, on one of our honeymoon nights in Puerto Rico we had a lot to drink, and made love so vigorously (and so often) that the next day her pussy lips were sore and swollen, and it was uncomfortable for her to sit down. We had to take a day or two off from regular fucking, though we found many other ways of giving each other pleasure! The same thing happened during our "Second Honeymoon" six years later, when we left the kids with my parents and spent a week in Cancun. One exciting and passionate night of sex led to two days of soreness for Marianne —thus the name "Honeymoons".
Since then our sex life had calmed down quite a bit, as I guess it does for pretty much every married couple raising children, and the "Honeymoons" had not happened again. But the look on Marianne's face on our Wedding Anniversary was the "Honeymoons" look, and I recognized it right away, though I didn't realize until later that I had.
In fact our anniversary dinner was wonderful, and so was the rest of the evening, though not without a surprise—again, one whose meaning I didn't understand until later. Throughout dinner we shared great food, two bottles of champagne, and lots of happy memories. We talked about our two teenagers, both away for the summer at camp. We laughed about the awkwardness of our early dates in college, and about how it took a few tries until we knew what we were doing together in bed. Marianne had slept with two men before me—each of them only once, and without much pleasure. I'd had a steady girlfriend in high school, but she wouldn't let me fuck her until a month before graduation, and we'd done it only a few times before I left for college.
When Marianne and I got home from the restaurant—tipsy and very much in love—I carried her up to the bedroom and began to strip her naked, but she stopped me.
"Tom, wait. Let me put on the new nightie I bought just for tonight."
She disappeared into the bathroom, and by the time I was naked and in bed, she had emerged in a long pale blue nightgown that was nearly transparent. Her lovely breasts and perfect nipples showed clearly, as did the dark bush of her pubic hair. At 38 Marianne was gorgeous. The inevitable effects of bearing two children had been held at bay by good genes and lots of exercise (we ran 3 miles together at least twice a week). She was statuesque and magnificent—5'8" with dark hair and brown eyes, with wide hips and long legs. To me she was even sexier than when I first met her nearly two decades before. I had been in love with her—and in lust with her—ever since.
After some passionate necking and touching, I moved lower on the bed, seeking to raise her nightgown and arouse her with my tongue. Marianne adores it when I lick her, though she's much less enthusiastic about going down on me. Almost always our sex together includes some time with her enjoying my tongue and mouth between her legs. For this reason it surprised me when she stopped me.
"No, Tom, please. Tonight I want to be just for you." She gently forced me back down on the bed, stroked my cock, then took it into her mouth. When I reached for her pussy with my hands, meaning to pleasure her while she pleased me, she again stopped me.
"No, honey. Tonight has been so wonderful—let me just do this for you."
As I said, Marianne usually isn't so crazy about giving me blow jobs, but this one was sensational. She teased me, with her warm breath and her tongue and her lips and her hands. She got me close, then backed off with a wicked smile and stroked me softly, looking into my eyes and ignoring my groaning pleas to let me come. She licked down my shaft and lovingly took each of my balls in turn into her mouth, stimulating them gently with her tongue. Then she started it all over again! "Please, Anni, please! Let me come!" It must have been nearly half an hour of agonizing pleasure before she finished me off, taking me deep into her mouth and letting me shoot an enormous load of cum down her throat. My hips jerked and I groaned uncontrollably as the pleasure shot through me.
I lay there, spent and gasping. "Anni, that was unbelievable!" I said, using the pet name I often called her by during sex. By the time it had occurred to me that we hadn't fucked, and that I hadn't licked her or stroked her, the light was out and she was snuggled under my arm, relaxed and warm. When I once more said, "Honey, what about you?" she replied sleepily, "All for you tonight, darling."
So—why would I think about either of the strange little moments in the evening? No reason to. Who would care about a little grimace, or refuse a loving blowjob? No one. And that included me, until precisely eleven days later when my world began to crumble around me.
I had come back late Saturday night from a two-day conference in Chicago. I'm an engineer, and there was a meeting to discuss new federal load-bearing rules for commercial buildings. By the time I got home from the airport it was after 1 am, and I knew Marianne would be asleep. I stopped by the laundry room and took a minute to empty the dirty clothes out of my suitcase into the hamper. As I bent down, I noticed a pair of her panties that had fallen behind the hamper and were nearly hidden against the wall.
It was a silky black thong—in fact, her only thong, the one I had bought as a sexy present a year before and which she saved for special nights with me. Marianne is not a big fan of thongs—"They're not so bad if you feel like flossing your ass-crack!" is what she said to me once—but she wore that one a few times because she knew it excited me. I hadn't seen her wearing it in some time, but here it was, crusty and stiff on the crotch with what could only be a man's cum. One sniff confirmed the evidence of my eyes.
You know how sometimes in stories a character will claim "my head spun", and the reader thinks it's just a figure of speech? Well, my head spun. I felt dizzy and lightheaded, and I nearly tumbled to the floor. I kind of stumbled back into the kitchen and collapsed into a chair. I felt as though I had been hit in the back of the head with a 2 x 4.
Over the next few minutes my mind played every trick it could, as I tried desperately to make this something other than what it had to be. Could the panties have been lying there for months, since the last time she'd worn them with me? No—the hamper got moved every couple of weeks when the room was swept. Could she have worn them one day recently without me noticing? No—I saw her get dressed every morning. Could it have been my cum, from the last time we made love? No—that was three days before my trip, and she put on regular panties the next day. Could the mess in them be Marianne's own juices, maybe the result of a masturbation session while I was away? No—I knew what cum smelled like.
In the end, my mind caught up to what I already knew in my heart. My wife, the woman I had loved with my entire being for more than 16 years, was cheating on me. I didn't cry then; I was too stunned. I just sat and stared vaguely around the kitchen, drank a beer without tasting it, and let the inevitable questions pile up in my brain and stomp all my happiness to death. Who was it? How long? Did she love him? What would this mean for our marriage? Did we even have a marriage left? What would I do?
I am not one of those men who is turned on by the idea of their wives fucking another man. In fact, the idea doesn't give me a hard-on; it revolts me. I had never had fantasies about her with someone else. I didn't want her to screw someone else; I didn't want to watch it; I didn't want to think about it. And she knew that.
Marianne and I had made a commitment to one another to be faithful. I guess every married couple does, at least at the moment of the wedding, but we had also discussed it since then. At a neighborhood barbecue, about 8 years into our marriage, I'd been drawn aside by a casual friend, a nice but somewhat stuffy fellow named Harry. We sometimes made fun of him behind his back because he spoke in a kind of pedantic way, and was never without his pipe in his mouth. But a nice guy nonetheless. He took me for a short walk, and in a roundabout way told me that he and his wife Eileen were swingers, that they were attracted to Marianne and me, and that they hoped we might try swinging with them.
I was pretty shocked by this, but I calmly told him I'd think about it and discuss it with Marianne. But I said, "I don't know quite how to bring this up with her—I think she will find it pretty shocking." Harry just grinned at me. "Don't worry about that part, Tom," he replied. "Eileen is talking to Marianne about it right now!"
I was amused by how carefully they had planned it, and I promised Harry I'd speak to Marianne and let him know. I was at least a tiny bit tempted—Eileen was a short, curvy woman with a voluptuous figure, and also a lot of fun—but I couldn't imagine Marianne having any interest at all in swinging, or in Harry.
After the party, Marianne brought up the subject on our walk home before I could even say anything. "Can you believe that, Tom? Harry and Eileen swingers? And they want us to join them?"
"I was pretty surprised too, honey. I wish I could have seen your face when Eileen suggested that we swap with them."
Marianne laughed. "Well, I was taken aback. But I just politely said we'd talk about it, and let them know. No sense in saying something rude."
Later, in our bedroom, I returned to the topic. "Well, Marianne, do you have any interest in their offer?" "God, no, Tom!" she replied. "Can you imagine me in bed with that pompous man? Not in this lifetime!"
"But Marianne," I kidded her. "Don't you want to find out if he takes his pipe out of his mouth when he's fucking?" We both dissolved in laughter. It was clear that this wife-swapping invitation was not going anywhere!
I went on. "Honey, more seriously. We've never discussed the idea of swapping. I don't think it's anything I want to do, but are you tempted? Never mind Harry and Eileen—I mean with anyone?
She looked at me thoughtfully. "To be honest, Tom, I'm at least a bit curious. As you know there were only those two awful ... experiences I had in high school, and then no other man besides you in my life. So I can't help but wonder what it would be like with someone else. I love you and I love making love with you—it's not that I'm dissatisfied. I can't imagine finding a better lover. But I am a little curious."
She continued, "On the other hand, I don't want you having sex with anyone else! The thought of you holding and kissing another woman, of being between her legs, of putting your beautiful penis inside her, giving her the pleasure you give me—the idea of it makes be physically ill.. I want you all for myself! Our love-making is special to me because it's just for us, because neither of us ever shares ourselves with anyone else in that way."
I smiled at her, full of love for my amazing wife. "Anni, that's just how I feel. Sure I occasionally see a hot woman and have a brief fantasy—but our life together and the specialness of our sex are just too important to me. It's horrible even to imagine you with another man. I guess we are both just stick-in-the-muds, for whom marital fidelity actually matters!"
"Then come here, my stick-in-the-mud husband. I'm in the mood for some boring, maritally faithful sex!"
A few minutes later came the final, delightful surprise of that evening. As we fucked energetically in the doggy position, the two of us climbing towards orgasm, Marianne suddenly cried out, "Fuck me Harry! Give it to me, Harry—let me have that big dick of yours!"
I gasped, then collapsed in laughter along with Marianne. All thoughts of orgasm were forgotten as we howled together, tears of laughter running down our faces. I felt like the husband of the most wonderful woman in the world.
Now, as I thought back to that happy evening, my misery deepened. What had happened to the loving wife who was committed to ME, who had decided to refuse everyone else? I've always been a thoughtful and deliberate person—determined, but not quick to act until I knew everything about a situation. Even in my shock, and my despair, I already realized I had to know more. I couldn't confront Marianne, couldn't cry or yell or beat her or move out, until I knew the whole story.
The thought of making love to her in the next few days, of snuggling with her in bed, of pretending to be happy and in love when I actually felt like screaming, made me sick. How would I be able to hide my feelings from her? I actually thought for a moment, "How can I lie to my loving wife?" Then almost instantly came the answer: She's been lying to me! She's been cheating on me! She's been fucking God-knows-who behind my back, for God-knows how long!
By the time I climbed slowly up the stairs into my bedroom, it was after 2:30. Thank God I didn't have to face Marianne that night! When I got into bed, she murmured a hello without waking, and molded her body tightly up behind me, with an arm around my chest. I couldn't stand it! I wanted to cry. I wanted to kill her. I wanted her to tell me that this was just a horrible dream.
I hastily got back out of bed, pretending I needed to pee, and waited several minutes until I was sure she was completely asleep again. Then I crept back into bed, holding myself as far from her as possible, and stared open-eyed into the darkness, waiting for the most unlikely thing of all: sleep.
The next morning was Sunday, and I didn't awake until after 10:30—Marianne had let me sleep late. I could hear her downstairs, humming in the kitchen, and the smell of coffee wafted up to me. I stretched and yawned, smiling at the bright sunshine streaming in through the window. Perhaps a picnic today with Marianne? Then, after just a moment, the memory of what I had discovered the night before knocked the breath out of me, and the smile off my face. I remember thinking to myself that July 11th, the night of my return home, would probably forever be burned into my memory as the worst day of my life. But I was wrong about that: it turned out to be the 12th.
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I sat and thought for a few minutes before going downstairs. How was I going to face her? I wasn't ready to talk about her cheating—I needed to know the details. But I've never been good at lying, either, and Marianne was quick to pick up on any little look on my face. I have always loved her sensitivity to my feelings, and those of others. She notices other people, their moods, their preferences, better than anyone I have known. That is surely part of why I loved her so much.
Unable to decide what to do, I headed down to the kitchen, vaguely thinking I'd just smile a lot and keep her from noticing how I was feeling. Well, THAT plan lasted all of about ten seconds.
"Hi sleepyhead", she greeted me with a warm smile and a mug of coffee. "I was afraid you'd miss this beautiful day! But I know you must have gotten in very late last night. How was the meeting?" Having just handed me the coffee, she took it back from me, put it on the kitchen table, and hugged me tightly to her, kissing the side of my neck. I hugged her back mechanically, aware of her warm body under the robe, having no idea what to say. I wanted to cry.
When we broke the hug I turned away, grabbing my coffee, and pretended to gaze out at the back yard. "Yes, it is a gorgeous day. I was thinking we might go down to Forbes Lake, take our swimsuits and a picnic, and spend the day down there."
"What a great idea!" she replied. "I've got lots of stuff for sandwiches, and it's too lovely a day to spend all of it indoors. However," she went on with a smile in her voice, "I think we have some unfinished business from last night to take care of first!" I knew what she meant—we always made love when either of us came back from a trip, but she had been asleep when I came upstairs the previous night.
At that moment all I could think about were her panties, covered with someone else's cum. The idea of fucking her unfaithful pussy filled me with anger and despair. As she started to draw me back to her, taking my hand and leading me towards the staircase, she saw on my face some of what was in my mind.
"You know you owe me at least two or three orgasms, and .... Tom—what is it? You look as though you've just seen a ghost in the yard!" Marianne stopped, let go of my hand, and looked carefully up into my face. "Are you not feeling well?"
"I'm sorry," I said. "I picked up a stomach bug on the trip, and I'm still feeling a little queasy. Perhaps we could postpone that debt I owe you until later?" I tried to make my voice cheerful, even teasing, but I could see from the look on Marianne's face that I had not completely succeeded.
"OK, honey. I'll pack some nice simple food, nothing fancy or spicy. Maybe a day in the sun will help you feel better." She still looked a bit doubtful, but she didn't question me any further. I took a quick shower, she packed us a lunch, and we drove down to our favorite lakeside picnic spot.
That afternoon was wonderful—and unbearably awful. We spent the day just as we would have if nothing had been wrong. We sat together on a blanket, sharing our lunch and talking about the children and about my trip. We put lotion on one another and lay in the warm sun working on our summer tans. We swam across the lake and back, then rested on the floating raft for a while before swimming in to shore. In late afternoon she took a nap, with her head resting on my chest, as I pretended to read the Sunday paper but actually suffered with thousands of painful thoughts and feelings. If I hadn't been in agony about her infidelity, it would have been a lovely, relaxing day spent with the woman I loved most in the world.
As we drove back towards town she asked, "Are you feeling better? You certainly seemed fine when we swam today."
"I'm still a bit tired, but I guess my stomach is a lot better."
"That's a good thing," she said with a laugh. "I'm planning to wear you out tonight!" She took one of my hands from the steering wheel and pulled the back of it to her lips, giving it a big kiss while smiling at me.
Her warmth and attention felt like a knife in my ribs. How could she possibly treat me with such obvious affection when she'd been getting banged by somebody else? Was all this warmth and love just a show, to keep me in the dark? Was it her way of dealing with guilty feelings? Was the wife that I had known for so long such a monster that she could be in love with someone else, yet act as though she were still in love with me?
At home we had an informal dinner, then cleaned up the kitchen together. We didn't talk too much—that was unusual for us, but I found it far less painful to be near Marianne if I didn't have to fake interest in some conversation while masking how I was really feeling. She clearly sensed that something was bothering me, but didn't press me on it.
Once the dishes were done, Marianne took my arm and with a broad smile, led me towards the bedroom. "Now it's time for what you owe me," she said.
I couldn't bear it—absolutely couldn't bear the thought of trying to make love to her, of caressing her body, of licking her or fucking her, while thinking about who else had been doing that to her.
I stopped partway up the stairs. "Actually, Marianne, could we talk for a minute first? I've got something on my mind." I hadn't meant to say anything, but I just couldn't keep it in.
Seeing from my face that the "something on my mind" was serious, Marianne just said, "of course, honey". We went back down to the living room, she sat on the sofa and I in a chair across from her.
I sat in silence for several minutes, having no idea how to begin. Finally I said, "Marianne, you know how much I love you, right?" "Of course," she replied, looking a little perplexed.
I went on. "I want you to know that our relationship is the most important thing in my life. I put it ahead of everything, except our children. It comes ahead of my career, of anything else. And I would never do anything to jeopardize it."
"Yes, honey," said Marianne, now looking a little suspicious. "I feel just the same way about you—you know that."
"Anni, if I had ever made a mistake about something that threatened our marriage, I would come to you and tell you about. I'd beg for your forgiveness, and do whatever it took to make up for it. I would never allow a secret to poison our relationship. And I hope you would feel just the same."
By now she looked—I don't know, impatient? Or was that a slightly worried expression? "Of course I would, Tom. What is this all about?"
I paused again for a moment, unable to go ahead. Then finally: "Anni, I found your thong panties in the laundry room, covered with cum. Are you having an affair? Please tell me the truth!"
As I blurted this out, in my agony, Marianne never moved. But she seemed to stiffen almost imperceptibly, and her face became very pale. Then, after no more than a few seconds, she smiled broadly and cheerfully spoke. "Oh, honey, is THAT what this is all about? How silly! Don't you remember? We made love on Thursday, the night before you left for Chicago. I put those on the next morning, after you left, because I missed you and wanted to think about you while you were gone. I guess you must have really filled me up, because I could feel myself oozing into them all that morning!"
I just looked into the smiling face of my wife, absolutely aghast. I remembered quite clearly—we had NOT made love that Thursday night, because I was up late preparing some documents for the meeting and she had gone to bed. The last time we had sex was a couple of days earlier. Marianne had just looked me right in the eye and lied to me! Pretty convincingly, too—it frightened me that the story she told, with complete composure, was so plausible that I might very well have believed it! Did she really think that I was so easy to deceive?
Full of pain and hurt, and absolutely staggered by her bold-faced lie, I didn't push her any further. What would be the point? Instead I muttered, "OK—I must have forgotten." And then, making a supreme effort to seem convinced, "I'm sorry to have accused you of such a ridiculous thing."
"Sweet darling," she replied, looking relieved. "What an imagination you have! Let's go upstairs and let me give you all the reassurance you can stand."
If you had told me, even two days earlier, that there would be a night when I dreaded fucking my wife, I would have said you were crazy. And yet there was nothing I less wanted to do at that moment. I silently gritted my teeth and said to myself, "OK, you lying bitch! If you can look me right in the eye and deny you're screwing someone else, then I can look you in the eye and pretend to want to fuck you!"
And it turned out I could. What I couldn't do was enjoy it. We did all of the things we usually loved doing in bed together. Lots of kissing and stroking, then me between Marianne's legs licking her to an orgasm or two. I went at her grimly, glad that she couldn't see my face, and determined to lick and kiss and bite her into a frenzy. "You bitch!" I was thinking. "Does that asshole you're fucking get you as hot as THIS?" I made her come quickly, then went right on, stroking inside her with two fingers on her G-spot while I licked and sucked on her clit, until she had two more orgasms and was pulling me up to her, saying. "Please Tom, no more! Come up here and get inside me quick!"
The fucking was much the same. I stroked into her smoothly, regularly, determined simply to fuck the hell out her. I didn't hurt her, but I didn't linger for gentle changes of speed and pressure—I gave her the robot version of fucking, building steadily up and up until I came like crazy, shuddering as I shot into her over and over. I didn't even bother to notice if she came again while we fucked. It was enough that for a few moments, I was able to banish from my mind the image of her lying in ecstasy while some other man pumped on top of her.
After a few quiet minutes, me lying with my head on her shoulder, still not looking at her, Marianne spoke. "My God, Tom, nobody else gives me orgasms like that!" Then, seeing the look on my face, she laughed (she laughed!) and said, "Oh, honey, you know what I mean. There isn't anybody out there who ever COULD give me orgasms like that."
I lay awake long after Marianne had happily snuggled her back up against me and gone to sleep. It was beyond my comprehension that she could have lied to my face like that. Of course, it was also beyond my comprehension that she could be cheating on me, so what's one more lie on top of that?
As I thought back through the preceding weeks and months, I searched for any sign that things were different between us. Any coldness or evasiveness from her; or, on the other hand, any excessive or unexpected affection. At first I didn't remember a single thing—then I thought about our most recent anniversary.
The grimace on her face as she sat down in that fancy restaurant: that was the "honeymoons". Of course it was, I'd seen that look before and knew exactly what it meant. Good God. Had she been fucked into soreness on the day of our wedding anniversary? I got quietly out of bed, grabbed a robe, and headed downstairs, making sure that Marianne was still sleeping soundly.
I sat in the den with the lights off, recalling our sex after our anniversary dinner. My wife, usually so delighted to have her pussy licked and not so interested in sucking my cock, had given me the blowjob of a lifetime, while not letting me lick, or even so much as touch, her cunt. The reason for that was obvious: her pussy was sore, and she didn't want me to irritate it further. Even more important, she surely wouldn't have wanted me to notice that it was sore and swollen.
Her solution to the problem was as creative as my wife was shrewd: distract me with the sight of her in that nearly transparent new nightie, then say "tonight is for you, honey" and blow me to Kingdom come! (Pardon the pun.) If it hadn't been for my finding the panties several days later, I would have forever been in the dark—the typical clueless, cuckolded husband.
It was clear that now I'd have to begin the dreary and banal job of proving that she was cheating—of catching her in the act, or finding something incriminating that she couldn't explain away. What depressed me, and infuriated me, was thinking about what would come after that. One hell of a yelling match, obviously, but then what? A bitter divorce? Months of apologies (from her) and bitter recriminations (from me)? Was I supposed to go out and find myself somebody else to fuck, which I had no interest in doing? How could our marriage possibly survive, not only the cheating, but all the lying that must have gone with it? And for how long now had it been going on?
I put my head in my hands, and I wept. After about an hour, I washed my face with cold water and quietly went back to bed.
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It was quite clear to me: I would have to go on pretending to Marianne that everything was fine, until I had absolute proof of her adultery. And her creative lie to me the day before about her panties indicated that she had no intention of ever confessing. I would have to throw the proof in her face.
One thing in my favor was my job. I had a lot of freedom within my company—I could come and go during the day, to see clients or visit job sites, and it would not seem unusual. On the other hand, the same was true for Marianne. She worked in client relations for a public relations firm, and was always going to lunch or to business meetings. It would be impossible to check her work schedule and find any suspicious pattern of absences from the office.
I had a college friend named Terry, who worked in Chicago in the security and surveillance business. It took no more than a friendly 20-minute conversation, with a bit of catching up on one another's lives, to get all the equipment advice I needed. I told him I was doing a project for a commercial client obsessed with security, and explained that I'd need the latest in miniaturized listening devices that would transmit wirelessly to recorders. He said, "I'll do you one better: everything is digital nowadays, you can record to digital audio tape or even directly to digitized audio files that you can upload to your computer and listen to."
No more than an hour after our conversation, Terry emailed me all the specs, prices, and model numbers for what we had discussed. I drove out to a large electronics warehouse in the suburbs and bought all of what I needed. Nearly $1400 on the credit card—but I figured that by the time Marianne saw the bill, that would be the least of my worries.
I went home to our house, empty in the middle of the day, and set up audio recorders in our bedroom, spare bedroom, guest room, my study, the living room, and the kitchen. Each of them was no bigger than a thimble, and easy to hide. They were all sound-activated, so that they would begin to record whenever someone spoke or made noise in any of the rooms. And each was set up to transmit wirelessly to tiny digital recorders I'd hidden in our attic. Whatever Marianne or I did in our house, I'd have a sound recording of.
Why didn't I use video? The answer may seem surprising. As I continued to torture myself with images of Marianne fucking and sucking someone else, I realized that I didn't want to see those images. Knowing about her adultery was painful enough—hearing it, or hearing her talk to her lover, was going to be even worse. I was afraid that if I actually SAW them together, I would never be able to erase those pictures from my mind. Better, I thought, to be tormented by my imaginings than to have to see the reality, over and over for years to come.
While I was at it, I checked through all our credit card bills and our phone records. I found nothing incriminating: no unexplained hotel stays, no charges at restaurants I hadn't been to, no pattern of frequent calls to any one number besides the familiar ones of our friends and family. Marianne had clearly been very very careful. I realized I would have to check her purse, and put a recorder in her car, in addition to what I had already done.
In the meantime, I went back to my office. Alternately heartsick and furious, I managed to get through my day without my colleagues noticing how I was feeling. That evening after dinner, Marianne and I made our weekly phone call to our kids at camp. This was a new torment, both of us being cheerful with them while I tried to give no hint of my despair.
After Marianne and I went to bed, I waited quietly until I was sure she was asleep. Then I went outside and carefully installed an audio recorder in her car, transmitting to a tiny receiver hidden under the spare tire in the trunk. Returning to the house I went through her purse. To my surprise I found two cell phones—the one she had always used, and a cheap throwaway model, the kind that's used with pre-paid minutes. This explained why there were no unexpected calls on our cell phone bills! I grimaced to myself, thinking again of how careful and systematic Marianne had been in her efforts to deceive me.
Each day that week was worse than the one before. I pretended to Marianne that everything was fine, smiled and nodded and tried to act natural, though I did manage to avoid sex with her by pleading lots of work one night, and a bad headache another. She could surely tell I was still upset about something, but she played the loving wife without questioning me about it. Each night after she was asleep, I listened to all the recorders I had set up in the house and her car, and until Friday night there was nothing interesting.
That night I finally got confirmation of what I was already sure of. It was a short phone call that Marianne received in her car that morning, undoubtedly on her throw-away cell phone. I heard only her side, but that was enough to make things perfectly clear.
"Hello? ... Hey, babe .... Yeah, I'll BET you have! (with a throaty laugh) .... No, I explained that last Monday ... Yes, Tom hasn't said anything else but I can tell it's still on his mind. I have to let a bit more time pass before I can see you again ... Of course I still want to! But you always knew that my marriage would come first —haven't I been clear about that? ... Yes ... Uh-huh ... Yes, I think next Tuesday will work. But let's not go back to the place we've been going, I want to be extra careful. ... Where? ... You mean that place out on Route 8, near the orchard? ... Yeah, we were there three times before, but not in a while. ... OK, babe, Tuesday at 11am. .... (laughs again), Yes, I'm sure you will be ready! ... Me too ... OK, bye."
I sat slumped in my chair in the study, where I had gone to my computer to check the recordings. It wasn't any surprise, I had known ever since finding the thong, but somehow this confirmation still shattered me. Marianne was cheating on me! And had been for some time, it seemed. She was regularly letting another man fuck her, kissing and stroking him, letting him between her thighs, on top of her, beneath her as she rode him, behind her as he plowed her doggy-style...
Judging from her words on the recording, she must have called him the previous Monday (after our conversation about her panties on Sunday) and warned him that I was suspicious, and that they'd have to cool it for a while. Obviously this was no one-time thing, no sudden slip into a single night of passionate adultery. It was an ongoing affair, one that had gone on for months—or years?
My agonized thoughts went on and on, as image after image played in my head like some kind of nightmarish slide show. One of the most special gestures Marianne sometimes made with me was a way of embracing me when we hugged and kissed. Instead of putting her arms tightly around me and pulling me to her with her hands on my back, she sometimes slid her arms up over my shoulders and kept them straight. In this way her arms hung out behind me, wrists dangling. Something about that position that was magical to me: it meant that she was embracing me with no restraint, no holding herself back. She was utterly open to me, completely mine. As I imagined her with her lover, the single worst image of all was of her embracing him in that way, kissing him with her arms flung over his shoulders, giving herself completely to him.
That weekend, the only particular horrible time (in a whole weekend of desperate sadness for me) was a Saturday night party with some of our friends—busy working parents like ourselves whom we don't get to see very often. As Marianne and I circulated, sometimes together and sometimes apart, we were greeted warmly by friends we liked, who were glad to see us and eager to hear how we'd been. Sharing the usual stories, about work and the kids, felt especially desolate to me. Part of me longed to say to someone, "Well, actually, I've not been doing so well. Marianne is fucking some other guy and won't tell me about it, and I'm pretty devastated. But what's new with you?"
On Monday I left work during the morning and drove out along Route 8 to the Sunflower Motel, which I recognized as the one Marianne had mentioned to her lover. It was a strip motel, a row of rooms side by side with parking places directly in front of each room. So I was confident that, if I put a listening device inside Marianne's purse, the recorder hidden in her car would be close enough to record what went on inside—the range of the devices was supposed to be 150 feet.
That night, I got up after Marianne was asleep—I seemed to be doing that every night—and took her purse into my study, where I carefully sewed one of the tiny wireless microphones into the bottom. She would never find it unless she happened to dump out the entire purse and look for it.
I also re-checked all the listening devices, the recorders in the house and in her car. But there was nothing incriminating or suspicious. Marianne had already set up her rendezvous in the Friday phone call, and didn't risk any further communication with her lover.
Marianne's date was for Tuesday at 11. So a little after 11, I left work and drove again down Route 8. Sure enough, there was her car, parked right in front of Room 19. Not at all surprised, yet still even sicker at heart, I took a minute and noted down the license plates of the cars on either side of hers—it never hurts to be prepared.
That evening I watched Marianne with extra attention. Could she really conceal from me all traces of her cheating that day? She came home looking relaxed and fresh—she must have showered at the motel, because she didn't go running upstairs for a shower. Her eyes sparkled, her face was full of life and color, and she seemed as happy as ever to see me. For the life of me I still couldn't believe that this beautiful, loving person I cared so much about was fucking around behind my back.
I barbecued that night, and we ate outside on the deck, enjoying the warm summer evening. I was certainly as preoccupied as I had been in any of the past few nights, and I wondered if Marianne would ask me about it. She didn't, and I assume she thought it best not to initiate a conversation that might lead back to the subject of adultery. I think she felt confident that she had headed off my suspicions, but she wasn't about to take any further chances.
While we were doing the dishes in the kitchen, she slid over and put her arm around my waist. "Tom, will you come up to bed early with me tonight? I love these days with the kids at camp, when we can make love any time we like. And you've turned me down twice lately!" She said this last sentence with a sexy smile. Under any other circumstances I would have been hard in five seconds. But I knew—or was virtually certain—that she'd been fucking her lover 10 hours earlier, and her invitation just enraged me. How could she jerk me around like this? Did she think I was a total idiot?
Trying to keep calm, and not let my own feelings show, I replied calmly, "I'm sorry, babe. There's a big presentation first thing in the morning for a new building downtown, and I have to get it finished tonight. How about tomorrow night for sure, OK?" I'm pretty sure she didn't believe my excuse. I could even see her on the point of protesting further, before she decided that it might not be a good idea. Again, the last thing she wanted was for me to bring up my suspicions about her adultery.
So all she said was, "OK, sweetheart. I'll go watch some TV before bed. If you get done and I'm still awake, you come running on up to me, promise?"
I stayed downstairs, more-or-less doing some work while waiting for Marianne to go to sleep without me. By midnight she was out; I could hear her regular breathing from the door to the bedroom. I headed out to her car, got the recording from that day, returned to my study, closed the door, slipped it into the computer and played it back.
Even at that moment, I still had a tiny shred of hope. Perhaps in some crazy way I was wrong about everything, and it was all some paranoid fantasy of mine. Marianne had been so loving, so warm—how could she be cheating on me?
From the first sounds on the tape, any remaining hopes disappeared.
First I heard Marianne on the cell phone in her car. There was a routine work call, perhaps on her regular cell, then a few minutes after that HE called, and I heard her side of the conversation.
"Hello ... hey baby .... yes, me too .... Are you there now? I can hardly wait! It feels like it's been forever ... You'll just have to wait to see what I'm wearing (with a giggle), I chose it for you to see it! .... Well, maybe for you to take it off me too .... OK, in a few minutes ... Bye."
This much was no surprise, as it merely confirmed the previous call in which they'd set up their date. What came next was worse—much worse.
I heard the noises of her parking, turning off her car, getting out, and locking it. Then a couple of soft knocks on a door, and the sounds of a long, deep kiss, as the door clicked shut. A man's voice said, "Wow, did I need that!" Then a couple more kisses, and then he said, "Come in here and let me look at you. You are SO gorgeous!"
Then Marianne, MY Marianne, speaking back to him, teasing him! In a sultry voice, "I'll bet you say that to all the girls, big fella. Can you back it up? Or are you all talk and no action?" Then she laughed aloud, and I heard more kissing and hugging, with the two of them cooing and moaning into one another's ears.
"Let me go, Eddie," Marianne said. "I'm so hot for it, let me just get my clothes off and you inside me!" I heard the sounds of clothes coming off, then the springs of the bed groaning as one or two bodies came down on it.
"God, it's so big, and so hard, and so beautiful!" Marianne said. "I guess you really DID miss me! Let me suck on it first."
"Only if I can lick you too," the man replied. In no time they were apparently in a 69 position. The talking stopped, replaced by the sounds of sucking, licking and moaning made by two horny people in a hurry.
I stopped the recording, sat back, and stared at the ceiling. For over a week I'd been hoping, praying, denying, suffering, wondering. I felt my life had been destroyed, yet I still had clung to the tiny possibility that I was wrong. Now that was over. The marriage in which I had taken such joy, felt such pride and happiness, was a lie. The woman to whom I had opened myself completely, whom I had given every bit of my love and my trust, had betrayed me in the most basic way there is—she had given herself to another man.
There didn't seem much point in listening to the rest, but I went on, doggedly. As I've said, I am not a man who fantasizes about his wife fucking someone else, or gets turned on by it. Every sound they made, every groan of her pleasure or of his, every squeak of the bed, every affectionate word, felt like a sharp needle plunged deep into me. There was no pleasure for me, no excitement, just an indescribably painful sensation of grief and loss.
They sucked and licked each other for a few minutes, until he said, "Hold on, Anni, I'm going to come!" Apparently she didn't stop, for a moment later he groaned. "Oh, oh, shit, that's incredible, oh, ohhh!" Then he sighed, and said, "Baby, you have incredible lips. That was unbelievable!"
She just giggled and said, "I loved it too, Eddie. Now maybe you could pick up where you left off?" As he proceeded to lick her pussy, I could hear all the little moans and sighs, the ohs and ahs, that until then had been part of my happy memories of our love-making. Within minutes she too was coming, saying, "that's it Eddie—oh, right there! right there! Yes, yes, I'm coming!!"
"Oh, Eddie, nobody does me like you do!" she said to him, a remark that stunned me with pain. "Give me a minute to relax and enjoy that wonderful feeling, then I want your beautiful dick inside me." Then she giggled again, as he growled like a dog and apparently began to sniff and lick all over her body. I couldn't believe how much fun they were having together. It wasn't just the sex—their relaxed enjoyment of each other, their intimacy, just tore me apart. It was obvious they'd been lovers for quite a while, and were very familiar and easy with one another. The fact that he called her "Anni", a pet name that only I used with her—above all in bed--just made it worse. Had SHE suggested that to him?
He must have had no trouble getting hard again, because within minutes they were fucking. From their words to each other, I could tell that he began on top, then she rode him until she came again, and then he rolled her over and fucked her for a long time from behind. By that time Marianne was relaxed and happy, on the far side of two great orgasms. She just lay there comfortably, sighed, and let him have his pleasure. When he began to accelerate towards his orgasm she encouraged him. "That's it, baby—come on, fill me up. Oh yes, I can feel you so deep in me! Cum in me, Eddie, now, that's it!"
He came with a loud, long groan, and then there were the sounds of them getting comfortable to rest in one another's arms on the bed. When they stopped making noise the tape must have stopped recording, perhaps for quite a while, but then came the sound of the shower. They must have been in it together, because I could hear their voices but couldn't catch any words.
But their voices were clearer as they came back into the room and dressed. Above all it was their easy affection and familiarity that broke my heart. This was no one-night stand; Eddie was my wife's lover, someone close to her, someone she'd opened her body to, someone with whom she had taken her pleasure repeatedly. They hadn't just fucked. They'd cuddled, they'd showered together. How else to say it? She'd been with him the way she was supposed to be only with me.
When Marianne headed to the door, they kissed goodbye almost routinely, as husband and wife do each morning. "Bye, baby," she said. "You sure made my day!"
"Anni, sweetheart, when can we get together again?"
"I don't know, Eddie. It all depends on when Tom calms down. He's been so moody, it's obvious he's still wondering about me. I need to be very careful for a while. Call me at the end of the week and I'll let you know how it looks."
"OK, babe," Eddie replied. "But once every ten days is not enough of you for me. I get lonely."
"And horny?" she answered with a laugh.
"Well, yes, that too," he confessed.
"Look, Eddie," Marianne said in a more serious tone. "You've known from the beginning how it had to be. Number one for me is my marriage. I won't do anything to hurt Tom, no matter how much I love being with you."
Again I stopped the tape, in bitter shock. "Won't do anything to hurt Tom?" Well I guess you've sort of fucked that one up, Marianne! How about the fact that you tried to pull me into bed with you tonight, just a few hours after you sucked and fucked that clown Eddie?
I went back to listening, and heard Eddie's voice. "OK, Marianne, I get it. Just do what you can to reassure him, OK? I want to see you more than just once a week."
Once more she returned to teasing him. "Sure you can get it up more often than that, lover?" asked Marianne.
"You know I can," Eddie replied, with a laugh. She gave him one more long kiss, and then she must have headed for her car. I heard the engine start up, and then there were just the sounds of driving. There was nothing else on the recording.
I sat in my dark, quiet study. It was 3:45am. I looked vaguely across the room at nothing, seeing only the wreck of my marriage. I must have sat for half an hour, unmoving, without much thought.
Finally I roused myself. I had to prepare for the inevitable confrontation. The marriage is dead, I thought—time to prepare to bury it. I went back to the computer, compiling a new recording of Marianne's first phone call from Eddie and some excerpts from their motel room exercises. I put that recording onto a tape cassette, hid it in a bottom drawer, and slowly went upstairs to bed.
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The next day dragged. In the morning I was exhausted and depressed; it was harder than ever even to fake any normalcy to Marianne. Fortunately, she had an early meeting and left right away, leaving me to breakfast and the newspaper on my own.
At work I was so listless that my best friend Steve came into my office and closed the door. "Is something going on, Tom? For the past couple of weeks I haven't been able to tell if you've got the flu or if something is eating at you. Want to talk about it?"
I sighed. Steve and I had known each other for ten years—he was my closest friend. "Steve, I don't feel ready to tell you all of it. Let's just say that Marianne and I are having some troubles."
"Oh, no, that's terrible! Andrea and I always think of you as the happiest couple we know! I'm so sorry. You know I'll help however I can. Would it help if Andrea gave Marianne a call?"
"No, Steve, but thanks. I have a feeling I'll be needing to tell you the whole story pretty soon, but I'm just not ready yet. Thanks for your concern, I appreciate it a lot."
"OK, Tom," he replied, with obvious worry in his face. "Whatever I can do for you, all you have to do is name it." I thanked him, and when he left I did a bit better at returning to my work and putting my marriage out of my mind for a little while.
I got home on the early side, bringing a pizza, and made some preparations. When Marianne walked in I was sitting at the kitchen table, with the pizza, two place settings, and a couple of beers waiting for us. "Hi sweetie, what a nice surprise!" she beamed at me, coming over for a quick kiss.
I smiled wearily at her and opened the beers, and we ate companionably. I managed to entertain her with a mildly interesting story about a difficult client I've been dealing with, and we finished our dinner in just a few minutes. Time to get on with it, I thought.
"Marianne, I'd like to change the subject to something a bit more serious." She nodded expectantly but didn't reply.
"A couple of weeks ago I expressed my fears that you were having an affair. You persuaded me that I was mistaken, of course, so I naturally stopped worrying about it."
Marianne still sat quietly, but watched me intently.
"Clearly it was silly of me to doubt you," I said. "You are my loving and faithful wife, and you would never lie to me about something so important as marital fidelity."
"That's right, Tom," Marianne replied a bit sharply, obviously nettled by my sarcastic tone. "Do I have to continue defending myself to you? I thought this was settled." She looked just the least bit annoyed—or worried.
"No, no, Marianne, not at all," I said. "You've explained everything to me, and I'm fully convinced. It's just that there's something I can't quite understand. Perhaps you can help me with it?" I stepped to the cassette recorder on the counter and pushed the Play button. We heard Marianne's side of her conversation with Eddie from the previous Friday.
"Hello? ... Hey, babe .... Yeah, I'll BET you have! (with a throaty laugh) .... No, I explained that last Monday ... Yes, Tom hasn't said anything else but I can tell it's still on his mind. I have to let a bit more time pass before I can see you again ... Of course I still want to! But you always knew that my marriage would come first —haven't I been clear about that? ... Yes ... Uh-huh ... Yes, I think next Tuesday will work. But let's not go back to the place we've been going, I want to be extra careful. ... Where? ... You mean that place out on Route 8, near the orchard? ... Yeah, we were there three times before, but not in a while. ... OK, babe, Tuesday at 11 .... (Laughs again), Yes, I'm sure you will be ready! ... Me too ... OK, bye."
As she began hearing herself, Marianne was startled. She said, "Tom! How did you..." and then was silent. At the end of the conversation I stopped the tape and just looked at her. She was pale, but looked amazingly calm and composed.
"Tom, I guess I do owe you an explanation about this, but it's not what you think." (The fuck it's not, I thought to myself. What is she going to tell me now?)
"Eddie is a new client for the firm. He's a well-known actor, and he's about to face charges for having spent the night in a hotel with a groupie who turned out to be only 15. His manager hired us to work with him on a public-relations strategy, but he's incredibly paranoid right now. I've been working with him in total secrecy, meeting in motel rooms, and no one in the firm besides me and the president even know we have him for a client. It all seems ridiculously cloak-and-dagger to me, but it's what they insist on. I told Eddie I was willing to go along with this, but I was afraid somehow you'd learn about my sneaking around and think I was having an affair. I warned Eddie that if that happened, I would have to tell you the whole story. I don't know how you got that tape of my conversation with him, but now you know everything that's going on."
I just stared at my wife. Who WAS this person I thought I knew, who could lie so convincingly on the spur of the moment? I almost had to admire her skill, even as my rage mounted at her refusal even now to tell me the truth.
I pretended to believe her story, letting a look of gradual understanding show on my face. "OK, Marianne," I said slowly. "I guess I can see how that conversation might have meant something quite different from what I assumed."
She looked relieved. "Well it's my fault too, sweetie. I was sworn to secrecy about this project, but I probably should have told you about it right at the beginning anyway, and trusted in your discretion. I'm sorry you got so upset for no reason." She was smiling at me lovingly, and I could see that she actually thought she'd pulled it off.
"Yes...yes, it all makes sense now," I said. "But then maybe you can explain what this is all about." And I pressed Play again, and the kitchen was filled with the sounds of Marianne and Eddie in the motel room. I'd made a "highlights reel", since I had absolutely no desire to hear the whole thing again. A few excerpts did the job.
"Let me go, Eddie," we heard Marianne's voice saying. "I'm so hot for it, let me just get my clothes off and you inside me!"
In the kitchen, Marianne gasped aloud. She looked for a minute as though she would jump up to turn off the cassette player, then she just sat back in her chair, staring at the table, looking deadly pale.
A moment later Marianne's voice continued on the tape: "God, it's so big, and so hard, and so beautiful! I guess you really DID miss me! Let me suck on it first."
Next came Eddie's voice, addressing my wife by her pet name. "Hold on, Anni, I'm going to come! Oh, oh, shit, that's incredible, oh, ohhh!" Then he sighed, and said, "Baby, you have incredible lips. That was unbelievable!"
After that, I stuck with Marianne, first with her orgasm while Eddie was licking her.
"That's it Eddie—oh, right there! right there! Yes, yes, I'm coming!!" And after a moment, "Oh, Eddie, nobody does me like you do! Give me a minute to relax and enjoy that wonderful feeling, then I want your beautiful dick inside me."
For the grand finale, I had chosen Marianne's words as Eddie finished fucking her.
"That's it, baby—come on, fill me up. Oh yes, I can feel you so deep in me! Cum in me, Eddie, now, that's it!"
When I stopped the tape this time, Marianne was perfectly still, and as pale as I had ever seen her. Hearing it again had me in tears, but she was dry-eyed. There was complete silence in the room. I watched Marianne for several minutes before she finally raised her eyes to mine, and slowly spoke.
"Oh, Tom. Oh my God. Tom, I am SO sorry. I never meant for this to happen. I never, never meant to hurt you."
I couldn't resist sarcasm. "Why Marianne, whatever do you mean? Weren't those the sounds of you doing public relations work with your important client?"
"Tom, listen. Please. I know I owe you an explanation. Just, please, let me tell the whole story, and don't interrupt me until I've finished. I can..."
"No," I stopped her. I kept my voice quiet, but it probably sounded like an ice-pick. I was as full of rage as I've ever been in my life.
"No, fuck you, no. After you break my heart, after you cut my balls off and stomp on them, after you look me right in the eye and lie to me, you don't get to ask me to sit quietly and listen to your stories. I asked you for the truth two weeks ago. You think I didn't know that story about the thong panties was bullshit? We didn't make love the night before I left on that trip! And even tonight, you had a chance to be honest with me, and you gave me another fairy tale instead!"
"Please, Tom, there's more to this than..."
But I wouldn't let her finish a sentence. "That's my faithful, loving wife, all right! 'Oh Eddie, nobody does me like you do! Give me your beautiful dick!' And all the while he's calling you 'Anni', and eating your cunt. The two of you are showering together, and making plans for next time!"
"Tom, if you'll only..."
"No, Marianne!" By now I was not being so quiet. "You had your chance to be the faithful wife I thought I was married to. You had the chance to tell me the truth, to 'explain' why you've been fucking someone else for who knows how long. You're out of chances now!"
I got up, grabbed an overnight bag I'd left near the door, and walked out to my car. Behind me I heard Marianne, her voice trembling, saying "Wait! Tom, please! Just give me a chance to talk to you!"
I backed out of the driveway and drove slowly and carefully away from my house, away from my marriage, away from my life.
********
I went to a Holiday Inn nearby and took a room for three nights. That would get me to the weekend, then I could figure something else out. My adrenaline and rage had drained away, leaving me exhausted, empty and sad. It was still only 8:30pm. I called Steve at home. "Hey Steve, it's Tom. Calling you sooner than expected—I think I really do need to talk to someone tonight."
"Sure, Tom, of course. Shall I come to your place, or do you want to come here?"
"Actually, Steve, I'm at the Holiday Inn on 12th, in Room 417. Any chance you could come up and bring a few beers? I'm afraid it's a long and sad story."
"I'll be there in 20 minutes."
I had a couple more beers with Steve as I told him the whole story, from our anniversary night to the thong panties to my tape of Marianne and Eddie in the motel. When I was finished he just looked at me in sad surprise. "Jesus, Tom! Of all the wives we know, Marianne is just about the last one I could have imagined..." Embarrassed, he didn't finish the sentence. Instead, he continued, "What can Andrea and I do to help? Do you want to stay with us? What are you planning?"
"Thank you, Steve. I don't really know yet—I've got this room til the weekend, then maybe I'll find an apartment. As for plans, I've only got two at the moment: not to see or speak to Marianne, and somehow not to fall apart completely. Maybe you and Andrea could have dinner with me in the hotel restaurant tomorrow, just so I have some company?"
"No, Tom, you're coming to our place tomorrow. I insist."
I thanked Steve, and after he left I put out the light and was quickly asleep. It felt like the end of a very important chapter in my life, but perhaps fortunately I was just too tired to lie awake reflecting on it.
********
I woke at 7am out of a horrible dream, thrashing and sweating. It had been beautiful at first. Marianne and I were at home in our bed, making slow love to one another. We kissed deeply, then smiled lovingly at one another as I stroked into her from above, in the missionary position. After a while there was another man in the room, off in the corner, watching us. I couldn't see him clearly—he was just a dark shape. Then he approached the bed. I still didn't recognize him.
Then the picture swung at a crazy angle, like a camera panning in a movie. Now the view was down from the ceiling. The man, who must have been Eddie, had taken my place! I was standing in my bedroom, watching Eddie and Marianne fucking on the bed. Somehow I couldn't move, couldn't make them stop. They knew I was standing there, but they didn't care. Marianne glanced once at me without expression, then turned back to her lover. She was groaning and crying out, saying "Eddie! Oh, yes, baby, you're the best! Never stop fucking me! make me forget all about my husband!" It went on and on, until she came with a scream I'd never heard her make in all our married years. That's when I woke up.
I thought a quick shower might help, but it took longer than expected, because I broke down and found myself leaning against the wall, sobbing. Eventually I calmed down, and dried myself. "Today is the first day of the rest of your life," I thought grimly to myself as I dressed. "Some life I've got now."
After a quick hotel breakfast I went into work, and asked the company's receptionist, Alice, to come into my office for a moment. She was a quiet but cheerful woman in her fifties, and we had always had a cordial relationship.
"Alice, I'd like to ask a favor, if you don't mind. Marianne and I are having some problems, and I really don't want to see her or talk to her right now. If and when she calls, would you please keep a record of it for me but tell her I'm out of the office, or in a meeting? She can leave a message in my voicemail but I do NOT want to speak to her. Likewise, if she comes to the office, please make sure she's told that I'm not available."
Alice looked at me and nodded, a bit sadly. "Tom, I'm so sorry. Of course I'll take care of that. At the end of each day you can check with me to see whether she's called. Please let me know if I can help in any other way." I thanked her, and she turned to leave, but stopped at the door.
"Tom? I'm so sorry for what you're going through—but I can't help but hope that you and Marianne can work through this. I don't think I know another man who has been as happily married as you have been until now."
To my surprise I found that I could work. Somehow having confronted Marianne with the proof of her cheating had moved me to the next stage in dealing with this. It didn't weigh me down quite so much. I had absolutely no idea what would happen, but for some reason I was able to focus on the practical problems of my job.
At the end of the day I stopped by Alice's desk. She smiled and told me that Marianne had called four times. I returned to my office to check my voicemail, and found two messages from her.
"Tom, honey, it's Marianne." I could hear the tears in her voice. "Oh sweetheart, I am so sorry, so very sorry! I would give anything for this not to have happened!" Terrific, I thought angrily—all you had to do was not fuck that asshole!
"Please call me and give me a chance to talk to you. I know you're hurting, I can't even imagine how angry you are with me. Please give me the chance to help you understand, and to make it up to you!"
The second message was shorter. "Sweetheart, it's me again. Please call. I'm just dying, thinking of how upset you must be."
I deleted the messages, and drove to Steve and Andrea's for dinner. They were waiting with lasagna, a salad, some wine, and a lot of warm sympathy and friendship. Steve had filled his wife in on at least the basics of my story, and she was nearly in tears when she told me how sorry she was.
"Tom, I want you to know that the whole thing is a mystery to me. I've known Marianne for years, and she just adores you! I know you must be unbelievably upset, but please don't forget what a great marriage you have had until now."
"Thank you, Andrea," I said with a sigh. "I know in my brain that what you say is true. But I feel like something's been torn out of me—I'm empty, and kind of dead inside right now. Steve probably told you how she lied twice to my face when I asked her about this, and only admitted it when I played her the tape of her and her boyfriend actually fucking. She somehow found a way to raise the level of her betrayal even higher."
Andrea nodded, and said nothing for a minute. Then she asked, "Tom, how would you feel about my talking to Marianne? I wouldn't be speaking for you, of course—just reaching out to her at a tough time. She's our friend too."
"Yes, of course," I replied. "I'm sure she'll be glad to have a friend to talk to. Maybe she'll want to give you the true version of the whole nasty story—she certainly didn't want to tell it to me."
Over the next week or so, not much changed. I went to work—where I ignored all of Marianne's phone messages—went back to the hotel and went to bed. On the weekend I found a small furnished apartment near the office that would do for a couple of months, until I was ready to make more long-term plans. I went back to the house twice during the day—driving by first to make sure Marianne's car was not there—and picked up some clothes, my toiletries and my computer.
One night after midnight I decided to retrieve the recorder from Marianne's car, just to see whether she was still in touch with Eddie. There seemed no point in leaving the recorder in place, so I just removed it from the trunk and drove back to the hotel. The device had recorded 8-10 calls over several days, all of them about Marianne's work except for one, recorded mid-morning on the day after I walked out.
"Eddie? Hi, it's Marianne ... Yes, I know I don't usually call you, but I needed to this time. ... Listen, let me just speak, baby, OK? Tom has found about us, and I can't see you any more. ... Yes, somehow he recorded me talking in the car, and even us at the motel on Tuesday. ... Yes, it was pretty X-rated. He's walked out on me, and wouldn't even talk to me on the phone at work this morning. ... Yes ... Listen, Eddie, stop and listen to me! You've known since the beginning what the ground rules were for me. My marriage to Tom comes first. I tried everything I could to keep him from finding out, but I blew it. Now I have no idea what will happen, but all I care about is making this up to my husband. ... Yes, Eddie, of course it was great for me too. ... I'll never forget it either. ... Eddie, stop. Don't make our last conversation an argument. We knew it would come to an end. No hard feelings, OK? ... Yes. ... Uh-huh, me too. And I wish you the best. ... Yes, thanks. I'm going to try. ... OK, take care. Bye."
I was calmer now than when I'd heard her earlier conversations with him, and more able to think things through. On the one hand, it was clear that Marianne still wanted to stay married to me. She wasn't leaving me for Eddie. In fact, in all her conversations with him she had reminded him that her first priority was the marriage, and her extreme care in hiding her adultery from me seemed to prove that.
On the other hand, her obvious closeness and affection for Eddie tore me apart. A wild one-night stand, or even a two-week affair, would have been far easier to take than having to think about them fucking over and over for months—for who knew how long?
I realized that I still had no idea what I was going to do. I didn't know what I wanted—besides to wake up and find that Marianne's cheating was just one long nightmare. It had been two weeks since I found her thong with Eddie's cum in it, and five days since I'd confronted her with proof of her affair. I hadn't talked to her since then, though she'd called the office more than twenty times.
I guessed I'd just have to take it a day at a time. When I was ready to move forward, in any direction, I would know. Until then, I'd try just to keep busy and do a good job at work. Anything was better than spending hours staring at the walls, thinking of Marianne.
The following Tuesday I was working on some spreadsheets in my office when Marianne burst in, followed by Alice. Alice said, "Sorry, Tom, I told her you were unavailable but she just ran past me!" I said, "It's OK, Alice—I'll handle it. Thank you."



I closed the office door and looked at Marianne, who was standing in front of my desk still breathing hard from her sprint down the hall. She looked fantastic. She also looked terrible. She was the same beautiful woman, with the terrific figure that looked good in virtually any outfit. And she had clearly chosen one of her most flattering summer skirts, with a sleeveless top that showed off her arms and a bit of her cleavage.
On the other hand her face was lined and drawn. She was pale, and had big circles under her eyes. (I suppose I probably did too.) It was easy to imagine her, alone at home, wondering whether and when she would see me again, driving herself crazy with guilt and self-reproach. Good! I thought. That's what she should be doing!
"Marianne," I said calmly, "you shouldn't have come. I don't want to see you or talk to you right now."
"Tom, how long are you going to make me wait?" She was very anxious, even a little frantic. "I sit at home going over it and over it. I know you're angry, but I'm suffering too. Please, please won't you listen to me? Can't we try to move forward and get past this?"
"Well, no, Marianne, actually not yet. I don't know when I'll be ready, but I'm not ready now; and I have no idea if I will ever 'get past this', as you so gracefully put it. Please leave my office." Part of me almost couldn't bear to be so cold to her, but the rest of me was eager to hurt her. I felt I had more than enough reason to be a bastard!
Marianne sat down in a chair, a determined look on her face. "Tom, I am not leaving this office until you agree to talk to me. You'll have to call the police. And as they drag me out I'll tell everyone you work with how my husband has left me, won't speak to me, and won't even tell me where he's gone!" She began to sob, putting her head in her hands, her shoulders shaking.
I watched her silently for a moment, torn between the urge to comfort her and the desire for her to continue to be miserable. Finally I grabbed the tissue box and handed it gently to her.
"Marianne, let's make a compromise. It's the middle of my work-day. If you'll agree to leave now, I'll agree to come by the house tonight, and we can talk."
She looked up with a hopeful expression. "That's great, sweetheart. Why don't you come for dinner? I can make the..."
"No, Marianne. Not for dinner—this is not a date, and it's not a romantic evening at home together. I'm agreeing to give you a chance to say to me the things that are on your mind."
She looked as hurt as if I'd slapped her. She looked down at her lap, and said quietly, "All right. 8 o'clock?"
"Eight o'clock," I replied. "I'll see you then."
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At a few minutes past eight I knocked on the door. A nice touch, I thought—sends a clear message to Marianne that I don't live here anymore. She immediately opened the door, giving me a shy smile. She still looked pale, but had done her makeup very carefully. My wife was a beautiful woman—in any other context it would have taken my breath away just to look at her.
"Please come in, honey. Would you like a beer?"
I accepted one, and she led me into the living room, guiding me to one end of the sofa. She took the other end, tucking her legs underneath her and facing me. She was obviously incredibly nervous. All the poise I was so accustomed to seeing in Marianne, all the calm she had maintained when she lied to me about her affair, was gone now.
We just sat silently for a few moments, not really looking at each other. Then I decided to speak first.
"OK, Marianne, this is your show. I agreed to give you a chance to talk to me, and I will listen as calmly as I can. I'm not sure whether I'll have anything to say—I'll just play it by ear. Beyond listening to you, I can't promise anything."
"All right, sweetie," she said, almost in a whisper. She looked terrified, and my feelings for her swung back and forth between deep anger and equally deep sympathy. I had loved this woman for nearly all of my adult life. I had never been closer to any other human being, nor trusted one so completely. What did I feel for her now?
"Now that you're here, I'm almost afraid to begin," she said. "I've thought so many times about how to explain—I mean, try to explain, what I did. Finally I realized that I just plain fucked up. There's no way to tell it that will make it any less awful, any less selfish, any less unfair to you. So I'm just going to go ahead and tell it, however it comes out. I know you'll never forgive me—if you ever do—until I've done that."
"But before that, Tom, comes the most important thing. Everything I did—cheating with Eddie, lying to you—was totally my fault. You have been the best, most wonderful and loving husband any woman could have. I love you completely. I have never been unhappy in our marriage, or unsatisfied with our sex life together. You are a caring and exciting lover, and I love making love with you. None of this, none of what I did, had anything to do with dissatisfaction with you. Please believe me!"
I didn't say anything in reply, just nodded. But I liked what she had said.
"OK then." She seemed to be gathering her courage. "I have never—NEVER—done anything with any other man before Eddie. I was completely faithful to you until then, and I wanted to make sure you knew that. I met Eddie last August. He..."
I angrily interrupted. "You've been fucking that jerk for nearly a YEAR?!"
"No, Tom, no! Please listen! No, I haven't—just give me a chance to tell it, OK?"
"Sorry," I said. "I'll try not to interrupt again. Go ahead."
"I met Eddie in the hospital last August. You remember when my mother had surgery, and I pretty much lived in the waiting room for three days until she was out of danger? Well Eddie's brother was dying the same week, of lung cancer. He and I just began talking—two worried, sad people in the same waiting room. We spent a couple of hours together each day. The third afternoon, the nurse came to tell Eddie that his brother had died. He began to cry, and I was there to comfort him. I just held him in my arms for a while. His parents are dead, so this was his only close relative left, and ... I guess you get the picture."
I only nodded, and she went on. "That's all there was then, Tom—just two strangers, and a bit of comfort. I never thought I'd even see Eddie again, and I hardly thought about him after that. Until November."
She stopped and looked at me, perhaps afraid of another outburst. I silently did the math: November to July is still nine months of fucking my wife! But I said nothing, and let her continue.
"It was when you were on that four-day business trip in Phoenix. On the Friday night I had plans to go out with Susan and Whitney (two of Marianne's unmarried friends from her office), and they dragged me to a disco they liked. It was loud, and packed full of people, and lots of fun. You know Susan and Whitney—they love to flirt, and the three of us got lots of male attention. We had some drinks, danced with a lot of guys, and enjoyed ourselves."
"Around 11 we were sitting at our table when Eddie walked in with some friends of his. He spotted me, and brought his group over. I was genuinely glad to see him! I had felt so bad for him when his brother died; now he looked a lot more cheerful. We all made introductions, and they sat and drank with us, and we did lots of dancing. Since you were away I wasn't worried about the time, and it got kind of hot and I got kind of drunk, and ..."
She broke off. "Oh, Tom, I HATE this! It must seem so tawdry and dishonest and just plain STUPID, listening to me! But I swore to myself I would tell you every bit of the story that you want to hear. I will never lie to you again, and I will never fudge the story a little so I don't look quite so bad."
"All of us had done some fast dancing and some slow dancing, switching partners a lot. Two of Eddie's friends were making real progress with Susan and Whitney, and I guess Eddie was focusing more and more on me. I wasn't aware of that in particular, but when I think about it he managed to get me for several slow dances, and he was holding me very close. I felt his erection, but it just seemed kind of flattering, rather than any sort of dangerous situation."
"I realize you've never even seen Eddie. He's younger than we are—29. It's not that he's all that great-looking. He's shorter than you, medium height, medium build. Not bad, but he's not buff or anything, and wouldn't stand out in a crowd. Just a nice, ordinary guy."
I just listened, waiting for Marianne to get to the part that I knew was coming.
"We all got really hot from dancing. There was an open side door to the alley, and I told the group I was going out there for a minute to cool off. Eddie said he'd come along too. Standing outside in the dark, we were just laughing and joking, enjoying the cooler air; and then all of a sudden Eddie took me in his arms and kissed me."
She stopped. Clearly what she had to say next was difficult for her, and she glanced fearfully at me. "It's all right, Marianne. Go ahead—I have some idea what's coming next, and I've got to know. You might as well give me the whole story, with the nasty details."
"OK, honey. Thank you for listening so patiently. This is just awful for me, and for you it must be ten times worse." She was nearly in tears, but trying hard to stay in control.
"Well he just kissed me, taking me completely by surprise, and before I knew it he had pressed me up against the wall and plastered his body against mine. I was about to cry out, push him away, slap him—and I just didn't. I was drunk, and thinking slowly, and ... and it just felt good. I liked kissing him, liked feeling his body and his hard-on pressing tightly up against me. And instead of pushing him away, I kissed him back. I put my arms around him, kissed him back, and let him stick his tongue in my mouth."
I could tell she was struggling to go on. I waited, quietly. There was nothing I could hear that could possibly be worse than what I had already imagined a thousand times.
"Well, we just ... went at it. Right there in the alley. You remember, Tom, that night before we were married, when we were a little drunk and we ... made love behind the bandshell in the park, while there was a concert going on? And it was outside, and someone could have wandered back there and seen us, and ... it was an incredible turn-on? Well, this was like that. Eddie had his hands all over me, one on my breast and the other up under my skirt, and I just wasn't thinking about anything except what he was doing to me. He was so excited and eager, breathing really hard, and it turned me on. My nipples got hard, and he was pinching them. He kept murmuring about how gorgeous I was, how I was the sexiest woman he had ever seen."
"He got his ... cock out, and I held it. It was so hard, and so hot! I began to stroke it, and he groaned into my ear. And his fingers were inside me, and I was soaking. His touch down there was driving me crazy. And then he pulled my skirt up, pushed my panties to the side, and just ... entered me." Marianne had turned away from me by now, and was looking across the room. She couldn't face me.
"We did it, there in the alley. He fucked me. He kept pushing me back against the wall, and humping at me like mad, grabbing my ass cheeks and pushing his tongue deep into my mouth. The two of us could hardly breathe. It was hot and exciting and nasty, and I came like crazy, and so did he. It was probably all over in about five minutes. And afterwards we clung to each other, and giggled. It just seemed so crazy! He kept whispering to me how hot I was, and how turned on he had been. And then we adjusted our clothes, and without really saying anything, we went back inside and rejoined our friends. They didn't even seem to notice we had been gone."
There was silence. I could tell that it had taken a lot out of Marianne to confess this much. I was angry, and I wanted to throw accusations and harsh words in her face—but I also knew that I had to hear the rest of the story. So I just quietly said, "OK, Marianne, go on. What happened after that?"
"Well, I was absolutely certain that would be the end of it. After another hour Susan and Whitney and I left, with no further kisses or anything from Eddie. They dropped me off here, and I collapsed into bed. When I woke up I felt incredibly guilty, but also somehow not guilty, you know?"
"It's hard to explain. The whole experience, out there in the alley, had been so ... out of context, separate from all the rest of my life, and our lives together, that it almost didn't seem to count. I knew I had committed adultery, I knew that I had been unfaithful to you, and that that was a terrible thing. Yet at the same time it just seemed kind of unreal, like a dream I had. And I knew you'd never find out, and I knew I'd never do it again, so I just sort of let it slide out of my mind. And I kind of imagined—I'm sure I thought of this so I'd feel less guilty—that the same thing might have happened to you on a business trip sometime, something fast and dirty and meaningless, and that I never would even have known."
"I never did that," I said, quietly but coldly. "Not once. And it's not like I never had chances. Once on a trip there was ... well, never mind. It's not important."
"I know, Tom," Marianne said. She was crying now. "I know how faithful you are, how you never would cheat on me like that. It was just a thought I had, so I could feel better about what I did."
"Then you came home from Phoenix that Sunday, and I was just so glad to see you. And we made love, and you were terrific, so passionate and loving and sweet. And that made my guilt flare up, but it also reassured me that nothing had changed, that you and I were still fine."
It was growing dark outside, and I could no longer see my wife's face. I quietly got up and turned on a couple of table lamps, then returned to my seat. Somehow the slow pace of her narration was keeping me calmer, almost like I was hypnotized. What she was telling me was incredibly painful, but at the same time I felt sort of anesthetized.
"I didn't have the slightest thought of ever seeing Eddie again, let alone ... having an affair with him. I ran into him in the supermarket a couple of weeks later, and didn't feel the slightest thrill. A flush of guilt, actually—but no excitement. We had a casual, five-minute conversation and went our separate ways. But I had happened to mention that you were going away again, and that got Eddie thinking."
"The next week Susan called, and I agreed to go out dancing with her on Saturday. This was in early December. She somehow knew you'd be away, though I hadn't told her. We tried a new club, and lo and behold, Eddie was there, with Jack, the friend of his who had been hitting on Susan. It turns out that Susan and Jack had started dating. Well, I found out later that this whole evening was a set-up. Eddie told Jack, who told Susan that you'd be away, and to invite me out dancing with her at that particular club."
"Tom," Marianne said in a pleading voice, and I looked at her. "This is the hardest part. What I did before that ... it was stupid, incredibly careless and stupid, but ... at least it was ... you, know, spontaneous." Her voice trembled. "A sudden burst of insanity, that I almost imagine you could eventually forgive. But what I did that Saturday night ... I don't have any excuse for. I'm ashamed. I hate myself for what I did, and that's the simple truth."
She seemed to wait for me to answer, but no words came to me. I managed to nod, and she went on.
"We all danced, and drank a bit, and had a good time. And when Susan said she was leaving with Jack, I knew I should let them drop me at home—but I didn't. I stayed with Eddie. I was having fun, and I wanted it to continue."
"Tom, we ... we went back to his apartment, and I spent the night with him. We had sex a lot ... several times. There was something about the wrongness of it, the dirtiness of it, that excited me, knowing that I was cheating on you, that this was ... sex with a man who wasn't my husband. Eddie is a bit younger, he's ... only 29, as I said, and the fact that he was so full of desire for a lady of nearly 40 was flattering. I was more ... more vocal than I usually am with you, and ... well, it was very exciting. I ... I, I came a lot."
Feeling absolutely numb, I spoke up for the first time in a while. "Marianne, at some point I may ask you more questions about that night." She hung her head, but nodded. "But for now, just go ahead with your story."
"When I left his apartment the next day ... oh Tom, I'm so sorry!" She wept into her hands, her shoulders shaking, and I silently waited for her to continue. Finally she regained some of her composure, and began to speak again.
"When I left his apartment, I knew I was going to keep ... seeing him. I knew that I couldn't justify doing it, I knew it was utterly wrong, and selfish. But I LIKED it. It had been the most exciting thing I'd done in years, and I liked it."
She looked at me. "Tom, making love with you is wonderful. You are so gentle, and sometimes so powerful, and you are so attentive to my pleasure. And I feel safe with you. But at the same time, after 16 years it has gotten ... maybe a bit 'familiar', or predictable? I'll bet you feel the same way."
"Anyway, with Eddie it was wild, and new, and very different. Not better, Tom! Never better than what you and I have. But different. And in some insane way I convinced myself that this was just something nice I was doing all for myself—the way some women go to a beauty spa, or treat themselves into a new outfit. I know that's crazy! But that's what I kept telling myself."
"From the very beginning, I told Eddie that I would do whatever it took to keep our ... relationship a secret. I told him I loved you—that this ... affair had nothing to do with that. I wanted my marriage to last, and my seeing him would never interfere with that."
"It was easy to arrange meetings, because my work schedule is so variable. I can be out of the office for hours without anyone thinking anything about it. I got a throw-away cell phone, and I only talked to Eddie on that, never on our other phones. We met at different places—but NEVER here, Tom, never in our house! I just wouldn't do that! It was motels, different ones. We didn't get too regular, because I didn't want our faces to be familiar to anyone."
As Marianne spoke I had gotten up and begun pacing around the room, without even noticing that I was doing it. The first part of her story hurt me, but in some way it soothed me as well. It made a kind of sense. I could imagine Marianne having fun dancing with her friends, and then the crazy spontaneity of sex outside with Eddie. Perhaps I might even have been able to forgive that.
What was still too hard to bear—what made me clench my fists in fury—was what happened afterwards. She had made a calm, cold-blooded decision to keep the relationship going. She knew what she was doing, she knew how it would destroy me if I found out, and she did it anyway.
I turned and faced her. "Is there more, Marianne?" My voice came out rougher, harsher than I had expected. She shrank back from me, her eyes wide.
"N-no, honey," she answered, fearfully. "I'll answer any question you ask, tell you anything you want to know, but not really. We ... kept getting together, sometimes twice or three times a week, sometimes less. It depended on my work, and on your business trips. I never let my ... meetings with Eddie interfere with any plans you and I had."
She looked up at me, suddenly even more worried. "Tom, there is one more thing. When you were away on business trips I ... usually spent the night at Eddie's apartment. That way we didn't have to get a motel room, and ... we had more time together."
This hurt. A lot. In light of everything else, I didn't understand why the thought of Marianne in Eddie's bed all night was so much worse than her in bed with him for a couple of afternoon hours in a motel room, but it was. Maybe it stemmed from the relaxed familiarity I heard on the tape. Somehow it wasn't just the sex—it was hearing them together, being easy and fond with each other. I could almost see them in Eddie's aprartment. Greeting each other excitedly, passionately fucking, then relaxing, sharing dinner or a couple of beers, watching TV together, then more sex ... then sleeping cuddled up, with more sex during the night or the next morning.
It was that picture of happy intimacy—the intimacy that I thought she had shared only with me—that made my anger boil up again.
"Well, Marianne, it's quite a story." I spoke coldly. She sat with her head down, not replying. She could surely tell that angry words were coming. I felt desperate to hurt her, or at least to make sure that she understood how deeply hurt I was feeling.
"Do you love him?" She looked at me in shock. "Of course not! It was never anything like that!"
"OK, then," I replied coldly. "Suppose you tell me just how you do feel about the man you were fucking and sucking for eight months, and spending the night with on a regular basis. Are the two of you 'friends'? Are you 'fond' of him? Is he a 'special person' you 'really care about'? Is there a 'unique bond' between you, a 'special closeness'?"
I spat these phrases at her, and she started to cry again.
"I know I deserve this, Tom. I deserve whatever you want to say to me, whatever you want to do. I don't know if I can say how I felt about him. Like a ... friend, I guess. OK, the truth: I WAS fond of him. I felt close to him—after all we had been sharing ... intimacies for several months."
I wanted to shout at her that I'd heard the fondness on the tape—that that fondness was the single biggest thing that was tearing my guts out. But I wasn't ready to confess that yet. Instead I had one final angry question for her.
"OK, Marianne. You said you told him that the marriage came first, that you would never let your ... 'get-togethers' with Eddie interfere with anything in our married life together. Have I got that right?" She nodded.
"Well, then, perhaps you could explain to me why you fucked him—you cheated on me—the day of our 16th wedding anniversary! Perhaps you could help me understand why he fucked you so thoroughly that day that you had the "honeymoons". Perhaps there's some good reason why you were so sore that night that you wouldn't let me fuck you—on our wedding anniversary!"



By now I was yelling, I couldn't help it. "Did you think I wouldn't figure out what that special blow-job was all about? Do you take me for that much of an idiot?"
"Wait a minute," I continued, "I guess you do! You've got a husband you've been jerking around for months, you can get away with anything! So get your pussy fucked into soreness by your lover! Come home, take your poor stupid deluded husband's dick in your mouth, and you're all set! Nothing to worry about!"
She was sobbing, looking at me in horror, shaking her head a little and saying "no! no, Tom, please, it wasn't like that!"
"Well then, Marianne, please explain it to me! No, on second thought, don't!"
I headed for the door. "I've heard about all I can stand to hear for tonight. I know we'll have to talk further—but I just can't handle any more. Good night, Marianne."
I said those words more quietly, but still with anger in my voice. As I left I could hear Marianne crying, but she made no attempt to call me back.
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My heart was racing so fast as I drove away that I had to force myself to slow down, to breathe deeply, not to drive 80 mph or run through red lights. I had no idea where I was going, no idea what I was going to do next.
It almost made me laugh. "I don't know what to do in the next five minutes; and I don't know what to do with the rest of my life."
At that moment there were only two things I was sure of. The first was that I still loved Marianne. I still wanted, despite everything, to be married to her.
But the second was that I absolutely could not imagine any way of getting past what she had done. I couldn't even begin to see how I could get over this, how I could stop being so angry and hurt that I wanted just to yell at her, to make her cry.
How would I ever be able to make love to her again? Even thinking about kissing her, I heard her in my mind kissing Eddie, or saying "God, it's so big, and so hard, and so beautiful!" I imagined them in the shower together, or lounging around Eddie's apartment after sex, relaxing and looking forward to the next time.
She had taken something she promised to share only with me—her most personal, intimate and vulnerable self—and given it to another man. No matter what else ever happened between us, it could never be just for me again.
It was even clearer to me now than before that it wasn't the fucking itself that mainly mattered. Had she just had that hot quickie outside the dance club, I know I would have been able to get over it. Not without some serious anger and pain, but I'm certain I could have put it behind me. And if I felt it necessitated some revenge, by way of a quickie with someone else on my part, well then Marianne would just have had to deal with it.
But the sustained relationship she had had with Eddie—the familiarity and intimacy that had developed between them over eight months—the depth of that betrayal took my breath away.
And there was an additional element: the sense of humiliation I felt at having been deceived for so long. For eight months my wife had been happily having sex with me, sharing caresses and loving words with me. Then she'd been getting out of my bed and going off to do the same thing with another man. How could she not have been thinking of him, some of the time she was making love with me? How could she not have started to think less of me, knowing that she had this secret, this power over me?
I found myself driving past a bar on Front St. that I had been in a few times before. For lack of anything better to do, I went in, sat at the bar, and had a beer. On the TV the Indians game was in the 4th inning. They were already losing by six runs. "Typical," I said to myself, thinking that my life was going sort of like the Indians game—or their season.
After two beers, I got up and headed back to my apartment. I had considered getting drunk, but it didn't appeal to me. I realized on the drive that I hadn't even looked around the bar to see if there were any women there. It may be that some cuckolded husbands immediately think of revenge, of tearing off a piece with someone else, but that didn't seem to interest me at all.
That night I had another nightmare, worse than the previous one. Marianne and I were in our bedroom, making love. First she was lying back, purring happily, smiling at me, as I sucked on her nipples and caressed her pussy with my fingers. Then, at her urging, I climbed onto her and began to fuck her gently in the missionary position. It was unhurried and relaxed, and we were both enjoying it. But after a couple of minutes I looked around and realized that our bed was now on a stage in an auditorium, and the hall was filled with hundreds of people watching us. I began to feel pressure to please Marianne, and I fucked her more energetically, kissing her and licking her neck. But something had changed—she was no longer enjoying it, and the harder I tried to give her pleasure, the more bored she looked.
Then suddenly a man with a clipboard came up to the bed, shouted "Time!", and a couple of guys pulled me out of the bed and off to the side. Another man walked onto the stage, his erect cock waving in front of him, and jumped into bed with Marianne. She greeted him eagerly, with an excited smile, and in no time they were fucking. From the very beginning Marianne was more enthusiastic and involved with him than she had been with me. He was getting her more and more excited, and her moans were so loud they could be heard throughout the auditorium. She looked only at him, never once even glancing at me. With each of his thrusts she rotated her hips, trying to get him deeper into her. I could hear the audience's rising excitement. Just as the man with the clipboard approached the bed she reached an enormous orgasm, crying out "Oh my God! Oh Eddie! My God! yes, fuck me!" It seemed that Eddie came just as she did.
After the two lovers collapsed in each other's arms, the clipboard man called "Time!" and the audience burst into a sustained ovation. They got up from the bed, naked and sweaty, waved to the audience with big grins on their faces, and walked off-stage arm in arm, leaving me forgotten and alone on the other side of the stage.
When I woke up I was agitated and disoriented. As sometimes happens after nightmares, it took a minute or two before I had any idea where I was, and before I realized that it had just been an awful dream. I dragged myself into the shower and tried to calm down.
When I got to work my friend Steve intercepted me before I even reached my office. "How are you, Tom? Andrea and I have been thinking of you. Have you got a minute?"
He came into my office and shut the door. "Is there anything we can do, Tom?"
I shook my head. "Thanks, Steve. I'm okay. I'm certainly not happy, but I'm surviving."
He said, "I wanted you to know that Andrea spoke to Marianne last night—it must have been after you left the house. They had a long conversation, and Andrea wondered if she could have lunch with you and tell you about it."
I thought for a minute. "I guess that's OK, Steve. Why don't you ask her to meet me here at 12:30. Do you want to join us?"
"I don't think so. I have the feeling that it will be easier for Andrea to talk to you without anyone else there—even me."
I thanked Steve and tried to focus on my work for the rest of the morning.
When Andrea arrived, we went to a luncheonette nearby and ordered, then she sat back and looked at me.
"Tom, you know I am so very sorry about what has happened. And I want to help, but I don't want to do anything that feels intrusive and inappropriate to you. Steve and I care about both you and Marianne, and we are just so sad for you both."
"Thank you, Andrea. I know you care for both of us, and I certainly don't mind your having talked to Marianne. I'm angry at her, but I love her too—I don't want her to lose her friends over this."
Andrea paused for a moment, then spoke. "Would it be all right if I told you some of what Marianne and I discussed last night?" I nodded.
"Well, Tom, as you must know she's absolutely devastated. One of the things you may not realize is that throughout this affair, she was completely convinced that you would never find out about it. Of course she knew the cheating was wrong—it was terrible, Tom! I still don't know what the hell she was thinking!" Her eyes flashed, and I could tell she was furious at Marianne too. I was grateful to Andrea for feeling that way.
"But the way she justified it to herself was by telling herself that you would never ever know about it, and so you would never be hurt. Because of that, she had never thought through what finding out about the affair would do to you. Your wife is a smart woman, but she was spectacularly dumb about this, I'd have to say."
"So what that means now, to put it bluntly, is that she has a lot of catching up to do. She feels terribly guilty and sad, she knows that she has hurt you badly, she is unhappy and frightened that you've left the house, and she's terrified about the future of your marriage. But even now, Tom, I don't think she fully understands how and why this is so painful for you."
I looked at Andrea as I thought about this, and as the waitress brought our sandwiches. An idea occurred to me, and I filed it away to think about later. "That makes sense, Andrea. But it's not clear to me what I'm supposed to do about it."
"Just keep talking with her, Tom. If your marriage is going to survive, the two of you are going to have to discuss every aspect of this, explore all the feelings each of you has, and hope that you can reach some resolution and some reconciliation. I'm no therapist, but I don't see it working any other way. Certainly if feelings of anger or guilt get swept under the rug, they're going to eat away at the two of you until they destroy your relationship."
"You are probably right," I replied. "In fact I've been thinking some of the same things. I guess I'll call Marianne and set up another time for us to talk. Thank you, Andrea. Were there other things that came up in your conversation with her that I should know about?"
"Yes, Tom, two things above all. The first is simply that she loves you desperately. She's beside herself with fear that she's lost you, that your marriage won't survive this. It's not just that she feels guilty, though of course she does. She also is suffering because the man she loves is suffering."
I had to close my eyes for a moment, feeling the pain rush back. I tried to smile at Andrea. "I guess we both know WHY the man she loves is suffering, don't we?" I attempted a light-hearted tone, but I didn't really succeed.
Andrea took my hand. "Yes, we both know, Tom," she said gently.
After a quiet minute, I asked, "what's the second thing?"
"It's that she's willing to do absolutely anything to save your marriage, but she doesn't have any idea what to do. I tell you, Tom, if cutting off her left arm would do it, she'd probably have the knife out already. But she really doesn't even know where to begin the process of making up for this."
I sighed. "Well, last night was certainly a first step. As she must have mentioned to you, she told me pretty much the whole story of the affair: how it began, when and where they met, etc. Hearing it was every bit as bad as I imagined it would be, but at least I know the facts now."
Andrea asked me another question. "DO you have any idea what you'd like her to do at this point?"
"No, no idea at all. As you said a few minutes ago, she and I are going to have to talk and talk. But beyond that I don't know what to suggest. I'll tell you, Andrea, I've thought of some wild things: I could go on an exotic vacation without her, I could go out and get myself laid, I could fight her for custody of the kids when they come back from camp at the end of the summer, I could even move away and get a new job somewhere else—crazy things like that. But they all feel like pointless attempts to cause her pain, and none of them appeals to me in the least."
"I'd wondered about going out and getting laid, Tom. Certainly no one would think any less of you if you did that."
"I don't know why, Andrea, but I just don't want to. I don't seem to have any interest in sleeping with anybody else right now. And of course, I don't have any interest in sleeping with Marianne, either—I can't even imagine it without my mind filling with images of her with Eddie."
Andrea brushed away a couple of tears. "I guess maybe that must be one of the worst things, Tom. The fact that making love together, which could be such a healing thing for a couple, would just pull the wounds wide-open again."
"Yes," I said, "and I don't have any idea if that will ever stop being true. If we can't get past that problem, there's no way our marriage will survive."
We were quiet for a few moments, each of us thinking our own thoughts. I realized that the two things Andrea had told me about Marianne matched perfectly the two thoughts I had had the previous night. First, she loved me, as I still loved her. And second, neither of us had any idea about how to get past our current problems, though we both wanted to.
I paid the check and we got up to leave. On our walk back from the restaurant I said, "Thank you, Andrea. You are a true friend—I value your support so much, and that of Steve. You guys have been terrific."
"All we want is for you and Marianne to find a way to be happy again. Please let us know if there's anything we can do. Would you like to come over for dinner sometime this weekend?
"Thanks—let me think about what I'll be doing, and I'll give you a call."
After we said our good-byes I went back to my office. Sitting on my desk was a wrapped present, about the size of a small tissue box. When I unwrapped it I found a small jack-in-the box, with childish colorful designs painted on it. I smiled, then turned the crank. With a loud "bang" the lid flew open, and up popped a clown head with a wide smile on its face. Tied around its neck with a little piece of a thread was a note saying "Hang in There!"
I laughed, probably for the first time in three weeks, and I saw Alice's smiling face peeking around the door watching me. "This is great! Was this from you?" I asked.
"Just a little something from a few of us who care about you," she answered.
"Well I love it! I'm going to pop this guy up every little while for the rest of the day!" I said with a smile. "Please give my thanks to everyone for this."
I closed my office door. After popping up my new toy a couple more times, for luck, I dialed Marianne's office number. When she answered I said, "Hi, it's me."
"Hi, Tom." She seemed pleased to hear from me, but also wary. I guess that was not hard to understand, given how I had left her the previous night.
"I had a good talk with Andrea today," I said. "Do you think that you and I could get together tonight and talk some more?"
"Of course," she said, less wary now. "May I cook you dinner this time?"
"No, I think I don't want to come back to the house tonight. How would you feel about coming to my apartment, and I'll make something?"
After a moment she said, "that would be great, Tom!" I gave her the address and we agreed to meet at 6:30. Then, without any further conversation, I told her I needed to get back to work, and we said goodbye.
I left work early to get some groceries and prepare dinner. I realized that I wanted to impress Marianne, to cook her a dinner far better than she would expect I could manage. That interested me. I guessed that I was seeking to find a way to feel more in control. Her affair and her deception had made me a victim—a humiliating position to be in. Inviting her to my apartment, like making the dinner myself, represented steps by me to take charge of the situation. That seemed like a good thing. I continued to think about the plan that had occurred to me during my lunch with Andrea.
When she arrived I showed her directly to the table. I had made spaghetti with a white clam sauce (with fresh clams in it), an elaborate salad with mandarin orange slices, and garlic bread. I had considered a nice bottle of wine as well, and flowers on the table, but then rejected both of those angrily. This wasn't a date, dammit! I settled for two simple place-settings, and water for each of us.
As she sat down Marianne looked around the dreary apartment and said, gamely, "this is nice".
"It's just a basic furnished apartment, Marianne. Not much personality—purely functional, though it is nice and clean. You don't have to try to praise it." I hadn't meant to put her down, but she seemed a bit cowed by my words, maybe feeling that I was being sarcastic, and we ate silently for a few minutes.
Then she spoke again. "Tom, I hope you don't mind my saying so, but this is a marvelous dinner! I haven't been giving you enough credit for your cooking! The clams are just delicious, and I love the salad."
"Thank you Marianne. I certainly haven't been eating like this all the time, but tonight I felt like doing something more ambitious."
She looked at me a bit fearfully. "Do you think you'll be ... staying in this apartment a long time?" I knew what that meant, of course—it meant, When will you be coming home?
"I just don't know, honey." I stopped suddenly, uncomfortable that I had addressed her by a familiar endearment. "Marianne, I don't know what's going to happen next. I know that I love you, and I want our marriage to survive." She broke into a smile, though at the same time I could see tears threatening to flow from her eyes.
"But I don't know what we'll have to do to make that happen. Inviting you here to talk some more seemed like the right next step."
She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, and the tears dropped onto her cheeks. Then without a word she took my hand across the table, pulled it to her, and fervently kissed the back of it. The loving gesture was so familiar to me. I remembered that the last time she had done it was while we were driving back from our Lake Forbes picnic, the day after I'd found her panties and first learned of her affair. That seemed like a decade ago.
Marianne held onto my hand; she sat up straight, her cheeks still glistening, and looked straight at me. "Tom, I want you to know something. I will do anything, and I mean ANYTHING, to make up for this. I know that the pain you're suffering is all my fault, and I ... and I ..."
Suddenly she couldn't speak any more, and a moment later she was sobbing, her head buried in her hands, her shoulders shaking. Without thinking I went around the table, pulled her to her feet and took her in my arms. She cried hard for several minutes as I held her tightly, her face nestled into my shoulder. At that moment I didn't feel the pain of my situation—I was only aware of how good it felt to have Marianne in my arms.
When her crying had subsided, she raised her head to look at me. It seemed that she wanted to kiss me, but didn't dare. She said, "Thank you Tom, for holding me. I didn't know I was going to cry, it just ... sneaked up on me."
Without replying I got out a tissue and gently wiped the tears off her face, then helped her back into her chair. I realized that once again I had taken action —without thinking about it I had embraced her and comforted her—and that it had felt good.
"Do you think you can still enjoy the rest of dinner?" I asked. She nodded, and I said, "Good, because I made a blueberry pie for dessert." I enjoyed her look of pleasure and surprise.
After dinner we took our coffee cups and sat on the sofa in my tiny living room. "That was a lovely meal, Tom—thank you so much." Marianne clearly didn't know what would happen next; and of course, neither did I.
"Thank you, Marianne. For some reason I wanted to impress you. One of the things that has been bothering me about our whole situation is the way I feel like the passive victim. Things have been done TO me. I think that by inviting you here, and by showing you that I could do more than cook a hot dog, I'm trying to take an active role in ... resolving, or trying to resolve, our situation."
I went on. "I have a million things I feel the need to talk about with you—to say to you, or to ask. And they're all jumbled in my mind, without any sense of order. So I'm just going to talk about whatever pops up, without worrying too much if it's logical." She nodded her agreement.
"One place to start is how I'm feeling about your cheating, and your lying to me. When I spoke to Andrea today, she felt that you hadn't yet really come to understand all that I've been feeling. And I certainly know that before we can come out the other end of this, you're going to have to know—and acknowledge —everything that is upsetting me."
"So here is one thing. Not necessarily the biggest or most important, but one thing: you made me a sucker. For eight months you've been fucking another man, meeting him regularly, developing an intimate relationship with him; and I've been totally in the dark. While I was thinking that I was the only man you were close to, you've been able to feel the delicious pleasure of your secret. When I kissed you passionately, or whispered affectionate words to you in bed, you knew—but I didn't—that another man also got to do that with you. When we made love, you could be thinking about how someone else did that. You could compare my cock to his, my tongue to his, my energy or gentleness or stamina to his—AND I WOULD NEVER KNOW IT."



Marianne looked at me sadly. "Tom, I never compared you to ... to Eddie. That was never what this was all about."
I responded quickly, and sharply. "Can you tell me that you never once thought about him while you were in bed with me? Can you look me in the eye and say that you never once, while I was stroking your breasts or licking your pussy or fucking you, thought about Eddie doing those things? When we finished making love, and lay together happily in each other's arms, can you swear that you never thought about how it felt to be lying in Eddie's arms after sex?"
She had looked away during these questions—it was obvious what the answer was. "No, Tom. I admit ... sometimes I thought those things."
"Well, how nice for you," I said angrily. "You had a secret—you knew something I didn't know. I opened myself up to you totally, let myself be completely vulnerable to you, thinking that I was your only lover as you were mine. I never dreamed, if I gasped in pleasure or made a strange face as I came inside you, that what I did would become fuel for your comparisons."
She didn't speak for a minute or so. "That was never the point of it for me, Tom. But I see what you are saying. This is just one of many ways I guess my thoughtlessness has hurt you."
"Let me continue," I pressed on in an angry voice, but taking care not to shout at her. "I'm sure that part of the excitement each time you ... fucked that guy was the fact that it was cheating, that he was not your same old husband of many years, whose every move you could predict. I don't like that one bit, but I can understand it. What is far worse for me is the excitement having sex with me must have brought you, knowing that you also had an illicit lover who did the same things with you."
"I keep thinking of the Tuesday I recorded you with Eddie. You fucked him for two hours in a motel room, then came home that night smiling. You looked fantastic —your skin glowed, your eyes sparkled, you were full of joy and full of life. And after dinner you tried to drag me upstairs to bed to make love, knowing all the while that you'd fucked your lover earlier the same day!"
"Don't you see? Whenever you and I made love, there were three people in our bed. You brought your lover there with us, inside your head, AND I NEVER KNEW A DAMN THING ABOUT IT!"
She remained silent, her head lowered. "You played me for a fool, Marianne!" She raised her head suddenly and began to speak, then thought better of it. We both sat in silence for several minutes, and then I went on.
"Maybe we should talk about the lying now. I can certainly understand how carefully you hid your affair, and why. You are a smart lady—that's a big part of why I married you!" I managed a small smile.
"But when I found those thong panties, and I asked you about them the next day —that was hard to take. I even began by telling you how much I loved you, and how our relationship was the most important thing in our life, except for the children. I assured you that if I had ever done anything to jeopardize our life together, I'd tell you, and try to make it up to you. I went on and on. And then you looked me in the eye, and gave me a bunch of BULLSHIT about how it was my cum in the panties—how we'd had sex the night before I went to Chicago, which was just total crap."
She started to reply but I cut her off. "Let me go on a minute. Then later, when I played you the recording of you talking to Eddie on your cell phone, you still managed an exquisite fairy-tale about how he was your celebrity client, and you had to meet him in secret in motels. You should write fiction, Marianne!" I laughed bitterly.
"So tell me, please," I concluded. "Why did you lie and lie and lie? Why did you lie shamelessly to my face? Was it just so you could continue your affair? Or did you enjoy the thought that I was still a dumb-shit husband, still totally in the dark about what was going on behind my back?"
Marianne waited until she was sure I was finished speaking, then began to reply. There was pain in her face, but she was calm and dry-eyed.
"Sweetheart—one thing I hope you'll be able to believe. I hated lying to you. HATED it. But I couldn't cheat on you without doing it, could I? Especially when you asked me questions like that. Please believe what I'm about to say. The one thing I swore to myself, from the beginning when I realized I was going to keep seeing Eddie, was that you would never know. I didn't let myself think of how much it would hurt you. I should have, of course, but I didn't."
"Instead, I just kept telling myself, 'no matter what happens, Tom will never know about my affair. I won't let him be hurt by what I'm doing.' That was always my plan. I see now what a stupid plan it was..."
"Anyway, Tom, when you confronted me with those panties I just froze. It was a complete surprise, I didn't know they were lying around like that. All I knew is that I couldn't possibly confess the truth, and let you be so badly hurt. So I lied as plausibly as I could, and I was so relieved when you seemed to believe it! I said a little prayer, 'Thank you thank you thank you!' I was just so glad that my secret was safe, because it meant you weren't hurt."
"The very next morning I called Eddie and told him we had to cool it, and be extra careful. I cancelled a ... meeting we had scheduled, and I didn't see him again for more than a week, on the Tuesday when you must have tape-recorded us somehow. I had managed to convince myself that, though you were still suspicious, you had calmed down. I didn't suspect you were checking on me so carefully. I guess I forgot how smart YOU are!"
"Anyway, on the Wednesday when you played the tape of my phone call to Eddie the same thing happened. I froze, in a total panic! Then it occurred to me that I could possibly explain it away—I instantly came up with that crazy story about his being a celebrity client and needing privacy. For just a moment I thought you had believed that too, and I was relieved. And then you played more of your tape, the one of him and me ... together, in the motel ...."
"Then I realized what a total fool I had been. All I wanted then was a chance to explain it all to you, but you walked out on me. Not that I didn't deserve it! I don't know what I expected.... I just had convinced myself all along that you would never, never find out."
"So my lying was for you, Tom—I didn't want you to be hurt. That must sound absolutely pathetic now, self-serving and horrible. But it gave me no pleasure to lie to you—I didn't feel any sense of triumph when I thought you believed me. I just wanted so desperately for you not to know ... I guess so you wouldn't feel the way you're feeling now."
"OK, Marianne. I guess I understand what you're saying. But, please, be honest with me. After I first asked you about an affair, when I found the panties, did you ever think of just ending it with Eddie? Instead of just being more cautious, and hiding your affair more carefully, did you consider breaking it off?"
Her silence, and a sudden burst of tears, gave me my answer. Finally she said, "no, honey," in a tiny voice. "I have been such a total idiot! I was so caught up in my own stupidity that even then, I didn't see the danger I was in! I am so sorry!"
"Is it over now, Marianne?"
"Of course, Tom!" She cried more loudly. "I called him the morning after you ... left the house, and I told him it was over. He argued a little, but I didn't give him any choice about it. I swear, Tom, it's over with Eddie forever!" Because of the last recording I had heard of Marianne in the car, I knew what she was telling me the truth.
I let her cry for a minute or two. Then, quietly, I asked, "Marianne, if I hadn't found out about your affair, how long do you think it would have gone on?"
She looked up at me in surprise. "I don't know," she said. "I know that it wouldn't have been a long long time. After all that time it wasn't as ... it wasn't as exciting and crazy as it had been at the beginning." I grimaced at her words, thinking of the fondness she and Eddie had shown in the motel room, and she cried out, "I'm sorry, Tom!"
"No," I said, "go ahead."
"Well, it was becoming more of a settled thing, and I think it would have just continued cooling off in ... I don't know, a few more months. I think we would finally have just ... looked at each other and said, that's it. We're done."
For no other reason than because I was in pain, I said, "Maybe that's where we are, Marianne. Maybe after 16 years we've cooled off, and it's time to say 'We're done'." I didn't believe my own words. It was pretty clear to me I was trying to hurt her—but I also wanted to see what she would say.
"No Tom!" Marianne nearly jumped up from the sofa. "That's not how I feel at all! My love for you is deeper now than it was when we were married. You are more important to me than you've ever been! The only thing that has been getting me through each day, these past two weeks, is the hope that we'll be able to get past this and be a loving, happy husband and wife again. I will NEVER stop loving you, and I will never be out of your life unless you push me out once and for all."
I wasn't ready to let her off the hook yet. "Well, you've come damn close to doing that already, Marianne.'
She just nodded unhappily. "I know I have."
We sat for another minute or two, and then I said, "There's one more thing I want to bring up tonight. Obviously we'll need to have many more conversations, but tonight's talk has probably been painful enough for both of us already. I want you to tell me about our anniversary, and about the 'honeymoons'."
"Marianne," and I looked right into her eyes, "how could you have ... slept with him on our anniversary? How COULD you?"
She flushed, and looked down at her hands. She must have known I'd bring this up, because I'd mentioned it in one of our earlier conversations.
"I didn't ... see Eddie on our anniversary, Tom. It was the day before. We hadn't been together for nearly two weeks, because he was away on vacation, and ... I guess we were extra horny. Eddie had wanted to meet the next day, which would have been our anniversary, and I told him absolutely not. But I think there was something about ... doing it with me just before our anniversary that was a special turn-on for him. He kept mentioning it while we were together, and ... oh, Tom, I'm so sorry!"
She started to cry again, but I just looked at her quietly. I wasn't about to let her off the hook.
"Well," she finally continued, "he made love to me over and over. He was just wild for it that day. I think we did it four times that afternoon, and a couple of times he was extra forceful and a bit rough. I was sore for the next couple of days. I had been looking forward to you and me making love the night of our anniversary, and at first I didn't know what I was going to do. But I had that lovely new nightie I knew you would like, and I thought that if I just gave you some extra loving with my mouth ... it would still be okay."
I just sat there, thinking. Obviously the turn-on for Eddie had been lording it over me—getting every last ounce of sex out of his lover, my wife, the day before our anniversary. He figured I'd never know what he had over me, but HE would know. I couldn't even be that angry with him about it. I obviously didn't think much of a guy who would screw a married woman, but that competitive feeling was not hard for me to identify with. He wasn't worth my worrying about—if it weren't for Marianne agreeing to it, they never would have had an affair.
My wife was an extremely attractive woman. She wasn't just physically beautiful, she was also full of life, interesting to talk to, intelligent, and lots of fun. What man wouldn't want to have her, given half a chance? It just didn't seem worth the energy to hate Eddie. My anger was for Marianne. She was the one who had stolen something from me—Eddie had pretty much just taken what she had offered him.
"Well, Marianne, I want to make sure you know how I feel about that. It's obvious that Eddie loved the chance to fuck you from here to Borneo the day before our anniversary, to stake his claim on you the day before I would have had the chance to do it. I don't know if he knew that he left you with the 'honeymoons', and I don't want to know."
"But you must see that your actions those two days were another sort of betrayal of me. Eddie came first—pardon the Goddam pun!" I laughed bitterly for a moment. "He got what he wanted, because you let him have it. And the net result is that my wife was unavailable to me, on our anniversary no less. Whatever you may have been thinking as you gave me that blow-job, you can surely see how it feels to me now. That was my cheating wife, doing what she had to do to keep me in the dark. Doing what was necessary to prevent me touching her pussy, and realizing what she had been doing to make it so sore."
Marianne hadn't raised her head in several minutes. Now, without looking at me, she said, "yes, Tom. I understand what you're saying. I am SO sorry. I know I keep saying that, but that doesn't mean it's not true. I was selfish and stupid. I am so very sorry for all of this."
We sat for several minutes without speaking or looking at one another. I had thought about how I wanted to bring the evening to an end, and now I went ahead with my plan.
"I think we should stop for tonight, Marianne. Would that be all right with you?" She smiled at me sadly, her eyes red and swollen, and nodded.
I continued. "But I'd like to suggest that each of us try something. How about if we plan to talk again in two days, on Sunday? I'll come by the house in the afternoon. And between now and then, each of us should try to write down what we think the other one is feeling about this ... whole situation. So I'll try to think like you, Marianne, and write down what your feelings are, and you do the same for me. Then we'll share those when we get together again."
She looked at me, thinking about it. It wasn't an unreasonable request, and I knew that she would agree, especially after having said she would do absolutely anything to make the situation better.
"OK, Tom. I don't immediately see the point, but I will try. And I guess I've spent a lot of time thinking about my own feelings—perhaps I owe it to you to try to consider yours as fully as I can."
"Thank you, Marianne. I'm hoping this will be a helpful step."
I walked her downstairs and held the door as she got into her car. Just before she started the engine I said, "oh, Marianne, one more thing. We're trying to be completely honest with each other, so there's something I need to tell you about."
She looked up at me, waiting. "I've been seeing someone else. Well, sleeping with her, actually. It's a woman at one of the firms we do business with. We had a drink a couple of weeks ago after work—it was two nights after I left the house—and wound up in bed together. And I've seen her a few times since then. I thought you should know."
Marianne's lip quivered, and she looked absolutely shocked. I'm sure she was wondering if I was telling the truth.
"Is this for real, Tom? Or are you just trying to get even a little by telling me this story? Not that I would have the right to blame you .... Are you really ... sleeping with someone else?"
"Yes, but I don't think I should say anymore about it right now, Marianne. We'll talk again in a couple of days."
And without giving her a chance to say anything else, I walked several steps back to the doorway of my apartment building, ready to wave to her as she left. She obviously didn't want to leave without asking more questions, but after a minute she realized I was finished talking to her, and she drove away.
Smiling a little to myself, I hurried back up to my apartment. I wanted to phone Steve and Andrea before Marianne could reach them.
When I called, Steve answered. "Hi, Tom, I'm so glad you called! How are things going? Can you come have a barbecue with the two of us tomorrow, about 5pm?"
"I'd love to, Steve—thanks. But I could I speak to both you and Andrea on the phone tonight for just a moment?" He called to his wife, and after a minute she picked up on another extension.
"I'm going to ask your help on something," I said to both of them. "I've just told Marianne a white lie, and I want you to back me up. I told her that I've started seeing, and sleeping with, someone I met through work. I said that it began a couple of nights after I left the house."
"So you're not actually seeing someone, Tom?" Andrea asked.
"No—I still don't feel the least bit interested in any other women at the moment," I replied. "But I was thinking about what you said to me today at lunch: that Marianne doesn't really understand how it feels to be in my shoes right now. I thought this might be a way for her to experience it for herself. And I will confess that it also feels like a tiny bit of revenge—ultimately harmless revenge—for what she has done."
"It makes sense to me, Tom," Steve said. "What can we do to help?"
"Well, I'm guessing that Marianne will call to speak to you, perhaps even tonight. She can't really tell if my story is true, or whether I made it up just to hurt her. So I'd like you to string her along a little. You can act reluctant, hem and haw a little, and finally admit that you got the impression from me that I was seeing someone, but you don't know any of the details."
They both laughed, and Andrea said, "no problem! We'll take care of it, Tom. When she's done speaking to us, she'll be more worried than ever!"
"Thanks to both of you. I'll see you tomorrow afternoon, and if Marianne has called you can tell me all about it."
As I went to bed that night I felt a bit more hopeful than I had since the beginning of this painful business. In a small way I'd taken a few forward steps: I had taken the initiative and been more active, rather than simply letting my pain paralyze me.
I had no idea what the result of my tale to Marianne would be. But if nothing else, it would give her some uncomfortable hours of thought. I still loved my wife, after all that had happened. But I was also still deeply hurt and absolutely furious at her, and I didn't mind the idea that I wouldn't be the only one in the marriage who was suffering.
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The next day was Saturday. For the first time in a while, I woke up without remembering a nightmare. I was feeling a little lazy, having missed my regular morning jogs with Marianne, so I took a three-mile run, did some sit-ups and push-ups, then showered. I felt pretty good, at least when I didn't think about Marianne and Eddie together.
After running a few errands, I joined Andrea and Steve at their house at 5pm, as agreed. They relaxed in the back yard, enjoying the warm weather and a few cold beers.
Andrea was eager to tell me her story. "Just as you guessed, Tom, Marianne called us last night! She couldn't talk about anything but your 'affair'. She didn't wait even a moment, just blurted out, 'I think Tom is having an affair with someone—do you know anything about it?' "
I laughed. "What did you tell her?"
"Pretty much what you suggested. I acted embarrassed at first, and I said that you could hardly blame him. Then I confessed that you had mentioned something about a woman, but had hardly told us anything. She seemed really upset about it. I asked her how the rest of the evening had gone, and she hardly said anything. She told me you made her a fabulous dinner, but didn't say much about your conversation."
"I have you to thank for this, Andrea," I said. "Yesterday you helped me see that Marianne hadn't really been working very hard to understand how much I've been suffering, and why. So I did two things. First, she and I are each going to imagine being in the other one's shoes, and write down what we think the other one is feeling. And second, I've begun this nonsense about my seeing someone else. I have the feeling that that will really help her understand what I've been going through!"
We all laughed, but then Steve looked a little more serious. "How is this going to play out, Tom? Do you intend to tell her the truth, or are you going to keep up this story about your affair? And are you thinking about actually seeing someone else?"
"Steve, I'm just taking it one step at a time. I'm still not interested in sex at the moment—not with Marianne, not with anyone else. I was in a bar the other night, and I realized on the way home that I hadn't even looked around to see if there were any women in the place. I think ... the pain I'm feeling about Marianne's cheating has gotten in the way of my libido, at least for right now."
"As for keeping the story going—I'm going to stay with it, at least for a few days. If I get a chance, I may even tell Marianne some of the details about my sex life with this imaginary lady. She's hardly in a position to tell me I have no right to be screwing somebody. I can even tell her that she's better off than I was about Eddie, because she knows what's going on!"
I concluded, "in the long run I don't know whether I'll tell her the truth. I just know that I'm still hurting so much. The idea of making love to her again still fills me with rage. And I've realized that letting myself be the passive victim is the worst thing I can do. Making up a fake affair to torment my wife with seems like a weird strategy—but at the moment it's making me feel a bit better. At least I'm taking some action."
Andrea and Steve both nodded. "That makes a lot of sense to me, Tom," Steve said. "Andrea and I will keep the story going. Any time Marianne asks, we'll continue to be vague, but give her the impression that you have mentioned your new woman once or twice."
With that settled, we turned to other topics, and enjoyed a long and relaxed evening together. It was wonderful to have a few hours without feeling so much pain, without my mind filling with images of Marianne and Eddie together.
** ** ** **
When I got to the house on Sunday Marianne was waiting anxiously for me. She'd made some iced tea and sandwiches, and set it all up on our deck in the back yard. She was wearing a pair of green shorts she knew I liked, and a salmon tank top that showed off her figure beautifully. She'd done her hair and her make-up carefully—the effect was wonderful, and it was clear that she had put in a lot of effort. She looked absolutely beautiful.
I was in no hurry to get to our lists. I wanted to see how she was feeling, and was going to let her begin the conversation. I just said, "Hi Marianne, how are you? You look lovely today! Thanks for this nice spread."
"Thank you, Tom." She was obviously agitated. We had some iced tea, and she fidgeted nervously with her glass, played with her wedding ring, and just couldn't really sit still. I waited calmly, and when she couldn't stand the silence any more she burst out.
"Tom, are you really ... seeing someone? Are you having an affair, or did you just say that to upset me?"
"Do you think I shouldn't be seeing anyone, Marianne? Don't you think it's the least I've got coming, after you and Eddie all these months?"
She squirmed, and looked miserable. "Well, yes, Tom. I can't very well complain about anything you do at this point! I know what I did was awful .... It's just ... well, thinking about you and another woman is really upsetting me, and I want to know if it's true."
"It's true, Marianne," I lied calmly. "We've been together about six or seven times over the last couple of weeks. I'm not going to do this behind your back—you did that to me, and I know how much it hurt me when I found out. So I'm being open with you about it."
"But WHY?" she cried out, bursting into tears. I just looked at her in surprise.
"Okay," she said after a moment, still crying. "I know that was a stupid question. It's pretty obvious why, isn't it? I hurt you, and you wanted to hurt me back. But what's going to happen now? What's going to happen to us?"
The part of me that wanted Marianne to suffer a little was really enjoying this. "Actually, Marianne, I didn't do it to hurt you, and I'm not doing it now to hurt you. I've known Carrie through our work for several years, and we've always been friendly. The night we went out for a drink, after finishing up a project, we talked for a long time, and she made it clear she was interested in me. She's single, and under the circumstances there didn't seem to be any reason for me not to go to bed with her. We had a terrific time, and I've kept seeing her. Why shouldn't I?"
I had carefully chosen the name "Carrie" because there was no one I knew with that name. If Marianne tried tracking down my imaginary paramour, she wouldn't have much luck.
"But Tom ... what about our marriage?"
"I have two answers to that, Marianne. The first one is, you didn't worry about that a whole hell of a lot while you were climbing in and out of bed with Eddie, did you?" She just shook her head, looking miserable.
"And second, I haven't any idea. I couldn't possibly have sex with YOU at the moment. I can't even think of kissing you without seeing you and Eddie together, and when I imagine making love to you, it just gets worse. Given that I'm not having any sex with you, why not have sex with Carrie? I don't know where it will lead."
"Do you think you're falling in love with her, Tom?" Marianne spoke the question almost in a whisper.
"No, I don't think so. If I were cruel, Marianne, I could say that I was 'fond' of her, like you with Eddie, but I won't go that far. I like her. She's very attractive, and sex with her is terrific—she's wonderfully eager and enthusiastic. For now that's all it is. She knows about my situation, and I've made her absolutely no promises."
She only nodded, without looking up.
I looked at her. "We can keep talking about me and Carrie if you like, Marianne, but I get the feeling it will only upset you more. Do you think it would make more sense if we went on to our lists, the ones I suggested we make the other day?"
"I don't know what to do, Tom." Marianne looked thoroughly miserable. "I don't even want to think about you with someone else, but at the same time I'm just torn up inside! I keep seeing images of you ... with her, you know ... in bed. And it makes me crazy!"
"Believe me, Marianne, I know exactly what you're talking about. And there's one more thing. When you were screwing Eddie, you were getting out of his bed, coming home and climbing in bed with me. You must have had sex with me the same day you had sex with him, probably lots of times, and of course I never knew a thing. At least I'm not doing that to you. I'm not putting you in the position you put me in."
She nodded. "I know that, Tom. And I know ... I know that I'm the cause of all of this. I will try not to complain."
After a minute she rose and went into the house, returning with a sheet of paper. "Here's my list," she said. "I spent most of yesterday thinking about it, and read it over again this morning. I have to tell you, Tom—thinking about you and ... Carrie ... together made it a lot easier to imagine how you must be feeling about me and Eddie."
I smiled to myself, but said nothing. That had been the point, after all!
"Okay, Marianne. How about if I start by reading you my list, the one I wrote pretending to be you? I want you to tell me at the end how I did, and what I left out."
She agreed, and I read the list, in which the "I" was Marianne. There were five items on it.
--I am so angry at myself for being stupid and selfish. I thought I could do what I did without hurting you or jeopardizing our marriage. I was an idiot! Now I have caused you great pain, and I recognize that it is totally my fault.
--I am afraid for our marriage. I want you back, I want you to forgive me and come home to me—but I don't know what to do to make that happen. What if you decide to divorce me?
--I don't know how to make you love me again.
--I'm worried that you'll make some conditions for our marriage continuing that I won't be able to fulfill. (Like letting you have all the affairs you want.)
--I'm terrified about your affair with that woman. Will you fall in love with her? Does she please you, sexually or in other ways, more than I do? Between her attractiveness and your anger at me, will you leave me for her?
Marianne listened carefully as I read. When I was finished, she said, "that's an awfully good list, Tom. I am certainly feeling all those things—especially the first two, and the last one! I am angry at myself, and I am terrified. But there's one more I would put on there." She thought for a moment, and then said:
--I'm so furious that I can't tell you to stop seeing Carrie! Obviously I have no right to say that, given what I've done. But I want to stamp my foot and say, You can't see her any more!
I smiled at her, trying to look sympathetic rather than triumphant. "Believe me, I understand that feeling, Marianne. But you're right—right now you can't just tell me to stop. I have to figure out, in my own time, what's right for me."
"Tom," she cried, genuinely frightened, "please don't give up on me! I mean, on us—don't give up on our marriage!"
I went over to her chair and took her hand, holding it gently. "I'm not doing that, sweetheart," I said. "All these painful conversations, all these lists—all this is about trying to work it out. If I had wanted just to walk away, I would have done that three weeks ago."
She pulled my hand to her face and stroked it along her cheek. "Thank you for saying that, Tom! I so much needed to hear it. And I see your point—we have to keep having these awful conversations, don't we?"
I nodded, and after a minute said, "do you want to read me your list, Marianne?"
Her list was actually disappointing. It had only a few items, and I didn't think that she really had managed to feel all that I was going through. Like me, she wrote the list in my voice, so that this time the "I" was me.
--I am very angry that you broke our marital vows and had sex with Eddie.
--I don't know how I am ever going to be able to trust you now.
--I am worried that maybe he was a better lover than I am.
--I am angry that you were unavailable to me on our anniversary, because Eddie had given you the "honeymoons".
--I am upset that you lied to me, that you kept me in the dark about your affair for so many months.
--I don't know how to get over being angry with you.
When she was finished, she looked over at me. When I didn't speak, she asked, "How did I do, Tom?"
I sighed. "Well, it's a start. That certainly was the short version, not the elaborate one."
She looked a little annoyed. "What do you mean?"
"Well," I replied, "you've mentioned a few of the main points, but I don't think you have really walked in my moccasins yet, Marianne. Just for the heck of it, I made my own list of how I'm feeling. How about if I share it with you? The things you've mentioned are all there, so there's some duplication—but so are some other ones that are really important to me."
She nodded, and I went on to read her the list I had made.
--I am angry that you put yourself first. You chose to do something for your own pleasure and satisfaction, even though you knew it put our happy marriage, and my happiness, greatly at risk. If we still had toddlers, you would never have left one of our children alone in the bathtub just so you could finish watching your favorite TV show—you would have put their safety ahead of your pleasure. Yet with this affair you did just the opposite.
--I feel furious that my trust in your faithfulness has been completely betrayed. Part of what made our love-making so precious is that we shared it only with one another, and you broke that agreement behind my back.
--I am humiliated that you played me for a fool. You kept an incredibly important secret from me for months. When I questioned you about it, you lied to my face. You didn't confess the truth, or stop your affair, until I had absolute proof.
--I am angry that you have destroyed our sex life, along with the rest of our marital happiness. Right now the thought of sex with you makes me physically ill, because it is unavoidably linked to my thoughts of you and Eddie together. You have deprived me of the joy of our sex life together, without ever consulting me.
--My ego has been badly hurt. Eddie is younger than I am, and obviously full of energy and enthusiasm for sex. Is he a better lover than I am? Is his cock bigger, is his tongue more talented, does he have more stamina? In short, does he satisfy you in ways that I don't? When we were faithful to one another, I never had these worries—now I have them all the time.
--I am jealous of Eddie. Jealous of all the sexual pleasure you gave him, that was supposed to be reserved only for me. But even more jealous of the intimate time you spent together, the relaxed nights in his apartment, the fondness and closeness that obviously developed over the months you were together. I'm incredibly jealous and angry that you shared your most intimate, completely open side with him.
--I hate it that you took pleasure at my expense. In bed with Eddie, part of your excitement was knowing you were cheating on me. In bed with me, part of your excitement was the secret that you were also screwing Eddie. That undoubtedly made sex hotter for you, but only at the price of my pain.
--I am angry with you for breaking something I don't know how to fix: our marriage. I want it back the way it was, and I know it can never be that way again. Even if we stay together, how can I ever have the wonderful complete trust in you that I used to have? That trust is destroyed, and I don't know how to get it back.
--I'm afraid of my own anger and sense of grievance, afraid that it will destroy our relationship. I don't know how, even if we get back together, we can get to a point where I won't be constantly angry at you, and throwing your affair in your face all the time. What will happen when you finally say, "that's enough, stop hassling me about me and Eddie, it's time to get over it and forget it", and I still can't forget it? For a while you're going to be loving and apologetic—but what happens when you want to get back to normal, and I still can't do it? What will happen when you want to make love with me, and I still can't bear to touch you?
When I finished reading my list to Marianne, there was silence. I was glad I had written it out, and taken the time to formulate my thoughts carefully. I'm sure there were other things I could have mentioned, but the list communicated a lot of what I was feeling.
"Jesus, Tom," Marianne finally said, with a tremor in her voice. "I thought I was a sensitive person, and I thought I'd been thinking hard about this—but there are things there that never entered my mind."
She looked at me. "This has been just awful for you, hasn't it?"
I simply replied, "Yes it has."
And after a minute I continued, "and you are a sensitive person, Marianne. Sensitive, caring, and usually very observant. But somehow, with this affair, it seems you put all that stuff on hold."
She nodded her agreement. "Yes, I did—because I knew subconsciously that if I paid attention to your feelings, it would get in the way of my own selfish plans. So I guess I just turned off my sensitivity." She grimaced in disgust. "Jesus, what an idiot!"
After another minute or two of silence, I rose and wordlessly took her hand. I helped her to her feet, and we strolled hand-in-hand off the deck and around our green back yard, enjoying the shade of the walnut trees towards the back of the property. We didn't speak for a little while, just enjoyed the breeze and the noise of the birds.
I liked holding Marianne's hand. It reassured me that at least I could have this degree of physical closeness to her without my rage and hurt boiling up inside me. Obviously, this was a long way from making love! But it seemed like a good first step.
After awhile we returned to the deck, had some more iced tea, and spent a few minutes talking about other things. I had missed a couple of our weekly Monday night phone calls to the kids, so Marianne filled me in on how they were doing. She had told them I'd been away on business trips, so they had no reason to know I had moved out. I appreciated her having handled it that way.
Of course, the problem would come at the end of August when they returned home. If I were still living in an apartment, Marianne and I would have to talk seriously about how to explain the situation to them. But we still had a few weeks before having to face that.
Then I said, "Marianne, it's been a nice afternoon, but I should go." I considered adding that I had a date planned with Carrie, but it seemed cruel so I restrained myself.
But it didn't matter—she immediately asked, "are you seeing ... Carrie tonight?" I nodded, and saw tears come back into her eyes.
"I'm sorry, Marianne," was all I said. I wasn't going to promise I would stop seeing my imaginary lover.
"Tom, can we ... talk again soon?" "Of course," I answered. "How about Tuesday, the day after tomorrow? Why don't you come back to the apartment for dinner?"
"Okay," she sniffled. "I think I need to talk to you about Carrie. I've been trying not to think about it, but my imagination is making my life miserable. Maybe if you actually tell me ... about her, and about your ... time together, I'll be a little less unhappy and frightened."
"That's fine with me, Marianne." We agreed that this time we'd share making the dinner: Marianne would bring a salad and dessert, and I'd do the rest.
"Tom, would you leave me your list? I think I should probably read it over, and think about it some more." I was pleased by her request, and naturally agreed.
I kissed her on the cheek as I was leaving, and she gave me a sad, brave smile. I didn't know quite how to feel about it, but it was clear that at that moment Marianne was more miserable than I was. I couldn't help thinking that this was progress.
**********
By Tuesday I had started to be more hopeful about my marriage. For a variety of reasons, I felt less devastated than before. I had taken action, that was one good thing. Second, Marianne had had to confront much more directly all the pain she had caused me, and she seemed to be facing up to it. And finally, the imaginary Carrie was making Marianne miserable!



It certainly hadn't been a well thought-out plan on my part, just an idea that seemed worth trying. But now instead of there being a triangle of Tom/Marianne/Eddie inside both our heads, there was a Tom/Marianne/Carrie triangle (at least for Marianne), and Eddie just seemed less and less important, even to me.
I could even begin to think that—not yet, but at some time in the future—I could make love to Marianne without my rage about Eddie totally ruining it for me. My guess was that Marianne's fears about Carrie would focus on sex, and that she'd be so worried about my affair that anything sexual having to do with Eddie would be far from her mind.
As I straightened the apartment and checked on the dinner I was cooking, I found myself looking forward to sharing with Marianne my sexual exploits with the imaginary Carrie—she had made it clear she wanted to know about them. The advantage of a fictitious affair is that it can go just the way you want it to go! I intended to make my sex with Carrie sound as hot as possible.
When Marianne arrived she once again looked terrific. My wife was always beautiful, but when she set out to look her best she was totally stunning. She had on low heels that added to her height, and a pastel blue skirt that swirled around her when she walked. Her sleeveless blouse was white and a little bit see-through, so that I got the impression of a lacy bra beneath it. Without even thinking about it I took her in my arms as I let her into the apartment, and gave her a big kiss.
I think it surprised both of us! She looked at me and said, "wow, Tom, that was nice! I think I'd like another one, but let me put down this food first!" She had brought a big salad in a wooden bowl, and some ice cream for dessert.
She followed me into the kitchen as I put the ice cream in the freezer, and without hesitation said, "OK, what about that other kiss now?"
Looking at her seriously, I embraced her, drawing her to me slowly, and brought our faces together. This kiss was a long one—gentle at first, then gradually more passionate, as we held each other close. It probably lasted two minutes or more—somewhere in that time we had begun swapping tongues—and we both were short of breath when we broke apart. I had an erection that she surely must have felt pressing against her.
For me it had really been a test—could I kiss and hold Marianne without my mind reeling from thoughts of her kissing and embracing Eddie? And to my relief, I found that it was all right. I didn't forget about him, but the pleasure of Marianne being in my arms made my other thoughts unimportant.
Marianne smiled radiantly at me, still in my arms and holding me a foot or so away from her. "Tom, you've made me happier than I've been in weeks, since ... since this whole thing started. Being back in your arms like that is all I want!"
I grinned back at her. "Well you could probably tell that I was enjoying it too! How about some dinner, and we can think about some more of that later on?" This too was totally unexpected. I had no notion that we'd do anything more than talk tonight, and now it appeared the evening might go in a very different direction.
She tossed the salad while I brought out the dinner I'd cooked—chicken sauteed with artichoke hearts, and wild rice. Again she was impressed with my cooking, and I was pleased about that. Over the years of our marriage I had more and more left the cooking to Marianne, though I had been a pretty good cook in college. I guess that both of us forgot about my abilities—it was nice to be reminded.
After dinner we sat on the couch, and at once Marianne asked me about Carrie.
"Tom, it seems crazy, but I think I want you to tell me about your relationship with Carrie—how it started, and what's going on now. I know that you needed to hear all about my affair with Eddie, even though it was obvious how painful it was for you to listen to it."
"I think I'm feeling what you must have felt—that it's better to know the truth, even if it's awful, then to be at the mercy of my imagination."
"OK, honey," I said. "I'll tell you about it. Unless you don't want me to, or unless you stop me, I'll give it to you with all the details. As you say, then you'll know the whole situation."
She looked very worried, even though our kisses and the friendly dinner that had followed must have reassured her somewhat.
"Carrie works for a company that does a lot of business with mine. I've known her casually for two or three years, because we are in on a number of business meetings with other people. Once or twice a group of us has gone out for a drink after work and we've both been there, but always with 6-8 other people. We'd never spent time alone until about three weeks ago."
"Carrie is 27. She doesn't look much like you. She's only about 5' 2", and very curvy. Not heavy, but pretty voluptuous, with wide hips and really nice breasts."
Marianne grimaced a little, but didn't tell me to stop. I went on.
"She's got light brown hair, and dark eyes. What makes her particularly attractive is that she's lively and funny—sort of perky, except that I hate that word. She laughs a lot, and even in business meetings I've noticed she never seems to take things all that seriously—she doesn't think engineering or building construction are the most important things in the world."
"Two nights after I ... confronted you about Eddie, I had a business meeting with Carrie and some other people that went nearly until 6pm. Four or five of us went out for a drink, but after a little while everyone but Carrie and me had to leave. We were having a nice time, so I asked if she wanted to have dinner with me."
"She knows I'm married, so she asked right away, 'what about your wife? Aren't you going home to her?' And I told her the truth: that I'd caught you having an affair, and I'd moved out of the house."
"I was completely honest. I said that I still loved you, but I was unbelievably angry and hurt, and I had no idea about whether my marriage would ever be the same, or even whether there would be a marriage. I said, 'I guess in the shape I'm in, I'm the last person you'd ever want to have dinner with.' "
"But she told me, 'on the contrary, Tom, I've always liked you. You think the way I do, you're not so serious and solemn about the work we do. You have a sense of fun, and that appeals to me. I would love to have dinner with you!' "
"We had dinner at a seafood place on Thomaston Ave., and it was very pleasant. Carrie is easy to be with, and we had a good time chatting, not talking about anything serious. I learned a little about her background. She grew up in Miami, and at one time was an expert water-skier. She even did those fancy tricks—like skiing backwards, or holding onto the rope with just one foot—and she taught water-skiing for a while. She's lived in Cleveland ever since she finished college."
When the check came I paid it and offered to drop her at home, and she said, 'Where are you staying since you moved out, Tom?' I told her I had a room at the Holiday Inn. She just looked directly at me and said, 'I hear the rooms there are very nice. May I come and take look at yours?' "
"I was pretty surprised. I said, 'Carrie, are you sure about this? Given my situation?' And she just said, 'Tom, for a long time you have been on my "Damn, too bad he's married" list. At the moment you're not on that list, at least not all the way. I'm a big girl, and this is exactly what I want to do.' "
"I was incredibly flattered, and I told her so. We drove over to the hotel, went up to my room, and I made us a couple of drinks. We just sat on the sofa for a bit, talking some more. She asked me right out if I'd ever been with another woman since I got married, and I told her no. I was feeling a bit nervous! But she just smiled, and said she had a feeling we were going to be very good together."
"I put my arm around her and pulled her gently to me for a kiss, which she was more than ready for. We just necked for a long time, maybe half an hour. Eventually I began touching her breasts, which are large and firm. We both were very excited. She was breathing hard just from our kissing, and she groaned with pleasure when I first touched her breasts."
"She pulled away from me for a minute and said, 'can I tell you something, Tom? I love oral, both giving and receiving; and I really love having my breasts touched.' It was a big turn-on for me that she was being so open and direct with me."
"I picked her right up without a word, carried her over to the bed, took off her top and her bra, and began caressing her breasts."
I stopped myself to look over at Marianne, who was hunched up tensely in the far corner of the couch. She looked like a cornered animal. "Are you sure you want me to go on with this, Marianne? I could give you the short version."
"No, go ahead, Tom," she answered quietly. "I know that you had to listen to me and Eddie together. I don't see why I should be spared. And I need to know—having to imagine it myself is even worse."
I resumed my story. "Carrie really does adore having her breasts touched. I stroked them, at first avoiding her nipples but coming closer and closer; then I lightly brushed over them with my palms. She had her eyes closed, and was moaning quietly. She liked having the nipples pinched, but only gently, so I did that for a while. Then I kept my hand on one breast and lightly licked and kissed the other. It was very exciting for me too—being with a new woman after so long, and her being so responsive. And her breasts are just very beautiful."
"After a while I slid down lower and took off her skirt, then her panties, which were very wet. Since she said she loved oral, I kept my hands on her breasts while sliding my tongue right up her thighs into her pussy. I worked on her nice and slow—sometimes concentrating on her breasts while I very lightly licked her lips, then sometimes focusing on her clitoris with my tongue while lightly stroking across her nipples. I went back and forth, back and forth, until her hips were jerking back and forth at me and her moans were pretty continuous."
"I could tell she was getting close, so I moved back up to her breasts, latched on to one with my mouth, and used both hands down below. With one hand I stroked her clitoris, and with the other I slid two fingers inside her and moved them in and out. About a minute of that treatment was all she could take—she gasped, then cried out and had a wonderful orgasm, shaking up and down. I just took my fingers out of her, slid up next to her, and held her in my arms while she quivered, and then rocked her while she relaxed, sighing, her eyes closed the whole time."
"I felt great. I had been very nervous about being with another woman, unsure of whether I could please her. But I had obviously made Carrie feel very good—so no matter what else happened that night, I wouldn't feel like a failure."
"After a couple of minutes she looked up at me and said, 'Jesus, Tom. If I had known you could do that to me, I would have jumped you right on the table at the restaurant!' I just smiled and said, 'you are such an exciting and beautiful woman, Carrie. I loved touching you and pleasing you that way.' "
"She said, 'I hope you're going to love me touching and pleasing you too!' She pushed me down flat on my back, then got my clothes off, and immediately started caressing and stroking my cock. It took all of about 45 seconds before it was as hard as it's ever been. She teased me pretty much the way I had teased her—she used her hands or licked up and down it with her tongue until I was frantic, then backed off a little until I calmed down. She has a way of letting her mouth relax and open very wide, so that she could take my balls into her mouth very comfortably and I didn't feel afraid she'd bite down on them by accident. After a lot of teasing, she started giving me a serious blowjob, clearly aiming to finish me off."
"But I stopped her, and said, 'Carrie, I'd really like to finish inside you, if I could.' She smiled and climbed up on top of me. As she held my cock and slid down on it, she said, 'I'm on the pill, Tom—please go ahead and cum in me when you're ready.' Then she rode me, slowly and steadily, gradually getting faster in her up-and-down strokes, smiling into my eyes the whole time, until I was completely out of control. I was bucking my hips wildly, groaning at her, clutching her around the waist to keep her planted on me, and I exploded like crazy. I held her down on me as I came and came and came."
"I don't know if it was because this was someone new, Marianne, or whether it was because Carrie is very sexy and very enthusiastic, or because I hadn't had sex in more than a week—or all of those things. But it was one of the strongest, most complete orgasms I've ever had. I just lay there, exhausted, and finally said, 'Well, Carrie, you've just made an old man very very happy!' "
"She lay down next to me, her face shining with her own pleasure, and said, 'from the way I feel right now, you're just the right age for me!' Then she asked me if she could stay the night. I was surprised, but flattered and delighted. I said, 'of course, but if you stay in this bed I can't promise you an uninterrupted night of sleep.' And she just winked at me."
"We dozed for a while. To tell the truth I might have fallen asleep for the whole night, but after about an hour Carrie woke up. She began rubbing her breasts against me, drawing them back and forth across my chest. It felt really good, and I could tell it was getting her very aroused again. I started to stroke her back and sides with my hands, sometimes touching her breasts, while she continued to rub them on me. Then I pulled her up so her breasts were rubbing across my face, and I raised my hips and teased her pussy with my cock, rubbing it back and forth across her lips without letting it enter. I kept grabbing at her nipples with my lips as they went by, and sucking on them gently."
"We got more and more excited, teasing each other in this way. She started to moan, little 'oh, oh, oh!' sounds. I really wanted to be inside her, so I rolled her over beneath me and slid right into her in the missionary position. She had her eyes closed tight, and I just began stroking in and out steadily, easily."
As I narrated this scene, I was carefully watching Marianne. She looked more unhappy than ever, tightly pulled into herself in the corner of the sofa. I felt momentarily sorry for her—then I remembered the tape of her and Eddie in the motel that I had had to listen to, and my feelings hardened. Her pleasure and intimacy with him continued to fill me with rage! So if my made-up story gave Marianne a taste of the same kind of pain, I had no intention of stopping. I continued my narration.
"I gradually worked up to a faster and faster pace, nice and steadily. It was great that I had already come once earlier in the evening with Carrie, so I knew I could last for a while. By the time I was ready to let go, she had already had one really big, shuddering orgasm. Her second one came just as I was about to reach my peak, trying hard to keep my strokes long and smooth. But when her pussy clenched around me, I just went crazy for a few seconds, my hips jerking like mad, and the two of us convulsed pretty much at the same time. God, that felt good!"
"This time we both were exhausted. We just smiled at each other, lay together drowsily kissing for a few minutes, then fell soundly asleep."
"Thank God the next day was Saturday. We slept kind of late, and when I suggested we go downstairs for breakfast, Carrie wanted a shower first. Showering with her was amazingly erotic. We took our time washing one another. She did me first, doing my whole body but avoiding my penis until the end, though it was aching for her attention. She just soaped up my cock and balls, stroking them gently, smiling teasingly up at me while I groaned with how good it felt."
"I then teased her the same way, doing her arms, legs and torso but avoiding her breasts. At last I touched them, holding her from behind with my arms around her, and she just sighed and relaxed back into me. I slowly moved my soapy hands all over them, and she just totally melted. I could feel her breathing get faster and faster, and I wondered if we'd make it back to the bed or have sex right there in the shower. I began to reach ... "
I was interrupted by the sight of Marianne leaping to her feet, her face covered with tears. "Tom, stop! I just can't ... I thought I needed to hear this, but I ... I can't ... I don't know what ..."
She stopped, shuddered, and said, "I think I have to go now." And before I could say a word, she was out the door and headed downstairs.
I quickly went after her, not to stop her but to make sure she got to her car safely. From a short distance away I saw her run to her car, get in, put on her seat belt, and drive away.
Walking back upstairs to my apartment I was aware of a fascinating mixture of feelings. My own story had turned me on—the imaginary Carrie was one sexy lady! For the very first time since confronting Marianne about her cheating, more than three weeks earlier, I felt horny and interested in sex. It was nice to know that my libido had just been sleeping, not dead.
Next, I felt sympathy for Marianne. She had asked to hear about me and Carrie, and I'd certainly given her her money's worth! I'd made it as hot as possible, without getting totally unrealistic, and it was clearly driving my wife crazy. I loved Marianne enough to feel sorry that she was hurting.
But of course at the same time I could still hear her voice saying to Eddie, "I'm so hot for it, let me just get my clothes off and you inside me!" I could play the whole tape of that horrible episode in my mind. I heard her sighs and groans of pleasure, and the intimate joking with her lover of eight months. It was her with Eddie unfiltered and uncensored—unquestionably far worse for me to hear than my stories of me and Carrie had been for Marianne.
I realized, not for the first time, that the process of getting over my rage would not be a straight line. For the most part I was considerably less angry with Marianne, and less devastated, than I had been three weeks earlier. I had started taking the initiative on my own behalf, and I felt more in control. It seemed much more likely now than it had before that she and I could eventually reconcile.
But the rage still boiled up from time to time, every bit as hot and furious as the first time. Getting over it was not going to be a slow-and-steady process, much more a slow-and-unsteady process. I would have to think hard about my next steps.
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On the day after Marianne ran out of my apartment, I called and left her a brief message at home, reminding her that I would be away for the next four days, through the weekend, at a conference in Atlanta. I was friendly, but I didn't offer any sympathy for the night before.
Actually, I was looking forward to getting away for a couple of days. While at some moments I felt more optimistic that my marriage had a future, my love for Marianne was mixed with a ton of anger. There probably wasn't any ten-minute period in my day when I didn't hear in my mind the sounds of her with Eddie in the motel, and my rage just boiled up in me each time. She had fucked him behind my back for eight months! She had lied to my face about it, when she had the chance to tell me the truth! The fact that I loved her and that I cared about our children mattered a lot—but did they outweigh what she had done to me?
At work I told Steve all about what was going on with Marianne and me, and asked him to share the news with Andrea. He smiled when I told him that my stories about Carrie were making Marianne so crazy, and I reminded him again to be sure not to let Marianne know that Carrie was my fictional invention.
I expected the conference to be pretty routine, but it turned out to be anything but. Most of my time was spent in paper sessions, where engineers give presentations on the latest in load-bearing measurement technology or advances in thermal window design. After each presentation there is time for questions from the audience, and occasionally the questions get quite contentious.
At the Friday afternoon session, a young and clearly inexperienced engineer gave a somewhat shaky paper, clearly his first talk in public. An older man in the audience started in with a series of aggressive, almost nasty questions. He challenged not only some of the speaker's conclusions but, by implication, his fitness to be an engineer.
This really pissed me off—it was a more experienced man picking on someone more vulnerable than he was. Fortunately, the paper concerned issues I knew a lot about, so I rose to ask my own question. I carefully formulated it so that it would be a friendly one, and would give the speaker a chance to regain his composure and sound more sure of himself. It also shut his attacker down, and he never got to ask any more questions. I was glad to see the young speaker make it to the end of the question session feeling better about himself.
The dinner that evening was a buffet, and after I went through the line I didn't see anyone I knew to sit with. I joined a group at a partially filled table, a group that included a striking young blonde woman I had noticed at the afternoon session. Her nametag said that her name was Kristin, and that she was from Norway.
Dinner conversation was mostly relaxed shop-talk, as it tends to be at conferences. Kristin seemed bright but shy—she mostly listened, only occasionally contributing her own thoughts. But as the group was breaking up, she surprised me by putting her hand on my arm and asking if I would stay a minute.
When we were alone, she said, "I noticed what you did in the session this afternoon. That was a very generous and kind act, to give the speaker a friendly question and let him recover his composure." She spoke excellent English, but with a little bit of an accent that I found charming.
"Thank you, Kristin," I replied. "I thought the guy asking all the hard questions was being a jerk, and I hate to see a younger engineer put on the spot so unfairly. It made me a little angry."
"I have seen a lot of that in our field," she said. "But it's much rarer when someone steps in, especially as discreetly and gently as you did. I'm not even sure he knew he was being rescued!"
We chatted for another couple of minutes, and I asked her if she felt like getting out of the hotel and taking a walk around Atlanta for a bit, and maybe getting a beer. She looked pointedly at my left hand, which still had my wedding ring, and I just laughed.
"Yes, married!" I said cheerfully. "Look, I didn't mean to make a pass at you—I just thought a walk would be pleasant, and I'd be delighted if you would join me." In fact I was very attracted to Kristin, but I hadn't planned to do anything about it. She was slim and lovely, with high Nordic cheekbones and a fabulous complexion. She wore her blonde hair short around her head, and her figure was very youthful, almost boyish, with slim hips and small breasts.
She smiled back at me, and said, "in that case I'd love to! But I'm not very impressed with American beers. Maybe we can find a place that serves some good Scandinavian ones."
It was a terrific evening. We walked around in the warm evening for a couple of hours, then settled at a place that specialized in beers from around the world, and we each tried a couple of unfamiliar ones. I learned that she had just finished her graduate degree in engineering at the University of Washington, and was looking for a job somewhere on the West Coast. Before that she had lived her entire life in Norway—she owed her English largely to a very good school system there.
Somewhere during the second beer for each of us, the conversation turned more serious. I found myself telling her about my marriage, and Marianne's cheating. Just the short version—I spared her what I'd heard on the tape, just told Kristin that I had taped them making love in a motel. She grimaced, and said only, "that must have been awful. I am so sorry."
It may be that my honesty inspired her, but after a few minutes she told me about her one and only serious love affair, with Ben, a fellow graduate student at Washington, that had ended very badly. He had courted her gallantly and patiently for months, with flowers and candy, etc., until she had been willing to go to bed with him. (She had had only had one lover before him, a brief romance during college.) But once they started having sex, he turned out to be controlling and violent. He liked it rough, and it excited him whenever she refused or hesitated.
After two months of increasingly frightening sexual encounters, and a beating that nearly sent her to the emergency room, she tried to break up with him. Ben told her he'd kill her if she ever left him. Terrified, she dropped out of school and flew home to Norway, abandoning her work in mid-semester. She didn't return to the university until 10 months later, after making sure that he had graduated and taken a job in the Midwest.
The whole experience had clearly been horrifying for Kristin. As she told me the story her voice became quieter and more hesitant, and she looked down at the table, not meeting my eyes. At the end she said, looking back up into my face, "I haven't ... been with anyone since then—that was two years ago."
The story appalled me, and I was full of sympathy for Kristin, who was still obviously suffering from the effects of what he had done to her. I gently took her hand, and said, "that's a terrible story, Kristin. It was very brave of you to have gone back to school and finished your degree. That must have been very difficult."
She smiled, and said, "it was awful at first! Even though I had made very sure that he was in Nebraska somewhere, for the first two months I looked for him everywhere. I was sure he would jump out from behind some tree and stab me! I was afraid of the dark, afraid to go anywhere alone. I had two roommates, and they were amazingly kind and patient with me. After a few months, it was much better."
"But you ... didn't start dating again," I said gently.
"No ... For a long time I didn't want even to be near a man. Then, after that feeling eased a bit, I guess I just didn't meet anyone I was interested in. And I'll admit that it just felt safer to concentrate on my work, and not take the risk of getting involved again."
I was able to cheer Kristin up a little by turning to lighter topics—we talked about the conference, and laughed together about some of the less successful presentations (the worst ones are almost always comically boring). By the time we strolled back to the hotel, around 11pm, she seemed to be feeling much better.
When we were still about a block from the front door she took my arm and pulled me gently to a stop, saying, "would you mind if we sat on a bench out here for a moment, before we go back in?"
I naturally agreed, and we sat quietly for a minute, me wondering what was on her mind.
She looked gravely into my face for a moment. She was just beautiful! "Tom, you are a very attractive man. What you did this afternoon, rescuing that poor fellow after his paper, showed me your kindness. And our conversation tonight made me even more sure that you are a very special person. Not just handsome, and funny and intelligent, but gentle, and sensitive to other people's feelings."
I started to thank her, but she raised her hand to stop me, and went on. "It's been a very long time since I've been with a man I was attracted to, AND a man I felt safe with. I know that you're married, but I also know that you're hurting too. I would like to spend the night with you."
My jaw dropped—I was utterly shocked. But before she got the wrong idea, that I wasn't interested, I quickly said, "Kristin, I'm honored! And flattered. You are about the most lovely woman I have ever met, and I would absolutely love to be with you tonight."
She smiled at me, and said, "good!" Then she hugged my arm, and we both laughed.
We agreed that we'd meet in a half hour in my room, since I had splurged for a room with a king-size bed. I made a discreet visit to a pharmacy for some condoms—an item I never dreamed I'd have any need for—and waited for her upstairs in my room.
When I answered her knock, she came in shyly, holding a plastic bag that must have contained her nightclothes, and asked if she could change in the bathroom. After a few minutes she came out in a robe, looking even more shy. I had turned off all but a single light, undressed to my boxers, and was waiting for her in the bed, with a couple of beers on the night-table. (There hadn't been time to do anything about champagne!)
Kristin came straight over to the bed, but I could tell she was very nervous. As I smiled at her she took off the robe, revealing a pink nightie that was pretty but not very revealing. She said, "I'm really not very experienced, except for those awful things that happened with Ben. I hope I won't disappoint you."
I said, "Kristin, I am already enjoying this evening with you so much. You are absolutely gorgeous, and a wonderful person. Even if all we do is snuggle together and fall quietly asleep, it will have been a great night for me."
Then I added, "but I am very excited—so I hope we'll do a little more than that!" She laughed, and climbed right in next to me, nestling close beside me. We just lay quietly for a minute or two, and then she turned her face towards mine and I kissed her.
That night with Kristin was one of the most memorable nights of my life. Even though we had just met, we had already shared some rather intimate stories—we felt close to one another, and safe with each other. I can't say that I didn't think of Marianne that night, because I did, many times. But the thoughts didn't bother me. Being with Kristin was tender and joyful. It was intensely exciting, but it never got fierce—I was determined that I would do nothing to frighten her, even by accident. And my patience was more than rewarded; as the night progressed she grew more relaxed, and she was eager and responsive.
We kissed for a long time, just enjoying the closeness. I did not go further until Kristin's hands began to explore, stroking my chest and my back. Then I began to slide my own hands up and down her arms, around the back of her neck, and finally onto her nightie, over her small breasts. She murmured into my mouth as I touched them. I was very gentle, and after a few moments I felt her nipples harden against my touch. "May I take the nightie off you?" I asked her quietly, and she nodded.
I reached down and carefully slid the nightie up over her head, then turned and quickly shed my boxers. I was about to pull the covers back up over both of us, but she stopped me. "No, I want to see you."
I smiled, and lay back next to her on my back. She leaned over me, examining my chest with her eyes and her hands, and I just let her take the lead. She stroked all over me: up and down my arms, feeling their muscles, then across my belly and down to my thighs. At first she avoided my cock, just stroking and touching my flesh and looking me over as though she'd never seen a man's body before.
I enjoyed it immensely, especially because I could look at her at the same time. Her breasts were small and firm, like those of a teenager, with beautiful pink nipples about the size of a quarter. After a minute I started to run my hands over them, and she smiled and arched her back, pressing them into my hands.
We continued to stroke one another gently, almost lazily. It wasn't hotly sexual yet, more like a sensual massage—there were so many parts of our bodies to enjoy beyond the sexual ones. I found to my delight that her underarms were not shaven, and stroked and licked her beautiful blonde armpits, which made her giggle. Her pubic hair matched, being blonde and sparse, allowing the pink lips of her pussy to show through.
We touched one another, looked at one another, and kissed luxuriously from time to time. I was very erect, and she was certainly aroused, but neither of us felt in a hurry. Partly I think we were both being careful—both of us had painful memories we had to skirt around, though they were very different—but also we were just enjoying the pleasure of going slowly. We each felt safe, and we were each trying to make sure that the other felt safe as well. It was wonderful!
It must have been at least thirty minutes after she joined me in bed when I finally slid my hand between her thighs, and felt her warm pussy for the first time. I made repeated gentle stroking motions up her legs, starting from midthigh and sliding up to her lips, which I rubbed briefly before starting over on her thighs. She laid her head on my shoulder and whispered into my ear, "I was hoping you'd do that!"
When she was very wet, and her hips rolled towards me each time I stroked her, I turned myself around so that I could reach between her legs with my mouth. My hips and cock were within reach of her hands, but nowhere near her face. I didn't want to make her feel I expected to take me in her mouth, and she didn't. As I licked her, poked gently inside her with my tongue, and used a finger on her clitoris, she caressed my balls with one hand and stroked my penis with the other. I adored her taste and smell. It was lighter, not so tangy as Marianne's. It seemed somehow appropriate to a younger woman.
As before, we let this pleasure build slowly, taking our time. When she got close to an orgasm I eased back a little, letting her arousal level off, then built her up again. The third time she murmured, "don't stop this time, Tom! make me ... let me cum!" So I kept my stroking and licking steady and rhythmic, enjoying the twists and jerks of her hips as she forced my mouth harder onto her. I rode her steadily into and through her orgasm. She didn't scream, but gasped loudly, then said, "oh! oh! oh!" several times, and finally sighed deeply and relaxed into the bed.
As her orgasm approached she had let go of my cock, which was fine with me—I didn't want to waste my first orgasm in her hands! I came back up to the top of the bed and held her in my arms, and she just sighed happily, smiling broadly but with her eyes still closed. She said, "later on I'll teach you how to say 'fabelaktig'—it's the Norwegian word for 'fabulous'!"
Then after another minute she roused herself a little, saying, "Tom, please make love to me now." I could see a bit of anxiety return to her face, so I said, "only if you want to, Kristin."
"I want to—I want you inside me. But ..."
She hesitated, and, guessing what was in her mind, I said, "what position would feel the most comfortable to you?"
She smiled at me gratefully. "Thank you for understanding, Tom! Ben used to ... well ... let's not talk about that. But could I be on top of you?"
"Of course," I smiled back at her. I reached for a condom on the nightstand, and she sweetly rolled it onto me. She crouched over me, facing me with her pussy above my cock, and stroked it over her lips several times, making me groan with pleasure.
Then she very slowly and carefully began to lower herself onto me. I did everything I could not to thrust up into her, giving her all the time she needed. I could see that she was fighting some bad memories, so I was utterly patient as she lowered herself, stopped, adjusted her hips, then went on. It was probably two full minutes before I was entirely inside her, and she relaxed completely, sitting down on me with a sigh and a big smile.
At about the same time we spoke: I started to say, "that feels incredible!", just as she said, "oh that's marvelous, Tom." Then we both laughed!
When she began to move on me it was a natural continuation of our love-making so far. She went slowly, easily, sometimes moving up and down on me, sometimes resting on me and moving her hips so my pubic bone pressed against her clitoris. It was all wonderful! I was in no hurry, and I avoided thrusting up at her. Instead I took pleasure in holding and stroking her breasts, lightly pinching her beautiful nipples. She kept her hands on my shoulders and her arms straight, using them for leverage.
We moved together for a long time, then I saw her face start to change. She got a look of serious concentration, and moved up and down on me more purposefully. She bit her lip and arched her back, groaning. I could tell she was getting close, and I tentatively began thrusting just a little, meeting her as she came down on me. About a minute after that I could tell I was about to lose control, and I whispered "Kristin?"
She just said, "yes, Tom, right now!" We continued to thrust into one another, staying in rhythm. Just as I was sure I'd lose control and start jerking my hips, she came, falling forward on me and groaning. I felt her pussy spasm and I totally lost it, bucking up into her several times and cumming so hard I thought I'd shoot my sperm right through the condom and up into her. God it felt good!
When it was over we just lay there, holding each other lightly, feeling one another's breathing gradually subside. Thoughts of Marianne had flitted in and out of my mind during our lovemaking—how her breasts felt different from Kristin's, or what her face looked like when she rode me as Kristin was doing—but they hadn't bothered me. Now, as Kristin and I lay in each other's arms, I remembered Marianne and Eddie, but the pain seemed distant and vague, like a bad toothache after the Novocaine had begun to take effect. It would be wrong to say I had forgotten about her cheating, or that it didn't matter. More accurate to say that I'd found a respite from the pain of it—a wonderful respite with a beautiful and loving young woman.
I shifted slightly to see Kristin's face, slightly worried about how her own memories of Ben might be in her mind. She kept her eyes closed, but had a happy, sleepy smile on her face. She looked like a little girl, ready for sleep after a long tiring and fun day at the amusement park. Without another word, I kissed her on the forehead, and reached to turn off the bedside lamp. We drifted off to sleep in one another's arms.
I awoke in a way I recommend to all of you to experience just once before you die. It must have been about 8am, because the sun was streaming in through the gauzy curtains and the room was full of light. I was on my side, and as I opened my eyes I saw Kristin on her knees by the side of the bed, naked and totally lovely, smiling at me as she took the head of my cock gently into her mouth. I was only partially erect, but that changed quickly!



She teased me deliciously with her lips, using her hands to hold and gently stroke my balls and the base of my shaft. At times she dipped down and took about 4 inches of me into her mouth, then slid back and caressed just the head with her tongue. After five minutes she had me incredibly aroused—I was straining towards her mouth, groaning, wordlessly begging for release.
Without warning she let me go, stood up, smiled broadly at me and said, "good morning, Tom. How about a shower?" Then without another word she strolled into the bathroom and shut the door. In a moment I heard the water splashing in the shower stall.
I just laughed, feeling the exquisite pleasure and frustration of having been left so close to a terrific orgasm. I jumped out of bed, stretched, and wasted no time following her into the bathroom. When I climbed into the shower behind her she laughed happily at me, and embraced me tightly.
We soaped one another, enjoying the feeling not only of cock and pussy but of toes, armpits, ears, necks—everything! The washing started slow, but after a few minutes we were both very eager to get out of the shower and back into the bedroom. We raced out, ignoring our wet hair, hurriedly drying each other and throwing the towels aside. She got to the condoms first, and in no time she had rolled one onto me.
"Tom," she said with a smile, "how shall we do it this time? I want you to choose." I actually loved rear-entry, but I was afraid to put her in any position where she might feel vulnerable, or bring up unwelcome memories of Ben.
"Good old-fashioned missionary would be great for me," I replied. "I just love looking at you!" She arranged herself comfortably on her back, with a pillow under her head, and reached out to take me in her arms. "I am really looking forward to this," she said with a smile.
We were both too excited to be as leisurely as we had been the night before. Almost as soon as I was all the way inside her I felt the need to move. I tried to take a few deep breaths, longing to savor the feeling of my cock within her, then began thrusting slowly in and out. At first I stayed up on my arms, holding my chest above her and enjoying her beautiful smiling face as we coupled.
Then, within a few minutes, the feelings in my cock got so intense I had to increase the pace, and she put her hands on my back and pulled me down tightly to her. With my face against her shoulder I moved more rapidly inside her, feeling her hips roll up to meet each stroke. She began to groan lightly each time our bodies pushed together, and I got more and more aroused.
I began to whimper as my pleasure overcame me, and my rapid strokes grew more forceful. I was vaguely aware that I didn't want to be too rough, so I tried to hold back a little even as my orgasm roared through me. It felt like a tidal wave in my bloodstream, beginning at my cock and exploding in all directions through my body. I heard a loud animal groan, and wondered if it had been me. A moment later, I was drained of strength, and I collapsed onto Kristin, trying with my arms to keep my full weight off her.
I lazily kissed her ear and whispered sweet words into it, making her giggle. Then I realized that she probably hadn't come, and I raised up to look at her, the question in my eyes.
"It was wonderful, Tom," she said with a broad smile. "No, I didn't finish, but I loved it. You were so excited! It was thrilling. I don't always come from intercourse—but I feel SO good. Just rest with me." And she gently pulled me down on top of her again, where we lay comfortably together.
It was a half hour before we roused ourselves, and laughed as we realized we needed to shower again! This time we managed it without any sexy horseplay, and both of us dressed for the day.
I started to talk to Kristin about the day. "Maybe we shouldn't have breakfast together, Kristin, just for the sake of discretion. But how about we go somewhere nice in Atlanta for dinner tonight—somewhere with good beer?"
She took my hand, smiling a bit sadly at me, and led me over to the bed, where we both sat down. "Tom, let me say something. Last night was ... last night was so much more than I could have imagined. I hoped we could be ... good for each other, you know? Healing. Give each other a bit of comfort, and reassurance."
"And we did, of course. But it was so much more than that for me. Exciting, and sexy, and fun and relaxed. It was the most wonderful night I've ever spent with a man!"
I broke in, kissing her lightly, and told her that it had been just as wonderful for me. But she stopped me and went on.
"I don't think we should see each other again tonight. First, because nothing could possibly top last night! And I'd hate to feel that our second night together was a disappointment. But second, because it wouldn't be hard at all for me to start falling in love with you, and I don't want to take that chance."
Startled, I just looked at her. "Kristin, NOTHING that ever happened with you could disappoint me. We could sit side by side tonight and read the Yellow Pages and I'd have a good time!" She laughed.
"But I understand your point about maybe getting too attached. You're headed back to the West Coast, and me to Cleveland, where I'm hoping I will still be married after ... everything settles down. You are the most amazing, most lovely and special young woman I've ever met. The thought of not having more time together makes me sad—but I respect what you're saying."
She stood up, and I stood up too, and hugged her. "Promise me if you change your mind you'll come find me, OK?" I asked. She just smiled, and shook her head. "I'll see you in the sessions, Tom. And I'll smile at you across the room, and we'll both know what the smile means. All right?"
I nodded, and walked her to the door. After another gentle kiss and hug, and another smile from both of us, she went out into the hallway.
Saturday was a long, dull day for me. I did see Kristin in an afternoon session, and we did share a nice smile at a distance of 60 feet, but the rest of the papers didn't hold much interest.
I had dinner all by myself in a steakhouse in downtown Atlanta, thinking about Kristin, about Marianne, and about where my life was going. Then I headed back to the hotel and turned in, sitting up in bed with a mystery novel for a while before going to sleep.
I was astonished to hear a light knock on the door at 11:45, just as I was thinking of turning the light out. I peered through the eyehole to see Kristin, wearing a hotel terrycloth robe.
When I opened the door, a delighted smile on my face, she came right into my arms, and we hugged as I closed the door behind her. "I guess I ... spoke a bit too soon this morning," she said. "I really couldn't sleep tonight ... would it be all right if we just snuggled and went to sleep together?"
"What a wonderful surprise you are!" I replied. "Absolutely. This is the nicest thing that could have happened to me tonight!"
We were quickly naked together and curled up in the darkness, her nestled in front of me spoon-fashion. Kristin fell asleep within minutes, but I remained awake awhile, glorying in her wonderful smell and the feel of her slim body in my arms. Then I slept too.
********** My first conscious thought on awakening was that my arms were empty. Kristin must have gotten up early and gone back to her room. I sighed to myself, but as I prepared to throw back the covers I heard a slight noise, and the bathroom door swung quietly open.
For some reason I kept my eyes nearly shut, feigning sleep, while watching to see what Kristin would do. If she wanted to leave without waking me I would pretend to be asleep, so that she didn't feel obliged to give me an explanation.
Still naked, she looked at me, seemingly concluded I was asleep, then padded back to bed and snuggled in behind me, so that this time she was the bottom spoon, her chest and thighs pressed against my back.
What happened next filled me with joy. Very lightly and slowly, she began to move against me, stroking my arms and shoulders, gently moving her breasts against my back and her thighs against the back of mine. She reached her hands around me and let them glide across my chest, all the while caressing me with her own body. I felt her nipples harden, and after a few minutes she began to kiss the side of my neck, at the same time she slid one hand down and took my cock in her hand.
I endured this loving assault with utter pleasure, pretending that I was gradually awakening from her caresses. When I began to turn around to face her she gently stopped me, murmuring "shh", and rolled me back away from her.
Without knowing it Kristin was fulfilling one of my favorite—not quite "fantasies", but "preferences" in love-making. I am almost always ready and eager to make love with Marianne—or at least I was in the pre-affair days! So I was normally the one to take the initiative, and while Marianne usually seemed happy to make love, I never felt completely sure that she was as interested as I was. On the relatively rare occasions when she took the lead, it gave me pleasure to know that sex was something she really wanted, rather than it being something she was doing mainly to please me.
In bed with Kristin that Sunday morning, I was thrilled that she was choosing to pleasure and arouse me. She could have gone back to her room, or just returned to bed and dozed, but sex was HER choice. I reveled in the feeling of her breasts against my back, her breath in my ear, and her hands caressing my cock. She stroked me up and down until I was rock-hard, and began to murmur teasingly in my ear.
"Wow, this is a big one, Tom! What are you going to do with it? Are you ready to fuck me with this beautiful thing? Are you ready for me? are you?"
I suddenly rolled over and grabbed her into my arms, growling "what do you think?" as she giggled against me.
Then she said, more seriously, "Tom, doing it ... from behind used to be one of my favorite positions, before ... well, before Ben. Could we do that this time, but ... a little gently?"
That sounded like a great idea to me! I grabbed a condom, and arranged her comfortably with a couple of pillows under her middle, so that she didn't have to hold all her weight up on all fours. I got behind her, but instead of moving to enter her right away I caressed her beautiful pussy with my tongue, again enjoying her wonderful smell and taste. I licked all around her upper thighs, the edge where her thighs met her abdomen, her vaginal lips, and her clitoris. I didn't try to make her come, just gave her teasing pleasure as she had done to me.
Then I kneeled behind her and, using my hand to guide me, entered her very slowly and carefully. When I was all the way inside, I just rested there, sighing with the pleasure of her heat and tightness, stroking her back with my hands. I loved this position, and I adored being inside Kristin. Did being inside Marianne from behind feel this good? I couldn't remember, and at that moment I didn't give a damn.
Going slowly and gently was fine with me—I wanted the sex to last a long time. So we took our time, changing our pace and our rhythm from time to time, pausing while I held her breasts and tickled her nipples. It must have been 20 minutes before we built up to a climax. When I could tell she was very close, I reached beneath her and stroked her clitoris, all the while thrusting in and out, going faster but not too hard. Her orgasm made her shudder and clench her vagina around me, and I came into her only moments later, gasping with the pleasure of it.
Each time we made love, it had been a delight. I was filled with joy and gratitude to my generous, loving, and beautiful partner. I climbed off her and took her in my arms, and we lay together resting sweetly for a long time.
**********
At the airport that afternoon I was two hours early, with plenty of time to think. My farewell to Kristin had been bittersweet. We had exchanged addresses and many warm embraces, knowing that we would not see one another any time soon, if ever. Neither she nor I had seen the other as a potential long-term partner, just a port in a storm. But the connection we had made was very real—not just sexual, but a wonderful warmth and mutual understanding. I felt very lucky to have spent a short time with her.
Of course, my tryst with Kristin also affected how I felt about Marianne at that moment. This brief affair fit into the pattern that I had begun 2-3 weeks earlier, of being active in figuring out what I needed and then doing it, rather than just suffering as a passive victim of my wife's betrayal. Though I hadn't been aiming to do it, I had found out that I was still an attractive man to a woman, and still very much capable of being a satisfying and exciting lover. It wasn't that I seriously doubted those things—yet the pain of Marianne's cheating certainly had poked serious holes in my confidence.
She had said that her affair had nothing to do with me or with my love-making. She had said that she loved me completely, and that our sex-life together was exciting and satisfying for her. Very nice to hear—and very difficult to believe, when the words come from your wife who has just confessed to eight months of fucking someone else!
But Kristin had met me, liked me, wanted to be with me, and had been very excited and satisfied sexually with me. I didn't have to question that—I knew it was true, and it felt wonderful. In a small way, my time with her had restored to me some of what the revelation of Marianne's cheating had stolen from me.
I used my cell phone to check in with Andrea and Steve back in Cleveland. Andrea answered my call, and told me that the two of them had had lunch with Marianne on Saturday. According to Andrea, my wife was in a pretty serious, depressed mood, though they'd had some success cheering her up.
"I think your 'affair' with Carrie is really eating at her, Tom," Andrea continued. "In a good way, actually. One aspect of it is simply that she's very jealous; and frightened that you'll fall in love with Carrie, or just that having a new lover will make it easier for you to leave her."
"But beyond that, her feelings about you and Carrie have helped her understand much better how incredibly hurt and betrayed you feel. She can see that you must be agonizing about her and Eddie together just as she does about you and Carrie. It's obvious that you must suffer the pain of doubting her love, just as your involvement with Carrie makes her worry about your love for her. And she can see that it was much worse for you, because you were utterly deceived."
"So I don't know what you're thinking, Tom, but I'd advise you to keep 'Carrie' in the picture a while longer. But that's just me, the amateur shrink!" she laughed. "How are you, anyway?"
"I'm actually pretty good," I replied. "I've had an unexpectedly good time at this Atlanta meeting, and things seem to be looking up a bit. What you've told me about Marianne is encouraging news as well. Thank you for continuing to be friends to both of us—and thank you as well for keeping my secret."
"You're welcome, Tom," Andrea replied. "It would make Steve and me very happy if you and Marianne were able to work things out. We both remember what a great marriage ... I'm sorry Tom, maybe I shouldn't finish that sentence."
"It's okay, Andrea. I know: 'what a great marriage we used to have'. I don't think we'll ever have that marriage again—I don't see how we possibly can, or at least not for years. But perhaps we'll be able to put enough of the pieces back together that staying married will seem to make sense."
"Oh Tom, now you're starting to sound unhappy. I'm sorry I said the wrong thing!"
"No, Andrea, it's not your fault. Every once in a while I maybe get a bit too optimistic. Then all it takes is a little serious thinking to realize how big a problem this will be to solve. I'm better off being realistic about it."
We ended our call, and after another minute I called Marianne at home.
"Hello, honey, it's me calling from Atlanta."
"Hi Tom!" Marianne seemed glad to hear from me. "How are you, and how was the meeting?"
"The meeting was not bad. I'm a little tired, but that's the usual. Listen: how would you feel about our getting together tomorrow night, at the house? I would like to be there so we could call the kids together, since I've missed the last two Monday night phone calls. And we could talk some more. I know that our talks don't seem to leave either of us feeling all that happy, but I think we need to keep having them."
"That would be fine, Tom. Would ... would it be all right if I made dinner for us?"
I thought about this. I had previously refused to have her cook for me, but I had made dinner for her twice at the apartment. "All right, that would be nice. How about if I come around 7?"
"Perfect. You know ..." She hesitated, then started again. "You know I really miss you, Tom." She went on in a quieter voice. "I really want you to come home."
I waited a moment, trying to breathe deeply. Her saying that brought my rage flooding back—I would be at home if you hadn't been fucking Eddie behind my back, dammit!
"I know that, Marianne," I finally said. "I would like to get to the point where my coming home feels like the right thing to do. But we're not there yet."
"OK, honey," she said meekly. Then: "I'm looking forward to seeing you tomorrow."
"Me too," I said. "Goodbye Marianne."
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When I arrived at the house on Monday, I was not surprised to see that Marianne had gone all out. She greeted me warmly at the door, wearing an outfit she knew I liked. I could see that she'd set the table in the dining room, not the kitchen, and I saw candlesticks with fresh candles, as well as a bottle of wine we liked.
Gently but firmly I said, "Marianne, I'm not comfortable with what you have in mind. Sorry, but no candlelit dinner with wine tonight." I carried the wine and the candlesticks back into the kitchen.
She looked hurt, but said nothing. I continued, "actually, I brought a six-pack of Ringnes. It's a Norwegian beer I tried in Atlanta, and it's great. I hope you'll like it too." This was a little private joke, for me alone. Ringnes had been the beer Kristin introduced me to.
The kids had been on my mind a lot, especially because I hadn't spoken to them in weeks. I had taken the time to send them each a cheery postcard from Atlanta. Over the delicious dinner Marianne had made, I asked about their letters home, and Marianne filled me in on what they'd been doing at camp. Both were having a great time, and it was a safe bet they didn't spend much time worrying about what their parents were up to.
I said, "Marianne, we still have a few weeks, but obviously we'll have to figure out what we'll tell the children when they come home from camp if I'm not living here."
She looked stricken. "Tom, I really thought ... well, I certainly hoped you'd be back before then."
"Marianne," I said firmly, "you cheated on me for EIGHT MONTHS. Do you really expect me just to get over that within a few weeks?"
She was silent, and I said, "we have until August 30—that's about three weeks. If I'm still in the apartment, obviously we need to explain the situation to them somehow. If I'm back home but sleeping in the guest-room, perhaps we can simply say that one of us is having trouble sleeping. I don't know, Dad has a cough at night that's keeping Mom awake, something like that."
Marianne continued to look very unhappy. Finally she said, "well, I know we have the same goal in mind, which is not to upset the kids if we can avoid it."
I nodded, and said, "yes, I'm confident that we can decide together on the best thing when the time comes."
After dinner we each picked up an extension and we called the kids, who were glad to talk to us but not unduly excited. Clearly they were happy and busy at camp, had lots of friends, didn't mind talking to us for a few minutes, but then were eager to get back to their activities. Given how stormy the situation was for me and Marianne, that was a relief.
When we got off the phone I came back to the table and helped Marianne clear the dishes, then we cleaned up together. I made sure to thank her for the nice dinner, and then I said, "Marianne, can I ask you something about ... well, how did you arrange things for the kids when you spent the night at Eddie's?"
She could tell from my changing tone of voice that the serious questions were coming, so she wasn't startled. She readily replied, "I realized that I should have explained that earlier. Once or twice they had sleepovers at friends' houses, and once there was that school trip to the wilderness camp, when they were both gone for 3 days. All the other times they spent with my parents, who you know love to have them come visit. I always had my cell phone with me, but there was never any problem. It wasn't that often, Tom, maybe six times altogether. "
I just nodded. Then I said, very quietly—"Marianne, how could you let him call you 'Anni'?"
She just shook her head. "I don't know the answer to that, Tom. I know that it is terrible, and inexcusable—but so is everything that I did." She wasn't looking at me. "Eddie once asked me about ... you and me ... in bed. What we did, and so forth. I wouldn't tell him anything, wouldn't talk about it, so he let it go. Then another time he asked me what you called me, and without thinking I said, 'sometimes he calls me Anni'. Eddie didn't start using the name with me right away, but maybe about a week later he began calling me that."
I was cold with anger. "And you let him?"
"I told him at first to stop it, but he didn't. And I ... there's no excuse, Tom, I ... just gave up fighting him about it. It didn't seem worth it. Maybe it was all part of my deluded thinking, that you'd never know about the affair, about any of it, so what difference did it make?"
I had to press my lips together for a moment. This was really one of the worst parts of the betrayal. My pet name for her, coming out of that bastard's mouth!
I waited, then went on, thinking that my next question might catch her by surprise. "Marianne, are you still seeing Eddie?"
"No!" she immediately responded, and went on with some heat, "Tom, I already told you that!" Then she sat back a little, with a sigh. "Sorry—you're probably wondering why you should believe anything I tell you. But no, Tom. All I can say is the truth. I'm done with Eddie, and I'm done with cheating on you. Forever."
I pressed on. "Have you had any contact with him, since I played you that tape of the two of you together?"
"As I told you before, I called him the next day, and told him in no uncertain terms that our affair was finished. Since then, yes, I've had contact with him once. I threw away that cheap cell phone, so he couldn't reach me that way. Towards the end of last week he called me here at home, hoping we could get together. I told him once again, plain and simple, to stop calling me. If he calls any more I'm just going to hang up on him."
What I knew but Marianne didn't—at least I'd never revealed it to her—is that there were listening devices still recording throughout the house. I intended to check them the next day.
She looked up at me. "Tom, may I tell you something right away, before you ask another question? I started seeing a therapist. I went once last week, and my next appointment is tomorrow. I'm probably going to see her twice a week for awhile."
"Do you want to tell me about it?" I asked.
"Yes, I do, if that's all right. I've been re-reading the list you left for me, the one in which you listed the things you're feeling about my ... adultery. And it began to dawn on me that ..." She stopped for a moment, then went on. "... that a woman who acts in a way that gives so much pain to a man she says she adores ... well, that something must be wrong with a person like that."
She looked at me with tears in her eyes. "I mean, what kind of a woman, married to a man as wonderful and loving as you—what kind of selfish monster do I have to be to have done what I did?"
"I told you before that the affair had nothing to do with you, with our relationship. But I see that that is totally false—look at what I did! I let my ... let Eddie call me by your pet name for me. I had hours of sex with him the day before our wedding anniversary! I didn't break it off with him, even when I knew you suspected me."
"So I realized that there must be ... things about myself that I just don't understand, and that I need help to figure out. This is ... really hard for me to say. I realized that, whether or not we stay together, and ... even if you leave me ..." She was crying now.
"Even if you leave me, I have to understand what I've done to you, and to myself. Because either way, I'm going to have to live for the rest of my life with what I've done."
She put her head in her hands and cried quietly. She seemed to have finished what she wanted to say, so after a minute I spoke.
"Marianne, that sounds like a good decision. I hope it's helpful, and I hope you'll tell me about what you learn, whenever you're ready to."
She nodded, still crying, but didn't look up at me. I said quietly, "do you want me to go?"
She shook her head. "No, I have more I'd like to say to you. Just give me a minute." After a bit she looked up, smiled through her tears, and got up. "I'm just going to wash my face—I'll be right back."
I thought about what Marianne had just told me. It clicked with feelings I had had, namely that what she had done to me, or to our marriage, just seemed inexplicable. I thought we had a strong and loving marriage, and she said she thought so too. But how then could she have done what she did? It just made no sense to me—and now it had started to make no sense to Marianne either. So she was seeking help. That had to be a good thing. I didn't know if what she learned in therapy would help me to forgive her. But at least it might get easier to understand what she had done.
When Marianne returned she seemed once again in control. "Tom, I need to speak to you about you and Carrie. I'm sorry I ran out of your apartment last week, but listening to your story about ... you and her just got too overwhelming for me."
"What I'm feeling about it, first, is frightened. I'm terrified in any case that you will decide to leave me, to divorce me. God knows nobody would blame you! And the fact that you have this ... loving, sexy, eager, beautiful younger woman in your life ... well, having her might make it easier for you to decide to walk out permanently."
"But I also understand that there's nothing I can do about that. Even after just one therapy session, I recognize that the only one who gets to decide if you leave me is you."
"In a way—and maybe it's a sick, twisted way—your affair with Carrie might even be good for me. The thought of you being intimate with someone else just tears me up, Tom. In my mind I can see you touching, caressing, making love to her just as you used to do to me, or whispering love words in her ear the way you did in mine, and I can hardly even stand up. I feel as though someone has slugged me in the stomach."
"But whenever I have those feelings I know—truly KNOW—what my cheating has put you through. My nose gets rubbed in the pain I have caused you. Some of it, anyway—I'm being spared the agony of your cheating on me behind my back." She smiled ruefully at me. "Maybe I'm still getting off too easy, huh?"
"But I'm going through all the wondering about her and me. Is she more beautiful, a better lover, does she satisfy you more than I do? Last week when you told me about your first night with her, it sounded so exciting that I was completely in despair. How could I ever compete with that, at 39, after 16 years of marriage?"
"And then I saw that you had to deal with all those feelings too. Plus the fact that you did nothing to deserve them. At least I have the consolation of knowing that I deserve what you're doing!"
She paused for a moment. "I don't know if I'm making any sense tonight, Tom. There's such an enormous gap between us, and I'm the one that put it there. A couple of weeks ago you said that we had to keep talking, even though our conversations left us both pretty unhappy. I didn't understand that then, but I do now. I hope that ... I hope that you'll hang in there, and keep talking to me."
"I don't know how to make up for what I've done. Actually, I see that I simply can't make up for it—not completely. Probably not even close. But I am going to do whatever I can to try. I told you this two weeks ago, Tom: I will do ANYTHING if it will help make things better. And I mean that."
Marianne sat back in her chair—she looked exhausted. And worried. Well, she certainly had reason to be! My own mood swings when I was with her, from sympathetic to full of ice-cold rage, bewildered me, and I'm sure she could sense them by just watching my face. One minute I wanted to put a comforting arm around her, the next I imagined slapping her around, with her cowering in terror under my blows.
The people who say that dealing with a cheating wife is simple—"just throw her ass out!"—are full of shit. They have probably never been there, and they don't know what it is like from the inside. Sixteen years of love, happiness and trust, two kids we both adore—those are not nothing. Pure rage can feel great, the adrenalin rush of it, and I certainly knew that. But maybe two months later you're living in a small furnished apartment, staring at the walls, lonely and depressed and wondering why you're so far from the people who matter most to you.
On the other hand—and there's always another hand—you can't just walk back into the nest your wife has shit in. You can clean it, and you can air it out, and buy new rugs and new furniture, but it will be a long long time until the smell is gone. And there's no sense trying to rush it, or minimize how painful it is.
I looked up from my thoughts and realized Marianne was watching me. "What is it, Tom? Can you tell me what you're thinking?"
I sighed. "A couple of things, Marianne. I'm very glad you've started therapy, and I'm glad for what you just said about me and Carrie. I don't know what will happen to us, but I'm certain that I would have had to leave if I felt you weren't trying to understand what I'm going through."
"On the other hand, some of what you said about me and Carrie is also true. Having her in my life reminds me that I'm still attractive, that I could leave you and not have to be alone for the rest of my days. Being with her sexually eases a little of the pain of thinking about you and Eddie together."
"And the connection I feel with her does inevitably affect the connection I feel with you." (I was thinking of Kristin at that moment, though I didn't say that to Marianne.) "It would be a lie to say it didn't make any difference—just as I pressed you to admit that your connection with Eddie affected your relationship with me."
"I relax with Carrie. We don't just go to bed together; we also talk, and cook dinner, and snuggle. A big part of my need for closeness to another person is being satisfied there. So of course that means that my need for you is less."
"Right now I think that's a good thing, a necessary thing—because I'm still so hurt and angry at you. There's no way you could fill that need for me, no way I could let you. But let's face it, Marianne—you had that emotional closeness with Eddie, for MONTHS, and it meant you weren't as close with me. A piece of your heart wasn't mine, it was his."
Not surprisingly, Marianne was crying again, softly. "I never loved him, Tom. I swear to you. It was never like that."
"You may think I'm an even worse monster when I say this—but I would come home from ... seeing him, and I would be loving you and looking forward to seeing you, to making love with you."
"I didn't feel, 'wow, this is fun, I'm fooling my husband, look what I'm getting away with'. It was more like 'wow, that felt good'—like it was a massage or something, a good workout at the gym!—'and now I can hardly wait to be back with my loving husband'. Is that utterly sick? I don't know."
"In some way I don't understand, I separated the affair into a completely different category. I stepped into it out of my life, then stepped out of it back into my life. Maybe that makes me sound more like a typical man, who supposedly can separate sex from love. Maybe it means I'm totally screwed-up, Tom, I don't know." She was speaking quickly, almost desperately.
"But whatever it means about me, what I'm telling you is the truth."
We sat in silence for a few minutes.
"Do you love me, Tom?" Marianne asked the question quietly, without looking at me.
"Yes I do, Marianne. That's what makes this tough. If I didn't love you, and if not for the kids, it would have been easy to walk away. Very painful, but easy."
"But I do love you, and I want our happy marriage back. The one that was full of love and trust, where we shared everything."
"Of course, the trouble is that every time I think that, I realize that I can NEVER have that marriage back—the best I can possibly hope for is some half-way version of that. And then I'm filled with anger at you, for taking that happy marriage away from me."
"I know that, Tom," she said. "And even I don't see how you can ever forgive me. I can't imagine how I could ever forgive you, if it were the other way around."
We were silent for another few minutes. Then I said, "I'm going to go, Marianne. Thank you for dinner. I'll talk to you soon."
I reached over to squeeze her hand, and she gave me a sad, brave smile.
**********
The next day at lunch time I went to the house and checked the recorders that were still hidden in the attic. I brought the recordings back to my apartment and went through them that evening, wondering if I would find anything awful. I recalled what the arms-control negotiators used to say, "Trust but Verify". It made me laugh—I didn't trust at all, so I really had to verify!
To my relief, the recordings were all routine. I heard Marianne making phone calls related to her work, or talking to her parents or Andrea on the phone. There were a couple of calls to her therapist, Dr. Brenner, about scheduling appointments. There didn't seem to have been any visitors to the house.
On the bedroom recorder I found the phone call from Eddie that Marianne had mentioned to me. It was brief, and just as she had described it.
"Hello? ... Eddie—why are you calling? ... No, listen to me. We're finished, and I don't want to talk to you again. ... No, stop! I'm sorry you called me, and I have no intention of seeing you or talking to you again. Is that clear? ... No! If you call me again, I'm simply going to hang up on you. Goodbye, Eddie!"
I heard the phone put down firmly, and then after a moment Marianne's voice talking to herself. "Damn!" she said. "Damn, damn, damn." And then after another moment, "what the HELL was I thinking?"
Two days later Marianne called to tell me there had been two more calls from Eddie. "I hung up on him, Tom, but I don't like him bothering me," she said. She sounded upset. I said I'd be over right after work.
When I got there, I said immediately, "Marianne, it's time for me to know a few things about Eddie. I thought that he was the least of our problems, but I was wrong."
"I'll tell you whatever you want to know, Tom," she said right away.
"Okay: what's his full name, where does he live, where does he work?"
"His name is Eddie Carlson. He has an apartment in the building on 14th and Haven—it's an six-story building, and his apartment is on the fourth floor. He works as the manager of a One-Hour Photo Shop called Collier's, in the mall downtown."
"How was he able to get away to meet you in the middle of the day so easily?" I asked her.
"He always has at least one other person in the store—an assistant manager or a clerk who can handle things."
"All right, Marianne. Please leave him a message tomorrow at home, during the day. Tell him you want him to stop calling the house, and you'll meet him the next day at 12 noon at Bisconte's. It's a bar at 9th and Stevenson."
She looked troubled. "Why do you want me to do this, Tom? I don't want to see him again, ever!"
"Trust me—after that we won't have any problem with Eddie. I'm going to be there too." And I explained what I had in mind.
Two days later, we were both at Bisconte's at 12. Marianne sat in a booth, while I was about 30 feet away, sitting at the bar. When Eddie came in he went straight to Marianne and tried to kiss her—but she rebuffed the kiss, and he sat down across from her in the booth. I got up and strolled over to them. As I approached I heard him say, "Anni, it's so terrific to see you again! I've been..." Then he looked up and saw me.
Marianne got up from the booth, and I smoothly slid into the seat where she had been, across from Eddie. "Eddie, this is my husband Tom. He has a few things to say to you." Without another word, Marianne went and sat at the bar.



Eddie's face showed a mixture of annoyance and alarm. He looked young for 29, and not at all prepossessing. He was handsome, I suppose, in a brooding kind of way, but he was quite a bit smaller and slighter than I.
His hand had been stretched across the table towards Marianne, and I quickly grabbed his forearm with my right hand and held it tightly. He attempted to pull it back, but I steadily squeezed harder and harder, until he was in pain. "Just leave your hand there, Eddie. That's a good boy." I spoke calmly, keeping my face expressionless.
He didn't know whether to try defiance or deference, so he went for the first, though he couldn't quite bring it off. "So it's the 'loving husband', huh?" he sneered, though I could see fear in his eyes. "Come along to join the party?"
I didn't reply, just looked directly into his eyes without moving. He tried to stare back, but after a minute he couldn't face me and he moved his eyes nervously to look around the bar. I was still holding his arm, still administering a bit of pain. Then I spoke, always keeping my voice calm.
"Eddie, in the past Marianne wanted to spend time with you. That was her decision. But now she doesn't, and you haven't gotten the message. So now it's my business."
"You know what I do for a living, right, Eddie? I'm an engineer. In my work I have a lot of contact with fellows in the construction business. Gentlemen with names like Dino and Vinnie. Are you following me?"
"I had a conversation with a couple of these gentlemen. I asked them how they would handle the problem of a loverboy who was bothering one of their wives, and who wasn't getting the message that he wasn't wanted any more."
Eddie was listening now, not moving a muscle. Keeping my right hand on his arm, I reached into my pocket with my left hand and pulled out a 9-inch serrated knife, which I placed on the table between us.
"My friends agreed right away on how they'd handle the loverboy—they'd cut his cock and balls off, then stuff them in his mouth. Maybe sew up the mouth, too. The only thing they disagreed on was the kind of knife to use. But three out of four of them said that this serrated knife would do a nice job. Messy, but effective."
Eddie wasn't even pretending not to listen. He had gone quite pale, and there was a bit of sweat on his upper lip.
"My friends also told me that they'd be glad to help with my 'situation', if I decided any help was needed. I told them I'd let them know."
I waited another minute, still looking at Eddie, then I finished. "Eddie, you're done calling Marianne. You're done seeing Marianne, talking to Marianne, thinking about Marianne. You're done being within 100 yards of Marianne. If you and she are ever in the same place, you're going to be turning and walking rapidly in the opposite direction."
"You got that, right Eddie?" He nodded, not taking his eyes off me.
"I'd like to hear you say it, Eddie." Without hesitation he said, "Yeah. Yes. I got it."
I didn't speak again, just let go of his arm. Rubbing it with his other hand, he quickly got to his feet, not looking at me or the knife, and headed out of the bar. He passed Marianne where she sat without looking at her either.
I put the knife in my pocket and walked back over to Marianne. "Shall we get some lunch?" I asked. She looked at me and nodded, smiling. Her face wore a strange expression—some kind of mixture of embarrassment, relief, pleasure, and pride.
Lunch was relaxed and pleasant. I had one more bit of business to discuss, and I brought it up right away. "Marianne, we need to talk about Susan. And Jack."
"I was thinking about that, Tom, and I wanted to tell you as well. Susan and Jack left Cleveland together in the spring; I think they're living in Tennessee now. I wasn't really friends with her after that night ... they set me up to see Eddie again. I mean, I'm to blame for what I did, but ... let's just say I don't think she had my best interests at heart. In any case, she's gone—they're both gone."
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FINAL CHAPTER—Scenes from a Troubled Marriage
The next two weeks of August went by quickly, uneventfully. Marianne and I spoke at least every other day. Sometimes we had brief, routine phone calls; at other times I went home for dinner, or she came to my apartment, and we continued our painful conversations. We also resumed our habit of running together in the mornings. I would drive over two or three times a week, we'd run together, then shower (one at time) and have breakfast together. It was pleasant, and we found we were able to talk about routine things—mostly the kids, and our work—without stirring up unhappy emotions.
She mentioned in passing that her therapy was helping her a lot, but she didn't seem ready to tell me the details, so I didn't press her. Without much discussion of it, she assumed that I was still seeing Carrie regularly, and I let her continue to believe that. In fact, I thought often of Kristin. Once in a great while I imagined a long-term relationship with her. More often, realizing that that was simply a fantasy, I just allowed myself to relive and enjoy our time together. She had done so much to start me healing, and I hoped I had helped her even half as much.
Without a word to Marianne, I continued to check the recorders in the house every couple of days. There was never anything that worried me, just routine calls about work or to family members. Someday I hoped I could take the recorders out, but I wasn't ready to do that yet.
On the last Wednesday in August, I asked Marianne if we could have a talk after our morning run the next day—did she need to rush into work? She said no, and we both left the morning open.
When we'd both showered and were sitting over our eggs and coffee, I said, "Marianne, we've got to pick up the kids on Sunday, so I'd like to talk about living arrangements." She nodded at me to continue, looking serious.
"Here's what I'm thinking," I went on. "I'd like to move back home, for several reasons. But I want to make clear to you what that step means for me, and what it doesn't. And I want to give you a chance to tell me your feelings too."
She gave me a cautious but excited smile. "Tom, I'll be ... I'll be so very glad when you're back home."
I went ahead. "I don't want to be away from the kids, sitting alone in an apartment and wondering why I'm not with them. Also, I don't want to scare them unnecessarily. If you and I end up divorcing, they'll have to face that—but in the meantime I'd like to act as if things are okay between us."
"But my moving back in doesn't mean that things are all fine now, as you must know too. We haven't made love since ... I found out, and I'm not ready to sleep with you in our bedroom." She looked stricken, but just nodded.
"So I thought I'd move their Nintendo stuff to the living room and put my computer and work things into the guestroom. There's already the single bed in there. I can tell them that my work schedule has changed, that I have a lot of projects I need to work on late at night, and that I would be sleeping in the guest room a lot so I won't bother you."
She nodded again. "That seems OK, Tom. I think they'll believe that without thinking about it too much."
"All right. I'll move my things back in over the next couple of days, so the house will be all set before Sunday." I enjoyed seeing that Marianne continued to smile at me. Then her smile suddenly faltered. "Tom, what does this ... what does your moving back home mean about ... you and Carrie?"
"I'm still seeing her, Marianne. But I would never bring her here. She and I will just arrange to see one another during the day from time to time." Again, I wondered about the wisdom of extending my fictional affair, and whether it was time to tell Marianne the truth.
There's no blueprint for how to be a husband whose wife has cheated—just like there's no blueprint for how to be a good husband, or a good father. You just have to try your best, each moment, to do what seems like the best thing to do. And for now it seemed like the best thing to continue my "affair" with Carrie. I would find the right time to tell Marianne the whole story.
**********
Our trip up to camp to get the kids was pleasant, and our reunion with them was very emotional. We had both missed them like crazy—probably more than they had missed us—and the threat that our marriage was under surely made us even more glad just to see them both, hug them, and hear their stories about sailing and new friends and overnight camping trips.
After we got back home and unloaded their stuff, they raced into the guest room, looking for their video games. I followed, and very casually explained about my new work schedule, and that the Nintendo was now in the living room. Without the slightest hesitation, they headed back down the hall. This new arrangement wasn't going to bother them any!
Our first few weeks of the new school year were sweet. Marianne and I reveled in the pleasure of being a family again. Not only had we missed the kids, but our roles as father and mother were much less affected by her affair than those of husband and wife. It was easy and natural to be parents together much as we had before, without constantly tripping over gaping emotional wounds.
But our life as a couple was still hard. Though routine activities were often very pleasant, anything that had to do with emotional or sexual intimacy felt like a mine-field. The slightest false step would bring the pain right to the surface. Even if Marianne cooked a specially nice meal, or dressed in an outfit I loved, or seemed extra-considerate, I wondered if her actions were about pleasing and loving me, or just about trying to make up for her guilt.
One day Marianne grabbed my hand and brought it to her mouth to kiss the back of it, as she had done so many times in the past. All I could do was wince, recalling how she had done that the day of our trip to Forbes Lake—the day I'd confronted her about the thong panties and she'd lied to my face.
It seemed that there were dozens of those painful moments, and that time wasn't doing much to make them fewer or easier to take. I decided to have a conversation with Marianne that I'd been thinking about for quite a while.
**********
I picked a Sunday when both the kids would be gone for the day with friends, and I asked Marianne if we could take a picnic up to Forbes Lake for the afternoon. She looked at me in surprise—we hadn't been there all summer, since the first day I knew of her affair. She must have realized right away I had something serious in mind.
"OK, Tom," she said hesitantly. She saw me smile, and I said, "I thought it would be a good place for a talk." This made her even more nervous, but she agreed to go.
When we got to the lake we spread out our blanket and had our lunch, talking about nothing much. Marianne was waiting for some kind of bomb to drop, and she was clearly uneasy. Finally she said, "I know something big is coming, Tom. Can you just tell me? This is too hard, the waiting."
"Okay," I said. "Here it is. Ever since I found out about your affair, I've been angry that our marriage as I knew and loved it was gone forever. I wanted it back—the easy trust we had with one another, the intimacy of being one another's only lovers—but I knew I could never have it back."
"Well, I'm not done grieving, but I have accepted the fact that that marriage is dead. The marriage that you and I used to have is dead. Our only choices now are to have a different marriage, or to have no marriage at all."
She looked at me very seriously. She could tell this wasn't a "goodbye, I'm leaving" speech, but she didn't know yet where I was headed.
"It's almost like it was when my mother died, Marianne, back when I was in college. I cried, I grieved, I wanted her back. I wanted my life to be what it was before she got sick. But of course that couldn't happen. And eventually I found ways to have a life that was still full of happiness—but a life without her."
"Our old marriage is dead in just the same way. I cannot look at you and see the faithful wife I had for sixteen years, the woman who has never lied to me about anything. And you cannot look at me and see a man who has been faithful to you, either." I thought of Kristin, knowing at the same time that Marianne was thinking about Carrie.
"I want us to be together. I want to be married to you. I want to make love with you again. But it's going to be different, and probably painful at first. When we make love, we won't have the joy of sharing an intimacy that has only been for each other. The other people we've been close to, and had sex with, are going to be there in the room with us."
"When I kiss you or touch you, when I'm inside you, I'm going to hear the words and sounds you made with Eddie, and see in my mind the things I know you did with him. That's no fun, but that's the reality. And I know you will face some of that too." I looked away from her, gazing out over the lake.
"But the only way forward that I can see is to make love anyway—and to be married anyway. We'll either succeed in our new marriage or we won't. But our old marriage is gone. It's as dead as my mother."
There was silence. Marianne had tears on her face. I imagine part of what she was feeling was "yes, our old marriage is dead, and I'm the one who killed it". I hadn't said that, but it was clear to both of us.
"Tom, I know that you're right. Dr. Brenner and I have talked about this same issue, though not in the same words. It feels desperately hard to let go of that 'old marriage', as you put it—especially knowing that I'm the cause of our losing it." She mopped her tears.
"I guess I've still been clinging to hopes—fantasies really—that somehow or someday we could get that trust back. But I see that you're right. What do you want me to do?"
I looked at her, with a little smile. "Three things for us both to do, I think. The first is that we should stop pretending. I think we both dance around all the sensitive subjects, all the painful moments, in the hope that if we don't notice them they'll disappear, but it doesn't work. When you grabbed my hand and kissed the back of it the other day, as you sometimes used to do, it reminded me that you did it our last time here at the lake—the day I knew about your affair. And it hurt like crazy!"
I saw her look of surprise and sorrow, then she nodded her head. I went on. "But we're just going to have to deal with that. I suppose I'll have to simply say, 'I remember the last time you did that—it was at Forbes Lake, in July.' And then we'll both know. And something will change—maybe you'll give up that gesture and find a different one. Or you'll do that same old gesture with a particular look towards me that says, 'yes, we both know why this gesture hurts, but it also conveys my love to you, and we both understand why I'm doing it anyway'."
Marianne nodded, and then asked, "what are the other two things, Tom?"
"One of them is that I want us to make love again. I'm afraid it will be weird, even awful perhaps at first, though I hope not. But I want us to start."
She smiled at me almost shyly, and said "I really want that too. I miss being with you that way—very much!"
"And the last thing is that I want us to go away for a week—maybe in October? We can ask your parents to stay in the house and be with the kids. They always love to do that. I'd like us to go somewhere nice, warm, with a beach, and somewhere we've never been before."
"And I want you to buy some new clothes. New clothes to wear during the day and for the evening, some new swimsuits, and especially new nighties and lingerie. I don't want to be reminded of previous vacations. Let's try to make some nice new memories."
"I love the idea, Tom!" Marianne's wet eyes were shining, now with happiness. "I feel like you're offering me more than I deserve—a lot more, and I'm not going to turn it down! Let me check at the office about everyone's schedule, and we can pick the week right away. I certainly won't refuse the chance for some shopping, either!"
Then she looked at me more seriously, and said, "but you haven't said anything in all this about your anger, honey. We both know you're still angry—there are moments when it almost rolls off you, like a wave. It's frightening."
"Yes, you're right. I still have those moments, and I probably will for a long time—though I think they're getting less frequent. There is actually one more small thing I need to say, Marianne."
I looked right at her. "You may feel this is totally unnecessary, but I need to say it for ME, if not for you. I'm struggling to learn to trust you again. In the best set of circumstances, it will take awhile. But if you ever betray my trust again, even once—if you ever cheat on me again, or lie to me—we are done." I began to tremble a little, feeling my rage surge inside me. "I'll be out the door without a word, and I won't be back to give you a chance to explain things to me."
"People say 'once a cheater, always a cheater'. I don't know if that's true. I hope it's not true of you. But if it is ... well, I hope I've made clear how I feel about that."
I sat still a moment, letting the anger recede again, and I sighed. Then I said, "I just needed to say that to you. Sorry."
Marianne slid over to me, slowly, and took my hand, watching my face to make sure that was all right with me. Then she said, "I owe you complete honesty and faithfulness. And I failed you once—big time. But I will NOT make that mistake again, if you stay with me. And I will do whatever I can, whatever you ask, to earn back your trust in me."
"You don't have to say 'sorry' to me, Tom. All you are really asking for is what you should have had from me all along."
We sat there for another few minutes, quietly, Marianne holding my hand. Then I said to her, "I was thinking about swimming across the lake and back. But if we got in the car and went home now, we'd have a couple of hours of privacy before the kids got home."
Marianne smiled and said, "I vote for the privacy!"
**********
Making love with Marianne, that Sunday afternoon in September in our bedroom, was both wonderful and strange. We did everything very slowly, very consciously, as if saying to each other, "yes, we remember what has happened, the infidelity, the specter of other lovers in the room, but we're going to enjoy this anyway".
We both seemed to feel that we shouldn't rush, so our foreplay lasted a long time. There were many painful moments for me—images of Marianne and Eddie were there in my mind, and I had to see past them, not ignore them. The worst for me was when she lay open for me, smiling and aroused, on her back, and I was poised above her to enter her. She had been like this with him, open, excited, smiling, eager for him to fuck her.
It took my breath away, and I hesitated for a moment. Marianne's smile slipped, as she saw my unhappiness. But I had no choice but to go on—this is my new marriage, I said to myself. I tried to smile back, and then we both sighed with the pleasure as I slid inside her hot wetness. She was very ready, and it felt good.
Our coupling was as slow as our foreplay. I wanted to be conscious of every moment and every feeling. I kept changing my pace and depth, moving my hips in different ways, speeding up and slowing down. All the time we looked at each other, trying I think to reassure each other: "yes, this is YOU I'm here with, this is YOU I want to be doing this with!".
Finally I let more of my weight down on Marianne, burying my face in her neck, and stroked more rapidly and forcefully, allowing the pleasure and the mounting need for a release to take me over. I felt her hands clutching my shoulders, heard her rhythmic gasps with each stroke, and I came into her with a shudder.
After a minute I slid off her, to one side, and we lay on our sides, holding one another and looking at each other. No smiling now—the moment felt very serious. This had been about as far from our playful, carefree love-making of the old days as anything could possibly be. It felt much more like a ritual, some rite of passage that contained its share of pain. If that sounds mystical, so be it—that's how it felt.
Not smiling, Marianne put one hand on my cheek and said, "thank you, Tom. I love you very much." "I love you too," I said. Then we held one another, and we both cried.
**********
The weekend after we first made love again, we had Steve and Andrea over for a Saturday cookout. It was the first time the four of us had been together since I found out about Marianne's affair. I'd seen Steve and Andrea several times, and Marianne once or twice; but I think she had felt too ashamed to relish the idea of us all socializing again.
And it was tense, for the first few minutes. I think we all understood that the ground rules were "no talking about Tom and Marianne's marriage". So we talked about trivial things at first, until our sense of pleasure in one another's company took over. These were two of our favorite people. They'd known us a long time, and cared for both of us. They were funny and smart. We laughed a lot and had a good time. I even noticed that Steve was developing a fondness for Ringnes, my new favorite beer!
At one point the women went inside to see to dessert and Steve said to me quietly, "things seem better, Tom." I nodded. "A long way to go, but we're making progress. Let me thank you and Andrea again, Steve, for the umpteenth time. You guys have been terrific. You've been there for me, true friends, but without cutting Marianne out of the picture. Thank you so much."
He looked a little embarrassed at my sentiment, and joking said, "like they say, 'What are Friends For'?"
**********
Over the next few weeks we gradually returned to regular sex. It wasn't that great, to tell the truth. We were still both very serious, careful, as self-conscious as two people doing a love-making instructional video. We gave each other pleasure, we had orgasms, we enjoyed it—but we didn't come close to finding the uninhibited joy we had once taken in each other.
Partly there must have been images of Carrie in Marianne's mind, but most of all I think Marianne and I were both afraid of the same thing: my anger. It was in bed that my rage about her affair was most acute; and though I never acted on those feelings they were often present. If she took my cock in her mouth, I heard her saying to Eddie "God, it's so big, and so hard, and so beautiful! Let me suck on it", and my fists clenched.
If I was going down on her, enjoying her groans and her hip motions as she urged me onward, I heard her saying "Oh, Eddie, nobody does me like you do!"
If I slid into her, in the missionary position or from behind, my favorite, I could hear her eagerly say to him "I want your beautiful dick inside me." And I had to endure it, I had to carry on. Because the alternative was to yank my own dick out of her and stalk out of the room.
One night after we had made love I was lying on my back, propped up against the pillows, staring out at nothing. Marianne looked at me and said, "Tom. I am so very sorry for the things you heard me say to Eddie. I can apologize for the rest of my life, and I know it will never be enough. But YOU are the best lover I have ever had. It's YOUR arms I want around me, your body I want next to mine, and your beautiful penis I want inside me. I am just so, so sorry...."
She stopped talking, and snuggled up against me. I held her, stroking her back. Some things just can't be dealt with in words.
**********
In mid-October Marianne and I took our weeklong trip, to St. Thomas in the Caribbean. She had bought a lot of new clothes. I hoped that the new things included some new lingerie, because I loved the sight of her in slinky or transparent or just too-short nightwear; but she kept her new purchases safely hidden until we got to the island.



I had kept up the routine of checking the recording devices in the house at least twice a week. They were mostly filled now with the sounds of the kids, but there were occasional calls to or from Marianne, and I listened to these carefully, with perfect attention. At first I almost held my breath, not knowing what I might hear. But as the weeks went by it was easier and easier to relax, and I never did hear anything that worried me.
I also checked her purse and her car a couple of times when she wasn't around, to see if a throwaway cell phone had reappeared, but in vain. And the calls on her regular cell phone, which I could check in the monthly bill, were all routine.
Did these things mean that Marianne wasn't cheating on me again? No. But a lack of evidence was certainly better than the opposite! And she knew very well what was at stake. If, despite all that had happened, she was unwilling or unable to be faithful to me, our marriage would be over.
On the plane down to St. Thomas we were feeling close and romantic, and I decided to give her a "gift" when we got there, something I'd been thinking about for awhile. We checked in, changed and immediately went to dinner, at a gorgeous restaurant on an open-air balcony overlooking the Caribbean. Marianne looked stunning, in a new silk pants outfit that had not only me but every other man in the place directing his attention at her.
During dinner I took great pleasure in just looking at her. Her beautiful eyes, full of sparkle, the shine of her hair, her lovely arms, the graceful way she moved. All of it felt like a miracle to me. Being away from home was obviously making it easier for me to appreciate her.
As we waited for dessert to be cleared and the check to come, I said, "there's something I'd like to tell you. I think you'll think it's good news."
She smiled broadly and said, "I always like good news! What is it?"
Smiling back at her I said, "I've stopped seeing Carrie."
Her face went through a marvelous series of expressions, all lasting just a moment. Surprise, pleasure, concern, wary optimism. "I think that's great news, Tom! Can you ... can you tell me a little more?"
"I realized it was time to stop. You and I are trying to have a 'new marriage', and you have every right to expect my total commitment to it, just as I expect yours. And, of course, there's the other thing. You know that Eddie is still in my mind, when we're in bed. And Carrie is surely in your mind. At least now that can be in the past tense."
Marianne didn't yet look completely convinced. "And how is ... how does she feel about it?"
"Carrie knew all along what my situation was, and I've been honest with her. To tell the truth, she may feel relieved. There's a guy she's very interested in who she thinks is going to ask her out, but she didn't know quite how to handle that while she was seeing me. This will make things simpler for her."
"And one more thing, Marianne. Just so you know: when I say it's over with her, I mean completely over. Permanently. I'm not going to see her again, and you can trust me on that."
This time the smile stayed firmly on her face, growing broader as she regarded me.
"Thank you for telling me that, Tom. Listen—are you put off by crude behavior in an elegant place?"
I could tell from her tone that she was kidding, so I just said, "not at all. What do you have in mind?"
"Well, this restaurant and the setting are so lovely. I hope you wouldn't mind if I just leaned over the table and –"
She leaned over, putting her face inches from mine, and said softly, "I'd like to take you back to the room and fuck your brains out!"
I sat back, laughing. "That WAS crude! But I believe that I'm prepared to let you off with a warning this time—as long as you follow through..."
We quickly paid the check and hurried out.
**********
The week in St. Thomas was great, and the sex was mostly great too. The end of my 'affair' with Carrie surely helped, but I think the main things were just being away, and being alone.
Kids take a lot of energy out of married couples—not that there aren't rewards! But all day in St. Thomas we had only one another to think about. And we were far from any place that reminded us of the troubled recent past. It was still with us, but much less present and much less important.
We made love nearly every day, and a couple of times twice. That seemed pretty good for a couple both about 40. It was always pleasurable, and twice we got really wild with each other (I'm sure the tropical weather and the alcohol consumption helped a bit too). Even more than enjoying those two unrestrained sex sessions for themselves, I was happy and relieved that we'd been able to achieve that level of freedom with one another again.
I also loved it that Marianne took the initiative in sex a few times, like that first evening after dinner, when she was all over me. Knowing that some of the time we were having sex because SHE really wanted to (though of course I did too) was a turn-on for me.
When we flew home we were more tan, more relaxed, more happy, and certainly more optimistic about our marriage. Marianne held my hand the whole flight, and when we were nearly there she asked quietly, "Tom? Do you think you're ready to move back into our bedroom? I would be so happy if you would!"
I nodded at her, smiling, and she kissed me excitedly, tears standing out on her cheeks.
**********
About two weeks after we got back I had another nightmare. I had had them occasionally ever since learning of Marianne's affair, sometimes twice a week, sometimes much less often. They were always about Marianne, and some were bad, some not so bad. This one was a killer.
In the dream I was lying behind Marianne in bed, caressing her breasts, kissing her neck, murmuring to her. She lay there happy and languid, her eyes closed, getting gradually more aroused, moaning quietly. My hands moved to her pussy, and as I stroked her clitoris she began moving her hips back against me. She lifted her top leg and my hard cock poked between her legs. Then she closed her leg against it, and I rubbed my cock back and forth across her pussy lips. My hands returned to her breasts, and I pinched her nipples. She got more and more excited, breathing more heavily, sliding her hips back and forth. Then she turned her head, her eyes still closed, and said, "now, Eddie! Put that beautiful thing inside me!"
When I pulled back from her in shock, she opened her eyes and looked at me. Startled to see it was me, she cried, "where's Eddie?" And Eddie suddenly appeared in the room, naked. He climbed onto the bed and entered her with a single thrust, making her cry out in pleasure. Soon they were fucking one another wildly, ignoring me as completely as if I weren't there.
For some reason I couldn't move. I just sat, frozen, two feet from them on the bed, unable to intervene. When I could finally move my arms I started to grab Eddie to pull him off her, but Marianne looked at me and said, "no, Tom, stop! I need Eddie to make me come!" Then she closed her eyes and went back to fucking him like crazy.
I heard a terrible groaning sound, like the roar of a wounded animal, and then I was being shaken. Marianne was shaking me awake, and I tried to come up out of the dream and look at her.
"Tom, are you all right? Was it a nightmare? I just looked at her, bewildered, covered in sweat, my fury and horror very slowly ebbing away. The clock said 3:25. I shook my head, trying to clear it. Finally I could speak, and I said, "sorry Marianne. That was a bad one. Give me a minute."
She went to the bathroom and returned with a wet washcloth, which she used to gently wipe my face and the back of my neck. Then she fluffed up the pillows and had me lie back. I guess I was still breathing hard, and must have looked pretty out of it.
"Sorry," I said again. "Shh," replied Marianne. "It was just a dream. It's gone now, I'm here with you." I didn't want to tell her about it, and I figured she probably could guess the general theme in any case—I had told her about some of my previous nightmares. She lay with her arms on me, her head on my chest. After a few minutes I began to feel calmer, and we eventually drifted back to sleep.
**********
In mid-December we went to a big Christmas party given each year by our friends Alec and Diana. Alec was a former colleague of mine at work, and our kids were about the same ages as theirs, so we'd known them for years. It was a big party, 60-80 people. We saw Steve and Andrea, and chatted with them and with many other friends that we knew.
The party was formal—black tie for the men and evening gowns for the women. Marianne wore a black sheath dress with spaghetti straps, with a single aquamarine pendant and matching aquamarine earrings. Her hair was up in back, showing off her lovely neck. She looked fabulous. Obviously I'm not objective, but there wasn't a woman at the party who looked half as desirable.
For some of the evening we stayed together, talking and laughing with friends. But as the evening wore on we naturally split up, as conversations pulled us in different directions. There was a lot of drinking, and things got much looser. Several strategically hung pieces of mistletoe were being used by some of the men as a convenient excuse to kiss other people's wives, amidst general laughter. I saw a guy named Marty, whom Marianne and I knew casually, corner her beneath some mistletoe and give her a kiss and a full-body hug, his hands roaming over her, after which she pushed him away, laughing.
In previous years this party had sometimes gotten quite rowdy, with wild dancing and even couples pairing off (not with their own spouses) and making use of one of the many distant bedrooms in the large house. With this in mind, I had been trying to keep Marianne in sight as much as I could. But I got caught up in a political argument for a few minutes and lost sight of her.
I was just thinking I should look around for her when I heard a commotion in the living room, some raised voices, and then Marianne came running out of the living room and straight over to me, white-faced and shaken. "Tom, please, can we just go now?" she said in an urgent voice. I asked what was wrong, but she pulled me towards the front door without replying. Quickly I grabbed our host's hand, thanked him for the party, and we got our coats and left.
In the car I asked again what was wrong, but she just clung tightly to my arm and said, "it's all right now, Tom. Just take me home and I'll explain everything." She really did look upset.
When we got home and I had paid the baby sitter, I took her into the living room, got us both a small brandy, and sat close beside her on the sofa, holding her hand and stroking it gently. She swallowed some of the brandy, shivered, and then seemed to calm down a bit. Finally she began to speak.
"I was having a nice time, like we always do at Alec and Diana's. You know it starts to get pretty flirty after everyone has had a few, but it was no worse than usual. Then this guy I didn't know before, his name is Malcolm—I think he works with Diana—started really coming on to me. He had been talking and flirting with me earlier, but it was harmless, the usual lines about my dress, or the aquamarine sets off my eyes. You know—no big deal, and not hard to handle."
"But later he managed to separate me from the group we were talking with, and maneuver me into a corner of the living room. The flirting got way too serious. He was telling me I was the loveliest woman he'd ever seen, and my husband couldn't possibly appreciate me as much as he would. If I'd only give him a chance, he could show me pleasures I'd never dreamed of before. And he was stroking my shoulder, and standing way too close, talking into my ear. Then he had me by the arm, and was starting to steer me down the hall towards the bedrooms."
"I was terrified you'd come into the room, Tom, and get the wrong idea! I was frantic to get away from him. I couldn't get loose at first, and no one else noticed what was going on. So I yelled at him, "let me go! I am NOT going with you!" And then a bunch of people turned and stared at us, and he let go and I ran out of the room, with people trying to follow me or help me."
She sighed, calmer now, and I just hugged her tightly, stroking her hair. Finally I said, "I'm sorry honey. I wish I had been closer—I just got caught in the middle of an argument between Bill and Leonard, and you know what they're like once they get started."
Then I said, "were you afraid that he'd really ... drag you into a room and rape you? Or was it that you were afraid I'd see you two and misunderstand what was going on?"
"I don't think he would have raped me, Tom. He was definitely coming on strong—but I've been in situations like that before, and a few firm "No"s would have done the job. With, if necessary, a spike heel firmly planted on top of his shoe."
"But I was very afraid of what you might see, and what you might think. I don't want you to have the slightest doubts about me—EVER—and I hated being in a position where you, or someone else, could have jumped to the wrong conclusion. Before I let that happen, I'll stop going to parties."
I smiled at her, and held her close, and planted soft kisses in her fragrant hair, humming into it—some stupid Christmas carol probably, I wasn't too original about music. Her story had made me happy, God knows why.
"I love you," I said, "and I'm sorry for what happened. You are a very beautiful woman, and tonight you look so incredible that the mystery to me is why any man at the party DIDN'T flirt with you."
"I don't think we need to stop going to parties. We are a long way from where we were last summer, and as long as you can handle the flirters I will be content to let you handle them. I'm not going to fly off the handle because some jerk gets a little excited—but I'm glad that you're thinking about my feelings."
She sighed and relaxed against me, obviously calmer now.
"Now," I said, getting up and pulling her gently to her feet, "would you consider letting me have an early Christmas present? I would like to take you upstairs and undress you, beginning with the earrings, and ending with whatever I might find under that beautiful dress!"
She laughed and kissed me, and said, "Merry Christmas, Tom!"
**********
Some time early in the New Year I realized that Marianne had changed noticeably, if gradually, in her behavior and attitude around me.
She had always been sensitive and generous—before the affair as well as after—but in the months since I learned about Eddie I was often aware of her tentativeness around me. She seemed very watchful, presumably concerned about my angry outbursts, but that wasn't all of it. I think that she was also full of guilt and self-reproach.
Many times when we were together she seemed to be looking for a way to make it up to me, to atone for what she had done. As silly as this will sound, it was like being served by an over-eager waiter. You just want to tell the guy to relax, bring my dinner, and then leave me alone—don't ask me every two minutes if everything is fine!
But now this was happening less and less. She seemed to have more faith that I wasn't about to head out the door if we had some small disagreement. Her smiles were just as warm as ever, but her eyes looked less worried, and she seemed less tense.
I was happy about this, of course. I didn't want to be married to "Mrs. I'm-so-sorry", and I couldn't have lived with her for long. The whole idea of our "new marriage" meant getting past apologies and atonement—in time—to a different version of married happiness. Maybe Marianne's new attitude meant that we were getting there.
**********
On a morning in late January Marianne came into the bedroom where I was putting on my running clothes. "Tom, how would you feel about our just taking a walk this morning, instead of running? I'd like to talk to you about some things."
Her demeanor was serious, and I said, "of course, Marianne. Let's both get bundled up, and we can go."
When we were outside walking, our breath steaming in the cold air, she said, "I've been learning a lot of things in my therapy with Dr. Brenner, and it just started to feel like time to tell you about some of it."
"I want you to know, Tom, that none of this is about my making excuses. Cheating on you was wrong, and I did it, and I hate that I did it. But I'm beginning to understand better why I did it."
"Okay, Marianne," was all I said—I didn't want to interrupt her.
"Well," she said, "I'm sure you'll be shocked to hear that a lot of it has to do with my parents." She rolled her eyes. "Such a cliché, right? It's always about the parents. But it really seems to be true in my case."
Of course, I already knew a fair amount about Marianne's parents. For years they'd had a terrible marriage. Her father was a big-time philanderer, almost never without a mistress or a series of one-night stands. At one point he even moved out of the house and into an apartment with a girlfriend. When that relationship ended after a few months, he moved back home, without apology.
Marianne's mother, and Marianne herself, were both badly hurt by his infidelities and his lack of concern for their feelings. I never understood how or why her mother put up with it, rather than throwing the bastard out on his ear.
Interestingly, in later years the relationship changed. As he grew older her father settled down, stopped chasing skirts, and became a more loving and reliable husband. That was all after Marianne was out of their house, but in the years since then the marriage had gotten much stronger, and now the two of them were wonderful grandparents to our children.
"I've been talking a lot with Dr. Brenner about my parent's marriage, and about my dad's screwing around. As with every kid, the one marriage I knew a lot about was my parent's marriage, so for better or worse it was my idea of what a marriage was."
"I can see now that, as much as I adored and trusted you, Tom, at some level I expected to be hurt and cheated on just as my mother had been. I was afraid of giving our life together my total, absolute commitment—because it would have hurt so deeply if you had betrayed that in any way."
"Of course you never did! You have never been anything like the jerk my father was when I was growing up. But that fear was always in my mind."
"Again, this is not an excuse! But it seems that my cheating was an expression of my own fear about totally committing myself to our relationship, and trusting you completely. Maybe the fact that it didn't happen sooner is just because I love you so much, and because you always made me feel that I could trust you. But my conviction that you would betray me, pull the rug out from under me in some way, was something I was always struggling with, though I wasn't really aware of it."
"There's one more crazy aspect to this I want to mention. Paradoxically, and though I never would have wanted it consciously, my behavior led to you also being unfaithful to me. So the thing that I feared most turned into a self-fulfilling prophecy. In my fear that you would betray my trust in you, I did something so horrible that in the end you did—even if it was in an aboveboard way, and even if it was totally my behavior that drove you to it."
She was serious, intent, striding fast as she told me all this. She and the therapist must have talked over these ideas many times, because they were quite clear in Marianne's mind, and she explained them so I understood right away.
But I didn't know how she would want me to respond, so we walked on in silence for a short time. Then she spoke again.
"You don't need to do anything in particular, Tom, or even say anything. My coming to understand these things has really helped me. I've been calmer, less unhappy. Maybe a little less racked by guilt all the time."



"I had actually noticed some of that," I said. "I don't know when it started, maybe a few weeks ago, but you have seemed more relaxed when we're together—it's been great." I smiled at her. "I'm glad that the therapy is helping, Marianne. What you say about your parent's marriage certainly makes sense to me. It makes me wish I had known about your feelings, so I could have looked into your eyes and said, 'You can trust me Marianne—I'm not your dad'. But I know it doesn't work that way."
She squeezed my arm. "No—I wish it did. Instead we had to go through all this ... all this SHIT for me to start to understand it."
Suddenly she stopped walking, and looked intently into my eyes. "I am so very sorry, Tom," she said seriously.
"I know, Marianne," I replied, with equal seriousness. After a long moment I smiled at her, and we continued our walk in the cold.
**********
Sometime in March, as the dreary winter weather dragged on, I began to feel uneasy. I still don't know what set me off, whether something actually happened or I caught the suspicion virus out of the air—but I began to worry about Marianne's fidelity.
We had been doing well, I thought. I certainly had been feeling better about our marriage, and she seemed very happy at our greater closeness. Her therapy was continuing to help her. So what vague instinct was it that started me worrying?
I'd been checking the hidden recorders in the house twice a week, more or less. Now I checked them every other day. I put a recording device back into the spare-tire compartment of Marianne's car, with a listening device hidden under the front seat and another one in her purse. I checked those every day.
I began listening more carefully when she described her activities at work each day, trying to pick out inconsistencies. I called her at the office occasionally, and if she wasn't in I made sure to ask casually at dinner that night what she'd been out doing when I called.
On two days, when she'd told me ahead of time she had various business errands outside the office to do, I'd actually parked down the street from her office parking lot and trailed her car around town for several hours.
The result of all this renewed suspicion, worry, and investigation was exactly zero. There was not a hint of any inappropriate behavior on my wife's part. However, as a professor of mine in college liked to say, "Absence of Evidence is not Evidence of Absence".
I knew, after all, that Marianne had cheated on me with Eddie for eight months without my catching on. I was much more suspicious now—but that didn't mean she wasn't being much more careful!
After about three weeks of this I felt depressed and frustrated. I'd found just what I'd hoped to find—nothing—but it seemed to be making me feel worse rather than better. I didn't want to talk to Marianne about this, so I dragged Steve out for a long lunch one day and told him what I'd been up to.
Bless his heart, Steve didn't laugh at me. He listened carefully, looking serious, and he didn't make light of my fears.
"I know this can't be any fun, Tom, but it is good news that you haven't found anything. Andrea just saw Marianne the other day, and she told me that Marianne just went on and on about how well the two of you are doing. She said Marianne seemed happier than she's been for a long time."
"I know this is somewhat irrational, Steve. I haven't got a single shred of anything to base my worries on. But I keep remembering what a fool I was the first time. Marianne is smart as hell!"
"Tom, I'm your friend, and I honestly don't know what to tell you. I guess it makes sense to continue being watchful, but I'm sorry that your suspicions are making you so crazy. Is there anything I can do?"
I sighed. "I guess just listen to me rant every once in a while. I'm going to have to live through this phase one way or another."
My hypervigilance lasted another week or so, then it gradually receded, like a low-grade fever returning to normal. I went back to checking the recorders less frequently, I stopped asking Marianne leading questions—in short I relaxed. My worries didn't ever disappear, but they became bearable again.
**********
As the summer approached, Marianne began talking about what we might do once the kids went off to camp again. "Tom, how would you feel about a vacation we've never done before? Hiking in the Rockies, or up in Canada somewhere? Maybe staying in a national park?"
I liked the idea, among other reasons because I was still eager for us to do new things, things that had no possible sting of memories from the pre-adultery days of our marriage.
We went ahead and booked a cabin on Ross Lake in the North Cascades National Park, in Washington, and spent some happy hours reading guide books and looking on-line to learn more about what we'd be seeing.
The day after we dropped the kids off at camp, we were flying out to Seattle, where we rented a car and headed for the park. We found a rustic two-room cabin with an indescribable view, nestled in the woods overlooking the lake with brilliantly white snow-capped mountains in the distance beyond.
Every day of that week we found something new to delight us. Making love didn't get neglected, but there were so many outdoor activities beckoning to us that some days we came home too exhausted (but happy) to do more than snuggle together in the past-its-prime queen-size bed. We hiked, we rented a canoe and explored the lake, we sunbathed, we hiked some more, we cooked steaks over a campsite fire we made ourselves—and we relaxed, reading together for hours or just lying in the sun.
One day I got adventurous, and I talked Marianne into letting me screw her partway up a tree, deep in the empty woods. The tree stood in a tiny glade, with branches arranged up its trunk almost like the steps of a ladder. I persuaded Marianne, giggling like mad, to strip off her shorts and perch on a sturdy branch about 10 feet off the ground. Then I stood in front of her, naked from the waist down, on a branch about three feet lower, bringing my excited cock to just the right height.
We had to hold each other tightly around the shoulders to keep from tumbling to the ground, and it wasn't all that comfortable, but it was a lot of fun. The position was too awkward for wild orgasms, but we took our time and enjoyed the "outdoorsness" of it, feeling the breeze cooling our naked parts as we went at it. Towards the end our fucking made the branches we were on sway unnervingly, adding to the danger level of the adventure.
"Well, that will be a story to tell when we get back," I said with a smile after we were finished, and were clinging to each other tiredly.
"To whom?" she replied, "the children?" We both laughed. "Who are we going to tell about this?"
"Well, at least Steve and Andrea," I said. "Didn't they make it once in a Sunfish in the middle of a lake in New Hampshire? This is at least as good a story as that one. Wait, Marianne! Don't climb down yet—I want a picture of you, bare-ass up in that tree."
She laughed, and quickly yanked up her shorts before I could snap the photo. What I got instead was a shot of a lovely woman, more-or-less dressed, standing on a tree branch, smiling broadly at the camera and extending the middle finger of her right hand.
**********
On the morning of our next-to-last day, I slipped out of bed very early, pulled on some sweats, and went outside to enjoy the cool air and the subdued light just after dawn. I sat on the porch, looked at the lake, and thought about what I wanted to say to Marianne.
I had planned for weeks that this trip would be the time to tell her the truth about Carrie—that there was no Carrie, and no lengthy affair, just a brief two-night stand with a young woman at a conference the previous summer.
I had thought over and over about how to raise this ticklish subject, how to tell Marianne that I had deceived her by NOT having an affair. "Honey," I thought I'd begin, "I have something important to tell you. It's actually good news, but it may not sound that way right at first. In fact you may be angry with me—you may feel I've betrayed you—but when you think about it I hope you'll agree with me that it's a good thing."
I imagined her face when I told her—utter shock, confusion, and then perhaps rising anger. Maybe she'd tell me off, then stomp away to be by herself for awhile. After an hour or two, she'd return, ready to complain good-naturedly to me for deceiving her and thank me for not having avenged her affair with one of my own.
But what if it didn't go quite that way? As I sat there in the early morning light, my plan to confess the truth seemed less and less like a good idea. I could also imagine a much more furious reaction: "you mean you made me suffer for weeks—for MONTHS—with images of you and that voluptuous woman, snuggling together in your apartment, having wild acrobatic sex that I could never compete with—and it was all made-up bullshit? You bastard! What kind of fucking sadistic thing is that to do to someone you say you love?"
"All those months," I could hear Marianne continuing, "when I was suffering about you and Carrie, and reminding myself that it was my own fault, I'd brought it on myself, you were probably just chuckling to yourself about how easy it was to turn the tables on me! You insensitive, vengeful PRICK! And after all that, you still have the nerve not to trust ME? Well, fuck you, husband! All you've told me today is that I can't trust YOU!"
And then she'd stomp off into the woods; but when she came back there might be hours, or even days, of angry silence.
No one wants to be played for a fool. I had learned that, in spades, when I was first shattered by the knowledge of Marianne's adultery. Since that time we had made our way back from the brink, from the possible end of our marriage. We had done it slowly, painfully, with a lot of hard work. Why would I want to jeopardize that now by confessing to a lie that had undoubtedly done more good than harm?
Life was messy, and unpredictable. The symmetry of Marianne's long-term affair and my fictitious long-term affair had not been planned. On the contrary, I invented Carrie as a way to get Marianne to understand the pain I was in, in the wake of learning about her and Eddie. It had served its purpose. It had hurt Marianne a lot, I knew, but it had also helped restore some degree of balance to our relationship. I even think that my 'affair' helped Marianne begin to forgive herself for what she had done, faster than would have been possible otherwise.
I could no longer see any reason for not letting my secret lie buried.
As I sat musing, the screen door squeaked, and a moment later I felt Marianne's arms encircling my neck, as she kissed the top of my head and murmured "good morning, sweetie!" into my hair.
I reached back and pulled her around and onto my lap, where she snuggled her head into my neck. We rocked back and forth for a few minutes, enjoying the quiet and the feel of one another.
"Is today the day?" she asked me.
I looked at her in surprise. "For what?"
Looking directly at me, she said, "for whatever it is you're planning to talk to me about." Amused by my look of total shock—my mouth must have actually fallen open—she continued, "I know you pretty well, Tom. You've been more and more thoughtful, even abstracted, the last couple of days. You're working something out in your mind, and I figure that either today or tomorrow you'll be ready to tell me about it."
I just laughed, shaking my head at the sensitivity and intuitiveness of my wife, things I had appreciated for years but that had disappeared for a while at the end of her affair.
"You are something, you know that? And yes, I do have something to say, and this is the moment. Let's go down and stand by the lake."
Arm in arm, smiling together, we ambled down the path to the water's edge.
I turned her to face me, and we stood a foot apart, holding one another's hands, looking into one another's eyes.
"This is what I have to say, Marianne. This past year has been the hardest one of our marriage. But here we are—still standing. Next year is going to be much better, and the year after that, better still."
"We've gone through a hell of a lot together—and I want to be married to you for the rest of my life."
I stopped talking. Her eyes were filled with tears, and she couldn't speak. Instead, we embraced. She gave her body completely to me, stretching her arms up over my shoulders and letting her hands dangle behind me, the embrace that meant "I am utterly open to you, I am totally yours". It was a gesture from our past together, one that I treasured.
My own eyes were suddenly full of tears, and she saw them after a minute when she pulled back a little and gazed at me.
"I love you, Thomas Card," she said.
"And I love you, Mrs. Card," I replied.
THE END
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[AUTHOR'S NOTE: This is an alternate ending to "A Loving Wife Dies" by H2Owader. He is a wonderful writer and the story really inspired me. My ending goes in a very different direction from the end of his original story. I humbly ask his indulgence for my taking up his story in this way. If you hate it, please blame me and not him.
This ending will make no sense without first reading "A Loving Wife Dies". It begins just before the end of that story, after the wife's letter that closes
"Your loving wife,
Martha."
(In other words, skip the last nine lines of the original story and proceed to what follows below.)]
********
Martha lay quietly in her hospital bed, propped up against the pillows. Today was a good day—not much pain. She knew she had only a few days left, but she could still talk, and thankfully she was not too uncomfortable.
Across the room sat Rachael and Paul, along with her husband's brother Daniel. They were talking quietly together, letting her get some rest. There were always a few family members in the room with Martha, as there had been for the past few weeks.
She glanced at the clock—it was just past 2 pm. She eagerly looked forward to Max's arrival. He came every day at about 2, and sat with her until she fell asleep for the night. He would read to her, talk to her, or just sit quietly with her, holding her hand in his, offering her water if she was thirsty.
She was grateful for his calm, loving presence by her side for so many hours each day. Now, with so little time left, the happiest moment of each day was when he arrived.
The door swung open and Max appeared, but with a look on his face unlike any she had ever seen before. There was a cold intensity that shocked and frightened her.
He came straight to her bedside, and stood looking down at her. She reached to take his hand with hers, but he ignored it.
"You ... whore!" he said quietly, his voice a low growling sound in the quiet room. "You ... fucking ... WHORE!"
Her smile froze on her face. She couldn't reply. His look terrified her.
Across the room, Rachael, Paul, and Daniel were looking at him in alarm. "Dad—what's wrong?" Rachael asked. He ignored her, looking only at Martha.
"You fucked twenty-one other men? You let me raise four other men's children as my own? You soiled our marriage bed for forty-five years? And now you ask me to forgive you?
"You DESTROY me, you tell me our whole life was a lie, and you ask me to forgive you?" His voice was rising, its strained sound revealing his pain.
"Max, sweetheart ..." she began in a quavering voice.
"You selfish, evil ... whore!" he cried, his eyes still fixed on her. She began to cry.
He brought his face closer to hers. "I will NEVER forgive you. I ... hope ... you ... burn ... in ... HELL!"
He stared at her another moment, watching her cry, watching her arm reach again for him. Then, very deliberately, he spat in her face. Without another word, he turned towards the door.
The others jumped forward. "Dad, what on earth..." Rachael said in a shocked voice. Max's brother Daniel grabbed his shoulder and swung him around.
"Max, what are you doing?" he cried.
Max stared back into his brother's face. "You BASTARD!" he shouted. With all his might he swung his open hand against the side of Daniel's head, catching him flush on the cheek and knocking him to his knees.
Max moved swiftly to the door, opened it, and disappeared, leaving a stunned silence behind him. On the bed Martha was sobbing. Rachael moved to her, grabbing a cloth to wipe the saliva from her face.
"Mom? Are you all right? What on earth made Dad behave that way?" But Martha didn't answer. When Rachael gazed searchingly into her eyes Martha couldn't face her and silently turned away, still crying.
After a moment Rachael looked at Paul and Daniel. "Stay with her," she said. Then she ran out of the room in pursuit of her father.
She came running out of the hospital, looking around, out of breath. She saw Max sitting on a bench near the entrance, his head in his hands. She went to him and sat next to him.
"Dad, why were you so cruel just now? She's DYING, Dad—what were you thinking?" She tried to keep anger out of her voice, but the concern was evident.
He turned to her, all anger gone from his face now, looking old, haggard, and terribly sad. Without a word he handed her Martha's letter.
She began to read—then gasped, and stared at him in shock. She looked back to the letter, read it again, and then grasped his hand tightly.
"Dad—you mean you didn't know? You didn't know that she ... that we ... weren't actually your children? But she ... she said that you knew all about it ... she told us ... we shouldn't discuss it with you!"
Max gazed at her. He adored all his children—his children! He supposed he couldn't even call them that now! But he felt closest to Rachael, his baby, his last treasured little girl.
"Sweetheart," he said in a despairing voice, "She lied to you—to everyone. I didn't know anything about it until an hour ago."
Then, suddenly, he turned away from her, and his head was in his hands again, and he was weeping. She put her arms around him, her head against his shoulder, and began to cry.
********
The church was nearly full. More than 600 people had come to pay their respects. They sat quietly, listening to Father Martin conduct the service. The usual prayers were mixed with words of praise for Martha Franklin, for her love and devotion to her family, for her generosity to the community.
There was a small buzz of surprise when Max rose from the front row and moved up beside Father Martin. With tight lips, looking unwilling, Father Martin moved to one side and sat down, relinquishing the podium.
Max begain to speak, slowly and clearly, in a loud and resonant voice.
"I know it is unusual for anyone besides the priest to speak at a funeral, but I insisted. I made it clear to Father Martin, and to my family, that unless I could speak there would be no funeral. I am the husband of the deceased, and that is my right."
Max heard the murmuring, saw the people in the pews looking at one another. He went on.
"You've heard all about how Martha was a wonderful wife and mother, and a pillar of the community. Now I will tell you the truth.
"Martha and I were married in this church, 45 years ago. Some of you were here on that occasion, as we pledged to be faithful to one another, 'forsaking all others', for as long as we lived.
"My wife broke her vows to me, the vows she made here in the sight of God. She betrayed me. She committed adultery hundreds, if not thousands, of times. She bore children to four other men, and let me unknowingly raise them as my own."
The church echoed with a babble of shocked whispering. A few feet from Max sat Father Martin, looking stiff and unhappy.
Max continued, silencing the murmurs with his voice. "Martha lied to the members of my own family, making them accomplices in keeping the truth from me. She told them all that I willingly allowed her to fornicate with other men. My own mother and father ..." Here Max choked up, and had to pause for a moment. The church was now quiet again.
"My own mother and father went to their graves, believing that I had knowingly let my wife cheat on me, let other men father children with her!
"For forty-five years I never knew any of this.
"But Father Martin," Max cried out, "compelled Martha to write me a letter last week, revealing her abominable sins against me and against God. Instead of letting me end my life with the happy memories of a loving, faithful wife, he insisted that she destroy my peace of mind with her confession!"
Father Martin sat stiffly, his lips tightly pursed, looking at nothing.
"This man, this ... man of God, who has never had a wife or children! Does he know the feeling of being a betrayed husband? Does he know what it is to learn that the children you adore more than life are not your own? Yet in his blind, unthinking arrogance, he saw to it that Martha compounded her many sins with a final sin: to make me bitterly aware of the empty lie of my marriage."
There was quiet. Father Martin felt the eyes of the congregation on him. His legs began to tremble, and he pressed down on them with his hands to keep them still.
Max's tone became quieter. "But Martha was not the only adulterer. She betrayed me with twenty-one men, most of them married, some of them friends of mine.
"I now know twelve of their names. And in this place of God, let them now face Him and answer for their sins!"
In a grave voice Max read out a list from a card he pulled from his pocket. The names were like the tolling of a bell in the great space of the church. "Raymond Hunt ... Arthur Foster ... Ben Newton ... Henry Appleby ... Brian Spencer ... Peter Thomaston ... John Garner ... Nicholas Menzie ... Richard Harper ... Robert Henderson ... Barry Jones ... "
The congregation squirmed, looking around them. Several of the men sat in the church, their faces rigid and pale. Some of them had wives or children looking at them in horror.
Max had saved one name for last: "and Daniel Franklin. My own brother."
Again the church was alive with whispers, full of shock and horror. Max stood tall and silent until the noise subsided.
"Father Martin told Martha that I had to forgive her so that she could get into heaven.
"I do not know what the Lord, in His infinite wisdom, will decide. But my wife died and will be buried without my forgiveness."
Slowly, formally Max stepped away from the podium. He walked towards the central aisle of the church. As he passed the coffin containing his wife, he stopped. He looked at the enormous china vase, filled with beautiful blue and white flowers, that rested on the coffin.
Then with a sweep of his arm he knocked it to the floor. The vase shattered with a crash that resounded for long seconds through the church.
Max walked down the aisle towards the rear of the church. As he passed the second row his daughter Rachael rose. Taking his arm, she walked with him. They opened the door and were gone.
As the echo of their footsteps died away, a vast silence filled the crowded church.
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[NOTE TO READERS: This story will be in three chapters; I will post the other two over the next two days. There is some sex in the story, but that is not its main focus.]
My wife Jennie is the one who loves surprises. I have always hated them myself. Surprise parties, unexpected schedule changes—they make me uneasy. I'd rather know ahead of time what I'm going to be doing, and then do it. I like anticipating things, looking forward to an event several days in advance, having the pleasure of imagining how it will be.
Still—I love Jennie very much, and she loves surprises. Throughout our marriage, the best way for me to show her how much I love her has been to arrange some sort of surprise for her. Our twenty-fifth anniversary is coming up, and I was determined to give her the biggest and best surprise ever.
Which is how I've come to find myself sitting here in the bedroom of my house as darkness falls, looking at the unmade bed she and her lover have just climbed out of and wondering what the hell I'm going to do now.
********
GETTING TO KNOW JENNIE
To understand Jennie at all, you have to begin with the fact that she is beautiful. And I don't mean "very attractive"—I mean beautiful in a way that you almost never see. Unless you live in New York or Paris, you have probably not seen four more beautiful women than Jennie in your entire life.
Jennie is the kind of beautiful that makes people on the street stop walking and stare at her. I've seen cars come to a dead stop in the middle of the block as their drivers lean out the window, forgetting for a moment where they were going. She has the kind of beauty that makes people run back to their offices and say to their co-workers, "you won't believe what a beautiful woman I just saw!"
In short, we're not just talking about an attractive woman here—we're talking about someone who, after you see her, you feel like your whole life has been changed.
Jennie is about 5'8", with a slim figure that is perfectly proportioned.. She has honey-blonde hair that she wears straight, about six inches past her shoulders. Her features are very regular, with a small straight nose and high cheekbones. Her complexion is dazzling—even now in her mid-40s—and her blue eyes are amazingly, startlingly beautiful, like the loveliest sapphires you have ever seen.
Of course, there is more than one kind of female beauty. Some beautiful women exude sexuality and sexual attraction—you take one look at them, and all you can think about is going to bed with them. (Think Angelina Jolie.) But that was not Jennie's kind.
With Jennie, you looked at her and felt you were seeing Nature at her absolute best, a kind of perfection that you didn't know existed. It was like looking at the masterpiece of an art museum's collection. You wanted to be around Jennie, look at her some more, and of course take her home if you could. But the feeling wasn't overtly and immediately sexual—it was more misty and romantic.
Jennie has always had this spectacular beauty, and she has always lived the unusual life that goes along with it. She stood out among her schoolmates from kindergarten on, getting the attention—positive and negative—that went along with such attractiveness.
Teachers were all too ready to assume the best of her, to believe that such beauty had to be the outer manifestation of a superior person. All the way through elementary and middle school, Jennie tended to get As, even when her work might have earned her A-s or B+s.
In high school things were different only in one respect. There the teachers, most of whom were male, were abashed and tongue-tied with Jennie. They simply weren't capable of treating her in the same peremptory way as they did all of her classmates. Her beauty intimidated them. She continued to get As without having to work very hard, and their college recommendation letters for her were glowing and enthusiastic.
While Jennie had a few girlfriends growing up, the boys her own age acted like her high-school teachers, only worse. The flirting and teasing they could comfortably do with her female classmates failed them when Jennie was in the room. Even the bravest of them could only manage to stammer, "Hi Jennie," when she walked by.
Tim Kramer, the captain of the football team and the most popular boy in her class, tried for weeks to get up the courage to ask Jennie out to the movies. He even worked himself up to calling her on the phone, only to lose his nerve and pretend he was calling to ask about math homework. After that, he gave up and contented himself with the numerous moderately attractive girls in the school who were dying to go out with him.
It was only older men—and not too many of those—who could overcome the urge simply to gaze at Jennie, open-mouthed in wonder, and actually make conversation with her. Jennie's first romance was a love-affair with a 36-year old man, the younger brother of a neighbor on her block. Stephen met her at a pool party on her street the summer after her junior year. Like everyone else who had ever seen her, he was smitten. But he was also a sophisticated, experienced man—recently divorced after an eight-year marriage—who had moved to her small town in central Pennsylvania after living and working in Chicago.
Stephen knew how to talk to women, even dazzling ones like Jennie. She, on the other hand, had very little experience with men who could overcome their admiration for her beauty enough to be charming, and Stephen had no trouble getting her to go out with him.
Their affair lasted nearly a year, ending just before Jennie's graduation when Stephen's work took him back to Chicago. Her parents were uneasy about the relationship she was having with a man twice her age—and Jennie's younger sister Elizabeth, herself very pretty but nowhere near Jennie's league, was unspeakably jealous—but Stephen was a considerate and gentle person, and his treatment of Jennie reassured her family.
It was a true affair, in both senses. By that I mean first that Jennie really loved him, and if he didn't love her in quite the same full-throttle, adolescent way, he was very fond of her. And second, it became a fully sexual relationship after a month or two. Jennie might have been able to date a teenage boy for some time and retain her virginity, but Stephen had very different expectations (and his own apartment). After they began sleeping together, he took her to a birth-control clinic several towns away and she started taking the pill.
Jennie was lucky, in that Stephen was a loving and patient partner. He did care for her, she was not just a conquest for him. And so he taught her the pleasures of sex with tenderness, and she avoided those grubby first sexual experiences that so many inexperienced teenaged girls suffer at the hands of equally inexperienced teenaged boys. She learned what it meant to make love, learned about giving and receiving oral sex, and even tried anal sex with him, though she found she disliked it.
While she is a warm and loving person, Jennie has never been particularly passionate. She enjoyed sex with Stephen but rarely initiated it, and seldom longed for it in his absence. For her its pleasure had a lot to do with the intimate closeness of it, and the pleasure of his complete focus on her.
This is not surprising, after all—as an extraordinary beauty Jennie had grown up with an extraordinary amount of attention from those around her. She had no conception of what it might feel like to be anonymous, to move through a crowd of people unnoticed, the way most of us can do in any large city. On the contrary, the constant feeling of people's eyes on her, and even the sound of approving murmurs around her, were aspects of existence that she took for granted.
I hope I'm not creating the impression that Jennie was a self-absorbed monster. She was not. She was and is a kind, cheerful, and affectionate person, with a great sense of humor. But there's no question that she missed out on a lot of the give-and-take of normal human relationships. Much was always given to her, and far less was asked of her. It was inevitable that such an imbalance would begin to seem normal after a while.
********
Jennie was heart-broken when Stephen moved away, but within a few weeks her spirits were lifted by the approaching start of her first year of college, at Penn State. Life at the university was a great deal like life in high school: everyone was pretty much struck dumb by her beauty, teachers gave her As, most of her male classmates were way too intimidated to talk to her.
But at a big university like Penn State there are also lots of older men, both graduate students and faculty members. And while the sight of Jennie was just as ravishing to them, they were more able to approach her. In her first couple of years at Penn State Jennie had no shortage of admirers, and very few weekend evenings without a date. While she did not have any serious relationships like the one with Stephen, she certainly went out a lot.
I met her when we enrolled in the same sociology class, when she was a sophomore and I was a junior, majoring in business administration. The class of 120 students was divided into study groups of six, and by good fortune Jennie and I were in the same group. The six of us met twice a week for two hours in the evening, and after a few weeks I was not only bowled over by her beauty (as was everyone else she met), I had come to admire many other things about her as well.
Jennie was kind, and she was generous. She noticed early on that two members of our group were weaker students than the rest of us, and she looked for ways to support them and boost their confidence. Nothing obvious—just complimenting their contributions to our group, or cheering them up a bit if a midterm didn't go so well. She was also a lot of fun—she laughed as much as anyone at our jokes, and frequently contributed a quip or a mild teasing remark of her own. So it is no surprise that I began to think about Jennie in a more serious way than just admiring her from afar.
While I was a pretty good-looking guy, I was nowhere near Jennie's league. On the other hand, neither was anybody else at Penn State, so I didn't worry about that too much. I had a fair amount of self-confidence, so I began to think about how I might get Jennie to go out with me.
Learning about how she interacted with her dates was easy, because she was pursued by men so often. Nearly every one of our study group sessions ended with one of her current admirers coming to pick her up, or with her remarking that she had to go meet someone at the Student Center or at her dorm. It was easy to see that she was fully in charge of each of these relationships. The guys, in fact, were somewhat at her mercy.
She might agree to meet Ted at 9 pm, and not show up until quarter of ten. Or she might accept a dinner invitation for Friday with Bob, only to call him on Friday afternoon and tell him she had to cancel. Or she might ask Andy to meet her at study group when it ended at 9:30, then make him stand around in embarrassment for ten minutes or more while she continued to laugh and joke with us, as the group took its time about breaking up for the evening.
It may seem strange that the same woman who was so thoughtful to colleagues in her study group could be so unfeeling with her dates, but I found it easy to understand. To a degree most of us simply cannot imagine, Jennie was used to receiving intense male attention and admiration. I don't think she ever understood that some of these young men were incredibly, desperately smitten with her, and that her behavior hurt their feelings. To her, each of them was just another boy who wanted to take her out. She didn't dislike them, but since she was only casually dating them, she didn't go out of her way to treat them with consideration.
From the beginning, I decided that I would not let Jennie treat me that way. If I could get her to go out with me at all, I was determined to establish that our relationship would be based on mutual consideration for one another. I was not going to make allowances for her incredible beauty—I planned to treat her the way I would treat any other woman I was interested in. I also thought, frankly, that by standing up for myself and not letting her walk all over me, I might distinguish myself from the many other guys she seemed to be dating.
On the Tuesday before our sociology midterm, I called Jennie and asked her out to dinner that Friday, after the exam. To my pleasure, she said yes, and I agreed to pick her up at her dorm at 7:30.
But when I arrived at her dorm room, her roommate told me she wasn't there. I hung around in the dorm lounge until 8 pm, and when Jennie still wasn't back I simply left. I made a point of not calling her—I let it go, and waited to see what would happen when I saw her in class on Monday.
Since the class was a big one, I didn't see her at first; but after class I left the room slowly, and gave her a chance to find me and come over. With a warm smile she apologized for being late, saying she'd been having a conversation with a friend in the library and lost track of the time. Then, having given me an apology that was more superficial than heartfelt, she asked, "but why didn't you wait for me?"
"Well, Jennie," I replied calmly, "after it had been a half hour I was feeling pretty hungry, and since I had no idea when you might return I went off and had dinner by myself."
She seemed a little taken aback by this, as though she hadn't really thought through what it might have been like for me (or any other of her dates) to be kept waiting so long. Finally she said, "of course—I really am sorry, Brad," this time sounding much more like she meant it.
As we walked along, I kept silent, watching out of the corner of my eye to see her glancing at me several times. Then she said, "well, shall we try again?"
I said, "that depends, Jennie." Surprised, she said, "what do you mean?"
"If you'll be on time I would be delighted to take you to dinner. But if you're going to be late, then I think I should make other plans."
An annoyed look flashed across her face—but then it disappeared, replaced by a grin. "Fair enough! How about Friday at 7:30 again? And this time I'll be ready!"
On Friday, Jennie was all set when I arrived, and we had a terrific evening. For one thing, she looked sensational. She wore a simple skirt and blouse, with a wool sweater over it, but she was still a vision. Even though I'd been seeing her several times a week in our study group, it wasn't easy for me to get past her beauty and just see her as a nice girl.
But more than that, we found that our values and our senses of humor were a great match. We talked easily about everything under the sun, told stories from our pasts, laughed a lot, and felt amazingly comfortable with each other. Our dinner stretched out through a leisurely dessert and two cups of coffee, and we didn't leave the restaurant until nearly 11, when the staff did everything but throw us out into the street!
I was afraid I was already falling pretty hard for Jennie, but determined to be very cool about it—not to behave like all the smitten young men I'd seen her manipulate. When we got to her door I was ready for a handshake, or just a brief kiss. Jennie said to me with real feeling, "Brad, thank you so much for dinner. I had a terrific time!"
"Me too, Jennie. I haven't met anyone in three years here I've felt so comfortable with. You are great company."
Encouraged by the look on her face, I leaned forward to give her a quick kiss, but she held my lips with hers much longer than I expected. It was absolutely delicious kissing her, and I suppressed a happy sigh as we pulled apart.
Determined not to be too eager, I was ready to say good night and walk away. But to my delight she said, "I'd like to return the invitation. Can you come for brunch on Sunday?"
"I'd love to. What would you like me to bring? How about something for dessert?"
"That would be great. How about 12 noon? And bring your sociology books too—we can at least pretend that we'll be doing some studying!" she said with a laugh.
As I walked back to my dorm I was as happy as I'd ever been. Jennie really seemed to like me, and I was crazy about her. Still, I remembered my determination to be wary, and above all not to get walked all over.
********
Within a few weeks, we were dating very seriously. I was enchanted by Jennie's beauty, of course—but beyond that her intelligence, sense of humor, and warmth all had their effect on me. We decided early on to keep our relationship secret from the study group, so we were very discreet around them.
After the first couple of weeks, when our dates ended with increasingly passionate make-out sessions, I asked her point-blank if she would spend the night with me (I was lucky to have a single dorm room). She smiled and said, "I wondered when you would ask me that!"
When we got back to my room, after having a relaxed time at a movie, I found that I was a bit nervous. It wasn't about the prospect of having sex with Jennie. I had had two serious girlfriends, one in high school and one as a college freshman. I had been to bed with both girls many times, and had no fears about inexperience. My concerns had more to do with the nature of Jennie's and my relationship.
We were sitting on the couch, snuggling and kissing a bit, feeling good, when Jennie gave me a look that seemed to say, "bed now".
"Jennie," I said, "can we talk about something for a moment?" She looked surprised but nodded.
"You can surely guess how much I am looking forward to this—to holding you in my arms all night, and ... all the rest. But it also is a big moment for us, and I need to say something first."
Jennie didn't reply, just looked seriously back at me.
"We haven't talked about ... about what our relationship means to each of us. So far it's been casual and lots of fun. I have enjoyed every minute of our time together, but we haven't ever talked about whether ... we're seeing each other exclusively.
"For me, making love with you isn't a casual thing. It will mean that you're the only woman in my life, for as long as we are together. And I want to make sure that you feel the same way about me."
Jennie just continued to look at me seriously, then finally she smiled. "I feel just the same way, Brad. I have had a couple of dates with other people since you and I started dating—but lately they haven't been much fun. I don't really know why I was even going out with other guys, except from habit.
"But I am more than ready to be all yours, if you want me."
I smiled, and gently pulled her to her feet and into my arms. "I want you—very very much!" Catching her by surprise, I reached down, put one arm behind her knees, swooped her up into my arms, and carried her across the room to my bed.
Making love to Jennie that first time was as wonderful as our first date had been. Her beautiful, slim body excited me, of course—but the real joy came from our ease in being together. We were both very eager, but neither of us was in a hurry (thank heaven for each of us being experienced sexually). We prolonged the looking, the kissing, and the touching until we were both incredibly excited, and then Jennie murmured, "now, Brad!"
I reached into a drawer for a condom, but she put her hand on my arm, smiled, and said, "not necessary!" I rolled on top of her and she guided me into her for the first time. Looking down at her beautiful face smiling up at me, I reveled in the pleasure of being inside Jennie. We coupled smoothly for a long time, sometimes kissing, sometimes looking at one another.
It didn't seem as though Jennie would cum in the missionary position, so after a while I rolled us over and let her ride me. Being able to see her beautiful body was incredibly exciting. I stroked her breasts, then her clitoris, which made her gasp and jerk around on top of me. I kept up my finger-stroking until she groaned, and I felt her pussy clench tightly around me. Holding her gently, I waited until the aftershocks passed and she relaxed on top of me, then I thrust faster and harder into her, reaching my own joyous climax.



Jennie slept sweetly that night in my arms, and we showered and made love again in the morning. From then on we were nearly inseparable, or as much as two busy college students can be. We made love whenever we could, which was often! And I loved everything about being with Jennie—little things like watching her eat a yogurt, and daintily clean the spoon with her tongue, filled me with happiness.
As our relationship got more serious, we talked in general terms about our future plans, without quite coming out and saying that we would be together. I intended to work in the business world after graduation, probably back in Missouri where I was from; Jennie didn't know what she would do, but wanted a career that involved working with people, and with some flexibility in her schedule.
I was already thinking about marrying Jennie, but it seemed far too soon to raise that subject with her—both of us still had lots of college left.
Our first big fight came in April when we discussed the upcoming summer vacation. I was committed to an internship with a company in St. Louis, which might lead to a good job offer after graduation. Jennie had promised her parents she'd come home to her small town in Pennsylvania, and take up her usual summer job as a secretary in a law office.
Would we continue our exclusive relationship while we were apart for three months? I said yes, Jennie said no. We argued.
"I'm not talking about sleeping with anyone else, Brad!" she told me. "But I don't see why I should sit home every evening, when I could go out casually with someone and have some fun—see a movie, or go to a party!"
"Isn't our relationship important enough to you to sacrifice a little 'fun'?" I replied heatedly.
We went on in that vein for some time, both of us increasingly irritated. Then Jennie won the day, by saying something I really couldn't disagree with.
"OK, Brad. Listen to me for a minute. If I promised you I'd only go out socially with women friends—to movies, to dinner, to a party—would you be comfortable with that?"
I said without hesitation that I would.
"Well," she continued, "why wouldn't it also be fine to go out with men friends—as long as I give you my solemn promise that it will only be as friends? No kissing, no making out, no hand-holding, no sex? Just friends."
She looked at me, and I reluctantly conceded.
"Yes, Jennie, you're right." I sighed. "I love you, and if you give me your word I will trust you." She smiled and gave me a kiss.
"You can trust me, Brad. I love you too, and I promise not to do anything that you wouldn't approve of. I will behave as though you're always in the room with me."
"All right, sweetheart. But I need to say one more thing, OK? You are not just any woman—you are extraordinarily beautiful, and there's not a man in the world who wouldn't want to be with you." Jennie beamed at me. She knew all that, of course, but she still really liked to hear it!
"So that means you really have to be careful, OK? You have to think about what you're doing, and not let any guy get the wrong signals."
She smiled again at me, almost pityingly, which stung a bit. "Believe me, Brad, I've been handling male attention for a long time. It won't be a problem."
Then, seeing that I was still a little concerned, she came and sat on my lap, putting her arms around me. "I love YOU, Brad. Do you want me to say it again? I love YOU—I am your woman, all yours."
The only thing left to do was to kiss her, hold her tight, and make love to her. A great way to end an argument!
********
The summer was hard, but it went by fast. I worked my tail off in St. Louis, learning the ropes at a large food-service company that supplied hotels and restaurants in the area. I managed to visit Jennie twice, both times staying the weekend with her parents, who seemed to have taken to me. But I was pointedly assigned to their guestroom. Only once in those two weekends did we manage even a half hour for a quickie; the rest of the time we frantically grabbed and kissed one another in every private moment!
In between visits we managed with regular phone calls. I tried to do little surprise things, like sending her a cute "Thinking of You" card or putting a single Hershey's Kiss in a large box and mailing it to her. I made her laugh by sending her a fake letter from the IRS, informing her that she owed $90,000 on her taxes for the previous year. She thought it was very clever, and showed it to her parents.
Next fall, my last year at Penn State, we more than made up for a summer apart. I had a small apartment off-campus, and Jennie pretty much lived with me, so we could have sex whenever we liked. Things just got better and better between us, and I was sure I had found the woman for my lifetime.
In April I asked her to marry me and she happily agreed, asking only that we delay the marriage one more year until her graduation. Both her parents and mine were very happy with our news.
But first we had to endure a year apart: Jennie doing her senior year at Penn State, me working in the food-services business in St. Louis. She visited me three times during school breaks and long weekends, and I made trips to see her at least every other month.
There was only one really bad moment during that year. I arrived at Penn State early one Friday evening in February, about an hour ahead of schedule, and hurried to Jennie's room. Her roommate told me she was out, probably at the Cafe in the Student Center.
When I came into the crowded room I looked around, and there at a small table near the back was Jennie, sitting over two cups of coffee with an extremely good-looking guy in his early 30s. Probably a faculty member, from the looks of him.
I was on the verge of going right over to her, when something in their body language stopped me. I was picking up a little more intimacy than I was happy with—so I sat down alone at a table 40 feet away, out of their line of sight but so they couldn't avoid seeing me if they left. I wanted to know more.
There was nothing obviously inappropriate in their behavior—they were talking and laughing, drinking their coffee. But their heads were awfully close together, and my gut feeling was that something wasn't quite right.
After some time, the guy reached out for Jennie's hands and held them in his, talking to her earnestly all the while. She laughed and pulled them away; but he kept talking, looking directly into her eyes, and after a minute he reached for her hands again.
This time she didn't resist, letting him hold her two hands in his as he continued to talk seriously to her.
After a couple more minutes she looked at her watch, and she must have told him she had to go. She withdrew her hands and stood up. I watched very carefully as she said goodbye, but there was no kiss or further intimacy, and they didn't seem to make a date to get together again.
As Jennie headed for the door she spotted me at the table where I sat, just looking at her. Her smile froze and she hesitated, almost coming to a stop. Then she pulled herself together and ran over to me, saying "hi, sweetie! You're early!"
All my life I have been able to summon coolness and control when I am upset. I think it goes back to days in childhood when my father taught me to box. He had been an excellent amateur boxer, and he trained me seriously for a number of years. I boxed in some novice Golden Gloves events, but never pursued it after high school. My main sport had been lacrosse, where despite being on the small side (about 5'9") I twice made the All-County team.
But my boxing training had helped me learn to stay calm in tough situations, never to panic or get emotional under pressure. It's a trait that has proved very valuable over the years, both in personal matters and in business.
As Jennie approached me I was filled with anger and jealousy, as well as doubts about her faithfulness. But instead of lashing out at her I simply said, "hello, Jennie", and let her give me a hug and a kiss without getting up out of my seat.
She sat down across from me and began talking rapidly, about what a hard week it had been, how glad she was to see me, how had I gotten to town so early, etc. It seemed as though she didn't know how much I had seen, and was rattling on while watching me closely, wondering how to handle the situation.
My continued silence clearly worried her. Finally she stopped talking and said, "honey, are you all right?"
I just looked at her and said quietly, "Jennie, maybe there's something you need to tell me?" I had learned a long time ago that you can get better results when you don't show all your cards first. I was angry, and I was going to let Jennie worry about what I knew rather than tell her.
"You saw me with that guy?" she asked, blushing. I didn't reply, just kept looking at her, and finally she went on. "His name is Jamie Atherton, he's my professor in the English Lit class I'm taking.
"He suggested we get together for a cup of coffee, to talk about my last paper. I wrote an essay on Dickens that he thought was really good, and he wanted to encourage me to expand it and think about publishing it. Really, Brad, that's all there was."
I continued to stay silent, and she grew more uneasy. Finally I said, "why don't we take a walk?" We buttoned up and headed out into the cold, in the direction of Jennie's dorm rather than towards the campus hotel I always stayed in when I visited.
I neither spoke nor took Jennie's arm, just walked along briskly, so that she had to make an effort to keep up. As we neared her dorm she said anxiously, "please, Brad, aren't you going to speak to me? I've been looking forward so much to seeing you!"
I said only, "I'll call you in the morning, Jennie. Maybe we could have breakfast and talk then. I need to do some thinking in the meanwhile, and perhaps you do too."
I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and walked away. I heard her say "Brad, honey, please wait!" in a quavery voice, but she didn't follow me.
It was a rough night for me. I thought a lot, and slept very little. What had I really seen? A guy coming on to Jennie, and her letting him succeed just a little bit too much for my taste. He hadn't kissed her, and there was no reason from the body language to think he was sleeping with her. On the other hand, she hadn't withdrawn her hands from his the second time, and clearly she wasn't displeased by his attentions.
I knew that Jennie was used to large quantities of male admiration; I could hardly blame men for being attracted to her, or for trying in my absence to get somewhere with her. But she was MY fiancée, wearing MY engagement ring, and I wasn't happy that she had let that clown's advances get as far as they did.
Jennie called me at 8 am, asking in a trembling voice if we could have breakfast. When I met her in front of her dorm she threw herself into my arms and started to sob.
"Brad, please, honey, talk to me! I know you're angry. I know I was wrong, but ... really ... it wasn't very much. Please, please, let me explain everything!"
She continued to cry and I held her, secretly pleased and relieved by her outburst. What I wanted was for her to feel guilty, to tell me everything, and for me to find out that there really was as little to it as I hoped.
"OK, Jennie," I said soothingly, stroking her hair. I got out a handkerchief and wiped her wet cheeks. "Let's go sit and eat, and we can talk."
She held my arm tightly the whole way to the restaurant, and insisted on sitting next to me in the booth so she could hold onto me. Once we had ordered she started right in.
"Honey, what I said last night is the truth. He IS my professor, and he did say he wanted to talk to me about my essay. It's the only time I've ever been anywhere with him outside of class.
"But ... but that's not the complete truth, either. I knew that he was interested in me—that if it were some other student's Dickens essay he wouldn't have invited her out for coffee.
"It just seemed ... harmless to me, that's all. I was flattered by the attention, and I knew nothing would happen. We were in the middle of the Student Center, for gosh sakes! So I just drank my coffee and let him go on and on about my talents.
"Honestly, Brad—I knew I'd be seeing you in an hour, and this was just something to do to pass the time. Then towards the end," she looked up at me, "I don't know if you saw this, but ... he started talking about how beautiful I am, and he ... reached over and took my hands."
I nodded, indicating I'd seen it.
"Well, I pulled away from him—but after a minute he took them again, and ... I just let him do it. It seemed too prissy somehow to yank them away again. So I let him go on with his nice words, I was so lovely, both inside and out, blah blah blah. Then after a minute I looked at my watch and saw it was nearly time for you to get here, so I had the perfect excuse to get away from him.
"I swear to you, honey, that's all there was! I said goodbye and was headed out the door when I spotted you—and you looked so calm, so silent, you frightened me!"
I had heard enough to feel a lot better. I embraced Jennie gently and gave her a big kiss. "I was pretty upset at the time, Jen—but I'm feeling better about it now. Thank you for telling me the whole story."
She looked incredibly relieved, and I realized how frightened she must have been.
"I can understand it was harmless flirting, and it didn't go a great deal too far. But it DID go a bit too far—do we agree about that?"
Here I looked at her, very seriously, and she bit her lip and nodded. "Yes, Brad. I shouldn't have let him hold my hands. I'm sorry—truly."
With peace restored, we enjoyed our breakfast, catching up on the weeks since our last visit. I knew that Jennie was used to lots of male attention, that she expected it and basked in it. But I needed her to know that she had to control how far that attention went, especially when I wasn't around. And when we headed back to my hotel after breakfast, I brought up the subject again.
"Jennie, do you remember the discussion we had before last summer, when you talked about dating guys back at home? The promise you made me was that you'd always behave as though I was right there in the room with you."
She nodded, undoubtedly knowing what I was going to say next. But I surprised her by merely adding, "that was a good way of putting it."
She pulled me tightly to her, there in the middle of the walk. She put her mouth to my ear and said, "I understand, honey. I'm really sorry! And we won't have to have this conversation ever again."
Then, pulling back so she could look at me, she smiled and said, "could we get back to your room? There's something I need, something I've really been missing..."
Once again, make-up sex was just about the perfect way to end a fight!
********
JENNIE'S FIRST AFFAIR
The first few years of our married life were unbelievably happy. We were married in her parents' backyard two weeks after Jennie's graduation, took a ten-day honeymoon in Maui thanks to my parents, and settled in a small house in the suburbs of St. Louis. I was doing very well in my food-services job, and after a couple of months happily working on setting up our house, Jennie decided to study for her realtor's license and work selling houses.
Within six months of joining a local real-estate firm, Jennie was their third-largest producing realtor. This was no surprise to me—she was so beautiful that clients, especially male ones, were eager to work with her. When she suggested to sellers that they drop the price just a bit, or to buyers that they go up a few thousand dollars, people were more than willing to take her suggestions. In no time she was showing, and selling, as many houses as anyone in her firm.
Our life together was a joy. Jennie continued to be the same lively, funny, affectionate person I had fallen in love with. We had a nice group of friends, mostly from her work or from mine, and we spent just enough time in company that our time alone felt like a treat.
Sex with Jennie was always sweet and fun, if not all that wild. She loved the intimacy and closeness of sex, and was less interested in new positions or role-playing or sex-toys or anything like that. In other words, the physical pleasures of sex mattered much less to her than the emotional closeness.
She was also somewhat conservative, in part because of her upbringing. She never swore, was uncomfortable when I did (so I pretty much gave it up), and didn't like to talk explicitly even in bed. About the farthest she ever went was one night during our honeymoon. We'd had quite a bit of champagne, and as I was climbing on top of her in bed she giggled and blurted out, "fuck me, husband!". Then she laughed some more, delighted by her daring.
In later years she would occasionally whisper "fuck me" or something like that in my ear during sex, because she knew it excited me. But it never came naturally to her. She was just not a particularly open person sexually, nor ready to experiment.
But if that meant that she rarely initiated sex, and almost never surprised me by greeting me naked in the kitchen, say, or suggesting that we have sex late at night out in the backyard—we still made love regularly and with great pleasure. The intimacy of it, her little murmurs and groans, the way we looked at one another, all these things became very precious to me.
I had learned early on in our relationship how much Jennie liked surprises, both big and little, so I made sure from time to time to bring home flowers for no reason, or to show up at her office on a Tuesday afternoon with a pint of Forbidden Chocolate ice cream and two spoons. A couple of times she returned from work and found that I had come home early, made a special dinner, set the table with candles, and was waiting for her in my tuxedo!
And once, for her birthday in the second year of our marriage, I arranged a surprise birthday party, complete with both sets of parents and a dozen of her closest friends from college. I sent her off to the mall on a Saturday morning to do an errand, and when she returned, there we all were in the back yard. There were balloons and a "Happy Birthday" banner, as well as some really good catered food. She absolutely loved it.
Frankly, surprising Jennie in this way was something I did not only out of love, but out of concern. She had been so used to ceaseless male attention, virtually all her life, and I didn't want her to start to feel deprived now that we were married. I knew that being out in the world, dealing with a lot of people in her real estate work, was a good thing. But by the same token I wanted to keep giving her attention in special ways that she would notice.
One of the ironic things about living with a beautiful woman is that you inevitably begin to take it for granted—you become less aware of it than the people who see her only occasionally. I didn't stop noticing, but it didn't bowl me over the way her looks did for people meeting her for the first time. Still, there were moments when I gazed at her in absolute wonder. How lucky I was that this extraordinarily beautiful lady was mine!
In our third year of marriage we conceived Diana, our daughter, who forever changed our lives for the better. We both took to being parents, despite the usual sleepless nights and worries about not knowing what we were doing. Jennie worked very hard to get back to her pre-pregnancy weight, and when Diana was six months old Jennie went back to her real estate job a couple of days a week, while Diana was watched by a wonderful Irish grandmother who lived a few doors down from us.
When Diana was about three I left my job, took out a bank-loan, and started my own small food-services company. I had pretty much learned everything about how my large employer did its business, and I was convinced that I could work harder and smarter and do a better job of it myself.



For the first six months I worked incredibly hard, including late nights in my office and occasional out-of-town trips, but things were starting to come together. I had recruited three or four substantial clients, enough to sustain the business and give me time to grow it further.
I had hired my closest friend Terri from my previous job to be my assistant manager. She was a divorced woman about five years older than I was, who had become good friends of both Jennie and me. She was pretty (though not like Jennie—who was?) and really smart, and I knew she was utterly dependable.
So all was going well, and I thought I had the world by the balls. Until I found out it was the other way around.
On a Thursday afternoon I was in the restaurant kitchen of the Commonwealth Hotel, talking to the manager about becoming a client of my firm. The meeting had gone well, and I was hoping that he'd call me in the next week or so and sign on. He led me out to the hotel lobby to say goodbye, and as we were chatting he suddenly looked over my shoulder and interrupted me, saying "my God, is that a beautiful woman!"
I turned and looked across the lobby, and sure enough the woman he was staring out was absolutely gorgeous. She was slim and blonde, wearing a tailored suit and a light blue silk blouse, and she was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She was also my wife.
She was walking arm-in-arm with a tall, distinguished-looking man in his late 40s. After a minute I recognized him: Marlon Anderson, the loan officer at the bank who had given me the start-up loan for my business. They headed for the elevators, chatting amiably, and both the restaurant manager and I watched them in silence.
They hadn't seen us. When the elevator doors opened they got in, and just as the doors closed again I watched him pull Jennie into his arms, and I saw them kissing. I wanted to throw up, but I kept my cool. The restaurant manager said, "boy, she was something! I guess he's in for a nice afternoon."
Of course, he had no way of knowing that it was my wife! I just said, "yeah, she was really something," and we went on to say our goodbyes.
As I've said, I tend to be calm and organized in moments of emotional stress, and this one certainly qualified. I sat quietly on a bench outside the hotel for a few minutes, working out how to handle the situation. It was about 2:45. I knew they'd be in a hotel room together for at least an hour—how could he possibly want less time than that with her? And I also knew she'd have to leave the hotel by 4:30 at the latest to pick up Diana from day-care.
So, after careful thought, I went and made some preparations. I had a quick lunch at a sandwich shop; then I went and bought an elaborate floral arrangement and a white jacket that looked like a delivery boy's coat.
Returning to the hotel, I approached the desk and asked for Marlon Anderson's room. The bored clerk looked at me and the flowers and told me "617" without hesitation. I took the elevator up to the 8th floor, left the flowers by someone's door, ditched the jacket, and walked down to the 6th floor. There was one turn in the corridor between 617 and the elevators, and I waited just around the turn, so I could see the door to 617 but avoid being seen.
Standing there and waiting, I thought back to my first meeting with Anderson. I had taken my wife to the bank for the loan meeting, knowing what an effect she tended to have on people. Sure enough, she had bowled Anderson over. A Senior Loan Officer, he was tall and extremely handsome, like what a U.S. senator looks like in the movies. And he clearly knew it. He was the consummate smooth banker: great-looking suit, mid-40s, some silver in his slicked-back black hair, with the easy smile and the glib words.
He met me at his office door, saying "Mr. Holywell? Pleased to meet you! Marlon Anderson, with an 'O', not like the fish!" I bet it was a line he'd used a thousand times. Then his eyes took in Jennie, and they widened visibly. He drank her in, as I had seen so many other men do over the years.
"Mr. Anderson? This is my wife, Jennie." "VERY pleased to meet you, Mrs. Holywell," he said, turning the charm up to full. And then to me, "you certainly have a lovely wife, Mr. Holywell!"
Getting the loan had been pretty easy after that. I had prepared a solid proposal, with everything just so; and once Anderson got a look at Jennie I don't think he would have said no anyway.
In the months since then I'd neither seen nor heard from him. Until, I remembered, about ten days earlier. He'd called out of the blue, apparently just to see how my business was progressing. He'd asked a few casual questions, and I recall he'd wondered whether I had been doing a lot of business traveling. I'd told him about some of my trips, and mentioned that I was heading to Chicago for a few days the next weekend (that is, the weekend before I saw him with Jennie in the hotel).
Now as I stood in the 6th floor hallway, it wasn't hard to put two and two together. He'd been scouting out for when I'd be away, no doubt hoping to get a little private time with the lovely wife of his client! If I was right, then today in the hotel wasn't their first tryst. That kiss in the elevator certainly hadn't looked like a first-time get-together. He must have been with her the past weekend as well.
I used my cell phone to get his home phone number and dialed it. When a woman answered I said, "Hello, I'm calling for Mr. Marlon Anderson, please."
The woman replied, "my husband is at the bank. Shall I give you that number?"
"No thanks," I replied. "I tried him there but he was out. I'll call again later." I hung up and made sure the number was ready on my re-dial button.
The hallway was quiet, with no one coming or going, until about 4:10. Then I heard a door open and peeked around the corner. The door to 617 was partway open, and I saw Jennie and Anderson, both fully dressed, coming out. They stopped for a long kiss. I saw his arm holding her tightly around the waist as he bent down a bit to reach her mouth. Then they smiled at one another, and started down the hall towards the elevator.
I stepped forward, waiting for them to see me. Jennie looked up first and froze, in total shock. Her face went white.
"Brad! What ... you ... wait, I can explain! This isn't what you think!"
"Jennie," I said quietly, "do me the courtesy of not insulting my intelligence, OK?"
I began to turn away, but Anderson grabbed at my shoulder and turned me back around to face him. He looked at me with an extraordinary expression on his face. It was a mixture of embarrassment, disgusting smugness, and glib affability.
"Brad," he said in his unctuous voice, "your wife is an unusually lovely woman. I'm sure you can understand how something like this ..."
I didn't let him finish. Up until that moment I hadn't decided how I would deal with Anderson, but his bland insincerity made the decision easy for me. I gave him a solid left hook to the belly, doubling him over. While he groaned, and Jennie backed away in fright, I grabbed his head with my hands and brought up my right knee, smashing it solidly into his face.
I could hear the cracking sound of his nose breaking, and he cried out in pain as blood spurted all over his pants and mine. Jennie screamed, and as Anderson crumpled to his knees I turned and walked to the fire stairs.
I had already planned out what came next. I grabbed a cab and was quickly back home. I knew I had a little while before Jennie could get there, so I packed clothes for a few days, took my laptop and a few important business files, got back in the cab, and went to a Marriott around the corner from my office.
On the way there I hit re-dial and was soon speaking to Mrs. Anderson again. "Hello, Mrs. Anderson? I'm sorry to have to give you some bad news. I just caught your husband coming out of Room 617 of the Commonwealth Hotel with my wife. They had been in there about an hour and a half. If you call the front desk, you can confirm for yourself that your husband took the room."
I heard her gasp, and say "who is this?" I just went on. "When you see your husband tonight his face is going to be in pretty bad shape. I'm afraid I broke his nose. I'm sure he'll have an interesting story to tell you, but the truth is I caught him coming out of the room with my wife and I broke it with my knee.
"I'm very sorry to have to tell you this in this way, but it seemed to me that you should know the truth about the man you're married to. Good luck."
I hung up, turned off my phone, and sank back in the cab. I had one more immediate piece of business, but it would have to wait until the next morning.
In the room I unpacked, ordered a sandwich and three beers from room service, then lay on the bed. The adrenalin that had fired me up for hours, helping me act coolly and decisively, drained out of me, and before long I was sobbing.
I guess I felt at that moment like every unsuspecting husband in history has felt when the moment came and the roof fell in. I thought I was happily married. I was sure my wife loved me, just as I adored her. I couldn't imagine why she would want to cheat on me (let alone with that glib asshole, though he was the least of my worries). What was wrong with me? What had I not given her? How had I failed to meet her needs? Or did it have nothing to do with me—had I fallen in love with a cold, selfish, unfeeling bitch?
I had stopped crying and was brooding, chin in my hands, when my dinner came. The beers didn't help—I just felt a bit fuzzier, no better. I called my friend Terri and asked her to come over for a drink. When she arrived I immediately filled her in.
Terri looked truly shocked. She knew Jennie well, and I didn't see even a whiff of anything but horror and disappointment in her face. That made me feel a little better—at least I hadn't missed some obvious signs that even our friends had seen.
After listening to the whole story, she just sighed. "Jesus, Brad. I have to say you're the last husband in the world, and the last friend of mine, I ever expected to hear a story like this from. I am SO sorry. I think if anyone but you had seen her, I simply wouldn't have believed it."
After a minute she asked, "what are you going to do?"
"Christ, Terri, I haven't any idea. Talk to her, I guess. But not for a couple of days. Let her sweat, right?" I gave her a bleak smile. "In any case, I'm so angry and hurt I don't know what I feel. I still love her—and I want to wring her fucking neck! I want to be with her—and I'll never trust her out of my sight again for more than 30 seconds. How can I?
"We have a little girl that I can't live without, that's one thing I know for sure. If for no other reason, I suppose I'll think about seeing whether there's some way to work this out.
"Maybe I'm finally learning the error of my ways, huh? People say 'Don't ever marry a beautiful woman', and I married the most beautiful woman any of us has ever seen. So maybe I had this coming."
"That's bullshit, Brad, and you know it." Terri spoke firmly. "I don't know why the hell Jennie did this, but it isn't because she's so damn beautiful, and it isn't because you're not a terrific, loving husband. At least from where I sit. It's just a mystery to me. You didn't 'have this coming'."
We talked for a couple more hours, and then I sent Terri home to get some sleep. "What can I do for you?" she asked me.
"The main thing is to keep Jennie off my back. I'm sure she'll call tomorrow at work—can you make sure Alice and Don get word that they're to tell her I'm out of the office? I want to wait until I'm sure I'm ready before I go see her."
"Are you coming in tomorrow?" she asked, looking at me.
"Yes—I think we're close on a couple of accounts, and I need to follow up with letters and phone calls. Also, if I don't work, what the hell am I going to do with myself?
"So, yes, I'll be there. I just have one early errand to take care of first."
The next morning I was at the bank when it opened at 8:30. I asked to see the Director of Business Banking—Anderson's superior—and by being firm and unyielding, and threatening several times to raise my voice, I was sitting in Mr. Daniel Greenwood's office by 8:50.
I wasted no time. "Mr. Greenwood, I am here to register an official complaint about the misconduct of my loan officer, Marlon Anderson. Not only has Mr. Anderson been conducting an affair with my wife"—I saw Greenwood's eyes narrow—"but he has pumped me for information about my business and taken advantage of that information to further his affair. I am considering legal action against your bank, but I wanted first to give you the chance to deal with this matter."
He hemmed and hawed and sputtered, said that this was a grave allegation, and he'd need more information, and so on. I told him all about it: Jennie's and my meeting with Anderson about the loan, his mysterious phone call to me about my planned business trips, and above all my seeing him with Jennie the day before. I briefly mentioned the broken nose as well.
By the time I left his office I was pretty sure that Anderson was through at the bank. Greenwood as much as promised that if my story checked out, he would fire Anderson for inappropriate conduct. It also seemed that he was resigned to having to settle with me financially—and since the bank's insurance company would cover it, that didn't seem to worry him much. I would contact my lawyer later in the day, and see how much he could wring out of the bank. From the sound of Greenwood's words, it might be almost the six-figure range.
(Anderson did get fired. His wife left him, and he found another banking job out of state. I suppose he could have charged me with assault, but as I figured he didn't want to explain in court what he'd been up to. Eight months later, my lawyer happily handed me a check from the bank: $112,000. It went straight into Diana's college fund.)
All that remained—all!—was to deal with Jennie. I avoided that matter until Sunday. She had left a couple dozen messages for me at work and on my cell phone, but I ignored them. They had been full of tears and apologies, as well as fears for my well-being, and they all just made me angrier. Those goddam words of love and sorrow, coming just a bit too late!
Sitting in my bland, anonymous hotel room, I went over it and over it. What had I failed to do as a husband? Surely she had to know how much I loved her and appreciated her. I had given her lots of surprises—but were they not enough? Had the routine nature of married life left her feeling neglected, despite my efforts?
Was the affair about sex? Was Jennie unsatisfied because we didn't make love enough, or not wildly enough? It seemed very unlikely to me. She rarely initiated sex, and always treated it more like a chance for emotional connection than an opportunity to go wild with me. Was there something about our conservative sex life that left her yearning to be a slut with someone else? (If so, the dapper and smooth older banker hardly seemed like the right choice—she would have gone out and found a truck driver.)
I couldn't come up with a reason. Perhaps there wasn't one. I knew I'd been mildly tempted to stray myself, once or twice. In a hotel bar in Chicago or Cleveland on a business trip, lonely and horny, looking at someone fetching down at the other end of the bar. But the mild temptation had remained just that—I'd never done so much as buy a woman a drink or start a conversation, let alone try to get laid.
My sex life with Jennie was a little bland, but it was rewarding for all the other reasons: because it was close and intimate, it was relaxed, and it was with the person I loved best in the world, and trusted most. (Or HAD trusted most...)
********
I waited until Sunday morning to go home and see Jennie. Normally we would have been at church, but I doubted that she took Diana there by herself—she would have had to explain why I was absent.
I got to the house just after 11 am, when Diana would usually be napping. I quietly went around the side of the house and peered in the kitchen window. Jennie was sitting at the table, a coffee cup in front of her, gazing at nothing. She looked tired and unhappy.
I went back to the front door and came straight in. When I walked into the kitchen she jumped up. She looked as though she wanted to run into my arms, but the look on my face must have made her change her mind.
In a quiet voice, hardly daring to look at me, she started to speak. "Brad, thank God you're here! I've been so worried! Darling, I am SO sorry for ..."
I interrupted her, putting a hand up to stop her. "I'm not letting you have custody of Diana."
She gasped, and then literally staggered. I thought she might fall. Instead she collapsed back into her chair and started to cry.
I had done it on purpose, of course. Years ago I had a boxing match against an older, more experienced fighter, who expected that I'd be easy pickings. Instead of beginning the fight in the typical way, by dancing carefully and using my jab to keep him away, I answered the opening bell by coming straight at him and launching an overhand right to the side of his head. It rocked him, and the fight was essentially over at that moment. I'd taken away his confidence.
This moment reminded me of that one—I was furious beyond words at Jennie, and so I got in the first blow. But it saddened me almost to tears that I was thinking of her as an opponent! How had we gotten to such a sad point?
I watched Jennie cry, compassion and sorrow and love and fury mixed together in my mind. I loved her so much, and I thought I had been a loving and attentive husband. Was I wrong? And if not, how the fuck could she have done this?
Finally, still crying, she looked up at me and said, "are we really at that point, Brad? Are you going to divorce me? Won't you at least let me talk to you?"
"Is there any point in bothering?" I asked.
She cried harder. "Don't you know that I love you?" She struggled to get the words out between sobs.
"Let's just say that my faith has been shaken a little," I said coolly. "Your behavior the other day didn't seem like that of a wife who loves her husband."
"I know I deserve that," she said. "I deserve whatever you want to say to me. You have no idea how ... low I feel, how ashamed I am.
"But please, Brad, please! Won't you ... listen to me, give me a chance?"
I sat quietly for a minute. I knew I couldn't end our marriage without having the conversation that she wanted to have. And in fact I didn't want to end our marriage—I wanted it back the way it was.
But I knew I could never have that again, and it made me furious. As I sat thinking, Jennie gradually calmed down, watching me.
"All right," I said finally. "Why don't you go wash your face, and I'll get a cup of coffee. Then we can sit and talk."
"Thank you, Brad," she almost whispered. Then she stood and left the room.
When she returned I said, "OK, here are the ground rules. You tell me the truth, and you tell me everything. You don't know how much I know already, and if you lie to me our marriage is over.
"In fact, it may be over anyway—I don't know about that yet. But if you won't be totally honest with me, it'll end right here, right now."
"I understand, Brad. I will tell you all of it. There isn't that much to tell, actually."
What followed was one of the saddest half-hours of my life. The story was so predictable, I felt like I was a human cliché.
As my new business had started to take off, I was deeply involved with it, working longer hours and spending less time with Jennie and Diana. She was proud of me, but she also felt neglected. Keep in mind her life history—an astonishingly beautiful woman who never lacked for attention.



About two months after we first met Marlon Anderson, he had called Jennie. He knew about her real-estate job and said he was interested in steering some potential clients her way. For a couple of months they talked from time to time, always just about business. He did send her a number of clients, for which she was grateful; and he was always very charming but completely appropriate.
After she sold a house for one of his clients, making a nice commission, Anderson called to congratulate her and offered to take her to lunch to celebrate. Jennie was far too experienced with men making passes not to be alert, but a mid-day lunch at a downtown restaurant seemed perfectly safe to her. Besides, she confessed to me, she liked him. He was pleasant, and though a good deal older he was a very attractive man.
At lunch Anderson was again perfectly appropriate. He made a lot of flattering remarks to Jennie, but as many were about her real-estate talents as about her beauty. But he did subtly introduce the subject of my business trips. He wondered if she was feeling lonely, with me away so much; and he dropped a casual remark about how often men away on business stray from their wedding vows.
By the time of that lunch, of course, Anderson had spoken to me, and he knew I'd be away the following weekend. On the Friday he called Jennie, said he'd heard I was away, and asked her to dinner on Saturday night. "My wife is away too," he lied to her, "and we can be a couple of lonely spouses together".
The dinner led to dancing, and then to a hotel room (which Anderson had booked in advance). Jennie's account made clear that he was very smooth about it—it was obvious that he'd done this before. There was no crude groping, no obvious pass made. Just a dinner full of champagne and charm; an occasional remark to remind her that I was undoubtedly away screwing some other woman; and a steady stream of compliments and attention.
Jennie was honest with me, or so it seemed, about two things. First, she admitted that her adultery could not be blamed on alcohol. She was tipsy, but she knew what she was doing. And second, the actual sex was the least of it for her. As I have said, she is not a passionately sexual woman. What she loved about being with Anderson was all that charm and attention pressed on her, at a time when she was feeling the lack of it from me.
She as much as said that if she could have had all the attention without the sex, that would have been her preference. But she knows how desirable she is; and she understands that for men, the only culmination of a romantic evening of seduction is a night in bed.
As Jennie told the story, in a steady voice, I was unable to sit still, and I began to pace around the kitchen.
"Making ... having sex with him was nothing special, Brad. He's not bigger than you ... that way, I mean. And he's not such a great lover, not tender with me the way you are. There was nothing so great about it, for me at least. But I could tell he was very excited, and he ... we ... had sex twice that night. He wanted me to spend the whole night with him, but I had to get home for the babysitter.
"So that was the first time, a week ago. The second time was at the Commonwealth Hotel last Thursday, when you ... saw us. He invited me for a 'long lunch', but I knew what he had in mind.
"I'm trying so hard to be honest with you, Brad. The pleasure for me of being with ... with Marlon was the romance, the attention he gave me at lunch, the looks and the compliments. The sex was even less fun than the first time. He got very excited, and ... entered me without much foreplay. It didn't exactly hurt, but it wasn't fun for me. This time I only let him do it once. We rested, and when he wanted to ... do more I said I needed to pick up Diana.
"We were headed out the door of the hotel room when you saw us. How did you know we were there?"
"I was with a client and saw you two get into the elevator," I said in a strained voice. I was beside myself with anger, and with hurt feelings. My fists were clenched, and I couldn't stop pacing. But I didn't want to blow up—and I knew that keeping cool was the only way I could hear how she really felt.
"So what do you want now, Diana? Do you love him?"
"Oh my God no, Brad! How can you think that?"
I restrained myself from saying, "gee, honey, the fact that you've been fucking him might have led me to that hypothesis". Instead I just replied, "what do you want then?"
She looked straight into my eyes. "I want you back. I want our marriage back. I want to do whatever you tell me I need to do, to make up for this horrible, stupid ... thing I did. And I want you to come home." She had started to cry again. "I want to beg and crawl and plead, I want to love you and spoil you"—now she was sobbing, making it hard to speak—"and I want you to forgive me, and love me again, and hold me in your arms. I want our life back, Brad!"
The unstable mixture of love and anger, of tenderness and hurt, shifted within me. I knew the shift was just temporary, but I let it move me anyway. I stood, went around to her side of the table, and pulled her up into my arms. Holding her close, I stroked her back while she sobbed, her head on my shoulder, soaking my shirt with her tears.
I waited several minutes as she gradually calmed down, holding me fiercely the whole time. When she had stopped trembling I gently stepped away from her and looked into her eyes. I was about to speak when we both heard Diana's cry—she had wakened from her nap.
Without thinking we smiled at each other. Then I said, "why don't you get our big girl and bring her in? We can give her lunch, and then we'll talk some more."
Lunch with Diana was a good respite for both of us. She was delighted to see me—I hadn't been home in three days—and we laughed and played in the kitchen as we all had lunch. Then Diana wanted to go outside and play, but we let her watch a TV cartoon for a little while so Jennie and I could talk.
When we were alone I said, "I don't know what's going to happen, Jennie. I know that I still love you. And I know that a part of me wants to kill you—I'm so angry and hurt. I don't know if I will ever be able to trust you again."
She looked at me sadly, but said nothing. I went on.
"I'm prepared to give it a couple of months. I really miss Diana, so I'm coming home, but I'm sleeping in the guest room. You can have our big bed to yourself, and remember each night why you're alone in it.
"And we need to see a marriage counselor—maybe that will help each of us understand why this happened, and whether there's enough left between us to get over this."
Looking at me gravely, Jennie said, "thank you, Brad. If it takes a while for you to know what you want, just remember that I already know what I want. I want you, and Diana, and our loving home. I know I'm the one who messed that up, and I'm the one who has to make it right. And I'm going to try as hard as I know how!"
Her voice quavered, but this time she held off the tears.
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PICKING UP THE PIECES
I won't say that Barbara McDonald saved our marriage, but I'm not so sure we would have made it without her.
From the very beginning of our first session she impressed me. A slightly heavy-set, dark-haired woman in her late 30s, she had an intelligent manner and a sense of humor. You could tell right off that she didn't waste time on bullshit.
We told her why we were there, and she asked a couple of general questions. Then she said, "I'll want mostly to listen to both of you for a while; then after a month or so I'll probably have more to say, once I have a preliminary sense of what the main issues are. We should begin with two sessions a week—later we can see each other less often, if that seems appropriate. Do you have any questions for me at this point?"
"Actually, I have two," I said. "First: are you straight?"
She looked amused. "That's rather a personal question; why do you ask?"
"Because my wife is very beautiful. Ever since I've known her I've seen the effect her looks have on men—they lose a lot of their common sense, and react to her differently because of her beauty. That's why I insisted on a female marriage counselor. And that's why I asked if you were straight."
She nodded. "I understand, Brad. And yes, I am straight."
"Thank you. Here's my other question. Several people who have had counseling like this have said to me, 'no matter whose fault it is, by the time you get done with counseling you're each 50% to blame'. Is that really true?"
She laughed, enjoying the question. "There's a bit of truth there, but it's certainly exaggerated. All my experience and training have taught me that when two people are truly happy in a marriage, neither of them cheats. So since Jennie has committed adultery"—she said this very matter-of-factly—"it's reasonable to conclude that there are some problems between you that you may not be aware of.
"That doesn't mean the blame is 50-50, as you put it. Infidelity is a deeply destructive act, and Jennie has to take responsibility for it. But it's likely that somewhere along the line, Brad, I'll want to suggest things you might think about in terms of your own behavior in the marriage."
"Fair enough," I said. "Thank you, Barbara."
Our work with Barbara lasted for fourteen months. At first the sessions were very emotional, as we talked about our past relationship, our marriage, and the events of Jennie's affair. Jennie felt incredibly guilty, naturally, but she also had little idea of why she had gotten involved with Anderson. I was full of anger and hurt feelings, and equally baffled about the why.
Above all I wanted our old marriage back, the one that was full of affection and trust—and it took a long time for me to accept that I could never have it back. It was a vase, smashed to a million pieces. It simply couldn't be repaired; it had to be abandoned and replaced with something else.
After a few weeks Barbara began drawing our attention to what she saw as the central issue in our marriage. We talked about it over and over, and gradually the point became clearer to both of us. It also helped that I had such a good friend in Terri, with whom I talked regularly about what was going on with Jennie and me.
In short, Jennie wanted and needed an unusual amount of attention, above all from men. She had grown up with it, had had it all her life, and depended on it. The dissatisfaction and restlessness that had let her be a willing prey of Marlon Anderson arose from a period in our marriage in which she had felt neglected. I was still a loving husband—but I was also building my business, and the level of attention she was getting from me had dropped somewhat.
Barbara stressed to both of us that this was not a moral issue, on either side. "Brad, no one could possibly say that you actually neglected Jennie. From your account and hers you continued to be attentive and loving, to support her emotionally, be available to talk to, and so on.
"On the other hand, the fact that Jennie's need for attention—above all for reinforcement of her feeling of being loved—is unusually high is not a moral failing either. Human beings vary in their appetites and needs for all sorts of things. Some people eat lots of sweets, others very little. Some people have a high sex drive, and want or need sex nearly every day, while others are truly content with sex once a month.
"The need for attention and love also varies. There are people who need to hear 'I love you' constantly, or to be praised and thanked for what they've done; and then there are others who say 'I know she loves me, she doesn't have to say it', and they mean that sincerely.
"So there are two issues here, and we should try to keep them separate. First, of course, Jennie's affair was a deeply hurtful mistake, as she fully recognizes. Jennie, you could have expressed to Brad in a variety of other ways your emotional need for more demonstrations of his love. The choice you made, to seek reassurance and attention outside the marriage, was a bad one, and both of you are still paying the price for that.
"But, Brad, the other issue is that Jennie's 'baseline' need for attention and love is high. You obviously love her, and I hope that—as time passes, and as your anger about her affair diminishes—you will keep that need in mind."
I can't really summarize everything we talked about over fourteen months, but that was at the heart of it: Jennie needs a lot of attention, a lot of affection.
Surprisingly, sex did not come up all that often in our work with Barbara. It was quickly clear to her that Jennie's affair had nothing to do either with sexual dissatisfaction on Jennie's part, or with any sort of desire to experiment. Instead, sex was what Anderson wanted, the natural culmination (to him) of all the flattery and the charm; and she gave him what he wanted, without enjoying it all that much.
Knowing this made it a little easier for me to let go of my rage. One of the other things I learned from Barbara had to do with my reactions to the affair. As she put it, "Brad, you can't control what Jennie did. But you can control how you respond to it. What's done is done—she betrayed your trust, and in a serious way.
"But YOU are the one who gets to decide whether you hold a grudge forever, or let it go. You can let your anger and pain overshadow the love you obviously feel for Jennie, or you can try to let the love govern your behavior more than the anger."
This was a hard thing to accept. I realized that I was holding on to my anger as a way of not accepting that my old marriage was gone forever. Somehow being angry kept alive the illusion that I could have back what I had lost. Once I understood that, then accepting what had happened was the only choice that made any sense.
In one session, fairly early on, I more or less demanded that Jennie tell me all the sexual details of her two encounters with Anderson. To my surprise, Barbara interrupted. "Brad, I don't think that's a good idea. Jennie has confessed what she did, and you know the broad outlines. I don't see how your knowing the details will be good for either of you. It's more likely, in fact, to increase your anger, and make it take longer to dissipate."
I wasn't convinced right away, but on reflection I thought Barbara was probably right, and I didn't ask again. The fact that Jennie hadn't enjoyed sex with Anderson helped, at least somewhat.
And there was one other aspect of our work with Barbara that helped me. In a number of our early sessions I expressed how painful it was for me to think about Jennie's cheating—and I cried a lot. This was a shock to Jennie, who had rarely seen me cry. Being made to listen to me talk about my pain, my anger, my despair at the loss of something irreparable in our marriage made a deep impression on her. Seeing me so deeply wounded, she couldn't avoid facing the consequences of her actions.
For a little over a month I continued to sleep in the guest room. Then one night, without planning it, I got up, walked down the hall, and slipped into bed beside Jennie. The light was out, but she was still half-awake.
"Brad! Oh, honey, I ..."
"Shh," I stopped her. "It's all right, let's not talk." I was afraid she'd accidentally say something that would make me angry again. So I just reached out for her, and she moved to me, putting her arms around me and her head on my shoulder.
I felt the oddest mixture of pain and utter bliss. They did battle for a while, but the bliss won out. We fell asleep in each other's arms.
Strangely, I didn't move right back into our bedroom after that. I continued to sleep many nights in the guest room, sometimes returning to hold Jennie, sometimes staying away. She was wise enough not to press me—always she was delighted when I got in bed with her, but silent and patient on the nights I didn't. It felt like I was working through my own drama of reconciliation, with the many ebbs and flows of feeling.
It was nearly three months before we made love again. By then I was very horny, at least intermittently, and had begun masturbating regularly in the shower. But I felt that I shouldn't rush into sex with Jennie again—I feared that my hurt and anger would blaze up, resulting in a very unhappy scene.
When I thought I was ready, I turned the evening into a surprise, Jennie's favorite form of attention from me. She came home from work one Friday to a note from me on the kitchen table, saying only "We're going out to dinner tonight—please dress for a fancy restaurant, and be ready by 8pm. Your Date"
I'd arranged for the babysitter to come at 7:30, and at precisely 8 pm I appeared at the front door—I had taken my nice suit to work with me, and changed there. I had flowers for Jennie, as though it really was a date. She met me with a big smile, looking absolutely ravishing. She had put on a dark maroon velvet dress that accented her slim figure, and put up her hair in a way she knew I loved. And her eyes were full of sparkle and happiness. She may not have known all that I had in mind, but she knew this was a good sign.
We had a marvelous dinner at the best Italian restaurant in St Louis, with just enough wine to enhance our pleasure without making us drunk. I knew she wondered what the evening was all about, but I responded to a couple of probing questions with a smile and "You'll see," and she realized she had to be patient.
When we got home I paid the babysitter and we looked in on the sleeping Diana. Then I took a wrapped package from the coat closet and presented it to my wife. "Jennie, I'd be grateful if you'd take this with you into our bathroom and get ready for bed. I'll meet you in the bedroom in ten minutes."
She looked at me with shining eyes, kissed me, and hurried up the stairs. Ten minutes later I was naked in our bed, the lights low, when she emerged from the bathroom. Her golden hair was down now, over her shoulders, and she was wearing the very sexy lavender nightie I had bought for her. By now she had figured out what the rest of the surprise was!
It may seem bizarre that I had gone to all this trouble for our first night of sex—almost as though I was the guilty party, going to great lengths to make things up to her. Shouldn't I still have been furious, still making her suffer with every word out of my mouth?
The answer is that Barbara's words had really reached me: I DID have a choice about how to handle my anger, and letting go of it seemed like the best way to make myself happy again. In addition, I had realized that one of the worst things about being cheated on is how passive it made me feel, how much like a victim. Setting up this romantic night for Jennie and me was an active step, a positive step that I was taking to move us beyond the pain of her adultery. I felt ready to take that step.
I got up out of bed, already partly aroused, and went to Jennie. I held her close and said, "you look so gorgeous in that nightie, it's almost a shame to take it off you. That's exactly what I'm going to do, though, so I hope you don't mind if I take my time."
"Take all the time you need, sweetheart," she said into my ear. "I've got no other plans for tonight!"
We lay together on the bed, kissing and touching. After so long, and after what had happened, it felt in a strange way like our first time, which made it intensely exciting. When I caressed her breasts she groaned into my mouth, arching her back to push them harder into my hands. I slid the nightie down off her shoulders and stroked and licked her breasts, feeling her hips start to move against my rigid cock.
I rolled onto my back and pulled her up over me on her hands and knees, so that those beautiful breasts dangled above my face, and I continued to lick and kiss and suck them, using my hands to stroke her legs. I slowly moved up her legs, easing the nightie up past her waist. Then I spent a long time sliding my hands up and down her thighs, coming closer to but never quite reaching her pussy, all the while kissing her breasts and sucking the nipples.
It had probably been years since I had spent so long arousing Jennie, and she was getting more and more excited. She was usually pretty quiet in bed, but her groans of pleasure became more frequent, and her hips churned as she tried to urge my hands into her pussy. Finally I slid one finger all the way up, finding that she was soaking. Using the finger to stimulate inside her vagina, I used my other hand to arouse her clitoris, until her hips were jerking back and forth and she was gasping, "oh, oh, Brad! ohh!"
As she twisted around above me, I kept my mouth at her breasts and my hands on her clitoris and vagina. When she got very close to an orgasm I slowed my motions for about a minute, then built her up again. I did it twice more, and the third time kept right on stroking as she gasped, stopped breathing, jerked uncontrollably, and then sighed, collapsing flat on top of me.
I held her, my face buried between her breasts. I knew that bastard Anderson hadn't made her feel like this—and while that had not been the point, I still felt good about it.
Without lifting her head, Jennie said, "oh, baby, you've killed me. I'm dead. God, that was marvelous." Her voice was deep and totally relaxed. Then after a minute she rolled to one side and tucked herself in next to me, her head on my shoulder, looking at my face. "I have missed you so much," she said simply.
"Me too," I said, meaning it. At that moment I loved her so much—the anger was still inside me, but in a distant place where it didn't seem to matter.
We lay a few minutes longer, our hands idly stroking one another's backs. Then one of hers began to trail, delicately and pleasurably, down to my cock. In no time it was rigid and waving in the air.
"What shall we do with this, Brad?" Jennie asked me with a grin. "Do you want to put it inside me, or ... should I love you with my mouth?"
I was amazed—that was a lot more explicit than Jennie almost ever was in talking about sex, and I liked it. No doubt she was trying to make up to me, but at the moment that didn't bother me a bit.
"Inside you," I answered. "I'm hoping you'll use your mouth later, to get me ready for round two." She looked surprised for a moment, then pleased.
Without speaking we both moved to missionary position, perhaps both wanting to be face-to-face this first time, and in one another's arms. After all the foreplay I was very hard, and she groaned low in her throat as I slid into her, slowly, in one smooth stroke.
We began to couple, moving gently together, savoring every sensation of my cock in her pussy, my chest against her breasts, our arms around one another, her thighs pressed against the outsides of mine. It was a reclaiming—for me at least—but a gentle, loving one. I didn't want to punish her, or fuck her into oblivion. Instead I wanted us to pleasure each other, as much as we possibly could.
For several minutes we fucked in this gentle way, my head tucked into her neck, enjoying one another. Then, without stopping, I raised up so I could see her face. Her cheeks were wet with tears, but she smiled at me and whispered, "I love you so much!"
"I love you too, Jennie."
Still whispering, looking right into my eyes, she said, "I'm so glad you're back!"
Then she pulled me tightly back down to her. With her hips she spurred me into faster strokes, and we gradually built together, increasing the speed and force of our thrusts. I heard her gasping, and I had to remind myself to keep breathing as I approached my climax.
Jennie never came from intercourse alone, and she'd long ago persuaded me that it was fine to go ahead and come when I was ready. But this time when I knew I was only seconds away, her vagina clutched me spasmodically, her breath caught, her arms tightened hard around me, and I knew she had come. Moments later I was shooting into her, lost in my own pleasure, unable to think of anything else.
We lay there in utter collapse, both sweaty, both very happy. I couldn't even think about round two! I pulled the topsheet up over us, and in no time we were both asleep.
What woke me were Jennie's smiling face and the smell of coffee. She was smiling down at me from the side of the bed, wearing a robe, holding two cups. I glanced at the clock—only 7:15.
"I know it's early for a Saturday, but I hoped we could have a little more ... time together before Diana wakes up," Jennie said. She let her robe fall open a bit in front, and there was nothing underneath it. I'm always amazed at how seeing a partly-clothed woman can be so much more arousing at times than a fully naked one!
"Well," I said, feigning gruff reluctance, "you might be able to talk me into it." Then I smiled. "How about a few minutes of coffee and conversation, and then round two?"
She just nodded, sitting down next to me in bed and handing me a cup. Ten minutes later she was getting me ready as promised. She brought a warm washcloth to clean me up first—Jennie was never all that comfortable face-to-face with our fluids on my cock—and then she caressed and teased me with her lips and tongue deliciously, until I was nearly ready to burst.
"From behind this time?" I asked, and she happily agreed, obviously still eager to please me. She knew this was my favorite position. We settled her comfortably on several pillows under her middle, and then I climbed onto the bed behind her.
Her pussy looked so inviting that I couldn't resist a few preliminary kisses, lavishing them along with strokes of my tongue up and down her labia as she made noises of pleasure. Then I slid up close behind her and gently buried myself in her.
I don't know what it is about doggy-style exactly, but something about being behind Jennie is incredibly pleasurable and exciting. The grip of her pussy around me is different, and I get very aroused looking at her gorgeous back and ass, which I can stroke with my hands while we fuck.
"Just ... take me, sweetheart." I heard Jennie's voice. "Don't even worry about me this time, just ... take your pleasure with me. I want you to."
I leaned forward for a moment and kissed her ear, then her cheek. Then I began stroking in and out, smoothly, going as deep as I could, revelling in the heat and tightness of her vagina. I took Jennie's advice, pacing my thrusts to maximize and extend my pleasure, letting my orgasm build in me bit by bit. Knowing that she had given herself to me in that way, that she was available purely for my pleasure, added to the excitement.
I wanted it to last forever, but it was only a few minutes before I was pumping into her rapidly, hugely excited, holding her hips, my thighs smacking her buttocks each time, totally beyond thought. When I came I don't know if I quite saw God, but I certainly went somewhere far away, the sensations rushing through my body like electricity.



Afterwards I lay on my back, gasping like a fish for a few moments. Jennie gazed at me lovingly. "Sweetheart, that was amazing! Thank you!" I felt like I ought to say something else, but I didn't know what.
She kissed me gently on the cheek, then on the lips. We lay together quietly, enjoying the silence and each other's warmth, until Diana's murmurings from her room drew us up out of bed.
********
That night, and morning, were the turning point in the resurrection of our marriage. I moved back into our bedroom full-time, and for some time our sex life was as intense and as pleasurable as in the first months of our relationship. Inevitably it slowed down after a while, but a certain glow of rediscovery seemed to linger. For years after that I think sex was better than it had been in the period before Jennie's affair, maybe just because of our mutual sense of how close we had come to losing one another.
Our next session with Barbara after that night of spectacular sex was funny. When we came into her office she took one look at us and said, "I'm not usually given to speculation—but it's so obvious here that I can't resist. You finally went to bed together, right?"
We nodded. "And it was really great, right?" We nodded again, smiling broadly.
Barbara smiled too, as unreservedly as I'd ever seen. "I'm so glad for you. There were steps leading up to this one and there will be more in the future, but this was a really big one. I'm happy that it went so well."
********
HAPPY YEARS—AND A DEVASTATING SURPRISE
My moving back into our bedroom didn't mean our marital troubles were over. Nor did our finally stopping the sessions with Barbara. But both were steps leading along the right path.
I found that my love for Jennie was strong, even unshakeable, in the months and years after her affair. My anger ebbed and flowed. There were moments when thinking of her with that scumbag Anderson made me wild with fury, and I had to walk around or take deep breaths to calm myself down. But the general trend of my anger was downward—my episodes of rage grew less frequent and less severe. Whoever came up with "time heals all wounds" was onto something.
What took the longest to return was my trust in her. I simply wasn't able to take her fidelity for granted any longer, as I had been for the first seven years of our marriage. Now, any time she was at all late getting home from work; any time she was out of my sight for more than five minutes at a big party; any time she seemed out of sorts, or on the other hand more than usually amorous; and my heart tightened in my chest.
We talked about this, of course. We had discussed it with Barbara, and we kept talking about it. Jennie understood the reason for my feelings, and understood that she was the cause of them. She never reproached me for my jealous worries, and was always prepared to give me every last detail of where she had been, why she was a few minutes late, etc.
It was probably more than five years before these worries diminished to a level where they were easily manageable for me. But Jennie was not only faithful, she was resolutely patient and sympathetic.
What helped me, finally, to relax my level of suspicion and fear was that our life together was so happy—perhaps even happier than before the affair, because we were both trying harder. Jennie took every opportunity to show her love for me: in words, with little gestures like a special dinner, or going out of her way to find my favorite wine that was hard to get.
My favorite way she demonstrated her affection, of course, was in bed. She sucked my cock much more frequently, and at times volunteered to do it without my asking. She occasionally whispered to me in bed, "is there some new way you'd like to try?" though previously she had been rather conservative about sexual positions. She bought sexy lingerie every once in a while as a treat for me, and kept it on while I made love to her, which I found very exciting.
Not that Jennie had become a wild woman. She didn't use dirty words, and dirty talk from me still turned her off. And she didn't propose wild fantasies for us to act out, or offer to have me tie her up, or buy dildos and vibrators for us to play with. I would have enjoyed trying all those things, but I was happy with what we did have. Our sex life wouldn't have made for best-selling pornographic videos, but it was very loving and very satisfying for both of us.
My business continued to grow. I had a number of large clients, and after a few years the company was doing more than $5 million of business each year. Terri was wonderfully capable at tending to the day-to-day operations and managing the staff, which left me free to work on attracting new accounts.
Jennie also continued to be successful in her real-estate work. By the time Diana was nine our family income was up over $300,000, and we bought a large home in a beautiful suburb west of St Louis. We also applied for membership in one of the fancy country and golf clubs in the area. I had played a little golf growing up, and I really enjoyed the game. I hoped Jennie would take it up too.
Our final interview for club membership was typical of so many events in our life together. We'd passed all the financial hurdles, and the interview was for the snooty types who ran the club to see if we would be socially acceptable. Well, one look at my wife was all it took! They about fell all over themselves being ingratiating to her; if I'd been a drooling idiot they probably wouldn't even have noticed! We were accepted within a week.
After that the club, and in particular golf, became a more and more important part of our life. It turned out that Jennie loved to play, and with some lessons she improved rapidly. Within a couple of years she and I were both shooting in the 80s (well, some of the time...).
It also turned out that our daughter Diana was a natural. She'd played soccer as a youngster, but once she tried golf she got very serious at it. She became good enough to win some local and state-wide junior tournaments in her teens; and with her excellent high-school grades she wound up receiving a golf scholarship to the University of North Carolina.
Somehow Jennie and I had never gotten around to having any other children after Diana. The years after the affair were very unsettled—and then after that it maybe seemed too late. I don't think we regretted it very much, at least until Diana went off to UNC. Then we both felt the "empty nest" very keenly—the house sure seemed quiet!
But there was a positive side too, of course. Jennie and I now had the time and freedom, along with the money, to travel and do what we liked. In Diana's freshman year I surprised Jennie with a mid-winter trip to South America, where we had never been (and where it was mid-summer). We both liked to try new golf courses, so in September one year we flew to England and played some of the great old courses there and in Scotland.
When we weren't vacationing, my desire to keep my business growing meant that I had to travel more. Even ten years and more after Jennie's affair, this made me nervous. I tried hard to give Jennie a lot of attention and affection just before a trip, and to keep in close touch with her while I was away. I had stopped saying "Jennie, I'm still afraid you might cheat on me", or anything like that, but I imagine she still knew of my worries.
For our twentieth wedding anniversary, back when Diana was still in high school, we'd had a big surprise party. Frankly I'm not sure Jennie was all that surprised—I suspect she knew I was up to something, and twentieth anniversaries are usually celebrated in high style—but she pretended to be surprised. It was a big gathering of family on both sides, as well as many of our oldest and best friends from out of town. We had it at a fancy rooftop restaurant in downtown St Louis, with a fabulous view by night over the city.
Our twenty-fifth anniversary would be in the June of Diana's senior year. Knowing that Jennie would be on the lookout for any sort of surprise around that time, I decided more than a year ahead to arrange something special, and to do it months ahead of time.
Jennie loved the ballet—we had made a couple of trips to New York and Chicago over the years to see the best ballet troupes perform. So I ordered tickets for a Saturday night performance in early December by the American Ballet Theater, on tour in Chicago. I planned an elaborate weekend for the two of us: hotel, limos, champagne, fancy restaurants, the works. And I even collaborated with Diana, in secret, to shop for a new evening gown for Jennie to wear.
With years of practice in surprising my wife, I tried to think of everything. I told her a couple of weeks ahead of times that I would be away on business the weekend of December 9-10. There was nothing unusual about that, so she was not suspicious.
Then I had my friend Terri, who was also good friends with Jennie, call to invite her to the theater on Friday Dec. 9. This was a ruse—I just wanted to make sure that Jennie wouldn't make any other plans for that night. I had Terri arrange to pick up Jennie at our house at about 6 pm. They would go have dinner, then see the play together.
I never left town that day—I just said a pretend farewell to Jennie, then spent the day at work. My plan was to get home before her, around 3 in the afternoon, and have the rest of my surprise all ready when she came home from work around 5 pm.
The first sign of trouble came around 2 that afternoon. Terri came into my office, a worried look on her face. "Brad, Jennie just called me to cancel for tonight. She said she's not feeling well, and she's going to rest at home."
I thought for a moment. "Well, Terri—it might be true, or she might have made some other plans. Either way it looks like my surprise might be in trouble. Was she calling you from home?"
"I think so, but I'm not sure. I didn't hear any of her office noises in the background."
"OK—thanks Terri," I said. "I think I'll head home quietly, and see what's going on."
********
A NASTY SURPRISE
I didn't know what I'd find when I got home, but I already feared something worse than just Jennie not feeling well. As I drove slowly towards the house, her car was there—but so was a dark blue BMW. I thought I recognized the car, but couldn't remember whose it was.
My heart sank. Could she possibly be screwing around on me again, after all this time? After nearly eighteen years? Trying hard not to jump to conclusions, I drove around the corner, parked my car out of sight, and walked back to the house.
I silently entered through the back door, and stood still in the living room, listening. There was no one downstairs. Upstairs I could hear music playing softly. Worse and worse... I climbed the stairs quietly. The music was coming from the radio in our bedroom.
Even before I reached the open bedroom door I could hear, over the music, the unmistakable sound I dreaded. The squeak of the bedsprings, the rhythmic grunting of two people fucking. My wife, fucking some other man—in our bed.
My first reaction was not anger so much as an absolute sadness—a sense of utter despair. This was the woman I'd been through so much with! We'd fought our way back from the brink after the first time I caught her cheating. Eighteen years later, I had gotten to be so sure that was the last time too.
We were in our mid-forties: I'd been looking forward to 30 more happy years with Jennie. Years of traveling, playing golf, relaxing; maybe playing with our grandchildren some day. My beautiful, loving, fun wife, who was going to be with me through our happy golden years together. Except that she was screwing some other guy in our bed.
I've said before that in times of emotional stress I tend to get cool and decisive. And it happened again. After just a minute of despair—even grief—the adrenalin kicked in and I began thinking, planning.
I went quietly downstairs, got the digital camera, and returned to the bedroom door. Because of the shape of the room I knew I could lie on the floor, inch slightly into the room, and be able to shoot photos of the bed without being seen. I had to know who was fucking my wife, and I wanted to have proof.
When I cautiously slid into the room, there was Jennie, and there on top of her, gasping and lunging, was George Atherton. He was a handsome, distinguished-looking man of about 60, the President of our church congregation. We knew him and his wife Angela quite well, and Jennie had worked with him as Vice-President of the Ladies' Auxiliary of the church.
Even at that bitter moment it occurred to me how much he was like Marlon Anderson, Jennie's first extramarital lover: handsome, charming, and substantially older than she. Just like her boyfriend in high-school had been; just like the faculty member I'd caught her flirting with at Penn State had been.
Turning the flash off, I silently took about a dozen photos, more than enough to get all that I needed. I made sure to get George's face clearly in several shots. It may seem surprising, but I didn't then jump up and spoil the party. I had other plans in mind. I lay there and watched.
They were in missionary position, and it looked like George was getting close to coming. He had been saying things to Jennie earlier, talking about how lovely she was, but now he was doing nothing but thrusting and grunting, holding himself up on his elbows.
I watched Jennie lying under him, her head turned to the side. I knew her well enough to know she wasn't enjoying the fuck. There was a look of strain on her face, not pleasure, and she wasn't responding at all to George's increased intensity. Whatever this was about for Jennie, it wasn't sexual pleasure or excitement.
George reached his orgasm, climaxing with a roar of pleasure. Under him Jennie just grimaced, looking as though she was just waiting for it to be over. After a minute, he rolled off and collapsed beside her. I quietly slid myself back out of the room into the hall, where I sat against the wall and listened.
After a minute George began to speak to her. "Jennie, sweetheart, that was marvelous! You are so beautiful, so desirable ... making love with you is like a miracle! I never dreamed it could be so exciting."
Jennie didn't respond—instead I heard the sounds of them shifting in bed, and then a couple of kisses. Then he said, "darling, let's get cleaned up, then I'll take you to dinner. I made a reservation at Il Trentino for us tonight." Il Trentino was a very fancy place, but somewhat out of town. I guess he figured no one he knew would be likely to spot them there.
"All right, George," she answered. "Let me take a shower first, it will take me longer to get ready." I heard her move into the bathroom and shut the door, then the sound of the water began.
I thought about what I'd just heard. Jennie's response to George sounded cool, even a little distant, certainly not particularly affectionate or aroused. Combined with what I'd seen, it was clear she hadn't enjoyed the sex the way he had. And his words to her made it sound like this might have been their first time in bed together, In any case they certainly hadn't been doing this for weeks.
Knowing what I had to do next, I waited quietly in the guestroom, listening to them get dressed. From their conversation it was clear that they'd had lunch that day, and then he'd talked Jennie into coming back here and going to bed with him. I knew that Jennie had called Terri at 2 pm to cancel their theater plans, so Jennie must not have been planning to jump into bed with Atherton until after their lunch. He must have poured on the charm then.
It was also clear from their words that this had been their first fuck—and I could tell that Jennie was regretting it, although she didn't let Atherton know it. And she seemed perfectly ready to go out to a nice dinner with him.
I waited until they headed down the stairs, and then I heard the sound of the front door opening and closing, and Atherton's BMW driving away. I figured they'd come back here after dinner—perhaps for another session in bed, or if not then he'd drop her off. In any case, he had a wife at home, so he wouldn't take Jennie back there.
I had a couple of hours. Oddly enough, I was hungry—so I made a quick sandwich, ate it, and cleaned up the kitchen. Then I headed for my computer, downloaded the photos, and did a little digital editing. I picked out the six that most conclusively showed Atherton fucking someone other than his wife, and then I carefully fuzzed out Jennie's face and enough of her hairstyle so that she wasn't identifiable.
Then I emailed the six photos to my office computer, printed out one copy of each of them, and deleted all of them from the home computer and the camera.
Two more things to do. I called Terri, told her the short version of the bad news, and asked if she was free for the weekend. "We don't have to go to the ballet, but I've got the ride to Chicago, the suite in the hotel, and the restaurant reservation. I'm sure as hell not going to hang around here this weekend, Terri, and I'd be grateful if you could come with me."
"Of course, Brad. I'd like that. Let's try to have some fun, even under the circumstances. I'll pack a bag, and you can pick me up at my house whenever you're ready. And Brad .... I am just so sorry!"
"Thanks, Terri. I'll see you in a while."
Sitting back down at the computer, I composed a letter to Jennie, laying out in detail what my plans for the surprise weekend had been. I really wanted her to suffer, knowing what she had missed by fucking that son-of-a-bitch!
****** Dearest Jennie:
This year will be our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. I so much wanted to express my love for you by doing something special, and I knew I could never surprise you near the date of our actual anniversary, so I had planned a wonderful getaway for us this weekend. Here's what we would have been doing:
I would surprise you today around 5 pm when you came home from work, with flowers and a bottle of champagne.
At 6 pm a limousine would pick us up and take us to the airport—I had already packed your things for the weekend.
We would fly to Chicago on a private jet that a client and friend was lending us for the weekend.
In Chicago another limousine would take us to the Top of the Mark Hotel, where I've reserved a penthouse suite for us. Waiting for us in our suite would be more champagne and a late supper I ordered for us.
When we went to bed you would have found a new nightie I picked out for you waiting there.
Tomorrow we could have spent doing whatever you liked: going to a museum, some early Christmas shopping, walking around town, or just enjoying some private time in our suite.
We had a dinner reservation for tomorrow at Chez Louis, the best French restaurant in Chicago. After that, two seats in the center orchestra for the American Ballet Theater.
To make sure you had something to wear, Diana and I picked out a gorgeous evening dress for you—it's hanging in the closet in our suite. And I was bringing along a sapphire necklace and matching earrings I bought you to go with the dress.
On Sunday, we were going to have a leisurely brunch, perhaps a stroll, and then fly on the jet back home in the early evening.
It would have been a special time for us, and a way for me to show you how much I love and cherish you—a way for me to thank you for twenty-five happy years and look forward to twenty-five more.
I am so sorry that it won't be happening.
Your loving husband, Brad
******
I wrote it on purpose in the most affectionate way I could. I felt no need to throw curses and recriminations at her—I figured she'd be harder on herself than anything I could say.



And I continued to feel much more sorrow than anger. I was just so sad! For the loss of the happy future with Jennie I had been so confident of just a few hours earlier. For the loss of my trust in her, which I'd so painfully regained after years of struggle. And even for Diana, who would have to know why her parents' marriage was suddenly coming to an end.
My preparations made, I turned off all the lights I'd put on and waited for Jennie's return with Atherton. I had no intention of letting that prick fuck my wife again, but I wanted to see whether it got that far before I intervened.
When I heard them in the driveway I moved quietly to a corner of the kitchen, from which I could see the front door and the foyer. As they came in, Atherton was holding Jennie's arm and smiling, finishing some anecdote he'd been telling.
She turned to him and said, "George, thank you for a lovely dinner ... and lunch!"
He laughed and said, "and for the lovely time in between! Listen, Jennie, how about if I make us each a drink and we relax for a little while. Angela thinks I'm at a meeting—she won't expect me home until 11 at least."
"No, George, thanks—I'm feeling a bit tired. Let's just say good night." She smiled at him, looking to me a little strained.
He wasn't ready to give up yet. "Jennie, you are the most ... marvelous, most attractive, gorgeous, most intoxicating woman I have ever known. This afternoon with you was ... the most unforgettable experience of my life! I would give anything to hold you in my arms again."
"Thank you, George. But I'm not sure of my feelings just now—I need a little time. I think we should just say good night." She was being firm, being the woman I knew so well who was perfectly capable of handling a pass. Why the hell hadn't she done that a few hours earlier?
He just sighed, and said, "very well, my dear. I will look forward passionately to the next time we can be together." He gave her a long kiss, which she didn't seem to enjoy very much, and then departed.
I watched Jennie as she closed the door behind him. Her face fell, and she looked tired and very sad. "Jesus," she said to herself, shaking her head. She hung up her coat and headed for the stairs.
I didn't want to scare her half to death, so I waited until she'd started upstairs, then turned on the light behind her. I heard her whirl around, and waited a moment before I said quietly, "Jennie, it's me."
She still couldn't see me, so I stepped out of the kitchen and came to the foot of the stairs, looking up at her. Her face was ashen. She tried to speak, but all that came out of her mouth was "Brad ..." She looked as though she was unable to move.
I walked up the stairs, took her hand, and gently led her back down to the living room, where I sat her on the couch and sat down on a chair facing her. For some strange reason I was feeling tender, not furious. I knew I was about to make her very sad, just as she had done to me—and I felt grief for both of us and what we were losing.
I waited, and finally she said slowly, in a desolate tone of voice, "I thought you were out of town."
"It was a surprise for you—for our twenty-fifth anniversary. I had planned a weekend trip for us. Here are all the details." I handed her an envelope containing the letter I'd written so carefully.
She didn't open it, just held it in her hand, looking at me numbly, despairingly. "How long have ... when did you get here?"
"I've been here for a while," I said gently. Then after a minute I said, "Jennie, we're going to have to talk. I'm going to go now. I'll call in a few days, OK?"
Without waiting for an answer I headed for the door. As I opened it I turned back to look at her. There were tears on her cheeks, and she looked as though she'd lost her best friend. I guess she had.
As I was about to go out the door she said, "Brad ... I'm so sorry!"
"I know, Jennie. I am too."
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If I wasn't capable of being angry at Jennie right then, I had no trouble being pissed off at that bastard George Atherton! A smug, smooth, self-righteous asshole. It took me just ten minutes to drive to his house.
When I rang the bell his wife Angela answered. "Hi, Brad! Nice to see you—this is a surprise!"
"Hi Angela. I'm sorry to bother you, but is George here? I need to see him for a moment—it's urgent."
"He just came back a few minutes ago. Let me get him. Come on in!"
As I stood in their front hall, George emerged from the back of the house. He was clearly shaken when he saw me, but he recovered after a moment and came forward with a big self-satisfied smile and his hand outstretched. "Brad! How nice to see you. How is everything? How's your lovely wife?"
Ignoring his hand, I stepped forward and kneed him hard in the balls. He collapsed with a loud groan, bringing Angela back into the room. As she watched in horror, I grabbed him by the hair, pulled up his head, and slapped him across the face, back and forth, a dozen times or more, until I was sure I was raising bruises.
"So you think you have the right to fuck my 'lovely wife', you self-important, hypocritical cunt? I ought to cut your balls off and shove them down your throat!" I punctuated this last remark by kicking him in the nuts again, leaving him groaning in agony on the floor.
Angela ran to me and pulled me away. "Brad, have you lost your mind? What is going on here? Why did you hit George?"
"Because, Angela, I'm sorry to say that I watched your husband fucking my wife this afternoon in my marital bed." I handed her the six photos. She looked quickly at the first few, then gasped, "that bastard!"
I calmly sat down on the sofa, watching George's writhings. "Angela, why don't you bring your loving husband a glass of water? He seems to need it. And then I need to speak to you both for a minute."
Looking shell-shocked, she did as I asked. A few minutes later, George had managed to get himself into a chair, where he was still hunched over in pain. He didn't look at me once. Angela sat across the room, looking at him furiously.
"Okay, George, here's how it is. You certainly demonstrated this afternoon that you're not a fit leader of our congregation, wouldn't you agree? So tonight you're going to call the pastor and the Board of Governors, and you're going to resign your position. You can tell them it's for personal reasons, or health reasons, or whatever you like. I don't give a shit.
"But you're going to do it. Because if you haven't done it by noon tomorrow, copies of those photos are going to be emailed to every member of the Board of Governors. I'm sure they'll be quite concerned about the morality of what you've been up to.
"And one more thing. Don't even think about dragging Jennie's name into this. Because if you do, I promise you I will come back to this house and kill you with my bare hands. Slowly. And it will be a pleasure."
He didn't even try to fight me. He caved instantly, still not looking at me. "All right, Brad, I'll do it. Do you promise you won't send the photos?"
"You resign, and the photos stay with me. Though it's kind of a shame, don't you think, that more people won't know about the other side of George Atherton?"
I turned to his wife. "I am sorry, Angela—truly. Maybe it wasn't my right to make you face this too, but I couldn't help thinking that you'd want to know the truth about him."
She nodded grimly at me. "No need to be sorry, Brad—I've known for a long time he's been chasing skirts all through the congregation. It's actually sort of nice to have proof of it."
Without another word I headed back to my car.
********
AFTERMATH
Terri and I made the best of our weekend in Chicago. I felt sorry for her, actually, because I was so sad and it didn't make for a lot of fun. We ate well, we both enjoyed Christmas shopping with the city all lit up, and we skipped the ballet in favor of a entertaining musical. In other words, I did the best I could.
On the way to Chicago, I filled her in on everything I'd seen, both of us remembering sadly that eighteen years earlier I had done the same thing, the first time Jennie cheated on me.
As before, she listened to me with loving sympathy and concern, holding my hand gently when I cried. The worst of it was over by the time we reached the hotel, and we managed to enjoy the dinner and the terrific view.
Over the years I had thought idly about Terri—who at 53, five years older than I, still was a beautiful woman—and wondered what it might be like to have her as my lover, rather than as my best and most trusted friend. There was no question I found her attractive, and I imagined she felt the same way about me. But it never came up between us, which always seemed like a good thing.
That night in the suite, there was a mildly embarrassing moment. Terri wandered into the bedroom and came out holding the beautiful—and incredibly revealing—nightie I had left there for Jennie.
"God, Brad, this nightie on Jennie could have given a dead man a hard-on!"
I laughed, but then wondered if I should offer it to Terri. She saw my thoughts in my eyes, and smiled ruefully. "No, Brad, I don't think so. I love you better than any man I know—certainly better than that jerk, my ex-husband—but you and I are better off as friends. And tonight of all nights, neither of us would feel very good about me giving you THAT sort of consolation."
I went to her, smiling, and gave her a big kiss on the forehead. "Bless you, Terri. You are my very best friend. And a big part of why I love you is that you're smarter than I am!"
We hugged, fondly, and then went back to our coffee and dessert.
When I got back to St Louis I found a couple of short phone messages from Jennie. In a listless, hopeless voice she said that she was ready to talk with me whenever I wanted.
I called her Sunday night and suggested we meet at the house the next day after work. She agreed, and after a moment asked, "did you go ahead and go to Chicago anyway?"
"Yes, I went with Terri. We had an OK time ... but needless to say, it wasn't the same, Jennie."
There was a long silence. I could hear her quietly crying. I waited, then said, "I'll see you tomorrow, sweetheart," and hung up the phone.
I didn't feel angry. Intellectually, I knew that I was angry, and that I was supposed to be enraged, furious, ready to kill my unfaithful bitch of a wife. For the second time she'd taken my happy marriage and stomped on it! I should want to kill her, right?
But those thoughts didn't connect to my feelings. What I felt was just sadness, as much for Jennie as for me. I didn't know why Jennie had fucked George Atherton—or rather from the looks of it why she'd let him fuck her. I imagined it was all about attention again—about her need to feel loved and attractive.
But I knew that she was now regretting it deeply, bitterly—blaming herself (and rightly so, of course) for killing her happy marriage once and for all. Given the pain she was in, I just didn't feel like piling on with my own anger.
********
On Monday I called Barbara McDonald and asked to see her. A little surprised to hear from me after so long, she said that she'd prefer to see Jennie and me together.
"I'd really like to come in by myself," I said. "Jennie's cheated on me again."
She took a deep breath. "Brad, I am so sorry to hear that." We made an appointment for later in the week.
Jennie met me at the door Monday evening. She looked like a zombie—if a zombie could be breathtakingly beautiful. She was pale, with deep circles under her eyes. She hadn't spent much time or attention on her make-up, and from the looks of things she hadn't gone to work that day.
It was so hard for me to know what to feel. Should I be pleased? Good, you bitch, suffer and die, you deserve it? Or, this is my wife who is suffering here; and yes, she brought it on herself, but it still saddens me to see her so miserable? Or even, the hell with her, I'm facing the death of a marriage that meant the world to me?
We sat together in the living room. She seemed to want to begin. Looking straight ahead of her, she said, " you won't have to worry about the water-works tonight, Brad—I'm all cried out." Then she sat silent for a minute.
Suddenly she said, "I've been an idiot, Brad ... I've been a fucking idiot!" Her use of the swear word startled me—it was completely uncharacteristic of her.
"I've been over this and over this, as I'm sure you can guess. Why did I do this, how could I have done it? With George Atherton, that pompous political skirt-chaser? Did you know, by the way, Brad, that a bunch of ladies in the congregation think he's hot stuff? Everyone knows he screws around, and I heard a few rumors about how great he is in the sack. What bullshit!" Her voice had risen from apathy to spirited mockery—but then it subsided again.
"And the note you left me, describing the weekend you'd planned for us—it just about killed me, Brad. I just about cried myself to death. I guess that was your intention. What a lovely, amazing, generous surprise it would have been! If I could only go back and undo Friday ... I've had that thought ten million times this past weekend."
She lapsed into silence. I waited, then said, gently, "can you tell me about you and George?"
She sighed. "He's been sniffing around me for months, Brad. I see him all the time at church business meetings, as you know, and he's been giving me lots of attention. It wasn't as though I couldn't see where he was headed—I just don't understand why I didn't give him a big No weeks ago, even before the question became imminent.
"We had a lunch date Friday—but I swear, Brad, there were supposed to be three other committee heads there, just a working lunch. Instead when I showed up at the restaurant it was just George, a little table for two in the corner. He said that two of the others had to cancel so we'd re-schedule the meeting. He hoped I wouldn't mind the consolation prize of having lunch with him." She grimaced.
"I go over it and over it, Brad .... We had lunch, we had some wine, he was charming. I have to confess that turning 47 last summer kind of depressed me, made me feel old. I know I'm still good-looking, but I sure don't look the way I did at 27, don't get that total attention when I walk down the street.
"Anyway.... he brought me here after lunch, made a pretty strong pass, said he'd take me out that evening for dinner to a really nice, quiet place out of town he knew about. And I gave in. I just don't get it, Brad!" She looked at me, genuinely bewildered.
"I called Terri to beg off the theater for Friday night, and I let him take me to bed. In our bed!
"And it was awful. He practically tore my clothes off, pawed at me, gasped out compliments and endearments, and then pretty much jumped on top of me. For the first time in my life I felt like a whore—felt what it would be like to be a whore, letting a man take his pleasure with your body, you trying the whole time to pretend you weren't there.
"I could hardly wait to get into the shower and wash him off me, Brad. There is nothing I've ever done in my life that made me more ashamed than letting George Atherton masturbate inside me—because that's what it was.
And then I went to dinner with him, because I didn't have any easy way to get out of it. I knew you were away, and I didn't want to have a big fight with him, so I thought, I'll just have dinner and get rid of him. And when we came back here, I did. I don't know how much of that you saw." She looked at me.
I said, "I was here for a while, honey. I saw the last bit of your fucking with George." Her face reddened furiously, and she looked down. "And I could tell you weren't enjoying it—that it wasn't a pleasurable experience for you."
I started to say more, but she put up a hand to stop me. She got up off the couch, came to me, and kneeled before me, looking up seriously into my eyes.
"Brad. It may not make any difference now ... but I have to say it. I am sorry.
"This was the lowest, smallest, cheapest, most repulsive thing I have ever done in my life. If you knew nothing about it, it still would have been bad enough, believe me! I would have wandered around this house all weekend reproaching myself, wanting to scream, trying to scrub the whole thing off myself like Lady Macbeth with the blood.
"But the fact that you ... were here, that you know ... what I did ..." She broke off, starting to cry. "I said I was all cried out," she said, trying to smile, "guess I was wrong.
"The fact that I betrayed your trust, again ... after all the work that both of us have done ...." She stopped, still crying, but kept looking up at me.
"Brad ... are we done? Is this it, have I destroyed our marriage once and for all?" She was trembling.
"I don't know, Jennie. I've just been feeling so sad, the whole weekend. Not even angry as much as sad. I wanted to grow old with you, have you as my best friend for the next 30 years or whatever we've got left.
"And I don't know if that's still possible. I ... I don't know."
She started to sob, kneeling at my feet, her head hanging down; and I fought the impulse to pull her up into a reassuring hug. I simply sat, dry-eyed but wishing I could cry too.
Twenty minutes later, we were sitting in the kitchen, calmer, having coffee. It was dinner time, but neither of us was the least bit hungry.
"Do you want me to move out, Brad?" Jennie spoke wearily, quietly, without energy.
"No, Jennie, not for now. I have a hotel room for a few days. I've been thinking I'd look for a decent apartment downtown, near the office. Just until ... until we've decided what's going to happen."
"Diana will be home for Christmas break on Saturday," she said, in an unsteady voice.
"I know. I've been thinking of that too. We'll just have to ... see about Christmas.
"And I'm going to see Barbara McDonald on Wednesday," I added. She nodded, saying she thought that was a good idea.
After five minutes of unbroken silence, I got up and said I thought I'd better go. She came to the door with me, and before I opened it she spoke.
"Brad? I'm not sure I even have the right to say this."
She looked at me very seriously. "I love you. More than ... more than anything."
"I know, Jennie." I bent to kiss her cheek, resisting again the impulse to take her in my arms, and went out the door.
********
My session with Barbara was pretty somber. She listened sympathetically to the story, giving me time to recover when I broke down into storms of tears. I told it all, my surprise weekend plan and all that I'd seen and done at the house. And she waited a while after I finished before she spoke.
"Brad—I'm struck by the fact that you are full of sadness, but seem to have very little anger at Jennie. Why do you think that is?"
"I don't know. I've noticed it too. I guess it seems so obvious to me that Jennie didn't mean to hurt me, that she loves me, that ... that she's just a weak person. Weaker than I realized. Unless I'm the world's most gullible jerk, she really loves me. And she wants us to be together pretty much as much as I do.
"As I've said, what she was after with Atherton certainly wasn't sex—seems like it was just a bit of flattery and reassurance. I guess the only thing that really does make me angry, is knowing that she could have had that from me simply by asking!"
"Yes, well," Barbara smiled wryly, "sometimes coming from a spouse it isn't quite as satisfying. She already knows you love and desire her. Most of us need to get some of that flattery elsewhere every once in a while. And in and of itself, there's nothing wrong with that. It's just that, now for the second time, Jennie went way too far."
"Yes," I said, "but I have to pay the price for it as much as she does. Dammit, now I am getting angry! SHE fucked up, but now we're BOTH looking at the end of our marriage!"
"Brad, she's hurt you deeply—again—and you have every right to feel angry, victimized, unfairly treated. But keep in mind that you also have a choice about what you do with those feelings.
"Let me ask you a question. Forget what Jennie might want. What do YOU now want?"
I thought. "I'm not sure ... but the only happy future I can imagine is one with Jennie in it. I have looked forward to us growing older together, traveling, doing things together that we both enjoy; to making love, though perhaps less often; to having grandchildren."
"Well," she said gently, "there's no reason you can't have that if you want it."
I snorted. "But if I can't trust her? And how can I trust her now, after this? The second time, after all our hard work...."
"Brad—in the past eighteen years, how many men do you suppose have expressed their interest in Jennie?"
I gaped at her. "Hundreds, for sure."
"And how many of those has she gone to bed with?"
I saw where she was going. "Just one. I guess ... how can I even be sure of that any more?
Barbara said, "let's assume for now it's just the one. Doesn't that suggest that Jennie has been trying to be faithful to you?"
I sat, thinking about her point. "Does that mean I'm just supposed to say 'no problem' when she does this, like it was some meaningless little accident, like she dropped the eggs on the floor?"
"No, it doesn't mean that. But you might think about reacting to this admittedly awful decision in the context of all the love and affection—and faithfulness—she has given you in your marriage.
"Look, Brad, cheating on you stinks. It was an awful thing to do. I've seen it destroy marriages. But I have also seen the strength of the bond between you, and how much you enrich one another's lives."
An idea began to occur to me. "Barbara, would it be reasonable for me to say to Jennie that I want to save our marriage, but that she has to earn it? Not a punishment exactly, but by acting in a way that proves to me that she really wants it and is willing to work for it?"
"I think so, yes. Obviously it depends on the specifics. What do you have in mind?"
I leaned forward and spelled out my idea. She nodded thoughtfully, gave me her first response, and we discussed it for the rest of the session.
********
On Thursday night I called Diana at school. I didn't want to bother her until her finals were over—but she needed to know that I had moved out of the house. I didn't want that shock to greet her when she got home.
We talked first about school, her exams, her plans for her last year on the golf team in the spring, a little bit about Christmas plans.
Then I said, "Diana—I'm sorry to have to tell you this, but ... your mom and I have separated for the time being."
"I know, Dad. Mom called me a couple of nights ago. She was crying—it was awful. She wouldn't tell me any of the details, just kept saying that it was all her fault. What is going on?"
"You don't need to know more than that we're going through a rough patch, sweetie. It happens to a lot of couples. Doesn't mean we're headed for divorce, just that we need to work some things out." I expressed a lot more confidence than I was feeling.
"But in any case," I went on, "we won't both be at the airport on Saturday to pick you up. I think I'll let Mom do it, and I'll call you on Sunday and we can get together, OK?"
We talked a couple more minutes, then said goodbye. I was actually relieved that Jennie had called her first. And I guess I was also relieved that, if our marriage was really over, our daughter was a college senior, and not a much younger child.
********
The Christmas season was a pretty dark one for us. Jennie and I met two more times to talk through things. Our meetings were calm, not angry, but pretty gloomy. I satisfied myself that Atherton really had been her only affair since years ago with Anderson. I no longer trusted her much, but her voice and words and body language all persuaded me she was telling the truth. She also had the insight not to resent the question, but to see why it was inevitable that I would ask it.



Our talks also confirmed to me that she loved me very much, and that she wanted our marriage to continue; but she didn't have much hope that it would. She seemed even more convinced than I was that I could never get over what she had done a second time.
I saw Barbara McDonald twice more, talking through the idea I had in mind, until I was confident I had thought it all out and it made sense.
Neither Jennie nor I wanted to subject Diana to a cheerless Christmas with both of us, so they shared Christmas Day and Diana spent Christmas eve with me in my hotel suite—I'd put off finding an apartment until after the holidays. Diana asked a few more questions about our marriage, but I was determined not to draw her into it—and certainly not to mention her mother's cheating.
Between Christmas and New Year's Day, Diana and I went off for a few days of skiing together, and that really cheered me up. The being away, the physical activity, and the delight of my daughter's company were all what I needed.
When we got back I called Jennie and asked if we could talk on January 4th, after Diana had gone back to school. She asked if she could make dinner for us, and I said that would be great.
********
CAN THIS MARRIAGE BE SAVED?
Dinner with Jennie was harder than I thought it would be. We had lots to say to one another about Diana, how well she was doing, what she was planning for after graduation and so on. But when we were done with that topic, a new one was hard to find.
So we found ourselves eating mostly in silence, though the dinner was delicious. Jennie had obviously gone to a lot of trouble. She had also planned her outfit carefully, and she looked fantastic.
After dinner, I suggested we take our coffees into the living room. Without waiting any longer, I plunged right in.
"Jennie, it seems like it's time to talk about our situation. Can you tell me: what would you like to see happen now?"
She looked at me, very surprised. "Do you really have to ask me, Brad?"
"Humor me," I said. "As if I didn't know—just tell me what you want."
Slowly and thoughtfully, she responded. "I ... would like our marriage to continue, Brad. I would like you to ... be able to forgive me ... somehow, and live with me again. And love me." Suddenly there were tears in her eyes. "All I want is for you to love me, Brad—the way you have loved me, so wonderfully, for so long. And the way I love you." She stopped for a moment as crying overtook her.
"But how can that happen?" she cried. "How can you possibly ... get past what I've done a second time? And in our own bed? Honestly, Brad—I don't see how I could ever live with you if you had done such a thing!
"I've been thinking of how I could possibly make this up to you—and I can't! I just can't—I can never make it right!"
She cried, her face in her hands, and I watched her. If remorse was part of what I needed to see, to help me heal, I was certainly getting a full dose of it!
I moved over to the couch and gave her a handkerchief, waiting while she calmed down a bit and dried her eyes.
"Jennie—if we both want the same thing, there ought to be a way to make it happen."
She looked up at me. "But how? Even if you ... take me back, how can you ever trust me again? Or look at me without thinking ... of what I've done?"
"I actually have been thinking a lot about this, and I have an idea. Do you think you want me back enough to work for it—to prove to me that I really matter to you?"
"Of course, Brad!"
"Jennie, don't say 'of course' too quickly. What if I asked you to do something very difficult? What if I said, Do this difficult thing and I will believe in you again, believe that you love me enough to be faithful? The thing is, it IS something very difficult."
She was past her tears now, calm and very serious. She looked straight into my face. "I can't imagine what you're talking about, Brad. But I know that I owe you, and that I have something terrible to make up to you. Please just tell me what you're talking about."
I took a deep breath. "Jennie, I think we should separate for a year. And in that year, I don't want you to go to parties or date at all. I also don't want you to see any men alone—ANY. If you have to have lunch with a client, let him bring his wife, or else you bring a co-worker.
"I know how much the attention and admiration of men means to you. It's certainly what got you into trouble with Anderson, and it seems with Atherton as well. So I'm asking you to live without that admiration for a whole year. If you can pass that test, I'll be able to believe that you can be faithful to me."
I sat silent then, watching her face as she thought about it.
"So—I could go out with women friends, but not men friends, no matter how innocent?" I nodded. "And no parties either?" I nodded again, and said, "and none of those big charity dinners or dances, with lots of men and women around."
She thought some more.
"Brad," she said, a bit hesitantly. "What about ... well, what would you be doing for that year?"
"I'd be living my life," I answered. "Working, traveling ... probably dating, if I met someone who interested me. I promise you that I won't let anything get serious—if at the end of this year you've lived up to your side of the bargain, I'll be ready and waiting for you. But I'm not going to live the same life of social deprivation that I'm asking you to live—because I'm not the one who cheated on our marriage."
Her lip quivered as she looked at me. "I don't know what scares me more—being so cut off from ... from social life, or the idea of you ... dating someone else."
She started to cry again. "I betrayed you twice, Brad—and I'm so jealous of you with another woman that I just can't stand it!"
I put my arms around her, but said nothing, letting her crying subside.
Finally she got up, out of my arms, and paced around the room. "I'll do it, Brad. It seems terribly hard—but that's obviously the point.
"And you need to know: I am scared, scared to death. I don't know what it will feel like without men around to flirt with, to tell me I'm lovely, to let me see that they desire me.
"But I'm even more scared of you with someone ... younger, sexier—someone who will excite you, and make you forget me."
She was trying hard not to cry again. "Listen," she said. "Can we stay in touch? See each other, maybe every few weeks? It would be so much easier for me if I could see with my own eyes that you were still in my life."
"Of course," I said. "And in any case, we'll be together in North Carolina for Diana's graduation in a few months. We can even fly down there together if you like."
She smiled at me, looking like a little girl trying to be brave. "I would like that, Brad."
********
With Terri's help, I went looking at apartments in downtown St Louis, and settled on one within a week or so. It was nice having a lot of money—I could simply choose what I liked without worrying about the cost.
The place I picked was nothing like our suburban home. It was up on the 28th floor, new and modern-looking, full of light, with floor-to-ceiling windows in several of the rooms. There were three bedrooms (I intended one as a study, and one as a guest room for Diana's visits). The master bedroom had room for a king-sized bed, it had an enormous walk-in closet, and the bathroom had the largest Jacuzzi I'd ever seen. It was clearly meant for two, but it looked like a family of five could fit!
It also had a beautiful modern kitchen, not that I did very much cooking. And it was just a 6-minute walk to my office. It felt perfect—and since I had no desire to
see my old bedroom again, having witnessed Jennie and George Atherton fucking in it, it was nice to have a new place that I felt good about.
I went back to the house a couple of times to pack my things, and Jennie helped me. I told her about the apartment, but we didn't say too much besides that. She was looking better than when we had our "big talk"—I think having something difficult she had to do had gotten her determined side fired-up. She was back at her real estate work with a vengeance, and she mentioned to me that she'd already had to turn down three social invitations because of her commitment to me.
********
One of the things I least wanted to do was check up on Jennie, but I wasn't comfortable not doing it. I called Sam Abbott, whose detective agency I had used once in a difficult case involving an employee I thought had been stealing from me. Sam's people had handled it quietly and effectively, and I trusted him.
Sam and I met in a diner for lunch, and I explained that I had a private job for him—I wanted discreet surveillance on my wife. "I'm sorry to say she cheated on me, Sam. Now we're separated, and she's promised me she won't see any other men for a year."
He said nothing, just raised his eyebrows at me.
"So I'd like her watched, but not continuously. Maybe two weeks out of every month for the first few months. And above all, very discreetly. I absolutely don't want her ever to know that she's being watched. If your guys lose her while tailing her, that's better than letting her know. They can always get her again the next day or something."
"OK," he said. "What would you like exactly?"
"Above all, photos and video of her with men, if there are any. If there aren't, then a weekly phone message to me at my apartment." I gave him the number.
"And I'd like the phone at our house tapped, unless that's illegal."
"Technically, you're still the homeowner, right Brad?" I nodded. "Then technically you're asking me to put a tap on your own phone—perfectly legal."
We arranged a time for me to let his men into my house to put in the tap, while Jennie was at work, and I thanked him.
"I'm sorry you're going through this, Brad. You don't need me to tell you, but that is one beautiful lady. I hope things work out."
********
I buried myself in hard work, trying not to think too much about Jennie, and before I knew it spring was coming. She and I talked about once a week on the phone, and we'd had a couple of lunches together. The stiffness we'd had back in January had eased a lot, and I think we both enjoyed one another's company. We managed to stay away from sore subjects, and got great pleasure talking about our daughter. Diana was due to graduate in a couple of months, and had lined up a terrific job in an art gallery in New York.
In March I went out on my first date in 28 years with anyone other than Jennie. I'd gotten to know Kate while bidding on a job for a hotel chain that had a branch in St Louis; she was the purchasing manager for the hotel. They ended up not hiring us, but a few months later I ran into Kate at a charity fundraiser I went to each year.
Kate was a beautiful brunette of about 35—I say "beautiful" advisedly, because neither she nor anyone else is the equal of Jennie. But she was tall and very striking, with dark eyes and a curvy, rounded figure. She also was single, and she liked me. We shared several dances at the fundraiser, and a few days later I called and asked her to dinner.
Over steaks and baked potatoes and some really good red wine, we told each other our stories. Kate had grown up on the West Coast, in a very difficult family situation—alcoholic mother, emotionally distant father—and had moved away for college and stayed away. Perhaps because of her parents' bad marriage, she had shied away from marriage herself. There had been a few serious boyfriends, but she'd found it safer to be primarily committed to work than to another person.
I gave her the short version of my situation. In a few words I said that my wife had cheated on me, and that she and I were separated. I made clear that Jennie and I still talked, and that we might get back together, but that it wouldn't be right away.
"So I'm not very good date material," I concluded. "Or perhaps, if you're not interested in marriage, I'm perfect date material!" I laughed. "In any case, Kate, I needed you to know what my situation was. I'm really enjoying your company, but I'm not 'fully unattached', whatever that means."
"Thank you, Brad. During our business discussions together I got the feeling you are an honest person, and you have just been very honest with me.
"So let me do the same. I like you, and I have to admit I'm attracted to you. But it sounds as though we ought to take it slow for a while—though I hope we'll be having another date soon!"
I laughed again, and said that it sounded like a good plan to me.
********
As May approached, I spoke to Jennie about travel plans and then booked tickets for us down to North Carolina, along with two hotel rooms. We had a wonderful weekend, enjoying being together with the focus on Diana. Because the weekend was all about our daughter, there wasn't any pressure on Jennie and me to do more than bask in our love and pride for her.
Diana was in her element. It pleased us that she was proud of us, as she introduced us to everyone in sight: her golf teammates, her coach, her major advisor, several of her good friends. When Commencement Day came, both Jennie and I had happy tears in our eyes, watching our little girl stride confidently across the platform to receive her diploma.
Sadly, it was just two weeks later that our 25th Wedding Anniversary came and went, unobserved and undiscussed. I didn't want to talk to Jennie about it, or even be with anyone. I spent the day alone, driving around in the countryside for a while, then back in the apartment watching bad movies on TV. Hardly the happy anniversary I thought I would be having!
It was about three weeks later, in early June, when I was greeted by a very unwelcome call from Sam Abbott. I'd been hearing from him regularly, always with a brief report that Jennie had not been seeing any men—nor had the phone tap turned up anything at all disturbing.
But this time he said, "Brad, I'm sorry to have to tell you this. But Jennie had a long lunch last week with a tall guy, maybe a little younger than she—early 40s, probably. They ate at one of those outside cafes downtown, and sat there for a long time. It didn't look at all romantic, though. And earlier this week she had a couple of phone conversations with a guy named Art, who told her he was coming to St Louis for a business meeting. They clearly know each other very well."
"Is the guy dark-haired, a little bit of a pot-belly, and he wears horn-rimmed glasses?"
Sam said yes, and I sighed with relief.
"Sorry, Sam, it never occurred to me to let you know. That's Jennie's brother. He's in town for a couple of days. Jennie called and told me he was visiting, and I should have called you."
"No problem," Sam replied. "I'm glad to know it's nothing. I'd be delighted if all this money you're paying me turns out to be wasted!"
"Me too, Sam, believe me."
********
When Jennie and I met for lunch the next week, something within me had changed. The "man" who turned out not to be a man, but her brother, had calmed me down a bit. I felt less on my guard, a little less worried that any day now Jennie would be seeing someone else. It had been six months, after all.
Whether or not she sensed the change in me, we had a particularly nice time. After lunch I proposed a drive along the river before we both went back to work, and she enthusiastically agreed.
We didn't speak much, just breezed along, enjoying the warm air and the sunshine. A couple of times I felt the urge to say something encouraging about our situation, but I resisted. Instead I glanced at her whenever I could, marveling as I often did at her beauty. I knew her so well—and yet looking at her sometimes could be utterly thrilling.
When I drove Jennie back to her office, she hesitated before getting out of the car.
"Brad, I haven't asked you anything about this—but I worry about it all the time. Are you ... seeing anybody?"
I wanted to answer her carefully. "Yes, Jennie, I have been dating somebody. But it isn't serious, and it isn't sexual."
She looked at her hands. "Do you think ... do you think it will be?"
Again I thought a moment before answering. "It might, Jennie. But even if it does get sexual, I think it will still be a casual relationship. I still love you—very much. And I'm committed to you for the course of this year, as I promised."
She sat in silence, still not looking at me. Finally she said, "OK, Brad. That's fair. You know that I just hate the idea of you ..." Then she shook her head.
"No, sorry," she said. "I know the deal. Thank you for answering my questions."
I leaned over to kiss her cheek. She surprised me by throwing her arms around me and hugging me tightly, almost desperately. When she let go, she managed a brave smile, then got out of the car and went swiftly up the path to her office.
********
Perhaps it was the memory of that passionate, desperate hug that prompted me to surprise myself the next week. Kate and I had another dinner date, our fifth or sixth evening out together. A couple of those had ended with some very intense necking in my car, but we hadn't gone further than that.
This time, though, Kate pulled back from our kissing and said, "I'd love it if you'd come inside for a while, Brad."
While I hadn't been pushing her, I'd been looking forward to this moment. Kate was very attractive and exciting. I hadn't had sex with anyone in more than six months, and I'd had a couple of fabulous erotic dreams about her. I was separated from my wife, who had cheated on me twice. So why hesitate?
But I did. I sort of froze for a moment, and Kate saw it instantly. She smiled ruefully, then stuck out her tongue at me.
"Jesus, Kate," I said in some embarrassment. "I've been looking forward to that invitation, even dreaming about it! But ... I think we shouldn't. I still feel ... attached to my wife, and you deserve better than just a part of me."
She grinned at me. "Even this part?" she teased, caressing my erect cock through my pants.
"It's all right, Brad, really. I do want you, and I think we could be really great together. But to be honest with you, I'm a little afraid that if we started having sex, it might start getting way more serious with you than I want it to—especially since your wife is in the picture."
"To be honest, Kate, now that we've decided to do the smart thing I'm incredibly disappointed! You are so beautiful, and so sexy!"
She kissed me again, then got out of the car. Coming around to my side, she leaned in and said, "let's make this a rain-check then. I can't bring myself to hope you and your wife don't stay together—that wouldn't be very kind.
"But let's just say if that if it doesn't work out, your first call damn well better be to me."
I laughed, thanked her for the kind words, and promised that it would be. In a few more sentences, we agreed that it would be best to stop seeing one another for the time being.
Someone once told me that the way you can tell you've done the right thing is that it feels terrible! Judging by that axiom, my refusing to go to bed with Kate may have been the rightest thing I've ever done.
********
By the end of the summer I was antsy and restless. Work didn't hold my interest, but nothing else did either. Even playing golf was less fun than usual, in part because I enjoyed it most when Jennie and I played together.
My get-togethers with Jennie had become a bit more frequent, and more relaxed. We were able to enjoy one another's company without stressing out too much about, or even really talking about, our odd situation. But I don't think I acknowledged to myself how much I was missing her.
My wise friend Terri came into my office one day and said, "OK, boss, I'm dragging you out to lunch. Let's go."
When we were sitting, eating our sandwiches, she said, "what's the problem, Brad? I haven't seen you so distracted in a long time."



"I don't really know, Terri. Nothing seems like much fun. And it feels like a long long time until January..."
"You mean, until the end of Jennie's 'year of exile'? You moron! Who decided that it would be a year?"
I began to see her point and I blushed, feeling foolish. "Okay, I see—it was me, so there's no reason I couldn't change that. But until it's over, Terri, how do I know she'll follow through?"
"Wake up, Brad," she said with a big smile. "You told me about the reports from Sam Abbott—she's totally lived up to her part of the bargain for eight months. And you've known all along it would work out—you're the only one who doesn't see that."
"What do you mean?" I asked, confused.
Terri grinned even more broadly. "Funny thing about the apartment you chose 'just for yourself', Brad. The master bedroom is gorgeous, with a huge walk-in closet for a woman's whole wardrobe; the bathroom has that big Jacuzzi for two people; the building is a short walk both from your office and Jennie's.... C'mon, you dope! You knew you'd both be living there!"
"So what are you telling me, Terri?" She just laughed again, and said, "you're so smart, you figure it out!"
********
I called Jennie and asked her out to dinner for Friday, September 14, but I made it sound casual. When I picked her up, we went to an informal but really nice restaurant that my company supplied. The food was great, and we talked easily about work, and about how well Diana seemed to be doing in New York.
After dessert and coffee, still keeping it light, I asked if Jennie was interested in seeing my apartment. She'd never been there, so she was eager to see it.
I gave her the whole tour, and she oohed and ahhed about the great view, the enormous bedroom and closet, and the Jacuzzi. She said a few nice things about my decorating style—though I really owed most of the nice touches either to Terri or to Diana.
Then I said, "Jennie, I have a little surprise for you, if you don't mind." I sat her down on the living room sofa, then disappeared into the kitchen. I came back with a cold bottle of champagne, two glasses, and a flat wrapped object.
"Why don't you open this? Then, if you like, maybe we'll have some champagne."
Knowing it had to be some sort of good surprise, she smiled happily at me, and then took the package in her hands. She unwrapped it carefully, then gazed at it for a long time without speaking.
Finally, she looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and said, "really, Brad?"
Smiling, I nodded, and she threw herself into my arms. We hugged tightly, kissing again and again. After a minute I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.
We were both so eager that our love-making was frantic. Too excited to linger or to draw it out, we tore one another's clothes off. She took me in her mouth, but almost immediately after I was fully erect she lay back on the bed, saying "now Brad—I don't want to wait any longer!"
I was hard as a rock. I slid into her slowly, but in no time we were madly pounding against each other. I don't think I lasted more than two minutes, but those two minutes were unbelievable. She bucked and twisted under me, saying my name over and over, just adding to my excitement. I roared when I came, shooting what felt like months of cum into her.
We lay gasping together for several minutes.
"Sorry I got so carried away, sweetheart," I said, "but I was pretty excited after more than eight months without any sex."
She started to say something, then stopped and looked at me, a huge smile growing on her face. "Really, Brad?" I nodded. She climbed up on me and gave me a long, delicious, sexy kiss.
Then very seriously she said, "thank you. You couldn't possibly have given me a kinder gift than what you just said. I know ... I know I don't deserve it, but ... thank you, Brad."
We had some champagne, lay in bed happily for awhile, then fell asleep. But the make-up sex just got better the next morning.
We took a quick shower, then raced back to bed. I was suddenly desperate to eat Jennie, to lick and kiss her pussy until she went crazy. She pulled me up into a 69, and we loved each other for a long time. I gave her three orgasms before she took me over the top and I came, jerking and gasping, into her mouth.
When we'd caught our breath Jennie looked at me and said, in a mock-scolding voice, "now Brad, I'm going to need another shower!"
I smiled and said, "why don't we have some breakfast first? We might wind up back in bed again after that, and I'd hate for you to have showered too soon."
Jennie got up, borrowed my robe from the closet, and wandered into the kitchen, where I could soon hear her puttering around, and the smell of fresh coffee. After a few minutes she called me in to eat.
When I came in I stopped in my tracks, just looking at the scene and smiling.
The kitchen table was beautifully set for two, with cloth napkins and all. A platter of bacon and eggs sat in the middle, along with a plate of toast, a pitcher of orange juice, and the pot of coffee.
And in the very middle Jennie had propped up the gift I had given her the previous night. It was a wooden plaque, with this inscription:
Brad & Jennie's Calendar:
January 4 – September 14
=
One Year
********
EPILOGUE
We were standing in the living room of our suburban home, surrounded by full and half-full boxes, feeling very discouraged.
Jennie had agreed with me at once when I proposed that we sell the house and live together in my apartment. The bedroom certainly had bad memories for me—I didn't ever want to sleep in it again. And, more benignly, our daughter was grown and had moved away. We both worked in the city, and loved the idea of being close to restaurants and night life.
So we had sold it, and were now facing the last of the packing—sending some of the stuff to the apartment, the rest to an auction for charity.
"Brad," Jennie said with a funny grin, "there's 'somebody' I want to introduce you to. Not here, but tonight, back at the apartment."
I didn't get it, but I could tell I wasn't meant to. I simply agreed, and we continued with the endless packing.
That evening, back at the apartment, we showered off a day's worth of sweat, which happily led to an hour in one another's arms in the bedroom. It was five months since our reunion, but we were still fucking like newlyweds—or at least like newlyweds in their late forties.
When we'd eaten and were undressed for bed, I said, "Jennie, you were going to introduce me to 'somebody' tonight—but first I wanted to tell you something I thought about today. Can I go first?"
She said, "sure," and I continued. "It may sound sort of serious, but I think it's actually kind of funny.
"I noticed, and I'm sure you did too, that both the 'gentlemen' you strayed with were more than fifteen years older than you."
She looked suddenly pale, as though I was about to rebuke her. I reassured her by taking her hand and smiling at her, then went on.
"I actually find it reassuring," I said. "I mean, it was eighteen years between the first and the second. So, if you can promise to be faithful to me for eighteen more years, the lover you'll be looking for at that time will have to be eighty years old. I think I'll be ready to fight off any horny octogenarians who come swarming around you then!"
Jennie laughed, relieved, understanding that my words were a lame attempt at humor, not any sort of punishment for her.
"Brad—how about if I promise to be faithful for eighteen years, and then eighteen after that? Then I'll be 83; and my lover would have to be 98."
I laughed at the thought of it, and said, "it's a deal—but in return I get a fling with a 95-year-old hottie too!"
We kissed lovingly, and then after a minute I said, "all right, what about this 'somebody' I'm to meet?"
Jennie's face had a sly and very sexy look. "You can't really meet him unless you're ... excited, Brad. So I think I'm going to have to help with that ..."
Slipping out of her nightie, she pulled off my T-shirt and boxers. Then she slid herself all over me, rubbing her breasts over my face, down my chest, and all around my hardening cock. When it was pretty hard she kneeled between my legs and sucked lovingly on it, giving me lots of tongue, until I was very very excited.
Pulling off me suddenly, she said, "that should do." She disappeared into the closet, where a moment later I heard a low buzzing sound. Returning to the bed, she said, "Brad, meet Brad," and put into my hands a large brown vibrating dildo.
"Brad?" I said in surprise. "You couldn't come up with another name for him?"
Jennie laughed, and said, "I picked him to stand in for you, silly!" Taking the dildo back from me, she held it right next to my erect cock, and I could see the the two were much the same in length and girth, though the dildo's "balls" looked a bit different from mine.
Still giggling, she said, "for all those months I REALLY missed you, Brad. My co-worker Darlene—you remember she's kind of wild—told me about a store outside St Louis that sells stuff like this, and she took me there. I was very embarrassed, but she helped me look at the dildos, and I picked out the one that was most like you. So naturally I had to name him Brad!
"I knew from the very first day we had our talk that I was going to be a year without a man. And the only one I wanted was you. I hope you don't think it was cheating," she winked at me archly, "but I figured a substitute Brad would be better than none.
"And it was," she concluded, straddling me and sliding my cock gently inside her, "but not as good as the real thing."
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[With humble apologies to Walker Percy.]
You might not believe that anything so insignificant as a single letter of the alphabet could matter so much. But it all depends on the context.
I was sitting at our desk one evening, looking at my daughter Katie's medical forms. Katie was about to start kindergarten, so the pediatrician had given her a complete physical, and my wife had left the forms for the school lying on the desk.
Glancing idly at it I saw the letter that ended my marriage. Under "Blood Type" it said "A".
I sat frozen—for ten seconds, a minute, I have no idea. Then I went over to the filing cabinet and pulled out two sheets of paper from our medical file. It was just as I remembered. The summer before, my wife and I had both donated blood to the Red Cross, which had given us each a receipt showing our blood type. There it was on the two sheets: mind was "B", hers was "O".
So there was no way Katie could be my daughter. If my wife was her mother—and I'd seen Marie deliver her!—then someone with type "A" had to be the father.
The kids were in bed, Marie was upstairs watching TV. I got a beer from the fridge, and went and sat in the back yard, thinking.
How was my marriage? I would have said, "OK. Pretty typical. Good, and bad. Depends on what day you ask."
When we were dating, and in the first months of our marriage, Marie and I were passionately in love. We made love all the time, sometimes wildly, and even away from bed we touched each other constantly: held hands, walked arm in arm, stroked one another's necks or backs as we passed by.
Of course it died out after awhile—didn't that happen in every marriage?
But now that evidence of her infidelity had hit me right between the eyes, everything I ever thought about our marriage was up for grabs. I sat and thought.
Had things changed gradually, or suddenly? It seemed like both. The slowdown of our sex life was gradual, for awhile. But about six years before—which would have been a few months before Katie's conception—there were a couple of weird months.
Marie, my open and loving and affectionate wife, had behaved very erratically. She came home quite late from work one night, briefly allowed my affectionate kiss, went straight into the shower, and avoided me the rest of the evening. The next morning was the same—cold and brusque.
Then that night she was a changed woman. She got home early, made a special dinner, took me to bed early and lovingly fucked me half to death. She lingeringly sucked my cock, which she usually resists doing, and then we made love twice, with an eagerness and excitement I had thought we'd lost. We cuddled happily before sleeping, and Marie told me how much she loved me.
Several more times that week we had passionate sex together. Then soon after there was a repeat of the "cold night": late home from work, not a word to me, quickly into the shower.
For the next couple of months I hardly knew from one day to the next who I was married to. Marie was passionate and loving, Marie was cold. Marie was attentive, Marie was distant and preoccupied. Marie was patient, Marie was short-tempered and explosive. I asked her several times if something was wrong—was something between us bothering her, was there a problem at work?—but got nothing more in reply than, "I don't know Bill, I guess I'm just feeling a little stressed-out. Sorry!"
When things finally settled into a pattern, after three months or so, the pattern was far less pleasant than the start of our marriage had been. Marie was less moody, but almost never sweet and loving any more. And her interest in sex had seemingly disappeared. We made love no more than once a week, sometimes not more than once in two weeks, and only when I asked pretty firmly.
Any gentle request, like "maybe we could fool around tonight?" was met with a sharp refusal. I pretty much had to point out in a serious tone how long it had been since we'd done it; then Marie would have sex with me, but in a way that made clear she was just doing me a favor.
Did all marriages fall into such a sad pattern? This was the only marriage I knew well, so I couldn't say.
Of course I wondered what was going on, and my wonderings included the possibility of an affair. But soon after that Marie was pregnant; and our shared excitement about the coming baby, and our joy at having our wonderful Katie, drove most of my concerns about our marriage from our mind.
After Katie was born both Marie and I were always tired, so her lack of any interest in sex seemed easier to understand, though I still wasn't happy about it. And when Katie was three, Marie conceived again, and we had Brian just after Katie's fourth birthday.
So Bill and Marie, the lovers and spouse, turned into Bill and Marie, the parents of two wonderful, exhausting children. We both adored our kids, and though I realized now I had been deeply unhappy about the state of our marriage—and our virtual lack of a sex life—I didn't realize it consciously at the time. Or if I did, I just figured it was what all couples with young kids went through.
Now—armed with the shocking knowledge that my daughter was not mine—the events of six years earlier didn't seem so mysterious. Marie must have begun an affair around then. That explained the coldness, and the sudden rushing to the showers. The passionate sex and warm affection in the days that followed could presumably be chalked up to guilt—or even, if I was being charitable, to a determination to keep her marriage happy while continuing the affair.
As I sat in the yard, watching the darkness fall and the stars grow brighter, my inital shock gave way to a rising anger. My "loving wife" had not only cuckolded me, but she'd given me some other guy's baby to raise! And perhaps not only one—maybe Brian wasn't mine either!
If all I had cared about at that moment was punishing Marie, I would have raced inside, confronted her with the blood type evidence, forced a confession out of her, and thrown the lying bitch out into the street.
But it was complicated. I adored my kids—regardless of whether they were biologically mine or not. If we divorced Marie would surely get sole custody, once it came out that they weren't mine.
I sat and thought. I asked the question, What do I want? And the answers were surprisingly clear:
First, I want to know exactly what Marie has done. Was it a brief affair? Does she not even know Katie isn't my child? Or does she know all about it, and has she been screwing some guy for years behind my back?
And second, I want to raise my kids as mine, and never let them know I'm not their father.
Once I knew what my goals were, planning how to get there seemed surprisingly easy.

** ** ** **
I went back into the house and found the Q-tips. Going into each of the children's rooms, I carefully took a swab from the inside of each of their cheeks—without waking them up—and wrapped each one up separately. I labeled Katie's "2" and Brian's "3". Then I went down to the kitchen, used a swab on my own cheek, and labeled it "1". I had a friend who worked in a chemistry lab at the University, and I'd arrange for him to test the DNA for me.
That was the first step, the beginning of information gathering. When I had my first answer, I knew what I would do next.
A week later my friend called me. He didn't know whose samples they were—I'd told him I met some people with the same last name, and we were trying to figure out if we were distantly related.
"Hey, Bill," he said. "Your '2' and '3' are definitely related: they're siblings. But your '1' isn't related to either of them. I guess those people aren't your cousins after all."
I thanked him and hung up. So Katie and Brian were brother and sister, meaning they shared both parents. Marie had made two babies with the mystery asshole. But did she know she had? Obviously she knew she was screwing the guy—but was she aware that he was the father of our kids? There was an easy way to find out.
I went into the kitchen, where Marie was washing the dinner dishes.
"Honey, I want to ask you about something," I began. Without turning around she told me to go ahead, and I continued.
"A colleague of mine at work has a biologist friend who's doing some DNA research, and he needs samples from people who are related. I told him I'd get him swabs from you and me and each of the kids. I'm going to do each of the kids now before bed, and then you and I can do ours later, OK?"
From behind I watched Marie very carefully as I told my tale. Partway through it she stiffened, and nearly dropped the pot she was washing. Then she recovered herself, and continued to wash.
When I'd finished speaking there was silence for a minute, and then she turned around and looked at me. With elaborate casualness she said, "I'm not sure I like the idea, Bill. How do we know what this biologist guy is going to do with the samples, or whether our information will be kept private?"
I started to disagree with her, but she basically ran right over me. "No, I'm just not happy about this idea. Please tell your colleague that we're not willing to participate."
"OK, honey," I relied mildly. "It's no big deal either way." Her reaction had told me everything I needed to know!
** ** ** **
My next step was to learn whatever I could about her affair, or affairs. The who, the where, and the when. Maybe even the why.
I wasn't at all sure, but it seemed possible that Marie might have something hidden somewhere in the house that would give me a clue. But I'd need some time to search carefully.
We were planning to drive to her parents' house that Saturday to spend the afternoon. A few minutes before we were due to leave, I went to the bedroom, called our house on my cell-phone, then picked it up and pretended to have a conversation with my supervisor from work.
When I'd finished I went to Marie. "Honey, I'm really sorry. There's a crisis at work, and they absolutely need me for at least four hours today. We're looking at a major shutdown otherwise."
"Dammit, Bill, my parents are looking forward to seeing the kids!"
"I know," I said soothingly. "I'm really sorry. You go ahead—just make my apologies. You and the kids will have a nice time, and I'll get myself some dinner and see you later tonight."
She accepted this change in plans without further protest, and soon she was off in the car with the kids. I now had a number of hours for a systematic search of the house.
I figured there was not much sense looking anywhere that I normally went in the house, since Marie would be unlikely to hide anything there. So I skipped the kitchen, the living room bookshelves, etc. I likewise ignored my parts of the bedroom and bathroom, but checked carefully all of her part of the closet and her dresser drawers. All I found there that surprised me were a couple of very sexy pieces of lingerie—pieces that I'd never seen her wear. They were tucked far into the back corner, beneath the everyday things, so she didn't want for me to know about them.
What was left were the kids' rooms and the attic. Figuring the kids' rooms were less likely, I climbed into the attic. There were various old and long-forgotten pieces of furniture, a couple of lamps, and some boxes of books and things that dated back to before our wedding. It was a lot to check through, so I looked around carefully first.
I noticed that one set of three boxes off to the side looked less dusty than the rest. Peering at them more closely, I could see that they'd been lifted and moved more recently than the rest of the attic junk, which apparently hadn't been touched in years.
So I devoted my attention to these three boxes, and found all that I was looking for. They were all old things of Marie's, mostly letters from friends and boyfriends dating back to college. I found a bundle of letters and souvenirs from me as well—mushy birthday cards, that sort of thing.
Pretty far down near the bottom of one of the boxes, and obviously meant to be hidden by the older letters above, were a thin packet of more recent notes and two videotapes. I pulled them out. The tapes were unlabeled; the notes were from "Harry", and they were brief but overtly erotic. I took the notes and the videotapes downstairs for a closer look.
Twenty minutes with the pile of notes told me pretty much all I needed to know. Marie had been fucking Harry, her supervisor in the office she worked in. The affair had started, as I thought, about three months before Katie was conceived, just at the time Marie was behaving so strangely and erratically at home.
All of the notes were from Harry to Marie, and they were crude and forceful. There was no love in them, but a lot of lust. From the beginning it appeared to be almost a dominant-submissive relationship, with Harry calling the shots. Some notes told her how to dress on a particular occasion: to come to work without panties on a given day, or to wear a sexy cami under her blouse without a bra. In others he described how he'd fuck her in the ass the next time they stayed late at work, or commanded her to come into his office the next day at 10 am, take all her clothes off, and give him a blowjob.
A couple of notes congratulated her on the birth of "their" kids, and scornfully referred to me as the poor fool who'd be unknowingly raising them for him. It was clear he had no intention of claiming the children as his. I knew that he was happily married to a nice woman named Caroline, and they had three kids of their own. Obviously Caroline was as ignorant of his affair as I had been.
My jaw tightened as I read. It was clear that Harry dominated Marie, but that she'd gone along with it willingly—there was no hint of rape or blackmail. It sounded like she enjoyed playing the slut for him, and being told what to do.
Likewise, it was obvious that they both knew who the father of Marie's two children was; and it seemed that both of them enjoyed the secret knowledge that they had over me.
I couldn't get any of Marie's side of the story from these notes, but it was no longer possible to doubt that she had played me for a fool for more than six years, and knowingly had another man's children while pretending to be my loving wife.
One note made clear that Harry had ordered Marie to cut me off—she hadn't fully complied, and he was pissed about it. He wrote, "I agreed to let you fuck your loser husband once a week, so that he wouldn't be suspicious. But last week you seem to have have fucked him twice! So I am punishing you: you cannot fuck him again for two weeks. During that time you have to give me a blowjob every other day, and you get no orgasm from me during that time. No masturbating either, slut! If you don't do what I tell you, you lose access to MY dick—permanently!"
I had already been full of anger for days, but these notes brought that rage to a boil. My plans for revenge on Marie would have to encompass Harry as well. I thought a while, then took the videotapes to the VCR and began to watch.
Both of them were tapes of Harry and Marie having sex. The older of them, to judge from Marie's haircut, was made in a room I didn't recognize—perhaps in Harry's house. The more recent one was made in my own bedroom. I wondered when Marie had had a chance to do that, and it occurred to me that I'd had a couple of business trips in the last year, and maybe she left the kids with her parents.
In general the tone of the tapes confirmed Harry's sexual dominance over Marie, and her eager willingness to comply. The lighting was not so great, though the two of them were clearly recognizable; but the sound was surprisingly good, and I could hear every word and every moan and groan.
In the first tape, from early in their affair, I could hear Harry giving the commands. At the beginning he sat on the bed and ordered Marie to give him a sexy striptease, which she smilingly did. Then he made her blow him until he was nearly ready to come, after which he bent her over the bed and fucked her hard from behind. The sex was rough, not gentle or affectionate, and he talked to her crudely, ordering her around and calling her a slut.
It saddened me to see that Marie clearly loved the treatment she was getting. Her arousal was obvious even when she was sucking his dick; and when he fucked her from behind she moaned and thrashed wildly, apparently coming several times before he finished.
While they rested, he gave her some orders: now that she was pregnant (it must have been with Katie), she was to cut me off: I got no sex. She protested that she had to fuck me occasionally, or I'd suspect something. He reluctantly agreed that she could let me fuck her once a week. But I couldn't come in her mouth, and I couldn't fuck her ass—only he could have those treats from her. Marie promised to do as he said.
Then, recovering after his rest, he had her suck him again, then he propped her on the bed on some pillows and fucked her in the ass. He wasn't even gentle, sticking fingers roughly into her to loosen her up, then using some of their combined juices out of her pussy for lubrication. When he stuck his cock in I could see her expression of pain—but he paid no attention, thrusting vigorously and deep. After awhile she seemed to relax, and Marie's pain gave way to the same excitement and pleasure I'd seen earlier on the tape.
The second tape had much the same sort of sex scenes, but a couple of interesting new bits of dialogue. They were lying on the bed, having just come after a bout of 69. Marie asked Harry why he didn't mind that I was raising his kids, and he said, "Bill's a good enough guy, and according to you he loves the kids. I've got three of my own, and no need for any more to bother with."
"If it weren't for that," he went on, "I'd just tell you to leave him. What is he good for, besides changing diapers?"
Marie said, "that's not fair, Harry. Bill is a good and sweet man. He has loved me faithfully and been a great provider for me and the children."
Harry leered at her, and said sarcastically, "and that's why you've been letting me fuck your ass off for all these years, right?"
She smiled at him, and hit him lightly in the arm. "You are a bastard, you know that? You've never been tender or kind to me the way Bill is—and I guess that's why you turn me on like he never has."
"Yeah, baby—I treat you like the slut you are. Now get on your knees and suck me till I get hard again, then I'm taking your back-door before I have to leave."

When I'd finished viewing both tapes I sat and thought. What arrogant jerks they were, both of them! Not only to make those tapes, but to have the stupidity to leave them and Harry's notes where I could find them!
My revenge was going to be total, and it would be on both of them. I used the scanner to scan each of the notes into my hard drive. Then, using some fancy software I'd borrowed from work for a project I did last summer, I converted each of the videotapes into a digital file on my hard-drive, so that I could return to them later to edit them. When I was done I took the notes and tapes to the trunk of my car, hiding them beneath the spare tire. Finally I tidied up the attic, carefully putting everything back as it was so Marie could not tell I'd been there.

** ** ** **
Over the next two weeks, I systematically went about making and carrying out my plans. I found it much easier than I'd expected to be totally false to Marie, acting as if nothing was out of the ordinary. It occurred to me that she had been deceiving me for six years, so why should it be hard for me to do the same to her?



So I was sweet and loving, took care of the kids, acted affectionate to Marie as before, and even asked her for sex once or twice. But I tried to do it in a tentative way, making it easy for her to say No to me. I really had no desire whatsoever to touch her ever again.
A big day in Marie's life was approaching. She had been elected the new President of the Key Society, an important charity in our town, and would be formally inaugurated at a dinner where she would give a speech, outlining the charity's plans for the coming year. Marie had served on the Key Society's Board for three years, and her elevation to President was a big honor.
She was nervous about her presentation, and asked for my help in making the Powerpoint part of it that she planned to use. This was my golden opportunity!
For a week or so I worked with her every evening, letting her show me her slides and other materials and arranging them into a smoothly-flowing presentation. She practiced it several times in the month before her big night, and it always went fine.
At the same time, I had made my own, very different Powerpoint presentation, and had it ready to substitute for hers. The night before her dinner, I deleted Marie's file and put mine in its place. I also added a lock, so that once the file started to run she would not be able to turn it off.
My only other bit of preparation was to make sure that Marie had invited Harry and his wife to the dinner. I casually asked her: yes, she said, they would be there.

** ** ** **
On the big night I was excited as Marie, though for different reasons. We got there early, Marie dressed elegantly in a black evening dress, looking terrific. I helped her set up the laptop, and do a couple of tests to make sure it would play.
We all enjoyed a nice dinner, and some introductory remarks. Then the outgoing President gave Marie a warm introduction, and she walked to the podium, looking shy but proud, as everyone applauded.
She began to speak, and started the Powerpoint file. At first it behaved as she expected, showing photos of the Key Society's charitable projects, and then pie-charts with revenues and expenditures. Then, as I'd programmed, it changed the subject suddenly.
First there was a series of still photos—shots I'd chosen from the two videos—of a couple having sex in various positions. Some of the photos were a bit dark, but the overall effect of seeing ten or twelve of them confirmed that they were Marie and Harry. In one photo she was on her knees, blowing him; in another his cock was shoved halfway into her ass, while she looked back at him, mouth wide open in excitement. There were shots of him licking her pussy, and several of them fucking in different positions.
Marie had gone on talking about Key Society business for a few moments; then, noticing the sudden murmuring of her audience, she turned around and looked at the screen behind her. She gasped, and a sudden movement of her arm knocked over the water glass on the podium. She stood stock still a moment, in utter and complete shock. Then, a bright red blush quickly covering her entire face and neck, she frantically started pressing buttons on the laptop, hoping desperately to get the file to stop playing.
By then the still photos had been replaced by short video clips. In one, Harry was busily thrusting in Marie's ass, while we could hear her moaning, "fuck me, you bastard—come on, fuck my ass!"
In the next, they were lying together naked on a bed. Harry said, "how are you going to keep Bill from finding out I'm the one who knocked you up?" Marie replied, "as long as I keep giving him a little pussy from time to time, he'll never suspect a thing." And Harry said, "but not too much pussy, baby—your cunt belongs to me." And he leaned over and stuck his fingers roughly into her cunt.
There were two or three more clips, of Harry and Marie fucking and sucking, but by then the point had been made. Finally the screen went dark.
The room was in an uproar. There was laughing and hooting from every table. Marie stood in total shock and disbelief, too stunned at that moment even to be embarrassed. At the next table I could see Harry's wife Caroline pick up a vase of flowers and smash it down on Harry's head, then stalk out of the room.
Amid laughter and shouts, people gradually emptied from the ballroom, looking back at Marie, gesturing to each other as they replayed the astonishing scene. In a surprisingly short time, Marie and I were alone.
She stood, defeated and lost, at the podium. I sat at the table ten feet away, a broad grin on my face, gazing up at her. Finally her eyes rose and she looked at me with an expression of terrible sadness.
"Bill ... how could you do this to me? I thought you loved me!"
In the circumstances I found her question hilarious. I broke out into gales of laughter and, still laughing, walked out the door.
** ** ** **

No, No, of Course Not! It didn't happen like that!
It was a nice fantasy, but it couldn't happen like that. The whole town would know that Harry was the father of my kids, and I'd lose them in the divorce—plus it would be miserable for them to be known as Marie's bastards.
No, I had to handle it more subtly. And I did.
** ** ** **
First, I made several visits to a divorce lawyer I knew, and worked with him to prepare some documents for when I would need them.
Then I created exactly the Powerpoint file I just described—but I didn't wait until the night of Marie's dinner to play it. Instead, I installed it and had it ready for Marie on a night four weeks before the dinner.
That evening after the kids were in bed I called to Marie. "Honey, I want you to come in and see the draft version of the Powerpoint file I made for your talk next month."
"Can't it wait, Bill?" she asked grumpily. "I'm dead tired tonight."
"No, honey," I said firmly. "I need to see what changes are required, so I'll have time to make them. Please remember that I'm doing all this for you in my own spare time."
That brought her into the study, where I sat her in front of the computer. "Just press the letter 'A' when you're ready, and the file will run on its own," I said, smiling to myself.
I watched her carefully. At first all was well, and she practiced her remarks to the first few Key Society slides. Then she gasped, and her face went pale as she saw the still images of her and Harry fucking. She turned to me, her mouth wide open, but no sound came out. I just looked back at her, expressionless.
Then came the video clips: Harry fucking her ass, them talking about how he'd fathered her kids and kept me in the dark, and more scenes of fucking. By now Marie was trying desperately to make the file stop running, but I'd locked it.
Then the screen went blank—the whole thing had taken about two minutes to run. Marie sat slumped in her chair, her head down. She couldn't bring herself to look at me. I calmly enjoyed every moment of her misery.
Finally she spoke, lifting her head to look at me. She had aged twenty years in five minutes. "Bill, I ... I didn't ...
"Oh, Bill, I'm so sorry!" She started to cry. "I'm so very sorry ... can you ever forgive me?"
"Forgive you?" I said coldly. "For what? Well, let's see, shall we? For having an affair with Harry Dorner that seems to have gone on for the last six years we've been married? For letting him fuck your ass and come in your mouth, pleasures you have always denied me? For having two of his children and letting me think they were mine? For laughing at me and speaking scornfully about me behind my back? For denying me sex at Harry's insistence? Is that about the list, Marie? Is that what you want me to forgive you for?"
She was sobbing energetically now. "Bill, I don't love him! You're the man I love, the man I have always loved!"
My anger was cold, controlled. I said nothing, but what I was thinking was, "no, Marie, that's bullshit. You love the life we have together, you love how I do things for you, how I take care of the kids, but you don't love me. No woman could possibly love a husband and behave behind his back the way you have."
I sat back and let her cry. It gave me considerable pleasure to see it, and I didn't say a word for the twenty minutes it took for her to cry it all out.
Finally she subsided to a few sniffles. She wiped her face with her hands and looked at me. "What are you going to do, Bill? Are you going to divorce me?"
"No, Marie, I won't do that," I lied. "I care too much about Katie and Brian, even if they are some other man's kids." I let those words hang in the air a moment, then went on.
"But things are going to be mighty different around here, you can bet on that. Starting right now. Get that asshole Harry on the phone and tell him to be here in fifteen minutes."
She looked at me in horror. "But ... I can't do that! He's at home with his wife and children! He won't come!"
I smiled. "Say whatever you need to, but get him over here. You might tell him from me that if he's not here in fifteen minutes, his marriage will be over by tomorrow."
She looked at me, perhaps in fright at the cold intensity in my face. Then without another word she went into the kitchen and called her lover.
When Harry arrived he spared me the bland, insincere smile I'd expected. Marie must have told him what had happened, and he looked jumpy and worried.
"Come into the study and sit down, Harry. You too, Marie. We have some talking to do."
As soon as we were seated I began. "Okay, Harry, here's the situation. You've been fucking Marie and making a fool of me for a very long time. Now it's over. Everything's changed, and it's time for you to pay the piper."

He started to reply, but I cut him off . "Sit—watch—and listen." I replayed the Powerpoint file, and was pleased to see him gasp in horror at what it contained. When the file stopped there was a long, wonderful silence. I think I enjoyed it more than they did!
"Now you are going to do what I tell you to do--exactly what I tell you to do--or your happy marriage to Caroline will come to a sudden and very public end. Got it? Don't say a word—just nod your head."
He nodded unwillingly, looking angry.
"Good. Now listen to me and keep your mouth shut. I have a number of documents for you to sign. I'll pass them to you one at a time. You may want to have your lawyer look at them, so I'll give you 48 hours to return them to me, signed, or Caroline will be invited to a little video screening.
"The first one says, basically, that you acknowledge being the biological father of Katie and Brian, and that you agree to pay child support for them until they turn 21, plus a lump-sum payment for college. The amounts are listed right there: $10,000 each per child per year, plus $100,000 each in the fall of their freshman year of college. The money will be paid into a trust fund of which I am the sole trustee, and I am authorized to use it as I see fit for the needs of the two children."
Harry rose up out of his chair, furious. "Listen, Bill, this is absolutely absurd! I have no intention ..."
I pushed him back in his chair. "Shut the fuck up, Harry. You have the money, as we both well know. This isn't your show anymore. It's mine, and you are all out of choices. Now SHUT UP, until I tell you you can speak."
I saw Marie gazing at me from across the room, with a kind of horrified fascination on her face. This was a side of her loving husband she hadn't seen before!
"The second document grants me your authorization to adopt the two children. Both you and Marie will have to sign it—I'll have her do it after you return it to me.
"This third one is an affidavit in which you forever relinquish your parental rights to Katie and Brian, and swear never to divulge, to any person whatever, that you are their biological father.
"And the last one is a private admission that you sexually harassed my wife in the workplace, compelling her into an affair with you."
"What?!" Harry jumped up again. "That is a total lie—she wanted it as much as I did!"
"Sit down, Harry," I said grimly. "That may be so, but Marie will be signing a complaint of sexual harassment against you anyway—that's one of my conditions for not divorcing her. Is that clear, Marie?" I said, turning to her.
Marie, looking terrified, glanced back and forth between me and Harry. She said nothing.
"Let me explain," I said to both of them. "I have no intention of doing anything with either of these documents. But they are my insurance, Harry, in case you ever think about going back on your financial commitment to the two children—YOUR two children. Or in case you get the idea that you might like someone else to know who their biological father is."
I handed Marie the sexual harassment complaint my lawyer had drafted. "Sign it, Marie".
Still looking frightened, she silently took the pen from my hand and signed the complaint at the bottom.
"Now, Harry, we're almost finished with your part of tonight's proceedings. I will expect to have those documents, signed, back in my hands within 48 hours. You can bring them here to the house.
"And if you ever get some dark, crazy idea, like having me killed, I assure you that several copies of your incriminating tapes and love-notes to Marie are in safe places; and several people have instructions to make sure they come to light if anything happens to me.
"Any questions?" I concluded, looking at him sardonically.
He stood, slowly, looking angry and frustrated. "You are a real son of a bitch, Bill, you know that?" He started for the door, not even looking at Marie.
"Oh, not yet, Harry—we're not quite done." He turned to face me.
"You've been humiliating me with my wife for six years. At first I thought I'd beat the living shit out of you for six minutes—one minute for each year. But I realized that I'd probably kill you by the end of that time. So I'm going to make it 60 seconds—just 10 seconds per year.
"Just a little pain after all that fun, you lowlife cunt!"
Harry just stared at me, unable to believe I was serious. He was several years younger than I was, along with being 2 inches taller and probably 25 pounds heavier. On the other hand, he wasn't nearly as angry as I was.
"Marie, leave the room," I barked. "Close the door behind you."
"No, Bill, please—please don't do this!" she begged.
Without another word I grabbed her by the arm, pushed her through the door, and closed it. Then I turned to Harry.
"Feel free to defend yourself, Harry, if you can." As I walked towards him he pulled his arms up in front of him in a defensive position, looking at me wide-eyed.
I slammed a quick right and a left into his belly, beneath his arms, and he crumpled in pain. I began to work him over, with a series of blows to the body—no sense hurting my hands on his face more than I had to. He tried feebly to fend me off, but the combination of fear and pain left him without much of a chance.
Keeping an eye on the clock above my desk—don't want to go past the time-limit, do we?—I enjoyed the feeling of my fists in his midsection. He was gasping, bent over, trying only to get away from me.
When only 10 seconds remained I suddenly stopped, and moved back a step. He tried to straighten up, thinking I was finished, and I hit him with two quick jabs squarely on his nose, then a powerful right-hand punch just below his left eye. He fell to the floor, howling in pain, and rolled to his knees.
I went to the door and let in Marie, looking even more terrified than before. I told her to get Harry a wet washcloth.
Ten minutes later I pushed him out my front door. He was still holding a cloth over his bleeding face, and saying, "how the hell am I going to explain this to Caroline?"
"Not my problem, Harry. Have a great night!"
Taking Marie by the arm, I led her back into the study and sat her down. I had never seen her this way before—she was trembling with terror.
"It's all right, Marie—I would never hit you. You don't have to be afraid."
"God, Bill, what's gotten into you? How could you have done that to Harry?"
I looked at her in some surprise. "Do you really not get it, Marie? Do you really not see that what he did with you—what he did to me—is vicious and wrong?"
She blushed. "Yes, yes of course. It's just ... well, you seem so angry it's like you've gone crazy!"
I didn't have any answer to make to that, so I was silent for a minute.
"Marie, I said I wouldn't divorce you. But our marriage is damn well not going to continue the way it's been going. From now on things will be quite different. Do you understand me?"
"Of course, Bill. I will do anything to make up for what I've ... what I've done to you." She looked at me pleadingly.
"All right," I said. "Let's begin with a couple of groundrules. You will find a new job within two weeks—I will not have you seeing Harry every day at work anymore.
"It should be obvious, I hope—but you will have no further personal contact with Harry of any kind, at any time. No touching, no kissing, no fucking, no phone calls, no emails, no nothing.
"Next. If our marriage is to continue, it will be on a very different basis. I am no longer willing to put up with your bad moods, your coldness or your indifference. I expect you to be a cheerful, affectionate, and loving wife.
"Each and every day, you will show by your attitude and behavior that you love me and are grateful to be married to me.
"And all that wild, uninhibited sexuality you shared only with Harry? I expect you to be sharing it with me now. I look forward to seeing you in the sexy underthings I've never seen you wear, the ones hidden in the back of your drawer."
I looked meaningfully at her, and she lowered her eyes in shame.
"And I expect that you will be ready, willing, and eager whenever I want to have sex. If you really love me, Marie, you have a hell of a lot of lost time to make up for!"
She moved across the room and kneeled at my feet, putting her arms tightly around my legs and looking up at you. "I do love you, Bill—more than I can say! And I'll show you how much, I promise!"
I looked at her—at her pale face, streaked with tears, and her frightened eyes. Somewhere inside me were the remaining shreds of all the love and devotion I had felt for this woman I'd shared so much with. But they were overshadowed, reduced to insignificance, by my rage at her selfishness and hypocrisy. She deserved everything she was going to get!
I pretended to soften a little. "Listen, Marie," I said more gently. "Your big Key Society dinner is in four weeks. Let's use these weeks to start over, to make something new, maybe even better, out of our marriage.
"If all goes well, then the dinner will be our chance to celebrate the success of our new beginning. What do you say?"
She nodded up at me, hugging my legs more tightly. "Yes, Bill—thank you! Thank you for giving me a chance! And I'll be everything you want me to be!"
I pulled her up into my arms and, crying, she kissed my lips and face over and over.
"Now you just give me ten minutes to get cleaned up a bit, and then let me start making up to you for everything!" she said as she got up, smiling.
She left the room and I sat back, grinning to myself. Watching Marie twist herself into a pretzel trying to please me for the next four weeks was going to be a lot of fun!
It sort of surprised me that she didn't notice what I had not done—I had not asked her anything about the affair, how it started and so on. I guess the whole evening had been such a shock to her, she hadn't had time to think about it. But the reason I didn't ask, of course, was that I simply didn't give a damn. I was done with Marie—she just didn't know it yet.



When I came into the bedroom a few minutes later the bed was turned down, the lights were low, and Marie was lying on her side in an incredibly revealing red shortie nightgown. It didn't go much past her hips, and through the panels in front I could clearly see her beautiful breasts and the dark triangle of her pubic hair.
She had washed her face, brushed her hair, and fixed her make-up. She looked terrific, as beautiful as ever. She also looked really nervous, as though I was about to give her a test. I noticed that a bottle of lube was out on the night table.
"There you are!" she said in a sexy voice, but with a slight quaver in her voice. "Come to momma!" She held out her arms to me, and I quickly pulled off my clothes and took her in my arms.
We began kissing; her body was hot, and she writhed around like a snake. Whether it was genuine arousal or pure acting, I enjoyed it. I found I was completely able to put aside the rage and loathing I felt for Marie, and lose myself in the pleasure of sex with her. She had a beautiful body, and her eagerness was a turn-on, especially after so many years of indifference.
I rolled onto my back and let her take the lead, which she seemed happy to do. She climbed above me, putting her breasts on my chest and rubbing them back and forth, her nipples hard. We continued to kiss, with our tongues swirling in each other's mouths, and I slid my hands up her thighs and into her pussy—one from the front, the other from behind.
As my hands met she groaned into my mouth. I used one hand to slide a finger into her vagina, which was already wet, and the other to tease her clitoris. Marie's groans increased, and her hips began to move in circles, encouraging me to keep stroking her.
I enjoyed what we were doing, but my cock wasn't getting any attention, so I decided to try the Harry approach: direct and crude. Pulling my mouth away from Marie's, I said, "why don't you suck my dick now?"
In the past six years of our marriage, words like that from me would have earned me an angry rebuke, and the end of all sex-play for the night. Now, she smiled at me and immediately slid down to the end of the bed, putting her knees on the floor and reaching for my cock.
I'd had the dubious pleasure of seeing on video what a skillful cock-sucker Marie could be, and now I was the beneficiary of those talents, for what felt like the first time ever. It may be a cliché, but she treated my cock like a lollipop. She gave it long strokes of her tongue from base to tip, then alternated by taking the head into her mouth and swirling her tongue deliciously around it. When I got close to coming she backed off and devoted some time to my balls, licking and stroking them gently, then went back to my cock.
She worked me up to a frenzy, and finally urged me into an explosive climax, keeping her mouth firmly over my dick and swallowing the masses of cum I pumped out into her mouth. The best blowjob of my life, without question!
I lay back and relaxed, feeling Marie slide back up onto the bed and nestle against me. I sighed and said, "that was great, honey"—meaning it—and she beamed at me. We rested for a few minutes, and then she said, "I was thinking that maybe you'd like to ... have my ... rear end tonight?"
I looked at her. "What, Marie? You can say 'fuck my ass' to Harry, but not to me?"
She blushed deeply, looking thoroughly embarrassed. "I don't know, Bill—I just got used to ... talking dirty with him. I'm sorry. I guess I just felt ... shy talking like that with you." Then she gathered herself.
"Baby, will you fuck me in the ass? I want to feel your big hard cock all the way up my ass."
I had to laugh to myself, seeing her struggle to use dirty words with me the way she had with that jerk Harry.
"Yes, baby," I said. "I'm looking forward to having your asshole tonight. Why don't you get me hard, and we'll get to it?"
Foreplay was even more fun this time, because it took her longer to get me ready to go. She shrugged out of her nightie and rubbed me all over with her breasts, purring like a cat, using her hands to stroke my arms and legs. Then gradually she made her way down to my cock, first using her hair to stimulate it lightly, then breathing on it gently, and finally settling down to some serious sucking.
I enjoyed it, in no hurry for her to stop, and made no move to shorten the fun. Even when I was rigid, I just lay there and let her continue. Finally, Marie looked up at me and said, "now, honey. I want this beautiful thing in my ass!"
She got up on her knees, her shoulders and head down on the bed, and waited for me. I grabbed the bottle of lube and worked some it thoroughly into her ass, using one and then two fingers to open her up, taking my time. Then I lubed up my cock and pressed it firmly against her anus.
Given all the ass-fucking she'd apparently been getting from Harry, I didn't expect much difficulty—and I didn't find any. My cock opened her easily, and I slid smoothly in, going very slowly to savor the feelings.
Marie groaned voluptuously, low in her throat, a clear sound of pleasure. "Ohh, baby! I love how you feel inside me!"
I held still for some moments, my hands on her hips, letting her heat and tightness arouse me further. Then I started thrusting gently, taking my time, wanting to enjoy each moment of my first ass-fuck with Marie in years.
I basically didn't give a shit about her pleasure, but she seemed to be enjoying it as much as I was. She groaned and murmured, she arched her back to get me in deeper, and she even reached back with her hands to my ass to pull me in tighter a couple of times.
Having come once already, I was able to prolong my pleasure for many minutes. I built it up gradually, until I was thrusting fast and hard into her, pushing as deep as I could at the end of each in-stroke, my balls banging against her pussy. At the very end I leaned forward over Marie's back and pinned her wrists to the bed with my hands. She hadn't been trying to get away, but it excited me to feel her pinned down and completely at my mercy.
My final strokes were crazed, wild, excited, mindless. And my orgasm burst out of me like a bomb, flooding my whole body with sensation as I shot my cum into her bowels. Without pulling out of Marie I collapsed forward, falling face-down on top of her. She probably couldn't breathe too well, but at that moment I didn't much care.
When she truly began to lose her breath, Marie gently rolled me off her. I lay on my back, still breathing hard, my eyes closed. In a minute I saw that she had gone into the bathroom and returned with a warm washcloth, which she used to clean off my cock.
When she was done, she put the washcloth back in the bathroom, turned off the lights, and snuggled up against me under the covers. She kissed my neck tenderly and said, "I love you, sweetheart. Sleep well!"
As I drifted off into a satisfied sleep, I looked forward to more of the same attention over the next four weeks.
** ** ** **
I truly enjoyed the following weeks, as Marie put all her energy into "rebuilding our marriage". She woke me the next morning with a cheerful smile and a loving kiss, asking me if I wanted a blowjob before my bacon and eggs. I passed on the blowjob but enjoyed the breakfast, watching with interest as Marie did more than her usual share of the work in getting the kids up and ready for their days.
That evening I came home to a fancy meal, some recipe Marie had found in a cookbook and decided to try. It was not so appealing to Katie and Brian, who clamored for hot dogs and macaroni and cheese, but I enjoyed it. And Marie took the initiative in getting the children bathed and to bed on time, so we two could enjoy our evening.
Our bedroom romp that night was a pleasurable variation on the night before. Marie had a different sexy nightie, and we enjoyed a leisurely 69 and then a hard fuck in missionary position, but her enthusiasm, affection, and energy were just the same. Despite my secret feelings I couldn't help noticing how much we were behaving like two happy honeymooners.
Day after day, Marie's loving attentions persisted. She was cheerful and helpful in the mornings and with the kids, and a tiger in the bedroom. Several new sexy pieces of lingerie appeared, and were thoroughly enjoyed. A number of new positions were explored—I don't know if she'd been looking in a sex-book or what, but she suggested combinations with our legs every which-way around one another, and a few of them were great!
In every way my life had become like a happy fantasy. Except of course that I no longer trusted my wife an inch; that beneath my happy acquiescence to her attentions I was filled with rage; and that I was only pretending to share her loving feelings (for all I knew, she was only pretending herself).
The signed papers from Harry turned up in my mailbox within 48 hours, as I'd demanded. I promptly got Marie to sign the adoption consent, and took it to my lawyer. He arranged a private hearing in front of a judge that same week (in which I explained why I was applying to adopt children who were apparently mine!), and ten days after that the legal adoption was finalized. Then I got my lawyer started on the divorce papers.
** ** ** **
One morning I was surprised at work by a visit from Denise Reynolds, a co-worker I share projects with from time to time. At 28 she was five or so years younger and I, and a real knockout. I knew she was divorced, and from time to time her remarks to me passing through the office seemed a bit flirtatious, but I had never thought much about her beyond noting to myself that she was near the top of my "women to sleep with in my fantasies" list.
I expected Denise's visit to be about work, but it wasn't. "Bill," she said, "what is different about you lately? Have you been working out? It's not your hair, but you seem ... I don't know, younger, or more fit, or something."
"Thanks for the compliment, Denise," I said with a smile. Then, thinking 'what the hell', I plunged on. "In fact, something is quite different, but I can't talk about it here. Any chance we could have a quick lunch today?"
"Sounds great," she replied. "How about 1 o'clock?"
We went to a salad bar, then took our lunches to a table in the park and enjoyed the sunshine while we ate. I said, "the difference in me that you noticed is probably that my marriage is in terrible shape."
She looked puzzled. "And that makes you look BETTER? Explain please!"
I gave her a carefully edited version of the story. "I found out a couple of weeks ago that my wife was screwing a guy from her work. It's been going on for a long time. I gave him some 'gentle persuasion' with my fists to leave her alone, and since then she's been doing her damndest to make it up to me.
"I'll tell you the truth in confidence, Denise: Marie thinks that she can win me back, but I've already decided I'm out the door in just a few weeks. There's no way I can live with a woman who's betrayed me like that. But in the meantime, she's been treating me like a king—both in and out of the bedroom. That's the difference you noticed today."
She regarded me appraisingly. "I'm impressed that you're handling it so well. When I found out my ex was balling someone else, I pretty much fell apart. It was months after that before I had my emotional balance back."
"I'm sorry," I said. "I didn't know you'd been through that, just that you were divorced. Well, part of the time it has been pretty awful. But I've taken control of the situation at this point—it's going to play itself out the way I want it to, not anyone else. That is helping me feel a lot better."
Again saying to myself 'what the hell', I added, "one of the nice things about my situation is that although I'm not yet officially single, I know I'm about to be. So I don't have to restrain myself from expressing my admiration for the very lovely lady sitting in the park with me today." And I gazed at her, smiling.
She blushed a little and looked away, then back at me. "Jesus, Bill, you've managed to embarrass me—I didn't think it was that easy to do."
"I'm sorry, Denise, but you are so beautiful, and so much fun. I've been attracted to you since I met you—it's just that saying anything about it was off-limits until now."
I waited a moment, then said, "is there any chance you'd have dinner with me on Saturday? I know a lovely Italian place overlooking the river—it's got a great view."
She looked at me very seriously. "Bill, I like you too, and you've always been easy to be around. Can I trust you? Is your marriage really over? Or is this the usual bullshit to get in my pants? Forgive me, but I've seen that scene before."
"Denise, I've never been anything but straight with you—and as you know, I've never come on to you before. I'll be separating from Marie in about two weeks, and filing the divorce papers the same day. There's no going back on that. But I'll understand if you want to put me off—I'll just be a little disappointed!"
She smiled. "No, Bill. Now that you've made the offer I'm pretty eager to accept, before you change your mind!" She looked steadily at me, and with a little hesitation I leaned forward and we kissed, lightly and sweetly. It was not a hot sexy kiss, but it felt like a wonderful promise. When it was over I grinned at her like a happy kid.
Telling my wife that I had a date for Saturday night certainly brought out the bastard in me. I made it clear that I'd be out with another woman, and that I expected her to stay home with the kids.
"Bill!" Marie was shocked, and looked ready to cry. "But ... but I've been trying so hard to ... make things up to you, to save your marriage. How can you see someone else?"
"It's simple, Marie. You not only 'saw someone else', you fucked him behind my back for six years. You've been terrific lately, and I'm feeling a lot better about us—but that doesn't mean you've earned my total faithfulness at this point. It seems pretty obvious that I'd have to fuck someone else for quite a while before you and I would be even!"
She started to cry a little. "Are you ... sleeping with her?"
"No, but I might. And that's just something you're going to have to accept. If it makes you feel awful, well, it will help you understand what you made me feel."
And with that I ended the conversation, by leaving the room.
My first couple of dates with Denise were delightful but cautious. We took our time, both perhaps sensing that we felt more for each other than just sexual attraction. We talked and laughed, complained about our co-workers, told stories about growing up, and just got to know each other. It felt comfortable, easy. It even sometimes reminded me of my early days with Marie—that thought saddened me, but I pushed it aside.
It was after our third dinner date, as I was opening the car door for Denise at her apartment, that she said quietly, "why don't you come in for a drink, Bill?"
We both knew what that meant, and I was instantly excited. When we got inside she was immediately in my arms, and we kissed and hugged like two teenagers.
She pulled back from me a little, and said seriously, "I really want this, Bill; but I'm really nervous, too. It's been a long time. Will you be ... gentle with me, and take your time?"
"Sure I will," I said with a smile, gently picking her up in my arms. "Which way is your bedroom?"
Sex with Denise was amazing, but completely unlike the vigorous fucking and sucking I'd been having with Marie lately. She was very excited but a little bit shy; she wanted the lights down very low, and at first she was pretty passive, letting me stroke and caress her breasts and body.
She was so gorgeous, though, that I enjoyed every bit of it. When I finally slid one hand into her vagina it was very wet, and she groaned as I fingered her delicately.
I teased her with my lips on her nipples and a hand in her pussy for a long time, only very gradually increasing the intensity. It excited me like crazy when her breathing quickened to short gasps, and I kept touching and licking, bringing her to what sounded like a very nice orgasm. She shuddered and cried out, before relaxing back on the bed and pulling me into her arms.
"Wow, Bill! I really was nervous, and you were ... just perfect. God, that felt good!"
Without another word I slid on top of her, aimed carefully, and entered her as slowly as possible. We both sighed, enjoying every millimeter of the penetration.
Our first fuck was relaxed, soft, tender—it felt infinitely more loving than the athletic sex I'd been having with Marie. It felt, in fact, like two people who cared for one another pleasing each other.
When we'd finished Denise kissed me several times, and asked me if I could stay the night. I happily agreed, and we fell asleep in each other's arms.
The next morning she was a little shy again, so we didn't make love; but we did say our goodbyes with real fondness, and some tender kisses.
My big marriage-ending night with Marie was just a few days away. I didn't reveal any of my plans to Denise, but I did tell her that pretty soon I'd be officially separated, and on my way to divorce.
When I came in the door, about 9:30 that Saturday morning, Marie was quietly crying at the kitchen table. It was obvious how I'd spent the previous night.
Pretending far more sympathy than I felt, I hugged her gently. "I'm sorry, Marie; I know how you're feeling, believe me."
"God, Bill, it's just awful! The very idea of you in another woman's bed, it tears me apart! I was so selfish all those years—how could I not think about you and how my ... affair would make you feel?"
She looked at me and said, "thank you, thank you for giving me another chance!"

** ** ** **
Marie's big night, and mine, were fast approaching. In a small way I almost regretted this—four weeks of geisha-like treatment from Marie, including some very exciting sex, had been a lot of fun, and I would miss it.
But the fact was that nothing she had done had even begun to cool my outrage and anger. Her complete betrayal of me went far beyond anything she could have done to make up for it. When I looked into my heart, there was only the smallest thimbleful of love left for her, and only the tiniest bit of sympathy for what was about to happen to her.
As I worked with her on the Powerpoint presentation for her talk, I also secretly prepared my own version—not quite the same one she'd seen, as I needed to conceal Harry's identity and the fact that he'd fathered the kids.
But the overall approach was the same: first a series of very graphic blowjob, ass-fucking, and fucking shots (without showing Harry's face), and then some marvelous video.
The first clip showed Marie doing a strip-tease for her lover, then falling to her knees in response to his command and beginning an energetic blow-job. Next came a clip of Marie grunting as she rode her boyfriend's cock.
Then I put in a piece of carefully edited conversation between a naked Marie and her unseen lover: she said, "as long as I keep giving him a little pussy from time to time, he'll never suspect a thing." And he replied, "but not too much pussy, baby—your cunt belongs to me." And he leaned over and stuck his fingers roughly into her cunt.
In the final clip, the unidentified man was busily thrusting in Marie's ass, while we could hear her moaning, "fuck me, you bastard—come on, fuck my ass!"
I had rigged the laptop so that Marie's presentation would play every time she used the machine. But by pressing a combination of keys (including, of course, "A") I could lock her presentation out and replace it with my own special file.



Both the days leading up to the dinner, and on the night itself, Marie asked me fearfully if I'd deleted that "horrible file" I'd played for her four weeks earlier. Each time, with a loving smile, I assured her that it was gone—and I went to the laptop and showed her that her presentation was there, and would play at the touch of a button.
The last few days were particularly sweet at home. Marie was beginning to feel more confident that she was winning me back, and her loving attentions felt more settled and calm, somehow, and less desperate. At the same time, the pain she'd felt when I'd stayed out all night with Denise spurred her to greater heights in our bed. She fucked and sucked me half to death, and I even had to refuse her once or twice. Knowing that it was all about to end, I savored every moment.
When the big night came, we were there early—me in my rented tuxedo, Marie looking glamorous in a black spaghetti-strap evening dress that showed off her neck and shoulders. We ran through her Powerpoint presentation twice, so she felt reassured that all was well. When she bent over to put her purse beneath the podium, I quickly entered the combination of key-strokes ending with "A". All was in place.
And it all went just as I had anticipated. We ate a nice dinner, chatting amiably with our friends at the table. There were some dull welcoming remarks, then the outgoing President gave Marie a warm introduction, and she nervously went to the podium to the sound of everyone's applause.
By my watch her excitement and happiness lasted precisely 54 seconds. That's how long it was between the start of the Powerpoint file and the moment that her audience began seeing still pictures of her naked body, with an anonymous cock sticking in its various orifices.
Marie didn't freeze, and she didn't knock over a water glass. But she did whirl and stare at me, horror and disbelief in her eyes, before she tried frantically to get the file to stop playing. It was locked, of course.
As the video clips began and their sound filled the room she just stood, slumped, blushing beet-red, looking at the floor. And she made no movement as the audience's surprise was succeeded by outrage mixed with laughter, nor any response to the lewd catcalls that were sent her way by some of the departing crowd.
In only a few minutes we were alone. I sat looking calmly up at her from my seat at the table. She finally spoke—the question from my fantasy.
"Bill ... how could you do this to me? I thought you loved me!"
"Yes, Marie," I answered her. "For the past few weeks I have loved you exactly as much as you loved me for the six years before that."
I walked to the podium and put several folded sheets of paper in her hand. "I'm divorcing you. Consider yourself served. If you stay in town you can have joint custody of Katie and Brian; otherwise I'll fight you for total custody, and you know I'll win."
When I was nearly to the door I heard her cry out, in anger and pain, "But you said you wouldn't divorce me! You said ... we could try to work it out!!"
I turned and looked back at her. "Yes Marie, I did. I guess, after all those years of you lying to me, I told one lie of my own."
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Was I an old fool? You'll have to decide for yourself.
Some of you might look at the bare facts of the case and decide that I had to be: Wealthy man, aged 44, marries a beautiful and sexy woman, aged 28. End of story, right?
But things were lot more complicated. In the end, maybe I was a fool—but it wasn't because I wasn't careful.
We didn't marry right away, for one thing—not until a year and half after we started dating, and almost a year after she moved in with me. And for another, she happily signed an ironclad pre-nuptial agreement. In case of a divorce she would get $50,000 for each year we'd been married, to a maximum of $500,000. That may sound like a lot, but she was marrying a man worth roughly $17 million—so I felt comfortable she wasn't doing it for the money.
I met Karen at a fund-raising dinner for the Opera Company of Philadelphia. I have a lot of money—I own a printing business—and I like the opera, so I'm a substantial contributor. Karen had recently been hired as a development officer for the opera and several other arts organizations in town. She was seated at my table, next to my friends Art and Kathleen, who seemed to know her already.
I was attracted to Karen right away—she's tall and stunning, with amazing dark eyes, beautiful hair, and ample breasts. And she dresses like a women who knows she's attractive, and welcomes the attention.
We talked some during the evening, had a couple of dances, and I decided she was worth pursuing. I'd been single a long time—my marriage to my high-school sweetheart ended when I was still in my early 20s—and the fact that I had succeeded in business, making a great deal of money, made me confident enough to ask out even a beautiful woman of Karen's age.
I also looked pretty good for 43. I worked out regularly, and ran six miles three times a week. I was no spring chicken but I was pretty fit.
From the beginning I liked her, and she seemed to like me. I admired her energy and her skill at her job; she admired my success, and seemed to enjoy my sense of humor and my pleasure in her company.
Of course part of the attraction for me was that Karen was young, beautiful, and very sexy. And of course part of the attraction for her was that I was rich. Nothing surprising there, and nothing to be embarrassed about either.
Beginning with our fourth date, I discovered that Karen was also a woman who really liked sex. She was passionate and abandoned, eager and responsive. I'd been with plenty of women, but she was thrilling in a way that none of them had ever been. She liked touching and being touched; she liked licking and being licked; and she liked fucking, in just about any position either of us could suggest.
Before long we were seeing each other almost every night, and after about six months I asked her to move in with me. Things just got better and better—we both worked hard, but it didn't prevent us from energetically enjoying one another at night. And though Karen was younger, she was intelligent and sophisticated, able to be completely at home with my older crowd of friends and business associates.
Marriage began to seem like the logical next step, and in March—on the anniversary of our first date—I asked her, and she said yes.
While I loved Karen, I wasn't blind. I felt able to assess what I was doing in a rational way. It was reasonable for me to worry about someone marrying me for money, especially a woman so attractive and so much younger. But she agreed to the pre-nup without a complaint.
I also knew that, while she was sexy and exciting and fun, she wasn't perfect. Karen was an intelligent woman, but not as smart as I am. To succeed in business you have got to be very good at assessing people, judging their motives and hidden agendas, and I am. Karen wasn't bad, but she didn't see into people as well as I can.
One night early in our engagement, I sat her down for a serious talk, something we did pretty rarely.
"Karen, I'd like to bring up something for you to think about, and I'd rather you not answer me right away. Maybe take an hour to chew on it, or even talk to me tomorrow, OK?"
She looked puzzled but interested. "Of course, sweetie."
"I love you very much, and I'm thrilled that you've agreed to marry me. But I'm also a lot older than you are. I'm more of a morning person, and I don't love a lot of parties, dancing, and late nights out the way you do.
"Also, I don't always have as much energy as you do—and in ten or twenty years that may be more of a problem than it is now. And while our sex life is terrific for me, I am concerned that I may begin to slow down long before you want me to."
She started to open her mouth, but I held up my hand.
"No, please don't say anything yet—let me finish first. I need you to think hard about these things, because you're about to commit yourself to 30 or 40 years with me. One thing you already know about me: I am a one-woman man, and I can only be married to a one-man woman.
"If you have the idea in the back of your mind that someday, as I start to slow down, you can quietly find a lover somewhere to give you what I'm less able to provide, then let's call things off right now. I won't share you. If you're at all worried that I won't be enough for you—sexually or in any other way—then let's kiss, have a good cry and go our separate ways.
"Please give this a little thought, and then let's talk again."
She just nodded, looking thoughtful, and wandered off into another room. I half-feared the result of my little monologue, but I knew that I had to say those things.
I was in bed reading when she came in, gave me a half-smile, and went into the bathroom to change. She came out wearing nothing but a short cami that cupped her ample breasts, leaving her beautiful hips and pubic triangle exposed. I marvelled again at how sexy she was!
Without a word she climbed onto the bed, pulled off my pajama bottoms, and began to lick and suck my cock. I reached for her to pull her up to me but she fended me off and continued to arouse me with her mouth, taking her time, smiling at me. When I was hard as a rock she rose, straddled me, and guided my dick into her moist pussy.
I lay back and let her fuck me, more gently than usual, enjoying the heat of her and the way her breasts moved in the cami. She seemed to have something particular in mind, because she continued to move on me at the same steady pace for a long time. Both of us rose gradually to the peak of our excitement; she brought me to a gasping orgasm without ever accelerating, and a moment later I felt the clutch and spasm of her orgasm around me.
Catching her breath, Karen snuggled down next to me, and we exchanged long, loving kisses. After a few minutes she rose up on an elbow and gave me a sly look.
"I figure that's the way old people fuck—nice and slow, very steady—so I thought we should try it. Now we know what it'll be like in twenty years!"
Before I could reply she leaned down and kissed me once more. "I've thought about what you said before, Eric. And here is my answer: You are all I want. I love you. You are more than enough for me, and I want to marry you and be your young chippy forever."
Our wedding was four months later, in August, in the sunny back yard of our house.
*** *** *** *** ***
As I said, I was in love, but I wasn't blind or stupid. While I loved Karen and enjoyed her, I also paid a lot of attention. If she was unexpectedly late, or there was a strange phone call, or she had a moody day—all of that got registered in the memory bank. I never had to call her on any of it, because there was never anything that added up to much. But I was watching, and listening.
When we'd been married about four years Karen started having an affair. She picked a really bad guy to have it with: one of my junior vice-presidents, a guy named Mark Thompson who was otherwise one of my most valuable employees.
I told you I was smarter than Karen—it didn't take long for me to catch on. The affair began in early February. Within two weeks I was almost certain, and with the help of a private detective I had all the proof I needed within another ten days.
The details tell the usual dreary story. She wanted to go out in the evenings, far more than I did. Sometimes she went to parties or fund-raisers without me, and I guess she had enough of a good time to feel she was missing out by being stuck with me. I was 48 and she was only 32—easy to see how she might have felt trapped.
Mark she had met at my office, and though he was crazy to pursue his boss's wife, Karen was hot enough that it seemed worth the risk. They were discreet, meeting only during the day and only at his apartment; but I read people pretty well, and I picked up the changes in Karen that she probably wasn't even aware of.
So we had our confrontation. I accused, she denied, I pulled out a couple of photos of her kissing Mark on the way into his apartment, she confessed, she cried.
All the usual. "I didn't love him, it was only sex, it has nothing to do with you, I love you so much, I'll do anything to keep you, I'm so ashamed ...."
I sat quietly, listening to Karen. I had already cried, in private. I had already taken the long walks, feeling empty and numb. I had already faced the pain of it, the knot inside my guts that wouldn't relax, the helpless fury, the physical agony of my jealousy, imagining her in bed with him, seeing her writhing under him, crying out as he pumped her.
What did I want now? I wasn't sure. Knowing all along that I was marrying a sexy younger woman, being semi-prepared all along for this to happen, meant that it hurt a bit less.
Yeah, right. About one-half of one percent less.
Finally I interrupted her tearful monologue. "Karen," I said wearily, "you say you want to stay with me. Why?"
She looked shocked. "Because I love you, Eric! I have always loved you, practically from the time we met."
"Yes, well, loving me didn't stop you from breaking my trust in the worst way you could, did it?"
She looked at the floor, saying nothing.
I sighed. Then I told her there was a chance I would be willing to stay with her. I told her she would have to meet all my conditions. She nodded eagerly, dried her tears, said she would do anything, hugged me tight.
I told her. First, she had to break it off with Mark, without telling him that I had had found out about the affair. He was never to know that I knew. Second, she had to agree to marriage counseling with me. Third, she had to know that if she ever cheated again, or even gave me reason to suspect her, she was out on her ass.
Yes, she'd do it. Yes, she was so grateful to me. She cried some more, she hugged me some more. I hugged her back. I felt empty. Did what I was saying make any sense? I couldn't tell.
We went to marriage counseling. For a few weeks it was helpful. Karen was remorseful and ashamed; she accepted the burden of guilt, and promised to make it up to me. Our counselor led her step by step through what her cheating had put me through, and she again acknowledged her crime.
Then we got into rougher waters. The counselor wanted to explore why Karen would have cheated, what that meant about our marriage, about her character and mine, about her emotional and sexual needs.
This level of self-examination made Karen uneasy. She resisted, got defensive, got angry. Then she stopped coming to the sessions.
I continued to go alone, for a couple more weeks. The counselor told me frankly that he was not optimistic about the future of our marriage.
"I believe that Karen loves you very much, and that she is sincerely sorry for what she did. But her unwillingness to look at why she did it is not a good sign, Eric. I'm not predicting the worst, but I don't feel very confident at this point."
I sighed. "I don't either," I said. "But I thank you for the help you've given us. From here on I'm going to be on my own."
*** *** *** *** ***
Karen worked hard to make it up to me. She refused some evening invitations, she spent more time at home with me, she got out the cookbooks and tried a few new recipes.
She also did her best to fuck me blind. Our sex life had always been good—I imagine our frequency tailed off much less than that of most married couples—but now I was living in the pages of the Kama Sutra. She knew that I was very attracted to her sexually, and it must have seemed that the way to her man's heart was through my cock.
I was able to have sex with her only by distancing myself. This was no longer making love with the wife I adored and trusted. Instead it was an exciting, athletic encounter with a very sexy and eager woman. The sex was fantastic, in its own way—but it was much more like some of the casual affairs I'd had back in my single days, when both the woman and I enjoyed the fucking without expecting much more from it.
While we were doing it, I enjoyed it. Afterwards, I frequently couldn't sleep. I walked around the house late at night, mourning the loss of the trust in Karen that had been such an important part of my feelings for her.
But I had to give Karen at least some credit—she was trying hard. I had no idea if our marriage would recover, but she was trying.
In June I suggested we get away for two weeks in the summer, go down to the Jersey shore and rent a condo. She loved the idea, and I found us a terrific one-bedroom place right on the beach in Avalon for the first two weeks of August.
A couple of weeks later Karen came to me, oddly shy and embarrassed, not looking me in the eye, and asked if we could change the dates. She said her sister and kids were going to come to Philly for a visit, but they couldn't come earlier than the beginning of August. So could we go to Avalon in July?
I said sure, and changed the reservations, but I was quietly suspicious. Everything made me suspicious at that point. I had no trust in Karen whatsoever. I didn't know what the change meant, but my already high state of vigilance went up another notch.
Our first week in Avalon was fantastic. We had lots of privacy and a fabulous view. I got up early every morning and ran on the beach. Then I picked up the newspaper, read it over coffee, and made breakfast for Karen and me. After that we'd usually make love, and then spend a lot of the day on the beach.
Sometimes in the evenings we'd find a casual restaurant, or else Karen would cook for me. We'd read or watch TV in the evenings, and maybe make love again. We must have had sex 10 times or more in the first week—not bad for a guy nearly 50.
I felt that things were going well, that we were getting closer and more comfortable with one another again, and I started to be hopeful.
But the next week everything was different. On Monday Karen was unaccountably antsy, distracted. She prowled around the condo restlessly, and about 1 pm said she was going out to shop for a while. When she returned about 5 she was a different person: glowing, happy, relaxed.
I didn't say a word, but I feared she'd gotten laid. By whom? where? I had no idea. I asked about her shopping, and listened to her plausible answers. I said nothing more, but watched her even more closely.
On Wednesday, nearly the same thing happened. After lunch Karen announced she was going to the Acme, the only supermarket in the area, to pick up some things. I asked if she wanted company, but she hurriedly told me just to stay and enjoy the beach.
She came back at quarter to 5, with two Acme bags of groceries, and made us a nice dinner. Again she seemed happy, full of life. She dragged me into bed early that night and we fucked energetically, joyfully. I was torn between happiness and deep, unhappy, suspicion.
The next morning I had my run, then walked back to the condo with the newspaper. I stopped short when I saw the headline: "THREE-ALARM BLAZE DESTROYS ACME SUPERMARKET".
Over coffee I read the story. The supermarket had caught fire at about 11 am and burned to the ground in less than an hour. Whatever Karen had been doing the previous afternoon, she hadn't been at the Acme!
After a little thought, I realized I needed to make a couple of phone calls to confirm my sad suspicions.
At about 8:30 I called Karen's sister. I said we were looking forward to her visit the next week, and casually asked why she hadn't been able to come earlier.
"Oh, any week was fine with me," she said absently. Then she hesitated, and stuttered, "I mean ... well, the kids had ... had some doctors' appointments ... and we ... really couldn't miss them."
I didn't press her further, just chatted on another minute or two and said goodbye.
Next I called my office manager Kathleen, and asked if Mark Thompson was in yet. She put me on hold, then came back on the line and said that he had taken the week off. I asked if she could find out where he was.
After a moment she said, "I asked his secretary, but she said she has no idea. He usually tells her where he's going on vacation, but this time he was very secretive about it."
I thought for a minute. Kathleen had been with me for 15 years, and I trusted her completely.
"Kathleen, I'm going to give you something rather unpleasant to do, OK? I'm firing Mark, effective immediately. Please prepare the usual letter and sign it for me. When he returns on Monday, I want you to have him met by two of our security people. They will escort him to his office, where he can have 30 minutes to collect his things, and then escort him out of the building.
"At the same time, I want two people to go to his home and confiscate his laptop. It belongs to the company, and there's proprietary information on there that I don't want him to be able to share with anyone."
"OK, Eric," said Kathleen, sounding a bit stunned. "Can you tell me what this is all about?"
"In a few days, Kathleen, but not yet. A couple more things: you know I'd planned to be back on Monday, but I think I'm going to be away a bit longer. I will call you from my cell phone to let you know where I am and how to reach me. If you hear from my wife at any time, please do not let her know where I am, all right?
"The list of credit cards and account numbers for Karen and me is in the top drawer of my desk. Would you please call the companies and cancel all the accounts except my corporate American Express account?
"Finally—would you find a reliable locksmith and have him change all the locks on my house. He can leave copies of the keys with you, and I'll pick them up when I come back to town."
"Sure, Eric—and if it's something bad, which it sounds like, I'm sorry."
I thanked her and hung up. Just a couple more moves, and this whole sad chess game would be over.
I made breakfast for Karen and me, and took it to her in bed. Sleepily, she gave me a morning kiss, and we ate together. After breakfast she wanted a shower, but I pulled her back into bed with me instead.
Knowing it would be the last time, I lingered over every touch, every kiss. I stripped off her nightie and enjoyed every inch of her beautiful skin, her large firm breasts, the smoothness of her thighs. I stroked and licked and kissed her, from mouth to breasts to pussy, until she writhed under me as she came.
Then I rolled on top of her and we fucked sweetly in the missionary position. She tried to urge me on, to more forceful thrusting, but I held back. In the middle of my intense pleasure I still had to blink back tears. All that love, wasted! Everything that I had poured into my relationship with her, gone!
Finally I tired of gentleness. I flipped her over and entered her from behind, thrusting harder and faster. She gasped, moaned, urged me onward. I cupped her breasts in my hands, then pulled hard on her hips, yanking her pussy and ass back towards me with each stroke. It stopped being "making love", turning into cold, hard fucking. Exciting, but nothing but sex.



The final irony: we came together, both of us loud, gasping, lost in our pleasure.
When we were lying sweaty and tangled in the sheets, getting our breath back, Karen looked at me and smiled.
"Not so bad for an old man," she said, laughing. Then she looked at me more seriously. "I love you, Eric," she said.
I couldn't say it back to her. I gazed at her, then kissed her lightly and said, "time for your shower".
I walked her to the bathroom, both of us nude, arms around one another. I kissed her again. Then, as she closed the glass door of the shower and turned away to adjust the water, I quietly took my toilet kit, her robe and all the towels out of the bathroom.
Closing the door behind me, I dumped them on the bed. Karen took long showers, so I had about 15 minutes.
First I tossed my toilet kit and all my clothes into my suitcase. Then I got two big black garbage bags and put every last stitch of Karen's clothing in one of them. In the other bag I gathered everything from the condo that she could possibly cover herself with: the sheets and comforter and mattress pad from the bed, all the towels and extra sheets in the closet, even the drapes in both rooms.
I searched the condo for more potential coverings: I took all the plastic and paper grocery bags, the trash bags, all the newspapers and magazines. When I was satisfied I'd found everything, I carried the bags and my suitcase out to the car and put them in the trunk.
Making one last trip inside, I found Karen's purse. It had her keys, wallet, and cell phone. I took it with me, and as I headed for the door I unplugged the condo's phone and took that along too.
In about an hour and half I was at the Philadelphia airport, where I booked a flight to Seattle. Why not drop in and surprise my old college buddy and his wife with a visit?
Sadness and anger battled for my attention. In the end, I tried to hold on to a bit of grim consolation. I may have been an old fool, but I could dish it out as well as take it.
I grinned to myself as I fastened my seatbelt. I was only sorry I couldn't have been there when Karen got out of the shower ...
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I was only twenty minutes early coming home from work. When I thought about it later, that's what amazed me. They were fucking in our bed only twenty minutes before I was due home! Was I that boringly predictable?
I could tell you I expected it, that I was suspicious of her, but it would be a lie. I was flabbergasted, paralyzed, dumbstruck.
Angie and I had been married eight years—very happy ones, if you ask me. And our sex life had been great: energetic, fun, full of surprises. We still did it 2-3 times a week. Sometimes it may have been routine, but at other times it was mind-blowing.
I hadn't been neglecting her, I hadn't taken lots of business trips, we hadn't been fighting, she hadn't been moody, she hadn't been staying at work late. There was nothing, no sign to warn me.
Because I saw the strange car out front, I slipped into the house quietly. Right away I could hear the creaking of the bed in our bedroom, and I knew.
Time stopped. I stood still, listening. Not listening. Not thinking. I idly wondered if I was still breathing, if the blood was still circulating in my veins. Then I felt the pounding of my heart, so strong I was amazed they couldn't hear it in the bedroom.
I kept standing there—I don't know how long. I heard the creaking, heard the moans and the sighs, heard the gasping sounds Angie makes when she gets close to coming.
And then I quietly turned and walked out the door, got in my car, and drove away.
*** *** *** ***
I found a bar, sat at a table, had a cold beer. Thought about having another one but stopped. I didn't want to get plastered. I felt numb. I remembered reading that when a guy takes a bullet, like in combat, the pain doesn't come right away—the numbness is first. That's how I felt. But I knew the pain was coming.
I sat for an hour, and sure enough the pain came, and the mental images. I saw Angie writhing in some guy's arms, biting his shoulder, gasping into his mouth. I saw her sucking his cock, bending over so he could fuck her from behind. I saw the two of them relaxing and laughing in our bed, saw her giving him that ravishing smile, saw her pulling him on top of her for more.
My stomach knotted, my heart pounded, my fists clenched. I was a wreck. I couldn't see the future beyond the next few minutes, and they looked pretty fucking bad.
What the hell should I do? What does a husband do in this situation? What would Angie expect me to do?
A crazy idea came into my head. Absolutely insane—utterly the opposite of what a typical, loving, predictable husband would do. In my condition I couldn't tell if it was good insane, bad insane, or just plain insane. Without hesitating I decided I'd do it. Maybe it was time I stopped being predictable.
*** *** *** ***
I drove to an electronics store and got the high-tech gadgets I needed. Then I drove straight back to our house. I was more than an hour late, and I knew Angie would be wondering what was up.
"Alex, what happened to you? I was ... I ... are you all right?" Angie looked great. She was freshly showered and made up. And she's beautiful, always. But she was puzzled, and a bit worried, as I came into the house with my head down, wearing the most hangdog expression I could manage.
Looking miserable, I just said, "Angie," in a voice that started to break. I looked at her, letting the grief that I felt show in my face. "Please come sit in the kitchen with me. I have to talk to you."
She followed me in and we sat together. I looked at her bleakly for a few long moments, then I spoke.
"Please ... just let me say this, and try not to interrupt.
"I've been having an affair. For three months, with Christina Blodgett." Christina was a casual acquaintance of ours. I'd never laid a hand on her, and she had recently moved out of state with her husband, but Angie didn't know that.
"It's over now—I ended it. But I had to tell you. I had to ... tell you the truth, and beg for your forgiveness."
I'd been looking down, but now I turned my haggard face up to hers. "I ... thought it was just sex, that it ... that it had nothing to do with you and me. Because I love you, desperately!
"But I realized ... that I was lying to myself. Every time I ... was with her, I was hurting you, even though you didn't know. What kind of loving husband would break his marriage vows, give himself sexually to another woman?
"I convinced myself that you would never find out, so that it would never hurt you. But that was a selfish lie, one I told myself so I could keep the affair going.
"And I saw that ... that what I was doing was an act of hostility to you. Sleeping with her ... even though it was just casual sex, pulled me away from you. How could running around behind your back not be a slap in the face to you, an attack on what we have together?
"Angie ... honey ... I am so ashamed. I cannot even imagine the pain this must be causing you. I am so sorry." And I started to cry, for real—my tears falling not because of my invented affair, but because of her real one.
I looked up at Angie, and her face was a study. She was utterly stunned, of course, but not the way an innocent wife would have been. She clearly hadn't the slightest idea of how to react. Before she could pull herself together, I went on.
"I want you to know one thing. Christina and I were ... never together here, in our house. I could never have ... been with her in our bed. I just wouldn't have done that to you." I thought to myself, I hope that one stung, you bitch!
"I'm going to pack a bag, and stay in a hotel for a few days. I'm sure you won't want me in the house. I want you to have a little time, to think, to ask yourself whether there's any way we can get past this. I love you, and I want to be married to you always. But ... to be honest, I don't know if I could handle it if you had cheated on me.
"I'm so sorry, Angie! I'll run upstairs, pack my things, and I'll be gone in five minutes."
Without waiting for her reply I hurried upstairs.
I packed, but I also attached a micro-transmitter to the phone line behind our bed. It would transmit all phone conversations made on that line, from anywhere in the house, to one of two small recorders I had hidden in the back of the garage. I was eager to see how Angie would handle my "infidelity".
Coming back downstairs, I returned to the kitchen, taking a moment to hide a tiny microphone under one of the counters. It would transmit to the second recorder in the garage.
Angie was still in shock—her eyes glazed, her mouth still hanging open. She pulled herself together a little as I came in.
"Alex ..." she began. "I ... just can't believe this! How could you ....?" She truly didn't know what else to say, and I didn't give her time to find any more words.
"Baby, I am so sorry, so very sorry! I'm going to go now. I pray that you won't shut me out of your life! I'll call in a couple of days, and we can talk whenever you want to. I love you!"
And with that, looking guilty and ashamed, I kissed her forehead and walked out the door.
*** *** *** ***
I had never done anything so bizarre in my life, and I didn't know how I felt.
Well, that's not completely true. I knew that I felt better than I would have had I just gone home and played the betrayed husband, just told Angie what I'd heard her doing.
I didn't want to hear her apologies, her explanations, see her tears. I didn't want to be that cliché, the cuckolded husband.
Was I still suffering? Did I still watch the home movies of Angie and her lover playing on the screen in my head? Of course. I was dying inside. I was out of my mind with anger, and even more with grief.
But I took a bit of grim satisfaction in knowing that I was fucking with her head at the same time. So much for being predictable!
What did I hope to accomplish? I'm not sure I knew even after I did it. But I did know one thing: Angie's reaction over the next few days would determine whether we stayed married or whether I kicked her cheating ass out.
*** *** *** ***
I went and had a quiet dinner by myself. It seemed to me that the more time I gave Angie to think, the better. Her first impulse would be to let me have it, to abuse me for my "crime". I wanted her to think it through.
At best, I hoped that she'd actually reflect on how bad it felt to be cheated on. It might be too much to expect, but I wanted her to play home movies of me and Christina Blodgett inside her own head. I wanted her to feel hurt, empty, and devastated—as devastated as I felt.
But I didn't know if that was likely. She'd been fucking around on me—for all I knew she was already one step out the door. Did she even still love me? Or had we been only days away from a surprise farewell scene?
And even if she loved me, my revelations might not hurt her all that much. How could she feel the pain I was feeling, if she'd been doing the same thing herself? It might just seem like "turnabout is fair play"; or even "no harm no foul". And it sure as hell didn't feel that way to me!
In any event, I decided to wait a week before talking to Angie. In the meantime I'd let her stew—and listen to the hidden recorders to see what she was up to.
I called my office and left a message saying I had to go out of town suddenly to take care of my sick mother, and I would use my saved-up personal days and vacation days. Then I put a new announcement on my cell phone: "Hi, this is Alex, I'm away for a few days but please leave me a message and I'll call you when I get back".
I checked into a local Holiday Inn, put my car around the back, and walked to a Budget Rental place and rented a nondescript sedan. With that it would be easy to drive around town unnoticed, even in my own neighborhood.
*** *** *** ***
You may have had sleepless nights in your life, but there's no sleepless night like the one I had, seeing Angie and some anonymous hunk together, over and over again.
It wasn't the pleasure she was getting that hurt me the most. I wouldn't resent her having a terrific massage, for instance. It was the intimacy: the way that lovers open themselves to one another. The playful smiles and touches, the mannerisms that each of us has in bed. All those things I loved about Angie, all those things that were supposed to be only for me!
I didn't imagine I could ever make love to her again. How could I see any of those familiar gestures without thinking of her with another man? How could I ever know whether the pleasure I was giving her matched what he had given her? Would she always be comparing my body and my cock and my stamina to his? Would she be disappointed with me?
Since I hadn't a clue about the affair, I also hadn't a clue about her reasons. Maybe our life was predictable—maybe we were in a rut, and I hadn't noticed. But I was so happy with her! And I thought she was happy too....
I never solved it that night, but I didn't sleep either.
*** *** *** ***
After breakfast at the motel I drove to my house, parking a couple of doors down. I waited until I saw Angie drive off to work. Fifteen minutes I was inside, settled in the kitchen with the two recorders.
There had been only one phone call, about an hour after I'd left the house. Angie called her best friend Connie, sounding very emotional, and asked her to come over. Connie and her husband Brad were neighbors; he and I were casual friends, but Angie and Connie were very close.
When Connie arrived Angie was in tears, and Connie said, "My God Angie—what's happened?"
"Something terrible! You won't believe it!"
Connie immediately said, "Oh Lord—did Alex find out about you and Tommy?"
Interesting, I thought angrily—Connie knows all about the affair!
"No, Connie, it's even worse. Alex has been having an affair with Christina Blodgett. For three months! He came home and confessed to me tonight. He was crying, Connie—he looked destroyed. He said it was over, that he was so sorry, but that he had to tell me the truth. I've never seen him so upset!"
There was silence for a few moments. Then Connie said, "Angie, you need to calm down. Let's think this through a minute.
"Actually, I don't see why this is so bad! You've really got it over him now. If he ever does find out about you and Tommy, you can tell him it was all for revenge on you! It's like a Get-out-of-jail-free card!"
Listening to this, I groaned to myself. Thanks for the help, Connie, I thought.
Angie said, "no, Connie, you don't get it! I feel completely shattered. It doesn't make any sense, I know—I was doing it too. But just thinking of Alex with her—it feels like a knife in my guts.
"You remember what she looks like, don't you? That glossy red hair, and those big tits she shakes at every man in the room. All the time I thought Alex was loving me, and only me ... he was humping that bitch! I can't believe what a fool I am, not to have noticed anything!"
Connie kept trying to calm Angie, but she got nowhere. Angie was caught up in some of the same devastating feelings I'd been having.
"Connie, I just don't know what to do. The past two hours I feel like I've been going out of my mind. You know as well as I do that Tommy was only a fling—a little harmless fun. It didn't mean anything more to me than the excitement of doing something illicit, like you and Henry last year."
This was new information to me, that Connie had also had an affair.
Angie went on. "And I never thought that much about what my affair might do to Alex. I just figured I'd be careful, and he'd never ever know. Just like Brad never found out about you and Henry. You had your fun, it's over, and your marriage is still great.
"But now ..." She stopped, and I could hear her crying.
"Now I feel so torn-apart! How can I ever trust him again, that bastard? All the ... the special ways we are with each other, the way he holds me and talks to me. You know what I'm talking about. That shit! I could fucking kill him!"
"Listen, Angie," Connie spoke soothingly. "It's not the end, it doesn't have to be. You said it yourself: Tommy is only a fling, and you still love Alex. Henry was only a fling for me, and I still love Brad. If it was the same for Alex, why can't you both get past this?"
Angie's voice was hollow. "Because now I see what it feels like, Connie. Because every time he ... stuck his dick in her, it was like ... like laughing in my face. The delights of fresh pussy, behind my back! He may love me, but how could he not be chuckling to himself? 'My poor old wife, here's a little extra thrill for me and she'll never know.' Plus the thought of Christina, laughing to herself at what she was pulling over on me!
"It just kills me! My oh-so-predictable husband. You know how we joke that you can set your watch by him, when he gets up, when he leaves for work, what he has for breakfast every day. I guess I was wrong about all of that.
"I feel so used, Connie! I feel like he's wiped his hands on me and tossed me in the trash!"
"Let me make us some coffee, Angie." There were no words for a while, just the sounds of cups rattling, water running. From time to time I could hear Angie crying quietly.
As they drank their coffee, Connie continued to try to calm Angie down, without much success. When she left, Connie made Angie promise not to do anything rash.
"Whatever you do, don't tell Alex about Tommy! Right now he's feeling terrible about what he's done—and that's the way you want it. That's the only way you're going to be able to control the situation."
Angie sighed. "I don't know, Connie. He was honest with me—I don't know if I can go on lying to him.
"The only thing I know for sure is that Tommy and I are done. At least for now. Until I know whether I still have my marriage—or whether I even want my marriage."
*** *** *** ***
I waited nearly the whole week before I called Angie. It was a long, unreal time of my life. I didn't call friends, because I didn't want commiseration or advice. I took a lot of walks in the woods by myself, thinking or just rambling aimlessly.
I tried to read a couple of books, but they didn't hold my interest. I went to the current action-thriller hit at the movie theater, but left after half an hour.
I thought, as best I could, about the future. The only decision I made for sure was that if Angie and I split up, I would move away. I would need a fresh start somewhere far from where my memories of happier times were.
I spoke to a divorce lawyer recommended by an old friend. Turns out that no-fault divorces between couples without children are pretty routine—you can be done with the whole thing in a few months, as long as the property settlement is not contested. I asked him to start things in motion, to file the initial papers, but not to serve Angie yet. Instead I kept the notification papers—I had the idea that I might want to drop them in her lap personally, depending on how things went.
The life I had had with Angie made me happier than I had ever been. She was loving, thoughtful, and more fun than anyone I'd ever been with. She made me laugh, and I seemed to make her laugh too.
We were easy and comfortable with one another—I always felt able to be my real self with her, practically from our first date. And I figured that was because she liked the real me—I didn't have to put on airs or try to impress her. She teased me about being so predictable in my habits, but she respected my seriousness and sense of responsibility. Above all, I had always trusted her. I thought of her as honest and loyal.
So what now? Obviously "honest and loyal" were worth about as much as WorldCom stock. I knew that I still loved her—I just couldn't imagine a life in which I wasn't able to trust her.
More than any other thing, I felt humiliated. When you cheat on someone, as I had said to her, it's an act of hostility, however unconscious. You are putting something over on your spouse; you're making a fool of them. And that sense of superiority, of being in on a secret they don't know, infects the whole relationship.
I couldn't believe that Angie didn't secretly think a little less of me, knowing that she was getting her ashes hauled by somebody else behind my back. Mixed with her love for me would be a little bit of condescension, of contempt. How could I ever, ever forgive her for that?
*** *** *** ***
Every day, making sure Angie was out, I went back to the house and listened to the recorders. The day after her conversation with Connie, Angie called Tommy and told him she was ending their affair.
I didn't learn too much about him from their short conversation. He was clearly younger, and it didn't sound like there was anything much between them beyond a sexual attraction. When she told him she was having marital troubles (not specified) and couldn't see him anymore, he didn't sound crushed—just disappointed (presumably about losing a nice piece of ass!). He didn't beg or plead, and he didn't get angry.
His reaction was more like, OK, sure, I understand—well, it's been terrific, no hard feelings.
I also learned that they'd been screwing for about three weeks—usually at his apartment, but once or twice in my house. I never did learn how they met.
The casualness of their relationship both comforted me and sickened me. I was relieved that Angie wasn't in love with him, and that he wasn't a threat to take her away from me. Their tone on the phone was almost like he was her tennis pro or swim coach or massage therapist. This made me feel a little less like I'd been replaced.
On the other hand—how could she have jumped into bed with the guy so casually? Just because he had a hot body, and was available? Did our vows to each other really mean so little? What was Angie's love for me worth, if it didn't stop her from fucking this guy just for the fun of it? I couldn't begin to answer that question.



Aside from some routine phone calls, the only other conversations I heard were Angie's many long talks with Connie—some over the phone, others in the house. In all of them Connie's message was the same: Don't tell Alex about your own affair! Maintain the upper hand, keep him feeling guilty.
Angie was miserable. She was jealous, furious, and guilty. She was feeling all the pain I hoped she would feel: tormented by thoughts of me with Christina, insecure about how much I cared for her, devastated at the destruction of her trust in me. She was incredibly angry at me, so much that she sometimes said she didn't care if she never saw me again.
But at the same time she was forced to look at her own behavior. She tried to get Connie to see how what each of them had done was selfish and destructive (though Connie resisted acknowledging this). I had trusted Angie just as she had trusted me, and she had betrayed my trust.
The fact that I didn't know about her affair (so she thought) didn't make it less wrong. She admitted out loud that cheating on me made her think less of me, even though I wasn't to blame.
After 5-6 days, Angie was no closer to a decision about what to do. Connie basically advised her not to confess, but to attack me—but Angie wasn't convinced.
I was mildly surprised that Angie hadn't even tried to call me. I wouldn't have answered my cell phone if she had, but I would have known about the call. I assumed she felt that as the guilty party, I was the one who needed to approach her again.
*** *** *** ***
Exactly a week after my "confession", I came home at 4:00 and made a nice dinner for me and Angie, while waiting for her return from work. I'd picked a day when I knew that Connie wouldn't be around, because she was going out with her husband. I didn't want any interference in what promised to be a painful confrontation.
Angie walked in about 5:45, cautiously. She'd seen the strange car out front, and had no idea who might be in the house.
She gasped in shock when she saw me, and the dining room. The table was set with a tablecloth, candles, and two place settings of our good china. I was wearing an apron, standing at the stove stirring things. She could smell the sauce I had made for the veal, and the roasted potatoes in the oven.
"Hi, Angie," I said, trying to look eager but frightened. "I hoped ... I hoped that if I made us some dinner, maybe we could ... talk tonight?"
"Alex, you scared me to death! Where is your car?"
"Oh, it's in the shop for a few days, and I have a rental. Sorry about that."
"And why on earth haven't you called me sooner? I've been ... I don't know. Angry, confused, worried."
"Well, Angie, I was scared too. I wanted to give you a little time. I was so afraid that you'd just scream at me, throw me out of your life forever. I'm still afraid you're going to do that," I said, looking at her.
"I might," she said. "I don't have any idea what to do, Alex. I've been hurting so badly this week. I've been crying, and thinking, and worrying. How could you betray our marriage like that? How could you destroy my trust in you?"
This wasn't going so well, I thought. Perhaps following Connie's advice, Angie was being aggressive and attacking, not honest.
"Angie," I said. "I was wrong. Cheating on you was wrong. It is the worst thing I have ever done, and I will regret it for the rest of my life. I'm here tonight hoping that we can talk some of it through, and see whether there's any chance for our marriage.
"You may not think that I know what you have been going through this past week—but believe me, I do."
She started to reply angrily. "Damn it Alex, how could you possibly know what I've been going through?" Then she suddenly changed her tone.
"I'm sorry," she said more quietly, almost wearily. "It looks like a lovely dinner. Why don't we eat, and then try to talk about things?"
We both relaxed a bit over dinner, managing to talk about neutral topics. Her work, our families, how her brother's new company was going. I told her that I'd taken vacation days to try to sort things out. She asked where I'd been staying, and I told her about the Holiday Inn.
"It's been pretty lonely there," I said with a sad smile.
"Yes, well it's been pretty bad here too," she replied, with an almost wistful expression on her face.
I waited. I wanted either of two things: for Angie to confess her affair to me, or for her to go on suffering, believing I had also cheated.
When she remained silent, I prompted her. "Well, what shall we do? Do you want to ask me things? Do you want to tell me things?"
I'll never know what she might have replied, because the kitchen door suddenly opened and we heard Connie's voice saying, "Angie, are you here?"
She came into the dining room, saw us, and immediately jumped on me. "Alex, what are you doing here? You have some goddam nerve coming back here—do you know what poor Angie has been suffering?"
I tried to control my annoyance. Damn it, she was supposed to be out with Brad tonight!
Angie had the same thought. "Connie, I thought you and Brad were going to dinner."
"Oh, he's working late and we had to postpone it. Angie—you're not letting Alex sweet-talk himself back into the house, are you?"
I began to see an opportunity to use Connie's surprise visit to my advantage. I could argue things out with her, letting her say all the things a self-righteous, innocent wife might say, and I hoped that then Angie wouldn't say them.
"Connie," I said quietly. "I know you are Angie's friend, but I'm not sure this is your business."
"Oh, no?" she blustered. "Who do you think has been holding your wife's hand, bringing her coffee, listening to her as she cried? Do you have any idea what this last week has been like for her?"
"Yes, Connie, I do," I replied, as Angie said, "now Connie, please calm down."
"No, I won't calm down," Connie persisted. "Alex, cheating on Angie and then throwing it in her face is the worst thing you could have done to her! How could you be so callous?"
I stayed calm. "Are you saying it would have been better if I had had an affair and NOT told Angie? Would that have made it all right?"
This struck home—she looked less sure of herself, a bit embarrassed. I also saw Angie flush, and look away from us for a moment.
Pulling herself together, Connie cried, "No, Alex, that's not what I'm saying."
"OK, Connie, please help me understand. Is it wrong for a married person to have an affair behind their partner's back? Or is it OK, as long as the partner never finds out? Or are you saying that revealing the truth about an affair makes things worse? Please clear this up for me!"
I watched Angie as Connie and I argued. She seemed intent, as well as happy to let Connie do the talking for her. That also suited me fine for the moment.
Despite her predicament, Connie stayed aggressive.
"It's not complicated, Alex. You cheated on Angie. That was wrong—it was despicable. Even if you hadn't told her it would have been a horrible breach of her trust.
"But I have to wonder whether your 'confession' wasn't just to get over your own guilt. It obviously didn't make Angie happy to hear it!"
"Connie," I said, "it sounds to me like you are saying that cheating is not that bad as along as it's a secret, but that confessing it makes it worse. Do you agree with that, Angie?"
My wife looked troubled. "I ... don't know what I think, exactly. I just know that since you told me about you and Christina, I've ... just been beside myself. It's horrible, what you have put me through!"
"All right, let me ask you as directly as I can. Should I have kept my affair with Christina a secret from you—just ended it, and left you forever in the dark?"
Before she could answer Connie jumped in. "The answer is No, Alex. You would forever have had a secret over Angie, a nasty, dirty secret. You would always have felt a little bit of scorn for her, knowing that you'd had this hot thing going on behind her back, and her too blind to notice. Don't you see how that belittles her?"
I didn't reply, though I was delighted by her answer, and there was silence for a long minute. Then I said, "OK, Connie, I guess I see what you're saying. But I think that it's time now for you to leave Angie and me to our discussion. We have a lot of difficult things to work through—just the two of us."
Connie looked over at Angie, who nodded to her. "Yes, Connie. Thank you for being such a good friend, but Alex and I need to talk alone."
Reluctantly, Connie said her goodbyes and left.
When I turned back to Angie, she looked more uncomfortable than ever. I offered to clear the dishes, and she came in and made coffee as I straightened up.
I poured two cups for us and carried them back to the table.
"Angie, what should we do? What do you want me to do? Is there any chance for us?"
"Honestly, Alex, I have no idea. This is ... it's even more complicated than you realize. I never thought that anything you ever told me could have made me so unhappy, so confused.
"Was I wrong to tell you about my affair, Angie? Should I have hid it from you?"
"No!" she cried, suddenly bursting into tears. "No, doing it behind my back would have been even worse! Oh my God, I think I'm losing my mind!"
I leaned over and took her hand, holding it gently as she sobbed for a few minutes.
Finally she calmed down enough to say, "Alex, I think maybe you should go. I know we haven't talked this through yet, but I don't seem ... I just don't seem ready to do that yet.
"Can we get together in a couple of days?"
I knew that she was wrestling with the dilemma of whether to confess the truth to me—and it was pretty crucial to me that she do so.
"Of course, Angie. How about if I cook dinner here again on Friday?"
"No, Alex, I want to cook this time. It will make me feel ... I don't know, a little more in charge of things."
We said our goodbyes quickly. I gave her a kiss on the cheek, hesitantly, as if wondering whether I dared, and then I left.
Throughout the evening Angie's behavior had been completely unlike that of an innocent, cheated-upon spouse. There was little yelling, no angry denunciations.
Of course, I knew why she didn't act that way—she wasn't innocent! But I wondered whether she considered how odd I might find it that she wasn't expressing any rage about what I'd done.
*** *** *** ***
Over the next couple of days Angie and Connie continued their conversations. Connie kept urging Angie not to confess to her own affair, and Angie kept feeling undecided and lost.
It was clear that the points I made in my argument with Connie were weighing on Angie, but neither she nor I knew what she would do in the end.
By Friday I decided I had had enough. One way or another, this evening the truth would come out. I hoped for honesty from Angie, but if I didn't get it then by God she would get it from me!
I realized that I'd almost been feeling sorry for her. I knew exactly what her pain was like—all too well, in fact. But my pain was the result of her real affair—hers was just a bit of temporary suffering that, in my mind, was the least she deserved.
When I came into the house that evening our roles almost seemed to be reversed. I was tired of acting the submissive, guilty husband, so I came in feeling relaxed. Angie was supposed to be the angry victim, but she looked tense and uneasy.
I said, "Hi Angie," and kissed her on the cheek again. "You look beautiful, and dinner smells great. Can I do anything to help?"
"No thanks, Alex. Maybe pour the wine, it's in the refrigerator. I'll serve the plates now."
As we had on Wednesday, we tacitly agreed not to tackle the central question during dinner. Instead we ate, talked about light subjects, and enjoyed Angie's cooking
When we were sitting with coffee I decided to plunge in. My marriage might be over at the end of this conversation, but I was no longer willing to wait.
"We shouldn't dance around this any longer, Angie. You need to tell me honestly how you're feeling, and what lies ahead for us—at least from your point of view."
No guilty husband, trying to win his wife's favor back, would ever have spoken so forcefully, but Angie didn't seem to notice. Instead she just looked at me, shaken, with tears at the corners of her eyes.
"Alex, I ... I still don't know what to say to you. Every time I think of you with Christina, I start to cry. I feel an emptiness inside me, a hole in my heart like I've never felt before. I don't see how it could ever go away, how I could ever trust you again."
I said nothing, hoping for a "but".
"But ... but I haven't been honest with you either. I cheated on you too—I had an affair!" Her last words came out haltingly, as she burst into tears.
In a minute she looked up at me, still crying, presumably expecting a shocked or angry outburst from me. Instead I sat quietly, looking at her.
"Can you tell me about it, Angie?"
Avoiding my eyes, she said, "it was ... just a guy I met at that tennis class I took. A bunch of us used have a couple of drinks after the class, and he would always flirt with me. Then one night we were the only two left in the bar, and ... and ..."
She stopped talking, and cried quietly, her face in her hands. Then she looked up.
"Wait a minute, goddamit, Alex! Here I am confessing to you, and you've never told me anything about you and that ... whore Christina! Don't I deserve the truth too?"
"Well for one thing, Angie, did you notice that you haven't ever asked me about it? But yes, you deserve the complete truth from me too. And I have two things to tell you.
"First, I already knew about your affair. I came home a little early last week and heard the two of you fucking in our bed—in OUR bed, Angie!
"And second, I never had an affair with Christina Blodgett. She and her husband moved to Vancouver last January. I made it up, Angie—I've never cheated on you, ever."
Angie looked at me, not only stunned but uncomprehending. "Wait a minute—you LIED to me Alex?" Then, as my first statement hit her, the color drained from her face. She stared at me, her confusion turning to shame.
"You heard us?" she whispered.
"Yes," I said coldly, feeling my pent-up anger surging through me. "Yes, Angie. I heard you fucking another man in our bed!
"So I left. And I came back here an hour later and told you a crazy story about me and Christina Blodgett. I wanted you to feel just a bit of the pain—of the anguish that I was feeling."
I could tell that she was struggling to put all of this together. She looked completely bewildered, which was not hard to understand. I waited a couple of minutes, and then went on.
"Angie. We have a lot of talking to do. Please call me when you're ready, and I'll come back to the house. But it had better be soon, and you had better be ready to be completely honest with me. Otherwise this marriage is over."
I got up and, without looking back, went out the door to my car and drove away.
*** *** *** ***
I hadn't forgotten the divorce papers in my pocket—I'd decided not to pull them out. As angry as I was, I wasn't yet ready to take that step.
Angie's confession hadn't made everything better, because nothing could do that. But she had been honest about something very difficult—maybe loving me meant more to her than just being able to lord it over me as the (supposedly) innocent victim.
I went off and had two beers in the Holiday Inn bar, went upstairs and fell asleep with a ballgame on the TV. I was tired, depressed, angry, and hopeful—an interesting combination.
My cell phone woke me at 8:15. That early on a Saturday it had to be Angie, and it was.
"Hello?" I said blearily.
"Oh Alex, I'm sorry if I woke you." Her voice sounded tremulous and frightened.
"It's all right, Angie." I stopped, and didn't say anything else.
"Alex—I know I need to ... oh my God, how are you ever going to forgive me?" She broke off and started to sob. Finally she calmed down a little and said, "can we talk today? I'm just going out of my mind. I'm so scared I'm going to lose you, and I can't even think!"
"What are you doing today, Angie? Maybe we can meet later. Do you want to go out for lunch?"
She seemed to calm down a little. "Lunch is great, but please, not out in public."
"OK," I said. "I can pick up some sandwiches and bring them over. What's your schedule this morning?"
Angie said, "I've got to run some errands and go to the supermarket, but I can be back by 12:30. Is that OK?"
"Yes, that's fine. Alex?"
"Yes, Angie?"
"Ilove you," she whispered. Then before I could reply, she hung up.
*** *** *** ***
I had a quick shower, grabbed breakfast, then went to a delicatessen and picked up things for lunch. I got to the house by 11, giving me lots of time to hear the tapes of what went on the previous night after I left.
First there was just the sound of Angie crying. After a while she calmed down, and cleaned up the dinner dishes. Then she called directory assistance, asked for the Blodgetts, and was told that number was no longer in service.
A couple of minutes later she called a woman named Rosemarie Burke, who had been friendly with the Blodgetts. Angie casually asked if she'd seen them lately, and Rosemarie said, "oh no, Arthur got a job in British Columbia around the first of the year and they moved up there."
After chatting a few moments longer, Angie hung up and immediately called Connie and asked her to come over.
Connie was hardly in the door before Angie was crying again.
"Connie—I'm afraid I've lost him! I think Alex is going to divorce me!"
"Angie, what are you talking about? He's the guilty one, not you—at least that's what he thinks!"
"No, listen!" Angie explained to Connie what I'd told her at dinner. There was a long silence.
Finally Connie said, "holy shit!" in a low, almost admiring tone. "That's unbelievable, Angie! What a bizarre thing for him to do! But how do you know it's true? Maybe he lied tonight, just to put you in the wrong!"
"No, Connie, I called Rosemarie Burke. She said the Blodgetts moved away in January. No, I've thought and thought about this. Alex had to be telling the truth tonight—there was no affair.
"But what really matters is that he heard me and Tommy! In our bed!"
She stopped talking and began to sob. I could hear Connie get up, presumably to give Angie a hug as she cried.
Their conversation went on for over an hour. All of Connie's bravado had disappeared—she saw as clearly as Angie did how I must be feeling. They even went over my argument with Connie from two nights earlier, realizing with dismay how bad all of Connie's high-and-mighty pronouncements about adulterers looked now.
In the end, the best Connie could offer my wife was a little bit of consolation. "He still must want to be with you, Angie. Otherwise he never would have done this. He would have come home and thrown you out of the house."
"I know," Angie said, sniffling. "I keep telling myself that. But after all those things you and I both said about cheating, how awful it is—he just sat there and let us hang ourselves."
"Angie, none of what we said that night matters. All that matters is whether Alex still wants to be married to you. Whether he loves you enough to give you another chance. That may be partly up to you, but mainly it's up to him. You'll have to talk to him and see."
Bravo Connie! The first sound advice she'd given Angie since this whole thing started.
I was finished with the tapes before Angie returned, and I just sat thinking in the living room. When I heard her car, I went and opened the door for her.
Angie came in with a couple of bags of groceries, looking as meek and frightened as I had ever seen her. Without a word I went out to the car and brought the rest of the things in, and we worked together putting everything away.



When we were sitting at the kitchen table with our sandwiches Angie murmured, "Alex, I am so sorry ... I just don't know what to say to you. I feel so ashamed..."
"Angie," I replied. "How did it feel for the last ten days, thinking that I'd cheated on you with Christina?"
Looking straight at me she said, "it felt awful--horrible. I was the most hurt and angry I have ever been in my life. It brought up all my insecurities—all the feelings I have ever had about whether you really love me, whether I'm smart enough or fun enough, whether I'm enough for you ... you know, in bed.
"I kept seeing you, kissing her ... having wild sex with her, hotter than we've ever had. I kept imagining you playing with those big tits of hers. I saw the two of you screwing, smiling at each other, laughing at me, the fool of a wife who doesn't know what's going on behind her back!"
"Well, Angie, that's exactly how I've been feeling too. Except that as you know I didn't really cheat on you—you cheated on me. You can forget those feelings now, but I have to live with mine."
Without meaning to, I had started to raise my voice.
"And, I might add—you knew about my so-called affair because I confessed it to you, while apologizing and telling you how much I loved you. I found out about yours because you were fucking someone else in our house, in our bed, for me to hear as I came home from work!
"Is there something about our marriage vows that I didn't understand? Did the minister mention that the 'forsaking all others' part was optional? Or did you just decide that fidelity wasn't all that important?"
I realized I was shouting, and that Angie was cringing from me, sobbing. I stopped abruptly, got out of my chair, and paced around the kitchen, trying to calm my suddenly immense anger.
I paced for several minutes without either of us saying a word.
Then I couldn't help it, I started up again, though keeping my voice quiet.
"It was such a fucking stupid, thoughtless, selfish thing to do, Angie. Do you know how much I've loved you? Being with you has made me as happy as I've ever been! I was looking forward to spending the rest of my life with you!
"If there was something ... missing, something lacking in your life, you could have come to me, talked to me. If I don't satisfy you, as a husband or a lover, don't you think I would have tried to give you whatever you needed?"
"Stop, Alex!" Angie cried, jumping out of her chair.
"I deserve everything you've said to me, but not that! You DO satisfy me. I've never been happier in my life than with you either. You are the best husband I could ever imagine! And I love how you make love to me.
"This didn't happen because of anything you did or didn't do. It happened because I am stupid and selfish, just like you said. I was like a kid who has plenty of money, but steals a candy bar from the drugstore just for the thrill of it.
"You figure you'll never get caught, it'll just be a little thrill."
I broke in. "Do you think that Connie's affair with Henry has anything to do with this?"
She looked at me, shocked. "You know about that?" I just nodded.
After a minute she said, "yes, I think it did. Connie went on and on to me about how hot it was, illicit sex with her lover. And then she ended it, and Brad never knew, and their marriage is better than ever. She told me," blushing a little, "that it really perked up their sex life."
"And so you thought you'd like a bit of that yourself?" I asked, more calmly.
She looked at the floor. "Yes, I guess so. I mean I'd never even thought about an affair before, beyond the idle fantasy, you know, about Brad Pitt or something. But what Connie did ... made it seem more possible."
I went back and sat down, waiting, and finally Angie told me the story she'd begun the night before. Tommy was in her tennis class, they'd gone out for drinks with the group every week. One night it was just the two of them, and he'd come onto her.
"I didn't give in then—but I didn't firmly close the door either, Alex. It must have been because I was thinking about Connie.
"And I was just so fucking Stupid, I was sure I could do it like she did, and you'd never know."
"What is it like with him?" I was quiet, but I wasn't going to let her get away without telling me.
"WAS, Alex, not is. It's over with Tommy. I called him and ended it, the day ... the day you found out."
"OK," I persisted, "what was it like with him then?"
She avoided my eyes. "We got together six times. It was exciting, because it was someone new after eight years, and I knew it was wrong. He's only 24, and he was ... really eager.
"He's not tender like you are Alex, and he doesn't love me. I didn't feel wonderfully safe and loved, the way I do with you. It was energetic, and fast, and a little clumsy.
"I'm trying so hard to tell you the truth now, now that it's too late!" She gave me a rueful smile. "Sex with him was exciting, but there's no way I would have wanted a steady diet of it.
"But I got to have your tenderness and gentleness too."
I burst out again. "Plus the pleasure of putting one over on me, right? That delicious feeling of 'guess what I'm doing, and you don't know about it'?
"You remember what Connie said to me the other night, when you both thought I'd had the affair? 'You would always have felt a little bit of scorn for her, knowing that you'd had this hot thing going on behind her back, and her too blind to notice.'
"Well, isn't it true? Weren't there some condescending feelings, my dear wife?"
She looked down, silently, and I continued my attack. "Tell me, which was more fun? Thinking about Tommy while you were fucking me, or thinking about me while you were fucking Tommy?"
I wasn't quite shouting, but my voice was loud and cold, and I'm sure my angry face was terrifying. Angie was cowering away from me, as far on the other side of the kitchen as she could get.
Seeing her frightened face drained the rage out of me all at once. I was left feeling exhausted, and terribly sad.
Neither of us spoke for several minutes. The only sound in the room was that of each of us breathing, both gradually calming down.
"Angie, if nothing else good has happened in the past ten days, at least my lie about Christina Blodgett has forced you to see my side—to feel what it's like when the person you love fucks around behind your back.
"I don't know what to do now—I haven't the foggiest idea. I love you very much, but I'm furious and hurt and I don't know how I can ever trust you again. Or how I can ever make love to you again.
"Why don't you make up your mind what you would do if I were the one who was caught in an affair. When you've thought about it, let me know and we can talk again. I don't see how we can get any further today."
And I headed for the door. I heard her cry, "Alex, please, wait!" But when I turned back, she just sighed.
"No. It's all right. I'll do what you've asked me to. But Alex—do you want to come home? I mean, you could ask me to leave, it seems only fair."
"No, Angie. I don't want to be in this house much anymore. Certainly not in our bed, and not in the guest room either, knowing why I'm there. I'll stay in the Holiday Inn for now. If I need to, I'll find an apartment."
I heard her start to cry again softly as I left.
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I drove back to the Holiday Inn, my mind filled with conflicting thoughts that swirled around and around. I knew I loved Angie, and that she was sorry; I also knew I was furious at her. I knew I wanted our marriage to survive this; I also knew that I couldn't imagine ever trusting her again.
I quickly packed my bags and checked out, then drove to the airport. Within 45 minutes I had my ticket and was checked in for a flight to Florida. I was going to take a few days at Sanibel Island, at a resort that had been highly recommended to me some years before by friends.
Waiting for the flight, I called my boss at work and had a somewhat testy conversation with him. Not surprisingly, he was angry when I told him I'd be taking two more weeks of vacation time for personal reasons. He basically threatened to fire me.
"John," I said calmly. "My marriage is in trouble, and I need this time to figure out whether it's going to survive. You know as well as I do that I've been your most reliable employee for nearly ten years, and I've gotten the company out of some sticky problems. Ross and Ed in my division are up to speed on all our projects, and they can keep things going in my absence.
"I also know, and you know too, that if you fire me I'll have another good job in two weeks. It will take you a lot longer than that to find someone as competent as I am to fill my position."
There was a silence. I was telling the truth, and John knew it.
Finally he said, heavily, "OK, Alex. I don't like this, but I guess I understand. Please get back as soon as you can, all right?"
Smiling to myself, I replied, "if I don't need the whole two weeks I'll be back sooner, I promise."
*** *** ***
By 8pm I was checked into a nice suite overlooking the pool at the resort. I had decided not to worry about money for the moment. I'd been Mr. Conservative for years, putting aside money for the kids' College Fund even though we didn't have kids yet. Now it was far from clear if I even had a marriage, and I wasn't going to keep on being a fanatic about building my nest egg.
The pool was big and gorgeous, and it tempted me. I jumped into a swimsuit, went down, and did 40 laps. I'd been a swimmer in college, and though I was long out of competitive shape I still loved the feeling of stroking smoothly through the water. I decided to make sure I gave myself a good workout in the pool each day I was down here. Even if nothing else went right, by the end of my stay I'd be much more fit than I had been.
The next day I spent relaxing—and trying not to think to much about Angie. I got up late, had breakfast by the pool, went for a long walk, had lunch and then took a nap. In the afternoon I drove around, just enjoying the warm sunshine, then came back and did my laps in the late afternoon, when the pool was less crowded. I had dinner in the hotel's restaurant on the veranda, then sat in the bar for a while, nursing a beer and watching a ball game on the TV.
To my surprise, I soon had company. A very attractive brunette woman in her late 20s sat down two stools away. After ordering a drink, she struck up a conversation with me. It began with a comment about the game, but soon we were talking freely about the resort, how pleasant it was, and so on.
I was a little mystified by her obvious interest in me. I am reasonably good-looking, but I certainly wasn't used to glamorous women in tight revealing dresses trying to pick me up. I wondered if perhaps she might be a "working girl".
After a bit I suggested we take our drinks to a quieter table, and she happily agreed. The conversation flowed onward, as she asked me about my work and where I was from. She also asked about my wedding ring, and I confessed that I was there without my wife, and that we were going through some troubles.
When I asked about her line of work, she gave me a long, slow, very sexy smile. "I'm in 'personal services' ", she said after a minute.
This pretty well cleared things up for me! "And might I be a potential recipient of your 'personal services'?" I asked.
"Absolutely," she replied, still smiling. "Just say the word."
I'd never been with a hooker, and had never thought about it much. But I was definitely interested at that moment. Nicole was beautiful and had a gorgeous body, well-framed by her tight dress. I hadn't had sex in more than two weeks, and I certainly wasn't feeling held back at that moment by any sense of loyalty to Angie.
In a few minutes we were up in my suite. A brief conversation revealed that she wanted $150 to have sex with me. I asked what her company for the whole evening would cost, up until I went to sleep, and she replied $300.
Going to the safe in the closet, I got out $400 and gave it to her. When she looked at me in surprise I said, "you are a lovely and charming woman. I'm absolutely sure I would want to give you something extra before you leave, so why not get it out of the way now?"
Nicole came into my arms and kissed me lightly. "You are a real gentleman, Alex. I think we are both going to enjoy this."
We both enjoyed it—at least I'm sure I did! I won't presume to know to what extent Nicole was faking her pleasure for my benefit, but she at least seemed to have a good time. I undressed first and then asked her to let me undress her, which was a treat.
Beneath the tight dress she had on no more than a black thong and some thigh-high stockings. I dropped to my knees and rolled each one slowly off her, taking advantage of the chance to stroke her beautiful long legs and look up at her shapely breasts.
Once we were on the bed, side by side, Nicole took the initiative. She kissed and stroked up and down my body, taking her time, in no hurry to get to my erect cock. I did likewise, reveling in the feeling of her flesh, intensely aware of being with someone besides Angie for the first time in so long. Was this what it was like for her with Tommy, experiencing the thrill of someone new?
We had at least 20 minutes of pleasure before she slid down and took my cock in her mouth, bathing me with her wet tongue until I was extremely excited. I didn't want to come so quickly in her mouth, so I pulled her up on top of me.
Giving me a smile, she reached to the night table for the condoms she had taken out of her purse and opened one, quickly unrolling it down over me. She straddled my hips, still smiling, and raised up to capture my cock inside her. What a feeling, sliding into her hot pussy, knowing it was the first one beside Angie's I'd experienced in years!
Then she gave me a long, slow, intensely exciting ride. She wasn't any tighter than Angie, and it wasn't that she knew any special tricks. But she was sure of her beauty and sexuality; there was no shyness or hesitation, just a confident determination to drive me crazy.
Sometimes she bounced up and down vigorously, getting my heart rate up as I felt my climax threaten to boil over. Then she would slow down, grinding down on me so her clit rubbed against the top of my cock--she seemed to love that!
My hands stroked her sides, and cupped her gorgeous firm breasts. She seemed to be very excited herself, if I could judge from her moans and from the look on her face.
She took me up towards a climax and eased me back about three times, and then the next time she got me going hard I couldn't wait any longer. I held her hips firmly and plunged up into her, meeting each of her downward strokes. She began to grunt each time we slapped together.
I held back as long as I could under this assault, then groaned as I shot off copiously into the condom. She seemed to come with me—-I felt her pussy spasm around me as I climaxed into her.
She climbed down and snuggled beside me, almost like a girlfriend or wife, as we caught our breath.
"Thank you," I said, meaning it. "That was one of the most exciting experiences of my life. You are a fabulous lover."
She grinned at me, as if sincerely pleased by my obvious enthusiasm. "You are awfully good too, Alex. And I don't just say that. If you and your wife are having troubles, it certainly doesn't have to do with your abilities in bed."
Then, seeing the pained look on my face, she said, "I'm sorry, Alex. Really. That was tactless of me. I apologize."
I smiled ruefully at her. "It's all right, Nicole. I think about Angie all the time, it's not as though I forgot about her. And being here with you is a pretty wonderful way to get a bit of distraction!"
After relaxing for a while, Nicole and I made love again. I began by stroking and massaging her all over, while she relaxed and let me enjoy touching her body. Then I got her up on all fours, lay beneath her and ate her pussy. She seemed to like that a lot, and after a while she moved her hips so much I had to keep chasing her pussy with my mouth.
Then we fucked again, this time from behind. I have always loved that position, being able to reach down and hold my lover's breasts while thrusting into her, and it was intensely exciting with Nicole. She finally left at about 1:30 am, each of us thanking the other warmly for a great evening.
The next day I walked a lot, and thought a lot. I'd come down to Florida on an impulse. I'd gone to bed with Nicole on an impulse. My impulse now was to get Angie down here.
Of course I was still furious at Angie; but I also knew that I still loved her, and I missed being with her. All of a sudden I was ready to talk with her, to see if we could find a way to make our marriage work again. I'd had enough time alone.
I drove into town, found a travel agent, bought a plane ticket for Angie and FedExed it to her. Then I went back to the hotel and called her.
"Hi Angie, it's Alex. How are you?"
"I'm really glad to hear from you, honey. I'd been meaning to call you, but it's been hard to get up the nerve. Can we ... would you like to get together to talk?"
"Well, listen. I'm in Florida. I took time off from work. I've sent you a ticket and I want you to come down and join me for a week."
"Alex, wow! That sounds great, but I'm not sure I can simply drop everything at work and get on a plane."
"Angie, I've been thinking a lot—I guess you probably have been too. We need to see if we can save our marriage. That's a lot more important than both your job and mine. I told John that he could fire me if he had to, but I was going to Florida. If they fire you, you can get another job—we both know you're the best paralegal in the whole firm. At least, you can probably find another job more easily than a new husband."
There was a silence. Then Angie said, slowly, "this doesn't sound like you, Alex. What happened to the steady, cautious, reliable man I've been married to all these years?"
"I'm not sure I'm him any more Angie. Now I'm a guy who decides what he wants, then takes action.
"It's important to me that you come down here. I have a nice suite for us, and I've sent you a ticket for tomorrow afternoon. If our marriage means as much to you as it does to me, you'll come."
Again, silence. Then, hesitantly, "OK, honey. This scares me, but I'll be there."
"Good. I'll meet you at the airport when you get in. Bye, Angie."
*** *** ***
I didn't have a clear plan. It was the old serious Alex, Mr. Predictable, who always planned.
All I was going by now was my feelings. It felt like Angie and I needed to be together, if we were going to work this out. It also felt as though we needed to start having sex again. And I was pretty damn sure that I wasn't ready yet to do that with Angie in my own house after having heard her there with Tommy.
I spent the day thinking about what Angie and I needed to say to one another, but nothing really came into focus. Finally I stopped worrying about it, did my laps in the pool, showered, and went off to pick her up.
Coming off the plane Angie looked lovely, and nervous. She'd pulled one of her nicest summer dresses out of the closet, her hair was up, and she was ready for Florida. But she was also pale, and I could see her eye me warily as I approached.
"Hi, Angie," I said warmly, and gave her a gentle kiss. She was surprised and pleased, and she held onto me a moment.
"Could I have another one of those, please?" she asked, and I obliged.
We chatted amiably on the way back to the hotel. I showed her the suite and let her freshen up, then we went down for a nice dinner on the veranda. We weren't talking about anything important, sort of by mutual unspoken agreement. We were keeping it light, but having a nice time. She told me about arguing with her boss about her sudden request for a week of vacation, but it wasn't that hard to convince him.
I realized that it had been a while since Angie and I had even gone out to dinner together. One of the ways in which our lives had gotten into a rut.
After dinner we strolled around the hotel grounds. I showed her the pool, and told her about my daily regimen. Then we headed upstairs.
Angie was more and more nervous as we got ready for bed. She disappeared into the bathroom for quite a while, then shyly came out in a silky black negligee that she knew I liked.
"Is this OK, Alex? I ... I didn't know what ... well, what was going to happen tonight."
Wearing only my boxers, I went to her and kissed her. "You look beautiful, Angie. Come to bed."
She lay in my arms, still tense. I said, "Angie, we have a lot of things to work out. I love you, and I think you still love me. But that doesn't mean we don't have problems.
"I hoped one way we could start to figure this out together was by making love—and I thought that would be a lot easier to do here than at home."
"OK, Alex," she said very quietly. "But ... I guess I'm a little afraid of you. After what I did, I mean. You were so angry when you left the house ..."
"Yes, honey, and I'll probably be angry again at some point. But right now I just want to be with you."
I turned the light out, pulled her gently to me, and kissed her. Angie was shy and wary for a few minutes; then she started to relax, warmed up, and began to respond eagerly.
We kissed and stroked each other with increasing pleasure. I pulled her nightie up over her breasts so I could lick and suck her nipples, making her sigh. I kept doing that while sliding my hands down to her pussy, using my fingers to spread her increasing wetness around her lips and up over her clit.
Meanwhile Angie was breathing heavily, and starting to rotate her hips around. I continued to caress her gently, alternating light and firm touches, until I could tell she was close—then I picked up the pace and she groaned her pleasure into my mouth as she came.
I was too excited to wait any longer. As soon as she had caught her breath, I rolled on top of her and slid smoothly inside her, making us both groan with pleasure. I wanted to have her completely—I wanted to fuck the Tommy out of her, to fill up her mind and body with me, and just erase him from her.
I didn't do it by screwing her hard or wildly, but by taking my time and concentrating on her pleasure. Angie loves a slow, steady rhythm that gradually builds up, and that's what I gave her. I varied my motions a little, sometimes grinding into her clit at the bottom of each stroke, and I kissed her neck and ear as we fucked. After her first orgasm she had relaxed completely, and now she was riding with me, going along happily with my motions.
I drove into her for ten minutes or more, then started to move faster, building to my own climax. Angie was enjoying it, but I could tell she wasn't going to come again, so I focused on my own pleasure. The last minute was intense and single-minded; I lost track of everything but the joy of sliding in and out of her, and I came with a loud sound halfway between a groan and a yell.
When I came back to myself, Angie was holding me tenderly, smiling into my eyes. "Alex, thank you for loving me like that!"
I'll be honest, I couldn't help but think, "oh yeah? How does that compare to old Tommy?" But I bit back the words, and just smiled at her. We snuggled up cozily and were soon asleep.
*** *** ***
The next morning we had breakfast on the veranda, then strolled around the grounds of the resort. I was looking for a comfortable place for us to talk, and I found a bench off by itself in the shade.
As I steered us to the bench, Angie's wariness returned. She knew as well as I did that we had some serious talking ahead of us, and she can't have been looking forward to it.
"Angie—I'm glad we're here, and I'm glad about last night. It was certainly a good first step.
"But we have to talk about things, and I'm pretty sure it's going to be difficult for a while. I don't even know if we can get past this."
Angie just nodded, looking serious and unhappy.
"One thing," I continued, "is that I think we have to try to be as honest as we can with each other. We're both feeling painful things: I'm angry and hurt, wondering how I can ever trust you again; and I'm sure you're feeling guilty, and afraid about our marriage."
She nodded again, and said, "I know we have to talk, Alex. And I will try as hard as I can. Please, just give me a chance to make it right!"
I looked at her for a long moment, and then I said, "Angie, I had sex with a hooker a couple of nights ago."
She gasped. "Oh my God, Alex!"
"I won't lie to you and pretend I didn't do it. I didn't plan it, but she picked me up in a bar and when she offered, I said yes.
"And I won't tell you I feel guilty, either. I am still so hurt, Angie! Thinking of you with Tommy ... hearing the sounds the two of you made that day—they never leave my mind!
"So I did it. I felt like, I deserve a little pleasure, too. And there's not much point in denying myself out of loyalty to Angie at this point, is there?
"It was nothing but sex—with condoms--and it was exciting and fun. She was beautiful and sexy, and willing, and uninhibited. I enjoyed every minute of it."
I sat quietly, watching Angie. She wasn't crying, but her face was pale and her jaw was tight—tears weren't far away. I decided to wait for her to speak, however long it took.
Finally she said, "I guess I understand that, Alex. How could you not be hurt, and how could you not want to strike back at me?"
"No Angie," I said. "This wasn't about you. It wasn't a revenge fuck, and I didn't do it so I could throw it in your face. I guess I felt tired of being Mr. Responsible, Mr. Predictable, the guy everyone can always count on to look out for other people. I had an opportunity for something exciting, something pleasurable, and I took it."
I sat quiet a moment, then I spoke again. "Wait, that's not ... I haven't gotten it quite right. Angie, I'm trying to be honest ... let me start again.
"It's absolutely true that I didn't have sex with Nicole to hurt you, but it's not true that doing it had nothing to do with you. Of course you were in my mind while I was with her.
"In the same way, I don't believe you had your affair with Tommy to hurt me—but that doesn't mean it had nothing to do with me. I was in your mind every time you were with him, right? It wasn't like a single woman just having a fling. And I think you'll have to admit that part of the excitement was that you were doing it behind my back."
Angie gazed at me, looking troubled.
"Alex," she said, with a little tremble in her voice. "You've changed a lot lately—so much that I wonder how well I know you. You've never been so direct before, it's like there's nothing held back when you talk to me. And you seem ... harder, maybe, or colder."
"Yes, well, that's probably true. But I think you've changed too, Angie." My voice sounded bitter. "The Angela Ravenna I used to know so well could never have fucked another man in our bed."



She looked as though I'd slapped her. After a minute she started to cry, hard, and put her face in her hands. I could hear her saying "I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" in between her sobs.
I slid over next to her and held her in my arms, letting her cry. Neither of us said another word for a long time.
*** *** ***
When Angie had cried herself out, she sat up and used a tissue to dry her face.
Then she said, "Alex, before you left you asked me to think about what I would do if you had been the one who ... had an affair.
"I have thought about it a lot, and I have my answers for you. I'd like to share them with you after lunch, if that's OK."
I nodded, and then she said, "would it be all right if you ate lunch down here? I'd like to go ... wash up, and have lunch alone in the room. It'll give me time to get organized."
We agreed I'd come up after an hour, and she left me.
When I returned to our room Angie was ready for me. She'd showered and brushed her hair, and didn't look as sad and lost as before. She asked me to sit on the sofa, and sat facing me in a big armchair, a pad and pen in her hands. She had on the glasses she always wore at work, which gave her a pert secretarial look that I secretly adored.
"Alex, I thought a lot about this. I think that what you really wanted me to do was think about how I would feel if you had ... cheated, then understand how you were feeling about what ... what I did, and finally think about how I could address those feelings and try to make things up to you.
"So I've set up three columns: the first is how I would feel, the second is how you must feel, and the third is what I will try to do."
As she sat there, glasses on her nose, explaining her neat little system to me, sounding just like the first-rate, highly organized paralegal who was so valued at her job, my heart just swelled up with love for her.
I had been so angry and so hurt, it had been hard to remember how much I loved Angie, or even why. This reminder of another side of her—her work-side, and her organized, efficient approach to problems—brought back vividly to me why she was so special to me. And why it was worth trying to save our marriage.
She went on. "I'm afraid that for some of these there isn't anything in the third column, because simply I don't know what to do." She looked up at me with pain in her eyes.
"So I'll just read an item in the first column and the one in the second—then if there's something in the third column I'll read that too."
"Okay, Angie," I smiled at her.
"First, I'd just be angry that you cheated on me. And I know you are angry, Alex—and I deserve it!
"Then, I'd want to know how you could possibly justify or explain doing such an awful thing. And you deserve that explanation too. I think I tried to give it to you at home, before you left. How Connie's affair seemed so exciting and harmless—and I just stopped thinking, and stupidly thought I could do the same thing and you'd never know, and I'd never hurt you."
I interrupted and said, "well, your friend Tommy's behavior is surely part of the explanation, too—but we'll get to him later. Why don't you just go on."
"Well, I would be beside myself with insecurity, Alex—scared that your lover was sexier, more fun in bed, than I was. So you must be feeling some of the same feelings too."
I growled, "and what's in your 'fix-it-all' third column for that one, Angie?"
She looked at me sadly. "Nothing that can just make the pain go away, sweetheart. What I wrote is 'show Alex how much I love and desire him, convince him over time that he is the only lover I will ever want from now on'.
"But I'm not such a fool as to think I can just snap my fingers and make it happen, Alex. I don't know whether it would be better never to talk about ... what I did with Tommy, or tell you all the gory details and then we can put it behind us."
"Actually I have decided that I am going to want to know every detail, Angie—but we don't have to do that now."
I saw alarm in her eyes, but she didn't respond. After a minute she went back to her list.
"Well—my pride was hurt, thinking about Christina, and I'm sure yours is too. To think that there's a person for whom you're Number 1, and then learn they're screwing someone else ... it's just not forgivable, is it, Alex?" Suddenly she was crying again.
Without a word I went over and held her for a few minutes, and she gradually calmed down.
"What else is on the list, Angie?"
"Just two more things. The first is trust. How can you ever trust me now? How can I earn back your trust?"
I said, "I think I know the answer to that one. It will take a lot of time, and both of us will have to work hard at it. For a while, I won't trust you a bit, and you're just going to have to live with it. I'll want to know where you are every minute, who you're having lunch with, who called on the phone, what you talk about with Connie—"
I stopped, and grimaced. "Oh yes, Connie. That's another conversation we'll have to have." Angie nodded.
"The last thing, Alex, is reassurance. You used to be able to believe that you had all of my love and my desire. That you were my first and only choice for a husband and a lover and a best friend. That when we made love I was entirely with you, not thinking of someone else or comparing you to him.
"And I ... fucked up, and I took that away from you. And now I need to find ways to give it back to you again.
She looked at me, fiercely, her cheeks still wet. "And I will, Alex! You just watch me—I will do it! Every day you let me stay in your life, I'm going to show you just how much you mean to me, and how sorry I am for hurting you."
She got up suddenly, came straight over to me, and dropped into my lap, throwing her arms tightly around me. She squeezed me hard, putting her lips near my ear.
"You are my best lover, my best friend. You are the only man I want, and the only man who will EVER have me again. And if you let me, I'll prove it to you every single day."
Without another word, she got up and pulled me over to the bed. She had a determined gleam in her eye as she pulled off my shoes and socks, my shirt, and finally my shorts and boxers. Then, quickly stripping off her own clothes, she knelt between my legs and caressed my half-erect cock.
After a moment, still gazing into my eyes, she opened her mouth and drew my dick deliciously inside. Using her hands to gently stroke my balls and my thighs, she tongued and sucked my cock, taking her time, getting me rock-hard. Angie couldn't quite manage a full deep-throat, but she had most of my 6 ½" inside as she worked on me.
Her face wore a look of fierce concentration, as though she were doing multiplication in her head or cooking from a complicated recipe. I almost had to laugh at those thoughts, but I was enjoying her oral loving too much.
Keeping her eyes fixed on my face, she brought me closer and closer to my inevitable, intense climax. Finally I asked, "Angie, don't you want to come up here with me?"
She shook her head, and then began to slide her lips more rapidly up and down my shaft, intensifying the pleasure by using one hand to cup my balls gently. She got me into a rhythm that had me pushing my hips forward, and after another delicious minute I began to pump my cum into her throat, groaning with the wonderful pleasure.
She stayed on me all through my orgasm, and then delicately continued to suck and clean my cock as it softened. Only when my excitement had completely subsided, and I was lying back in total relaxation, did she let me slide from her mouth and climb up next to me on the bed, gazing down with a look of triumph on her face.
She saw my own smile, and said, "consider that a down-payment."
I had to laugh, and after a moment she was laughing with me, as we lay on the bed in each other's arms.
Angie had never been wild about oral sex. She had done it occasionally to please me, but it was far from her favorite thing, and she'd never been very comfortable about swallowing. So I understood that this "down-payment" on her part was a conscious act of love and atonement—an attempt to tell me how much I mattered to her.
We spent the rest of the day in bed, separating only long enough for a leisurely room-service dinner. I even skipped my swimming for the first time all week. Some combination of desire and determination to reassure me had Angie hotter than I'd seen her since the first days of our relationship, and I was happy to go along for the ride. Sometimes we made love, with great tenderness, and sometimes we just fucked. By about 10 pm we were both happy, both exhausted, and both fast asleep.
*** *** ***
The next day, after a relaxed breakfast in the sunshine, we had another serious talk, and I shared with Angie the things I'd been thinking about our return.
"I need to hear about you and Tommy, Angie, and I'll tell you why.
"What I wish you could do is just un-do your affair with him, just erase it somehow. But it's not possible. So what I've decided I want us to do is 'write over it'."
She looked at me in confusion and I said, "don't worry, I'll explain. But first, can you tell me please how the affair started?"
Unhappily but willingly, she told me the story, some of which I'd heard already: the tennis class, the casual drinks afterwards in a group, the evening just the two of them were left and he made a pass at her.
"I said no, Alex, but I didn't slam the door tight. And he kept after me, not at all forcefully but persistently. The night of the last tennis class he walked me from the bar to my car—and he kissed me. And I let him, Alex. It was a short kiss, but we both knew what it meant.
"Then the next week he called me and said we ought to play tennis together, just to keep up our skills from the class. He's a phys. ed. teacher at a middle school, so he's always free after about 2:30 pm. I agreed to take an afternoon off and meet him at his apartment, and we'd go to some nearby courts."
She looked at me, the pain clear on her face. "I have no excuses, Alex. He took the lead, Tommy was the one who made it happen—but I knew what I was doing, too.
"When I got to his apartment he offered me a quick soda before tennis, and then he ... put the moves on me. Gently--he flattered me, and he stood behind me and rubbed my shoulders.... God, it is just awful having to tell you this!
"When he had me nice and relaxed—and turned-on—he took my hand and gently led me into the bedroom. You can guess the rest." Her voice had turned flat, empty.
"Just one more question for right now, Angie. Did you use condoms?"
She nodded. "Yes, always. The first time we weren't even talking at all, except when I said 'you have to use a condom'. He had them in a drawer by his bed."
"What else do you know about Tommy?"
"Well, he's a phys. ed. teacher, like I said, and he's originally from Buffalo. And he's engaged, though that obviously doesn't mean he's faithful to his fiancée!" She made that last remark in a bitter tone.
After a moment, I said, "OK, Angie. Here's what I meant by 'writing over'. I want you and me to re-create what you did with Tommy. I'm going to ask you to write down for me the details of each time you two were together: what you did sexually, where, what it was like, who took the lead, what positions, how many times each of you came—everything.
"And then I want you and me to do all those things, in all the same places and in all the same ways. So that each time you had sex with Tommy, it'll be 'written over' by you and me.
"That may sound totally nuts, but it's the closest thing I can come up with to 'un-do' your affair."
Angie gazed at me, a very serious look on her face. "Yes Alex, it does sound nuts—but it sort of makes sense to me too. If you give me some time today, I'll write down all the stuff you've asked for. But can I ask you one favor?"
I nodded, and she said, "could you ... read it when we're in bed together, with me in your arms, after we've made love? Somehow that way I'll be less utterly terrified about ... how you'll react when you read it."
I smiled and said, " sure, Angie." Then she asked me one more question.
"Alex—you said 'all the same places'. Do you mean we're going to make love in Tommy's apartment!? How can we do that?"
I gave her an evil smile, and said, "just leave that little detail to me!"
After lunch we separated for a few hours. Angie sat in the room and made her list—not an easy or pleasant task, I'm sure. I made a couple of phone calls, then did my laps in the pool. After just a few days my wind and stamina were already improved, and I vowed to myself that I'd keep up my routine at a pool back home. It felt great to be a little more fit.
We had three more days together at the resort before we had to be back at our jobs, and we made the most of them. I didn't bring up the dreaded list for a while, and we just played. We swam, we lay in the sun, we went out to eat, and we spent a lot of time either talking or making love.
Angie's determination to make things up to me came out energetically in bed. We spent more time on foreplay than we were used to, often with Angie making me lie down and giving me delicious massages, that turned into caressing and sex-play.
She asked me several times if there were new things or new positions I wanted to try. The one I enjoyed the most was screwing her standing up against a wall, with her legs tight around my waist. Once we got our balance settled, I would lift her by her ass-cheeks, then gently drop her back down on my cock. It took a minute or two to get the rhythm right, but that was really exciting! We both were gasping and groaning as we came, and then we collapsed onto the floor together, giggling, my cock still stuck inside her.
We also had some good talks about our marriage. Before her affair we both had thought we'd been doing great—but surprisingly, our conversations revealed to both of us that things had gotten a little stale. We loved and appreciated one another, but we'd each gotten a little lazy about expressing it.
Some of that is surely inevitable—being married is far different from dating, after all—but we agreed that we could do better. An occasional dinner out, a weekend getaway, taking the time some evenings for a walk in the park—we had lots of ideas for ways we could be more attentive to each other, once we started thinking about it.
Angie proposed the idea of planning an "Alex" night or an "Angie" night, when the person whose night it was would have everything he or she wanted: a favorite dinner, being waited on by the other, and then (of course) being served sexually by the other one in his or her favorite ways.
Finally, we talked about starting a family. Both of us looked forward to having children, and we'd always felt that we'd "know" when the time was right.
I said, "Angie, I still want to have children—but only after I know that our marriage is going to continue. And I don't think I'll be sure about that anytime soon."
She just nodded, looking meek. "I can't blame you, Alex. That was something I worried about when I thought you'd had an affair with Christina. How could I have children with a man I couldn't trust to be faithful to me? And now you're in that position."
I took her hand and smiled. "Yes I am—but I look forward to not being in it. This week has been terrific, Angie. It hasn't made all my anger go away, but it has reminded me how much I love you."
She leaned over and gave me a kiss, pulling me tightly to her with her arms.
When we broke apart I said, "one more thing. When I do feel like we've made it back, like we're really going to be OK, you'll know. Because I'll come to you and say, 'Angie, let's make a baby.' "
As we sat together on the flight home, I found myself getting more and more tense. My time away with Angie, despite the circumstances, had felt like a honeymoon. She'd been loving and passionate, desperate to show me how much I mattered to her and how much she wanted me. The sex had been fantastic, and just being with one another had been great too. In a thousand ways I was reminded of how much I loved her, and why.
But that was in Florida, at a beautiful resort, a thousand miles away from our regular lives, and from the house where she'd fucked someone else. I had real doubts about how well my loving feelings would survive once we were back home.
We'd each be back at work, with the stresses that brought. And most of all, I'd be back to not knowing every minute where Angie was and what she was doing. I'd either have to start trusting her or drive myself crazy.
Angie must have sense some of what I was feeling. She held my hand for hours on the flight, and kept glancing over to me with a look of increasing concern. Finally, soon before we were to land, she turned to me and squeezed my hand tighter.
"Honey," she said quietly, almost whispering. "Please don't give up on me now! Please believe everything I said to you in Florida, and remember everything we did.
"I know it's going to be hard. I can tell some of what you're thinking, just from watching your face. But I'm the same Angie who adores you, who would give anything to take back what I did. Please give me a chance!"
I looked into her face, seeing the tears in her eyes, and forced a smile.
"I'll give you a chance, Angie, I promise. You're right, I'm tensing up, just thinking about what it will be like. But let's both try to hold on to what the past week has been like."
She smiled at me, pulling my hand to her lips and kissing it fiercely. "It's a deal!" she said.
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When we'd dragged our suitcases into the front hall of our house, I stopped and took Angie by the hand.
"Honey, I'd like us to sleep in the guest room for right now. I'm not ready to go back into our bedroom yet, but I do want you with me."
She nodded, looking troubled but not surprised. "That's fine, Alex. I was afraid you'd want to sleep apart from me."
We got unpacked and settled in, had a lazy dinner, went through the mail that had piled up. When I heard the phone ring, I instantly thought, "Connie!" I called to Angie, "don't answer it, OK? Just let the machine get it."
She came into the room, looking quizzical, and I said, "I just had the feeling it was Connie calling, and I didn't want either of us to answer until we'd talked about her."
She instantly blushed. "OK, Alex."
"What I have to say is pretty simple. Connie is your close friend, and you're entitled to have the friends you want to have. On the other hand, I blame her in part for your affair. Not that it wasn't your choice and your responsibility, but Connie's filling your ears with the delights of her own adultery didn't exactly help.
"So I won't ask you to stop seeing her. But from now on, the details of our marriage are off-limits, OK? I'm sure she'll want to know all about our trip, and how we're doing.
"You can tell her that we had a nice time, and that we're working on getting through this. But beyond that, it's none of her damn business. Fair enough?"
I wasn't angry but I'm sure I sounded firm, and Angie didn't even attempt to disagree with me.
"Yes, honey. I've been thinking about that too. I guess I'm a little mad at Connie myself, even though I have no right to be."
"Oh, Angie, one more thing. Connie doesn't know that I know about her affair, and I want to keep it that way. All right?"
She nodded, and I let the subject drop. We talked for a few minutes about work and some other things.
Then, not wanting to wait, I took Angie by the hand and led her upstairs into the guest room.
I was feeling more apprehensive than sexy, but I wanted to make love—I wanted to see if I could still feel affectionate and loving, so close to the scene of Angie's adultery. To put it more bluntly, I wanted to get the first fuck out of the way.
We undressed, got in bed, kissed and snuggled and touched one another. But the spark wasn't there. Angie looked more and more uneasy, and I was afraid she was going to cry.
"It's all right, baby," I said, stroking her shoulders. "We knew it wouldn't be so easy at first, back in this house again."
She nodded, and kissed me gently, then planted sweet little kisses all over my face and neck. I lay back as she slid gently down my body, leaving a trail of kisses, until she reached my cock, still only slightly erect. It was clear what she had in mind, and I was happy to let her proceed.
Her lips and tongue didn't drive me as crazy as they had—repeatedly—down in Florida, but they were more than enough to produce a satisfactory hard-on. With an enormous smile, Angie slid on top of me, straddling my waist, and guided my cock inside her.
We went slowly at first, as she wasn't all that wet. But gradually we both relaxed, and the slow gliding of her pussy up and down my cock turned into a more energetic plunging. Both of us seemed to relax and stop worrying—instead we were just fucking, enjoying one another.
I loved having Angie in this position because I could cup and hold her breasts, and this time she pushed them hard into my hands, arching her back and groaning. I caressed and pinched her nipples, enjoying as she moved faster and faster on me. Then when I knew she was close I put my hands on her hips, guiding her down on me as I humped up into her. With a gasp, she came, and I felt her spasms as my own orgasm overtook me.
We lay together, both of us feeling happy and very relieved. It seemed like we'd just cleared an important hurdle, as silly as that might seem.
After a few minutes I said, "Angie, why don't you bring me your list?"
Looking stricken, she went to her suitcase and returned after a minute with a legal pad. Climbing back into bed and handing me the pad, she snuggled tightly against me. Her face pressed into my neck, she said, "OK, Alex. I knew this was coming. But I am just scared to death! Please, please don't throw me out now!"
I kissed her hair. "Angie, I know this won't be much fun for either of us. But I'm still convinced that 'writing over' what you did with Tommy is going to help us get past it. So I've got to look at what you've written."
She just nodded, and clung to me more tightly. I picked up the pad and began to read.
"The First Time. At Tommy's apartment. He gave me a soda and rubbed my back. Then he took me into his bedroom.
"We didn't talk. He undressed me, then himself. His cock was sticking up at me. He lay me down on the bed and started kissing and touching me. I was very excited.
He got a condom, and we did it in missionary position. He was excited too. He went very fast, no subtlety. He came in just a couple of minutes. I was excited but I didn't come.
"We lay there for a while, kissing and talking. He went to the bathroom and washed, then came back and wanted to have sex again. He asked me to suck him to make him hard, and I did. Then he put on another condom and we had sex in the doggy-position, with him standing on the floor.
"This time he lasted a long time. He held and stroked my breasts, and he made me come once while we were doing it. Then after a while he came. We rested for a little while, then I took a shower, got dressed, and left."
I stopped reading and just lay there, feeling the adrenalin course through me. I realized my jaw was clenched so tight that my teeth hurt. Angie lay beside me, no doubt feeling the tension in my body, afraid to move or make a sound.
"You asked for this, Alex," I said silently to myself. "Now be a man and take it!"
It wasn't that she'd written anything surprising. In my own imagination I'd created scenes that were far wilder, far more upsetting than what I'd just read. It was rather the simple reality of it—the difference between my own unhappy imaginings and the cold facts of how Angie had had sex with another man. It hurt a hell of a lot.
I took some deep breaths, found myself growing a bit calmer, and read on.
"The Second Time, three days later, at Tommy's apartment. We met in the afternoon.
"In the car on the way there I changed out of my work clothes. When I got to Tommy's I only had on a halter top and my skirt, no underwear.
"When I came into the apartment Tommy kissed me, and I took his hand and slid it up my leg. When he realized I had nothing on underneath he got very excited. He sat me on a kitchen chair and went down on me, kneeling on the floor in front of me.
"He pulled down my top and caressed my breasts while he ate me. I came twice, the first time right away and then again after five more minutes.
"Then he carried me to his bed and we had sex, missionary position, me still wearing the skirt and top. I put the condom on him first. I had another orgasm before he came.
"After we rested, we took a shower together and washed each other, also caressing and exciting each other. Then we dried off, went back to bed and had a 69, with me on top. We both were very excited. I didn't come again, but felt a lot of pleasure. When Tommy got ready to come he held my head down on him, and more or less made me swallow. Then I showered again, and went home."
I stopped again, considering how I was feeling. I was angry and hurt, but no worse than I had been after reading about their first tryst. I decided to push on, read all of the rest and get it out of the way.
The other times were much the same, with the variations you might expect. They did it four times at his apartment and twice in our house, the second time being the time I heard them at it. That day he'd been held up at school, arriving nearly an hour later than expected. They'd had one quick fuck, and when she tried to get Tommy to leave he'd insisted on another round. Trusting that I wouldn't come home from work any earlier than usual, she'd given in.
As furious as I was, I also felt relieved that it wasn't worse. He hadn't ever fucked her bareback, she hadn't let him take her anally (as far I as I could tell he hadn't asked), and they hadn't done anything she and I hadn't done ourselves many times. Irrational or not, these things helped me feel a little better.
I realized that Angie was still clinging to me, and I could feel her trembling. I said, "all done, Angie. I've read it all."
She looked up at me, waiting for an explosion, but I just gazed at her.
"Yes, I'm mad," I said. "And hurt—hurt most of all. All I could think of as I read it was, 'how could you?'
"But I was also glad that it wasn't worse. Frankly, Angie, I was scared that he'd have done something you and I have never done, or excited you in a way I'd never been able to do.
"I'm sure you can understand this: I was afraid that you'd want to go back to Tommy, for more of something he'd given you that I couldn't."
She sat up in bed, looking at me fiercely. "There was nothing like that, Alex! It was ... exciting, you know, just because it was somebody different. And it was ... secret, like you said. I knew it was wrong.
"But there's nothing special about Tommy in bed, believe me! He was eager and fast, but not terribly considerate or sensitive. Never once did I feel like he was making love to me—or even that it had much to do with me at all. It was fucking. My body turned him on, and he liked fucking me."
I looked at her. "And his body turned you on, and you liked fucking him."
She blushed and looked away, nodding.
I pulled her to me, holding her, stroking her hair, feeling her sobs begin.
"It's all right, Angie. We're going to do everything you and he did, only better. We're going to write over it, OK?"
She nodded vigorously against me, still crying. We held each other tight until she was calmer, then without another word we slept.
********
I awoke to the smell of coffee and quickly headed downstairs. Angie, in her bathrobe, was standing in the kitchen smiling at me, getting ready to scramble the eggs I always ate for breakfast.
"Why don't we do something different today, Angie—how about I take you out to breakfast?"
She looked surprised but pleased, and I added, "not what you expected from your predictable old husband, is it? Well, I'm trying to be a little less predictable."
She came over and wrapped herself around me for a long hug.
"Just as long as you keep on being the wonderful, loving man I married, I'll be happy with a little unpredictability."
When I got in to work I was greeted by a lot of smiling faces. People were glad to have me back, and maybe also glad that I seemed to be OK—John must have mentioned something about my marital troubles.
I spent the morning getting caught up on the past couple of weeks, and was pleased to find only a couple of small fires for me to put out. My staff had indeed risen to the occasion, and I praised them sincerely for how well they'd kept things running.
The only difficult thing that day was not worrying about Angie, not wondering what she was really doing at work or whether she would call Tommy. It was hard to believe she would—but then when your trust is gone, imagining the worst turns out to be awfully easy.
The afternoon brought me the call I'd been waiting for, from a security whiz named Caleb whom I'd contacted from Florida. I knew about him because he'd once done some work for our company.
I'd put Caleb on Tommy's trail, asking for any information about Tommy's life, specifically including his fiancée and his own activities. And he'd struck gold.
It turned out that Emily, the fiancée, was also a teacher: she taught history in a local high school. Even more interesting, she was a distant relative of the Heinz family, and worth a lot of money.
And it also turned out that Angie had not been Tommy's only recent playmate. He was fucking Darlene, a secretary in the principal's office at Tommy's school, a couple of times a week. Caleb, that wizard, had a lovely set of pictures of the two of them doing naked acrobatics in Tommy's bed—somehow he'd gotten access to an apartment in the building right across the alley from Tommy's.
That evening I explained to Angie how I proposed to deal with Tommy. My plan began with Angie writing a letter to Emily, revealing to her that Angie and Tommy had been sleeping together while he was engaged to Emily.
Angie was reluctant to write the letter, but I was firm with her. First, I said, it would never be sent. I only intended to use it as leverage with Tommy. Second, I asked her bluntly, was she more interested in protecting Tommy or in reconciling with me?
That question brought a few tears, but without further protest Angie wrote out the letter I dictated to her.
Later that evening I set up a new Hotmail account and emailed Tommy. Using a made-up name, I introduced myself as the Superintendant for a neighboring school district: I had heard about what a good teacher Tommy was, and was interested in possibly hiring him for one of my schools (at a considerable raise, of course). Since luring a teacher away in mid-year was a bit "irregular", I suggested that we meet privately some afternoon that week to discuss the possibilities.
We met on Thursday afternoon in a local coffee bar. Tommy was a big, open-faced guy with sandy hair and bright blue eyes. He wasn't unusually handsome, but I could see that women would find him attractive.
After we shook hands, he began at once to ask about the job. I held up my hand to stop him, said, "why don't you just read this first?", and handed him a photocopy of Angie's letter.
After only a few seconds he looked up at me, confused and angry. "What the fuck is this?" he hissed, trying to keep his voice down.
Without losing my cool I said, "just read the rest of it, Tommy, and then we'll discuss things. And you should know that there are several other copies of this, all in the hands of friends of mine, all ready to be mailed if anything should happen to me or Angie."
As Tommy read the rest of the letter his face flushed with rage. Finally he put it down and glared at me. "All right, asshole—what is this all about?"
I smiled. "First, let me introduce myself. I'm Alex Ravenna, Angie's husband.
"Second, you had an affair with my wife and I'm not happy about it.
"Third, you're engaged to a very wealthy young lady, and if she sees this letter you'll be totally fucked.
"How am I doing so far, Tommy?"
There was a silence as he glared at me, undoubtedly considering his options. He didn't have a lot of them.
He said, "Emily would never believe that letter anyway—I could convince her it's all bullshit."
"Oh?" I replied. "What about the part where Angie perfectly describes your bedroom, even down to the nice photo of you and Emily on the dresser? And what about the part when she talks about those cute little birthmarks you've got, one on your shoulder and one just to the right of your pubic hair? How are you going to explain those away, lover-boy?"
"All right, all right!" he spat at me. "What the fuck do you want?"
"It's very simple," I replied. "I promise that Emily will never see this letter. In return, you give me a key to your apartment, and the right to use it for the next three weeks."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"You fucked my wife in your apartment, Tommy. Now I'm going to fuck her in your apartment. As many times as I like, in your bed, on your kitchen table—wherever I want, for the next three weeks. Then we're done. You don't see me, you don't hear from me, I give you your key back, and all the copies of that letter go right into the trash."
He sat and stared at me, no doubt wondering why he was getting off so easily.
"That's it? Three weeks, and then I'm done with you?" I nodded.
"And how do I know that you won't send the letter anyway?"
"That's a good question, Tommy," I said. "You don't. You're going to have to trust me on that. But you don't have much choice, do you?
"I give you my word, once the three weeks is up you get your key back and Angie and I are out of your life."
There was more silence. Then he said, unwillingly, "Jesus H. Christ! OK. But when will you be using the place?"
"Only on weekday afternoons—that's when you were there with Angie, right? So you'll need to stay out of there from 2:30 until 6:00 every weekday for the next three weeks. Nights and weekends are all yours—knock yourself out."
After a few more questions and answers, we got up together. Three stores down was a hardware store, and Tommy had them copy the keys to his building and his apartment. He sullenly handed them to me.
Smiling, I gave him the copy of Angie's letter. "You can dispose of this one—I have more. Today's the 3rd. If you don't play any stupid games with me, Tommy, I'll mail these keys back to you on the 24th. Then it's bye-bye Alex."
I waited to see if he had anything else to say. He didn't. Shrugging, he turned and left me.
I caught myself whistling as I came in the door of my house. I must be feeling better! As I entered the kitchen I saw Angie at the stove and Connie sitting at the table. Both women turned to me, looking vaguely guilty.
I said "hi" and went over to give Angie a kiss. Before I could speak to Connie she said, "hi Alex. Listen, I've got to be going—hope to see you both soon!"
"She seemed awfully strange, Angie," I said after a minute. "What's going on?"
Angie said, "Connie came over about an hour ago, and we caught up for a while. As you can imagine, she asked a lot of questions, but I fended most of them off. I told her that we were working on our relationship, and that we'd had a good time in Florida. But I also told her that I felt incredibly guilty for what I had done with Tommy—and that in the future I was going to have to keep the details of our marriage private, even though she was my close friend.
"She didn't protest that at all. I think she realizes how all that raving about Henry contributed to what I did, and to the trouble we're having now."
"And that's what that guilty expression was about?"
"I guess so," Angie said.
I wasted no time telling her about my conversation with Tommy. Her face was a fascinating mixture of eagerness and dismay. I told her I wanted to begin right away, and asked that she meet me at his apartment tomorrow at 3pm.
"OK, Alex. Can I just say, though ... I'm feeling a little bit freaked-out about this? I want to do what you want, but it makes me feel even more guilty, you know? Like going back to the scene of the crime."
I held her, and stroked her hair. "I can understand that, I guess. But let's both keep in mind what the goal is: to enjoy each other, to have a good time, to make some new memories on top of some upsetting ones.
"When I think of you with Tommy, I want to be able to replace those thoughts with memories of you and me together, doing what you did with him, enjoying each other."
She pulled away far enough to look into my eyes. "I don't deserve you, you know that? Instead of ... punishing me, raking me over the coals, throwing me out on my ass—you're being so loving and patient with me."
I answered her very seriously. "Well, perhaps right now you don't deserve me. God knows you've hurt me. But I love you—and when I think about our whole relationship, all these years, you've made me happier than anyone I've ever been with.
"I hope that after a few weeks, or a few months ... we'll both feel that you deserve me."
She gazed into my eyes, and without another word gave me a long, intense kiss.
********
The three weeks of writing over Angie's affair were weird but fun. I knew that I'd have to cope with feelings of rage, and I did. But doing it in Tommy's apartment was also exciting—it almost felt like we were having an affair together. And Angie, as I'd anticipated, was desperately eager to make it good for me, to follow through completely on my idea.



The first day we stayed pretty close to the script: I offered her a soda, rubbed her shoulders, flattered her, then led her to the bedroom. Without saying anything I gently took her clothes off, then my own. She was trembling, and looked terrified.
I laid her down and caressed her, and when I was very excited I fucked her, not bothering with a condom—that much realism we didn't need! Even though it was the same woman I'd been screwing for years, the strangeness of the situation made it unusually arousing. I lost myself in that first fuck, and hearing her moans and murmurs brought me to a quick and intense orgasm.
As we lay there afterwards, talking and kissing, it continued to be strange. I didn't literally pretend to be Tommy, but our talk steered clear of anything that would identify us as husband and wife. Mostly I talked about how beautiful and exciting she was, how much I loved being with her.
Angie relaxed after our first fuck, losing the deer-in-the-headlights look, and after a half-hour it was she who took the lead towards our second round. She slid down and took me in her mouth, using her whole arsenal of delicate touches.
Blowjobs are wonderfully different after you've already fucked once. Because your cock isn't already hard, both you and your partner get to enjoy the feeling of it beginning soft and limp, then gradually growing big and hard in her mouth.
When she had me very aroused, I pulled her gently up onto her hands and knees, arranging her ass at the end of the bed, and stood behind her. I loved this position (thanks for choosing it, Tommy!), and was looking forward to a long session of it.
Of course one of my motivations was to make the sex better for her than it had been with Tommy. Sliding in, savoring the sensation of Angie's hot wetness, I reminded myself to take my time, pay attention to her responses, and make sure it was as satisfying for her as I knew it would be for me.
We coupled for nearly half an hour this way. I loved holding Angie's breasts, teasing the nipples, and I brought her to orgasm once this way. Then I held her hips, and we just slid and bumped against one another for a while. Later I caressed her clit with my finger and brought her to another gasping climax. This time my own excitement reached a peak as well, and I came fiercely into her just a few moments later.
As we showered in Tommy's bathroom, we didn't speak much, just smiled a lot as we washed one another. Even that night at home was quiet—not silent or uncomfortable, but relaxed, companionable. It felt delightful to hold her tight in my arms as we went chastely to sleep (neither of us with the energy for any more sex that night).
The next time in Tommy's place, a few days later, Angie was as hot as she'd ever been. Perhaps she was more relaxed, because the first time had gone so well; or perhaps appearing for me with no underwear (as she had for Tommy) was a turn-on.
Whatever it was, she went absolutely crazy when I put her on a kitchen chair and ate her out. She came again and again, pulling at my hair, crying out and gasping as she did. I got so excited that I dragged her into the bedroom and fucked the hell out of her, coming inside her with scalding pleasure.
It was our fourth tryst, the first one in our own bedroom, that had me worried. Of all the things Angie had done, fucking Tommy there hurt the most. She must have known how I felt, because for the only time during this whole three-week escapade she "stepped outside the script".
She was leading me by the hand into the room, where she was going to sit me down on the bed, take my clothes off, and give me a blow-job (all as she had done for Tommy). As she did so, no doubt seeing the pain on my face, she stopped for a minute, looked into my eyes, and whispered, "I'm so sorry, honey!"
Somehow, and I don't know how, that made the difference. We continued with our game, but my pain greatly diminished. She blew me with loving tenderness, and when I was very aroused I pulled her on top of me for a 69, not caring that she and Tommy hadn't done that.
We loved each other for a long time—it turned into a game, to see who could tease the other and stop short of bestowing an orgasm for longer. In the end she had to pull her mouth off my cock to gasp as I brought her off, using my lips on her clit and my fingers deep inside her pussy.
Our next tryst was the last one in Tommy's apartment, and I had a couple of parting gifts to share with him. I began by eating Angie as she lay on her belly on his kitchen table, making sure her juices were left all over it.
Then, when we fucked in the bedroom, I pulled out of Angie just before coming and went over to his dresser. Standing on a chair, I jerked myself to an orgasm, shooting my cum all over the dresser-top and making sure to aim a fair amount of it on the framed picture of him and his fiancée. He'd either have to clean it off or explain it to her, I thought!
Finally, I made sure that our last fuck in his bed was anal. Angie and I had done it that way just a few times, and she and Tommy hadn't done it at all. She and I liked it every once in a while, though. We took lots of time, used plenty of lube, and went very gently. And we enjoyed it.
But I had an ulterior motive, of course. When we were done I made sure to wipe my shit-covered cock off very thoroughly on Tommy's sheets, and I had Angie do the same with her nasty bottom. Just one more thing for you to enjoy, you son of a bitch!
The final chapter of our "affair", a few days later, was back home in our bed, re-enacting the day I had come home twenty minutes early. We fucked, rested, and then as Tommy did I insisted on a second round, even though it was getting late.
We were on our sides, our legs tangled together, thrusting our hips at one another, getting more and more worked-up.
"Shall I hurry up?" I asked breathlessly. "You worried about your husband coming home and hearing us?"
Angie looked at me and smiled. Still humping against me she said, "you are the only lover I ever want—I don't give a damn who hears us!"
Smiling back, I pulled her tightly against me, and a minute later I was spurting into her.
That night, after a shower and dinner, I was sitting in my study paying the bills when Angie came in. Wrapped in her robe, her hair clean, her face without makeup, she looked relaxed and beautiful.
She pulled a chair up next to mine, sat down, and took my hand in hers.
"You can probably guess what I want to ask you, Alex. Where are we now? We've written over my affair—and thank God it wasn't what I feared it would be. It was exciting, and loving, and intense, and it made some wonderful memories to push out those other ones.
"It still just kills me what I did—what I did to you. And I love you more than I can say, for not just divorcing me. For finding a way for us still to be together. For making me feel that you thought I was worth it.
"But I'm still a little frightened, and I don't know what's in your mind."
I gently pulled her into my lap and she nestled in against me, her head on my shoulder.
"What's in my mind is that I love you. And that if you ever cheat on me again I will fucking kill you." I said it without heat, and then I kissed her hair.
"I can't say I'm 'over' what you did—certainly not all the way.
"But I made the decision that I wanted us to try to stay together—that you were 'worth it', as you said. And it still seems like the right decision.
"I guess you should still be frightened, but only a little. And you should know that it's still very hard for me to trust you, and it probably will be that way for a long time.
"But I know that you love me, Angie. I know that you want to be with me, and that you're trying as hard as you can to show me that. And I know that you make me happy."
She didn't say anything else, and we sat silently, holding one another, for a long time.
********
About a week later I had the conversation with Connie I'd been looking forward to having. Angie called and invited her over for coffee—but when she arrived, Angie was out and I was waiting for her.
"Come in, Connie—I asked Angie to call you. I'd like to talk for a few minutes."
She looked surprised and a little nervous as I poured us two cups.
I sat and gazed at her. Then I said, "how's your friend Henry these days?"
She gasped, putting her cup down so hard that the coffee slopped onto the table. Her face got pale, and she said, "who's Henry?" in a quavering voice.
I just laughed. "Not too convincing, Connie. Henry would be the name of the fellow you were fucking regularly for several months last year—remember him? The one Brad never found out about. The one who was so much fun, just a fling, and Brad would never get hurt. You remember now?
"And before you ask, no—Angie didn't tell me anything about it. I found out another way, not that it matters."
She looked at me, biting her lip. She was obviously pretty scared.
"OK, Alex—I'm listening. What do you want to say?"
I smiled genially, and said, "well, in brief, Connie: I own you."
She gasped again, and I went on.
"You remember, I'm sure, all the high-minded opinions of yours on the subject of adultery that you shared with me and Angie a few weeks ago?
"Let me see. I believe you said that my cheating belittled my spouse, that I would always feel a bit of scorn for her, knowing that I'd fooled her. Is that how it is for you with Brad? Do you feel that your cheating belittled him? Does it feel good having a nasty, dirty little secret?"
She wouldn't look at me.
"Here's what you said to me, Connie, about my pretend affair with Christina Blodgett. You said it was wrong—it was despicable. Even if I hadn't told Angie it would have been a horrible breach of her trust.
"So, Connie, now we have to decide about how to handle YOUR horrible, despicable breach of trust, don't we?"
Her hands were trembling. She said, "are you going to tell Brad, Alex? He'll divorce me, you know he will. Is that what you want?
I waited silently for a long time, letting her search my impassive face. Finally I said, "no, Connie. I like Brad—and I have no desire to see him suffer the way I have suffered the past few weeks. He loves you, and apparently he trusts you. I don't see anything good coming out of destroying his feelings and his happiness.
"But I do feel that some payback is in order, don't you? Since we agree that what you did was despicable, a breach of trust, don't you owe Brad something?"
She was beginning to look a little less terrified.
"If you ... if you won't tell Brad, Alex, I will do just about anything you ask."
"What I have in mind is simple, Connie. You're going to make it up to him. You're going to embark on a campaign to make Brad Williamson the most loved, most pampered, most appreciated and most sexually satisfied man in the Midwest.
"Of course, you're going to have to be a bit subtle about it. If you come on too strong too suddenly, he'll surely wonder whether you have something you're feeling guilty about. That would defeat the whole purpose.
"But you'll be cooking his favorite dinners more often. Telling him you love him more often. Going golfing with him or watching a football game with him more often. And above all, fulfilling all his sexual desires more often."
She began to smile slightly. Clearly what I had in mind was far less onerous than what she feared.
"Tell me, Connie—do you and Brad talk about your sex life much? Do you share fantasies, do you know what sorts of games or positions turn him on the most?"
"No, Alex—we have a good enough time, but we've never been all that ... experimental, I guess."
"Well, you'll be taking the lead now, Connie. Buy some sexy lingerie and see what kinds interest him the most—then buy more of that kind. Ask him to have sex with you in different parts of the house, or in different positions, and see which ones he really likes—then repeat those.
"Make sure he gets oral sex from you—frequently, and without his having to be the one to ask for it. And let him go down on you a lot too, if he doesn't already.
"Surprise him with a weekend away at a hotel somewhere, and fuck his brains out for two days. Are you getting my drift here?"
Connie's face, pale a few minutes ago, was now flushed with embarrassment. She wasn't used to this sort of conversation with me!
"Yes, Alex. I can ... do that."
"And if he does get suspicious, Connie, there's an easy answer you can give him. 'Honey, I've watched what Alex and Angie are going through—how close she came to losing him—and it just frightened me. I love you so much, and I want to keep making sure you never forget it!'
"He'll buy every word of that, Connie—trust me. Especially if you're also keeping him tired and happy in bed.
"Just one more thing. I'm not going to be taking all this on faith. Brad and I will be having regular chats. I'm sure he won't be able to resist asking how Angie and I are doing, and I'm going to respond by casually asking how things are between him and you. I don't want to hear that things are just OK, or about the same as always.
"I expect to see big smiles and hear happy stories, is that clear?"
Connie just gazed at me for a minute. She was relaxed now, no longer abashed and frightened, but she had an odd look on her face.
"Alex, I've known you and Angie for years, but I've never seen this side of you before. I wouldn't have guessed it was in there.
"And yes, I understand. I'm going to do just what you've said. Trust me, Brad will be giving you glowing reports about our marriage in no time."
"Good," I said. I stood and helped Connie to her feet. Kissing her cheek, I guided her to the door. "Glad we could have this little talk, Connie," I said with a smile. "See you again soon!"
********
I had sent Tommy's keys back to him in the mail once Angie and I were finished with his apartment. I didn't take any further action for a couple of months. Then I called Caleb and asked him to take care of something for me.
"Caleb, you still have those photos of Tommy and that girl in his apartment, right? Would you do me one more favor? Please make a copy of the set, and send them to..." I gave him Emily's name and address.
"They don't need any return address, and no cover note or anything—they're quite self-explanatory! But please do one more thing. Look through the photos and find one that shows clearly the framed photo on the dresser—it's of Tommy and his fiancée. Then just take a grease pencil and circle that, so she'll be sure not to miss it. I want her to know that these photos are recent ones, taken since she and Tommy got engaged."
I smiled to myself as I hung up the phone.
********
Angie was trembling in my arms. I was behind her, both of us lying on our sides, and we were fucking vigorously. My left arm was underneath her, reaching around to hold her left breast and pinch her nipple. My right leg was pushed forward between her legs, holding her spread open, and my right hand was stroking her clitoris in time with our thrusts.
This had begun as a lazy, almost drowsy bit of loving, with sweet kisses and gentle caresses in the late-afternoon light of our bedroom. We'd moved on to coupling spoon-fashion, but gently, easily.
Gradually, though we'd picked up the pace. My cock and my hands had already roused Angie to two orgasms, and now she was twisting and arching back hard against me, grunting and gasping as a third orgasm approached. I was myself far beyond being able to hold back, hoping only to keep going long enough to help her reach her climax.
Suddenly her joyful gasps reminded me of what I had heard from downstairs that day three months earlier, when I'd come home and she'd been fucking Tommy in our bed. The memory hit me like a blow to the chest—but almost immediately it gave way to another, happier memory, of Angie and me 'writing over' that episode with our own tryst in this bed. I thought of us together in Florida, her sucking me with such loving determination. I thought of us together in Tommy's apartment, me licking her and driving her crazy in his kitchen.
So I kept my momentum, kept plunging into her, kept stroking her with my fingers. In another moment all the memories faded from my mind, replaced by the pure sensory joy of Angie's climactic cry and the intense spasms as I emptied myself into her.
We lay together quietly, neither of us changing position, both of us sweaty and happy and spent.
Neither of us felt the need to speak, but after a few minutes I gently stroked her arms and shoulders. She gently kissed my arm, then turned and kissed my mouth.
I smiled at her. "I talked to Brad this morning."
"And?"
"It sounds like he and Connie are having something of a second honeymoon. He was bursting to tell me about their weekend away. Seems like she put on quite the show for him: sexy underwear, fucking in the hot tub, going out to dinner in a short dress with no panties. He asked how we were doing, of course, but he could barely wait through my answer before launching into his story. I guess we can conclude that Connie's living up to her part of the bargain."
Angie smiled back at me. "And how ARE we doing, Alex?"
"I think we're doing pretty damn well, Angie. Pretty damn well."
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If you're happily married and your wife has never cheated on you, you have absolutely no idea what it's like. The shock, the feeling of utter betrayal, the hurt, the anger, the destruction of all your trust and sense of security…. I wouldn't wish it on anyone.
I'd been married to Lucy for nine years, the happiest years of my life. We met in college, when at the time each of us was dating someone else, but within a couple of months we were together, and we have been ever since.
We got married after we graduated, moved to Springfield, Illinois (where Lucy grew up) and we're there still. Lucy is a CPA and I work for the programming division of a large manufacturing company in town.
We didn't have kids yet, but we had a wonderful life. I loved Lucy's family, and they were always warm and welcoming to me. We didn't see my family so often, since they lived out west, but Lucy liked them and they adored her. We had a group of terrific friends in Springfield and socialized with them often.
When I say "terrific friends", I should probably say "with one exception". Lucy's closest friend Susan was married to Stan Marino, a real jerk. He was a big, blustery guy who talked too much, mostly about himself, and thought he was a lot funnier than he actually was.
He'd played linebacker in college, and liked to introduce himself by saying, "hi, I'm Stan Marino, the football player. Not DAN Marino, STAN Marino!" He'd laugh like crazy every time he said this (which I'd witnessed him do at least three dozen times).
He also liked his beer—not that I don't, but Stan would drink a few too many, and he could get really nasty and unpleasant when he was loaded. For the life of me I never understood why Susan stayed with him.
Lucy was much more sympathetic to Stan. She'd say to me, "he's really not so bad, honey. I know he talks too much, but he's got a real good heart, and you know how much he loves Susan and the kids."
But Lucy could never get me to warm up to the guy. She knew I just didn't want to be around Stan, so the four of us didn't get together much. But Lucy and Susan did things together, and they talked on the phone all the time.
One Sunday about two months before my life fell apart, Lucy got off the phone and came to find me, looking very upset. "Bob, Stan hit Susan!"
"What?" I cried, jumping up.
Lucy told me the whole story as she'd just heard it from Susan. Apparently Stan had had too much to drink the night before, after their two little kids were asleep. For some reason he got very jealous of Susan and started accusing her of cheating on him with some guy she knew from work (which Susan swore to Lucy she'd never done). She couldn't calm him down, and finally he'd lost control and knocked her around.
She locked herself in the bedroom and called the cops, who arrived and arrested Stan. Now Susan was furious and scared. She was going to file for divorce, as well as getting a protective order keeping Stan away from the house.
I had never liked Stan, but I was still shocked by the story. "Has he ever hit Susan before, or behaved crazy like this?"
Lucy said no, but Susan was so shook-up she was determined to divorce him. I asked where Stan was now, and she told me he was out on bail, but Susan didn't know where he'd gone.
I could tell that Lucy wanted to get involved in this mess somehow, and I said firmly, "honey, you've got to stay out of it. You can support Susan and be her friend, but don't get in the middle of a marital dispute. Whatever happens, they need to work it out themselves."
She said she agreed with me, and our conversation went on to other things.
*** *** ***
The worst week of my life began on a Monday. Each day of the week brought its measure of unhappiness and pain.
MONDAY
I was doing some lunch-time errands in downtown Springfield, and as I walked by the Chesterton Hotel I was surprised to see Lucy's car parked in the lot. I recognized the license plate, and in any case I could tell it was Lucy's because of the dent in the front passenger door that she'd put there while putting the car in our garage one night. We just hadn't gotten around to fixing it.
That night over dinner, Lucy told me that she needed to spend Saturday evening with her mother, and she hoped I wouldn't mind. "She wants me to help her go through all her pictures, especially the ones of Dad, and put them in photo albums."
"Of course, honey," I replied. "Shall I come along?"
"No, I think she wants just me. This is going to be kind of emotional, and I think it would be better if only I were there with her." Lucy's father had died just a few months earlier, so I could see what she meant, and I agreed.
I said, "maybe I'll just get together with some of the guys, watch a game on TV or go out for a beer or something."
Then I said, "by the way, Lucy, what were you doing over at the Chesterton Hotel today? I saw your car there at lunch time."
She looked at me in shock. I saw her hesitate for just a split-second, and then she said, "it wasn't me, honey—I was at the office all day. Somebody screwed up one of the corporate accounts, and we spent hours unraveling it."
What the fuck was this? I certainly knew my wife's car! She'd just lied right to my face, and I had no idea what to do about it. I just said, "oh, I was sure it was your car. But I guess there are a lot of blue Camrys around," and let it drop.
For the next couple of hours I was confused and unhappy. I had no idea why, but my wife was trying to deceive me about something—and I couldn't come up with any innocent reason why she'd done it. At bedtime, I decided to take the bull by the horns.
I was already in bed, and she was just coming out of the bathroom, wearing her usual flannel nightie. I said, "Lucy, are we OK?"
She looked at me in surprise and said, "of course we are, honey. What's bothering you?"
I persisted. "I mean, I love you so much—even more than when I married you. And our marriage makes me very happy. But I'm not quite sure that you're feeling the same way. Please, Lucy, tell me the truth: is everything OK between us?"
She started to laugh, then looked more closely at my face and saw to her surprise that I was serious.
"Of course it is, Bob! Every day I feel lucky to be married to you! Are you feeling insecure for some reason? What is this all about?"
Looking right at her, I said, "you lied to me at dinner. We both know that was your car at the Chesterton Hotel today."
There was a long silence. I watched Lucy as her face reddened. She looked away, not meeting my eye. Finally she said, "yes, honey—I'm sorry."
I waited, not speaking. There was another silence, and Lucy could see that she would have to explain.
"I … didn't want you to find out, Bob. This was going to be a surprise. I went over there to reserve a suite for us for your birthday next month. I was going to suggest we have dinner at Bentley's next door, then take you for an after-dinner drink at the hotel, and then surprise you with the hotel suite.
"I guess it's just my bad luck you saw the car today!" She smiled ruefully at me. "It would have been a nice surprise."
The relief and happiness flooded through my body. I took Lucy in my arms and kissed her again and again.
"What a sweet idea, Luce! I'm so sorry I dragged the surprise out of you. But we can still have that evening. I'll even pretend to be shocked if you like!"
She laughed and said, "it's a deal! You're too smart a man to play dumb very well, but I'll enjoy watching you try!"
In no time she was in the loving arms of her happy husband, and we concluded our reconciliation with some tender love-making. I fell asleep feeling wonderful—having no clue about the anvil that was waiting to fall on my head the next day.
TUESDAY
I went off to work with a smile on my face. Last night's sex, and even more the relief of having my wife's lie explained, left me feeling terrific.
And that feeling didn't change until I got home. My wife's car was already in the garage, and as I pulled in I decided I'd sneak inside and surprise her with a loving hug and kiss. So instead of bellowing "honey, I'm home!", I came in quietly through the garage door.
I could hear Lucy in the kitchen—she must have been on the phone.
"No, he thinks I'll be at my mother's house … un-huh, that just seemed like the best way to handle it …. No, I'm not too worried about it. He even saw my car at the Chesterton yesterday, but I managed to explain it away …. Yeah …. Yeah, listen, I should go. Bob could come in any moment …. Yeah, Saturday is going to be great! I'm really looking forward to it …. OK, me too." And she hung up.
I slumped against the wall, utterly aghast. Vaguely the sounds of Lucy puttering around the kitchen, humming, reached my ears. All the happiness I'd been feeling drained away in an instant, leaving me numb. I had never been so stunned in my life.
What the fuck was going on? I couldn't tell absolutely, but it sure seemed like my loving wife was seeing someone else! At the very least her story about spending Saturday evening with her mom appeared to be a well-planned lie.
My mind going 90 miles an hour, I continued to stand in the back hallway out of Lucy's sight, trying desperately to pull myself together. Should I walk in and confront her?
No—she'd lied to me smoothly the night before, so it seemed, and I felt sure she would do so again. I would need to find out a lot more about what the hell was going on, so that when I did confront her she wouldn't be able to lie her way out of it.
The bitch! I felt tears starting in my eyes, and I furiously wiped them away with my hand. After a couple of minutes I was able to regain my composure. If Lucy could lie so callously to me, then I ought to be able to dissemble as well.
I came into the kitchen, deliberately making a lot of noise, and said, "hi wife!" in a cheerful voice. Pulling her into my arms I gave her a big hug—though if she could have seen my face at that moment, she might have run for the nearest exit!
She hugged me back, then turned back to dinner on the stove, casually asking me about our day. As we talked—me working hard to seem relaxed and friendly—I said, "I thought I heard you on the phone when I got out of the car. Did someone call?"
She had her back to me, so I couldn't see her face. After a tiny hesitation—one I never would have noticed, if I hadn't been paying such careful attention—she said, "oh, that was my mom. I was just talking to her about Saturday, letting her know I had all the albums we would need."
I was caught between rage and a kind of grudging admiration. Lucy was such a smooth liar—I was impressed! It scared me, though. How many other lies had I innocently swallowed during our marriage? Had she been deceiving me for years?
I told Lucy I was going to change before dinner, and headed upstairs to the bedroom. With the door closed I picked up the phone and dialed *69, jotting down the phone number of the previous call. I dialed it, and when I heard a voice on the other end say "Pinecrest Motel, good afternoon," I hung up.
Worse and worse! My wife was having a secret conversation with someone at a motel? Hard to see how that could mean anything besides adultery.
By sheer teeth-gritting determination I managed to get through dinner without letting Lucy see how furious I was. She had lots to tell me about things at work, and I let her go on, occasionally prompting her with questions, so I didn't have to say too much.
After dinner I went off to pay the bills while Lucy cleaned up. In the study I began with our latest cell-phone bill, which had just arrived. I scanned the bill for the number of the Pinecrest Motel—and sure enough there it was, a total of seven calls in the past three weeks. I pulled out the previous month's bill and there were two more calls to the same number.
After thinking a minute, I remembered Lucy's story of the night before about the "birthday reservation" at the Chesterton Hotel. Was that also just a lie?
I called the Chesterton Hotel and asked for the reservations desk. When a young lady picked up, I said I was calling to confirm a reservation for Bob and Lucy Fortner. She checked a minute, then said, "yes sir! I have your reservation for a double room for this Saturday night. The reservation was made yesterday by Mrs. Fortner."
I asked if there were any other reservations for Fortner, say for the following month. She checked again and told me no.
I thanked her and hung up. Then I sat back in the chair, my anger deepening. I didn't yet know all of what was going on, but it seemed pretty damn clear! And I was going to find out all the rest of it.
That evening I did all I could to avoid Lucy, telling her the bills needed some time for me to untangle them. I waited until she was asleep to go up to bed, and I lay awake for a long time.
Had I proved beyond a reasonable doubt that she was cheating on me? No, not yet—but the evidence pointed overwhelmingly in that direction. The only thing in the world that could possibly be worse than learning I was a cuckold, was feeling 99% sure that I was a cuckold but not knowing for certain. I was going to do whatever it took to get to the bottom of this.
As for what would come afterwards, I found I just couldn't face thinking about it.
WEDNESDAY
The next day I invented an errand so that I could leave work early. My plan was to get home by 3 pm, and have a couple of hours to search the house thoroughly. I didn't know what I might find, but I somehow felt sure that there would be something to confirm what my wife was up to.
My discovery came surprisingly quickly. I began with my wife's jewelry box, then moved on to her dresser drawers. At the bottom of one of them, carefully concealed beneath a lot of sweaters, was a cardboard box that might have held a blouse. I pulled it out and carefully opened it.
What I found, carefully wrapped up in tissue paper, was an absolute gorgeous, and phenomenally sexy, teddy. Maroon and black, with lots of lace that would reveal more than it hid, it was just beautiful.
Under any other circumstances I would have been excited, imagining that Lucy had bought it to wear as a surprise for me—one that would have had me hard as a rock. But now I was more than halfway convinced it was meant for some other lucky gentleman to see on my wife, perhaps on Saturday.
Cursing to myself, I carefully re-wrapped the teddy and placed it back in the drawer just as it had been. I resumed my search, but didn't find anything else incriminating that day.
Dinner that night was pretty dismal. I didn't attack Lucy, but I didn't bother trying to hide my glumness either. After a couple of attempts to cheer me up or find out what was bothering me, Lucy pretty much gave up and left me alone. She went up to bed early with a book, and I again waited until she was asleep before going upstairs.
Falling asleep was no easier than it had been the previous night. What was happening to me? How could my marriage be in such terrible shape that Lucy was cheating on me, when I hadn't even noticed that we were having problems?
All I could do was resolve to keep digging until I had caught her red-handed. Then at least I'd have the leverage I needed.
That was my plan, such as it was. But it left me feeling pretty cold and empty.
THURSDAY
During my lunch hour I drove over to the Pinecrest Motel, a somewhat rundown place on the western edge of town. I had a brief conversation with an elaborately bored desk clerk, a lean fellow of about 50 who needed a shave.
I passed him a picture of my wife, and asked if this woman had visited the motel in the past couple of weeks. As he took the photo from me his fingers also grasped the $20 bill I was holding behind it, and a hint of a smile crossed his face.
Studying it, he said he thought she'd been in the office about two weeks earlier, asking for one of the guests.
I asked for the name of that guest, casually showing him another $20 between my fingers. He smiled again, taking the bill, and said, "let me check the register".
After looking through the names of the recently-registered guests, he pointed to a name and said, "it was this guy. Stanley Marino. He's been here a couple of months now."
I was stunned—I felt like I'd been hit over the head with a beer bottle. Leaning heavily on the counter, I said slowly, "you're sure it was him?"
The man nodded. "She came in one day asking which room was Mr. Marino's, and I sent her down to 129. Haven't seen her since then, but she may have paid him some other visits—I can't see the door to 129 from here."
On the drive back to the office I started to feel dizzy, and had to pull quickly into a restaurant parking lot. Stan Marino! That loud, drunken, wife-beating son-of-a-bitch! Lucy had always had a soft spot for him.
But it just floored me! First, he was the husband of Lucy's best friend, even if Susan had thrown him out. And second, she'd thrown him out because he'd beaten her! How on earth could Lucy be cheating on me with that low-life?
I sat in that damn parking lot for a long time, thinking. If Lucy would tell me the truth, would confess to me everything that was going on, then maybe our marriage might have a chance. I was furious—angry beyond anything I'd ever felt in my life—but I also loved her. Perhaps, somehow, this was not quite as bad as it looked.
That night, after a very quiet dinner, I asked Lucy to come sit in the living room with me. Looking right into her eyes, I began to speak.
"Lucy, you know that I love you. But you also know that something is going on, something that you're keeping from me.
"If you care about me enough to want our marriage to continue, you need to tell me about your cheating—now. Maybe there's some …"
I never got to finish my sentence. Lucy leaped to her feet, her face growing red with anger.
"How dare you accuse me of cheating? You bastard! I have been faithful to you since the day we met! This is the second time this week you've asked me to justify my behavior to you.
"Well, if you don't trust your own wife that's just too damn bad! I have nothing to apologize for and nothing to tell you!"
"Lucy," I replied hotly, "you've already been caught in one lie this week, and I know about a lot more of them…"
But by then she was stomping out of the room and up the stairs. I don't know if she had ever walked out on me in the middle of an argument before—I certainly couldn't remember her doing it.
And it was hard to see her behavior as anything other than guilt, or the desire to hide her guilt. Considering what I had learned that week, I thought that my side of the conversation had been pretty restrained.
For the first time, it struck me that my marriage really was probably over. In just four days I'd gone from being a contented and beloved husband to a humiliated cuckold.
Now I had to decide what I was going to do about it.
There was clearly no point in trying to talk to Lucy any further that night. I sat and thought, and finally realized that her planned tryst on Saturday night at the Chesterton would be the last straw. If she went off to that hotel to fuck Stan Marino—however many times they may have done it before—I was leaving.
Somehow making that grim decision made me feel a little better. I settled down in the guest room and got the first decent night's sleep I'd had in several days.
FRIDAY
I got up early, ate breakfast and left the house without seeing Lucy. There didn't seem much point—I couldn't imagine things being any more friendly than they'd been the night before.
Work was miserable. It wasn't involving enough to keep my mind off my marriage, and on the other hand my worries about my marriage prevented me from getting much accomplished.
I left work a little early and was sitting in the kitchen, staring distractedly out the window, when Lucy came home. She dumped her bag on the counter, gave me a cold "hello" and headed upstairs. In a minute I could hear the shower running.



It occurred to me that when I searched the house two days earlier I'd neglected her purse, since she'd had it with her at work. Now I went through it. Among the usual stuff, tucked down toward the bottom, was a box of six Trojans.
Again my head swam! It was hard to see any more conclusive evidence than this! Lucy had been on the pill since we got married, since we weren't ready yet to start a family. So what could the condoms possibly be for, except to fuck someone else!
All of a sudden I literally couldn't stand to be in the same house with her. I put her things back in her purse, scribbled a note saying I was going out for dinner, and left the house.
I called my friend Max, who was single, and the two of us went out for a steak dinner and a couple of beers. He was surprised that I was away from Lucy on a Friday night. I didn't give him the whole story, just told him that she and I were arguing and that I needed to get away for an evening.
The two of us had a good time, which included one more beer at his house as we watched a ball game. I was not at all tipsy when I drove home, but I did get home pretty late. Lucy was already in bed, and again I headed for the guest room.
As I lay in bed, trying in vain to get to sleep, I wondered whether the next 24 hours would be the last day of my married life.
SATURDAY
Lucy and I had breakfast together, but we spoke about ten words to each other. I knew exactly why I was so upset—but why she was upset was less clear to me.
Perhaps she felt angry that I'd accused her of cheating; or maybe her guilt at having cheated on me was what made her so defensive; or she could have just been pissed-off that my suspicions were making it harder for her to have her fun! In any case, she wasn't backing down from her nasty words of Thursday evening, and neither was I.
During the day I worked in the yard and she ran some errands. In the late afternoon, as she showered and got ready to go "to her mother's house", I wandered into the bedroom.
"Lucy," I said quietly, "I'd like to say something to you."
She turned around and looked at me, arms folded.
"I know that you're cheating on me, and I even know with whom." I could see her face redden, but I put up my hand to cut her off before she started yelling.
"Don't say a word, I'm almost done. I just want you to understand that when I catch you—and I will!—our marriage is over. No teary scenes, no forgiveness, nothing. We are through."
She burst out at me. "You asshole! How many times do I have to tell you, I am not cheating on you! Your accusations are offensive and disgusting—now get the hell out of here and let me get dressed!"
I stopped and turned on my way out of the bedroom. Still speaking quietly, I said, "please don't forget what I've said". Then I left before she could yell again.
By now I had my plans for the evening worked out. As soon as Lucy drove away—dressed in an outfit meant for dinner in a nice restaurant, not for going through photos with her mother—I went up to the bedroom and checked her sweater drawer. Sure enough, the sexy teddy was gone! No real surprise there.
The drive to her mother's house would take Lucy about twenty minutes on a Saturday. I waited 45 minutes, then called her mother and asked to speak to Lucy.
She replied, "oh, I'm sorry, Bob, but she's not here yet. Shall I have her call you back when she arrives?"
"No thank you, that's OK. I'll speak to her later."
It was all bad news, but just what I'd expected. I got in the car and drove down to the Chesterton Hotel. I didn't see Lucy's car in the main parking lot, but when I drove around the back, there it was.
I went inside, picked up a courtesy phone, and asked the operator to connect me with the Fortners' room. After three rings a man said, "hello?" and I recognized Stan Marino's voice. That cocksucking son-of-a-bitch!
Putting on a fake deep voice I asked for Henry Green. In the background I could hear a woman's voice saying, "who is it, Stan?" It was Lucy!
Then Stan told me I had the wrong number, and I hung up.
As I walked slowly back out to my car, all I could think was, at least now I have my answers. I stopped at a U-Haul store to buy some boxes and headed home.
I called Max and asked him, pretty bluntly, if he could put me up for a few days. He was surprised and concerned but said, Sure. Max had a spare bedroom so I figured I'd be OK there for up to a week, until I figured out what to do next.
I packed steadily for the next three hours. By 9pm I had all my clothes in suitcases and my computer and important business files in boxes. The phone rang but I ignored it, going on with my packing. An hour later my CDs and most precious books were packed, and I'd put my CD player by the front door. I figured all my tools and miscellaneous junk in the garage would have to wait.
Before taking all the stuff out to the car, I stopped to check the answering machine. The call at 9pm had been from Lucy. Her message said, "hi—my mom is not feeling very well, so I'm going to stay overnight to keep an eye on her. I'll be back about 10 tomorrow morning."
Her voice wasn't at all warm or friendly, and I wondered why she'd even bothered. Just for the hell of it I called her mother again and asked for Lucy.
This time her mother, with a slightly odd tone in her voice, said Lucy was in the shower and couldn't come to the phone. I thanked her and hung up.
I smiled to myself. One more nail in the coffin, right? Not that I'd needed one. Not content to laugh in my face by going off to the Chesterton Hotel to fuck Stan Marino, she had the nerve to leave a message saying she'd be away all night. What, she needed a couple more rounds of early morning fucking before coming back to her supposedly-beloved husband?
I considered leaving a note that said, "Have a nice life—I hope your wife-beating boyfriend doesn't beat you too!" But I thought, what's the point? I just packed the car and took off for Max's.
With a long face, Max helped me bring my things inside, and we sat and talked. I told him the whole story, and his shock was greatest when I explained that she'd been fucking Stan Marino. Max knew Stan only slightly, but he had pretty much the same opinion of him that I did.
I finally got to sleep that night in Max's guest room, but only because of the half-bottle of Scotch I poured into myself first.
SUNDAY
I knew as soon as I got up that this day would be the worst of the entire week. First of all, my head felt like it was inside a cement-mixer. And second, as they say, "Today is the first day of the rest of your life." Yeah, sure it is—fuck 'em!
Today was the first day of the rest of my life without Lucy. A woman I'd loved unreservedly, passionately, for ten years. A woman I'd trusted completely. A woman who had cut my balls off without a word of explanation or apology.
I got through the day somehow, and Max was a big help. He made a big breakfast and made sure I ate some of it. He kept me busy: we went to the grocery store for a few day's worth of food, we went out and hit some balls at the driving range, we took his Labrador for a long walk in the park, we rented a video of an action movie and watched it after dinner.
I'd asked him not to tell Lucy I was there, if she should happen to call. The phone rang at about 2pm while were putting the groceries away. Max told Lucy apologetically that he hadn't seen me or heard from me since Friday night.
When he got off the phone he said Lucy had sounded pretty emotional, like maybe she'd been crying. I allowed myself a little smile at that news. A bit too late for regrets now, my dear wife!
Despite all of my friend's efforts, there was plenty of time that day for brooding. We happily married men don't spend much time thinking about how we'd lead our lives if we suddenly WEREN'T happily married men. I could see that it would take a while before I had any idea of how to put my life back together.
I tried to keep remembering that I was only 31, that I wasn't too bad-looking, and that I had a solid well-paying job. I could be an OK catch for some other woman. It was just that the prospect of looking, of starting all over again on the dating scene, was not all that appealing.
In principle, I supposed, a clean slate could be exciting and fun. You never know what beautiful, exciting, fun women you might get to know!
But when you've just been kicked in the head—and heart—and balls—by your cheating wife, you're not exactly feeling full of self-confidence. I had no idea what I'd done, or not done, to Lucy to drive her into Stan Marino's bed. If you'd asked me a week earlier I would have said we had a very good marriage. So I guess that made me a pretty bad judge of things.
As I tried to sleep I found myself longing for Monday morning, when at least I would have the distraction of work.
2ND WEEK – MONDAY
The distraction didn't help much. It was a long, depressing day. I wasn't ready to tell anyone at work about the death of my marriage, so I had to look cheery enough to avoid the "gee, Bob, what's wrong?" questions. I pasted some sort of smile on my face, and that got me through the morning.
Then, blessedly, I could just close my office door and look as unhappy and lost as I felt. I'd set my phone to go straight into voice-mail, so I wouldn't have to speak to Lucy if she called. And I'd told the department secretary to tell Lucy I was unavailable, if she happened to dial the main company number and ask for me.
Somehow the day dragged to an end. Before I left I checked my voice-mail. I found five messages from Lucy, all of them within a narrow emotional range that encompassed worried, confused, and furiously angry. She didn't even sound sorry for what she had done! I deleted them and drove over to Max's.
Max was out—he had a date with Kathleen, a new woman he was seeing, which felt like a blessing to me. I didn't feel like being around anyone, and it gave me a chance to repay his hospitality a little bit by doing all the dishes and thoroughly cleaning the kitchen (Max was never all that big on housework).
I heated up a frozen pizza, had a couple of beers and watched a ball game on TV. Look at me! I thought. Welcome to the life of a swinging bachelor! Along about the sixth inning I realized I was crying uncontrollably, sobbing and wiping my streaming nose on my sleeve. A pretty unappetizing performance—thank God there was no one else there to see it.
I turned off the game, cleaned myself up, and went to bed.
2ND WEEK – TUESDAY
When I got into work, I found three more messages from Lucy, each more upset than the last. I deleted them and started in on the programming problem I had begun working on the day before. It felt a tiny bit easier, just a tiny bit, to ignore my personal situation and focus on the job at hand.
At a little after 11am Lucy suddenly stormed into my office, her face covered with tears, and started yelling at me.
"You think you can just walk out on me, you son-of-a-bitch? We have one damn argument and that's it, you're gone? And you don't even tell me where you went?"
I found myself on my feet, shouting right back at her, forgetting the open door.
"You have a lot of goddam nerve, Lucy, you know that? Lying to me, cheating on me with that … jerk, and then coming in here to complain?"
"I never cheated on you!" she shouted. "I don't know what the hell you're talking about!"
I was suddenly weary—my anger collapsing in a moment into depression. In a quieter voice I said, "Lucy, just leave, OK? I have nothing to say to you."
"No I won't! You can't abandon our marriage, you can't scare me half to death, worrying where you are, and then expect me just to take it! I want to know what …"
I broke in. "Lucy, I would never hit you, but if you're not out that door in five seconds I'm calling Security to carry you out. Just go back to fucking Stan Marino, all right?"
She stared at me, a look of shock on her face, and then started shouting again. After a moment I stepped past her out the door. I asked the department secretary to call Security to escort my wife out of the building; then I continued rapidly down the hall to the staircase. I ran up a couple of flights, then sat in the quiet stairwell for about twenty minutes, thinking about what had just happened. When I finally returned to my office, Lucy was gone.
2ND WEEK – WEDNESDAY
All day I brooded about it. What right did Lucy have to be yelling at ME? If she had come in with some sort of apologetic attitude I still would have been furious, but I might have tried to listen to her. But that "angry deserted wife" bullshit was adding insult to injury.
I kept my mind focused on work all day—at least as much as I could. I even went out for a sandwich with a couple of co-workers and laughed and joked with them, as if all were well in my life. I took a kind of perverse pleasure in being able to conceal my misery from my colleagues.
At the end of the day I checked my voice-mail. There were two more messages from Lucy. I was on the verge of deleting them, but their tone seemed very different from the previous ones. I hit "replay" and listened more closely.
Lucy was crying and upset, but she didn't sound angry. The first message said, "sweetheart, it's me. Please call me back! I can't believe you think I've been … unfaithful to you! It's not true, I swear it! Please call me, so we can talk. I love you!"
Intrigued, I listened to the second one. "Honey, it's Lucy again. I swear to you, I did not have sex with Stan Marino! I know I … kept some things from you, but I'm telling you the truth! Please, please call me!"
I didn't know what to think. I had no intention of calling Lucy, but the marked change in her messages made me wonder what was going on. Had she simply realized that I knew the truth, and that her aggressive attitude wasn't going to get her anywhere?
Over dinner with Max I filled him in on what had been going on. When I was done he said, "Bob, it sounds like there's more to the story than you think. What about seeing Lucy and letting her tell you her side?"
I smiled grimly. "That's very reasonable advice, Max. Unfortunately I'm not feeling too reasonable right now! I wasn't the one who fucked up our marriage and put a knife in my spouse's ribs—she was! So let her suffer!
"I know that doesn't sound too generous, but I'm just not feeling real generous right now. I worked so hard last week to head this off, to get her to be honest with me, and she rebuffed me over and over. Now I guess the shoe is on the other foot."
Max smiled at me ruefully. "I'll be honest with you Bob—if I were you I wouldn't have taken my advice either!"
I laughed, and the conversation moved on to more pleasant matters, like Max's enthusiastic account of his Monday night date with Kathleen. He sounded really smitten, and I was truly happy for him.
2ND WEEK – THURSDAY
Each day, coming into work and focusing on what I had to do had gotten just a bit easier. Instead of feeling a snake gnawing at my guts every two minutes, now it was down to about once every half-hour. That has to count as some sort of improvement, right?
At about 4:15 pm my office door opened and Susan Marino came in, looking pretty but nervous. I was startled to see her, to say the least, but I got up politely to greet her.
"Hello, Susan! This is a surprise—how are you?"
"I'm … OK, Bob, thanks. Would it be … all right if I sat down?
"Of course!" I replied, pulling out a chair opposite my desk for her. We both sat, and I just waited to see what was on her mind. Did she know about my wife fucking her husband? If not, was it up to me to tell her?
Finally she began to speak, hesitantly, as if afraid of a violent reaction from me.
"Bob, may I ask you a big favor?" I just nodded, and she said, "I want to talk to you for a few minutes, and please don't interrupt me, OK? Are you willing to do that?
I said I would, and again she said, "but I don't want you to get angry or shout at me or interrupt, all right?"
Again I said OK, feeling a bit impatient but also very curious. There was another silence, as she gathered herself.
"Bob, Lucy was not cheating on you with Stan last Saturday night. She was arranging a reconciliation between Stan and me."
I was halfway out of my chair, ready to shout "bullshit!", when Susan's look stopped me and I remembered my promise. I sat back down, but with rage coursing through my veins.
"Ever since I threw him out, Stan has been desperate for us to get back together. He's completely stopped drinking, and he's even been enrolled in an anger-management course for the past six weeks.
"He got in touch with Lucy in the hopes that she'd help him figure out a way to see me again. Once she was persuaded that he was sincere, they worked out a plan for this past Saturday night. Lucy and I had a date for dinner at the restaurant in the Chesterton Hotel, and they planned that Stan would come and join us. He apologized to me with tears in his eyes and begged for another chance.
"Then Lucy left us, Bob. The hotel room was for me and Stan, not Stan and Lucy! Lucy had even arranged secretly with my babysitter to stay with my kids overnight so that Stan and I could be together. But the sitter got sick, so Lucy volunteered to stay with them. That's why she called and left you a message saying she wouldn't be home until the next morning."
Susan stopped, trying to gauge the effect of her words. I was absolutely frozen in my seat. The story sounded completely plausible—it was just like Lucy to go to such lengths to help her friends. But it also sounded too good to be true. I had spent more than a week in abject misery—could it all have been for nothing?
I tried to think why Susan would lie to me and cover for Lucy, if Lucy really had been sleeping with Stan. It didn't make any sense, did it? Or was Susan finished with Stan, so she didn't care who else went to bed with him?
Taking a deep breath, trying to stay calm, I said, "Susan, I must admit that I have some trouble believing your story. May I ask you a few questions?"
"Of course, Bob! Lucy has helped me and Stan so much—I don't want our good fortune to be the source of misery for you two."
"Did Stan bring you anything on Saturday? Any gifts?"
"Yes, he had a gorgeous lacy teddy for me, black and maroon." She blushed a little. "Really sexy. We both enjoyed me wearing it."
"And what did you guys use for birth control, Susan? If you'll forgive my asking."
"It's all right, Bob. Stan had a pack of six condoms. Trojans, I think. I've been off the pill since I threw him out, so it was a good thing he had them."
She giggled. "We used more than half of them."
I thought for a minute. Either Susan really was telling the truth, or Lucy had been unbelievably shrewd and had coached Susan very well. But why would Susan be covering for Lucy? That was the thing that made me start to believe Susan's story.
"Susan, where has Stan been staying all this time, and where is he now?"
"He told me he had a room at the Pinecrest Motel—but I'm happy to say he's back home now with me and the children."
I pulled out my wallet out and found the number of the Pinecrest Motel. Dialing it, I asked the clerk to connect me with Stan Marino's room. After a minute, he replied that Mr. Marino had checked out on Sunday.
"So Susan," I said after another minute of thought, "Lucy stayed overnight at your house with the kids, until you came home on Sunday morning?"
"Yes, Stan and I went home together around 9:30. Tommy and Joanne were so happy to see us together!"
"Were the kids still in pajamas or were they dressed?"
"They were still in pajamas. Lucy had given them cereal, and they were watching cartoons."
"OK", I said. "Can you describe their pajamas?" I figured there was no way Lucy and Susan could have anticipated this question.



She looked at me a bit oddly, but said, "Tommy had on red and blue Superman pajamas; Joanne had her favorite pink nightgown on—it has a picture of a princess on the front. Lucy had tried to get her to change it, because Joanne had spilled grape juice down the front and there was a big stain, but Joanne wouldn't take it off."
After a minute I said, "Susan, you probably think I'm nuts for asking you all these questions. But after the last ten days, and everything I've been through, I'm finding what you've told me pretty hard to believe. Would you do me a favor?"
"Anything that I can do to help, Bob. I want you and Lucy to work this out—it's all just a huge misunderstanding!"
"OK—can you give me a ride home, and wait with me there until Lucy gets home from work?" I was thinking that I couldn't let Susan and Lucy talk, and possibly coordinate their stories, before I had a chance to speak to Lucy.
Susan quickly agreed. I told my secretary I'd have to leave early on a family matter, and we left the office. When we got to my house I asked Susan to drive four houses further on, then sit in the car and wait with me.
It was an awkward half-hour. I was nervous and emotional and confused. I didn't have much to say to Susan, I just wanted to see Lucy and figure all this out. I was torn between immense relief and deep suspicion. And it hadn't escaped me that, even if Lucy hadn't cheated on me, she had still lied to me about an elaborate plan to help Stan and Susan—it was still a betrayal of my trust in her.
I watched in the mirror for Lucy's car. When I saw it turn into our driveway and pull into the garage, I got out and said, "thanks, Susan. Lucy and I will have to take it from here, I guess."
She looked at me and squeezed my hand hard. "Please give Lucy a chance to explain, Bob. She's beside herself at what's happened between you two."
When I came into the house Lucy was standing in the kitchen, checking the answering machine. She turned, gasped, and threw herself into my arms, saying, "thank God! Sweetheart, you're back!"
I gently peeled her off me and stepped back. My mind was whirling, and I could feel my heart pumping like crazy.
"It's a little too soon for that, Luce. We have some talking to do first."
She looked closely at me, no doubt seeing the deep unhappiness and doubt in my face. Without a word the two of us went into the living room and sat down facing one another.
"Forgive the expression, Lucy, but 'you've got some 'splainin' to do'!" I said, managing a weak smile.
"Whatever else did or didn't happen, you lied to me and deceived me again and again. In my mind our marriage is over, until I hear your explanations and decide whether or not they are satisfactory to me."
Her mouth fell open in shock, and it occurred to me that she may never have realized the full meaning of my walking out on her, though it seemed hard to believe.
"I can't believe this, Bob! Our marriage is over? I told you, Stan and I never …."
I cut her off angrily. "Look, Lucy, face it! Face up to what you've done! You sneaked around behind my back with that …. with Stan for weeks! You kept me completely in the dark about what you were doing. You lied right to my face, not once but repeatedly! Do you think that's all trivial?"
She continued to look shocked, and I could see she was on the verge of an angry reply. But she took a deep breath, and after a moment said only, "no Bob, it's not trivial."
I tried to speak more calmly. "I'd like you to tell me the whole story, from the beginning. And I'd like it to be the truth, if you don't mind."
Again her eyes flashed angrily at me, but she said only, "all right, Bob. I'll try to tell it as completely as I can."
She thought for a minute, and then began.
"Stan called me about a week after his big fight with Susan. He said he was incredibly sorry and he wanted to make it up to her, but she wouldn't talk to him.
"At first I didn't think I should get involved. That was your opinion, I know, and I'm aware that you can't stand him, so I didn't discuss it with you.
"But Stan and I talked several more times on the phone, and I even went to his motel one day and talked to him for more than an hour. I was really impressed with his sincerity. He had totally given up alcohol, and was beginning an anger management class offered by a therapist over at the hospital.
"He also told me about his fight with Susan. According to him she had really exaggerated what happened. He didn't slug or punch her, he just pushed her hard one time and she fell down. He felt absolutely awful about it, and kept telling me how ashamed he was. But it did seem quite a bit different than if he'd beaten her up.
"I also had some talks with Susan. It seemed to me that she still loved Stan, but once she got the restraining order she didn't quite know how to back down. Plus she was still a little scared of him, even though she did also tell me that he'd only pushed her the one time.
"So Stan and I cooked up a plan. I'd arrange a dinner date with Susan, and then Stan would join us. I would stay for a while, to make sure that Susan was OK with him being there, and then if all was going well I'd leave and let them have an evening together to try to make things up.
"We arranged it for the restaurant in the Chesterton Hotel, and I booked a room so that if it all worked out, they could spend a romantic night together.
"I know this part was stupid, Bob, but I felt I couldn't tell you what I was up to. I really regret that now! I'm so sorry for what happened. But I knew you loathed Stan and didn't want me meddling. It seemed better just to keep it a secret, and I figured it would never be a problem. So I arranged with my mom that I'd pretend to be working with her on her photo albums, and she was ready to cover for me.
"The only unexpected thing was Susan's babysitter Diane. Susan had arranged for Diane to come just for the evening, so she and I could have dinner. I'd secretly called Diane and asked her to stay the whole night. But then around 8:30 Diane had gotten very ill with a stomach virus and really couldn't stay. I was just leaving the restaurant about that time. Susan took the call from Diane, and I volunteered to go over there and watch the kids. I really wanted Susan and Stan to have their romantic evening!
"Then the next morning when I came back you were gone! I didn't understand at all why you had left. I know we had a nasty fight on Thursday night, but that didn't seem to justify your walking out. I had figured that once Saturday night was past I could tell you the whole story and apologize for keeping it a secret.
"For the next couple of days I got more and more crazy, and more and more angry at you. How could you disappear and not even let me know where you were? None of your friends would tell me if they'd seen you, and you wouldn't even answer my calls at work!
"So on Tuesday I barged into your office. I was pretty wild, wasn't I?" She smiled at me.
"And then when you accused me of sleeping with Stan, I just about had a stroke!"
Suddenly she looked somber and frightened.
"I came back here and tried to sort through everything that had happened last week, and how you might have come up with that conclusion. It occurred to me that you might have checked my cell phone records and found the number for the motel where Stan was staying, though that seemed awfully unlikely.
"And I knew you'd caught me in a lie about the Chesterton Hotel. Then on Saturday night when I was showing Stan the hotel room I'd reserved, and giving him a box with a teddy for him to give to Susan, there was a wrong number in the room. I realized it might have been you, calling to check up on me.
"That was the moment when it finally hit me, what you were probably thinking. And I just fell apart. I cried for an hour—I was frantic. I couldn't figure out how to get you to listen to me so I could explain what really happened.
"Yesterday Susan called me to say thank-you. She and Stan are back together, they're going to see a counselor, and she's really optimistic about the marriage. The kids are thrilled that their daddy's back.
"But Susan could tell right away how upset I was. When I told her what you'd said, she thought for a minute and then said she'd go see you, to try to explain the truth. Thank God you listened to her, Bob!"
She looked at me, her expression serious and imploring.
"Bob, I swear on my father's grave that every word is the truth. I will tell you anything, answer any question you have, if it will help you believe me. I am so sorry for deceiving you!
"But I have to say, I still don't quite understand how you became so certain that I was cheating! Didn't you jump to some conclusions? I would have thought you would trust me more, even when I had lied to you."
Her last words, perhaps ill-chosen, made my anger flare up again.
In an icy voice I said, "oh, you really think I jumped to conclusions?"
Realizing she had gone too far, Lucy hurriedly apologized. "I'm sorry Bob! I shouldn't have said that! I know that I'm the one to blame here …."
"Perhaps, if you don't mind, Lucy," I said, my tone still cold and angry, "I can share with you the numerous facts that led me to my—apparently mistaken—beliefs about your behavior. Then you can decide whether I really 'jumped to some conclusions'."
Looking very frightened, Lucy nodded.
"First, your lie on Monday about the Chesterton Hotel. When I called you on your lie, you made up a new one! About how you'd reserved a suite for a surprise for my birthday. Except that when I called the hotel they said the Fortners had a suite reserved for the next Saturday, the day you told me you'd be with your mother!
"Then, on Tuesday I overheard your phone conversation—I assume you were talking to Stan. You were saying how much you were looking forward to Saturday, and how you'd convinced me you'd be at your mother's that night. What was I supposed to conclude from that, Luce?"
Lucy didn't reply. She looked terrified and miserable.
"After that phone call I used *69 to get the number. I called it and found it was the Pinecrest Motel. I found 8-10 other calls to that number from your cell phone in the past few weeks. And when I went out to the motel with your picture, the desk clerk confirmed that you'd come in asking what room Mr. Marino was in! So you'd visited him there at least once.
"Then on Wednesday I looked through your drawers and found the laciest, sexiest teddy I'd ever seen! And I knew I'd never seen you wear it, so it wasn't hard to start imagining whom you'd be wearing it for!"
She gasped, and said, "I didn't know you'd found that, Bob! It was for Stan, to give to Susan…"
"Yes," I said, "she told me that today. But at the time, what do you think it looked like to me?
"Then on Thursday, when I tried to talk to you, you just about bit my head off. You've never EVER walked out in the middle of an argument, but you did it then! Instead of taking the time to explain the truth to me, you pitched a convenient fit and stormed out of the room.
"And on Friday—well, the icing on the cake! A box of Trojans in your purse, Luce! Since you're on the pill, I had to wonder what those were for!"
She looked down, and said, "I got them for Stan. I knew Susan had stopped taking the pill, and I was afraid he'd forget."
I went on, near the end now. "And let's not forget Saturday. You went off dressed for a fancy dinner, though you were supposedly headed for your mother's house. I checked your drawer and the sexy teddy was gone. I called your mom 45 minutes later and she said you hadn't arrived yet. I drove to the Chesterton and found your car in the parking lot.
"Then I asked to be connected to the Fortners' room and found myself talking to Stan! I even heard your voice in the background. What the hell was I supposed to conclude, Lucy? Was it 'jumping to conclusions' at that point that you were fucking the guy blind?"
Her head was down and I could see she was crying. She didn't make any attempt to answer me.
I felt my heart pumping, felt the rush of rage and adrenaline through my body. I could have picked up the sofa and hurled it out a window, I was so wired.
I sat still, concentrating on my breathing. Gradually, very gradually I started to feel calmer.
I took a couple more deep breaths, then went on in a quieter voice. "That was it for me, Lucy. I had already decided that if you went off to screw Stan again on Saturday, our marriage was over. I was already packed when you left the message about staying at your mom's overnight. Just for kicks, I called her back and she said you were 'in the shower'. At that point it didn't make much difference."
We sat in silence for a long time. Lucy's explanation, following up on what Susan had said, seemed so plausible. It made sense that she hadn't fucked Stan Marino, just helped him get his wife back. If there had been an affair, I couldn't see any reason why Susan would cover for Lucy in that way—the explanation the women were both giving me was far more straightforward.
I wanted to believe Lucy—God, of course I did! I wanted to have my faithful (if stupid) wife back. But how would I ever know the truth? I couldn't imagine living for years with those horrible doubts, that fear that I had been cheated on and, even worse, played for a fool.
At last Lucy wiped her eyes and came over to sit next to me on the sofa. She looked calm and serious.
"I had no idea about most of those things, Bob. I realize now that it looked much worse to you than I could have possibly imagined. The motel, the condoms, the hotel room … all of it.
"I have no excuse. I thought I was doing the smart thing keeping you in the dark. I would tell you all about it after the fact, and you'd be proud of me for helping our friends. I can see now what an idiot I was, and how much pain I caused you."
I was still torn, stuck on the fence between relief and fury, between happiness and deep suspicion.
"So on Saturday you stayed with Susan's kids all night, Lucy?"
"Yes—I got there a little after 9 and sent the sitter home. They were already in bed. The next morning I got them their breakfast and let them watch some TV. Susan arrived around 9:30, with Stan. It was such a happy scene! The children never understood why Daddy had been gone, and they were overjoyed to see him."
"Did you get them all dressed up to greet their parents?"
"No, I probably should have but it never occurred to me. They ate breakfast in their pajamas. Joanne spilled half a glass of grape juice all over her nightie, but she wouldn't let me put her in a clean one. It was her favorite, she said, a pink one with a princess on the front. She looked pretty silly with that huge purple stain on it, but when you're six years old I guess that doesn't matter so much."
Lucy turned to look at me, and was shocked to see tears streaming down my face. I began to weep, gasping loudly and unable to control myself. She came into my arms and held me tightly, pressing her head onto my shoulder, stroking my hair.
I cried and cried, feeling the days of misery and hurt dissolve and drain out of me, leaving me exhausted with relief. I didn't even realize until that moment, when it was all behind me, how much pain I had been in.
Finally it was over. I sat quietly, as spent as if a tornado had just blown through me. Lucy remained in my arms, clutching me tightly, perhaps afraid of what might be coming next.
Hesitantly, she asked, "honey, do you believe me?"
"Yes," I said. "I believe you."
We sat silently for a long time, maybe ten minutes. Finally I gently disengaged myself and stood up. "Luce, I'm going to go take a shower and clean up."
She squeezed my hand and gave me a happy smile, then let me go.
As I trudged upstairs my mind was still buzzing with confusion. Thank God, Thank God, Thank God. She hadn't cheated on me, hadn't had an affair with that big jerk. It was all a misunderstanding, the Perfect Storm of all misunderstandings.
Then why on earth didn't I feel better than I did?
I climbed into the shower and stood under the water, letting it rain down on my head. Slowly, very slowly my jumbled feelings started to come into focus. Mixed with my relief was a lot of anger. All of the suffering she'd put me through, for nothing! Because she didn't trust me enough to tell me the truth! Because helping Stan and Susan became more important to her than her marriage to me.
I realized that the worst week of my life was finally over—but not the worst week of Lucy's….
I got out of the shower, dried off, and put on a shirt, some slacks and a casual jacket. Whistling softly to myself, I headed downstairs.
In the kitchen Lucy was humming to herself as she prepared to cook our dinner.
I went up to her and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. Then I headed for the door.
"Bye, Lucy," I said.
"Where are you going?" she cried in alarm.
Without stopping, I called back over to my shoulder to her. "Out. I have a date."
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When I returned from lunch it was lying with the rest of my mail in a pile on my desk. I get videotapes in the mail all the time—I'm the co-owner of a video editing and production firm—but this one caught my eye because it was hand-addressed personally to Mark Bernier, in block letters, with no return address.
I was bored with the editing job I was in the middle of. More to delay getting back to it than for any other reason, I opened the envelope. There was no note, and the tape was unlabeled. I slid the rolling chair across my office to the VCR and popped in the tape.
The tape was made by an amateur: it was a little grainy and underlit. I saw what looked like a bedroom, with an unoccupied king-size bed. After few moments a couple came in and began undressing one another. The man was a lean slick-looking guy of about 30. The woman I could only see from behind, but she had a beautiful, shapely body.
Within a minute or so, and without any romantic hugging or kissing, the couple was naked on the bed, engaged in serious foreplay. I wondered idly why some anonymous person would have gone to the trouble of sending me an amateur porno tape. Realizing that I might as well get back to work, I sighed and rolled over to the VCR to stop the tape.
As I did so I glanced back at the screen. The woman was now astride the man and moving up and down, his cock buried inside her. He was pulling her forward so that her lovely breasts hung down and brushed his lips. I could see her face clearly. The woman was Amy, my wife.
I lunged for the VCR and hit "Stop"; then I sat back in my chair, stunned. Without moving I pondered the total impossibility of what I had just seen.
Until that afternoon I considered myself the luckiest and most happily married man in Cincinnati, if not in the entire state of Ohio. I loved Amy with all my heart, and I knew she adored me. We had been married about 4½ years and I'd never had the slightest reason to suspect her of being unfaithful, or of being dissatisfied with me in any way.
I stared across the room for many minutes, seeing nothing, my mind a whirl of confused and painful thoughts. I had no idea what to do—I had no idea what this tape meant. Well, obviously I had SOME idea: my goddam wife was cheating on me! But the when and where, and above all the why, were a total mystery.
As my shock hardened into anger, I got to my feet and closed my office door. If nothing else, I needed to know more. I needed to see the whole tape.
*** *** ***
I spent the rest of the afternoon watching, then re-watching the tape with a professional eye, trying to put aside my horror and simply see what was there to be seen.
It was clearly an unedited original, made from a single camera (presumably hidden) in a bedroom somewhere. It showed two hours of Amy with the unknown man, in a variety of sex acts. For some reason the sound on the tape was badly distorted and I couldn't understand any of their words to one another.
After the first fuck, with Amy riding the man, they both rested for a few minutes. Then she sat up with her back to the bed's headboard, while he kneeled in front of him and she sucked him off, caressing his balls and holding the base of his cock so he wouldn't thrust too deeply into her mouth. I watched him spasm into her as he came, and I watched her swallow—something she had never done for me. After about twenty minutes of idle conversation, she sucked him to hardness again; then she got on her hands and knees, and he fucked her from behind for a few minutes.
Then, to my utter shock, he went to the night table, got out a bottle of lube, and lubed up his cock and her asshole. Without any word of protest from Amy, he then slowly worked his cock into her and fucked her anally for a long time, before throwing his head back and shouting as he came into her. Amy remained a passive participant the whole time, moving with him as he pumped her but showing no signs either of pleasure or protest.
After this third orgasm the man collapsed on the bed. Amy arose and disappeared from the picture, but a few moments later she returned with a washcloth and carefully cleaned off the man's cock. He seemed half-asleep; but when she finished cleaning him she took his cock in her mouth again and once more licked and sucked him to an erection. As he lay back smiling at her, she pumped him vigorously, this time apparently determined to bring him off again in her mouth. The tape ran out in the middle of this blow-job.
Grimly, thinking like a professional video editor and not a betrayed husband, I went through the tape again for any further clues that would help me understand why Amy could have done this.
I didn't learn much. The bedroom was spacious and fancy—clearly its owner had money. There was enough natural light coming in through the windows to show that the tape was made during the day.
The man was about 30, which would have made him 3 years or so older than Amy. He was attractive, I guess, but nothing special, and his cock was certainly no larger than mine.
The tape had to have been shot about 4-6 months earlier. When she first came into the room Amy was wearing a locket I'd given her for our fourth wedding anniversary, about six months ago. But her hair was longer in the video than I had seen it lately, and I remembered her cutting it shorter about four months ago.
The one thing that came through more and more clearly as I watched again was the contrast in their attitudes. The man was relaxed and enjoying himself. He was obviously very familiar with Amy, almost possessive—this was no first-time encounter. Yet Amy seemed merely dutiful. She cooperated with whatever the man seemed to want, and several times took the lead herself. But the smiles she gave him seemed forced, and whenever her face was turned away from his I saw a grim look, never an expression of pleasure or excitement. And her one or two possible orgasms looked faked, though I wasn't confident of that.
I was left with more questions than answers. Now, in addition to "how could my loving wife have cheated on me?" I had to wonder "why would Amy have spent more than two hours fucking and sucking a man she didn't seem at all excited by?" And, at least as bad as those, was "why did she blow him and let him cum in her mouth, and why did she have anal sex with him, when she would never do those things with me?"
*** *** ***
Amy and I had first met when I was 31 and she was only 20, a junior at the University of Cincinnati doing an internship in our office. We regularly offered jobs to interns interested in the video production business, and Amy was the best we had ever had. She was very bright, extremely responsible, and showed a lot of initiative.
From the first moment I saw her I was attracted to Amy—but I was also aware that I needed to maintain a totally professional relationship with her. She worked many hours by my side in the editing booth and I never touched her. We had a friendly, sometimes teasing, but completely appropriate relationship.
On the last day of her internship I was very tempted to ask her out, but I restrained myself. 31 and 20 didn't seem like such a good idea—and she wasn't even out of school yet.
But two years later I saw her again. Now graduated, she was applying for a position at the local CBS affiliate, and she stopped in to ask for an updated letter of recommendation. This time I didn't miss my chance, though I waited a couple of weeks until she landed the job. I invited her out to lunch, and we had a terrific time.
It wasn't until more than a year later, when we were engaged to be married, that I learned the last visit had been a set-up. During her internship Amy had been as interested in me as I was in her—she used the "updated letter of recommendation" as an excuse to drop in and see me again, and it worked.
I'd had my share of girlfriends, but never known a woman like Amy. Her energy and the joy she took in life made every moment around her a pleasure. She was not only beautiful, with sparkling eyes and a truly perfect figure, but charming and playful and intelligent. If it sounds like I was basically crazy about her, I was.
We advanced from lunch dates to dinners, then to overnights and weekends together. Making love to Amy was completely delightful, at least at first. I always wanted to please her with a lot of foreplay, slow and tender touching, and then intercourse that was relaxed and lingering. I've never been into all that hard pounding.
And it seemed that sexually as in every other way, Amy and I were a perfect match. She would lie back and enjoy my caresses, my hands and lips and tongue on her. Sometimes she'd let me bring her to two or three orgasms before I entered her; at other times she would get very aroused and say, "enough, Mark! get that beautiful thing inside me now!", and I'd be happy to oblige.
On other occasions Amy would take the lead, massaging and stroking me all over, then using her own mouth and hands to get me frantically excited. She never blew me to completion, but was happy to suck and lick my cock, as long as I kept my hips still and never forced it into her mouth.
In fact, I gradually realized that as wonderful as sex with Amy was, her range of preferences was rather narrow. She didn't seem to like anything too rough or forceful; she wouldn't let me come in her mouth; she liked a few basic positions, and didn't want to experiment with others; and she was clearly spooked by anything anal.
I gently broached the latter possibility once or twice by caressing her bottom while we were making love. But when my fingers strayed near her opening she stiffened and reached back to move them away. The second time I tried it she said, "sorry, honey—I'm just not comfortable with that, OK?"
Of course that was OK. I adored Amy, and if our sex life was a bit "vanilla" it was still loving and exciting—and frequent.
And there were so many other ways in which we complemented one another. We both preferred to stay home most nights, making dinners out or parties the exceptions. We each loved cooking, and shared a lot of pleasure in trying new recipes together. She liked to dry the dishes, while I preferred to wash.
I adored having a beautiful younger woman for a wife, someone whom I could teach things to, and be a protector for. And she loved feeling safe with me—she was a strong and independent woman, but she also liked being with someone a little older, who'd been out in the world longer. She teased me sometimes and called me "old man", but we both understood that it was a playful and loving expression.
We just both felt like we'd found the perfect match, the jigsaw piece that completed our own puzzle. I was a happy man.
*** *** ***
Until now. What I saw that afternoon on the videotape destroyed me. It sickened me. And it confused me.
I couldn't believe Amy would cheat on me—but she had. And I couldn't believe that my sweet wife, so conservative sexually, would happily let some other guy shoot off in her mouth, let alone fuck her energetically in the ass. But she had. She'd spent more than two hours getting this guy's rocks off. And if she hadn't seemed to enjoy it much, she'd certainly been an active and willing participant.
I didn't know if my marriage was over. I couldn't imagine being without Amy; but I couldn't imagine going back to her either. How could I make love with her, return to our gentle and loving way of pleasing each other, while seeing her rolling around with that bastard, giving him her ass, letting him cum in her mouth?
This had happened totally behind my back—I would have bet my house and my car on Amy's fidelity. How did I turn into that cliché, the cuckolded husband? How would I ever be able to trust her again?
Despite my long afternoon with that damned videotape, I got home before Amy. On Wednesdays she worked a late shift and didn't come home until after 7pm. Usually I would make dinner for us and have it ready when she arrived.
So she was surprised to see me just sitting at the kitchen table when she came in. There was nothing cooking, and the table wasn't set. In fact the lights weren't even on—I was sitting in semi-darkness as dusk fell outside.
Amy must have had a good day. Her eyes shone and her face showed her pleasure at seeing me. "Hi sweetie! How was your day? Are we going out to dinner tonight?" She said this last as she turned on the light and looked around the kitchen, failing to see any signs of food preparation.
Not waiting for my answer she plopped herself down in my lap and tried to give me a loving kiss. But I turned my face away, saying quietly, "Amy, why don't you sit down over there? We need to talk."
Amy's face turned serious, but not alarmed. She sat down, saying, "is something wrong, Mark?"
I looked at her silently for a long moment, contemplating what was about to happen. The end of our happiness—well, the end of hers. Mine had ended hours earlier.
No sense in prolonging the agony. I didn't feel any desire to torment her.
"Amy, how many other men have you fucked since we've been married?"
"What?!" She half-shouted, half-gasped it. She looked utterly shocked. Her face turned pale, and she just stared at me without moving.
"It's not a hard question—at least I hope it's not. I certainly hope that it's not so many that you've lost count." I couldn't resist the opportunity to be sarcastic. My anger was cool, almost intellectual. I knew I wasn't going to scream, or throw things.
She never took her eyes off my face. In a strained, quiet voice she said, "Mark, you know how much I love you. Why on earth are you accusing me of this?"
Aware that she'd replied to my question with another question, I didn't answer. Instead I just looked at her, tapping my fingers a couple of times on the videotape sitting in the middle of the table. I'd brought home a copy, after locking the original in a drawer at work.
Amy glanced at the tape, then looked back at me. Her look showed horror, but also surprise.
I said, "you didn't know you were being taped?"
She shook her head, looking down at the floor. There was a long silence.
Finally she said, "Mark, I am so sorry. Jesus, I – it happened only one time. I …. I know that's probably not much consolation."
More silence. Then: "it meant nothing. It was – it was just sex. I didn't even enjoy it."
She looked up at me. "If you saw a tape of it, you must have seen that. It was awful—I hated every minute of it."
Suddenly she was crying, sobbing. "I'm so sorry!" She got up and tried to come into my arms, but I moved away from her. I didn't want to touch her. My urge to comfort her, my desire to dry her tears and make everything better, was overshadowed by my rage and confusion. I stepped away to the other side of the kitchen, leaving her standing by the table, sobbing, her hands hanging by her sides. She looked so young, and so small.
She cried for a long time, and I couldn't bring myself to comfort her. Finally I got her the tissue box and a glass of water. She sat down, her crying gradually slowing to a trickle. She sighed, wiped her face, and drank some water.
Looking at me, wearily, she said again, "I'm so sorry, Mark."
Shuddering at my own cruelty but unable to hold back, I said, "how do you even know who and what I saw on that tape?"
Her head shot up and she glared at me, her face full of anger. Then, after a minute, that look gave way to one of resignation.
"Trust me, Mark, I know. It could only have been one afternoon, about four months ago. That's the only time I—the only time I've even touched another man since we started dating."
She said this quietly, but in a way that, as angry as I was, made me believe her. For one thing, if there HAD been other times, how could she be so confident of what was on the tape?
More silence. Suddenly I didn't know what to do or say. I felt adrift—terribly hurt, but also totally baffled.
"Tell me about it," I said. "Tell me everything. Who, when, and above all why."
Her weary face now showed something else. Just sorrow, perhaps, or a fear that hadn't been there before.
Imploringly, she looked at me, stretching out her hand across the table towards mine, which remained just out of her reach.
"None of that matters, Mark. I love you—more than I thought I could ever love anyone—and I know you know that. Please, just think of this as a mistake. A horrible, ugly, disgusting mistake. One that I'll spend the rest of my life making up to you for, if you'll let me."
I stared at her in disbelief. "That's it? 'It was a mistake'? I'm supposed to say, 'OK, in that case let's forget about it'? Are you out of your mind?
"Amy, in case it slipped your mind, we vowed to forsake all others. That meant, 'not climb on a bed with some other guy and fuck his brains out for two hours'. You expect me just to accept your apology, without even knowing why the hell this happened?"
My voice was rising, and I tried to control my anger. "How am I supposed to be sure this 'mistake' won't happen again, with this guy or some other guy? Jesus, Amy—how can I possibly trust you after this?
"No, sorry, but you're going to have to explain this. I'm not going to like it, but I have to hear it. You don't have to spell out the details—I had the pleasure of seeing all of those—but you have to tell me WHY you fucked some other man!"
She was crying again, quietly, and shaking her head. "Mark, I can't. I just can't. Can't you just trust me enough to believe me, when I say that nothing like this will ever happen again?"
I laughed at her, angrily. "Trust you? You've got to be kidding, right? This is hardly the time to be asking me to trust you!
" For one thing, it was obviously not your first time with that asshole. Yet here you are swearing you did it only once!"
She looked at me bleakly. "I … knew him from before, Mark. From California, before I met you."
That made a certain amount of sense—at least, it seemed possible. "What's his name?"
Unwillingly, she said, "Andy Darnton."
"And just what the hell were you doing fucking Mr. Andy Darnton up one wall and down the other? Is this because I'm older? Because I'm almost 40? Have I stopped being able to satisfy you in bed lately, and you figured you needed another taste of a younger guy?"
Amy had been calm, almost resigned, for a few minutes. But now she started sobbing again, her shoulders shaking almost uncontrollably. I could barely understand her words.
"Please, Mark, please! It's nothing like that—you know I love the way you make love to me! I'm so sorry! I never meant to hurt you—and I swear I will never do this again as long as I live. Please, please don't make me talk about it!"
I just sat and stared at her as she wept. I had never experienced such a mixture of love, rage, sympathy, and utter bafflement. How could Amy possibly think I would let this go? It made no sense. She owed me an explanation—hell, she owed me a lot more than that! But it had to start with an explanation.
For the next ten minutes we went back and forth, getting nowhere. I tried being low-key and reasonable, but before long I was shouting, and she cowered away from me. With a curse, I got up and headed for the bedroom, leaving her crying at the kitchen table.
A few minutes later I was back in the kitchen, holding two suitcases I'd quickly packed.
"Amy, I don't know if our marriage can survive this. You know how much I love you, but you've hurt me more than you seem to understand.
"About the only thing I'm sure of is that if you won't tell me how and why this happened—how and why you fucked someone else—our marriage is over.
"You can reach me on my cell, or at work."
I headed for the door. Behind me Amy howled in despair, begging me to stay, but I didn't look back. I heard her feet running towards me, but before she could reach me I pulled the door shut behind me.



*** *** ***
If there's anything on earth worse than finding out your wife has betrayed you, it has to be spending two weeks by yourself in a room at the Holiday Inn with plenty of time to think about it. Pretty much all I did for those two weeks was go to work, go back to the room, and brood about Amy.
I alternated at frequent intervals between distraught, furious, and confused—sometimes more than one at a time. What did I know? Not much. My wife had fucked someone else, someone she knew from her past. Was it really only once? Had she really not wanted to do it? Then why do it? And why so uninhibitedly, giving her body to him in ways she denied me?
Amy called me repeatedly. I never answered either of my phones, so she left me impassioned, desperate, pleading messages. At first there were several every day, then they gradually slowed to once a day or so. She loved me, she was lost without me,, wouldn't I please come home? Couldn't we work this out, somehow?
A few times I called her back. She was thrilled to hear from me, breathless with relief. But when I made clear that I wouldn't even consider returning until she explained her adultery, the wild sobbing began again. Every conversation was the same, painful and frustrating. After about a week I simply stopped returning her calls.
After a couple of days I decided to track down Mr. Andy Darnton—if that was even his real name. I did a Google search and found some surprising information.
Mr. Darnton, age 32, had been killed in a traffic accident about two weeks before I received the videotape. Seems he ran a red light and got hit by a UPS truck. The newspaper article said he was married to a Patricia Romano, and they lived in the suburbs of Cincinnati.
For lack of anything better to try, I got the Darnton's home number and called it. When a woman answered I said, "I'm calling to speak with Patricia Romano, please—this is Mark Bernier."
There was a long silence, and then she said, "I wondered if you would call."
We met at a coffee shop in her neighborhood that afternoon. She was a tall, slim, good-looking woman, about 30, with short black hair. She looked tired and unhappy.
"Thank you for meeting me, Ms. Romano," I said. "I was sorry to hear about your husband."
"He was a lying, cheating prick," she replied with a sad smile. "But I loved him—and I didn't know about most of the cheating until after he died."
"Was it you who sent me that videotape?" I asked.
"Yes—and I'm truly sorry if I hurt you or ruined your marriage. I was pretty upset, and I wasn't thinking all that clearly."
Over several cups of coffee she told me that she and Andy had met in California two years earlier; she'd fallen in love with him and they'd married after just a few months. About a year ago, they'd moved to Cincinnati so he could take a job managing a couple of strip joints, the same kind of work he'd done in California.
Patricia had had reason to suspect Andy cheated on her, but nothing concrete to go on. Then, after his accident, she was cleaning out the house and found four hidden videotapes, each with a woman's name neatly lettered on it. To her horror, they'd turned out to be tapes of Andy having sex with a different woman on each tape. The tapes had clearly been made in their bedroom, which hurt her all the more.
Without thinking much about the consequences, she had tracked down the husbands of three of the women—the other one was single—and mailed the tapes to us anonymously. She wanted the women who'd been fucking her husband to suffer, and figured that would be the easiest way of making it happen.
"Again, I'm very sorry, Mr. Dernier. Between grieving for Andy and hating the son-of-a-bitch, I wasn't thinking too clearly. It must have been awful for you."
"Do you know if your husband knew Amy, or any of the other women, from before your marriage?" I asked her.
She looked thoughtful. "I don't know. It's possible, but he never spoke much to me about the women in his life before I knew him. And the tapes were too upsetting for me to watch much of—once I saw what each one was I stopped watching them."
Back in my hotel room, I wondered what I'd learned. At least Amy had told me one thing that was true: the name of her lover. But that still left me with far too many questions to answer, and far too much pain that I didn't know how to resolve.
*** *** ***
After about two weeks Amy stopped leaving me phone messages. I didn't know what that meant—but then a day later I got a letter at work. I opened it and read it hopefully, but it was the same thing as before: passionate, loving, apologetic, but utterly without the explanation I had demanded from her. She closed the letter by begging me to come home, or at least to call her. In a rage, I tore the letter to pieces and dropped them in the trash.
Five more letters came, nearly one a day for the next week. Feeling somewhat calmer, I couldn't quite bear to throw them out, so I dropped them into a drawer without reading them.
On the twenty-fifth day after walking out, I woke up in the morning angry and resolved. That's it, fuck it, I'm not letting this drag on. I called the lawyer who did the legal work for our business and asked him to start on the paperwork for a divorce. When he asked what was going on, I explained that Amy had cheated on me, but that I simply wanted a basic no-fault divorce. We could split all our assets in half, and thank God there were no children.
I asked him how soon he could have Amy served with the papers, and he said it wouldn't take more than a couple of days.
Two days later Amy left a wild, howling, despairing message on my office phone. How could I do this to her? Didn't I know she loved me, and would do anything for me? Wouldn't I please talk to her, come home to her, let her back into my life?
The message just made me tired—and sad, of course. There seemed no point in even calling her back, and I didn't.
*** *** ***
About a week after the divorce papers were served, I walked into my office and was shocked to see Margaret Selvin sitting in a chair waiting for me. Margaret was Amy's older sister, by nearly 13 years. She lived in Seattle with her husband and two children. I'd only met her a handful of times, at our wedding and at some family holidays, but I liked and respected her. In fact, I felt that we were friends, desite our limited time together.
"Hello, Mark, how are you?"
I went over and kissed her cheek. "I'm OK, thanks, under the circumstances. I assume Amy has told you what's going on?
"Yes," she said, "that's why I'm in Cincinnati. When I spoke to her on the phone four days ago she sounded so awful that I got frightened, and hopped on a plane. I really thought she might do something to herself."
I felt a hole in the pit of my stomach. "I'm sorry, Margaret—I had no idea. I haven't seen Amy in weeks, or talked to her recently."
"Mark, I won't waste your time. I have always liked you, and I think you like me too. You know I think you have been a terrific husband to Amy—you've made her happier than she's ever been before.
"I'm here to ask you a favor. Will you come back to the house with me and see her?"
I sighed. "I'm not sure there's much point, Margaret. She won't tell me why she cheated on me, no matter how much I ask. I just can't get past this. It's time for both of us to move on with our lives."
She looked hard at me. "That's it—you're ready to give up on her? You don't love Amy any more?"
"I didn't say I didn't love her. But what she did tore me apart, Margaret. I can't get past it, and I can't understand it. And with each passing day it gets a little easier not to love her, and a little easier to imagine my future without her in it."
"What would it take to get you to see her, Mark?"
"That's easy," I replied. "She has to tell me all about it—who that guy was to her, and why she spent the afternoon bouncing on his bed. She says it was 'a mistake' that will never happen again. If she can't be honest with me, there's no point in our even talking."
Margaret leaned forward, looking intently at me. "What if I can get her to tell you the story, Mark? Would you listen? Would you try to understand, to see her side of it?"
"Of course, Margaret!" I got a little hot. "Just try not to lean so hard on me, OK? I'm not the one caught with my pants down in someone else's bed! Did she tell you all of what she was doing on that tape?"
She sighed. "Yes, Mark. And it's pretty awful. Believe me, it's not hard for me to imagine how you feel."
We sat for a few moments in silence. "Margaret, if you can make Amy understand that she needs to tell me the reason she fucked Andy Darnton, then I'll come back to the house and hear her. And I'll try—I'll try—to be patient and understanding. Though it's hard to imagine what would make it all right."
"Thanks, Mark. I'll call you."
*** *** ***
Two days later I drove up to the house. Margaret had called to say that Amy would tell me the whole story. I didn't really believe it, but I had promised to give her a chance.
Margaret greeted me at the door, leading me into the living room where Amy sat on the sofa. She looked awful. She was wearing her bathrobe, her hair was dirty and uncombed, and there were huge bags under her eyes. She also appeared to have lost ten pounds or more.
I had feared she might throw herself into my arms when she saw me; but all she did was look up at me, saying "hello, Mark," in a quiet, defeated voice. Her eyes were dull and lifeless.
"Hello, Amy," I said quietly. I didn't say anything else, and after a minute or two Amy began to speak. Her voice was low and without inflection. She spoke for a long time, without looking at me, instead gazing abstractedly across the room.
WHAT AMY TOLD ME
"Margaret has persuaded me I need to tell you this, Mark. I know that once you hear the story, that will be the end for us—that's why I couldn't tell you. But Margaret has helped me see that if I don't tell you, you will go ahead and divorce me. So it seems like it doesn't matter much either way.
"You remember that my dad died the summer right before I started at UCLA? Well, after that there was never enough money. I had a scholarship but it wasn't enough. I got some different part-time jobs, waitressing, doing temp work, but I wasn't going to be able to pay my spring semester bill.
"Then a girl in my dorm told me she had worked for a year in a club as an exotic dancer. A stripper, actually. You had to strip down to just a G-string and strut around a little stage, shaking your tits. But she told me that it didn't go any further than that, no lap-dancing unless you wanted to—and nobody harassed her, the management was good about protecting the girls. And the money was fantastic—ten times what a waitress could make.
"I didn't think I could ever do anything like that. I was pretty innocent then, Mark, and it scared the hell out of me. But I was also desperate. So I went to the club, and they hired me.
"It wasn't as bad as I feared it would be. I got over the embarrassment pretty quickly—it became just a job, like typing or serving hamburgers. Showing off my body just became routine; and on the rare occasions when a guy tried to grab me off the stage, the bouncers quickly tossed him out on his ass, so I felt safe enough.
"Andy Darnton—the guy in the video—took over as the manager of the club after I'd been there a few months. He was very professional with me and the other girls, never leering at us or sneaking back into the dressing room. He asked me out to dinner a few weeks after he got there, and before long we were dating.
"He was older, and sophisticated, and I felt safe with him. I wasn't a virgin when I met him, but I didn't know much about sex, and he taught me. But it was never awful, Mark. He was gentle and kind to me. I even thought I loved him after awhile.
"He taught me lots of new positions, and how to give a good blow-job and swallow his cum. When he first said he wanted to do anal I was horrified, but he gradually got me used to the idea. When we finally did it he was very patient and slow with me, so it never hurt very much. After awhile I even got to like it a little, and I never minded doing it to please him.
"At the time I never saw it, but looking back I can see now that he was gradually easing me towards more and more slutty things: dressing to tease, flashing my panties when we were at a restaurant, doing wilder and wilder things in bed. But he was always kind about it, never forced me or scared me.
"Until one night in my sophomore year, after I'd been seeing him nearly a year. He took me to a fancy nightclub where some of the movie stars went and it was really exciting. He'd given me Ecstasy, which we did together once in a while, and that plus a few drinks had me really flying.
"We went back to his place, and he had me put on some really slutty-looking stockings and a garter belt, and we started to have sex. I don't remember everything that happened, but we were doing it spoon-fashion on his bed, him pushing into me from behind, and I was very turned on. And suddenly there was another man in the room, a much older guy. He was kind of fat, and had silver hair, and he had to be 50 or so.
"He was just standing there, gazing at us, and then he started taking off all his clothes. And Andy was pumping into me… And then the old guy climbed onto the bed and moved his dick towards my mouth.
"I don't really know why I didn't scream, or try to get away. I was so high, from the Ecstasy and the alcohol, I thought maybe I was dreaming it. And Andy held me tight, and crooned in my ear to go ahead, just please Tommy with my mouth.
"So I did it. I wasn't really all there, but I had Andy fucking me from behind and Tommy fucking my mouth.
"And then it just went on and on, and got worse and worse. They pulled out of me and switched, and this fat old man I'd never seen before was fucking me while Andy was making me blow him. And then Andy was on his back, with me lying on top of him fucking him, and Tommy climbed up behind me and stuck his dick in my ass.
"I screamed, because it hurt like hell. Andy had always been very gentle with my butt, but Tommy just rammed inside me. And then the two of them were humping into me, and I was trapped between them, and it hurt….
"I lost all track of time, and they just kept doing things to me, using me in different ways. Finally it was over. I was half-unconscious, still high, and I felt so ashamed! My boyfriend and his friend had used me like a whore. I was just lying there naked on the bed, and I think they thought I was asleep.
"I saw Tommy getting his clothes on, grinning at Andy. Andy said, 'didn't I tell you she'd be hot?', and Tommy said 'she was fantastic—I can hardly wait to do her again'.
"Then Tommy pulled out his wallet and put some money on the dresser, and he said, 'I'll give you the rest when you send me the video,' and Andy told him he'd copy it the next day and send it to him.
"And then Tommy was gone and Andy was back on top of me, grinning, saying, 'hey, Amy, wasn't that terrific?' He was all excited again, and he fucked me once more while I lay there, eyes closed, wishing with all my might that it was just a bad dream.
"The next day I sneaked out of bed while Andy was still asleep. I went back to the dorm, scrubbed myself over and over in the shower, then packed up all my stuff and went straight to the bus station.
"One of my friends was from San Antonio and had told me she loved it there, so I got a bus ticket and rode for 26 hours to San Antonio. I got a waitressing job, found a shitty little apartment, and just hid out for six months. I had the irrational fear that Andy would come after me and take me back, and I was terrified. Of course, I see now that he wouldn't have bothered to chase me—there were plenty more like me right back at the strip club.
"When I finally felt a little less scared, I filed a bunch of transfer applications, all to colleges far from LA. I had good grades from UCLA, except for the semester I dropped out in the middle of, and the University of Cincinnati made me a good scholarship offer, so I came here.
"You know most of the rest. For a long time I was too messed-up to date anybody at all. When we got together I hadn't been with a man since Andy. I was scared to death, but you were so gentle and loving, Mark. You've always made love to me like a lover and husband, never treated me like a whore. Of course, you didn't know about that. And so with you I could pretend I was just a regular, normal woman.
"A couple of times you wanted to be more … adventurous, like having anal sex, and I just freaked out and stopped you. It made me think of LA again, and what Andy made me do, and I just couldn't handle it. Thank God you were so understanding, and never pushed me.
After ten years I thought about Andy and LA less and less, and I thought it was behind me—the shame of it, my being a whore like that. I didn't realize I'd just pushed it all down deep inside so I didn't have to look at it.
"Six months ago Andy called me out of the blue. He'd moved to Cincinnati, and by complete chance he saw my picture in the paper for that article they did on TV stations and community service. He knew right away it was me, even though the article used my married name, and he called me.
"It scared me to death to hear his voice. I hung up on him twice, then stopped answering my phone. But he left me a voice-mail message: he had a wonderful videotape I might like to see, and I'd better call him back, because otherwise he might have to show it to some other people, like my husband and my boss.
"So I called him. He wanted money, and he wanted to see me again. I knew he had a tape of me with him and Tommy, and I knew he'd send it to you if I didn't meet with him. I didn't know what else to do, Mark. It would have meant the end of my job at the station, but I didn't even care about that.
"What I cared about was you. If you knew what a whore I'd been, I'd lose you.
"So I played him. I went to his house, knowing he'd want to fuck me first and then demand money from me. Andy always used to fall asleep after we'd had a lot of sex, so I figured I'd make him cum a few times. Once he was asleep nothing would wake him—he could sleep through an earthquake. So I could search his house, and maybe I'd get lucky and find the tape he had of me.
"That's just how it happened. I made him cum four times. When he was asleep I looked around and found a whole pile of tapes; there must have been a couple dozen of them, all neatly labeled. I found three copies of the one with me, and a bunch of others with different names on them.
"I put them all in a trash bag and left. I drove to a restaurant and dropped the bag into a big dumpster in back that was already half-full of trash. Then I came home and tried to wash the smell of him and the feel of him off me. I must have stood in that shower, crying, for more than an hour.
"I really thought I was free of him, Mark. I didn't hear from him again, and then a couple of weeks ago he was killed in an accident. I can't say I was too sorry.
"I didn't realize I had anything to worry about until you came home with that tape. Stupid me—I should have figured he'd be taping me again, just like the other time. I don't know how you got it, but it doesn't much matter.
"So now you know. He made me a whore. And I played the whore with him one more time, so I would never have to tell you the truth and see the disgust in your eyes. But it didn't work. And now you can go back out the door, and no one will blame you a bit.
"Who would want to be married to a woman who did what I did? Got herself pimped out to a stranger by her own boyfriend? Fucked two guys at once? Let them take her in her cunt and her ass at the same time? And get it all recorded in living color?"



*** *** ***
There was silence in the room. I looked over at Margaret, and saw she had been crying. Then I felt the tears on my own cheeks. I expected Amy to be crying too, or glaring defiantly at me, but she was still just staring off into space.
I went over, sat on the sofa next to Amy, and gathered her gently into my arms. She looked at me, shocked, and when she saw I was smiling at her she started to cry. I held her, my face pressed into her hair, while she sobbed and shuddered.
While I held her, I remembered a conversation we'd had when we were first engaged. I'd told Amy we should talk about our romantic pasts, the people we'd been involved with, and she got a very strange, closed look on her face.
"That's all in the past, Mark," she had said firmly. "I don't need or want to know about your girlfriends, and I hope you won't make me talk about … the people I was involved with. Now that I'm with you, and we're so happy, can't we just have a clean slate?"
She had looked so intent and serious at that moment that of course I agreed. Now, I understood for the first time what painful experiences she had been shielding me from, and trying to forget herself.
After many minutes of crying in my arms, Amy finally calmed down. When she finally turned and looked at me again, I was still smiling. Her face turned hard, and she angrily smacked me on the arm with her fist.
"OK, Mark, you've done your duty. You've listened to my story, you've let me have a good cry, you've played the loving husband one last time—now go. Don't make me look at you any more!"
"Sorry," I said, still smiling at her. "You're stuck with me." Then I held her as she cried some more.
*** *** ***
Amy let me take her into the shower, where I lovingly shampooed her hair, washed her all over, then dried her and tucked her into bed. She slept for 13 hours, undoubtedly making up for a few sleepless nights.
I called her boss and arranged for some medical leave; then Margaret helped me find a therapist for Amy to see. I was a bit surprised when Amy balked at first, claiming she had nothing to talk about; but between me and Margaret we persuaded her to go.
We didn't make love again for nearly two weeks, but every night when we went to bed Amy snuggled up against me as close as possible, as though afraid I might sneak away during the night. Some nights she had bad dreams; once or twice I did. But when one or the other of us came awake with a shudder, frightened, the other was there with soothing words.
One Friday evening when I got home from work Amy was nowhere to be found, not in the living room or the kitchen, not in the basement or out in the yard. I searched around, calling for her. When I came into our bedroom she was sitting up in bed, smiling sweetly at me, not a stitch of clothing on.
"Honey, it's time," was all she said.
Our love-making that night was pure vanilla—and it was the happiest night of my life, or at least tied with the day Amy had agreed to marry me. We were slow and gentle, we kissed and cuddled, murmured love words to one another, and coupled sweetly.
After that things got better fast. Amy's therapist helped her understand what had happened in her relationship with Andy, all the ways in which she was not a guilty party but a victim. And she began to see that it was OK to be a fully sexual person, to let herself enjoy things beyond the "vanilla", without feeling like a whore.
Once Amy was back at work full-time, after about three weeks, life began to feel more normal for both of us. With each of us busy at our jobs, the focus wasn't exclusively, and painfully, on our marital and sexual troubles. We shared stories about work, colleagues, plans for the future. We took a long weekend to go hiking and canoeing. We cooked some good dinners, and got together more often with friends.
It was a while after that before we felt we were all the way back. But I knew for certain we were getting there one Saturday morning. I was vaguely aware of Amy leaving the bed early, but I fell back asleep.
An hour later she gently shook me awake, smiling broadly. I sat up and looked around the bedroom. There on a tray was breakfast in bed: toast, bacon, juice, and coffee.
And sitting out on the night table were a pink vibrator and a bottle of lube. I looked over at Amy, my eyebrows raised.
She grinned back. "I thought we could have some breakfast first, then stay in and play this morning. There are some things we've never done together that I'd like to try with you. How does that sound?"
I kissed her hard, and said that it sounded pretty good to me.



        Shock Treatment

        How could he be cheating on her?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/shock-treatment

Title: Shock Treatment

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: How could he be cheating on her?

Tags: scott cheats, julie upset, sister susan




It was a Friday night, and she was sitting at the kitchen table when he came in. All the evidence of his guilt was laid out in front of her. The empty condom wrapper she'd found in his pants pocket; the matches from the Harbor View Motel, where they'd never stayed; his sport coat, smelling of a perfume she never used; and the pair of his boxers with lipstick on the fly.
Friday was her day off; she'd found the boxers that morning when she started to do the laundry. A quick search of her husband's things had turned up the rest. She had cried, screamed in the empty house, wandered aimlessly from room to room, thinking about nothing. Wondering about leaving him. Wondering about killing him.
Now she'd been waiting for an hour, planning just how she would confront him. She would be cold—icy but calm. She would be sarcastic but controlled. He'd be amazed by her rage and her composure.
Except that it all went to hell as soon as she saw him, saw his face, saw him look at the things on the table and realize that she knew. She burst into tears, and within seconds was sobbing uncontrollably, her shoulders heaving.
"You bastard!" she shouted at him, between sobs. "You cheating son of a bitch! How could you do this, after 19 years?"
He took a seat across from her, looking grave but calm. He didn't turn pale, or cry, or avoid her eyes. Instead he looked at her sympathetically.
"Julie, I'm so sorry," he said quietly.
"Sorry for WHAT?" she cried. "That I found out about you and whatever bitch you've been screwing? That now your fun will have to stop? That I realize what a selfish, dishonest, whoremongering jerk you are?"
He had to repress a smile at "whoremongering"—that was a good one!
"No, I'm sorry that you're hurt," he said. "I never wanted to hurt you—I have never wanted to do anything to make you unhappy. I love you very much."
Her face was streaked with tears. "You have a damned odd way of showing it! Weeks of 'bowling' on Thursday nights with Dan—only it seems you've been doing your 'bowling' in a motel room with some ... floozy! Did you think I wouldn't smell her perfume on you when you came home? You figured a condom wrapper wouldn't raise my suspicions, given that I've been on the pill for years? Or did you just not give a damn?"
"No, that's not true," he said, shaking his head. "I did give a damn, and I tried to make sure you wouldn't find out. I guess I didn't do a very good job of it."
He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and reached out to hand it to her. Julie glared at him furiously, but took the handkerchief and wiped her face.
There was a silence. Then he said, "it looks like you've had some time to think about this, Julie. Are you going to throw me out?"
She stared at him, surprised. He was so calm about this, as though he'd suspected he'd be found out.
"Do you love her?"
"No, Julie, it's nothing like that. It was sex, pure and simple. I love you, and I want to stay married to you."
"Then WHY, Scott?" she asked, her anger rising again. "You say you love me—but you cheated on me, betrayed me—you humiliated me! How could you ...." Her sentence remained unfinished, as she was crying again.
He rose and went around the table, putting a comforting arm around her, but she angrily shoved him away. "Keep your goddam hands to yourself! You've lost the right to touch me!"
He went back to his seat and waited for her crying to subside. Then he began to speak, quietly but firmly, as though he had rehearsed what he had to say.
"You asked me why, Julie, and I want to tell you. I want you to understand why.
"For 19 years I've been your husband, and for 18 we've been the parents of Jake, and I have loved that. You are a wonderful wife and mother, and our life has given me so much happiness. I don't want that to end.
"But you also know that our sex life is not at all what I want it to be, and that I've tried over and over to get you to be a little more flexible and willing to compromise on that with me.
"I would like us to make love 3-4 times a week. For you, twice a month has always been enough, and you've fought me when I ask for more. You've always had a 'good reason'. Within six months of our wedding you were pregnant with Jake, and you felt lousy. Then you were a nursing mother, and you were sleep-deprived all the time. When he started kindergarten you went back to your school-teaching job, and you were busy with lesson plans and grading papers.
"When Jake was older, you said you were tired from driving him to soccer practice and clarinet lessons. Then there was the year you were visiting your grandfather in the nursing home. There's always been something, Julie. It's not that these things weren't real, but you've always had one excuse or another for not being more of a sexual partner for me.
"And now Jake has been at college for nearly a year and a half—we've got the house to ourselves—and nothing has changed. We still make love about twice a month, and only when I really insist. Only when I say, 'Julie, listen, it's been 11 days, won't you please?'
"And you know it's not just the frequency, either. We've talked about these things over and over. I want oral sex occasionally, and you almost never give it to me. Three times in 20 years, Julie! Three times your mouth has touched my penis, and you've never let me come that way.
"I want to go down on you too, and you hardly ever allow that. I want to make love in other positions, in other rooms, and you say no. I want to spend more time in love-making, have a lot of foreplay, touch and caress each other; and you say 'c'mon Scott, let's get on with it'.
"I finally realized that sex, to you, is simply making your body available to me. Sometimes you let me touch and please you; but you virtually NEVER do anything like that to me. It's not just the oral sex—you don't rub my back, or stroke or caress me, or any of the things lovers do to excite each other.
"And you can't say I haven't tried to work these things out with you. We've talked about sex over and over. I begged you to come to marriage counseling with me, and you flatly refused. Three years ago I even brought up the possibility of divorce, remember? I said I didn't know if I could live the rest of my life in a marriage where I felt so frustrated, where my love and desire for my wife was bottled up inside me.
"And you cried, and clung to me, and said you didn't want a divorce. You said you'd change, you could do better. And for about a month we made love more often, and you gave me oral sex once. And we spent a night in a hotel in the city, and made love that night and the next morning. I really thought I had gotten through to you.
"But after a few weeks we were right back where we had been before. I guess you thought the scare was over, I don't know. But we were back to twice a month, and you being tired, or having your period, or having lots of work to do, or needing to clean the house, or whatever excuse you could come up with."
Scott stopped. He was suddenly tired of talking. None of this was new to either of them.
Julie looked unhappy, her anger gone for the moment. Scott was right—their sex life was much as he described it, and even his threat of a divorce had only produced a temporary change.
"Scott," she said quietly. "Marriage is a compromise. We both know that. Neither of us is a perfect spouse for the other. Each of us sacrifices some of what we want. How is this any different?"
He looked pained, but nodded. "Yes, Julie, you're right. I've asked myself that question over and over. How can I justify making a selfish choice at the expense of our marriage vows? Do I have the right to greater personal satisfaction, if means sneaking around behind your back, or hurting you?
"And maybe what I've done is wrong. I know that it has hurt you, and I'm sorry. But the problems in our sex life haven't been a small compromise. It's not as though I like lamb chops and you don't, so we never have lamb chops.
"My sexual happiness is more important to me than that; and I guess I just reached the breaking point."
There was another silence, full of thinking on both sides of the table. Julie looked at Scott; he seemed to be waiting for her.
The more he waited, the angrier she became. Since when did his 'sexual happiness' come at the expense of destroying her happy marriage, the trust she had in him!
"Okay, Mr. 'Sexual Happiness' ", she said with a sneer. "You've been getting your jollies lately, but don't think you won't be paying for them!
"I don't know what I'm going to do about this—that's something I'll have to figure out over the next few days. But you can bet I'm not going to lie down and let you walk all over me like this. For starters, you can find somewhere else besides our bedroom to sleep tonight! And as of tomorrow, I want you the hell out of this house!"
She managed to hold back her tears during that outburst. She quickly rose to her feet and retreated to their bedroom, slamming and locking the door behind her.
*** *** ***
Julie was too exhausted to cry any more, but she had a night of uneasy, unhappy sleep. When she finally got out of bed it was nearly 10 am. The guest bed had been slept in, but Scott was nowhere to be found, and his car was not out in front.
Wandering into the kitchen, Julie found a freshly-made pot of coffee. She saw an envelope on the table addressed to "Dearest Julie" in his familiar spiky handwriting. She started to cry again. Furiously, she crumpled the envelope and hurled it across the room.
After two cups of coffee, and some eggs and toast that she didn't even taste, Julie called her sister. Almost as soon as Susan picked up, she found herself crying.
"Susan, Scott is having an affair!" she blurted out.
Julie heard her sister's shock on the other end of the line. "I'll be there in twenty minutes," Susan said.
By the time Susan arrived, Julie had gotten dressed, cleaned up the kitchen and washed her face, but she burst into tears again when her sister hugged her and said, "oh, Julie, I'm so sorry!"
The two sisters sat on the couch in the living room, Susan listening attentively while Julie recounted the previous night's confrontation with Scott. Despite how close they were, Julie had never before spoken about her sex life to her older sister. But now, devastated and hurt, she revealed everything that Scott had said to her.
As Julie spoke, Susan's face took on a more and more quizzical look. When Julie had finished Susan began talking at once.
"Is all that true, Julie? Sex once every two weeks? And you guys don't have oral sex?" She appeared stunned.
"Of course it's true," Julie replied testily. "You're not telling me that it's any different for you and Brian, are you? You've been married even longer than we have!"
Susan only laughed. "Honey, we have some talking to do. I had no IDEA of how things were between you two. I hate to say it, but ... no, scratch that thought."
Susan told her astonished sister about her own sex life with her husband, Brian. They made love at least twice a week, and frequently more often since their own two children had moved out of the house. Once in a while they would take a Saturday or Sunday and spend the entire day in bed, leaving only to bring some snacks up from the kitchen.
Oral sex was a regular part of their repertoire. Susan enjoyed giving Brian head; and although she didn't like to swallow, she was happy to let him come in her mouth. He, in turn, took great pride in being able to lick and suck her to two or three orgasms in a session.
They occasionally played games, too. They'd experimented a little with bondage and with toys; and every once in a while one or the other would suggest a new position or location to make love. The month before, Susan said with a laugh, she'd stood naked on the dining room table, her legs spread wide, while Brian had avidly fingered her pussy and sucked her clit, which were right at head height. They'd done that until she couldn't stand up any more, and then he'd carried her into the living room and fucked the hell out of her on the carpet!
"We share our fantasies sometimes, too," Susan concluded. "Like pretending that we're strangers who picked each other up in a bar, and we're cheating on our spouses. I'd never dream of actually doing anything like that, but the pretending can be a real turn-on."
There was a silence. Susan could see that Julie was not only stunned, but more unhappy than ever. She slid over and took her little sister in her arms, as she had done so often when they were children.
"I ... I don't know what to think," said Julie in a tremulous voice. "Have I driven Scott away? Do you think he's right, that I'm just a cold fish who's been depriving him all these years?"
Susan spoke with care. "Nothing can justify cheating on you, Jules. You know I like Scott, and I'm pretty surprised and disappointed in him. No, I'm furious at him! But ... I will say that I can understand the frustration he must have been feeling. I just wish he had talked to you about it and tried to work it out with you, instead of ... doing what he did."
Julie burst into tears again. "But he did try! He did talk to me about it, over and over ..." She told Susan about their previous conversations, about his request that they try marriage counseling, even about his bringing up a possible divorce.
"Now I'm afraid it's too late, Susan. Now that he's been ... sleeping with somebody else. He's probably been getting everything he missed with me! And how could I even think of letting him touch me, after what he did? I feel so humiliated!"
The two sisters spoke for another hour, without resolving anything. Susan was loving and sympathetic—but it was clear to Julie that her older sister also felt sympathy for the situation Scott had been in.
"Jules, you need to decide what you want now. Whether you still want to be married to Scott, and if so whether there are changes you're willing to make. He's done something awful—horrible! But he must still love you, or he would have simply moved out long before now."
When Susan had gone Julie made a sandwich and forced herself to eat. Then she idly wandered around, straightening up, unable to focus on much of anything.
She found the crumpled envelope from Scott and picked it up. Opening it, she began to read the letter he had left her.
After a moment she gasped, and dropped the letter on the floor with a cry. She felt faint, and quickly sat down in a chair, trembling.
It was several minutes before her shivering eased, and she was able to retrieve the letter, smooth it out on the table, and read it carefully.
*** *** ***
Dear Julie:
I am so very sorry for the pain I have caused you. You need to know, right away, that I am NOT having an affair. I have never even kissed another woman in a romantic way since we started dating nearly 20 years ago. The evidence of my 'affair' that you found was a set-up by me: I've been waiting a couple of weeks for you to confront me about it.
What I've been doing on Thursday nights is just what I told you—bowling with David, at the Lincoln Lanes. Sometimes his wife Anne joins us, and can confirm to you that I've been there. They don't know anything about my deception. I told them that I was free on Thursday nights because you had a weekly teachers' meeting. The credit card receipts for the bowling and for my shoe rentals are in the envelope with this letter.
The Monday nights I told you I'd been working late, I was actually at the office, working. I know you called there several times. I purposely didn't answer the phone, and didn't return your calls for a couple of hours, so that you'd suspect I wasn't at the office.
The matches from the motel I just picked up in their lobby—I've never stayed there. The perfume is "Obsession". I bought it at a drugstore and keep it in my desk at work; I've been putting some of it on my clothes before I come home on Mondays and Thursdays. I also bought a condom and left the empty wrapper in my pants.
When you hadn't mentioned any of these things to me, I thought I should make it more obvious. So I put the lipstick on my boxer shorts myself Thursday morning while you were showering, using one of your lipsticks.
I swear to you on my mother's grave that this is all true. I have not cheated on you, and I never would.
So why did I lie to you this way? What did I hope to gain by hurting you so badly, and making you so angry at me?
Sweetheart, I have been at my wits' end. I have tried so many ways to reach you, to let you know that, as much as I love you, my frustration with our sex life together has been making me miserable. If we are fortunate enough to have 30 more years of life, I don't want to spend it feeling angry and hurt about our lack of sexual intimacy.
The only other step that I can imagine is to end our marriage. As I said, I have never cheated on you, and I won't be unfaithful to you while we are married. But I don't think I can spend the next three decades feeling like a normal man locked up in a monastery.
Julie, I love you. Please think about what I have written.
Much love,
Scott
*** *** ***
Julie sat holding her head in her hands. She'd read the letter twice, unsure whether to feel better or worse. He hadn't cheated on her! However, he'd deceived her, cruelly, and left her feeling hurt and betrayed. Was that any better?
She checked the envelope, and there were the bowling receipts he'd mentioned. She knew that they didn't prove his innocence; but she believed him. She had known Scott for a long time, and he didn't take lightly an oath on his mother's grave. As painful as his trick was, it seemed more in character for him than to have begun an affair with another woman.
She found herself shivering. Getting up from the table, she climbed the stairs to the bedroom, took off her shoes, and huddled under the blankets fully clothed. Within minutes she was asleep.
Hours later when Julie awoke, it was dark outside. Feeling clearer in her mind, she picked up the phone and called Scott's cell. His voice-mail picked up, and she waited for the tone.
In a serious voice she said, "Hello Scott, it's me. I read your letter earlier today.
"I'd like a couple of days without seeing you, if that's all right. I'll be out tomorrow morning, if you want to come and get some clean clothes. Then if you're willing, I'd like you to come home on Monday night and have dinner with me. Just give me a call to let me know if that's OK with you. Bye, honey."
The next morning, which was Sunday, Julie left the house by 10 am to do some shopping. When she returned in the early afternoon there was a brief note on the kitchen table. "I'll be here tomorrow night for dinner at 6:30. I love you. Scott"
*** *** ***
When he entered his house on Monday night Scott didn't know what to expect. Julie's phone message had been calm—not hostile, but not loving either. He could understand why she'd need some time to adjust to the pair of shocks he had administered. But he didn't know if he was in for a happy reunion, a serious talk, or a tongue-lashing.
"Hello, honey," he said hesitantly, entering the kitchen. Julie turned and came to him, giving him a hug and a kiss. "Hi, sweetheart," she said with a smile. This seemed like a good start!
They had roast beef and potatoes, a salad, and some ice cream. A nice dinner, though nothing fancy or out of the ordinary. By unspoken agreement they avoided any reference to the emotional events of the past few days. They talked about work, about Jake at college, about upcoming holiday plans.
Scott was relieved that Julie spoke matter-of-factly about visiting his relatives and hers over the Christmas break—there was no sign from her of an imminent break-up. And he was surprised that they finished an entire bottle of wine; usually Julie drank no more than a glass, but tonight they each had two or three glasses.



After the meal Julie cleared the dishes while Scott made coffee and brought two cups to the table. Sitting down facing her, he said, "I guess maybe it's time for a talk?"
She smiled at him and said, "I was hoping we could do that upstairs. Could you load the dishwasher and give me a couple of minutes, and then meet me in the bedroom?"
When Scott came into the master bedroom he was greeted by the sight of Julie, standing and seeming to pose in the middle of the room. Her hair was down, and she wore a long black negligee with lace panels that offered teasing glimpses of her breasts and pubic hair. She was blushing a little with embarrassment, but she looked sexy as hell.
"Wow!" was all Scott could come up with.
"Glad you like it," she said, coming towards him. "Now let's get you more comfortable."
Julie turned off the lights, leaving only a bedside lamp on. Without any further words she seated him on the bed and began to undress him. Taking her time, she removed his clothes, touching and stroking his legs, his arms and his chest as they became visible. At first she seemed nervous, but soon she was enjoying what she was doing. When Scott was naked, she urged him gently up to the head of the bed and arranged him comfortably on his back, his head on a pillow.
Then, lying nestled by his side, she began to kiss his cheek and his neck, while running one hand down his side, around his thighs, and finally, slowly, teasingly, onto his semi-erect cock. She kept up the kisses and the stroking until he was very hard; then she knelt by his side, smiling into his eyes, and took his cock into her mouth.
A surprised and delighted Scott tried to reach for her, but she gently pushed his hands away and continued to lick and suck him. Despite what he knew was her inexperience, Julie gradually took more and more of his erection into her mouth, sliding up and down his shaft teasingly. After a couple of minutes, to his astonishment, she had taken all of his 5½ inches and her lips were touching the hair at the base of his cock.
Scott groaned his pleasure and approval, as she continued to bathe him with her lips and tongue. She could feel his rising excitement, and after 2-3 more minutes she pulled off him and said, "the next time I'm going to finish you this way—but right now I'd like this inside me, OK?"
Still taking the lead, she re-arranged Scott in a sitting position, his back against a pillow propped up against the headboard. Then she straddled him, kneeling, and slid his cock into her very wet pussy. They groaned together at the wonderful feeling of being united. Scott was astonished by her initiative—they had never done it this way before.
"This way you can reach my breasts at the same time," she said a little breathlessly, and he responded by pulling the hem of her nightie up and over her head, leaving her naked.
They fucked slowly, deliciously, enjoying every sensation. She kissed him deeply, probing with her tongue, enjoying the feeling of his hands cupping and stroking her breasts. Then she sat up straighter and pulled his head to a nipple, which he sucked eagerly.
As his sucking got her more and more excited she rose and fell more rapidly on Scott's dick. Soon her breast fell away from his lips as they both began breathing harder. Scott held her ass cheeks firmly, pulling her down on him harder with each stroke. He said, "my God—my God, I'm gonna come!"
Frantically she bounced on him, and her orgasm hit her just before his arrived. He could feel the tight spasms of her pussy around him as he shot his sperm up into her. They held one another tightly, gasping, for many seconds; then with a sigh they gradually relaxed, and she collapsed against him, her head on his shoulder.
After a couple of minutes Scott said, "you know what I said a little while ago? I'd just like to go on record as saying it again."
"What was that, baby?" she asked dreamily.
"Wow!" he answered, with a laugh.
They lay in one another's arms, relaxed and happy, not talking much, just enjoying the feel of each other. After a while Julie rose and disappeared into the bathroom. She came out minutes later with a warm washcloth, which she used to gently wash off Scott's cock and balls. She returned the cloth to the bathroom, then lay down beside him again.
Scott felt her fingers trailing over his chest, then his legs, and finally teasing into his pubic hair. He lay still, content to let Julie take the lead as she had earlier—that had certainly worked out pretty well!
After a few minutes Julie once again had Scott's erect cock in her mouth, and again she worked all the way down the shaft, before sliding off and giving each of his balls some attention with her lips and tongue. Then she returned to the cock, sucking harder and using her hand to hold and caress his balls as she brought him closer and closer to a climax.
This time when Scott's hips began to jerk, indicating an imminent ejaculation, she stayed right with him and he exploded into her mouth. He watched in amazement as she swallowed. "Not so much the second time as there would have been before," she said to him calmly, and they both laughed.
Julie crossed the room to turn out the light, then snuggled back in bed next to Scott and pulled the covers up over them. "Maybe that'll hold you for a little while," she said with a smile.
Still looking happy but a bit shell-shocked, Scott said very seriously, "I love you, Julie."
"Me too," she whispered, holding him close. In a few minutes they were both asleep.
*** *** ***
When Scott awoke the next morning, he stretched and yawned. He felt great!
Then he glanced at the clock and started in horror. It was 9:30, and he was already late for work!
He was about to leap out of the bed when Julie's hand on his arm restrained him. She was lying on her side watching him and smiling. She was again wearing last night's beautiful nightie.
"Relax, big fella. You've got the day off. Seems you have a touch of the flu. Or at least that's what I told your office when I called."
Scott grinned at her. "Now that you mention it, I do feel a little sick. Maybe a day of bed-rest..." He pulled her to him, and they shared a long kiss.
"Now take your shower," she told him. "I've already had mine. When you're done, come on downstairs and breakfast will be ready. We've got to keep your strength up, seeing as you have the flu and all."
Greeting him in the kitchen was a tableful of food: waffles with syrup, bacon, some scrambled eggs, and coffee. Scott and Julie ate greedily, not talking much but smiling at one another, pausing every once in a while for a kiss. He looked very happy but a bit dazed; Julie just looked happy.
When they'd finished, Scott said, "how about if I clean this up? It was so nice of you to make all of this for us."
"Let's let it sit, honey. I need you upstairs for something." Julie grabbed something from the table and headed for their bedroom, with an eager Scott in her wake.
They lay on the bed, kissing and caressing one another. Scott had his hands under her nightie, one teasing a breast, the other gently stroking her pussy-lips. She was running her hands all over his back and chest, and down under his boxer-shorts.
Then she sat up. "I think we need the covers off for this." She pulled off her nightie, and pulled the covers down off the bottom of the bed. Then she lay back and, picking up the bottle of syrup she'd brought from the kitchen, poured a thin stream of it around each of her nipples, then down over her belly into her pussy hair and her lips.
"You've always had a sweet tooth, right Scott?"
"Who ARE you, and what have you done with my wife?" he asked in amazement. "Wait, don't answer that!"
Scott took his time, eager to get every bit of the syrup with his lips and to give his wife as much pleasure as he could. By the time he left her breasts the nipples were rigid and pointing at the ceiling; and her groans grew deeper and more excited as he hunted through her pubic hair and tasted the syrup on her pussy lips.
Soon the syrup was all gone, but Scott didn't feel the need to tell his wife that! He kept his tongue circling around her clit, then sliding up and down the lips. Finally he slid two fingers into her pussy, while sucking harder on her clit and its hood. Julie gasped, and her hips began humping up against his mouth. "Oh, oh," she moaned, faster and faster, until with a long delicious groan she reached her climax.
Julie lay in delighted exhaustion for a few moments. Then she pulled Scott up to her, tasting herself on his mouth as she kissed him repeatedly.
"Are you hard?" she asked, feeling for his cock. "Oh yes, indeed you are! Come down here, baby."
Julie moved to the foot of the bed and got down on her knees, bending at the waist and letting her head and upper body lie flat on the bed. She spread her knees widely apart, so that her pussy was visible and tempting. Looking back over her shoulder at Scott she asked, "can we try it this way?"
Scott didn't know if he was more amazed or excited, but he didn't waste time on the answer. Sliding his knees in between hers, he smoothly pushed inside her, going as deep as he could, feeling her warm ass and thighs against him. He loved fucking her from behind!
Having already orgasmed, Julie felt sexy but relaxed. She gloried in the pleasure of Scott's cock so deep within her, and moaned happily as he took his time, working his own excitement up to a fever pitch. When he got close to his own orgasm, after several wonderful minutes, he held her hips and pulled her back against him with each thrust, until he climaxed noisily and joyfully inside her, and collapsed with a happy groan over her back.
They took a shower together, washing each other gently; then they dressed and went downstairs to sit close together on the couch.
"May I take it that you've forgiven me for the awful thing I did to you?" Scott asked her seriously.
With a smile Julie said, "yes—both for the awful thing you did, and the more awful thing you didn't do, thank God!"
He hugged her, and said, "we seem to be on a somewhat different footing, ah, sexually."
Julie laughed with delight at the unsure look on his face. "I think you could say that, baby!"
Then more seriously she added, "it wasn't just what you did, Scott. I also had a long talk with Susan on Saturday. I can tell you about it sometime—but let's just say that their sex life sounds much more like what you're hoping for than ours was. I guess I realized that what you've been asking for isn't so extreme or outrageous."
He nodded, and kissed her. "Well, if last night and this morning are anything to go by, you may have to start facing life with an excessively happy husband!"
"I don't know if I can keep up THAT pace," she replied, smiling. "But we're going to be making love a lot more, and trying new things too—I promise, baby."
Then, after another minute and an obvious hesitation, he said, "Julie, some of ... some of what ... we did, last night and today—they were a big surprise, you know? I mean wonderful, terrific! But ... not what I would have expected from you."
He almost seemed afraid to say more, and Julie laughed again.
"Oh, that was all just my Sunday morning shopping excursion, Scott."
He looked puzzled, and she went on.
"Victoria's Secret, for a new nightie and a few other items you might see before too long. Barnes & Noble, for a couple of books from the Love and Sex section. They have some good ones on sexual positions. And the grocery store, of course."
"The grocery store?" He was still puzzled. "You mean for last night's dinner?"
"No, silly, for some bananas. I had to have SOMETHING to practice on!"
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JULIE'S STORY
In my whole life I'd never looked so closely at a penis as I was right then. I was holding it in my hand, Bobby's cock, and it looked beautiful. It was so hot, and so unbelievably hard! My husband's penis had never been so hard, had it? Certainly not any time recently—but then, he wasn't 26 anymore, the way Bobby was.
No, Alan was 43, two years older than I was, and about the only time I ever held his cock was when I was sliding it into me—either lying on my back, missionary position, or sitting on top of him. In either case I didn't have it right in my face, and it was never as stiff and hard as this one.
Bobby interrupted my excited thoughts. "C'mon, Julie, suck it," he said.
"I ... I've never ... Bobby, I don't know how!" I confessed, blushing.
He looked at me, incredulous. "You've never sucked a cock?"
I shook my head.
"Okay, babe, it's not so difficult. Just take it gently in your mouth... just the head, that's it. Ooh, good! Now use your tongue all around it—just keep your teeth from scraping me..."
He continued to give instructions. I was too excited to be embarrassed, and Bobby's moans and groans made it clear I must have been doing all right. Within a few minutes he was warning me, "baby, it's coming, it's coming, it's ... oh God!"
The hot sperm shot into my mouth. I tried to swallow, but there was too much of it, and some dripped out between my lips and down my chin. I gasped for breath, and looked up to see Bobby leaning back against the headboard, smiling at me.
"Baby, that was great! Give me a minute, I'm gonna return the favor."
In no time he had his head between my legs, and for the first time in my life I felt the incredible pleasure of having my pussy and clit licked and sucked. Bobby's tongue and fingers worked me over good—I was gasping, rolling my hips, crying out over and over. He didn't let me up until I had come twice, and then he was on me in an instant, his cock rock-hard again, fucking me deliciously.
Only much later, when we'd both showered and were getting dressed, did he ask me about my inexperience.
"Julie, you've really never blown a guy before—not even your husband?"
I blushed again, this time for two reasons. I was embarrassed to be so inexperienced, and I wished Bobby wouldn't mention Alan to me. I was trying as hard as I could not to think of him.
"No," I answered shyly. "He's always wanted me to, but ... I guess I thought it was gross. After a while he just gave up asking."
Bobby looked amazed, as though the idea of any man giving up on oral sex was unthinkable. "And he never goes down on you either?"
I shook my head. "I never ... let him."
Buttoning his shirt, Bobby grinned at me. "Well then, baby, we sure have a lot of lost time for you to make up for!"
Looking at the clock, I hustled him down the stairs towards the door. Alan would be home in less than an hour, and I had to get the sheets in the laundry and the bedroom cleaned up. I'd better open the windows to get the smell of sex out of the air, too!
*** *** *** ***
This was the second time I'd had sex with Bobby, and it was even more exciting than the first. We'd met about ten weeks before, when he joined the staff at the insurance office where I work. Bobby is gorgeous—about 5'11", with dark wavy hair, amazing dark eyes, and a muscular body. Every woman in the office probably started fantasizing about him within his first two days at work!
I half-expected him to make some sort of pass at me—that's what I'm used to getting from male colleagues—but he was completely professional. We exchanged pleasantries over coffee breaks, or at lunch in the building cafeteria, but he never went further than that.
After a while it started to get to me—why wasn't he at least interested? I may have turned forty, but I still had a nice figure and a big chest, one that got lots of looks from all the men in the vicinity. But never a come-on, or even a hint of one, from Bobby.
But I would notice him gazing at me from time to time, and it stirred me up inside. I'd been faithful to Alan for all of the 21 years of our marriage; and I had turned down a fair number of offers in that time, too. There was something about Bobby, though—the way his eyes looked hungrily at me, yet he never behaved in a flirtatious way with me at all.
I rushed into the stock room one day, in a hurry as usual, and found him looking through some boxes for something. We were alone, and without thinking I went over and stood in front of him until he looked up.
"Why don't you ever flirt with me, Bobby? I see you look, and I can tell you're interested."
I couldn't believe I had said that! I started to blush, and backed up a step. He just looked at me, a broad grin slowly spreading on his face, his eyes burning into me. But he didn't say a word.
I was suddenly terribly embarrassed. I was going to turn and run out of the stock room. Instead I stepped forward and kissed him, hard, on the mouth.
Inside I was screaming at myself! Julie, what the hell are you doing? But then his arms slid around me, holding me close, and our lips opened and his tongue came into my mouth, and I was more aroused than I'd ever been in my entire life.
He held me and kissed me for several minutes, and I was out of control. We rubbed our bodies against one another. My nipples hardened, and my panties felt wet. I could feel his hard cock pressing into me. I was breathing hard, and I could hear he was too. Neither of us spoke.
Finally, he gently stepped back from me, holding my shoulders. We gazed at each other, still not speaking.
Then he said, "how soon can you get out of here today?"
I looked at my watch. It was 1:45. "I could make an excuse and be out by about 2:30."
Bobby said, "my apartment building is at 220 Green St., right near the corner of Elm. It's apartment 310. I'll meet you there in an hour."
And before I could answer, he had moved past me and disappeared out the door of the stock room. I had no time to say, "no, I can't," or "we shouldn't", or any of the things I should have said.
But would I have said any of them? As I stood there, feeling the wetness in my underwear, I knew the answer was no.
*** *** *** ***
When I got to Bobby's apartment he greeted me at the door, wearing a bath robe and holding a bottle of champagne. I didn't even give him a chance to put the bottle down before I was in his arms, kissing him desperately. I felt like a teenager—had I ever been this excited before?
We went straight to bed and fucked for two hours. There were some pauses in between for some champagne and a little conversation, but it was mostly just sex. Hot, glorious sex. He had me the first time in missionary position, which I was used to—but after that we did doggy-style, which Alan had asked me for but which I'd always refused. And the third time Bobby sat on a chair and had me straddle his lap. That way he could lick and suck on my breasts while we fucked, and I loved it. Feeling his tongue on my nipple and his cock in my pussy at the same time made me come like crazy.
I finally showered and staggered out of there around 5:15, with barely enough time to get home and make dinner for Alan. I was dizzy; and satisfied; and thrilled; and appalled; and guilty.
For one thing, Bobby seemed to like to ask me about Alan, while all I was doing was trying to forget about my husband, forget about the fact that I was cheating on him. Adultery was a sin—I believed that. It was an unforgivable act, something that no loving wife would ever do to her husband.
So how was it that that strongly held belief had not kept Bobby's tongue out of my mouth? Or me out of his bed, or his cock out of my pussy? I simply hadn't any idea.
*** *** *** ***
I was terrified that Alan would take one look at me and see right into me, knowing instantly how I had spent the afternoon. I was not much of a liar (or even a poker player), and he was always very aware of my feelings and moods.
But I tried hard not to over-do it, not to be TOO affectionate or cheerful when he came in the door, just play it as I always did; and it seemed to work.
We had our usual chatter over dinner, about his work and mine, and what the kids were probably up to. Brian, our oldest, was a junior at Lehigh, and his sister Bethany was a senior at a boarding school outside Harrisburg.
That night I was eager to make love to Alan, I think mainly to reassure myself that he and I were still fine. But he didn't seem interested, and I let it go rather than doing anything unusually aggressive. I almost never initiated sex, and if I had come on to him too strongly he might have wondered what was going on.
The next day at work I tried to be cool as a cucumber around Bobby—the usual casual morning greetings, a bit of chat over coffee with the rest of the office, nothing special.
It just about drove me NUTS! He seemed able to drop back into that role without a second thought, while I was as jittery as a hunting dog who hears shots fired.
I managed to get through that day and the next, but by the third day I simply couldn't stand it. About 11am I strolled past his desk and handed him a brochure, saying something innocuous about how it advertised a new product I thought he might want to offer to some of his clients. Inside I had written, "next Thursday at lunchtime, my house?"
In the early afternoon he came by my desk, thanked me for the brochure, and said quietly, "I'll be there around noon."
I felt my pulse start to race. I knew I didn't have to worry about Alan on Thursday; it was the day he had to make a weekly trip to an electrical switching station, part of his regular maintenance routine; so all I had to do was get the approval of Maureen, my office manager, for a personal day.
And that's how I came to be naked with Bobby, in my own bedroom, with him giving me blowjob lessons! And as I sent him out the door, then hurried back upstairs to wash the sheets, I felt even more confused about things than the first time.
Was I guilty? Yes, incredibly. I didn't know what the hell I was doing, slutting around behind the back of my faithful, loving husband. What would he do if he found out? I had no idea, but just thinking about it scared me.
And was I excited? Yes, excited and fulfilled and delighted with myself. Fucking Bobby, letting him lick me, and above all taking his cock into my mouth, was about the most thrilling thing I could remember doing. I knew it was wrong—I knew I had done something that all my life I considered dirty—and that made it even more exciting.
As I cleaned up the house, unable to solve the problem of my guilt and my excited pleasure, I concentrated on just one thing: be normal for Alan. Just like the first time, make sure I was my usual, calm, affectionate self by the time he came home.
*** *** *** ***
ALAN'S STORY
I don't know if I'm an unusually perceptive person, but I've always been able to read Julie very well. We met in college, and I fell in love with her almost instantly. It maybe took her a bit longer to be convinced that I was the right guy, but we've been together ever since: nearly 22 years.
One of the things that helped me win Julie's heart was my ability to tell what she was feeling, and what she might want in any situation. I remember a big party we went to my senior year, at a frat house that some friends of mine belonged to. Everyone was a little drunk, having a good time, the music playing; but I could tell about an hour into the party that Julie was uneasy. She didn't say or do anything, and no one but me picked up whatever the subtle cues were.
So I took her aside, and sure enough she really wanted to leave. When we were walking away from the party, she explained that a former boyfriend—who had sort of stalked her after they broke up and whom she wanted to avoid—had been in the next room, and she was uncomfortable being around him.
The happy ending of the evening for me was Julie's gratitude to me for being so aware of her feelings. By then we were sleeping together, and our love-making that night was more passionate and intense than anything we'd had together up til then.
Throughout our marriage, I've always been able to tell how Julie is feeling. So one day early last week, I wasn't in the kitchen for more than two minutes when I knew something was different.
I didn't immediately know what it was—just that Julie was not herself. There was an indefinable way in which she was trying so hard to ACT normal, that I could instantly tell that she wasn't FEELING normal.
Figuring out what it was took a little longer, perhaps because as I began to suspect the truth it seemed so unlikely. Julie having an affair? Not only was she a very moral person, with a strong sense of ethical responsibility, but she was pretty uptight sexually. So a sexual escapade was certainly not the first thing to occur to me.
But as I observed her, that possibility kept rising to the surface. She was not angry or unhappy—on the contrary there was a kind of suppressed giddiness to her, the way she moved around the kitchen, the way she chattered to me about things at work.
And it seemed she glanced over at me a lot, as though wondering what I was thinking. After 22 years, married people don't normally work that hard to check their spouse's feelings!
Then, there was the conspicuous absence of the name "Bobby" from her conversation, as there had been for several days previous to that night. When Bobby first joined Julie's office she mentioned him a lot: not only was he the new guy, but Julie thought he was attractive, and apparently the other women in the office thought he was hot and talked about him all the time.
So for a few weeks, Bobby's name figured prominently in Julie's chitchat about work. Then it suddenly disappeared—he was never mentioned.
All in all, by the time dinner was over I was sure that something was going on with Julie that she wasn't telling me about; and I had the unhappy suspicion it had to do with Bobby.
At bedtime, Julie came out of the bathroom in one of her very few sexy nighties, and smilingly asked me if I "wanted to fool around". She takes the lead in sex very rarely—and almost always on a Saturday night after we've been out with friends and had some drinks. Approaching me sober on a Tuesday night was pretty surprising.
So, while I certainly might have been interested, I made a snap decision to put her off and see what would happen. "You look gorgeous, Julie," I said with a fake yawn, "but I'm dead on my feet tonight. Eddie kept me running all afternoon at work today. How about a rain check until tomorrow?"
Out of the corner of I my eye I watched her hesitate, as though unsure what to do next. Would she push me, or let it drop? She let it drop, contenting herself with giving me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek.
Why did she give up, I wondered? If she really wanted to make love, Julie surely knew she could easily enough talk me into it. She must have been afraid that her unexpected interest in sex would seem suspicious to me! But the irony was that NOT trying harder to seduce me made me more certain than ever that something was up—something I wasn't going to like.
You might wonder why I didn't simply ask her. Well, that was never my style. I grew up in a household with two parents who fought like the Hatfields and the McCoys. There were brutal arguments several times a week—especially if they'd been drinking—and it used to get so bad that my kid sister and I would lock ourselves in the bathroom and cower in the bathtub, covering our ears.
It was a frightening and unhappy way to grow up, and I vowed that I would never be the sort of combative spouse my parents had been. My philosophy with Julie, and with all my girlfriends before I got married, was be calm, be patient, and let things slide.
That didn't mean I let women walk all over me—just that I tried hard not to get upset about little things, or challenge Julie about small issues that didn't matter very much. If she was overtired or stressed from work and made a cutting remark, I'd let it go rather than snapping back at her. And when I could sense something was bothering her, especially if it seemed to have to do with me, I would wait and see how she handled it.
Sometimes, after stewing about something for a couple of days, Julie would come talk to me about it, and we'd work it out. But in other cases, I found that if I left things alone, they'd frequently work themselves out without our having to hash them out. And for 22 years that approach had worked pretty well.
So: that night I had some suspicions about Julie, and the horrific possibility that she was cheating on me had raised its ugly head. But I was far from certain, and there seemed no point in confronting her without evidence. It simply wasn't my way of doing things.
*** *** *** ***
Three days later, though, matters got much more serious. I happened to get home before Julie, which is unusual, and as I came in the door I heard the phone ringing and the answering machine pick up. I didn't grab the phone, and I heard the voice of Maureen, Julie's office manager.
"Julie, this is Maureen. I got your note—yes, of course you can have next Thursday for a personal day. Just make sure to mark it down on your quarterly report. Bye!"
Just a moment later Julie came in the door, and I went over to give her a kiss.
She said, "any messages on the machine, honey?"
Just to see what would happen I said, "I don't know, I just came in and haven't had a chance to look."
Then I went off to the bedroom to change out of my work clothes. When I came back, Julie was bustling around, getting dinner ready. I glanced over at the message machine, which now said "Zero".
"Were there any messages?" I asked.
"No," she said casually, reaching into the refrigerator.
This is getting a lot worse, I thought. Julie's taking a day off from work and I'm not supposed to know about it. And her demeanor all that evening had the same "everything is oh-so-normal" quality that kept my alarm bells ringing.
After an uneasy night, I got up the next morning knowing I had to know more. Over the next two days I got in touch with a buddy in the electronics business, and arranged to borrow four voice-activated tape recorders—real small ones, about the size of a paperback book. I told him I was trying to figure out what Julie wanted for an anniversary present, so I was hiding them in the house for when she spoke to her sister on the phone.
On the night before Julie's secret "day off", I hid one recorder under the front seat of her car. The other three I concealed in our living room, in the guest bedroom, and in our bedroom. If Julie did any fucking around in our house, I would know it—and if she went elsewhere, at least the tape in the car might give me some clues. I also noted down her mileage, so I could see how far she might have driven during the day.
I went off to work on Thursday with an uneasy heart. When I came home that night Julie was cheerful and affectionate, but just a little too giddy and excited for me to believe that all was normal.
I discreetly looked around the house. All the rooms were tidy, the bedroom just as usual; but I noticed that the shower in the bathroom was still wet—someone had used it that afternoon.
I spent an unhappy evening, watching Julie try to pretend everything was fine and pretending the same thing myself. I'd already arranged to take Friday afternoon off—I was going to come home early, check the tape recorders and find out what was really going on.
*** *** *** ***
"What was really going on," it turned out, was about as bad as it could be. Julie and Bobby fucking in our bedroom! Her sucking his cock—something she had never done for me in 22 years. And him eating her pussy, a treat similarly denied to me despite numerous requests.



My strategy of "lie back and wait, see what happens" had not exactly paid off. It was time to look right at what Julie had done—and make her look at it.
When Julie found me in the living room Friday evening there was a surprised look on her face.
"Honey, is everything OK? I saw your car when I got home, and wondered if anything had ...."
She broke off when she saw my face. I was sitting up straight on the sofa, looking at her with a face that must have conveyed the icy anger I was feeling.
"Hello, Julie," I said quietly. Then, "anything go on yesterday that you neglected to tell me about?"
She stood very still, just looking at me. She looked too terrified to speak.
After a minute of waiting I reached over to the side table and picked up the tape recorder I'd brought down from the bedroom. Without speaking I pressed "Play".
In the quiet room we heard Bobby's voice say "C'mon, Julie, suck it."
Then Julie: "I ... I've never ... Bobby, I don't know how!"
Bobby: "You've never sucked a cock? ... Okay, babe, it's not so difficult. Just take it gently in your mouth... just the head, that's it. Ooh, good! Now use your tongue all around it—just keep your teeth from scraping me..."
The tape stopped suddenly. With a sob, Julie had lunged forward to press "Stop". Now she was sitting on the edge of the sofa, crying, her face buried in her hands.
I listened to her cry for a few minutes. Then I got up and walked to the door.
"I'll be back in half an hour. In case it's not already obvious to you, we have some talking to do."
With that, I left her and climbed the stairs to the bedroom.
*** *** *** ***
When I returned to the living room Julie was sitting on the sofa, gazing out the window. She turned to look at me, and I saw her red eyes and the make-up that had streamed down her cheeks along with her tears.
I sat down without a word and looked at her, waiting.
Finally she said, "Alan, I ... I know you ... you must be expecting me to explain what I've done ....
"But I can't! I've done a terrible thing, I've cheated on you, I've broken our marriage vows, and I can't ... I don't even know what happened. I know I've hurt you, and ..."
"Do you love him?" I interrupted her, my voice quiet but harsh.
Her head swung towards me, a shocked expression on her face. "Of course not! It was just ... just a stupid flirtation that got out of hand. I'm so sorry, sweetheart!" She started to tear up again.
Quietly but relentlessly, I made her tell me all of it. The meaningful glances at works, the kissing in the stock room, the first time at his apartment, and then their tryst in our bedroom. Her voice flat and toneless, she answered all of my questions. I even asked her about the positions they fucked in; looking at me shamefacedly, she told me about the doggy-style and the time she sat straddling him in a chair. Her expression made clear that she remembered just as well as I did that she'd refused to try things like that with me.
"And was he a good fuck?" I asked, still in a quiet voice. "Did he make you come? Is he better than I am?"
For the first time she hesitated, crying harder—but she must have felt she had no choice but to answer me.
"It was ... exciting, Alan. Because it was somebody new and different. And he's only 26, so he can ... he can do it again pretty quickly."
She saw the pain deepen in my face, and turned away.
"And you were cheating on me, right Julie? You were fucking him behind my back, and it was a turn-on, wasn't it?"
She looked back at me, distraught. I could tell she wanted to cry, "no, Alan, no it wasn't like that"—but she couldn't deny it.
"And then there were all the new tricks," I went on. "Sucking your first cock, after 22 years, and it wasn't even your husband's! Getting your pussy licked, and not by your husband's tongue! Fucked from behind, fucked on a chair, fucked all afternoon in your own bed, your husband's bed—but not by your husband!"
"Stop, Alan, stop!" Julie was weeping, looking at me beseechingly.
"Oh I will, Julie, I'm all done." I went to the hall and returned with the suitcase I'd packed upstairs in the bedroom. When she saw it Julie jumped up and came towards me. "Please, Alan, please don't leave!"
"Oh, I'm not leaving," I said. "You are! I've packed some of your things—and I want you out of this house. Now!"
She looked at me in utter shock, and I went on.
"I don't want to see you this weekend. You can come back during the day on Monday and get the rest of your things. That will be your last chance—after that I'm changing the locks."
"But Alan, please, you can't throw me out!"
"On the contrary, I most certainly can. Go to your sister's, go to your parents, find a hotel, I don't give a shit. Just don't plan on coming back here.
"This is how it is Julie. I don't want to see you, talk to you, or hear from you for two months. Don't call me, don't email me, don't send me a fucking carrier pigeon."
"But honey..." she was wailing. I ignored her cries. Taking her firmly by the arm and the suitcase in the other hand, I walked her down the hall to the front door.
Getting more and more hysterical, she cried, "Alan, don't do this! I'm your wife!"
"You WERE my wife, you silly bitch. But right now you aren't anything to me but a slut who fucked another man in my bed! And you're getting the hell out of my house!"
Turning to the hall table, I put her purse in her hand and the suitcase on the front step. Then I moved Julie, still sobbing, out the door and closed it firmly behind her.
[End of Part 1—This story will continue in two months.]
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*
By the time I got back home it was very late, after 4:30 a.m. I knew what I was going to find, but I was hoping against hope I'd be wrong.
I wasn't. The front door was unlocked and the living room lights were on. I ran straight upstairs. When I got to the bedroom I was sickened by the sight, even though I knew what would be there.
Camilla lay sprawled on the bed on her back. She was naked. Her blonde hair was wildly tangled, her nipples looked red and sore, and there were several bite-marks on her breasts. Between her widely-spread legs, her gaping pussy oozed cum down towards her anus and onto the sheets.
She was either deeply asleep or just passed out, probably the latter. I quickly checked her breathing and her pulse—she was all right. I got the digital camera and took several photos, making sure to include her face, her abused breasts, and her dripping pussy. After that I gently covered her with a blanket and turned off the light.
I went downstairs, drank a cup of day-old coffee, and sat in my easy chair to think. I knew more or less what had happened. Now I had to decide what to do about it.
*********
Alex Janzen and I were both junior vice-presidents at Acrodynamics, Inc. We had each joined the company 10-12 years earlier, and had each risen through the ranks to our present positions. We were both good at our jobs, and had earned the respect of the people who worked for us. We also hated each other's guts.
I never really knew why Alex had it in for me, but I knew why I hated him: he was a dishonest asshole. I never minded honest competition with someone; when he had a better idea than mine, I supported his. Sometimes his division did better than mine in a quarterly accounting, and I congratulated him—then tried to beat his ass the next quarter.
But Alex didn't play fair. He stole ideas, took credit for successes that weren't his, and badmouthed people—not just me, but other colleagues as well—to upper management whenever he got the chance. A lot of us didn't trust him, but it was always me he particularly tormented.
Come to think of it, I did know one reason he hated me. We knew each other's wives quite well, and while his wife Linda and I got along very well, my wife Camilla detested Alex. It infuriated him.
Acrodynamics prided itself on an atmosphere of camaraderie throughout the company, and there were a lot of company parties, picnics, trips to ball-games, etc. Attendance was pretty much mandatory if you wanted to succeed at the company, so we all got to know our co-workers and their spouses pretty well.
Over the years, Camilla and I had sat at enough cocktail tables with Alex and Linda to know what we thought. Linda was charming and intelligent, and both Camilla and I enjoyed her company. She even flirted with me a little, in a friendly way. But Camilla saw right away that Alex was a snake, and she didn't work too hard to conceal his dislike.
Camilla and I have been married for eight years, and it's been fantastic. She is loving and sexy and very loyal. Our life together, in and out of bed, has been as happy as it could possibly be. We communicate a lot about sex, and have always agreed that total fidelity is what each of us needs from the other.
I've never had the slightest worry about Camilla's faithfulness. My only worry is that she can't handle her alcohol. Even one glass of wine gets her as tipsy as most people get on four or five; three mixed drinks and she's totally looped, and very vulnerable. It's sort of a joke between us. But she's always made sure never to do any drinking except when I'm there to keep an eye on her.
One of the big annual company events was a Harvest Moon Dance, held in September in the big assembly hall attached to our company's offices. So naturally I was there with Camilla, and unfortunately we got stuck at the table with Alex and Linda. I tried my best to be pleasant, but Alex was nastier than usual. He was joking about how sexy my wife looked in her black cocktail dress, and how she needed more of a man than I could ever be. It was totally tasteless, and even Linda looked annoyed.
Camilla and I danced and tried to have a good time, staying away from the table a lot. She was in a drinking sort of mood, and by ten p.m. was already on her third vodka gimlet, giggling happily and flirting with some of my co-workers (though NOT Alex). I didn't mind—Camilla got amorous when she was tipsy, and I was looking forward to getting home after the party!
About 10:15 Alex came across the room to me, a nasty grin on his face, and said that John Warburton (the CFO of the company) needed to see me right away—it was urgent. Knowing Alex I suspected some trick, but he insisted that Warburton was waiting in my office. I told Camilla I'd be back in just a few minutes, and hurried away.
My office was empty when I got there; and when I turned around to leave again the door swung closed and I heard it click shut, and then a spraying sound. Then Alex's smarmiest voice through the door:
"Well, Rick, looks like you might be stuck in there all night! What a shame, leaving poor Camilla all alone. And her being so loaded and all . . . I sure hope she finds someone to keep an eye on her." He laughed, and I grabbed the door-handle and twisted. It didn't move—Alex must have sprayed something like superglue in the lock, and I couldn't get the door open.
"You big sack of shit, get me the hell out of here!" I shouted, but I knew I was stuck. I heard his taunts and laughter fading as he walked back down the corridor towards the party.
I lunged for the phone on my desk—and to my horror it was gone, cord and all. It had been unplugged from the wall and taken from the room. That bastard had not only set me up, he'd planned it pretty thoroughly.
The door was solid oak, the walls were thick plaster, and the windows were sealed. I could have shattered one, but I was four floors up. Even if I'd shouted until I was hoarse, my office faced the back parking lot, which was deserted, with the woods beyond it. No one would see me or hear me for hours, probably not until morning.
Sweating and cursing, I tried everything I could think of on the door, but nothing worked. After a horrible half-hour, I realized I was totally fucked. Or rather, that Camilla soon would be. There was little doubt about what Alex had in mind.
I screamed and shouted for a while, but there was no one in that part of the building at night—and the party was getting so loud no one would hear me anyway. At last it occurred to me that sometime during the night a watchman would patrol the hall. I'd have to wait and listen for him.
It was the worst four hours of my life. When I heard the watchman a bit before three, I screamed and banged on the door, finally getting his attention. I briefly explained the situation. He had to call a locksmith, and I didn't get out until 4 a.m. The assembly hall was deserted, of course, and my car was gone from the lot. I called for a cab, which finally got me home.
*********
I must have fallen asleep in my chair, the coffee cup on the floor next to me. I jerked awake about 10:30 a.m. when I heard a shriek from the bedroom.
When I got upstairs Camilla was standing naked in the bedroom, looking at herself in the mirror. She was shuddering and crying, and when she saw me her sobs got more frantic. I pulled her robe from the closet and put it around her, then held her gently in my arms while she wept. She kept trying to speak, but the crying made it impossible. Finally, after many minutes, she began to calm down.
"Where were you? My God, Rick, where WERE you? You knew I'd been drinking, and . . . " She started to cry again, while I just stroked her back, saying, "it's okay, baby, it's okay".
Finally I got her quiet, and I sat her down in a chair and sat facing her on the bed.
"Honey—Alex locked me in my office, and he'd stolen the phone. I was stuck in there until 4 a.m. When I got home you were already . . . like this."
As gently as I could, I said, "can you tell me what happened?"
She looked at me bleakly. "That bastard, he . . . fucked me. He brought me home and he fucked me, Rick. At first I thought it was you, and . . . then he . . . " She broke down in sobs again, and it was a long time before I could get the whole story out of her.
After locking me in my office, Alex had come back to the table. He played the gracious "friend", keeping an eye on Camilla and making sure to keep her glass filled. He even pretended to "go look for Rick" a couple of times. Camilla got way too drunk to be worried about me. When the party was breaking up Alex pretended to be baffled and annoyed by my absence, He told Linda to drive their car home and he would bring Camilla home in our car.
Camilla was 90% asleep during the car ride. He carried her into our house and up to our bed. Then he dimmed the lights, took all her clothes off (and his own), and began to make love to her. He took his time, caressing her, kissing her neck and her breasts, stroking her pussy. He didn't speak, and for a long time Camilla thought it was me—which may sound unlikely, but when she's that drunk it's more than possible.
It was only when he was on top of her and had thrust his cock inside her that Camilla realized that it was someone else: his smell and the feel of his body were different. Drunk as she was, she tried to fight him off (or so she said), but Alex was determined. After a while, she stopped fighting.
Camilla wasn't sure, but she thought he'd fucked her at least twice, the second time doggy-style. He might have licked her pussy in between. She thought he tried to get her to suck his cock, but she was far too out of it to manage a blowjob.
"Did he hurt you?" I asked. I was furious, out of my mind with rage, but I was using all my strength to remain calm with her.
"No . . . I don't think so. He must have left these bite marks on my breasts, but I don't remember anything painful. I remember he talked a lot about how exciting and sexy I was; he probably thought he was really turning me on, the prick!" To my relief, Camilla seemed to be coming back to herself now—she was less shocked and more angry, which seemed appropriate.
When we'd finished talking I led her into the shower and we washed, lovingly, not doing anything sexy but holding one another a lot. We went downstairs and had some breakfast, then we both took a nap. Each of us in our own way had had a pretty rough night.
*********
"What the hell are we going to do, Rick?"
Camilla and I were sitting at dinner that Sunday evening. She still seemed a little shaky, but not as bad as I'd feared. It occurred to me that being fucked when you're incredibly drunk like that is probably easier to handle than being raped when you're sober—not that either of them is so marvelous.
"I've been thinking about it all day, babe. There's no way we could make a rape charge stick—too many people saw you very drunk at the party, and he would simply say that when he got you home you wanted it. But I have some ideas about how to teach him an appropriately painful lesson. I'm going to ask you to trust me and let me handle it, okay?"
We went to bed early, watched some TV, then cuddled together for a long time.
Camilla said, "I'm just not up to sex tonight, baby. Is that all right? Maybe tomorrow—I'm really going to want to have you inside me, erasing those creepy memories. But I'm just not ready yet."
"That's fine, honey. Just being close like this is fine for now."
*********
The next morning I made a quick stop at a store, then headed into the office. I walked straight into Alex's office and shut the door behind me. He turned to look at me, and a big smug grin appeared across his face.
"Why good morning, Rick!" he said with mock cheer. "We lost track of you the other night—wherever did you get to?"
"You're hilarious, Alex," I said calmly. "You want to tell me what happened? I could tell my wife had been thoroughly fucked, so I'd like to know who you got to do it—we both know you don't have enough of a dick to fuck her yourself." I was goading him, and he rose to the bait just as I knew he would.
"That was all me, pal," he said, his smile widening. "She was hot for it, too. I banged her three times. Would've taken her ass, too, but she just got too sleepy. What a pussy she has! Hot, and wet, and slick . . . And those big soft tits—I'm getting a hard-on again just thinking about her.
"Say, you wouldn't mind if I came over after dinner and porked her again, would you? She's probably aching for some more man-sized cock after all those years with you."
I didn't let it show, but I was relieved. I was afraid Alex had brought men with him to gangbang Camilla.
"Actually you're wrong about that, Alex," I responded. "She doesn't seem to remember a thing. She says she fell asleep while you were driving her home—the next thing she knew she was waking up in the morning, smelling like some guy's B.O."
He grinned nastily—I'd stung him a little. "That's bullshit, pal. She fought me a little at first, but then she started whimpering, pushing those hips up at me, saying, 'ooh, Alex, ooh!' She just loved it! She's even a hotter fuck than Linda, if you want to know the truth."
To throw him off the track I said, "well, I hope you enjoyed it, Alex. Because in about half an hour, I figure the police will be here to arrest you for rape. I'm looking forward to hearing about you being butt-fucked by some new best friends in prison."
He looked happier than ever now. "Not a chance, Rick. She wanted me, she asked me to fuck her. At least, I THINK she did. Maybe not, who knows? But that's what I'm going to tell the cops, and no one can prove she didn't. You can't touch me."
"You miserable prick!" I pretended to look frustrated. "You'll be convicted, mark my words!" I stormed out of the office, smiling to myself. Behind me I could hear Alex laughing and calling out, "bye, Rick—have a great day!" and laughing delightedly.
I went straight back into my office and shut the door. My phone was back in place—no surprise. I picked up the phone and called Linda at work.
"Hi Rick—listen, what happened to you the other night? Is everything all right?"
"Actually, Linda, I have a big problem, and I'm hoping you could help me. Is there any chance we could have lunch today? I really need to talk to you."
We met at a quiet restaurant across town from the office—I didn't want to be discovered.
After we'd ordered I said, "Linda, I don't know how to say this, so I'm just going to come out with it. Last Saturday night Alex arranged to lock me in my office. He took my phone so I couldn't call for help. Then he raped Camilla. It was all planned."
"Whaat??" She looked stunned, and I could hardly blame her.
After a minute, she said, "Rick, I just can't believe that. I'll be honest with you—things have been pretty rocky between Alex and me the last few months, and we may be getting near the end. I know he can do some pretty slimy things at times, when he doesn't get what he wants. But raping Camilla? That's too low even for Alex."
"I know it's hard to believe, Linda. But I wouldn't have come to you unless I was sure. Here is what I found the other night when I finally got out of my office and rushed home." I passed her three of the pictures I'd taken of Camilla, naked and passed out on the bed.
She looked at them, then looked up at me, horrified. "Oh my God, Rick! Did Alex do this to her? I can't . . . "
I waited another minute, watching her try to process this. Then I said, "Linda, I know those pictures don't show who did it. You must be wondering if this is some kind of crazy set-up. After all, Alex and I aren't exactly best of friends."
She nodded. "I didn't want to accuse you of anything, Rick, but . . . well, I just don't want to believe that Alex could do this."
"Let me play you something. This is the conversation Alex and I had in his office this morning." I pulled out the mini-recorder I'd bought that morning, and let her hear the entire conversation.
She sat very still, hardly breathing, as she heard her husband brag to me about what he'd done to Camilla. When she heard him say "she's even a hotter fuck than Linda" her mouth took on a hard, tight look.
I turned the tape off and waited.
"That BASTARD!" she hissed. "That mother-fucking, selfish, dishonest BASTARD!"
I didn't know what bothered her the most: that Alex had cheated on her, that he'd raped Camilla, or that he'd said she was better in bed. And I didn't much care—what I wanted was Linda mad, as mad as possible.
We sat a minute or two longer.
"What do you want me to do, Rick?"
"I don't know," I lied. "I just knew I had to let you know about this. I thought maybe we could figure something out together."
Our food came, and we ate. I gave her more time. I could see she was shaken, and angry.
Finally she said, "well I'm divorcing his ass, for starters. If he thought he could pull that shit and get away with it, he's about to learn a very different lesson."
The more we talked, the more Linda's anger bubbled up, and along with it her eagerness to get back at her wayward hubby. By the time lunch was over, I'd led her around to most of the plan I had in mind. We agreed that she'd go straight to her lawyer, and that Wednesday night would be the night.
That afternoon I met privately with Clarence Clancy, the in-house counsel for Acrodynamics. We agreed that our conversation would be privileged; then I got right to it.
With the help of the photos and the audio tape, I told him the entire story. I showed him the night watchman's written report, confirming that my door had been sealed. I pointed out that the unlawful restraint that led to my wife's rape had been committed on company property and that Acrodynamics was potentially liable for a multi-million dollar damage claim by me and Camilla.
Clarence hemmed and hawed, looked thoughtful, asked me a number of questions. Finally he said, "I'm conceding nothing, Rick—but just for the sake of argument, what might you have in mind as an alternative to filing suit against the company?"
"I want Alex Janzen fired. I want him to lose his pension, and leave here without a decent recommendation. And I want your written assurances that this story will be kept completely confidential. There will be no mention of Camilla or myself in connection with Alex's dismissal—some other reason will have to be given.
"Alex will know the truth, of course, but I doubt if he'll want to spread it around. It would only show everyone what a sleazeball he really is."
After more hemming and hawing, Clarence said he'd have an answer for me by the end of the day.
He called me at 4:50 p.m. They'd do it—as I knew they would. They didn't have much choice. At my request we agreed that the firing would be done Thursday morning.
*********
I don't think making love with Camilla had ever been as important as it was that night. Privately I think each of us was terrified; but the love we felt for one another was far more important than our nervousness. We took our time, spending many minutes in affectionate foreplay and loving words to one another. When we coupled we were slow and gentle. There were no fireworks, and I don't think she came, but when we were done we were both happy and relieved.
We dozed, and I thought we might just go to sleep for the night; but Camilla shook me after a bit and said, "not yet, buster—I want some more, if you please." With a big smile she slid down and took my limp cock into her mouth. It wasn't limp for very long!
I tried to pull her around into a 69, but she stopped me. "No, baby, another time. Right now I just want you hard, and then I want you to fuck the hell out of me. Fast and hard and crazy—so we both know you've reclaimed me. I want to be all yours again, forever."



We started with her riding me, the position she comes best in. In just a couple of minutes, with me caressing her lovely big breasts, she was gasping out an orgasm. Then I moved us around so she was on her knees and entered her again from behind. Since I'd come once I had a lot more stamina, and I could really let go.
I held her hips and pumped her; we were both grunting and gasping, and when I felt her pussy contract around me in another orgasm I jammed myself hard into her and cried out with the immense pleasure of my ejaculation.
When we were both quiet again, lying in one another's arms, drifting towards sleep, I felt Camilla left her head and look at me.
"Baby—how was work today? It must have been hideous, having to deal with that jerk."
"Shh," I said. "Not tonight. I'm taking care of everything. Just trust me—his story is going to have a sad ending."
*********
For the next two days I avoided Alex as much as possible. On the rare occasions he saw me I tried to look angry and defeated. He loved every minute of it!
Linda and I spoke on the phone a couple of times, confirming the plan we'd worked out. On Wednesday I left work early, after calling Camilla and telling her I wouldn't be home until 9pm or so. She was used to my occasional late meetings.
I headed straight for Alex and Linda's house, where Linda showed me directly to the guest-room upstairs.
"You wait here, Rick. I've got everything set. With the outfit I'm going to put on, I'll have him up in the bedroom within three minutes of his coming in the door!"
What happened that evening made my half hour of waiting well worth it. I heard Linda's and Alex's voices, in teasing and eager tones, as they made their way upstairs. Linda made sure to leave the bedroom door open as they entered, so that I could peek in to watch the fun.
Linda was in a lacy short nightie and a pair of nearly transparent panties, along with some 6" heels. She looked sexy as hell, and she sure had Alex's full attention!
"C'mon over here, baby," she cooed to him. "I know you want your dinner, but I really need a little something from you first." In no time she had him lying on the bed and was giving him a first-class blowjob, while running her hands all over his chest and thighs.
When he was very close to blowing his wad she pulled off him, making him groan, and said, "honey, will you trust me? I want to try something special tonight, and it's been making me hot all week just planning this."
She led him over to a big heavy wing chair near the window, seated him, and began to tie his arms and legs firmly to the chair with scarves. Every few moments she slid her mouth back down over his dick, just to keep him happy, and in no time he was securely tied down.
"There!" she said happily. "Now we can have our fun!"
Her smile turning nasty, she took an envelope from the night table and yanked out the photos of Camilla.
"Alex, honey, do you want to explain what happened after you were so kind as to take Camilla home the other night?"
Alex had been thinking he was moments away from a hot fuck, and he was a little slow to respond at first.
"Honey, I, uh . . . what are those pictures? What happened to Camilla?"
"Why, you fucked her, didn't you Alex? Three times, according to what I understand!"
He shook his head vigorously. It was the only part of him that he could move. "No, baby, never! You know me better than that!"
"Gee, Alex," Linda said sarcastically, "I guess I just heard a different version of the story."
That was my cue. I strolled casually into the bedroom, enjoying every ounce of his shock and horror. "Evening, Alex. Are you going to get up to shake my hand? No, I guess not. Well, never mind!"
Without saying another word I pulled out the minirecorder and played back the tape. Alex had long since lost his erection—it wasn't too much fun sitting there naked and tied up in front of me. He turned pale when he realized it was our conversation from Monday in his office. He started to bluster, "wait, Linda, honey! I can explain! This isn't . . ."
"Shut up, Alex," she replied coldly. "It's a bit too late for explanations."
He continued to protest, but she ignored him and we both listened until the tape was done. As planned, I then came over to stand behind Linda. As she spoke, I slid my hands around onto her hips, then caressed her flat stomach, and finally moved up to her breasts, caressing them gently.
"You are at least ten times more of a lowlife than I ever realized, Alex," Linda said to him in a voice that cut like a knife. She reached into the night table. "Here are some papers for you. This is called a Notice of Intent to Divorce. You are now officially served."
This was where Linda's and my plans had finished; but I was hoping that between her fury, her arousal from getting Alex all worked up, and my hands on her body, things might go a little further. She turned to me.
"Rick, honey, I think an eye for an eye has always been good policy, don't you? Why don't you get those clothes off and let me make up to you for what my asshole of a future ex-husband has done."
Alex was already stunned and spluttering—now he went into full-speed protests. "Linda, honey, wait, this is ridiculous! Don't do this, please, I'm so sorry, we can get past this, I know we can . . ."
His protests fell on largely deaf ears. I was quickly naked, and Linda and I lay on the bed in each other's arms, kissing and stroking one another. When I got one hand into her panties they were already very wet, and they got wetter as I pushed them up into her flowing pussy and stroked her through the panties.
After a minute I got up and slid the panties down Linda's legs. I whispered something to her, and she grinned broadly.
Linda picked up the wet panties and walked over to Alex. Choosing just the right moment, she interrupted his protests by shoving them firmly into his mouth. I quickly grabbed my own briefs and stretched them around his head, so that he couldn't spit her panties out. I made sure though to leave his eyes uncovered—wouldn't want him to miss the action.
Back on the bed, Linda said to me with a smile, "I believe I owe you three fucks, isn't that right, Rick?"
It was a hot couple of hours. Linda was terrific in bed, motivated no doubt by her rage at what Alex had done. We did fuck three times, with some wonderful pussy-licking and cock-sucking in between. We also rested together, talking quietly and pretty much ignoring the muffled groans of protest from Alex in the chair. Linda made a point of talking loudly about how much bigger my dick was than Alex's, and how I made her come much better than he did.
The third time Linda suggested I fuck her in the ass. "I've never liked it much this way with Alex, Rick—but I'd love to do it with you. You're a much more caring and considerate lover than he is, and I know you'll make it good for me."
I had no idea whether any of that was true, but even if it was just meant to wound Alex's ego that was certainly fine with me. The anal sex was terrific, and once I was safely plugged into her Linda writhed and pumped and seemed to have a lovely time herself.
After our last fuck, Linda relaxed on the bed. I came in with my Polaroid camera and posed her just as Camilla had been the previous Saturday. She let me take a few shots, and I held one up right in front of Alex's face. "There you go, pal—I'll bet that looks familiar, doesn't it? I'll just prop it up here on the dresser so you can keep enjoying looking at it."
When we'd both showered I was ready to go home. Linda was going to untie one of Alex's arms and then spend the night in a hotel. She was done with that prick for good.
As I left I hugged and kissed Linda warmly, thanking her and making sure Alex could see my hands sliding over her body one last time. Then I turned to him.
"Night, Alex. I hope you've enjoyed tonight as much as I have. Well, actually, maybe you haven't. Too bad! See you at the office tomorrow!"
Maybe I should have felt guilty about fucking Linda. Certainly I would never have cheated on my wife under any other circumstances. But to me it didn't feel like cheating. It didn't have anything to do with me looking for some strange. It was just something that had to be done to Alex, and the fact that it felt great was just a nice little bonus.
In fact, as great as it felt, my first encounter with "sex without love" in nearly a decade reminded me how much less wonderful it was than sex with love—with my precious, loving wife Camilla. If anything, my two hours with Linda made it even less likely that I'd ever be in another woman's bed again. I knew what I had waiting for me at home.
*********
Thursday morning was lots of fun. I offered a cheery "good morning!" to Alex as I passed his office door. He glowered at me but didn't say a word. He looked puffy-eyed and unhappy.
The axe fell about 10 a.m. A couple of the big-wigs came into his office and shut the door. I heard murmured conversation, then some shouting. After a few minutes a couple of our security guys came up to the office and stood outside the open door, while the big-wigs left.
I resisted the impulse to poke my head in and offer a few choice comments. Instead I just waited. When I heard the footsteps I had the pleasure of looking down the hall at the sight of Alex's departing back. He was trudging between the two guards, his head down, carrying a cardboard box.
That night I gave Camilla an abridged version of Alex's comeuppance. She heard about the tape and how I had shared it with Linda, and with the company lawyer. I told her about the scene in Alex and Linda's bedroom, omitting my sexual involvement but sharing with her many delightful descriptions of Linda's fury and Alex's horror and futile attempts at explanation.
And then I told the story of his sudden departure from the company, to be missed and regretted by absolutely no one. Drawing it out, I gave her every detail, provoking a lot of happy laughter.
"Is Linda really going to go ahead with the divorce?"
"Oh absolutely. And she's got a real headhunter of a lawyer, too—Alex will get eaten alive. Plus he doesn't have a recommendation from the company; he'll never get a decent job around here. I figure he'll be heading out of state."
She was silent a few moments, looking thoughtful, the laughter leaving her eyes.
"And are WE okay, sweetheart?" she asked me.
"Better than ever," I said. "It was awful—but it wasn't your fault and it wasn't my fault. And the guy whose fault it was is living in hell now.
"So let's go on loving each other and being happy together. OK?"
"It's a deal," she said.
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ALAN'S STORY
I knew Julie too well to think that she would actually leave me alone for two months, and I was right. The phone calls began within hours. I could have predicted what she wanted to say, but I don't actually know because I let the machine pick up (adjusted to silent mode, so I couldn't hear her) and I deleted every one of her messages without listening.
It was the same at work. She left message after message the first week—either on my voicemail (which I deleted) or with Mariel, the office manager. I had already told Mariel that I wouldn't answer any of Julie's calls, so she just came to me at the end of the day, an ironic smile on her face, and said, "six more calls today!", or whatever the number was. And I nodded and thanked her.
I could tell on Monday after work that Julie had come home for more of her clothes and things. In fact, I was mildly surprised that she hadn't come back over the weekend and tried to talk her way in—but perhaps the depth of my anger when I confronted her Friday night had frightened her too much.
In any event, on Monday night her side of the bedroom closet was bare, and several of her dresser drawers had been emptied. Her cosmetics were gone from the bathroom, and she'd taken a framed picture of the kids from our dresser.
And—of course—there was an envelope in the middle of the dining room table, addressed just to "My husband Alan". I tore it in half and tossed it into the trash.
I figured it would be her sister next. Either her or Julie's dad—but that would mean confessing to him what she had done, so it seemed unlikely. Sister Sarah was far more likely to have given Julie a sympathetic ear, while Dad would have ripped her a new one for cheating on me. I knew he liked me, and I liked him a lot too.
Sure enough, an hour after I got home from work on Thursday there was Sarah ringing the bell. She began, "Alan, I know that you ...."
I raised my hand in her face, cutting her off before she could go any further.
"Hello, Sarah, it's nice to see you," I said cordially. "Let me make this as plain as possible: I am not having any conversation with you that has anything to do with Julie, or in which her name is mentioned. Is that clear?
"If you've come for any other reason, by all means come in and we can visit. Have you had dinner?"
Looking a bit shocked by my firmness, she just blinked at me. Then she said, "no, Alan, you know what I came to speak to you about. It's just that she's so ..."
Again I interrupted her. "No more, Sarah! I'm not kidding. I will not speak to you about her, and I won't listen to you about her."
She looked hard at me for a minute, then sighed. "Okay, Alan, have it your way. I'm sorry you're doing this, but it's your decision."
I didn't reply to that. I watched as she walked back to her car, shaking her head, and drove away.
The kids were tougher. Knowing Julie, she would have called both of them; then Brian and Bethany together would have decided that she, my little girl, would be the one to speak to me. She always had a way of getting me to do pretty much what she wanted!
But when the call came Bethany got an unpleasant surprise. "Dad, it's me," she began. "What on earth is going on with you and Mom?"
"Hi, sweetheart," I replied. "How is everything at school? It's nice to hear your voice!"
"Dad, Mom called me and Brian, and she's . . ."
"Beth, stop!" I interrupted her forcefully. "Your mom and I are going through a difficult period right now, and that's all I'm going to say to you and Brian about it. We both love you very much, and we will always be there for you. Beyond that, sweetie, I don't want you or your brother in the middle of it, and I'm not going to discuss it with you."
She started sniffling a little bit. "But daddy, she's so upset, and I ..."
"Bethany, that's enough! We can talk about something else, or we can get off the phone. Is that clear?"
There was a longish silence. I could just see my daughter's face, as she wondered how she was going to get around me.
"Okay, dad—I guess I understand." She spoke to me for a few minutes about school, and her friends. Then she said, suddenly, "dad, mom said that you ..."
I interrupted her again. "That's enough, Bethany! Nice talking to you! Bye, sweetie, I love you!" I hung up the phone.
Somehow the message finally got through, and when Brian called a couple of days later he complied with my prohibition on conversation about Julie—for which I was grateful.
The next few weeks were empty, and lonely. Given the alternative, that's how I wanted it. I spent a lot of time by myself. I didn't feel much like seeing friends, so I had an occasional beer with my co-workers at the end of the day, then went home. I read a lot. I worked in the yard, getting caught up on some of what I had fallen behind on.
And I spent a lot of time at the gym. I had always worked out a couple of times a week, but I was no fanatic. It was mainly to keep encroaching middle-age at bay a little; as I approached 44, I didn't want to look as flabby and sagging as some of the guys on my block.
Now, however, I began to work out enthusiastically, almost eagerly. I went to the gym 5-6 times a week, sometimes to run, other times to work out with weights or on the machines. After a few weeks, my 3 miles on the treadmill in about 30 minutes had become 4 miles in less than 34 minutes; my 120-lb bench press and my 210-lb leg press were getting up around 180 and 300.
It was the running I liked the best, because it hurt. I would set the machine to throw some unexpectedly steep hills at me, and I'd storm up them, feeling the burning in my hamstrings and in my lungs. I think I liked the pain because it was so intense that it temporarily drove out the other pain, the one I had with me all the time—the pain about Julie. Somehow it felt as though each time I upped my speed in the final half-mile, I was overcoming the helpless rage and frustration I carried around me every day and night.
To tell the truth, I also liked the way I was starting to look and feel. I lost about eight pounds, and my legs and arms and chest got firmer. I had to go out and buy some pants with a smaller waist, while my T-shirts started to look tight around the arms and shoulders. I even noticed an occasional approving glance from one or another of the ladies at the gym.
But while that was flattering, it was the hard work, the pain, that did more for me. I needed to stop feeling like a helpless victim and more like a guy in control of his life. And of course, I wasn't in control of my life, yet—but I was while I was running.
I had sent Julie away for two months because I knew I'd need some time to figure out what I wanted. No decision made in the blind fury of those first days would have made any sense. At first my fantasies were of killing her, of humiliating her publicly, of beating her boyfriend to death with a tire iron. Perfectly justifiable feelings, but not the wisest alternatives!
As the end of the two months approached, I was calmer. I hadn't stopped being angry, or hurt—and images of my Julie with another guy's cock in her mouth, or poised on her hands and knees on our bed while he plowed her from behind, still tormented me all the time. But I was past the white-hot anger, the helpless desperate rage, and a bit more able to think clearly.
And I'd found out I could live without Julie. I was lonely, and very sad, but I wasn't falling to pieces. I was still going to work and doing my job; I was coming home and making myself decent meals; I was taking care of the house and paying the bills. I could even imagine myself going out with friends, starting to date again, though I wasn't nearly ready to do it yet.
I had a nice visit with Bethany at her school's visiting day—after I made sure Julie was going a different day—and several good phone conversations with Brian. They both left me alone about Julie, and I felt close to them—still in touch despite the problems in my marriage.
Those glances from women at the gym really did help—they reassured me that Julie wasn't the only woman who could ever be attracted to me. 43 wasn't 26, that was for sure, but it wasn't 83 either.
One Saturday one of the women came over and asked me to help her use the weight machines. I was pretty sure she already knew how to use them, but I didn't mind playing along. She was cute—about 5'2" and pretty, with blonde curls and a nice tight figure. She was probably in her mid-30s.
After I'd "helped her" for a while, she rested and we chatted a bit; then she invited me into the health club's Snack Bar for a quick bite. Why not? I thought, and off we went. We had a nice chat for a few minutes about this and that. Then there was a silence, and Denise said, "I've been divorced for about two years. How about you?"
I was a little taken aback by her directness, but I replied, "separated. Only a few weeks now. I don't really know what's going to happen."
She smiled in a genuinely nice way, and said, "it gets easier after awhile. I'm a little surprised by your answer, though—I noticed you weren't wearing a ring."
"I took it off the day I ... the day my wife and I separated. It's at home, on the dresser, and I see it every day. Just didn't feel like having it on my finger right about now."
We finished our lunch, and I said, "thanks for the invitation, Denise. I really enjoyed this."
She gave me another big smile and said, "well, it was a pleasure for me too, Alan. Depending on what 'separated' turns out to mean, maybe we can do it again sometime."
I continued to see Denise in the gym after that, and we had two or three more lunches on Saturdays. It was so great to be around an attractive woman, one who didn't mind making clear she was interested in me. But it never went any further than conversation. I wasn't nearly ready for a new woman in my life—I wasn't sure I was done with Julie—and she clearly understood at least some of what I was going through.
Two months from the day I'd thrown Julie out fell on a Wednesday. My prediction was that she'd call during the morning and leave me a message. When I came home there it was, her first call in several weeks, and the first one I listened to. In a quiet voice she said she'd come over to see me after dinner, and hoped I would talk with her.
As I sat in my kitchen on Wednesday evening, I wondered what Julie would have to say. I had not made any final decisions about what I wanted. But I realized that I was looking forward to listening.
*** *** *** ***
JULIE'S STORY
In retrospect Alan was entirely right—we both needed the two months. I certainly found out that I did, although it took several weeks before I stopped being too upset to realize it.
Not having any idea what else to do, I drove straight to my sister Sarah. She lives alone in a big apartment, and when she found me sobbing on her doorstep of course she took me in.
Sarah is a couple of years older than I, always the logical, calm member of the family, while I was the impulsive one. She fed me soup and let me cry and made up her guest room bed for me and let me talk and talk and talk to her, all weekend long.
But even Sarah couldn't make me really see what I had done. Oh, I knew I had broken my vows, and hurt Alan's feelings, and it was wrong ... blah blah blah. But Sarah could see that I didn't really get it, and after about a week she let me have it.
"Jesus, Julie, will you listen to yourself? You sound like you ruined Alan's favorite shirt in the wash, or crashed his car into a fire hydrant, or forgot to pay the water bill! If I have to hear you say one more time how 'unreasonable' he's being, I'll throw you out myself!"
I was shocked into momentary silence, and she went on.
"You have absolutely NO idea how serious this is, or how much danger your marriage is in!"
I just blinked. I had those nightmares, when I imagined Alan divorcing me, but I somehow couldn't really believe he would do it. We'd been married for more than 20 years, and had two wonderful kids. I'd only slept with Bobby twice! Surely he was going to give me another chance....
"I called a friend of mine and got the number of a terrific therapist she saw when she and her husband split up," Sarah went on. "Here it is. Go call her this instant and make an appointment."
Darlene Wysocki seemed way too small and pretty to be a real therapist, but she was a tough cookie. At our first appointment she let me ramble on and on, giving the background of Alan's and my marriage, then the circumstances of my "flirtation" with Bobby (I couldn't bring myself to call it an "affair"), and finally my complaints about how Alan wouldn't answer my calls and so on.
Near the end of the session she interrupted me. "Julie, aside from your kids, who's the person you love most in the world?"
"Alan," I said simply.
"What is the absolute worst thing he could possibly do to you—aside from something ridiculous, like killing you or your children?"
I just stared at her. The answer was obvious, but I hesitated to say it. "I guess ... cheat on me. Have an affair. Fall in love with another woman, and leave me."
I sat there, shaken by the obvious implications of what I had just said.
"And why would his having an affair be so painful?" Darlene persisted.
"Because ..." I stopped, confused. There were so many reasons, I needed a minute to sort them all out.
"Because ... it would be stealing from me one of the most important parts of our relationship: my trust that he belonged only to me. Because it would destroy my confidence that he was attracted to me. Because ... Jesus, Darlene! Because a million things!"
By then I was crying, but Darlene just sat calmly and watched me. After several minutes she gently said, "Julie, we need to stop for today. But between now and next time I want you to think about why Alan cheating on you would be so painful—all the reasons why it would hurt. That's what we need to be talking about."
As I opened the door to go out, she said, "and Julie? We need to talk about your job, too."
I saw Darlene twice a week for the next eight weeks. With her help, I began to see how utterly devastating Alan's cheating on me would have been—and how devastated he must be feeling about what I had done. After our third session I went back to my office and quit my job. I had been at that insurance agency for 11 years—I loved the people and I loved working there.
But I knew that I couldn't possibly continue to work in the same place as Bobby. Even if I lost Alan, which I prayed I wouldn't, I still needed to get away from Bobby. I'd avoided talking or even looking at him since the day Alan threw me out. I was too upset even to tell him I'd been caught, and that I couldn't see him anymore. But I imagine he figured it out. His eyes still followed me around the office, but he never came over to talk to me.
My boss was kind enough to give me a great letter of recommendation, and after three weeks I found a similar job in another agency. I hated being away from all my old friends at work, but I realized I had to do it. And the energy needed for getting familiar with new routines and getting to know a lot of new people made it a little easier not to obsess about Alan, what I had done to him, and what would happen to us.
Once Darlene and I had been over and over all the ways in which my affair had hurt Alan—that is, once I finally it got it into my thick skull what I had done—we began to talk about why I had done it.
There weren't a lot of good reasons—at least, not good enough to make me feel like any less of an idiot. But I did learn some things about myself, things that I could think about and work on in the future.
And Darlene gave me one other thing, which felt like an honest-to-God gift. She told me that people don't always act logically—that sometimes even smart and reasonable people go off the track and do something crazy, or stupid, or self-destructive.
But one bad deed doesn't make you a bad person. It just makes you a person who did something bad. What matters more is how you deal with what you've done—how you atone for it, how you do whatever you can to make it right.
By the end of two months I felt like a very different person from the one who had jumped into bed with Bobby, and let him teach her how to suck his cock. I was sadder for sure, and more serious. I probably laughed a lot less and thought more.
But I also felt like I understood myself better. And I knew that I loved Alan, and wanted to do whatever I could to make up to him for what I had done.
I had a couple of great visits, and a lot of good phone conversations, with my kids during that time. I completely stopped complaining to them about Alan. I told them that he and I had separated temporarily, that we were going through some tough times, and that it was my fault. I requested that they not ask either Alan or me about any of the details.
I asked them to remember that we both loved them more than anything, and we would always be their devoted parents, whether or not we stayed together. Both Brian and Bethany were just terrific—patient, loving, and supportive. I was so proud of the young adults they have grown into!
My sister had generously let me stay with her for the whole two months. I promised her that if Alan didn't let me go back home within one more week, I'd face the unhappy task of finding myself an apartment.
*** *** *** ***
ALAN'S STORY
When Julie came up the walk I was standing at the open doorway, gazing at her. My throat was tight, and my heart was pounding in my chest. I didn't know whether it was anger, hurt, or the love that I still felt for her.
"Hello, Alan," she said softly, looking directly at me. She appeared to want to hug me, but stopped herself.
"Hi, Julie. Come on in. Would you like some coffee?"
We sat with our cups in the living room, and she looked around at the familiar walls, the furniture and the pictures. I realized how strange it must have felt for her, to have been exiled from her home of more than 20 years.
"Alan, I have so many things I want to say to you. Would it be all right if I just came right out and said them? I guess you must have things to say to me too, or questions to ask, and I will tell you anything you want to know. But could I start?"
I just nodded.
"The first, and most important thing I have to say is: I am so sorry. Sorry for the thoughtless, selfish, stupid thing I did by having sex with Bobby. At the time I didn't have the slightest understanding of how deeply I had hurt you. But I've been seeing a therapist for the last eight weeks, talking about this over and over.
"And now I think I really do understand what I did. I understand that I took the person I love most in the world, aside from the children, and hurt him in about the worst way I possibly could."
She was speaking calmly, quietly, looking right at me, though tears were sliding down her cheeks.
"Darlene, the therapist, made me think about how I would feel if you had done this to me, and I really had to look at it—look right at it—and feel those feelings for myself. I won't presume to say that I know how you feel, but I can tell you that I've spent an awful lot of time thinking about it and imagining it."
I said before that I've always been sensitive to Julie's moods, and pretty much able to tell what she was feeling. But I had never seen her like this before. She was speaking with a seriousness and forthrightness that was brand-new to me.
"I betrayed you so horribly. And I'm never going to try to minimize it, or pretend it was less than it was. I know what I did, and how awful it was. I ... I had sex with another man. I initiated it. I did it with him in our bed."



She stopped for a minute, sobbing a little, but pulled herself together and went on.
"And I did ... things with him that I never did with you—things that you had wanted to do with me, but I refused. And it would ... have gone on, if you hadn't found out. I don't know how long, but I hadn't ended it.
"Alan," she said suddenly, "do you want to talk? Do you want to shout at me, or call me the names I'm sure you must have thought of a thousand times? Shall I stop, and let you say something?"
"No, Julie. I'm sure I'll have plenty to say to you, but for now I don't mind listening. You have obviously thought about this a lot, and frankly I'm impressed. Your attitude is very different from the way it was the last time we talked."
She smiled ruefully, her cheeks still wet. "Yes, well, I was still in total denial back then, Alan. But if I can, let me at least say one more thing.
"I don't know what you want now, and I'm pretty scared to ask. But what I want is to come home and be your wife. I want to show you that I am so sorry for what I did; and show you that I can love you so much and so well that you'll want to stay with me."
She was crying again, fiercely. "You haven't asked yet, but I haven't spoken to Bobby even once since they day you threw me out. I've been staying at my sister's, and I quit my job at the agency. I found another job with Williams & Prentice, and that's working out all right so far."
"You really quit your job?" I said in surprise. Julie just nodded, then gradually pulled herself together and stopped crying. We sat quietly, each of us full of our own thoughts.
I got up and started to pace. "I didn't really know what to expect, Julie, but I was more than prepared to toss you back out of the house if you came in with any sort of attitude at all. I'm sure the last two months haven't been much fun for you either, but you can't really imagine what they've been like for me.
"I had a wife that I knew loved me, respected me—and desired me. Maybe our sex life was a little bland, but that was a compromise I was OK living with.
"And now—now I don't know what I have. I have a big hole where my trust in you used to be. And an even bigger one where my confidence used to be—my confidence in myself as a man, as your husband, and as a lover."
She just nodded, her eyes brimming again.
"I've found out some things about myself in the last two months, Julie. I found out I can manage without you. I could actually live the rest of my life without you. I can run the house, feed myself, stay in touch with the kids. I could maybe even find someone else who would love and respect me."
She was watching me intently, and now I did recognize what she was feeling. She was absolutely terrified.
"So if we're going to be together," I concluded, "I need to be convinced that I'm better off with you than without you. And that it's worth going through the continued pain of working through this. Because frankly, I'd probably be able to put the pain behind me a lot faster if we just got divorced and I moved on, maybe found someone else.
"Let's be honest, OK? Every time I see you, talk to you, hold you, I'm going to be thinking about you and Bobby. About how what we had meant so little to you that you could jump into bed with him."
I was still calm, speaking quietly, though my heart was thumping. "And how the hell am I ever supposed to make love with you again? How can I even kiss you, and not imagine his cock in your mouth?"
To my surprise she didn't gasp—she just kept looking at me intently, and listening.
"The worst, Julie—the very worst, and there's a lot that's bad, believe me!—is the sexual things you did with him that you would never do with me."
I started to say more, then abruptly stopped. What was the point? She knew what I was saying. I could see it on her face. Her expression had changed: she was no longer frightened for herself or worried about the marriage, she was feeling sympathy for my pain.
I kept pacing, enjoying the silence in some strange way.
After several minutes she said, "how about I get us some ice cream, and we can go out in the back yard? I miss seeing our trees."
We sat outside with our bowls of ice cream, talking about the yard and the work I had done. Then we chatted about the kids, and shared our impressions of our visits with them. We walked around the yard, and Julie told me a bit about her new job. She complimented me on my tighter, more muscular appearance, and I told her about how I'd been working out harder at the gym.
A couple of hours went by, and I realized that my mood was calm and cheerful—which surprised me. The good feelings had just sneaked up on me, enjoying Julie's company without thinking about what she had done, what had come between us.
Of course, at that thought I tightened up again. Julie saw it in my face, and she waited several minutes before she spoke again.
"Alan," she said very quietly, looking down, "do you think it would be all right if I came back home, at least for a little while? I'll sleep in the guest room, or wherever you want me to. And our relationship can be whatever you want it to be. I'm so desperate not to lose you . . ."
I could tell that she was once again very frightened—this was the moment of truth.
I sat silently for a couple of minutes. I had certainly considered this possibility, but I wanted to be sure before I said anything. And, I will admit, I didn't mind letting Julie hang in an agony of suspense for a while.
"Okay," I said finally. "I think you should sleep in the guest room for now.
"Frankly, Julie, I didn't expect I would want you to move back in. My feelings are still pretty raw. But I was really impressed by what you had to say to me earlier. It makes me feel we might have a chance."
I could tell she wanted to move into my arms, and I let her come to me. The hug was intense, very warm. I hadn't had her, or any other woman, pressed up against me in more than two months, and the feelings were almost overpowering. Neither of us spoke. I loved the feel and the smell of her. I was aware of how aroused I was feeling—which made me think about sex, which made me think about her and Bobby, which made me angry again. I broke the hug and stepped back.
Julie could see it all in my face, and she just looked down and said, "I know; I am so very sorry, Alan."
*** *** *** ***
Julie drove back to her sister's to pack a bag, and then she moved her things into the guest room. We agreed that I'd help her move the rest of her stuff home on the weekend. After our intense conversation I guess we were both exhausted; we quietly said goodnight, without touching, and went into our separate bedrooms.
The next morning I was up early, but Julie was already in the kitchen. There was fresh coffee and a big breakfast waiting for me, along with my wife watching me hopefully and a bit fearfully.
We still didn't touch, but I smiled at her and we ate together, sharing the newspaper and reading bits of it to one another as we had done for years. It was totally weird, simply because it felt so familiar and so good.
When our plates were empty and we were on our second cups of coffee, I looked at her and said, "Julie, can you tell me why?"
She flushed a bit, but never looked away from me. "Alan, I want to tell you everything—but I need to say first that I have no excuses. There are reasons for what I did, but none of them makes it excusable. None of them makes it less awful, less selfish. Okay?"
I nodded.
Julie talked for a while, mentioning some things that were new to me and others I'd already thought of. It was our first year with both the kids out of the house, and she'd been feeling a little restless. She still had her job, which she liked, but the big part of her that was her life as a mother suddenly seemed over. It made her feel a bit useless, and afraid of being middle-aged.
And we'd been married more than twenty years, and sex had become pretty routine. (It enraged me to hear THIS complaint, since she was always the one refusing to try anything different, but I sat quietly and listened.)
Men had always shown an interest in Julie, because she was very pretty and had a great figure, with breasts almost too big for her small frame. She was used to being flirted with, and to handling passes from men; and the attention pleased her. It had gone on the whole time we were together, and it was not a big deal to either of us.
But Bobby had caught her at a time when she was feeling vulnerable, wondering if she was getting older and less attractive. And his passiveness—the fact that he eyed her with obvious interest, yet never made any sort of move—confused her, and intrigued her. In all likelihood, this was Bobby's standard way of getting women, and it probably worked with a lot of them.
"Again, Alan," she said seriously, "none of this is an excuse. I HAVE no excuse. But the last thing I want to say is something Darlene talked to me about. Sometimes a person—even a person who knows better—does something really, really stupid. Or really, really bad. It's not logical, it doesn't make any sense, but they do it."
Suddenly, out of nowhere, she was crying again. "And that's what I did. And all I want is to make it up to you, and for you to take me back . . ." She stopped, crying hard.
I felt the instinct to take her in my arms, to be her comforting husband—but I just couldn't do it. I reached over and held one of her hands, and just watched her while she cried.
JULIE'S STORY
After a couple of weeks I was thrilled, but I was also very frightened. I couldn't believe how much Alan and I had gotten back to being good friends again—sharing our lives with one another the way we had before. We watched TV together, ran errands, cooked, and talked about everything. We talked about the kids, and work, and friends—but we also spent a lot of time talking about my adultery, and how he was feeling about it, and how we could move forward.
It had shocked me that when I first came back he wasn't wearing his wedding ring. But after a couple of days, without our discussing it, it was back on his finger.
I was so grateful to him for his patience! I could see the anger boil up in him at unexpected moments, I could almost feel the heat of it from across the room—but he would control himself until it had passed. Sometimes our talks would get fierce, but never nasty. I felt he was being a lot fairer to me than I deserved—or than I could have been if the situation were reversed.
But while as friends we were doing great, as lovers we were nowhere. There was an occasional hug, and once we held hands at the movies, but nothing more. I was still in the guest room and there were no signs that that would be changing anytime soon.
It wasn't that we weren't talking about sex. We talked about it a lot, and Alan was very direct about how he felt.
"Even though we're getting along, Julie—and I'm amazed sometimes at how well we're doing—it's painful even to imagine making love to you. When I think that you took my twenty years of fidelity and pissed all over it . . .
"And how am I supposed to compete with a 26-year old, who can probably get it up four times in an afternoon? For that matter, how am I supposed to touch you, while in my mind I'm seeing you fucking him doggy-style, or giving him the blow-job you never ever gave me?"
He was right, and I knew it, and I said so. And I said that I hoped that eventually my two times with Bobby would fade in importance, compared to the hundreds or thousands of times Alan and I had made love.
"And I didn't make love to him, Alan—we fucked. It was a matter of physical pleasure and nothing more. He didn't make me feel cherished and safe, the way you do."
"Yeah, well, he must have made you feel something good or you wouldn't have invited him back for seconds, would you?" Alan glared at me, and then sighed.
"Julie, I know sarcasm doesn't help, but I don't know what to say. Of course I want you, but too much of me is just too hurt and insecure. I can't match a 26-year old hunk; and knowing that you gave him what you wouldn't give to me is a pretty big obstacle."
I had been continuing to see Darlene twice a week, and she'd helped me a lot in understanding how Alan must be feeling. I had two things to try, and I tried them.
"Alan—honey. What I did is awful, we both know that. The first man I . . . took in my mouth should have been you; and the first man I tried those positions with should have been you. To my dying day I will wish I could take those things back, but I can't.
"But each of them happened only once. I want all the rest of the oral sex I have in my life to be with you. I want to . . . please you that way over and over, and learn with you how to please you best. I should never have begun with anyone else—but please let me continue with you!"
He smiled faintly. "That's a nice way of thinking about it, Julie. I know what you're saying is true ... it's just not so easy to get past what I'm feeling."
"I know," I said, and I handed him a book I'd been holding. "Let me tell you about this, OK?"
He looked at it in some amazement. " '101 Positions for Great Sex?' Hardly your cup of tea, I would have thought!"
I smiled at him, as lovingly as I could. "I bought that about a week ago, and I've been looking through it at night. There are lots of things in there that we've never done—that I've never done with anyone. I put some bookmarks in to mark the ones that particularly excited me.
"Alan, I know I robbed you of something that should have been yours. But there in the book are things that would be all ours, no one else's. And I promise you, I am ready and willing to try whatever you would like to try. I want is to be all yours."
I smiled at him and felt the tears welling up in my eyes yet again. I'd given it my best shot. I truly didn't know what else I could do.
*** *** *** ***
ALAN'S STORY
It had been almost four weeks, and where were we? I didn't know. Julie was back in the house. We were getting along okay, and in fact I liked seeing her every day, liked eating with her and talking about things. I liked our life together—this was my wife, and I hadn't stopped loving her.
My anger and pain was no longer broadly focused on Julie, but much more narrowly on Julie as a sexual being. We could be friends, we could be parents together, we could laugh and talk and hold hands—but the moment the possibility of sex arose, even if it was just in my mind, the painful feelings flooded over me.
So not only had we not made love, we hadn't even kissed, beyond a quick peck when we left for work in the morning. We'd had a couple of nice hugs, but they'd been the warm, friendly kind. As soon as they started to arouse me, I got angry and pulled away.
Julie was being patient and loving. I couldn't get over how much her work with the therapist had helped her, made her more self-aware and more understanding of my feelings. I felt a maturity and a generosity in her that I certainly didn't see during her brief affair with Bobby. In many ways I felt more than ever that this was the woman I wanted to grow old with.
Except. Except. That I couldn't have sex with her. Part of me wanted to, of course. I'd never stopped being attracted to her, and she'd made it very clear that she was ready and willing whenever I said the word. She didn't push, but she did make sure to let me see her a couple of times in her sexiest nighties as she poked her head into my room "just to say goodnight".
And the sexual positions book she gave me was quite a turn-on, especially for a man who hadn't had sex in about three months. Some of them appeared to require advanced gymnastics skills, but there were a few I would have been dying to try, had the situation been different. And it was definitely arousing thinking about the half-dozen or so that Julie had specifically marked as being exciting to her.
So we were stuck—or perhaps I was all by myself. I couldn't think of making love to Julie without feeling angry and humiliated all over again. Even imagining plain old missionary sex made me think about the guy who'd last been on top of Julie—and about whether his 26-year old cock was bigger or harder than mine, or whether he'd had more stamina and made her come harder. How does a guy get past that?
And imagining oral sex was worse. Julie was clearly eager to give me a blowjob, by way of atonement if for no other reason. But the vision that filled my mind was not of my cock in her mouth but Bobby's, with her sucking hard and looking up at him in excitement. Needless to say, the image was painful rather than erotic.
In short, we were at an impasse, and I didn't see how to get out of it.
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ALAN'S STORY
One Saturday I ran into Denise in the gym, and she made a point of coming over to ask how I was doing. I was nearly finished my weight work, and asked if she could join me for lunch in a few minutes.
When we were eating our salads she said, smiling, "Well congratulations—I see that the ring is back on your finger."
She must have seen something in my face, because her smile disappeared. "What is it, Alan? I would have expected a happier look than that. It's not going so well?"
She and I had never talked in any detail about our marriages—I just knew that she was divorced, and she that I was separated. Now I took a deep breath and said, "Denise, would I be imposing if I talked to you about my situation?"
She smiled and said, "I'd be flattered!"
I filled her in on the whole story: Julie's cheating with Bobby, what they'd done together, how she'd never done those things with me, my throwing her out for two months. I told her about Julie's return and how impressed I was with her greater understanding. And I said that though Julie and I had rekindled our affection, I just couldn't get past my hurt and insecurity enough to be sexual with her again.
Denise listened patiently and sympathetically. She didn't speak much, but I could feel her support, and I thanked her for being such a good friend. I got us each one more cup of coffee, and we sat a while longer in a comfortable silence.
It began to feel like it was time to go. Impulsively, I spoke up. "Denise, I want to ask you a question, but I need to say something else first."
She nodded, looking interested.
"You have become a friend I really value and like, and I don't want to hurt you or ruin that in any way. So if what I ask you angers or offends you, I apologize in advance, and I'll never say anything like that again."
By now she had a curious smile on her face. "Alan, that's quite a preamble! I assure you I'm listening closely! And you are a good friend to me too—I won't be offended, whatever it is."
I felt kind of tongue-tied. "Denise, would you consider . . . well . . . Denise, I wonder if you would . . . Denise, I'd like to go to bed with you!"
It finally came out in a rush, and I hurried on. "I know this probably seems crazy, and maybe even horrible. I'm trying to reconcile with my wife, and I don't have any sort of continuing affair in mind. It's just that . . . I don't see any way to get over what's tormenting me. You are a very attractive woman, and if Julie and I had broken up I would have been hitting on you long before now."
She looked surprised and serious. Before she could speak I went on. "Denise, I can see from your face that I've offended you. I'm SO sorry—please forgive me. Let's just forget about it. I love being gym buddies, and I don't want to spoil that. Please tell me that I haven't."
Coming out of her silence, she smiled at me. "I'm not offended, Alan, believe me. Surprised. Flattered, and quite interested! You are an attractive man, and I've had the pleasure of watching you work out in those skimpy shorts for weeks now.
"I just need to sort through what this would mean for each of us. I've never had a one-time hookup with a man before, and I need to feel sure that I'd be okay with it. And I guess I have some reservations about screwing up your marriage, too. Are you sure you know what you're doing?"
We talked some more about it. I was relieved that I hadn't angered Denise, and I managed to persuade her that sex with her felt like my only chance to get past the feelings I was struggling with. In the end we agreed not to decide anything right then. I was just happy not to have lost a friend!
On Monday I found a voice message at work, from Denise. "Alan, I've been thinking about our conversation on Saturday. I wonder if you're free Wednesday at about 1 o'clock for lunch . . . and the afternoon? Let me know. Here's my address and phone number."
I didn't hesitate to leave a return message, accepting her invitation. When Denise opened the door to me that Wednesday, she laughed to see a bottle of champagne in one arm and a bouquet of lilies in the other. "Thank you, Alan! But I've already got some champagne in the refrigerator myself—I guess great minds think alike."
We had a quick lunch—a little rushed because we were both quite eager—and then a long afternoon in her bedroom. I was very excited, and also a bit nervous about my performance. But Denise was excited too, and her obvious pleasure in touching and being touched let me relax a little and enjoy the whole experience.
After we kissed and stroked each other for a while, she wordlessly pulled me on top of her. I guess most couples use the missionary position the first time, don't they? I was a little distracted by thoughts of Julie, but Denise's body was delicious; and once we started to move together, her excitement was fantastically sexy.
I was used to Julie, who enjoyed sex but was pretty passive. She didn't move much, mostly letting me thrust into her; and she would pant a little but not talk or make much noise. But Denise rolled her hips, urging me on with each thrust. And her breathing gradually turned into little groans each time I pushed into her, groans that got louder and deeper as we went on.
Despite my fears, I neither lost my erection nor came too fast. We moved together for more than ten minutes, and just as I knew my orgasm was close I felt her gasp and clutch me tightly, forcing her hips up at me to take me as deep as possible. Her pussy spasmed around me, and within a few more thrusts I was coming frantically inside her, groaning loudly with the pleasure.
We lay side by side, catching our breath. As I turned to her, preparing to say, "Wow!", she spoke first.
"Thank you Alan—that was wonderful. It's been a while for me and I was nervous, but you got me so excited I forgot to worry about it! And you knew just when to be gentle and when to be forceful. It was great!"
I laughed with pleasure at her compliments—I felt like a blushing teenager! "Thank you Denise—it was just fantastic for me too!"
We relaxed for a few minutes, kissing occasionally. Then she said, "I hope there's going to be more?"
I smiled and nodded. I quickly ran back to the kitchen for the champagne and some fruit, enjoying the feeling of being naked in her house.
We lay together, sipping champagne and feeding each other grapes and strawberries, giggling when we spilled. Then I put the things aside and we began to neck again, sliding together and caressing.
Denise got a look in her eye and gently pushed me down on my back. "I know this is one of the things on your mind, Alan," she said, "and I like doing this." Then she kissed her way down my chest, through my pubic hair, and took me into her mouth. I was already a little erect, and the pleasure of her lips and tongue had me hard within a minute or so.
Again, I couldn't avoid thinking of Julie. It was weird—Denise was giving me such wonderful pleasure, yet I wished it was Julie's mouth performing the magic. However, it couldn't be helped, and I pulled my thoughts back to the moment.
Denise worked on me skillfully and lovingly, bringing me closer and closer to coming. I groaned, and said, "Denise . . ." She pulled off for a second, smiling, and said, "finish you?"
"It feels incredible, Denise—but that might do me in for today. Could we—"
"Do it from behind?" she said, laughing. "Yes, let's."
In no time her beautiful tight ass was up in the air, her shoulders and head down on the bed, and I was kneeling behind her, gently stroking my cock all around her lips and through her blonde pubic hair.
"Are you teasing me?" she said in a tight voice. "Come on back there, let's go!"
But I kept on stroking a few moments longer, then slowly guided myself into her, sliding smoothly until my hips met her ass. It was my first doggy-style fuck in more than two decades, since before I met Julie.
We did it slowly, then faster and harder. I had all the control I needed, and I just lost myself in how fantastic her pussy felt from this angle. Again Denise was very responsive, pushing back against me, wiggling her ass, gasping out her own pleasure. I stroked her back with my hands, then held her breasts and caressed the nipples, then held her by the hips and pulled her back onto me.
It felt like the best fuck I had ever had in my life (though who can make comparisons at a time like that?), and it ended finally with faster and faster strokes, loud shouting from me, and an orgasm so intense it felt like my whole body was going to shoot out the end of my cock.
When it was over I felt I had just swum the English channel. I held Denise tight in my arms, kissing her face and lips and neck and murmuring, "thank you, thank you" in her ear.
She pulled away, giggling, and smiled at me. "You're welcome. You know, that wasn't exactly a charity fuck or anything, Alan. It was terrific. I haven't been with anyone in a while—and not with anyone as good as you in a really long time."
When we'd showered, and I'd helped Denise clean up the bedroom and the lunch things, we said goodbye in a kind of bittersweet mood. We both knew it had been wonderful—and felt that it could be again—but we both also knew that I was still hoping my marriage would survive, which would mean that this lovely afternoon would be a one-time thing. Without much talking we kissed lightly, and I headed out the door.
JULIE'S STORY
Something had happened. Something had changed, though I didn't know what. Alan's face that evening at dinner was just different—it was softer, like the muscles were more relaxed than usual—and he was quiet and contemplative. A little withdrawn, maybe.
I plucked up my courage, fearing the worst, and finally asked about it while we were doing the dishes.
"Anything going on I should know about?"
He gazed at me, and then said quietly, "just some things I need to work through before I talk about them. Sorry, I don't mean to be mysterious. Give me a day or so.
"Listen," he said, suddenly more energetic, "want to do something fun? I know it's a weekday, but we could go see a movie or something."
Very relieved that no axe had fallen, I agreed. We looked through the listings in the paper and settled on a chick-flick—not Alan's cup of tea but he readily agreed to it.
We held hands for most of the movie, occasionally feeding each other popcorn. When the weepy part came just before the happy ending and I started to sniffle, Alan put his arm around me and gently pulled my head onto his shoulder. I was so thrilled that I forgot to cry about the sad scene!
When we got home I wondered if that tenderness at the movie would translate to sex, or at least to more contact, but Alan said good night in the usual way, with a smile and a peck, and we disappeared into our separate bedrooms. It was more disappointing that night than ever. His actions at the movie had gotten my hopes up that we could start making love again. I cried into the pillow for a long time that night.
The next couple of days Alan seemed pretty normal, but I was very tense. I knew that some shoe was soon to drop, and it scared me not knowing what it would be. Finally on Friday night he turned off the TV, on which we'd been watching a fairly pointless sitcom, and said, "can we talk for a bit?"
I nodded, my heart suddenly pumping fast.
"Julie, let me just tell you all of this at once—then we can talk about it." I nodded.
"I slept with someone else the other day."
I just closed my eyes tight. It felt like a hard blow to the chest—not exactly painful, but as though I'd been pushed back hard into the couch. I opened my eyes, managed to take a deep breath, but didn't speak. I'd promised Alan to let him tell it all first.
"It was mostly on impulse. There's a woman I got to know in the gym over the past few months. We'd see each other working out, and we've had a casual lunch at the snack bar there a few times. Her name is Denise, and she's divorced. In her mid-30s. Attractive.
"It's always been casual. I could tell she was interested in me, but she knew I was separated and not sure what would happen. Then she saw me wearing my ring again and was happy for me. I found myself telling her about our—about my sexual problem. About how thinking of what you did with Bobby kept getting in my way.
"Well, to make a long story short I asked her to go to bed with me. And we did—on Wednesday."
Alan was watching me. I was trying hard just to breathe in and out—it felt like I had six broken ribs.
He leaned forward. "Listen, Julie. This wasn't to hurt you—it wasn't about revenge. Though I guess it must feel like that to you right now. But to me it was the only way to break the logjam, to get through my paralyzed feelings. I couldn't make love to you—I couldn't even imagine it without so much anger, such hurt feelings and insecurity . . .
"The . . . things you did with Bobby kept getting in the way. And now—well, I've done them too. With someone else. And I think they won't be in the way anymore, or at least not as much."
There was silence. My head was spinning a little.
"How was it?" I blurted out the words suddenly, without being aware I was going to.
He looked at me seriously. "It was great. It was weird, of course—touching and holding someone besides you. Having you in my mind—and Bobby—while . . . being with someone else.
"But it was very exciting. And it gave me some confidence back. Somehow I wasn't sure I . . it sounds stupid, but I wasn't sure I could ever . . perform again. And I was fine."
"Did you do it six times? All over the house? In all sorts of wild positions? Did she scream and scratch your back while she had her orgasms?" I was starting to cry, and the pain was obvious in my voice.
"No. We did it twice. The second time doggy-style. And she gave me a blowjob in between, though I didn't come. There wasn't any screaming, but it was exciting for both of us."
His voice grew harder. "Listen, Julie—some things neither of us can do anything about. You fucked a 26 year-old, a guy you'd previously described to me as 'gorgeous'. He turned you on like crazy, and that's something I'll always have to live with.
"I fucked a woman in her mid-30s, with a fantastic body, and I had a great time. That's something you'll have to live with.
"Like I said, this wasn't something I did to get even with you. I did it in the hope of getting past what you did. To me it seemed like the only chance for me to be able to come into your bed ever again. I may be wrong, it may just make things worse, but I don't feel bad for trying it."
All of a sudden I had nothing to say. I just nodded; tears were streaming down my face. Without another word, Alan moved over next to me on the couch and put his arms around me, letting me cry against his chest.
ALAN'S STORY
The night I told Julie about going to bed with Denise was pretty emotional—especially for her, but for me too. I felt bad for the pain she was in. But I really hadn't done it to hurt her; I'd done it as a way to find my own sexual confidence again. God knows nothing else was happening to bring it back!
After I held Julie for a while and let her cry, she just gave me a sad look, a kiss on the cheek, and went up to bed—in the guest room as always.
The next morning I was up making breakfast for us when she came downstairs with an overnight bag. I gave her a raised eyebrow.
She said, in a tired voice, "I'm going to stay at my sister's house for a day or two. I know I don't have the right to blame you for what you did, Alan—but it hurts, a lot. I just feel like I need a little time away, and my sister said she doesn't mind."
The time apart was strange. After two months alone, it should have been easy—but it wasn't. Julie and I had gotten back into our rhythm as husband and wife, in every way but sexually; and I missed her a lot.
I had gotten used to the quiet in the house when I was alone; now it bothered me. When I made dinner that night and the next, it wasn't much fun just cooking for one person.
I thought about calling her sister's house and asking her to come back, but I decided to let her make the choice in her own time. I certainly knew what it felt like to learn that your spouse had fucked somebody else! It hurt, and even though the circumstances weren't the same for Julie, I knew that she must be suffering.
On Tuesday when I came home from work, the house was full of good smells: Julie was in the kitchen making dinner. She'd been gone three days.
She gave me a big smile when I came into the kitchen, and I went right to her, saying "Hi" and giving her a warm hug, which she answered in kind. We held each other, silently, for a long time, until she broke away with a little laugh, saying, "don't let me burn the sauce!"
I knew right away that things were okay between us. I just sat at the kitchen table and we chatted as she cooked, talking about nothing but getting back into our closeness again.
I set the table and got us some wine, and we enjoyed the dinner together, neither of us in a hurry to talk about anything serious.
As we were clearing the table I told her I had missed her, and I was very glad she'd come back. Taking my hand, Julie gave me a serious look and led me to the living room couch, where we sat together side by side.
"Alan, listen. What I did with Bobby—that was totally my fault. It might have destroyed our marriage--I guess it still might, and I am to blame. I understand that.
"What you did with Denise—in a way I guess that's my fault, too, at least in part. Because my cheating made it impossible for you to make love to me. And even though it hurts a lot, I understand why you did it.
"But baby—I just couldn't stand a repeat. If you're going to keep going to bed with her, tell me and I'll leave. I want our marriage more than anything, but I just . . ."
I stopped her, seeing her eyes fill with tears. "That's over, Julie. That was a one-time thing. As long as we are together, you are the only woman I will be with."
She tried to smile, but her eyes were wet. "Then could you take me upstairs and make love to me, Alan?"
It had been quite a while since I picked her up—but then, I had been working out! I scooped her up in my arms and headed straight for the master bedroom. Not the guest room, where she'd been staying—we were going to make love just where she had cheated on me with Bobby.
I could tell you that the first time was marvelous, the greatest, hottest sex I'd ever had, but it wouldn't be true. It was sweet, and careful, and very emotional for both of us. For a while I took the lead, gently undressing Julie and caressing and kissing her, while she pretty much just held me.
Then all of a sudden she grabbed me and pulled me on top of her, demanding me inside her. Our fucking was almost desperate, especially on Julie's part. She clutched me to her and humped her hips up at me more frantically than ever before, as though she were trying to prove something to me, or to herself. It was really exciting, and I came pretty quickly.
The whole time her eyes had been tightly closed, and her cheeks were wet with her tears. When it was over I held her very close, just kissing her hair, her neck, her ear. We didn't speak. In my mind I could still see her with Bobby; I could even see her on her knees with his cock in her mouth; but it didn't stab me with pain anymore. It was just a scene from the past.
Julie got up and disappeared into the bathroom. When she came back, she had a warm washcloth, and she lovingly cleaned off my cock and pubic hair. Then, putting the cloth aside, she bent to take me into her mouth.



"Julie, you don't have to . . . "
"Sshh," she interrupted me.
"No, I'm serious," I persisted. She didn't look happy—she looked determined, but a little terrified. "You don't have to prove anything to me, there will be time for this."
She shook her head, and said, "no, I'm proving something to me—or to both of us. I am your wife, and you are my man, and you are the only one I will ever do this for . . "
All of a sudden she couldn't speak—she was sobbing again. I pulled her up into my arms and held her while she cried, holding tight onto me.
Finally her crying subsided, and her breathing returned to normal. Without a word she smiled at me, and slid down the bed to take me in her mouth. I didn't try to stop her.
It wasn't perhaps a supremely skillful blowjob—not that I'd had very many in my life!—but it was loving and slow, and I really enjoyed it. I tried to give Julie hints about what I liked by groaning or sighing when it felt especially good, and I could tell she was listening for cues from me. When I got close, after several minutes, I said, "oh, baby, it's coming!"
She just stayed on me, sliding her head up and down the top two inches of my cock, stroking the rest with her hand, and I spasmed happily into her mouth. It felt terrific. She swallowed and then gazed at me a little anxiously, but I think she could see from my smile that I was pleased. I pulled her up to me and kissed her lips, then all over her face.
After a couple of minutes of enjoying how good I felt, I was eager to eat her out for the first time ever. But I warmed her up with kisses and touches all over her, sliding my fingers over her arms, then her chest and breasts, teasing her nipples, then running my hands up and down her thighs.
Julie loved all this, but she started to tense a bit when I settled myself at the bottom of the bed, my head between her legs. I didn't say anything, just started kissing and licking the tops of her thighs, staying an inch or so from her pussy at first. By the time I actually touched her pussy lips with my own lips, she was more than ready!
I spent ten minutes doing her with lips, tongue, and fingers, responding to her squirms and groans, doing everything I could to build her up to a big orgasm. When she seemed to be very close I pushed hard into her with two fingers and sucked gently on her clit, and her climax made her jerk and grunt and gasp, her hands clasping tight into my hair.
I don't know if she knew it, but pleasing her that way pleased me—and I would certainly make sure she understood that.
As we lay together once more, Julie looked right at me. "Wow. Wow and wow. I can't believe I wouldn't let you do that . . .
"I was an idiot, Alan."
I grinned. "Does that mean I might get a chance to do it again sometime?"
She stuck her tongue out at me. "What do you think?"
Then she grabbed me and pulled me close for another hug. In my ear she whispered, "could we do it once more tonight?"
I said, "sure, but you pick the position. Something you liked from the book."
It was the climax of the evening, if you'll pardon the pun. She got me hard again with her mouth, while I stroked her breasts. Then she arranged herself on the bed on her right side, with her right leg on the bed, her left more or less vertical in the air.
I got between her legs with my knees on either side of her right leg, her left leg draped over my shoulder, and she guided me into her. For me it was almost like missionary position, but I was entering her sideways instead of front-on. Somehow this position let me get deeper—it felt incredible!
As I started to pump gently Julie groaned, a low sound from deep in her throat. "God, baby, it feels like you're going to come out the top of my head. Just go slow, OK?"
We went at it slowly and gently for a long time. My having come twice already gave me plenty of staying power, and it felt so damn good I didn't ever want to finish. I could run a hand over her back and ass, or tease her breasts with my other hand. Sometimes we'd stop for a minute and kiss deeply, then start thrusting again.
After a while Julie said, "make me come, baby. Just get a steady rhythm and don't stop, OK?"
So I did what she asked, and reveled in it as she slowly got more and more worked up, until she was clutching my shoulder with her arm, digging her nails into me. "Yes, yes, closer! closer! oh my God!"
Her orgasm rose up and up, then rushed through her. She cried out, and my steady pace suddenly broke down; I was pumping her frantically, and I came a few seconds after she did.
This time we were finished for the night. We're not teenagers, after all! I managed to get the light out, and we were asleep within minutes.
JULIE'S STORY
After that first night in bed together again, it was like the dam broke; everything got steadily better. I could never have imagined that Alan sleeping with someone else would have been a good thing, but it seemed to be for us.
Not only was he able to make love to me again, but his sense of grievance and anger lessened every day. He never forgot about what I did with Bobby—I know neither of us will ever forget—but he seems able to think about it without falling into a rage anymore.
For me, enduring the pain of thinking about him with another woman has helped me feel a little less guilty. I know he wouldn't have done it if I hadn't cheated with Bobby, but it still does something to balance the scales. We've each hurt the other, and we've survived it.
And I'm just so happy that we're able to be sexual with one another in a way we had never had before. With the kids out of the house we can be spontaneous—once last week he picked me up literally in the middle of breakfast and carried me back up to the bedroom. We were both an hour late for work!
It's not that we've turned into sex-fiends. We are both in our forties, and there are limits. For about two weeks after that first night we were like rabbits—we must have averaged twice a day at least. But inevitably it slowed down a bit. Now we probably make love two or three times a week.
But what I know Alan loves is that I initiate sex as frequently as he does. He knows that I want him, which makes him feel good. And God, I know he wants me! His eagerness is just so flattering and exciting—maybe he feels more free to let it show because he knows I am open to just about anything he wants to try.
At least once a week we have a "Book Night", where we try something in the sex positions book that we haven't done before. It's not even that we like them all; a few are just uncomfortable, or weren't very exciting or pleasurable. But we've also discovered a couple that are terrific, and they are part of our regular menu now.
I try to remind myself that it will be years, if ever, before Alan fully trusts me again. Any time I tell him I'll need to be an hour late coming home from work, I can see that look on his face. He doesn't need to say a word—I know what he's thinking. So I'm going out of my way to tell him where I'll be, and when, and with whom.
He's met all of my new co-workers, so he knows there are no threats there. And I just don't make jokes about hunky guys anymore, however harmless such remarks seemed to be in the old days.
The bottom line is: I feel incredibly lucky. I did something amazingly stupid—and I really, really hurt my husband—and I'm fortunate to still be married to him. That our marriage is as strong as it still is, and that our sex life has become so much more fun and satisfying for us—well, it's like a miracle. I know it's far more than I deserve.
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*
When Susan came back into the room she had the oddest look on her face. I don't know what she was expecting to see, but I certainly did not have a "boner" for her to "take care of", as she'd promised to do on the video.
I just sat on the bed, naked and angry, my wrists still wrapped around the bedpost, and looked at her coldly. She blushed, and said, "I'm sorry I had to put you through that, honey. But I'm not about to put up with your cheating on me. Now you know how it feels to be on the other side."
I still said nothing, and she began to look uneasy. Without looking at me, she moved around the room, taking off her jewelry and her shoes; then she went into the bathroom and emerged in her nightgown and robe.
She came to me with a tentative smile and said, "let me get you loose, and then we can make this up to each other." She took the handcuff keys and released me. As I rubbed my sore and swollen wrists she came into my arms and attempted to kiss me.
I pushed her away angrily and said, "get your fucking hands off me, you bitch!"
She looked at me in wounded shock, but before she could speak I went on.
"I was completely honest with you about my mistake. I drank too much, and I flirted with Judy. I wound up in bed with her the next morning. If we even had sex—which I don't remember!—it was only because I was too drunk to say no. The next morning, when I was sober again, she wanted to have sex and I jumped up and got the hell out of there."
"So I made a mistake, and I hurt you. OK, I know that. And I did everything I could to express to you how sorry I was. But this—this 'revenge' of yours, went way beyond anything reasonable. You fucked three men—three of our friends! Three guys I'll have to see again, and face their smirking looks and condescending jokes! And you made me sit here and watch it, you rubbed your adultery in my face!
"I hurt you by mistake, Susan. Then I came home and told you the truth, and I apologized to you from the bottom of my heart. And you repay me by humiliating me, by hurting me deliberately and cruelly, far beyond what I accidentally did to you.
"So I hope you're feeling good about what you did, and I hope you had a 'lovely evening'! If our marriage doesn't survive this, I hope you wind up thinking it was worth it!"
As she stared at me, her mouth open in shock, I quickly grabbed my pajamas, my toothbrush and toothpaste from the bathroom, and walked out of the bedroom. I used the toilet and brushed my teeth in the hallway bathroom, then went into the guest bedroom and locked the door behind me.
I was climbing into bed, still fuming, when I heard Susan try the doorknob; then a moment later her soft voice. "Keith, can we talk? Please? I realize I maybe went too far..."
"No Susan," I shouted back through the door. The time for talking is over, at least for tonight. Just go back into our bed, the bed where you fucked our friends, and think some more about what you've done."
She tried twice more to speak with me but I refused to answer, and after a few minutes there was silence. I'd like to say that I fell into a sound slumber, but that would be a lie.
The next day was Saturday. I'd hardly slept, so it wasn't difficult to get out of bed early. I quietly made coffee, had a little breakfast, and was out of the house before 7 am, so I avoided seeing my wife. I knew we had a lot of talking to do, but I wasn't ready yet. For one thing, I was still so angry I was afraid I'd hit her, as abhorrent as the idea was to me.
The one advantage of a sleepless night was that I'd had a lot of time to think and plan. I headed first for John and Karen's house. They were in the kitchen in their robes when I knocked on the door, and John's face turned pale when he saw me.
"John!" I said cordially, a fake smile on my face. "How are you? How about you offer me a cup of coffee, I have the funniest story to tell you and Karen!"
He grabbed my arm and pulled me out onto the front steps. "Are you crazy?" he hissed at me. "Karen doesn't know anything about ... about you and Susan, and that ... whole situation!"
I liked Karen, and had no desire to cause her pain. I wasn't going to spill the story to her, but John didn't know that. "Well, buddy," I said, sarcastically underlining the last word, "if you don't want her to find out you're going to do just what I say, aren't you? Now make an excuse not to invite me in. Then be at the Wayside Diner in 30 minutes and not a moment longer, or your marriage will be getting a major dose of trouble."
It was a frightened, unhappy man who slid into the booth across from me at the Diner a half-hour later. John didn't look so happy and confident now as he had on that fucking videotape!
"OK, you fucking asshole, please give me three reasons why I shouldn't shit all over your marriage the same way you shat all over mine!"
He had trouble meeting my eye. "I'm sorry, Keith, honestly I am. It wasn't my idea, you must know that—Susan came to me, said you'd cheated on her with Judy that night at Tim and Jane's party, and that she was going to have her revenge—with me or without me. Your wife is gorgeous, you know that. You think you could have resisted if the tables were turned?"
I looked at him coldly. "You know she taped it, don't you?" His jaw dropped open in shock. "Holy shit," he said slowly after a moment.
"And now I own you, you motherfucker," I went on. "Number one is, you don't breathe a word about any of it to any person, man or woman, for the rest of your life. If you speak about it to ANYONE, Karen gets her own private copy of that tape with my compliments."
He nodded his head, looking truly terrified.
"Number two," I continued, "is you tell me what happened that night at the party. I got very drunk, as I'm sure you remember, but I know I didn't climb into bed with Judy on my own."
After making me repeat my promise not to show the videotape to Karen if he cooperated, John told me the whole story. I passed out in Tim's living room, and Tim thought it would be a funny gag to put me into bed with Judy, who was sleeping alone in their guestroom. So the three of them carried me in there, undressed me and put me in bed next to her. Then John and Robert went home.
I just looked at him. I didn't know whether I was more shocked or more furious. "And then when Susan came to you, said I'd cheated on her and she wanted revenge, you didn't tell her the truth?! You went ahead and fucked her, in my bed, instead of getting me out from under your practical joke?"
He looked away from me, but had nothing to say.
I closed my eyes and clenched my fists, trying to calm myself. John was a little taller than I was, but I was still ready to climb over the table and beat the living shit out of him. After a few deep breaths I stood up.
"You and I are finished. We will no longer be seeing you and Karen. Make up any fucking excuse you like. And just remember that I've got a videotape she would love to see, if you give me ANY crap."
Before I left I picked up the coffee pot the waitress had bought, and slowly poured the contents of it right into his lap. He started to howl, then caught himself, trying not to draw any attention.
"Did I burn your dick at all there, John? Oops, I'm sorry." I turned and walked out of the diner.
I had a similar conversation with Robert, after knocking on his door just as I'd done with John. He confirmed the whole sorry truth: that he and John and Tim had put me in bed with Judy; and that he'd taken advantage of Susan's "revenge" offer rather than tell her the truth.
Since there was no coffee pot in his backyard, which was where we were talking, I settled for breaking his nose with a solid punch. I left him to explain that to Claire.
By the time I got home it was nearly lunchtime, and Susan had gone out. She had left me a note but I didn't even bother looking at it. I ate a quick sandwich, then found the infamous videotape and cued it up to the start of her sex scene with Tim. Then I put it in my pocket and headed over to Tim and Jane's house—time to settle up.
When I got there an obviously anxious Tim tried to head me off outside the house—clearly John or Roger had given him the heads-up. But I walked right around him, straight into the house, and found Jane in the kitchen.
"Hi Jane," I said. "Sorry to barge in, but there's something you really need to see." She looked at me curiously, and I pulled out the videotape and led her into the living room.
Tim, who had followed me in, tried in a panic to stop me, but I grabbed his arm and twisted it behind his back. "I don't want to hurt you, Tim, but Jane needs to see this."
He started to yell at her to call the police, and Jane looked at me in confusion and alarm. "Keith, what is this all about? Why are you hurting Tim?"
"Please, Jane, just start the tape—everything will be clear in a moment."
Reluctantly, and ignoring Tim's desperate howls of protest, she put the tape in the VCR. In no time Tim and Susan appeared onscreen in my bedroom, undressing one another. Jane froze, and said, "what the fuck?"
Now that it was too late to stop me Tim ceased his struggles, and I pulled him over to an armchair. As the tape played, Jane saw her husband and my wife lying on the bed naked, touching and caressing each other. She watched as they fucked vigorously, and as Tim pulled out and spurted his cum all over my wife's body.
When the scene was finally over I stopped and ejected the tape. There was a long silence. Jane was still standing frozen in the middle of the room.
Tim started to speak, hesitantly. "Honey, it was ... I can explain. Susan came to me and asked me to do it! She ..."
Jane never let him finish. She grabbed one of his tennis shoes that was lying near the sofa and whacked him in the head with all her strength. "You BASTARD! You motherfucking son-of-a-bitch BASTARD!"
She went on pummeling him with the shoe, yelling and crying, while he cowered and tried to protect himself with his arms. Finally I went to Jane, took the shoe from her, and gently led her to a chair on the other side of the room. She was still crying, trembling with fury.
Under my relentless questioning, Tim told her the whole story: my supposed cheating, Susan's desire for revenge, and even that I'd never had sex with Judy—it had been Tim's idea of a joke.
Through it all Jane listened with a look of icy rage on her face. Nothing gave me more satisfaction than imagining the way she would take this out of my former friend Tim's hide. Whether their marriage survived or not, I didn't really give a shit—although I felt bad for Jane's sake. She was a kind and goodhearted person, and I valued her friendship. But Tim had been the ringleader in destroying my own marriage. What goes around, comes around.
When Tim's story was finished, Jane left the room without another word. Tim looked at me, defeated. He didn't even have the energy to be mad at me. I went into the bedroom and found Jane, sitting on her bed and staring into space.
I apologized sincerely for hurting her, but she told me to forget it. "I'm not the kind of wife who thinks 'what she doesn't know won't hurt her,' Keith. What he did to me—and what he did to YOU above all—is despicable. The fault is Tim's, not yours."
"Well, Jane, it's also Susan's. She apparently did this without a moment's thought for your and Tim's marriage. Even as mad as she was at me, there's just no excuse for that."
"Jesus, Keith—what are you going to do? I guess Susan really went crazy, didn't she?"
"Actually, Jane, I was going to ask you a big favor, especially considering the circumstances. Would you come talk to Susan and tell her that nothing really happened between Judy and me? There's no way she would believe it from me."
Susan was home and she must have heard my car, because she came running eagerly to the door to meet me, a hopeful smile on her face. But when she saw Jane come in behind me, she stopped short, and a big blush spread across her face.
Jane walked right over to Susan, stopping just inches away. "I thought you were my friend, Susan. But you got angry at your husband and decided that whatever you wanted to do for a little revenge was fine—never mind who else it might hurt."
Susan blanched at Jane's words, which were delivered in a tone of cold anger. She started to make an apology, but Jane went right on.
"Can it, Susan—I don't want to hear it. You're sorry now, and that's great. But you and my asshole husband may just have ended our marriage as well as yours. Congratulations!"
Susan could take no more; she burst into tears, and I led her to the couch. Jane went on, with a relentlessness that I was enjoying.
"There's more, you stupid bitch. You did it FOR NOTHING! Keith never had sex with Judy at all! He passed out on our couch, and my husband Tim thought it would be funny to put him in bed with Judy and see what happened."
I was watching Susan's face, expecting to see an expression of total shock and horror. To my own amazement, she nodded sadly but didn't look the least bit surprised. "I know, Jane. That's the worst part—I know now."
As we both stared at her, Susan recounted the conversation she'd overheard the previous night, when Tim bragged to his friends about fucking her and told of the practical joke.
We sat in silence for a moment, all of us overwhelmed. Then I sat up.
"Wait a minute, Susan. Are you telling me that when you came home last night to uncuff me you KNEW I hadn't cheated on you?!"
She looked even more miserable. "Yes, Keith," she said in a tiny voice. "I nearly threw up when I overheard Tim's story. When I came home I didn't know what to do. I was afraid you'd already be furious with me—which you were—and I just couldn't face telling you the truth right then. I guess ... I guess I was going to wait a few days, until things were better between us."
She sat looking down at her shoes, while I glared at her with a newly-revived fury. How could the woman I loved, the woman I thought I'd been happily married to, be such a stupid, unthinking, irrational, vindictive bitch?
I stood up. "I'm taking Jane home; then I'm coming back to pack up some things. I'm moving out."
Susan looked up with a cry of protest. "I don't want to hear another word," I said. "I don't know if there's any chance of our marriage surviving, but there's no way I want to be anywhere near you right now.
"Susan, even if I HAD cheated on you, your revenge was so excessive, so cruel, and so hurtful to other people, like Jane (I deliberately didn't mention Karen and Claire, since Jane didn't know Susan had also fucked their husbands), that I don't know if we ever could have gotten over it. But now that we know it was all for nothing...."
I left the sentence unfinished, and Jane and I headed out the door.
Six weeks later, I sat with Jane over lunch at the Cobalt Brasserie. We'd gotten into the habit of having lunch once or twice a week, just enjoying each other's company. I'd moved into an apartment near work; Jane was still at home, but Tim was sleeping in their guest room, and she wasn't speaking to him much.
Both our spouses had spent six weeks falling all over themselves with apologies and promises, trying to win us back. Susan called me all the time, sent me cards and love notes, wrote several long serious letters in which she forthrightly owned up to her irrational and idiotic behavior. She offered to go to counseling with me, to quit her job, to move somewhere else—anything, if I would give her another chance.
Jane and I talked regularly about our options. Surprisingly, both of us still had strong feelings about our spouses—we were furious, but as the anger cooled the affection became a little bit easier to remember.
"I know Tim can be a jerk sometimes, Keith, but he's MY jerk, if you know what I mean." Jane grinned at me. "And I know he's sorry as hell—I would really bet that he wouldn't cheat on me again if a naked Playboy model jumped all over him."
I confessed to feeling some of the same things for Susan. Jane went on, musingly. "The thing is, I'm not ready just to 'let bygones be bygones'. What they did is awful—especially Tim, letting Susan believe that you'd been cheating just so he could have a free fuck! At least Susan had a motive, as wrong as it turned out to be. If I make up with him now, I'll always feel like he got away with something, something absolutely unacceptable."
I felt a wide grin slowly develop on my face. "What if we told them that making up again came with a price?" I asked her.
We talked for a while, and I enjoyed watching the play of emotions on her face. When we were finished she leaned back and said thoughtfully, "yeah, that might work." And she gave me a big smile.
It was a Saturday afternoon around 2 pm in my bedroom. There were two chairs about four feet apart, facing the big bed. Tim and Susan sat in them, looking deeply unhappy and uncomfortable. Jane and I smiled as we fastened them to the chairs with handcuffs around their wrists.
"Now, do I have to go over this again?" I said. "Susan and Tim, you want us back in our marriages again. This is the price, and you've agreed to pay it. Jane and I had to watch the two of you fuck—in this bed—when we had done nothing to deserve it!
"Now the tables are turned. For the next three hours Jane and I get to play, and you get to sit and watch. You can't touch, you can't protest, and you can't leave. When six o'clock arrives the cuffs come off, Tim and Jane go home, and each couple tries to put their marriage back together again.
"And if either of you ever complains about this—EVER—then the deal is off. Neither Jane nor myself is going to listen to any bitching about this. You played, now you pay. Understood?"
I waited, looking at them, and finally each of them nodded. Susan had tears in her eyes; Tim just looked resigned and depressed.
I grinned at Jane. "Ready, good-lookin'?" She smiled back at me, nodding, and we gently began undressing one another. Jane had a lovely slim body, not quite as busty as Susan but absolutely beautiful, and it was a great pleasure as it gradually came into view.
Once we were naked I looked at my wife and quoted her words to me on that goddam videotape as she prepared to fuck Tim: "Susan honey, please remember what you see is not for my gratification but your punishment, enjoy!"
Then Jane and I lay together, kissing and stroking one another, murmuring happily. It was surprisingly easy to ignore our audience, we found. We took our time, probably twenty minutes or more before we were ready to fuck for the first time.
We did it missionary-style, turned sideways on the bed with our feet to our spouses. That way we didn't have to see them, and they could enjoy the sight of my ass going up and down as I drove into Jane. She was delicious and responsive. We went slowly at first, and then after awhile I could tell her orgasm was coming and I sped up, so that she came with a shout just before I emptied myself into her. It was fantastic!
We lay together for awhile, happily relaxing; then I went to the bathroom and returned with a couple of warm washcloths. We cleaned each other (I've never been a big fan of cream-pies), and then began our second round with some oral sex. I ate Jane first, to her evident delight; then she sucked and licked on me for a while, and then I swung her around on top of me for a 69. She tried to get me to come first, but I kept distracting her by flicking her clit and she had at least two orgasms before I spouted into her mouth.




We dozed for awhile, oblivious to Tim and Susan in the room with us. After an hour or so I woke Jane with a kiss. I lay back against the headboard while Jane sucked me until I was hard again, each of us sending big smiles to our spouses. Then she mounted me cowgirl style for our final fuck. I loved this—I could caress her breasts and watch them move as she humped and down on me, and both of us could watch our spouses and enjoy their unhappiness. Jane happily blew a few kisses to Tim, and asked him if he thought she looked sexy on top of me like that!
We moved faster and faster together, and after a few more minutes I came wildly into Jane for the third time that afternoon, as she grunted and gasped above me. We collapsed together happily, utterly spent.
A few minutes later we got up to shower. But first I had a few more words for my wife, again drawn from her words to me on the videotape after her final fuck with John:
"Susan, I must admit I enjoyed this. Jane was good, and she gave me great pleasure. But it will not be repeated if you behave. I expect you're nice and wet now, after the shows we have given you. By the way, we are even now, so I will take care of it for you later. Keep it wet for me!"
Then Jane and I disappeared into the bathroom. When we'd showered and dressed, we released our captives. Tim and Jane left without a word, Jane flashing me a final smile as they left the house.
I went back upstairs to see Susan, who was still sitting in the same chair, crying.
"Well, Susan—did you find it exciting? You thought me watching you with those assholes would give me a hard-on, did this make you wet?"
"No," she said tearfully. "It was horrible! I have never felt so rejected, so discarded in my life! And I know I deserved it, Keith."
As for myself, I felt great. Incredibly satisfied, for one thing—a long afternoon with a beautiful and sexy partner will do that. And I also felt as though the slate were wiped clean just a bit. I was still aware of how incredibly thoughtless and stupid Susan had been, but I didn't feel so upset about it.
I pulled Susan into my arms and she wept on my shoulder for a long time, while I just enjoyed the feeling of holding her again. Finally she looked up at me and said, "I know you won't be able to ... love me again for a little while, honey. But could we make dinner, then just go to bed and cuddle? I need you so much right now!"
I agreed, and we walked hand-in-hand down the stairs to the kitchen. As we went, Susan asked me a question.
"There's one thing I guess I don't understand, Keith. How on earth could you and Jane feel so ... I don't know, comfortable together in front of us? I know I ... did it with ... Tim and the others in front of a hidden camera, but I can't imagine doing it with you actually in the room."
I smiled to myself. I had no intention of giving Susan the real answer, which is that Jane and I had planned all along to have a few rehearsals. Well, actually we decided on one rehearsal—but that went so well that we had three more! So if we looked comfortable with each other in bed, it was because we were.
But that was going to stay my secret. If I'd learned anything, it was that total honesty and telling everything sometimes did no good—no good at all.
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It may seem stupid, or childish. I can't say I disagree. But I'm not sure that if it happened to you, you would react any differently.
It was in the middle of an argument. We'd had a lot of them lately, Kate and I, but this one was particularly bad. I don't even know what it was about—something trivial, like the laundry or an unpaid bill. One of Kate's bad habits is that in an argument she'll bring up all sort of irrelevant complaints, things that have nothing to do with the subject of the argument, and fling them at me.
They can be things that happened years before—"and remember when you didn't pick up my sister at that party like you promised to!"—or just things that occur to her to hit me with. This was one of those.
"And you just never stop talking, do you know that, Steve?" She delivered this in a withering tone. "Nothing makes you happier than the sound of your own voice.
"Even when we're making love, you never shut up!"
There was a silence. Kate must have seen from the look on my face that she had gone too far. I was stung, and I just looked at her. It was in my mind to say, "I had no idea that my talking during sex bothered you. It's my way of expressing my love, and my excitement"—then I thought, no, Steve, just don't say anything.
Perhaps not knowing what else to do, Kate pushed on. "Well, it's true, Steve. I'm trying to enjoy sex, just getting into the feeling of it, and your talking is so distracting. It's just the opposite of what turns me on."
There was another silence. Kate continued to glare at me defiantly, and perhaps also a little uncertainly. Whatever we had been arguing about was long forgotten.
I had no desire to end the silence. I was hurt, badly. It felt like one hell of a cheap shot. If she wanted sex without speaking, why had I never heard about it before? We'd been married more than three years. I had always thought my words of endearment, my expressions of desire and excitement pleased her. She talked less than I did in bed, but she always said at least a few words.
Finally—after what must have been two minutes at least—I stood up. "OK, Kate. I'll try only to speak when I have something important to say." Then I left the room.
*** *** ***
I'm not proud of what I did after that. All I can say is that I was really hurt. That blow out of left field really got to me. I decided, "OK, you want silence, by God I'll give you silence!"
Our fighting had been getting worse. The first year of our marriage I would have described as blissful; the second, quite happy; and the third, somewhat troubled. I still loved Kate, but we seemed less and less able to be content with one another. There were fewer happy and close times, more tense moments and arguments over trivial things.
One big problem was my traveling. As a sales rep for a plumbing supply company, I had a 3-4 day trip at least once every month. Kate didn't like my being away so much, but she knew before we got married that it would be like this.
She also wanted us to start a family, which I refused to do for another two years or so. I was expecting a promotion at that point which would allow me to give up the traveling. I just didn't want to have a baby until I could be home all the time.
So those were the big issues—but more and more lately it seemed as though even tiny things could set off a fight. The reservoir of love and good will seemed almost to have run dry, and I didn't know why.
One part of what she'd said especially nagged at me: that my talking during sex was "the opposite of what turns me on." Did that mean she'd been enjoying sex with somebody else, somebody who didn't talk?
It seemed ridiculously far-fetched, but only until I started to think about it a little more. During my last trip, about 10 days earlier, I'd twice been unable to reach her on the phone during the evening, long after she should have been back from work. The second time I'd finally called her cell phone, but she'd had it switched off. When I called the next day, she'd said she went out for a beer with some friends from work—which seemed reasonable, except that I'd called the house about 10:30 and she was still out.
Then there were the three times in the past month I'd answered the phone and the person on the other end had hung up. Not a big deal, but before the past month it hadn't happened more than once in a year.
So yeah, I got more and more suspicious. And I pulled out the Yellow Pages and did something about it.
*** *** ***
For the next two weeks Kate must have thought she was living with a mute. She got no chitchat from me, no idle conversation, no words unless absolutely necessary. Instead of "could you pass the salt, honey?" I got up and got it myself. In response to "what's the weather going to be like today?" I passed her the weather page of the newspaper.
If she asked me to make dinner that night, all she got was, "OK". When she left for work and said, "goodbye, honey," I gave her a smile and a wave.
It became a kind of perverse game, to see how few words I could manage to speak to her in a day.
Kate knew I was angry and hurt, and she knew why. For the first few days she didn't seem to care much, but after that she started trying to make up. She didn't exactly apologize—that was a rare event in our house—but she became much more affectionate. Kisses greeted me in bed in the morning, on the way out for work, when we got home, at bedtime, and sometimes in between.
She would lean over and give me a hug while I was reading the paper over coffee in the morning, or rub my shoulders while we were watching TV.
It was a funny thing, though. Even as my anger gradually calmed down—and nobody can stay white-hot angry over a period of days—I kept saying as little as possible. Before uttering a sentence I'd ask myself if I really needed to say it, and usually the answer was no. I was listening more, observing more, and keeping my thoughts to myself.
About ten days after the argument Kate decided we should make love. Whether she actually wanted to or whether this was part of making up with me, I couldn't tell. After dinner, during which she told me some stories about work and I spoke no more than 6-8 words, she stood up and took me by the hand.
"C'mon, Steve, let's let the dishes wait. There's something else I need right now." This was said with a big warm smile, as she led me back to the bedroom.
She disappeared briefly into the bathroom and emerged in my favorite nightie, a short one that showed off her legs and flattered her beautiful firm breasts. It was black, but lacy enough to be see-through.
She pulled me over to the bed, gently stripped my clothes off, then sat me down and kneeled at my feet. I wasn't the least bit aroused yet, despite her appearance and her manner. But when she caressed my thighs, then my cock and balls, and then took me into her mouth, she got my full attention!
When I was hard we lay back on the bed together, kissing, and stroked each other. I felt extremely odd. I was aroused—Kate is very sexy, and we hadn't made love in more than a week—but at the same time I was incredibly detached. This didn't feel like making love with my beloved wife, but like pure sex with someone I hardly knew.
Had the distance grown between us because I was being so silent, or was I being silent because we had grown so far apart? I had no idea. In the meantime, though, I kissed her breasts and stroked her pussy and got her ready for fucking. When she was amply wet, and breathing hard, I climbed above her and entered her gently.
Needless to say, I hadn't spoken a word during all of this! And as we coupled smoothly, easily, familiarly, I remained completely silent. It felt unnatural to me—cold, distant. I wasn't even sure it was what Kate really wanted, but needless to say, after that argument I was not about to say a word!
It didn't seem to me that it was very good for Kate either, in fact. We screwed for ten minutes or so, and then I accelerated into my orgasm. The whole time Kate moved with me, but aside from her breathing did not communicate any real excitement or pleasure.
When we were done, I rolled off her. She snuggled into me, said "mmm" in what seemed like a happy tone, and we relaxed together for a while, still without any words.
I did not know what the experience had been like for her. For me it had been cold and empty. Whether that was because of the silence, or because of how far we had drifted apart, I had no idea.
*** *** ***
After a couple more days of the "nearly silent treatment" Kate began to get angry with me. "Can't you say anything?" she shouted one night at dinner. "Don't you have a single goddam thing to say to me?"
After a bit of reflection I replied, "I thought this was what you wanted." (As few words as possible, I thought happily!)
"Well it isn't! I want a husband who communicates with me, who shares himself and his feelings with me. I don't remember marrying a department-store mannequin!"
I laughed to myself—good line, Kate, I thought.
I said, "last week you complained that I never stopped talking, Kate. I'm trying to do something about that."
"OK, OK! I'm sorry I said it. You've gone too far, Steve. The 'Silent Sam' routine has gone on long enough."
I looked at her for a moment before saying anything. Partly my confused act was just to piss her off, and partly I really WAS confused.
"I honestly don't know what you want, Kate. First I talk too much, then too little. How am I supposed to know what to do now?"
She glared at me, clearly very angry. "Just cut it the hell out, OK? Just be the man I married! I shouldn't have said what I said. You DON'T talk too much. We were arguing, I was pissed-off, and I just threw that at you."
Again I waited before replying. "All right, Kate. But I have to admit, your words got me thinking that maybe I do talk too much, or without thinking first about whether I really have anything to say."
I thought for another moment. Then I smiled at her. "In a way all this has been helpful."
She smiled back at me, warmly, her anger apparently gone now, and for a moment I felt the closeness between us that had been missing for so much of the past few months.
"Let me ask you about making love," I went on. I wasn't trying to pick a new fight—I really wanted to understand. "Did you mean what you said about that—that I should not talk to you?"
Rather than answering my question Kate said, "Goddammit, Steve!" and left the table. For the rest of the evening she gave me the cold shoulder, which didn't really seem fair. I had been making an honest attempt to understand her feelings.
*** *** ***
Despite the harsh ending to the previous night's conversation, I awoke the next morning feeling more hopeful. Kate had backed away from her initial attack, she'd said she wanted me to talk to her, and it seemed maybe our lives could get back to something warmer and more normal with each other.
Unfortunately, for Kate the end of the conversation rather than the rest of it seemed to be uppermost in her mind. Her glares and her own tight-lipped phrases at breakfast made clear that the temperature between us was still icy, at least as far as she was concerned.
So we had a few more days of barely exchanging anything beyond the necessary communications. It almost seemed ironic to me—this time she was giving me the silent treatment, whether as a conscious punishment or just because she was too angry to talk to me.
It was another 3-4 days before Kate's mood changed again, drastically. She arrived home from work looking very upset and headed straight for the shower. Over dinner she was distracted, saying little and frequently losing the track of my conversation. This wasn't the angry silent treatment anymore—she was clearly preoccupied about something. But when I asked her if something was wrong—and I asked several times—she only made a vague gesture and mentioned "a problem at work". I noticed, though, that she wouldn't meet my eyes when she said it.
I had no idea what was bothering her, but I figured my best option was to sit tight and see what developed.
And then the next day I got a call at work.
*** *** ***
Ernie Mattazollo had me come to his office during my lunch hour. He gave me a manila envelope and filled me in on what he had found out.
"Sorry to tell you, Steve, it was what you suspected. They're not even bein' particularly careful. She drives over to his apartment in the afternoons—I saw her do it a coupla times—and parks right in the lot. He's got a second floor apartment in the back. There's a hill back there, and with a telephoto lens there was nothin' to it."
I thanked him, wrote him a check, shook his hand, and left.
I had always been the world's most reliable employee, but that day I never went back to work. I called, left a message about a stomach flu, and went home. I looked at the photos, then put them back in the envelope. The only surprise was the guy.
Adam Findley hadn't been my best man, but he was one of my groomsmen when I married Kate. He'd always thought she was a knock-out, and told me so often when she and I were dating. But it had never occurred to me to consider him a threat, then or now. He was a ladykiller, and I'd almost never seen him without a girl on his arm. As the saying goes, he got all he needed.
I knew I'd cry, later. But right then I just felt cold, empty—like the last time Kate and I had been to bed together. Maybe now I knew why. Maybe I also knew why she suddenly had the opinion that I talked too much in bed!
I sat for a long time, just looking out the window. Thinking about everything, thinking about nothing. I pulled out the photos and looked at them again. They looked just like what they'd looked like the first time. I put them away.
*** *** ***
When Kate came home she was surprised to find me just sitting on the couch, doing nothing. "Honey, hi, what's going on?"
I didn't answer, just looked at her. I imagine my face looked neutral rather than angry.
"Steve, is something the matter? Why are you just sitting there?" Her tone got a little edgier, somewhere between concerned and annoyed.
I continued just to look at her. Kate could tell something was up, and she must have sensed it was nothing good.
"Dammit Steve, what's wrong? Did something happen to you today? Are we back to the old 'silent treatment' again?" She said this with a sneer in her voice.
I sat up straight. "How long have you been fucking him?"
"What?" Kate recoiled in shock, stepping backwards instinctively. She dropped into a chair across from me. "What the hell are you talking about?"
I remained silent. She did too, looking at me, trying to figure me out—but she couldn't keep it up.
"Steve, what is this? I haven't been fucking anybody! Where did that ridiculous question come from?" Her face was very pale, and she didn't know what to do with her hands. Finally she clasped them together on her lap.
She couldn't stand the silence, and my unblinking stare.
"Would you please tell me what the hell this is about, Steve? How dare you accuse me of cheating on you? Maybe you've got a guilty conscience about something?"
She looked at me, as though expecting that last question would hit home. I said nothing.
Finally, she couldn't take it. "Well, this is stupid! I'm going to change."
She started for the bedroom, but stopped short and looked at me when I held up the manila envelope. Without a word I pulled out my favorite photo from the group and handed it to her.
It was a shot of Kate on Adam's bed, naked, on her hands and knees, her lovely breasts visible. The photo was at a slight angle but nearly straight on towards Kate's face, with Adam standing behind her. Her eyes were closed, and her mouth shaped in an "ooh", so it appeared that he'd just slid his cock into her—whether pussy or ass I couldn't tell.
Kate looked at the photo for only a moment—then she dropped it with a gasp and jumped back from it as though it were a snake. She collapsed back into her chair, blushing red, unable to look at me.
"Steve, it's ... I ... it isn't ..." She trailed off, unable to finish the sentence. Finally her eyes met mine, some sort of unspoken appeal in them.
"How long?" I asked again.
She was sitting as far back in the chair as possible, her arms wrapped tightly around herself. She was shaking her head.
"Honey, I ... it's ... oh Steve, I'm so sorry!"
I waited, looking at her. It must have been another whole minute at least. She couldn't stand the silence.
"Steve, please don't make me ... talk about it!"
"I'm leaving you," I said. I got up and headed towards the bedroom to pack.
"Wait!" she cried. "Steve, please—wait, I'll tell you. I'll tell you everything, just please don't leave!"
I sat back down, looking at her.
She looked at me imploringly. But she couldn't hold my gaze, couldn't look at my implacable face, and she looked down after a moment.
I waited. Finally she looked back up at me, her eyes wet, and said, "he told me you were doing it too."
Surprised, I almost blurted out, "what the fuck are you talking about?" Instead I remained silent, just gesturing at her with my hand to continue.
"Adam told me. That BASTARD! And at the time I was angry at you, and he was so convincing—and I believed him."
"Kate, you'd better just tell me the whole story."
She did. A little over a month earlier she'd run into Adam in the supermarket and they'd had a casual conversation. They knew each other reasonably well, and he had always been charming and friendly, even a little flirtatious. In the supermarket Kate had mentioned that I was away on a trip. That evening he showed up at our house with a pizza and a bottle of wine, offering in a low-key way to give Kate some company since I was away.
They had a relaxed, friendly evening. But towards the end, he started acting concerned, worried, and when Kate asked him why he told her I'd been cheating on her.
"He did one hell of an acting job, Steve. All reluctant, his head hanging, not looking at me. He told me that the two of you had talked a couple of weeks earlier, and you'd told him about this girl you were screwing when you were away on your trips. He had lots of convincing details about what she looked like and where you met her, and how great you said she was in bed.
"And I started crying, of course, and Adam held me, and stroked my back, and consoled me. He said I was so beautiful and sexy, he couldn't understand how any man could cheat on me. He told me how sad he was to see me so upset, that he'd do anything to make me feel better ... and a little while later there we were in bed together.
"And I didn't find out until yesterday that it was all bullshit, the whole story."
I waited, expressionless. Finally she continued, looking more sad than ever.
"I was at his apartment, and we had just ... done it. He looked over at me with this smug expression and said, 'just think, if it hadn't been for Steve's affair with Julia we would never have discovered how great we are together.'
"I just stared at him. He had told me the first time your lover's name was Joanne. So I started questioning him about it, and he couldn't remember any of what he had told me before—what she looked like, how you met her, any of it.
"Finally I just screamed at him to tell me the truth—did you really cheat on me? And he laughed. He LAUGHED at me! And he said 'no, that was just a story I made up to get in your pants.' "
Kate's face was now red with anger. "I jumped up off the bed and threw my clothes on, yelling at him the whole time. I told him what an asshole he was. I told him he was lucky I could never tell you, because you would kick his ass. He was just lying back smiling, not the least bit guilty or sorry about what he had done.



"He made a fool out of me, Steve! And I ... and I ... Oh, God, I can't believe what I've done!" All of a sudden she couldn't speak. She was sobbing, her face in her hands, her whole body heaving.
I felt the urge to go to Kate and comfort her, but it was overshadowed by a cold emptiness. Was she really that stupid? Or had our love gotten so lost that she was more than ready to fall for even the most preposterous of lines?
Then there was my rage at Adam. A guy I'd been friends with for fifteen years.
I sat, silent. Kate sobbed.
After five minutes or so I stood up. Kate watched me fearfully. I took her cell phone out of her purse and put it into my pocket, then I went to the bedroom and the kitchen and unplugged the two phones from their outlets and dropped them into a bag. With the bag under my arm, I got a six-pack of Sam Adams from the refrigerator and headed for the door.
Before I left I turned back to Kate and said, "I'll be back. Don't go anywhere. Don't talk to anyone." I spoke quietly, but she looked terrified as she nodded her agreement.
*** *** ***
On the drive over to Adam's I concentrated on my breathing. I needed to look calm and friendly.
When Adam opened his door he looked surprised and nervous, but I immediately said, "hey, dude, you up for a couple of beers? Maybe we could watch the Phillies. Kate is out at a meeting."
I could see him watching me carefully, but he put on an air of friendliness and said, "sure, come on in. I'm always happy to drink someone else's beer. How've you been, Steve?"
We sat in his living room, the game on, chatting amiably. I kept it light, and I could see Adam gradually relax, figuring this was just a random visit and that I was still in the dark. It took me a long time, more than an hour, to work the conversation around to sex.
I asked him about the ladies he was seeing. Again he looked nervous for a moment, but my blandly smiling face reassured him. He told me about a girl from work he'd been dating for a few weeks, and how fabulous her breasts were. "She never learned how to suck a dick, though—her blowjobs are awful."
I laughed. "Adam, even a bad blowjob is a great blowjob." He laughed too, and replied, "yeah, but a great blowjob is a really great blowjob!" We laughed again.
Then I said, casually, "I had a girlfriend in college that liked to talk a lot during sex. Drove me crazy, actually. It always got so distracting."
And Adam picked up the bait. "I know what you mean, man. I always like to just shut up and do it. All the sweet nothings are for before or after—when we're naked, it's all about the animal energy of it. I think dogs have the right idea!" he said, laughing again. Then, full of himself, he went on.
"And the thing is, that's how girls like it too. They may think they like the kisses on the neck and the 'oh honey, I love yous'—but when you just pin 'em down, or get behind 'em doggy-style, and pound it into 'em, they start coming like crazy.
"I've known so many girls who think they want it sweet and loving—then I show 'em they really want to be an animal with me. They really like it." He sighed, a self-satisfied smile all over his face.
I leaned a bit closer to him. "How about with Kate? How did she like it?"
He froze in shock, his eyes wide. After a long moment I hit him with a right hand to the side of his head, a roll of quarters wrapped in my fist. He fell off the chair like a sack of dirty laundry.
Adam was unconscious, as I'd anticipated, so I took my time. I stripped his clothes off, dragged him to a kitchen chair, propped him on it, and bound him tightly to the chair with electrical cords and duct tape from his closet. Then I stuck his boxers into his mouth, taped them in with some of the duct tape, and searched for a nice sharp pair of turkey shears.
When I was all set I poured a pot of cold water on his head, and he started awake. Almost instantly he realized he couldn't move; then he realized he couldn't speak either, and he began crying out loudly through the boxers, looking very alarmed. I stood there grinning at him.
"See these shears, Adam? They look more than sharp enough to cut your dick right off, don't you think?" He squirmed frantically.
"Here's what we're going to do. You're going to be nice and quiet, and then I'm going to take your shorts out of your mouth. And if you scream or yell, even once, I'm going to use these shears to circumcise you right down to the root, got it?"
He nodded again, his eyes wide. I smiled again, then yanked the tape off and pulled the shorts out of his mouth. He gulped the air but remained silent, looking at me fearfully.
"You were my friend, you cocksucking son of a bitch. Someone I thought I could trust—not someone who would lie to my wife so you could fuck her behind my back."
To my amazement, even in his fear he couldn't stop a shit-eating grin from starting to appear across his face. "Aw, c'mon, Steve, it's not really such a big deal, is it? She's just a woman ..." He trailed off, looking uncertainly at my face.
I stared at him, in utter disbelief. What a maggot! How had I ever been friends with this guy? Slowly, deliberately, I stood up, then gave him another blow to the side of the head, right where he was already starting to swell from my earlier punch.
He howled, then quickly grew quiet when I waved the shears in his face.
"That's better, you asshole. Now, we're going to have a little trim-and-talk session. I trim, you talk. You're going to tell me everything, and I mean EVERYTHING, about your little love game with Kate. I've already spoken to her, so if you lie to me about ANYTHING I'll know it.
"While you're talking, I'll be trimming. If you're lucky, it will only be the hair on your head. If you give me any shit—any shit at all—it'll be your chest hair, an inch off each of your fingernails, maybe even the last couple of inches off your dick. You got it?"
Wide-eyed, now truly afraid, Adam nodded at me.
"Start talking," I said, grabbing a hunk of his wavy brown hair and chopping it off with the shears. "If you're lucky, you'll only look like a dipshit from the neck up when I'm done."
As I continued lopping off his hair at odd angles, he told the story—and it was pretty much as Kate had said. He'd always been attracted to her, and he'd been flirting with her for months whenever he ran into her. He was between girlfriends one weekend when he ran into her in the supermarket, and he saw his opportunity. At first he thought he could just seduce her; but when it became clear there was no way she would cheat on me, he made up the story about my affair.
He got her so angry, and feeling so sorry for herself, that he had no trouble getting her into bed. They'd seen each other about five more times after that, always at his apartment.
To my amazement, he wasn't at all reluctant to talk about the sex. His eagerness to brag overcame even his fear of me with the shears in my hand.
"The first time wasn't so great, bro," he said, "because she was so upset about you and your affair, she was crying and all, but the next coupla times were fantastic. We did it just like I was talking about, no talking, just kissing and touching and fucking. It was like animals, and she really got into it." He saw my eyes, and suddenly, belatedly, stopped talking about how great it was.
By now I'd hacked his hair pretty much down to the roots all around—it looked totally bizarre, and I took a bit of pleasure from imagining him having to hide his head with hats for the next few weeks.
"Is it over?" I asked coldly. He hesitated a moment, and I grabbed a hunk of his chest hair and chopped it off. "Hey, man, cut that it out!" he cried.
"Yeah, it's over. Yesterday she caught me ... I couldn't remember the name of the chick I said you'd been fucking, and she started asking me questions and realized I'd made the whole thing up. She got angry and split."
Suddenly I was ready to be out of there. I could have pressed him for more details, but I just felt empty. I jammed his shorts back in his mouth, taped them to his face, grabbed a paper shopping bag and put it over his head.
"Well, Adam, you've been doing things with that dick that you shouldn't have been doing, so I guess it's time to hack it off."
He started to cry "no, no!" through the boxers and writhe around, but he couldn't move much. I bent down and put the sharp blades of the shears around his cock, a couple of inches up from the base, and started to squeeze. I didn't have the heart to really do it, but I thought I'd draw blood at least.
He was still moaning, terrified, and suddenly he pissed himself, urine spraying onto his thighs and dripping down onto the floor. I pulled the bag off his head and stood back to look at him. "Quite a sight, Adam," I said.
I went into his bedroom and emerged a moment later with Adam's digital camera. Stepping back, I took a series of shots, clearly showing the naked Adam, his demented haircut, part of his chest-hair missing, and the urine puddled beneath his chair.
"You and I are done, now, 'bro'," I said coldly. "You might be tempted to get back at me, but then you might have to explain to everyone you know why these pictures of you are on the Internet. So let's just agree there won't be any police, shall we?"
He just nodded, looking at me, more humiliated than angry. I pulled the boxers out of his mouth, and he said, "will you let me loose before you go?"
I smiled at him. Then I said, "the shears will be right out in the hall. I'll leave the apartment door open. You should be able to maneuver yourself out there in an hour or so."
I walked out without looking back, the camera under my arm.
*** *** ***
When I got back Kate was sitting on the couch in her bathrobe, her hair wet from the shower. She looked very frightened and unhappy.
I went through the apartment, putting the phones back in place, and then I came back and sat in a chair across from her. We looked at each other, but I said nothing.
Finally she said, "what did you do?"
I said, "Adam and I had a nice little talk. I didn't kill him or anything, but I don't think we'll be hearing from him any time soon."
She scowled and said, "I almost wish you had killed him, that bastard! Except he's not worth you getting in trouble for."
She gazed at me, a troubled look on her face, and said, "can we get past this, Steve? I can't believe what I've done. I was such an idiot! But I love you, and I know you love me. Please, please, can you forgive me?"
I looked at her for a long minute before I replied—by now saying very little with her had sort of become a habit. "I don't know," I said finally. And it was true.
She started to cry, and then she got up, came over to me and sat in my lap, throwing her arms around me and letting her heard fall onto my shoulders. I held her, sitting passively, while she shuddered and sobbed for several minutes.
Finally she calmed down, and, sitting back up, she blew her nose and wiped the tears from her face. She managed a little smile. Then she leaned her face close to mine and whispered, "sweetie, please make love to me? I need you so much right now!"
I didn't know what I wanted, but I let her lead me by the hand to the bedroom. She tossed her robe on a chair, and beneath it was another of her sexiest nighties.
The sex was about like the previous time. She was eager and energetic, which was a good thing because I didn't feel very interested. But even when you're mad, or numb, or hurt, a beautiful half-naked woman sucking your cock tends to produce an erection.
This time when we were ready to fuck I ignored her attempts to pull me down into the missionary position. Without a word I rolled her onto her stomach and put a pillow underneath her middle. Then I got off the bed and walked behind her. I entered her doggy-style, gently; and then I fucked the hell out of her.
It was cold, uninvolved, unloving sex. I didn't hurt her—in fact I think she liked it—but I simply used her for my pleasure. Never in the five years I'd known Kate had I ever had sex with her that was so cold and unfeeling. She might as well have been a stranger, or even a whore.
It's not that this was what I wanted—it was simply what happened. There was no warmth between us, no tenderness, not even a connection. That's when I knew we were done.
In the morning Kate ambled into the kitchen, blinking her eyes. I'd been up a couple of hours already, and she smiled at the breakfast and coffee waiting on the table. "Wow, baby, that looks delicious," she said, coming toward me for a kiss. Then she stopped short, catching sight of the two big suitcases standing by the door.
"Steve . . . what . . . you're not leaving, are you? Steve?" Tears came to her eyes.
I would love to have left without a word, just for the symmetry of it—silent to the end!—but I couldn't do it. I poured her a cup of coffee, and got her to sit at the table across from me.
"Kate, it's over. I don't know what happened, I don't know why, but it's over. We were so terrific together at first, but for at least a year now we haven't been. We've been impatient and snappish with each other, we fight all the time, and it seems so rarely that we get back to those times of warmth and affection.
"You fucking Adam isn't the whole reason I'm leaving, but . . . You know, you're simply not as stupid as a woman would have to be to have fallen for his line of bullshit. You never came to me and said, 'honey, is everything OK? Are you having an affair?' You let old Adam give you a marginally convincing story about me stepping out on you, and that was it: into the sack!
"Then you kept on doing it—and you all but told me you liked the way he fucked you better than the way I did. The woman that I married simply wouldn't have done any of those things. You must have been 7/8 ready to fall into someone else's bed or this never could have happened."
I stopped, and waited. She was crying quietly, holding her face in her hands. When I stopped talking she looked up at me, pleadingly. I gave her time to speak, to assure me I was wrong, to explain how we could get the love and affection back.
But she didn't. She just kept looking at me, and crying.
I went to the door. "Goodbye, Kate," I said. I picked up my suitcases and left.
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As Tim rubbed her back with lotion, Sarah sat and worked on the puzzle. After a few minutes she put it down and said, "Baby? Why did you ask me if I'd ever been unfaithful?"
"I was just wondering if you'd tell me the truth, after all these years. I didn't think you would, so I'm not surprised—I was just curious."
Sarah suddenly felt cold. "What do you mean? Of course I told you the truth."
Tim sat back down on his chaise and smiled at her. "Let's just say your version was a bit . . . incomplete, Sarah, don't you think? I didn't hear you mention the name of Brian Tyler, my old boss."
Sarah could feel her face turning red, but she tried to stay as calm as possible. Tim was looking at her steadily, but with a smile on his face. He didn't appear angry, certainly not enraged.
"Honey, I don't really understand what you're talking about. I remember Brian, of course, but ..."
"Sarah." Tim took her hand. "I've known about you and Brian for years. Since right after that business trip I took. You remember when I had to go away for two weeks in a row?"
"Lover, I . . . don't know what you're talking about." Sarah felt the fear welling up inside her. She tried to sit quietly.
"Oh, you don't?" Tim was still calm, but he'd stopped smiling. "Maybe I can remind you. Room 312 at the Hampton House? Tuesday afternoons? And then there were the two weeks in our bed, while I was away?"
Sarah just stared at him. She didn't dare move, didn't dare say a word.
"Oh, and of course all those Christmas parties when you thought I was so drunk. Well, some years I was—but sometimes I was just making it easier for you to have your fun."
Sarah realized she'd been holding her breath—she was about to faint.
Tim squeezed her hand gently. "Breathe, honey," he said. "After 20 years I'm not angry anymore. I'm certainly not going to do anything to hurt you. You're still the lovely girl I married, and I want to grow old with you."
Sarah realized she was starting to cry. "I . . . didn't know you knew anything! I never wanted to hurt you, baby!"
He nodded. "I know that. It took me a while to figure it out, but I did. Brian helped me a lot, actually."
The look on her face, of total shock and incomprehension, actually made him laugh.
"He had a whole speech, Sarah—about women and curiosity. About how some women just need to experience acting like sluts, experimenting with different men. He told me he'd said the same thing to you, actually."
Sarah shook her head, trying to clear the mass of confusion in her brain. She'd gone from shock and fear through relief and bafflement all in a few seconds, and was finding it hard to think.
"Tim . . . I'm so sorry, baby! God, you must hate me!" Before she knew it she was sobbing. Tim moved to her chair, cradling her gently in his arms.
"It's all right, Sarah," he said, over and over, letting her cry until she finally began to calm down.
When she sat back and looked at him her face was a mess, with streams of tears running through the suntan lotion on her cheeks. He went to the pool, dipped a corner of his towel to get it wet, and then returned and mopped her face.
"Tim, I . . . I don't know what to say. I am so sorry."
"I've forgiven you, baby. A long time ago. I found my own way of dealing with it."
"What!?" she cried. "You mean you . . . cheated too?"
"Yes, baby. Quite a bit."
Her heart felt frozen in her chest. She had loved him with all her being, with every inch of herself, and he'd cheated on her?
"You . . . bastard! You lying, cheating son-of-a-bitch!" She leaped to her feet, grabbed her bag and headed for their room.
When Tim entered five minutes later he found Sarah lying face-down on the bed, sobbing into a pillow. She felt his weight on the bed as he sat beside her, and then his hand gently stroking his back.
"It's alright, baby", he said in a soothing tone. But she lifted her head and angrily cried, "just go away!"
After a moment he stood up from the bed, and after that she heard the door open and close quietly. She cried even harder.
They were sitting poolside at the resort's outdoor restaurant, watching the sunset as they waited for their dinners to be served. Sarah was calmer; she'd had a good cry, taken a long shower, brushed out her hair, put on one of her most becoming dresses and made herself up carefully.
Both she and Tim had avoided anything besides small talk while they had a drink and ordered their meals. Now she took a deep breath.
"Tim, how did you find out about . . . me and Brian? I did everything I could to be careful. The one thing I was so scared of was losing you!"
He smiled at her. "At first I just had suspicions. I couldn't believe it, though. I knew you loved me, and I though our sex life was great.
"But there were a bunch of clues. And then, Brian told me."
"What?!" she gasped.
Tim smiled at her. "I guess I need to explain that, don't I?"
"It began at one Christmas party, when you were as sexy and as teasing as you've ever been. I watched you torture every man in the room, including me.
"When we got home the sex was crazy—you'd never been so wet, and I was completely wild. But the next morning, when I was sober again, I started to think about how funny you tasted when I ate you. As hard as it was to believe, I was pretty sure I was tasting cum, and I knew it wasn't mine.
"So I thought about the evening, and then I remembered you went to the bathroom a couple of times and were gone rather a long time. All that was enough to make me wonder.
"Then on Monday, Brian couldn't look me in the eye. I'd been working for him almost three years, and he'd never been so uneasy around me. I began to put two and two together, but it was just so impossible! I was pretty sure I'd been satisfying you in bed—you sure had been satisfying me.
"Anyway, on Tuesday at lunch time nobody could find Brian, though he usually left word of where he would be. And the next Tuesday it happened again. That second time, I called to see if you were free for lunch, and nobody in your office could find you either. And when I asked you that night what you did for lunch that day, you told me you'd just had a sandwich right at your desk.
"I'll tell you, Sarah, I was pretty upset! But I didn't know anything for sure. All I knew was that every Tuesday Brian was nowhere to be found, and no one knew where you were either. I checked up on you for each of the next four Tuesdays, and no one could find either of you. Then you'd come home at dinner time, freshly showered and tasting of toothpaste! And all this time, Brian was still acting strange around me.
"The worst for me were all those phone calls when I was out of town on that two-week trip. You'd never been all that interested in phone sex, and then night after night you were groaning and gasping and grunting away, telling me you were playing with yourself. I didn't believe you, but I didn't have a way to find out the truth.
"That is, until I came back from San Diego. I marched right into Brian's office my first day back and said, 'Brian, I'm thinking of leaving the company—and I'll be taking Sullivan's account with me.'
"Well, that account is worth nearly $4 million a year, and there's no way Brian could afford to let it go. He looked shocked—he asked me why I wanted to leave, and what it would take to keep me.
"I told him I wanted a 20% raise, and that he had to tell me how long he'd been fucking you."
Sarah nearly choked on her drink. "You SAID that to him?"
"Yup. I bluffed him—I told him I'd caught you and you'd confessed to me. I said that if he didn't tell me everything you two had been doing, from beginning to end, I was walking out with Sullivan's business.
"So he caved. He told me all of it: what he did at the Christmas party, the Tuesdays, bringing Dave into it, and the two weeks of him spending the night in our house, in our bed, fucking the hell out of you."
Tim grimaced, and Sarah cringed. "Even now, Sarah, I've got to tell you—that part hurts a lot. In OUR house, with my boss, while I'm out trying to make a living for us . . . ."
"I am SO sorry, baby," she said quietly.
He sighed, looking thoughtful, and then went on.
"I pretty much went crazy. Brian was terrified; he begged me to go out for a long walk and calm down. He swore to me it wasn't as bad as I thought, and that he'd explain it all to me after I cooled off for a couple of hours.
"When I came back he told me how much you loved me, how every move you made was calculated so that I would never find out and be hurt. And he talked to me about slut women—because he'd known a couple before you—and the way they just needed a few cocks to experiment with. Then, while I was still trying to take that all in, and wondering how I could possibly stay married to you, he told me about Anna.
"Anna was another slut he'd 'discovered'—she worked in another part of the office, and he'd been banging her for about six months, though it had slowed down almost to nothing. He said she was just like you: happily in a relationship with a boyfriend, but driven by lust and curiosity to experience other men. He said I should give her a call."
Tim paused, and Sarah asked, "so did you?"
"Yes, that very afternoon. I called her up to my office, politely offered her a seat, locked the door, and said, 'Anna, I want you to suck my cock.' She was on her knees in front of me in five seconds.
"She gave me the best blowjob I'd ever had from anyone besides you," he smiled, "and then I fucked her three times: on the desk, on the floor, and over a chair from behind.
"I was so angry and hurt, and it just turned into lust. I thought, 'if Sarah can fuck around, so can I!' And it felt good, Sarah. By the time I was done with Anna—and she made it clear she'd be ready for a repeat any time—I was calmer.
"The next day Brian and I had a long talk. He pointed out that I had three choices: divorce you, confront you and make you stop, or let you go on fucking him and Dave. I knew I still loved you—angry as I was, I couldn't imagine life without you, baby—so option one was out.
"Brian and I agreed that confronting you and making you stop was dangerous. You'd be incredibly guilty and sorry, and you'd stop—but would you be able to stop completely? What about the next time an attractive possibility for a quick hot fuck raised its head? I'd spend the rest of my life worrying about you, and what you might get into. Above all, who you might hook up with who could really hurt you or take advantage of you.
"Brian pointed out that it was only him and Dave doing you—I knew both of them well enough to know they'd never hurt you in any way. That seemed better than the alternative. I hoped that you would get it out of your system without other, perhaps more dangerous men getting into the picture. Plus, it would allow me to do my own slutting around, with Anna and whoever else turned up."
He stopped for a minute, and Sarah stared at him. She was truly at a loss.
"But then, what about the week you followed me? If you knew everything that was going on, why snoop around?"
"Simple. You weren't just doing Brian and Dave any more—Dave was having you do his clients as well. Part of my deal with Brian was that he had to tell me absolutely everything about what you were up to, while pretending to you that he'd never said a word to me about it. In fact, it was my idea for you and Brian to resume your Tuesdays together. I wanted to know what was going on, and Brian was my source.
"But those gangbangs with clients worried me—who knows what that might have led to? So I decided to scare you a little. I took the week off to follow you, and I had Brian warn you about it. Then I made sure that my rental car could be clearly seen from your office.
"I thought you'd start being real careful, and restrict your extracurricular activities to inside your office. And that's just what you did. I didn't anticipate that you'd cut Brian off, though—he was very disappointed, and I just laughed at him!"
Sarah continued to look at her smiling husband, feeling confused and afraid. "Baby, I just don't understand how you could have lived with this—how you didn't come home and throw my ass out on the sidewalk!"
"Believe me, Sarah, I thought about it. But I loved you, so much. And I kept thinking about how loving and affectionate you were, how great our own sex life was, how very happy you made me. You clearly weren't fucking around to hurt or humiliate me—quite the opposite, you were trying hard to make sure I never knew.
"After a few days I was able to accept that Brian was right: you were going through a slut phase, and my best hope of keeping our marriage together was to let you do it."
They were silent for a while as they finished their coffee, and Sarah said, "can we get out of here, Tim? I feel like I have years of making things up to you to do, and I'd like to get started.
They were lying in bed, the sheets rumpled around them and the bedspread on the floor. Tim was on his back, with Sarah tucked against him, idly playing with his limp cock.
"Sorry, baby, there's just no more life in that boy—you've fucked it all right out of him. I thought he was done for tonight after the third time, but you proved me wrong."
Sarah sat up and kissed him hard. "How long did you keep whoring around with Anna?"
"For a couple of years—but only on and off. As you know, you were taking it out of me pretty good at home, and since I wasn't traveling any more I didn't get too many opportunities to rest up! She and I would do it in my office every couple of weeks. Then after a while she finally married her boyfriend, and they moved away."
"Were there others, baby?"
He kissed her. "Yes there were, from time to time. I was very happy with what we had, Sarah—I still am. But the occasional opportunity came up, and since I suspected that your arrangement with Dave was continuing, plus the Christmas parties with Brian, I saw no reason not to take advantage."
"Nothing serious, I hope?" Sarah looked concerned, and Tim pulled her to him gently for another kiss.
"Never. It was just fucking, just for fun, like you and Brian and Dave. You are the only woman I've loved, if you don't count Becky Armstrong in the first grade."
She smiled, starting to feel sleepy, and snuggled up against him. "How many were there, baby?"
"I'm not sure I remember, to tell the truth. I counted up a few years ago, just for the hell of it, and I came up with sixteen."
"SIXTEEN?!!"



        An Innocent Question  Ch. 01

        Honey, have you ever thought about having an affair?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/an-innocent-question-ch-01

Title: An Innocent Question Ch. 01

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Honey, have you ever thought about having an affair?

Tags: ice cream, adultery, party, affair, cheating, cheated

Series: An Innocent Question


[Note: This is a three-part story. The three parts will be posted on consecutive days.
Yes, I know that pregnancy and STDs are problems in the real world--but this is a story, and they're not a problem here.]
"Honey, have you ever thought about having an affair?"
***************
DAN'S STORY
That may seem like a very loaded question, but I asked it in all innocence. Ellen and I have always talked a lot, always asked each other odd questions, always shared the pleasure of discussing everything under the sun.
"Why do you suppose the clouds stay up?"
"If Jesus came back to earth today, what would he have to say about the Christian religion?"
"What's the point of putting up that new office building downtown, when they had to tear down two perfectly good office buildings to do it?"
"Ever wondered why frogs make that crazy noise at night?"
"What do you think it would be like to have three or four husbands?"
Those might strike you as some of the dumbest, or dullest, questions ever. But my wife and I had fun talking about each of them, at one time or another.
We met at Ohio State, in a junior year philosophy seminar (I was a philosophy major, she double-majored in philosophy and political science). From our first date we talked and talked. You might almost say our attraction was as much intellectual as sexual.
Well—almost! Ellen is a short, voluptuous blonde, about 5'4", with wonderful big breasts and a curvy figure. In her mid-forties she's only gained about 15 pounds from her college weight, and she still looks fantastic. I've stayed in pretty good shape, too, but when we're in public together I might as well be invisible: it's Ellen that people are looking at.
Once we'd spent a couple of evenings together, Ellen and I knew we were meant to be together. We graduated, got married, stayed in Columbus, and both found jobs at OSU. Ellen has worked in the Registrar's Office for years now, and I'm the chief tech support person for the Economics Department. We raised two kids: Dan Jr. just graduated from Denison University and works in Chicago, and Alexis is a junior at Northwestern.
And all that time—23 years now—we've been talking. Friends joke that either one of us could talk the bark off a tree, but together we could talk the white off a polar bear!
Like every other long-married couple, we found that our sex life had gotten less intense and less frequent, though it was still very pleasurable. We'd gone through the early stage—where you make love all the time, and you basically can't keep your hands off each other. And we'd had the parent stage, where you're either too tired or too busy with the kids to have sex very often.
There were ebbs and flows—maybe a couple of months where our interest picked up, and sex became more frequent and much more exciting. But there were also slow periods, where work or family problems or a minor illness pushed sex far onto the back burner.
And now we were in the empty nest stage, when we once again had time and privacy. So we did do it more, but nowhere near as often as in the early days. And as much as we loved each other, there's just no way sex can be as thrilling after 25 years together. Pleasurable, intimate, special—yes to all those things. But not white-hot or breath-taking.
What was deeper, and richer, and better than ever, was our sense of love and trust and mutual understanding. We both loved to talk, and to listen. We spent hours talking about all sorts of things, from Asian philosophy to the crazy way our neighbors trimmed their hedges. And as I've said, odd questions that no one else would ever think to ask came naturally to us.
All of which is a long way of saying that there was nothing strange or all that significant about the question I asked Ellen that Sunday afternoon:
"Honey, have you ever thought about having an affair?"
But what was strange was her reaction. We were both in the kitchen, putting away groceries; and Ellen just turned and looked at me for a moment, open-mouthed. Then her face blushed red, and she quickly turned away. She grabbed a couple of soup cans and moved towards the cupboard, saying, "of course not, Dan. Don't be ridiculous."
Her response surprised me—it wasn't a ridiculous question, at least not for the two of us.
"I don't know, Ellen. It doesn't seem like such a crazy question. Lots of people have affairs. I know I've at least thought about it from time to time."
By this time she had turned back to face me, and she looked calmer.
"Yes, I guess you're right," she said. "I suppose I spoke too soon. I've certainly had a few affairs with George Clooney, late at night inside my head." She gave me a smile, but it was kind of a tense one.
"That's not really what I meant, Ellen. What about an actual affair, with someone we know? Have you ever thought about that, what it would be like, how you'd keep it a secret, that sort of thing?"
She sat down at the table. I noticed she wasn't meeting my eye. "Not really. I mean, there are men we know whom I find attractive, but I've never gone very far down the road of imagining an affair with any of them." Then she turned and looked at me.
More aggressively she said, "how about you, honey? There must be some reason this crazy question popped into your head. Have you got anything to confess?"
I laughed. "No, Ellen, I'm innocent. Of an affair, that is. But I've had daydreams a few times over the years—remember that 5th grade teacher that Dan, Jr. had? Miss Keller, or something like that? She was certainly a hot one." I laughed again. To me this was just a casual conversation, the kind of thing Ellen and I had done a million times before.
And now she seemed to be more in the spirit of it as well. "At last I learn the truth!" she said with a grin. "I'll have to get Miss Keller on the phone and hear her side of the story!"
We went back to the groceries, and within a few minutes our conversation had moved on to some other innocuous subject. The whole question about adultery dropped right off my radar.
Until that night. On a typical Sunday without the kids, we would have had a relaxed dinner, maybe watched some TV, and gone to bed early. Perhaps we would have made love, if either of us was strongly in the mood. But these days we had privacy all the time, so we probably wouldn't have.
But on this Sunday, Ellen disappeared upstairs after dinner, as soon as we'd cleaned up the dishes. I read over some papers for work, and at 8:30 was interrupted by a call from Ellen.
"Hon, when you have a minute could you come upstairs?"
What greeted me when I entered the bedroom was a shock. The room was lit only by a couple of candles on the night tables. In the middle of the bed lay Ellen, and she was a sight. She'd put on makeup and brushed her hair, leaving it down over her shoulders, and she was wearing her sexiest nightie. I'd bought it for her when we took a trip to Cancun—it was a real fuck-me nightie, see-through in all the right places, and she knew it turned me on to see her in it.
"See anything you like, cowboy?" Ellen murmured.
When I pulled my jaw back up off the floor I said, "I'm not sure, actually. I think I'll need to look more closely."
She laughed and said, "go jump in the shower and get your ass back here—you've got five minutes."
Needless to say I was back before her deadline! As I quickly washed I wondered what was up. For Ellen to suggest we make love wouldn't have been unusual, but for her to make such a big production out of it was completely unprecedented. It was the kind of thing she might do for our anniversary, or my birthday, but never on an ordinary Sunday night. At least not in the past 15 or 20 years.
When I came back to the bedroom, Ellen growled, "come here, you," and took me in her arms. We began to kiss, and her energy surprised me. Our sex-play didn't usually include a lot of kissing, but tonight she ravished my mouth with her lips and tongue. Her hands were all over me, aggressively. She rubbed them over my chest, running them through my chest hair, pinching my nipples lightly.
As I slid my own hands up under her nightie and up her back she groaned into my mouth, and pushed her heavy breasts against me. She dragged them back and forth against my chest, and through the thin nightie I felt how hard and erect her nipples were. It was very odd. She hadn't been this quickly turned-on for years, and then she'd been like this several times in the past month or so.
Our foreplay continued, with Ellen being more aggressive than I could remember. She pulled off the nightie and glided up and down my body, rubbing her belly against my erect cock, then surrounding it luxuriously with her breasts. She slid her body around mine like a cat, making noises of pleasure in her throat. I stroked her back, her breasts, her thighs, whatever I could reach, while blissfully enjoying what she was doing to me.
When she slid down lower, it was clear I was in for a blow-job, a rare thing from Ellen. (And I mean rare, like maybe twice a year.) Soon it became clear this would be a once-in-a-lifetime blow-job. She took her time, teasing me with her tongue before taking me deep in her mouth. She backed off, licked my balls, stroked my cock, cooed little affectionate words to the big guy, then slid him back in her mouth again.
I tried to pull her hips up towards me for a 69, but she pulled away, saying "just for you tonight, honey". She worked me slowly up to a fever pitch, then took me over the top. I gasped and groaned as I pumped myself into her mouth, and (again a surprise) she swallowed vigorously.
I lay back, trying to catch my breath, feeling the sweet tingle of total pleasure and relaxation shooting through my whole body. If it wasn't the absolute best blow-job of my life, it was certainly at least the best in the past 15 years.
"Wow!" I said. "What was that all about, sweetheart? Sex has been great lately, but you were absolutely a woman possessed tonight!"
She nestled up close, again deliciously rubbing her large breasts against me. "I just thought it might be time to remind you how much I love you, Dan."
"Well, let me be honest," I replied. "I'm not sure I completely remember yet. Could you remind me again in, say, an hour or so?"
She laughed and said, "sure thing! They say the memory is the first thing to go..."
We nuzzled together, dozing, for a little while. Sure enough, after a bit her hands began to explore again, gliding over my arms and shoulders, my chest, and finally down to my thighs and my cock. I lay back and enjoyed it for a few minutes, aware that Ellen virtually never took the lead like this—though she had been doing it a bit more in the past few weeks.
Then I roused myself enough to return the favor, caressing those big breasts that still excited me even after 25 years together. Soon we were pressed tightly together on our sides, groaning with pleasure as we stroked each other with our hands. My fingers reached her pussy from behind and probed inward, finding her soaking wet.
Breaking from her embrace, I kissed my way down her body, from neck to vagina, making a lengthy visit to her nipples en route. Ellen always loved me to lick her pussy, but she usually took it pretty quietly, lying still with her eyes closed, making soft noises in her throat, then moving her hips only at the last moments before her orgasm.
This time I could barely hold her still enough to lick. Her hips rolled and bounced as she pushed herself vigorously onto my tongue. She moaned and murmured, said, "yes!" and "ooh, Dan," and "right there!", and "oh, baby, more!". I used my fingers to reach inside her for her G-spot while my tongue circled her clit over and over.
Soon she began to come, and she just didn't stop! In the past an orgasm usually made her too sensitive, and I had to move away for a minute, but tonight I kept licking and stroking, and she kept coming. Her moans got louder, and before long they were yells of pleasure. She came at least four or five times within about ten minutes, with no sign of wearing out. But by then I was on fire to fuck her.
I climbed up and slid into her in missionary position, groaning at the pleasure of her heat. After so many orgasms I was sure she would just lie back, relax, and let me take her. But again she surprised me, humping up at me energetically, fiercely, as though she were climbing towards her own first orgasm.
Her ferocity made my own arousal soar. In no time I was slamming into her hard, gasping for breath, while she squeezed me tight with her arms, scratched me with her nails and bit my shoulder. I wondered for a moment if my wife had had a blood transfusion from a tiger—then I stopped wondering anything, and just thrust frantically until my orgasm took me over. As I shot into her I could feel Ellen coming again beneath me, her pussy spasming deliciously. After nearly a minute of mind-numbing pleasure, I collapsed on top of her.
Although the last few weeks had featured several great sessions in bed, this had been about the hottest sex of my life—certainly in many years. I was too tired at the time to think about the why of it, I just enjoyed that it had happened!
Not bothering with toothbrushing or anything else, Ellen and I blew out the candles, snuggled tightly together, and were soon fast asleep. As I drifted off I felt her give me one more fierce hug and whisper, "I love you so much, baby!"
Something woke me out of a sound sleep—I don't know what. I looked around and Ellen was gone. It was 3:20 am. Sleepily I pulled on my boxers and headed for the door of the bedroom.
Before I reached the stairs I could hear her. She was downstairs, probably in the living room, and she was sobbing. I quickly went down to her.
Ellen must have heard me coming, because she was blowing her noise and making an effort to pull herself together.
"Honey, what's wrong?" I asked. She smiled at me. Her eyes were red and her face looked haggard. Clearly she'd been crying for quite a while.
"It's OK," she said. "Something, maybe a dream, made me think of my dad. I just got sad, thinking about him, and I started to cry. I came down here so I wouldn't bother you. I'm sorry, honey!"
Ellen's father had died about six years earlier. It seemed awfully strange that she'd be sobbing her eyes out about him now, but I didn't say that. I just hugged her, comforted her, and led her gently back up to bed.
***************
All the next day at work I was on edge. I should have been happy, feeling the afterglow of the most exciting sex in a long time, reveling in the love of the woman I loved so much. But something was odd—there were too many unusual things in one day to overlook.
I took a long walk at lunchtime, trying to put it all together. I ask Ellen a random question about an affair and she reacts very strangely, blushing and not meeting my eye. The same evening, she takes the lead in an unusually aggressive way and gives me the hottest sex since the Battle of Bunker Hill. In fact, it was the high point of several weeks of unexpectedly great sex. Then in the middle of the night, she's downstairs crying.
The most likely conclusion was also the most appalling and unbelievable one: she was having, or has had, an affair. My innocent question obviously upset her for some reason, and what other reason would there have been?
If I was right, then the hot sex was guilt, or some sort of spillover of lust, or a kind of apology. And maybe the crying was guilt as well, or fear about the marriage. For all I know, Ellen may have the idea that I know all about her affair, and am just playing a game of my own.
I walked around the campus, hardly noticing the warm sunshine or the sounds of people all around me. I just thought. Ellen and I had a good marriage, a strong marriage. I had never strayed, and I never thought that she had either.
Back in the first few years of our marriage, we had known a couple who did some wife-swapping. Naturally Ellen and I had a long talk about it, as we always did about every subject from aardvarks to Zeus.
While each of us admitted that occasionally we saw a member of the opposite sex who tempted us, neither of us wanted to go anywhere near adultery or wife-swapping. Sex only with one another was a price we were willing to pay for the love and trust of a monogamous marriage.
Given how emotional and strange Ellen had been yesterday, it appeared unlikely that my stray question had brought on an attack of guilt about a long-past indiscretion. So if her crazy reactions were because of an affair—however wildly unlikely that seemed to me—it had to be something recent.
I also couldn't believe that she could have had some past affair, at least one of any duration, without me noticing something. As I've said, Ellen and I talked all the time, about everything. We knew each other very well: our habits, our friends, our preferred foods, political views, favorite beers, hobbies and sports. I knew her underwear sizes and she knew mine. Hard to believe I could have missed an affair!
On the other hand, what about her suddenly higher level of sexual excitement in the past month or so?
What to do now was the next question. I didn't look forward to going home and confronting Ellen—both because I had no evidence and because my accusation might be completely wrong, and infuriating to her. In the short run, all I could think of to do was to keep quiet and be very very watchful.
As it happened, I didn't have to wait for long. That night I got home to find Ellen putting the final touches on a beautiful dinner: roast chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans, French bread, white wine. Tablecloth and candles on the dinner table. It looked and smelled fabulous, and I told her so, with a big hug and a kiss.
"What's the occasion, Ellen? This is marvelous," I said.
"Just trying to show my husband that I still like having him around," she said lightly. There was a kind of strained look on her face, even as she smiled at me.
"Well," I said, "you know how they say, 'The way to a man's heart is through his stomach.' I've always actually thought that there's another way—but you found that one last night!"
She laughed, and said, "and perhaps I can find it again soon! Now come and sit down, the food is just hot."
We enjoyed the meal, but Ellen didn't seem relaxed. I did my best to entertain her with stories of my work-day, including some of the crazy characters I have to supervise, but she listened with only half an ear.
"Can I thank you for this lovely dinner by taking you out for ice cream?" I asked when we were done.
"No, thank you, honey—I've got a blueberry pie waiting for us in the kitchen."
She went in to get it, and I thought, stranger and stranger. She must have come home at least two hours early from work today, gone to the store, then baked the pie and done the rest of this cooking. What on earth is going on?
After dinner I took her hand and we went out into our back yard, enjoying the breeze and the fading light of the summer evening.
I said, "Ellen, you've been treating me like a king, and I want to be sure you know how much I like it. Whether it's sex or cooking, you're my Number One!"
She smiled at me, and hugged my arm tightly. "Dan, you're my Number One in all categories. I love you so much."
I led us to a bench and we sat down together. Then I went on.
"But honey, as much as I've enjoyed last night and today, I have to wonder about the reason for this sudden outburst of appreciation. Is there something bothering you?"
She looked into my eyes, trying to smile. "No, baby, nothing at all!"
"Really?" I said.
"Really."
"Really?" I repeated, looking hard at her.
"Really," she replied, her smile wavering a bit.
"Really?" I said a third time, with heavy emphasis, still looking at her.



"Really," she said again, and then suddenly burst into a gale of tears. She clung to me, sobbing as though her heart would break, while I held her and tried to comfort her. My own mind was full of apprehensions.
Finally her crying subsided a little, enough for me to say, "come on, Ellen. You can talk to me, no matter what it is. I love you."
She looked at me, wide-eyed. "Dan, I don't know if you'll still say that ... once ... once you ...."
She moved away from me on the bench, and put her face in her hands. I waited, and finally she straightened up.
Looking away, she said in a flat voice, "Dan, I slept with Chris Doebe."
***************
***************
ELLEN'S STORY:
"Honey, have you ever thought about having an affair?"
When Dan dropped that question on me in the kitchen, I thought I would die. I mean I thought my heart would jump out of my chest and my lifeless body would collapse on the floor. It was like being hit in the gut with a shotgun blast.
My mind didn't freeze—it raced off in 30 different directions at once. Why is he asking this? Does he know? Does he suspect? How can he have found out? Is he guilty about something himself? What should I say to act natural? Is it already too late to act natural? Should I confess? Perhaps I could just fake a heart attack?
I could feel the blood rushing to my face, and I was sure Dan was staring at me. I couldn't tell how long it had been since he asked the question—10 seconds, a minute?
I grabbed some groceries and turned away from him towards the cabinet.
"Of course not, Dan," I said. "Don't be ridiculous." My words sounded transparently guilty to me. Dan and I always ask each other questions, about practical, philosophical, hypothetical, and just plain absurd things. It is one of the sweetest things in our marriage, that shared interest in thinking and talking. So why would I be attacking him for a question just like all the other ones we ask each other?
Thank the sweet Lord in Heaven, Dan didn't seem to recognize my response for the desperate, panicked, guilty evasion it really was. He pursued the subject a minute longer, but without all that much interest, and he certainly didn't press me hard. I gradually realized that it had just been a typical random question, not the indirect approach of a suspicious husband.
My heart rate dipped back below 200, and within a few minutes we were talking about other things. But the subject certainly didn't leave my mind. In fact it had been there continuously for more than two days, and nearly all the time for more than a month.
I loved Dan—I loved him a lot. After a couple of unsatisfying romances in college, I met Dan in a class my junior at Ohio State and knew within three dates that he was the one for me.
I've always been a big talker, and actually Dan is too. But what I fell in love with, besides his broad shoulders and his great smile, is what a listener he is. When I spoke, he listened as though I were the wisest and most interesting person he'd ever met. He took my opinions seriously—seriously enough to challenge them and argue with me when he disagreed.
Even my favorite teachers in school had never showed me so much respect. And the point of our intellectual disagreements was never to conquer one another, never to "win the argument", but simply the pleasure of matching wits and sharing ideas.
Our first few dates were lunches or dinners where we talked more than ate. After that, most of our dates had even more sex than talking in them! When we first made love, the same caring and interest that Dan showed in conversation became a huge turn-on. He loved looking at me, touching me, pleasing me. He clearly adored my big breasts, and the fact that I was a little on the voluptuous rather than the skinny side never bothered him a bit.
I have never been all that aggressive in bed; I feel more comfortable letting my lover take the lead, though I certainly enjoy it and I respond to what he's doing. Dan was the first man in my life who took enough time in foreplay to find out what I liked, and to really get me excited. Once we got the hang of it, our love-making was absolutely thrilling for me. I couldn't get enough, and we imitated rabbits for the first few years we were together.
Then came the kids: Dan, Jr., and then Alexis. And the wonderful years of raising them were also years, inevitably, when Dan&Ellen time took second place. Not only our sex life, but all aspects of our relationship got less attention. We didn't argue more, and things didn't go badly. It was just that we had a bit less time and energy for one another—whether to make love, or to talk about the best way to install sod in a back yard!
We made sure to take a vacation every once in a while, just the two of us—and it always recharged our emotional and sexual batteries. Making love was no longer the hot, almost desperate business it had once been, but we were good at it. We knew each other, and we not only knew how to please each other but we wanted to.
Since Alexis went off to college we'd had more time, and lots of privacy, and our time together felt especially sweet. At 45 we were both still pretty young, and some of the sizzle came back into our sex life. It wasn't like being 20 again, but nothing is quite like that!
The day my life began to fall apart was the day my friend Emily had her deck party. I've worked with Emily in the Registrar's Office for years—she's a pleasant widowed lady of about 60, very close to her large extended family. There were lots of friends and colleagues from work, along with their spouses. Dan and I knew nearly everyone there, and we were mingling, just having a good time, when Emily strolled over to us with a tall man in tow.
"Dan, Ellen? Let me introduce you to Chris Doebe, my nephew. Chris is a grad student in anthropology—new this year, and he's living in the house with me."
It was like a cliché, like a bad movie. My knees felt weak, my heart started thumping so loud I was sure everyone on the deck could hear it. I could feel my face turning red. My nipples hardened in my bra. Five seconds in the company of this young man, and I was feeling sexual attraction unlike anything I'd felt in my entire life.
Dan gave Chris a big handshake, and I managed to say hello without embarrassing myself. Chris is about 35 or so. He's tall and good-looking, but certainly not breathtaking—at least not to most women. He has sort of a rangy, outdoorsy attractiveness, but he wouldn't stop traffic. That is, unless I'm driving the car!
To this day I don't know why I reacted, and react, that way to Chris. It's as though he gives off hormones that bypass every other woman in the room and go straight to my brain and my pussy. I felt myself getting damp down below. I caught myself looking at him like he was a baby gazelle and I was a very hungry leopard.
I was nearly out of my mind with lust, and with embarrassment. What's wrong with me, I wondered? A happily married 45-year old woman, standing next to her loving husband. I meet a nice-looking guy, about ten years younger, and I'm ready to tear off my clothes and drag him into the bushes!
The rest of the party was a blur. The four of us chatted idly for a few minutes, asking Chris how he liked his program. I could barely get out a word, but I managed to nod and smile and say, "oh really?" at the appropriate moments, so I don't think I made an idiot of myself.
After that we all drifted apart. I went straight for the bathroom, where I dried my panties, washed my face with cold water, and tried to pull myself together. I felt like I'd been shot with a big hypodermic full of aphrodisiac, and it scared me to death.
Out of terror more than anything else, I stayed close to Dan. Every time I looked around and even saw Chris, I got another jolt of desire. After an hour of this, I really couldn't take it anymore. I whispered to Dan, "honey, I think it's time to go."
He looked at me questioningly, and I smiled, looked around to make sure we were unobserved, and let my hand slide up his thigh and caress his cock for a moment through his pants. "I have something I really need to do at home," I said quietly.
Dan just grinned, and a few moments later we were in the car, headed home. I practically tore my husband apart once we reached the bedroom. I was wild, nuts, out of control. I didn't even want much foreplay—and I didn't need it, since I was soaking wet. I pulled him on top of me and we humped each other like two maniacs. Dan never knew what hit him, but he sure seemed to enjoy it. He came unusually fast for him, but by then I was well past two orgasms and on my way to a third.
"Wow!" he said, catching his breath. "Did you get the license number of the truck that just hit me? Or maybe it was an ambulance. That would be better, I think I'm going to need one!"
I didn't say anything, just smiled and kissed him. I was still hotter than Billy Mike (as my grandfather used to say), and after a few minutes I was eagerly sucking on Dan's cock, getting him up for round 2.
We fucked three times that night, within about two hours. We almost made it to four, but Dan couldn't quite get hard enough to enter me, so I finished him with a blow job. I must have had ten orgasms in all, and the two of us slept like corpses.
Dan did ask me several times, that night and the next day, what had brought on his sudden good fortune. I certainly couldn't tell him that my hot pants were the product of my reaction to Chris Doebe. Instead I gave him the old Mona Lisa smile, and said "sometimes a girl just suddenly realizes what she's got—and feels kinda grateful for it".
It wasn't the truth, or at any event not the whole truth, but it made Dan happy, and it fended off a question I really didn't want to answer.
Dan got the benefit of my reaction to Chris for the next couple of weeks as well. From having sex 2-3 times a week we were suddenly doing it almost every night, and I was more into it than in years. We tried some positions we'd neglected, we spent more time on foreplay, we just excited each other more. Inside my head, of course, I was fucking Chris. Dan may have been wondering what was going on, but we were both so happy with each other that we didn't talk any further about the reasons.
And all the while I thought about Chris, and wondered, and worried. I wondered why on earth I'd reacted so strongly to him—with a heat I'd never felt about any man before. And I worried that it might happen again. After all, he was living in Columbus, with my co-worker Emily. I could run into him any time.
I saw him once, about 50 yards down on the other side of the street, carrying a big box of what might have been books. He was going the other way and didn't see me. I froze, once again overcome by lust, memorizing every detail of his legs in his shorts, and his tanned arms, and the way his hair curled up at the back of his neck. When he'd turned the corner and disappeared, I realized I'd been holding my breath.
That night when I dragged Dan into bed for another fuck session, it was fear as much as desire that drove me. My reaction to Chris was beginning to scare me a lot, and I had no idea what to do about it.
One Friday at about 11:45 I was sitting in Elgin's Restaurant having a sandwich. It was my day off and I was doing some casual window-shopping downtown, with nothing particular in mind. Chris came into the restaurant. I froze, almost in terror. Before I could even think of whether I wanted to hail him or hide behind my book, he spotted me.
Chris came right over with a friendly smile on his face, and shook my hand. "Hi, I'm Chris," he said. "Emily's nephew? We met at the party recently. You're Ellen, aren't you?"
Desperately pulling myself together, I greeted him in a cordial way and invited him to join me at the table.
We had what must have looked to an outsider like a perfectly amiable lunch, chatting away with smiles and laughter. Chris seemed to be an intelligent and thoughtful person, very interested in his anthropology program, quite savvy about the politics of academia and his department in particular.
I say he "seemed to be" because for the life of me I could barely listen to what he was saying. I must have been making acceptable responses, but what I was most of aware of was: first, how gorgeous he was; and second, how hard my nipples and how wet my panties were. It was excruciating, thrilling, and embarrassing.
I flirted shamelessly, I realized later. I did all the subtle things that women do to indicate interest: I mirrored his expressions and body positions, putting my elbow on the table when he did and so on. I showed him my palms, which some scientists say indicates interest and availability. I smiled constantly, and licked my lips from time to time. And I took every chance to lean forward and touch him—on the back of his hand, or his wrist, or to lightly hit his bicep as I pretended to laugh at a funny remark.
The man would have had to be brain-dead not to notice I was coming on to him. In retrospect, he must have had a time of it! First, just being friendly to this nice older woman who works with his aunt. Next, gradually realizing she was flirting with him. Then wondering how far she would go, and whether he was even interested. Finally, deciding he was interested, and beginning to respond in kind.
By the end of lunch, which we lingered over, he was also smiling constantly at me and giving me the little touches. I was thrilled, and terrified beyond belief. I had absolutely no idea what to do next, and no control over myself.
Without planning it for even a moment I found myself saying, "Chris, I've got about six flavors of ice cream at home in my freezer. How about if we head back there for dessert?" I was so obvious I wanted to crawl under the table.
He gave me a long look, and a slowly widening smile. It said 'I know just what you're really asking me, and I'm going to take you up on it!'
What he actually said was merely polite: "Sure, Ellen, that sounds like fun, if you really don't mind?"
I had walked downtown, so Chris drove us to my house. On the way we chatted amiably, staying far away from the subject in both of our minds. We each had some ice cream, still chatting, me growing wetter and wetter between my legs and more and more frightened between my ears. I hadn't forgotten I was married. I remembered Dan, and I remembered our vows. But I couldn't have stopped myself from fucking Chris for anything much less than the house catching on fire.
When the bowls were in the dishwasher I had no idea what to do next, but it didn't matter. Without a word Chris took my hand, and with a smile on his face led me upstairs until he found the master bedroom. He placed me in front of him next to the bed, gently kissed me, and with great gentleness took off my clothes.
I was trembling like a 16-year old virgin. As he took off each item he kissed the skin newly exposed: my neck and shoulders, then my breasts and nipples, then (kneeling down) up my thighs, and finally my exposed pubic hair and pussy. I truly cannot describe how excited I was—it was beyond anything I'd ever experienced. I could feel my own fluids all over my thighs.
I might have been embarrassed, feeling that at 45 and after two kids I don't have a model's figure anymore. I've got the rounded belly and the thick thighs that all women hate. But I was just too turned on to care.
Chris stepped back from me, and said, "let me look at you while I get undressed. You are so beautiful!"
I watched as his body emerged from his shirt and shorts. He was leaner than Dan, and a bit fitter, as one would expect of a man in his 30s. His penis was already erect, pointing up directly at me. It was about the same length as Dan's but thinner; and it was beautiful!
I wanted to fall onto my knees and worship it, devour it, but Dan took me in his arms and laid me down on the bed. He began to kiss and nibble me. First my lips and face, while he stroked and hefted my breasts in his hands, telling me there were beautiful. I was moaning, totally out of control.
Then he slid down a bit and began to kiss and lick all around my breasts. He avoided the nipples for several minutes, even as I twisted around to try to get his mouth on them. Finally he sucked hard on one while pulling the other with his fingers, and an unbelievable orgasm hit me! I groaned aloud, and then just lay back, overwhelmed by the feelings.
Dan didn't stop using his lips on my breasts, but his hands moved downward, sliding up and down my thighs and all around my pussy. He avoided my labia for awhile, then circled in on them, stroking up and back each one over and over.
I was moaning continuously, completely out of my mind. I don't know how long he stroked me there before I felt his head between my thighs and his tongue inside me, but every second was miraculous. When the licking started, another orgasm took me over almost immediately. Dan kept licking and sucking me, flicking my clit with his tongue, and I kept screaming and coming. I thought I'd die with the pleasure, as ridiculous as that sounds. I was afraid my body would explode, as my hips jerked all over the bed.
I tried over and over to pull him up to me, to get his cock inside me. Finally he slid back up over me, and entered me in one incredible, cosmic, smooth stroke.
"You have the hottest pussy I've ever been in!" he said with a smile. I just pulled his mouth down on mine and began to hump him as hard as I could, banging my hips up against him.
It wasn't a subtle fuck. It was forceful and strong and rhythmic, and on my side it was desperate. I felt like my life depended on him fucking me harder and harder. It was absolutely amazing. I came again, and then again, and then again. We were bathed in sweat, both making animal noises, and finally he sped up for about 30 strokes and came into me, roaring as he spasmed and spurted inside me.
We collapsed, lying side by side, holding one another. I was gripped by some different and scary feelings. First, I had never been so thoroughly, so achingly, fucked and satisfied in my life. You know those terrible movies when the girl says, after sex, "I never knew it could be like this?" Well that was me. I just had No Idea it could be like that!
Second, I was guilty and frightened. I'd cheated on Dan, in our marital bed, without giving him much of a thought for the last couple of hours. What kind of whore was I? Was that all he deserved from me, after years of being a loving and faithful husband? Would he catch me? If he did, would it be the end of our marriage?
Third, and at the same time: I wanted more. I wanted Chris again. I was exhausted, and yet I knew we weren't nearly finished. If he didn't have a hard-on again in a few minutes, I'd be sucking him up to one. I knew it, and I knew nothing was going to stop me.
After a few minutes Chris opened his eyes and smiled at me. "You are the hottest woman I've ever met in my life."
I smiled back, and said, "that's because you make me the hottest woman I've ever been in my life. I'm hoping there's going to be some more of that."
In mock seriousness he slowly nodded his head. "You can count on it," he said in a playful deep voice.
At about 3 that afternoon, as we were resting after round two, I recalled that Dan had to work late—he wouldn't be home until after 8 pm. With delicious relief, I realized that I wouldn't have to hurry to get Chris out of the house, the bedroom cleaned up and me showered. We'd have another 3-4 hours together.
In the end, Chris fucked me four times before he left, not counting the time he spent licking me or I spent sucking him. Each fuck was different. After the first, unbelievably intense and physical one, our second time was slow and gentle, exploratory. We lay on our sides, our legs entwined, and as he slowly slid in and out of me we kissed each other on the lips, the face, the neck. I was so wet that the friction was minimal, and the pleasure made both of us sigh. It felt like we did it that way for an hour, though it was probably half that.



The third time I did begin by sucking him until he was hard again. Well, actually that's not quite right. I began by stroking and exploring his body all over, with my hands and my own body. I slid over him, slipped my hands up and down his arms, then his legs. I rubbed his scalp with my fingers, I slid my breasts all over his chest, I licked his nipples. I just adored his body for a while! It was after that that I sucked him back up to a big, beautiful erection.
Then I rolled up on my knees and offered him my well-upholstered ass, while I put my shoulders down on the bed. I didn't have anal sex in mind, just doggy-style into my pussy, and Chris obliged me. I love that position because I can be passive, just letting myself be taken by my man. (Usually Dan, of course!) He can be slow and gentle or hard and forceful, and I'm just there for him, wide open.
Chris seemed to love doggy-style too. He took his time, running his hands all over me. He stroked my breasts over and over, pinched and pulled my nipples lightly, slid his hands all over my hips and back and ass, caressed me everywhere as he stroked in and out of me. As his own excitement built he reached beneath me and worked on my clitoris, making me gasp with the double stimulation from front and rear. When he could tell I was very close to coming he used a finger of his other hand to slide an inch or so into my ass. I shrieked in surprise and pleasure, and came like crazy beneath him, shaking and gasping.
Chris slowed down a bit to let me enjoy my orgasm. Then when I relaxed, he laid me flat on my tummy, his cock still deep inside me, and began stroking more forcefully. It took him five magnificent minutes to reach his own orgasm, while I just lay there, feeling like a boneless cat, soaking up the pleasure of his gorgeous dick going in and out of me. It was indescribably delicious.
After the third time we both slept for a while. When we woke around 5:30, Chris felt he needed to leave, but I told him Dan wouldn't be home until 8:00. So he led me into the shower and we washed each other, lingering gently around each other's tired-out genitals.
I wouldn't have believed it, but a few minutes of that got Chris nice and hard again, and I could feel my own moisture inside me. We jumped out of the shower, laughingly dried each other with big towels and dived for the bed again.
This time Chris sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me onto his lap, facing him with my legs on either side of him. In no time he'd lifted me up and slid me down over his erect penis. After three earlier fucks, I still couldn't believe how great it felt!
This position allowed him to bounce me slowly up and down, rocking me an inch or two up or down his cock. At the same time it put my breasts right in his face, and he teased them deliciously with his teeth and lips and tongue.
I just clung to him, my arms around his neck and my head tilted back, moaning with the pleasure of it. We'd been in bed together for five hours by then, and I just wanted it to go on and on!
I was in no need of any more orgasms by this point; I was just enjoying all the feelings. But I could feel Chris getting more and more worked up, so I started cocking my hips a bit with each thrust to give him more leverage. He pumped harder and harder, getting faster and more urgent, and to my surprise I felt one more orgasm racing towards me like a freight train.
When he was close to coming Chris grabbed my nipple in his mouth and sucked hard, pumping forcefully into me, and I came like crazy one last time. A split-second later he was shuddering and bucking into me with frantic energy. Our last fantastic come of the day had been together, at the same moment.
After we lay, sprawled side-by-side for a few minutes, we pulled ourselves together and got up. It was nearly 7 pm. Chris took another quick shower, then I walked him downstairs. We didn't say much, just grinned at one another. I knew I wasn't the only one who'd just had an unforgettable day of fucking, and it excited me to know that I could give this 36-year old hunk a run for his money.
With no discussion of any "next time", just some gentle kisses, we said our goodbyes. I dragged my tired ass upstairs, got the soaking and stained sheets off the bed and into the wash, re-made the bed and jumped into the shower again. I washed my body and my hair thoroughly, brushed my teeth, and looked all around the bathroom and bedroom to make sure there were no traces of our day of lovemaking.
Finally, utterly exhausted, I pulled on an old nightie and flopped back into bed. I didn't even have the energy to reflect on what I had just done—I was asleep in what felt like seconds.
When Dan came home from work, he must have been surprised to see me already asleep but he didn't disturb me. Like the considerate man he is, he scrounged some dinner from the refrigerator, watched TV or read or something, and came to bed without waking me.
The next morning was really when my nightmare began. I woke early. For a brief moment my tired, happy body reminded me of the utter bliss I'd had the day before with Chris; but that was followed almost instantly by a wave of guilt that tied my stomach in knots. How could I have betrayed Dan that way? Cheated on him in our own bed, without an instant of regret?
I slipped downstairs to make coffee. I was frantic to try and pull myself together before Dan awoke and I had to face him. I was sure he'd take one look at me and know what I'd been doing.
Bustling around the kitchen, making Dan an extra-nice breakfast of pancakes and bacon, I grappled with my tangled thoughts. Two ideas kept pushing all others aside, no matter how hard I tried to keep them in line. The first was that I had done something awful, disgraceful, shameful. I had behaved in a selfish and dishonest way, I'd done something that would hurt Dan beyond measure if he ever learned of it. I was filled with remorse.
The second was that I absolutely, positively, without any doubt would do it again. The pleasure and excitement of my afternoon with Chris were like a drug. My whole body tingled, my skin felt like it was radiating light, I wanted to dance around the kitchen and shout for joy. I'd never experienced anything like it, and I couldn't possibly imagine never having it again. It was unthinkable.
So that's how I was when Dan came down and joined me—beside myself with guilt and anguish, and at the same time so full of joy I was like a kid on Christmas morning.
He noticed the joy first. Smiling at me, he took me in his arms.
"You woke up on the bright side of the bed today, didn't you?" He gave me a kiss. "Don't know the last time I've seen you so cheerful."
I sighed inwardly with relief. At least my guilt hadn't given me away.
"I feel great, Dan. For some reason yesterday I was just exhausted. I went to bed earlier than I almost ever do, and I slept right through. I didn't even hear you come in! I'm sorry not to be up to make you some dinner."
We had a nice breakfast, Dan chattering away about some problems at work while I pretended to listen, pushing my own feelings as far down inside as I could. And the rest of Saturday was uneventful.
We did our usual Saturday errands, Dan did some yard work, we had dinner out and went to a movie—all the usual activities. To my immense relief he didn't seem to notice that anything was amiss, that I'd been turned completely inside-out, that I was no longer the same person he'd kissed goodbye on Friday morning.
Of course with every free part of my mind I was obsessed with my problem. I had to stop seeing Chris, I couldn't stop seeing Chris. Fucking Chris was horrible and wrong, fucking Chris was the only thing in my whole life that mattered. The battle inside me was utterly draining, and making sure that none of it showed on the outside was equally hard.
By the end of the day the only resolution I'd reached was that I couldn't decide anything until Monday anyway, since Dan and I would be together all weekend. That helped ease my self-torment a little, and on Sunday I was somewhat less out of my mind. Until Dan's innocent question, when I felt myself falling off the edge of the earth and down towards Hell.
Ten or fifteen minutes later, when the subject was safely changed and I seemed to have dodged the disaster that was coming right at me, my guilty feelings returned more strongly than ever. I love my husband so much! He has been so steady, so loving, so thoughtful, so responsible. He is a wonderful friend and lover. And so loyal to me. In return, I've cheated on him like a whore.
While I was making dinner, I figured out that one way to convey my feelings to him was to surprise him with a hot time in bed. Things had been pretty active recently anyway, as my constant lust for Chris had been heating me up with Dan. But tonight I'd top myself, go all out and let my body tell Dan how much I loved him.
I went the whole nine yards—make-up, my hair down, the sexiest nightie I own, candles in the bedroom. And when he came up and gaped at me, I chased him into the shower. I was fully prepared to give him a major blow-job and I wanted him clean.
I was very aggressive with Dan that night. I used my lips and breasts all over him, and then I delivered on the blow-job. I took a long time, teasing him and changing from sucking to licking, moving from his cock to his balls and back, building things up for a long time. When I finally took him over the top he went crazy, arching his back and groaning. I knew I'd given him a good one!
But I was determined there would be more sex that night. After a few minutes I got us started again, and this time after some foreplay he ate me out—and damn well, I might add. I was really wound up, and I had several intense orgasms in a row. I could tell Dan was pleased with himself, and I certainly wasn't complaining.
When we got around to fucking it was wild, about as wild as Dan and I had ever been together. I was just so excited I kept thrashing around and humping up against him, and he matched me stroke for stroke. We came pretty much together at the end, and then we just cuddled up to go to sleep.
Only one thing wrong with all of this, of course. I couldn't get Chris out of my mind the entire time I was having all this wild sex with Dan! I wasn't judging, and it didn't feel like the sex with Dan was less good. Sex with Dan is always good, and the love and trust and familiarity that we have are such a crucial part of that.
That Sunday night with Dan had been as exciting and fulfilling as any time we'd ever had together. But my sex with Chris two days before had been mind-blowing, out of this world. And I couldn't stop thinking about Chris's hands and tongue and beautiful cock, even while I was enjoying Dan's.
To say I felt horribly guilty doesn't begin to cover it. I hugged Dan tight and whispered to him that I loved him; then he peacefully drifted off to sleep. On his face was just the sort of "happily-fucked" smile I'd been hoping to leave him with.
But I couldn't sleep. Miserable, guilty, ashamed, I tossed and turned. At about 2:30 am I got up and went downstairs, just to be sure I wouldn't wake Dan. Before I knew it I was in tears, crying and then sobbing as I realized that my lust for Chris might be about to cost me my marriage. How could I have done what I did? Was a fuck, even an amazing and cosmic fuck, worth risking destroying my whole life?
To my dismay, Dan came down and found me. I tried to clean myself up, but it was obvious that I'd been crying. I lied and said I'd been thinking about my father, but I doubt he really believed it. Nonetheless, he didn't press me. Instead, he sweetly held me as I calmed down, then led me back up to bed.
Soon Dan was asleep, while I, my guilt worse than ever because of his unfailing kindness, just lay there in the dark.
***************
Monday was simply awful.
Dan and I had a routine breakfast, then each of us went off to work. I couldn't concentrate, couldn't think about anything but Chris. And Dan. The unspeakable joys of fucking Chris, and the horrors of having cheated on Dan.
I fought a battle with myself all morning—I won't call Chris. I won't call Chris.
At 10:25 I called him. To my disappointment and relief he wasn't home. I didn't leave a message—I certainly didn't want Emily to hear my voice! Good, I thought, though I was crushed. I won't be tempted if I can't reach him.
The relief lasted until about 10:45. I called again. He wasn't home—thank God.
I managed to get through the day, calling him only three more times. I never reached him, and never left a message. When I wasn't fighting myself not to call Chris, I was agonizing about Dan. My feelings there were an equal mixture of guilt and fear.
Finally at 3:30 I couldn't stand it. I told my supervisor I was feeling queasy, and she let me leave early without much protest. I ran to the store, picked up things for a special dinner, went home and began to cook.
I made a blueberry pie, Dan's favorite, and then put together a nice dinner of things I knew he liked. I guess I was so worked up, so desperate, that I didn't realize how suspicious all this extra attention might seem to him. I just knew that I was terrified, and that I loved him, and that I wanted him to know it.
In retrospect it was utterly foolish of me. We had our nice dinner, and he appreciated it. But afterwards we strolled in the back yard and he began to question me about what was going on. He was kind, as he always is, but relentless. He wouldn't let me off the hook—it must have been very obvious to him that something was bothering me.
Finally, I just couldn't hold it back. All the tension and fear and worry inside of me just burst open. I started to sob, while he held me and comforted me, and then I jumped off the cliff. I couldn't help it.
"Dan, I slept with Chris Doebe."
There was a long, long silence. Dan just looked at me closely, his face impassive. His jaw didn't drop open in shock—I guess he must have suspected something like this, though I don't imagine he knew anything about Chris.
I couldn't hold his gaze, and I looked away. My whole body felt as though it would explode. I was aware of two thoughts above all. First, I was utterly petrified that my marriage had just ended. Second, I knew that I had just done the one thing that would ensure I'd never have sex with Chris again, and I was both relieved and crushed.
There was absolutely no chance of Dan letting me continue to see Chris—unless he simply decided to divorce me and move out of my life. So my "affair", if you could call it that, was over. But at what price?
When Dan finally spoke, I could hear that he was controlling himself with great effort. "Do you want to tell me about it?"
"Dan ... yes, I'll tell you. Only please don't forget how much I love you!" I started to cry again.
"I've fucked things up, I know it ... and I'm so sorry! But it's not because I don't adore you!"
This time he let me cry, sitting back without reaching to comfort me. I could hardly blame him. After I calmed down a little he said, "well?"
I wiped my face. "It only happened once. On Friday. We bumped into each other in Elgin's and had lunch together. Then we came back here for ice cream and ... and we went to bed together."
I stopped. Dan just waited.
"I don't begin to know how to explain this, Dan. I have never cheated on you before in my life, I swear it. Never even a little flirtation. When we met Chris at Emily's party last month, something about him got to me. I had some sort of crazy, instant attraction to him. It's never happened to me before, just meeting someone for the first time and getting so turned on. You remember how I dragged you home early from the party for sex?
"Well, I'm ashamed to tell you ... but it was ... thinking about Chris that got me so excited."
Still keeping his voice quiet, Dan said, "so is that what the last few weeks of terrific sex have been about?"
Looking down, I said, "mostly. It was like I caught a fever when I met him. I couldn't help thinking about him all the time.
"I didn't see him again at all after the party, Dan—except glimpsing him once downtown from the other side of the street. Until Friday, and we ran into one another completely by accident."
I raised my head to look at my husband, and was shocked by what I saw. His face and body were tense, as though it took all his concentration to hold himself together. There was an icy rage that went far beyond the occasional outbursts of anger I had seen in my husband over the years. I knew he would never hurt me—but he looked as though he could reach over and kill me with his bare hands.
"Maybe you should tell me about Friday." His voice was barely above a whisper.
I knew I was treading on thin ice here, to say the least. My husband deserved my complete honesty—that was the least he deserved. On the other hand I felt that depending on how I told this story, my marriage might be over.
"It was my fault, Dan. Totally. Chris is not to blame. I came on to him over lunch, and he just took me up on it. I'm the one who invited him back here."
"Exactly what does that mean, 'came on to him'? Would you care to enlighten me a bit?" Dan's voice was harsher, and the sarcasm was biting.
"Just like at Emily's, I was ... aroused just from being around him. I didn't plan to ... I didn't plan to seduce him, Dan. I didn't plan anything. I kind of lost my mind. I flirted, smiled a lot, touched his hand when he made a joke. All the little things that women do to convey that they're ... interested.
"I am so sorry."
"Yes, you keep saying that. Would you go on?" His voice was cold.
I felt more and more frightened. "Dan, should I ... how about if I save the details for another time? When we're both calmer?"
"No, Goddammit!" Suddenly he was shouting at me. "I want to hear about the whole nasty business, right now! I want to know everything, so I can decide what the rest of my life will be like!"
I waited, terrified, and finally he said in a quiet voice, "it's all right, Ellen. You know I'd never hurt you. But I need to know all of it, right now."
I sighed inwardly. I didn't see any other way but to go on.
"By the end of lunch, it must have been obvious to Chris that I was flirting with him. When I invited him back for ice cream, we both knew it meant for sex.
"So he drove me back, and we had the ice cream. And then we went to bed."
"And?"
"Oh Dan, what do you want me to say?"
"How was it, my darling wife? Did he fuck you good? How many times did you do it? Is his cock bigger than mine? Does he have a good tongue? Did you let him come in your mouth? Did you learn any great new positions? When is the next time you'll be fucking him? Are you going to leave me?
I gasped. "Jesus, Dan! There isn't going to be a next time, and I'm never going to leave you. Unless you throw me out. I love you, and I always will. This was ... some crazy thing that I never planned, and that I'm thoroughly ashamed of. I don't want to be with Chris, I want to be with you."
What I had said was all true. Of course, what I hadn't said is that the only reason I wouldn't be with Chris again is that Dan now knew about us.
I looked at him. He had relaxed, just a fraction.
"All right then. The sex—the fucking. Tell me."
I waited as long as I could, then began to speak.
"Dan—I'm sorry. The sex was ... very exciting. I told you, there's some crazy attraction I felt for him from when we first met him, and it got me very turned on. We did it ... we did it four times. Different positions—missionary, doggy style. I came a lot. Then he went home."
All true, but not the whole truth. I'd die before I'd let Dan know the whole truth—that the sex had been mind-bending, awesome, beyond the impossible. Whatever happened now, he didn't ever need to hear that.



I sat silently then, hoping that he wouldn't ask for more details. But I didn't get off that easy.
"So it was better than the sex you and I have?"
Oh God yes, I thought to myself. It was better than anything. It's better than the sex they have in Heaven.
"It was different, Dan. It was the first time with anyone beside you in 25 years. That's just exciting, having a new partner whose body is unfamiliar, whose responses are unpredictable. And I told you, I had this crazy attraction to Chris.
"I love the way you and I make love together. I am as satisfied as a woman could be with the wonderful way you love me. Wasn't what we did last night terrific?"
"Yes it was, actually," Dan replied. "But since we're suddenly on the subject, what was that last night? Make-up sex? A little of guilty Ellen atoning for her sins? Or were you just seeing what it would be like to fuck Dan while thinking about Chris?" All of a sudden his voice was cold with rage.
"No, honey," I replied slowly, trying to be as clear as possible. "Last night was me trying to show you how I feel about you, just like tonight's dinner was. It was me saying 'I adore you, you are the man for me, I want to give you all of myself'. And, I'll admit, it was me being scared to death of what I had done, scared to death that I might lose you."
"I like that," he said sardonically. " 'You are the man for me'—just not the only man, right Ellen?" He got up suddenly and began to pace around the yard.
I waited, afraid to say or do anything that would make it worse.
He paced, clenching and unclenching his fists. His body language shouted his rage, even though he didn't say a word.
Finally he came and stood in front of me.
"I'm going inside to pack a bag. I'm getting the hell out of here for a while. I'll find a hotel room. Obviously I need to think, and I'm too crazy right now to do any thinking."
I had been pretty sure this was coming. I said, "I can be the one to leave, Dan. I'm the one that ... the one that fucked things up."
"No—I don't want to spend another night in that bed—probably ever!"
Then suddenly he was walking quickly back into the house, saying over his shoulder, "I'll call you."
I sat quietly by myself in the yard, trying to hold back the tears, until I heard the sound of his car driving away.
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[This is part two of a three-part story.]
INTERLUDE: CHRIS'S STORY
I can't honestly say I had a thing for Ellen. When I first met her, at my aunt's party, she was just one of many nice people I spoke to. I did notice her figure, though—she's carrying around a couple of extra pounds, but she has a curvy figure and great tits. Not just great for a woman in her 40s, they'd be great on anyone.
Running into her a few weeks later in Elgin's was a total accident. I wasn't sure at first that I wanted to eat with her, but she was so cordial and waved me over, and I didn't want to be rude.
It took me a while to catch on that she was flirting with me. If it had been a woman more my own age I might have picked up on it quicker. When I finally noticed, and watched for a few more minutes to make sure I was right, I felt kind of like a dork. Like, how could I have missed it, she was being so obvious?
Then of course I needed to figure out what I wanted to do about it. I've dated a few women since I've been at OSU, and gone to bed with three of them, but I don't have anything serious going on. And in fact the grad students I slept with were kind of a disappointment. A couple of them were very attractive, but none of them was particularly assertive or interesting in bed. Typical intellectuals, maybe—a lot more going on mind-wise than body-wise.
In any case, when I realized that Ellen was basically begging me to screw her, it didn't take me long to decide I liked the idea. Not only does she have a great body but she's a lot of fun, and I sensed we'd have a good time together. I'd never been to bed with a married woman before. I grappled with that for a minute, but since she was coming on so strong I decided that it wasn't up to me to be the protector of her marriage. That was her issue.
Once we got to her house, I could tell that she was both nervous and extremely turned-on. That was certainly flattering! So I took the lead, got her out of her clothes—she does have a fabulous body, never mind that she's not built like a model—and got things started.
It was the hottest sex of my life, without a doubt. Ellen was just desperate for it, and much more aggressive than my recent grad students had been. When I stroked and licked her, and then ate her out, she was just so responsive! She was really wild, like she was being given electric shocks or something.
And when we started to fuck it immediately got very physical and powerful, both of us slamming at each other. She's not the 'I'll lie here, you do it to me' type! After our first time I already knew it would be quite an afternoon, and it was.
We did it three more times, with lots of kissing, touching, and oral stuff mixed in. Sometimes we were gentle and slow, other times wild and forceful. I thought we'd be finished after the third time, but her husband wasn't due home until late. So we took a shower together, and before long we were hot for it again. It was amazing! Not only that we fucked four times, but that the intensity was so high. I've never seen a woman come so many times in my life.
Her pussy wasn't all that tight—she's 45, after all, and has two kids. But she was so desperate to have me, and she practically worshiped every part of my body. I've certainly never had treatment like that before! It was just an amazing afternoon.
I don't know whether we'll get together again. I am certainly up for it, but I'm going to let Ellen take the lead. She's the one who's married—and despite how much fun it was, I have no interest in breaking up someone's marriage. Maybe she and Dan are estranged, or maybe they have an open marriage, I have no idea. But I'm going to let the next step be Ellen's.
***************
***************
DAN'S STORY
"Dan, I slept with Chris Doebe."
In the silence after she said it, almost my first thought was, 'there it is. I'm a cuckold. I was a happy, contented husband, and now I'm a cuckold.'
What a fucking cliché! The poor asshole who thinks he's happily married, except his sexy wife is getting banged behind his back by some younger guy. If I had a nickel for every time I heard that story....
Except this time it was me. It was me feeling the empty hole where my heart used to be, me wondering whether I still had a wife—and whether I wanted her.
If I were the kind of man who could hit his wife, I surely would have, at least once. But I'm not, it's unthinkable, and so I never even came close. But maybe that will tell you how angry I felt. It seemed like every muscle in my body was tensed and ready, like I could lift up a whole car all by myself.
I managed to keep my cool, pretty much, and I made Ellen tell me about it. She obviously wasn't eager to do so, and I had the feeling she was sparing my feelings about the worst of it—namely how incredible the sex was with Chris—but I certainly got the gist.
She'd had the hots for him for weeks, but thank God they'd only gone to bed together once. That was something, a small something. If it was true, and there was no real reason to believe it wasn't. She had confessed, after all, so why would she have confessed only to some of it if there was more? She'd just be risking my finding out the rest of it later.
In some ways what she told me, especially the immediate and overwhelming sexual attraction she had felt for Chris, seemed utterly unbelievable. Like something a creative writing major would dream up for her senior short story project. Except it was perfectly designed for this situation, tailor-made to excuse her adultery.
'I've never felt anything like this, I kind of lost my mind, he made me weak in the knees, I didn't know where I was or what I was thinking'—that sort of bullshit. Who would believe something as extreme, something as ridiculous as that? From my humorous, skeptical, feet-on-the-ground, eminently sane wife?
No, it seemed preposterous, except for one thing. I remembered what had happened to me with Bridget.
I considered staying with friends, but decided I'd rather be at the Marriott near the OSU campus. It was private, I could walk to work if I felt like it, and most of all I wouldn't have to tell my story to sympathetic friends—see their faces, full of sympathy and secret feelings of smug superiority ("Dan, that poor bastard—and he's such a nice guy").
I checked into my room, then had three quick beers downstairs in the bar, hoping they'd help me sleep. No luck.
You'd be amazed how long a night can be, especially between about 3 am and 7 am. And perhaps especially when you're contemplating your wife's adultery, and the possible end of your happy marriage after 23 years.
To have your peace of mind taken from you, suddenly, and by the person you love most in the world—it feels like being stabbed in the back. Or in the heart. Maybe like being stabbed in the heart from the back!
Anyway, it was a long night.
I dragged myself to work, determined to get through the day without talking to anyone about my problem or letting my misery show. I more or less made it, though a couple of people asked if something was bothering me. I said I was just tired, and that seemed to satisfy them.
After lunch I called a friend who works in the Counseling Center at OSU. I briefly explained my situation and asked for his help in finding a therapist I could talk to. He said he'd call me back. An hour later, he rang and said he'd gotten an appointment for me that day at 5 pm with Arthur George, a psychiatrist in private practice downtown. "He does a lot of marital counseling, Dan, so if the two of you decide at some point to bring Ellen into your sessions he'll be an excellent person to work with."
When I walked into Arthur George's office I liked him right away. He was older, probably mid-50s, but not at all stuffy. We were on a first-name basis from the beginning, and his warmth and kindness came through in a way that really made it easier for me to talk to him.
At his request, I briefly filled him in on my background, the earlier history of Ellen's and my marriage, our kids, and so on. Then we got to the reason for my wanting to see him.
I don't cry very often—and I was sitting with a complete stranger—but for about 20 minutes I cried my eyes out. I told him about the events leading up to Ellen's confession, the confession itself, and the aftermath.
I talked about how devastated I felt, how empty I was inside. How I couldn't imagine ever again feeling the way I used to feel about my wife.
"I used to trust her, Arthur, to feel safe with her. To know that she and I had an understanding that no one else would ever get in the middle of.
"And now—now I just keep thinking of her with him, I keep seeing them together. Lying on the bed with Chris, wild with excitement, begging him to fuck her. I see her lying back with her legs open, and him between them, pumping her. I see her squeezing her legs around him, bucking, humping at him, crying out as she comes again and again.
"My mind just won't stop showing me pictures. Her sucking his cock, and moaning as he comes in her mouth and she swallows it all. Him eating her, while she moans and shouts. Him pounding her from behind ...."
I stopped for a minute, overcome. He just waited for me to continue, sympathy in his eyes.
"Ellen tried to ... to downplay how great it was, the sex with Chris. But she was honest enough to make clear that it was very exciting. For all I know she can hardly wait to get into his pants again! Even if she never does, it won't be because she doesn't want to. It would be because she knows it will be the absolute end of our marriage.
"And that's hardly what I want, is it, Arthur? To be married to a woman desperate to fuck another guy, who's restraining herself only to keep me from throwing her out?"
I sat, breathing hard, trying to calm myself a little.
"You know what's so great about sex with your wife? I don't know that I ever realized this before. There's nothing to prove. I try to please her, because I want to please her—because I love her. And I know she tries to excite and please me.
"But I was never competing with anyone before, never felt that my 'talents' were being measured and judged, let alone compared to those of another man. I never felt I had to prove myself worthy of being her husband or her lover.
"And now . . . she's got this irrational, intense attraction, out of nowhere, for a younger guy. And she dragged him into bed, and he fucked her four times in one afternoon. And he clearly knocked her socks off. So of course she wants him again! And where the hell does that leave me?"
I was crying again and I didn't even care. I let the tears stream down my face, and I went on.
"I have loved Ellen since our third date, 25 years ago. She has my whole heart—she and the children have been my whole life. And now, now it feels as though it's all turned to dust."
Arthur waited a minute, then quietly asked, "do you know how Ellen feels now, and what she wants?"
"She says she loves me," I said. "I guess I believe her. And I think she's feeling very guilty and very ashamed of what she did. And afraid—afraid I'll throw her out, or divorce her. She doesn't seem to want that."
"Forgive me for asking this, Dan. What about Chris? What do you think she is feeling about him, and their ... afternoon together?"
I thought for a moment. "To be honest I think she's all mixed-up about that, Arthur. First, she had this crazy desire for him the first time they met, more than a month ago. Then, they must have absolutely fucked the hell out of each other last Friday. She tried to tone it down a bit in the telling, to spare my feelings, but I think he turned her inside-out.
"If I had to guess, I'd guess that she's dying to fuck him again. As I said before, the only thing that might stop her is the fear of losing me."
"And is she going to lose you, Dan?"
I looked at him bleakly. "I don't know. I love her, I know that. And the prospect of living alone in some small apartment, trying to rebuild my life from scratch, certainly doesn't appeal to me.
"But how do I go back home again? What am I supposed to do, say 'Hi honey, I'm home, all is forgiven'? How can I make love to her—when every time I close my eyes I see her with Chris, gasping as she comes again and again?
"And how do I trust her? How do I deal with every time she's ten minutes late coming home from work, or she says she's going out for a couple of hours to do some errands?"
We sat in silence for a couple of minutes. I could feel Arthur's sympathetic eyes resting on me.
"We'll have to stop for today in a couple of minutes, Dan. But I want to ask you about something. The pain you've talked about is certainly understandable, for a man in what he feels is a strong, loving marriage who suddenly learns of his wife's adultery.
"But you don't seem as angry as a husband normally would in this situation. Why do you suppose that is?"
"Well, I certainly do feel anger, Arthur. When I think about what Ellen has done to our marriage—the damage she's done to it, damage that cannot be undone, because of her own selfishness—I get pretty damn angry!
"But you're probably right, I'm probably a lot less angry than another husband might be, and I'm pretty sure I know the reason why. I need to tell you about a woman I used to know, named Bridget."
"All right, Dan. We need to stop for now. Can we meet again the day after tomorrow, at this same time?"
I thanked him—genuinely feeling a little bit better—and left the office.
***************
***************
INTERLUDE: ARTHUR'S STORY
I liked Dan right away. Now, therapists don't by any means like all their patients. Some of the people we try to help are very unpleasant, though we do our best for them nonetheless.
But Dan is a man who knows himself, and who's pretty comfortable with himself. He has a kind of dignity, without being the least bit pompous or taking himself too seriously. On the contrary, his sense of humor came through even in what was a very painful session for him, talking about the shock and pain of learning that his wife has cheated on him.
Two things were clear to me even before the end of my first session with Dan. The first is that he is not a man with significant psychological problems. Rather, he's a pretty happy and well-adjusted guy who just got hit by a bus (figuratively speaking). He needs to work through his injuries and decide how to go on with his life, but there aren't fundamental problems within his own character that need to be resolved.
The second is that he has, or at least had, a strong and loving marriage. By far the majority of cheating spouses are acting out their pain or disappointment in a troubled marriage—a relationship where there are serious issues between the spouses and where, almost always, communication and a sense of loving rapport have broken down.
In those cases, it's not uncommon that the marriage is beyond saving, or not worth saving. Alternatively, it happens that the shock of the adultery and its discovery open a door that can lead to better communication and the saving of the relationship.
But Ellen's adultery occurred within what seems to be a very strong married relationship. Although it's far too soon for me to say it to Dan, I am hopeful that that their marriage can be re-built. I haven't met Ellen, but from what Dan tells me I can guess that a divorce would devastate her. And it would also be a tremendous blow to Dan himself. He loves Ellen, and their relationship has given him a great deal of happiness.
The difficulty, of course, in both the short- and the long-term, is how the two of them can get past the pain of what Ellen has done to Dan. And I say "to Dan", because even though she didn't go to bed with Chris to punish Dan in any way (so far as I can tell from what Dan has told me), the effect of her actions has still been to cause Dan terrible suffering.
It appears that Ellen already recognizes, at least a little, what she has done to her husband. But there is much more that has to happen before he will feel he can return to her. In some fashion, even if only symbolic, she has to "make up to Dan" for what she has done. And the two of them must also work to create an environment in which Dan can once again trust Ellen—a hard task.
It may be even more difficult in this case because, if Dan is right, Ellen still desires Chris, and might be tempted to continue her affair with him. If she restrains herself from that step only out of love for Dan, her continued desire may be poisonous to her marriage even if she doesn't act on it again.
A final consideration is that Dan has his own story to tell, about Bridget. The fact of her existence seems to be mitigating his own anger at Ellen. Yet the absence of any signs of guilt when he mentions Bridget suggests that she is not a woman he had an affair with. Any further speculation about her role in Dan's life would be premature until I learn more.
***************
***************
ELLEN'S STORY
"No—I don't want to spend another night in that bed—probably ever!"
That's how Dan ended it—the horrible conversation that began when I confessed that I'd had sex with Chris. He went inside, packed a suitcase, and left.
I did about what you'd expect—I cried half the night, then tried to pull myself together the next morning and get through the day. Thank goodness work was entirely routine, because I certainly couldn't concentrate. Just as the day before—was it really only the day before?—I had to fight myself not to keep calling Chris, that Tuesday I had to restrain myself from calling Dan.
I knew that, as angry and hurt as he was, he wouldn't do anything crazy. And I felt sure that he'd get in touch at some point, just to let me know where he was and that he was all right. It just felt to me like I needed to wait to let him do that, rather than calling him first.
Coming home to an empty house, and making a little dinner just for myself, brought home to me all over again the consequences of my stupidity. Is this what my life would be like from now on? Divorced, living alone, facing many nights of dinners by myself in the kitchen or in front of the TV? Was the man I loved more than anyone in the world except my children really gone from my life for good?
I couldn't believe that he was, and yet I knew that husbands and wives divorced their spouses for adultery all the time. No one hearing the story would blame Dan. "You mean his wife brought home a young guy and spent the afternoon fucking him in their bed? Jesus, poor Dan! What a bitch! And she seemed so nice when we met her ...."
After dinner I called my sister Diane. Five years older than I, she was my best friend, and had been since we were kids. She had advised me, protected me from our middle brother Jason (two years older than I was) when he was on the rampage, taught me about boys and clothes and make-up, and inspired my undying adoration.
Now that we were both grown-ups, with jobs and families and responsibilities, we were a little closer to equals. But I still looked to her for advice and support when there was trouble, and this situation certainly qualified.
Diane and her husband lived outside Pittsburgh, and we didn't see each other as much as we liked. But we spoke on the phone all the time, so she wasn't surprised to hear from me.
No sooner had I reached her than I was telling the story: my initial attraction to Chris, our day in bed together, my guilt, the hot night with Dan, my confession, and his angry departure. And no sooner had I started telling the story than I was crying, sometimes so hard I could barely speak.
It took poor Diane a long time even to get the whole story out of me, but she patiently let me tell it, offering sympathetic words and sighs where appropriate.
"My dear Ellen," she finally said. "This IS a bit of a mess, isn't yet?"



"Yes," I replied, still sniffling. "And I'm the one who made it!"
As we talked, my patient sister helped me see that I really had two problems. One was Dan, the pain he was in, and the serious threat to our marriage.
"Beyond a certain point, El, there's not much you can do about that. You can make sure he knows how much you love him, how sorry you are, that you're willing to do just about anything to save the marriage. But what he decides to do is pretty much in his hands.
"But your second problem is Chris. It sounds like you're still in lust with him." She giggled.
"Sorry--I know I shouldn't laugh. But it sounds like the two of you must have really had a wild time of it!"
"It's true, Diane. Thank God I can at least be honest about it with you. I've never had sex like that in my life, and all I can do is babble about it. It was awesome, phenomenal, divine ... I don't know what to say. I was already so hot for him before we even got to the bedroom, and then he knew just what buttons to push. It was the world-record fuck session of all time."
"Fine, Ellen—and I'm jealous, believe me!—but what now?"
"I don't know, Diane. Obviously Dan will never take me back if I ever do it again. I already told Dan that there won't be a next time with Chris.
"Believe me, I know that my husband and my marriage are far more important to me than a fling, even a cosmic fling. But that doesn't mean I'm over my lust. It scares me, but I still want Chris again ... a lot."
There was a long silence. Then Diane said, "well, Ellen, I guess we're getting to the nub of the problem. As I said, you can't do much about whether Dan comes back to you.
"But what you HAVE to do is resolve your feelings for Chris, one way or another. As long as he's in the picture, even just inside your head, you're never going to have your marriage back."
"I know, Di," I said with a sigh. "I wish to hell he'd move to Tanzania—but unfortunately he's in his first year of grad school at OSU, so he's surely going to be around for a couple more years at least."
There was the noise of a scuffle behind Diane, and she said, "sorry, babe, gotta go. My two teenagers are fighting, no doubt about something important like the TV remote! I love you—don't do anything stupid, and call me again soon, OK?"
Even though Diane hadn't helped me resolve my problems, I felt better after talking to her. I always did—that's what big sisters were for, at least mine!
What was the rest of the week like? I went to work. I came home and had lonely dinners. I lay in bed at night, sometimes crying, always feeling sorry for myself. And angry at myself—I knew it was totally my own fault. And I tried hard to remember that what Dan, my completely innocent husband, was feeling was a hundred times worse.
How could he ever forgive me for what I had done to him? Could I have let him back into my heart if he had betrayed me the way I betrayed him?
And what the HELL was I going to do about Chris?
***************
Dan called me at home after dinner on Wednesday. It was a short conversation, and pretty bleak. He wanted to give me his number at the Marriott, and let me know that he was OK.
"I've started seeing a therapist," he said, "someone that Ed in the Counseling Center put me in touch with. I've only seen him once so far, but I think it will be helpful. He does a lot of marital counseling, so if he suggests it I may call to ask you if you'll come in sometime with me."
"Dan, I will happily do that. In fact, I will happily do just about whatever you want me to do.
"I'm the one who has caused all this, and I am SO sorry. I want to make sure you know how desperately I want you back—but I know that that decision is up to you."
There was a silence, a long one, and then finally he said, "thank you, Ellen.
"It feels like it's going to be a while before I know what I want to do. I'll probably drop by the house sometime during the day tomorrow and pick up some more clothes."
I felt myself starting to cry. "Do you want to come after work? I could make you dinner, and wash your dirty things for you."
Again a silence, then "no thanks. I know you're there, but I don't think I want to see you right now."
We got off the phone a minute or two later, and I spent the rest of the evening crying.
The rest of my week was pretty much the same, except for one truly horrific moment on Friday. I was at my desk, doing some file-merging, when Emily stopped by to say hello.
"Chris asked me to give you his regards," she said. "He said the two of you had the nicest lunch at Elgin's last week!"
I stared up at her dumbly, feeling my face starting to turn red. Chris had TOLD HER? For a moment I was beside myself with terror.
Then I managed to pull myself together a little. Emily's face didn't have any sort of sly look to it, just innocent friendliness. Thank God! Chris appeared to have told his aunt only about our lunch.
"Oh, sorry, Emily," I said breezily. "My mind was a million miles away for a moment! Yes, Chris and I just ran into one another, and we had a good time. He told me a lot about the anthro department and its political maneuverings. I must say, Chris seems pretty shrewd—for a first-year student he seemed to have a pretty good take on all that infighting."
We chatted a minute more, me gradually regaining my composure, and as she headed off Emily said, "well, Chris told me to be sure to say that he's hoping to see you again soon."
Again I blushed, and said something innocuous like, "absolutely, that would be great!"
When Emily had turned the corner and disappeared, I just put my head down on the desk. That had been one hell of a nasty shock! And I also realized that, once my terror about what Emily might know had passed, simply having an innocent conversation about Chris had gotten me a little damp.
My brain knew with 100% certainty that he and I were done—that our mind-blowing afternoon was a one-time mistake, never to be repeated.
The only trouble was that my body didn't seem to have received the news yet.
***************
***************
DAN'S STORY
On Thursday at 5 pm I was back in Arthur's office. Both of us remembered that Bridget was to be the first item on our agenda, and I recounted in full detail my months of obsession with Bridget Zuzich.
Bridget had come to Columbus about six years before, the wife of a new hot-shot young Assistant Professor of Economics from Slovakia. Despite her last name she was Irish, and looked it. She was tall and slim, with a pale complexion and fiery green eyes. She was the typical Irish red-head in every way, even down to the dusting of freckles everywhere, except that her hair itself was jet-black. It was brilliantly shiny, and hung just past her shoulders.
I was introduced to Bridget at an early fall party held by the Economics Department, where nearly a hundred people mingled and ate finger food in the lavish modern home of one of the senior faculty. I said hello politely to her husband Istvan, and then narrowly avoided tripping over my tongue when I shook hands with Bridget.
She was stunning. There's no other word. The beauty of her pale skin, her dazzling hair and hypnotic eyes, her perfect figure in a black dress that was perfectly appropriate and yet somehow enticing. And beyond all that, she was a flirt, a tease. I could tell in the first few seconds, from the way she held my hand an extra fraction of a second and said, "so pleased to meet you" in a low, melodious voice that seemed to linger just a trifle on the first word.
I was nearly 40 then and she couldn't have been older than 28. I was certainly no matinee idol. Plus she was the wife of a new faculty member, and I just part of the tech support staff of the department. Yet despite all that, her greeting affected me as strongly as if she'd said, "I want you. Meet me in the back yard in ten minutes and I'll fuck you to death."
For the rest of the party I was in a daze. I managed to circulate and to make vapid conversation with the other guests, most of whom I knew well. But whenever I could, I watched Bridget. I was completely besotted, and it scared the hell out of me. Our ten-second introduction had given me a hard-on, and while it subsided after a few minutes it threatened to rise again whenever I saw her, or even thought about her.
After a couple of hours of wondering what was wrong with me, I decided that Ellen and I should go home. I'd barely talked with her during the party, but I'd seen her happily in conversation with some of our friends. I headed for the bedroom where the coats had been piled up, thinking to get our coats first and then find Ellen.
When I pushed the bedroom door open I froze, as did the two people already in the room. One was Thomas McAllister, Chair of the Economics Department, a tall and good-looking man of about 55. The other was Bridget Zuzich. They had been in each other's arms, kissing. As they swung around to look at me, I saw his hand clutching her left breast tightly through her dress. Her hand was stuck partway into his fly, and she was holding his erect cock which protruded out proudly towards her.
After a brief moment of paralysis I muttered, "sorry," and quickly left, closing the door behind me. My mind reeled with the image of what I had just seen, and what it meant. The department chair with the wife of one of his junior colleagues! And she'd only moved to town a few weeks before—either she or McAllister was certainly a fast worker!
I stepped through the French doors of the living room and out onto the back deck, needing to cool off and pull myself together. In addition to being utterly shocked, I realized that I was totally aroused by what I had seen. Just meeting Bridget had already filled me with a kind of desire I hadn't felt in years. But seeing her holding McAllister's cock in her hand had my own hard-on pulsing in my pants.
I probably stood out there alone for ten minutes. Finally, thinking that the two of them must surely be out of the room by now, I was about to return to the bedroom. But as I straightened up, I was surprised to find Bridget standing beside me, a Mona Lisa smile on her face.
We both spoke at once. I said, "I'm sorry to have barged in on you like that," just as she said, "I'm sorry we embarrassed you."
We both smiled at the simultaneous communications, and then she spoke again.
"I do apologize, Dan." Her face showed not embarrassment, but amusement.
"I guess that was hardly the appropriate place to be doing ... what we were doing."
"I suppose I should have knocked," I said, feeling a blush rising, "but it ... didn't occur to me that anyone would be in there."
She took my arm and squeezed it, turning us both to face away from the house and towards the yard. "No, no, our fault." She laughed lightly—a delightfully sweet sound. Once again I was aware that I was beside myself with desire for her.
Then she looked at me more seriously. "Dan, are you ... can I ..."
I knew what she wanted to ask. "Bridget, I have always believed that people's private business is just that—private. I will certainly not speak to anyone about what I saw."
She relaxed a little, and gave me a big smile. "Thank you, Dan. I thought you were a gentleman when I first met you, and you have confirmed it. Thank you."
I thought she would offer another couple of meaningless pleasantries and move away, but she surprised me.
"I wonder, Dan—whether you imagined what it might have been like if it had been YOU in the room with me? Did you think about that, even just for a moment?"
And, turning her body towards mine, she planted a soft kiss on my ear, while her hand reached down and stroked my rock-hard cock through my pants.
"Oh, I think you HAVE been wondering, haven't you, Dan?" She laughed again, in her wonderfully melodious way, and then she left me and returned to the party in the living room.
I remained another few minutes on the deck, stunned, and also aroused beyond my wildest imaginings. What was the last minute about? Was it an offer? Or just a continuation of her teasing? Or perhaps just a way to sweeten her thank-you for my promise of discretion?
Whatever it was, it left me reeling. At that moment I would have given every penny in my bank-account—and probably in my kids' college funds—for a chance to make love to Bridget Zuzich. There was nothing in my mind but my desire for her, a desire whose intensity swept away any thoughts of propriety, of loyalty to Ellen, or even of good common sense.
After five minutes more on the deck my erection had wilted enough so as not to be unavoidably visible. I went back to the bedroom for the coats, found Ellen, thanked the hosts, and drove us quickly home. Ellen and I chatted about the party, but I barely heard what either of us said. I paid the sitter, then pulled Ellen unceremoniously towards the bedroom.
She looked at me in amused surprise, but I couldn't find an explanation for my behavior. I just said, "I can't explain it, honey. But you are gorgeous, and I'm so eager to have you tonight!"
That seemed to do the trick, and in moments I had thrown off my clothes and she was letting me remove hers, just cautioning me to "slow down! Don't rip my nice green dress!"
I fucked her that night like a man possessed. I couldn't slow down enough for delicate foreplay. As soon as she would let me I was between Ellen's legs, licking her frantically, not tenderly. At first she tried to get me to take my time, but soon she was aroused enough to enjoy my desperate haste. I licked and fingered her to two orgasms, all the while imagining Bridget's pink pussy surrounded by coal-black hair, before leaping on top of Ellen and sliding into her.
I was harder than I had been since we were 22-year-old newlyweds, and even more worked-up. I buried myself deep inside Ellen, over and over, with scalding pleasure. I was half-crazy, and fortunately she loved it. We didn't do it roughly very often, but she'd had some champagne and was more than willing to play along. As I pumped her I licked her neck, kissed her ears, pulled her body tightly to me, and moaned again and again. But it was Bridget I was pumping, Bridget's body I was clasping so forcefully against mine.
After only a couple of minutes I was near climax. I slid my hands under Ellen's buttocks to pull her harder up to me with every stroke, and reveled in her own cries and moans as I came like a stallion. This was fucking, not making love, and it was more intense than anything we'd done in more than a decade.
When we were catching our breath, Ellen just said, "wow! Who is that sex-starved escaped prisoner, and what have you done with my husband?"
"Oh, that guy? He said I could borrow you for a couple of rounds tonight. He's still back at the party, I think."
"A couple of rounds? Maybe he didn't tell you that I'm an old tired married lady, with two kids asleep down the hall."
"Yeah, he mentioned something about that. But he also said that once you got warmed up, you had lots and lots of energy." I grinned at her. By now I was gently stroking around and around her breasts, not yet touching the nipples, and she was beginning to respond.
I kept at her, soon replacing my fingers with my lips and tongue, and Ellen lay back and enjoyed my passionate attention. We were both excited, and only one of us knew that it was Bridget's small firm breasts I was thinking about as I licked and sucked Ellen's large ones.
Suddenly I wanted the room in darkness. I reached for the lamp and turned it off. I wanted Ellen from behind this time, so I turned her on her stomach, then kneeled behind her and licked her again for a few minutes. Then I pulled her up by the hips, let her settle on her knees, and slid slowly back inside her, both of us groaning at the wonderful feeling.
This second time I lasted longer. Inside my head I was again fucking Bridget, but lovingly, the darkness making it easier to believe my fantasy. I caressed all over Ellen's hips and ass, reached up and held her hanging breasts, stroked her clit as I pumped in and out. This was my favorite way to fuck, and I could almost believe it was Bridget's moans I was hearing, louder and louder as we built towards our climax.
Only at the very end did my gentleness leave me. I got so excited that I was pulling Ellen fiercely back onto me by her hips, grunting like crazy. When I finally exploded, my first conscious thought after the pleasure drained away was a fear that I had hurt her.
Fortunately, Ellen had been as into the hard sex as I was. We snuggled together, and she whispered, "thanks, prisoner. When you see my husband Dan, let him know that you're welcome to come back anytime!"
I didn't know whether to feel happy or guilty. I had pleased Ellen and myself, and she certainly didn't know that my sudden wave of desire had been because of another woman. But I knew.
Over the next few months we had more sex, and more hot sex, than we had since before the children were born. I must have fucked Bridget 50 times, in every possible position, as well as eating her pussy and having her suck my cock. Of course, it was only Bridget in my mind—the woman in bed with me doing all those exciting things was Ellen, who had no reason ever to suspect that she was standing in for a young black-haired Irishwoman who was married to someone else!
Ellen asked me several times what was going on, and I never had a good answer for her. The best I could manage was, "I don't know, honey. One day it occurred to me that I'm about to be 40. I don't feel like having one of those 'go buy a red Porsche' mid-life crises. (Not that we could afford it anyway!) But I do want to taste all the pleasure I can in this life.
"And you have been looking so gorgeous, I just want to have you any chance I can. I don't want to wake up one day and be 80, and wish we'd had more sex back when I could still get it up!"
She seemed perfectly happy with this response. And though it omitted the central fact of my ongoing, desperate lust for Bridget, it was otherwise true enough that I could live with myself.
I only saw Bridget herself a few more times, and never had anything like the flirtation of that one time at the party. We'd see each other at Economics Department gatherings, but only to wave and smile across the room. I never heard any gossip, so either she'd cooled it with McAllister or they were very discreet. And at the end of that year, her hot-shot husband got a job at NYU and they moved to New York.
Over a period of months, my obsession with her gradually relaxed its hold on me. I still fantasized, but not so intensely or so often. And, sad to say, the intensity of Ellen's and my sex life gradually declined too. Probably about a year after Bridget had first turned me into a drooling maniac, we were back to where we had been before she turned up in Columbus. Ellen never knew anything of my hidden, crazy lust.
I basically laid out this whole story for Arthur, who listened intently and sympathetically. When I was done, he nodded at me.
"So I'm assuming, Dan, that you see a parallel between your desire for Bridget and Ellen's recent desire for Chris?"
"Yes, of course," I replied. "There's an obvious difference, and it's pretty important. I never acted on my obsession, I never had sex with Bridget, I never betrayed Ellen with her or anyone else.
"But the thing is, Arthur—I've been thinking about this a lot. Maybe I never cheated on Ellen with Bridget just because I never got the chance. What if I'd run into Bridget at a restaurant? Maybe I would have come on to her. And if she had responded, it's hard to imagine I would have turned her down!"
He looked at me. "Did you ever pursue her? Did you ever call her, or propose to her that the two of you get together?"
"No, but it wasn't because I didn't want to. I just never thought for a moment she'd have any interest in me. She was clearly a big tease. But between her husband and the Chair of the Department, I figured she had a pretty full plate.



"So ultimately I wasn't guilty of anything, except a vivid and intense fantasy that contributed to some great sex, which Ellen and I both enjoyed.
"But Arthur, can I really say I'm any better than Ellen? We each have had some kind of insane attack of wild desire for someone else. She ran into her guy and acted on hers, while I never had that chance and never did. Does that mean I'm innocent and she's guilty? Or does it just mean she was faced by an irresistible temptation, and I wasn't?"
Arthur thought for a while. Then he said, "your last phrase, Dan, 'irresistible temptation', seems like the key to your view of this whole situation.
"Was your desire for Bridget truly 'irresistible'? Would you have been able to resist it if, say, you'd met her in a restaurant and she'd made a pass at you?"
I slowly shook my head. "I don't know, Arthur. I thought a lot about it back then, God knows I've thought about it this week, and I don't know. I'd like to say, Sure, I'm stronger than that, I'm devoted to Ellen, I would have said 'no thank you'.
"But at the time, my desire for Bridget just made me crazy. I thought about her all the time, wondered every time I went into the department office if she might by chance be there, fantasized about her in bed with me, with McAllister, with her husband.... I was pretty nuts for a while."
"We need to stop now, Dan," said Arthur after a minute. "But I think we should continue with this discussion when we meet again—is Tuesday OK? I think that your feelings about your obsession, and Ellen's, are going to be crucial in our thinking about the future of your marriage."
"Thank you, Arthur. I'm pretty sure you're right."
***************
The days passed. Work-days weren't so bad, because I had things to do that kept my mind busy. The weekends were awful: empty and lonely. I wasn't ready to confide in friends, so I spent the time alone. I took some long walks, hoping they'd help me stay in shape—they certainly gave me lots of time to think. I had a lengthy chat on the phone with each of my kids, though I didn't tell them anything about what had happened with Ellen. I even went to the mall for a couple of hours, something I normally hate, just to pass the time.
Life was a little easier once Monday came. The worst times were at night, when I lay in the dark wondering what the rest of my life would be like. Would I be alone? Would I have to try dating again, hoping somehow that I'd find another woman who could give me the happiness that I'd had with Ellen?
Or perhaps the nights weren't the worst. It might have been the moment of waking each morning—of looking around sleepily for Ellen, then remembering suddenly that I wasn't at home, in my own bed next to her—I was in a hotel room by myself. I was there because I'd left my wife. And I'd left her because she'd fucked someone else.
Arthur and I continued to meet twice a week. Our sessions focused, almost obsessively, on the question of Bridget and whether I would have resisted her. Somehow I couldn't get past that single point.
If I believed that I would have turned down an offer from Bridget, that I would have stayed faithful to Ellen in the face of that awesome temptation, then I just couldn't see how to forgive Ellen for what she had done.
But if I would have given in to Bridget, then I was no better than Ellen—I was just as vulnerable to temptation, and I had no right to feel morally superior. My faithfulness and Ellen's adultery were then reduced to a matter of luck, of pure circumstance.
Arthur tried to get me to see that the question was unanswerable—and that ultimately it didn't matter. He pointed out that I'd experienced the same kind of unexpected, irrational desire for another person that Ellen had. No one would ever know whether I could have resisted Bridget, but that wasn't the point.
The point was that I was in a position to identify with Ellen's feelings, to know what had caused her to act as she did. Now I needed to let my empathy rise above my outrage and hurt feelings. Truly, I knew how it felt to wrestle with that aching feeling of lust. Did I have it in my heart to forgive Ellen for her weakness?
I didn't know, but after my third week away I was ready to find out. I'd called Ellen every 3-4 days, but the conversations were always very brief, just letting her know I was still all right. Now I called on a Saturday with something else in mind.
"Ellen, it's Dan."
"Hi, honey!" She sounded happy to hear from me.
"I'm planning to come back home today. I don't know what will happen with us, but being alone in this hotel room isn't doing me any good anymore. I figure we have a lot of talking to do, and we might as well do it in the house."
Her response sounded pleased but wary. "That's wonderful, Dan! It will be so great to see you again... I've missed you."
"I'll be by in about an hour, OK?"
When I got home and dragged my suitcase to the door, Ellen was waiting. She smiled, but her face looked strained, and she seemed tired. I suppose she probably wasn't sleeping any better than I was. I wondered whether she'd spent any nights with Chris. It didn't seem likely, but I no longer trusted her enough to have any confidence in my own guesses about her.
I took the suitcase straight upstairs and put it on the queen-size bed in the guest room. Ellen, following me, had a look of shock on her face.
I was blunt. "I'm not sleeping in our bedroom, Ellen. Not after what you and Chris did in there."
She flushed, and I saw tears in her eyes. She looked down, but said nothing. I walked back downstairs and went into the kitchen for a cup of coffee. I poured another one for Ellen and we sat at the table. We hadn't touched since I came in the door.
I said, "here's where things are with me. I'm much calmer than I was when I walked out. I've had time to get used to ... what you told me. I'm still very hurt, but I'm not so angry any more. I'm more ... just sad, I guess. I haven't stopped loving you—I can't just turn that off like a faucet. But I don't trust you now, and I can't see how that trust will ever come back."
Ellen just nodded, looking miserable.
"But there's a story I have to tell you, something I don't think you know anything about. It's the main reason I'm back in the house with you, Ellen. It has to do with something that happened six years ago. Do you remember Bridget Zuzich?"
I told Ellen the whole story, pretty much as I had told it to Arthur George. She listened attentively, looking surprised once or twice but not interrupting until I had finished.
Then she said, after a little bit of silence, "wow, Dan. I can't get over how much that story sounded like what happened to me with Chris. Except, of course, that ... that you and she never ...."
I nodded. "Right. And I and the therapist I've been seeing have talked about that point over and over. Would I have been any stronger than you were? Maybe not, in which case I have no right to punish you for what you've done."
"No, Dan," Ellen said, with surprising firmness. "Whatever you may have fantasized, you never did it. Never mind the circumstances. You didn't cheat, you didn't break your vows or threaten our marriage. I did."
"Yes, but you also confessed to me, Ellen. You didn't let it become a long affair, and you didn't keep me in the dark about it."
After a pause, I asked the question I had promised myself over and over I wouldn't ask.
"Have you seen him again?"
She shook her head. "No, Dan. I told you, that's not going to happen."
She looked serious and completely sincere—and it broke my heart how little I believed her. What a fragile thing trust is! Once it's broken, how the hell do you put it back together again?
We had a quiet dinner, then watched TV together. I think we were both striving for a normal evening, neither of us wanting to have to tackle anything painful for a while.
But when we went upstairs to bed it was hard to avoid the fact that we were headed into two separate rooms.
Ellen said, "honey, I understand why you ... don't want to be in the bedroom. Could I ... could I join you in the guest room tonight?"
I looked at her. I had anticipated the question, and planned to say no. But a different answer came out of my mouth.
"I'm ... not ready to make love, Ellen. But if you'd put on a regular nightie, nothing sexy, it would be nice to hold you as we went to sleep."
She nodded, giving me a shy smile, and disappeared into the bedroom. After a few minutes of changing and brushing teeth, I was in the guest bed when she came into my arms, again looking very wary. I put my arm around her, and she gently snuggled up against me, her head on my shoulder.
I wasn't up to talking—the emotions were too close to the surface. Without a word I turned the light out. We lay quietly, hearing one another's breathing, and thank God I was soon asleep.
***************
It would be wonderful to say that once I moved back home again, things got better and better between me and Ellen. But it just wasn't true. We fell into a kind of uneasy semi-intimacy.
There were ways in which we enjoyed one another's company—at times we could find our way into our old routines, of lengthy talks about all sorts of crazy subjects. We worked well together with cooking and cleaning up, and with sharing the other household duties just as we always had.
But we didn't get back to making love, or even to hugging and kissing. Holding one another in bed each night was pretty much the only touching we did.
And the central, painful topic of Ellen's romp in bed with Chris hung like a cloud between us. Neither of us wanted to mention it, but the feelings it stirred up weren't going away.
I continued to see Arthur George. I had developed a plan to test Ellen, and he couldn't talk me out of it.
"Dan," he said, "you need to see that you have nothing to gain with this idea. If she 'fails' your test, you'll be convinced you need a divorce. And even if she passes it, that is not going to lay all your fears to rest. There's just no point in doing this!"
Part of me knew he was right, but I stubbornly refused to back down.
I had picked a morning when I knew Ellen would be at work to come home and check through her email. Her computer at home was linked to the OSU system she used at work, so I could see all her incoming and outgoing email from the home computer.
First I checked to see if she'd had any communication with Chris since the day he spent with her in our bed. I didn't find anything. Then I went ahead and wrote him a carefully worded email, which I signed from Ellen.
Here's what it said:
*****
Dear Chris:
I've been thinking about you a lot since the day we spent together. Could you come to the house this Thursday at 7 pm? Dan will be out that night until 10, so we can have time to be together.
It may sound silly, but please don't email me back—just come, if you can. And when you come, please pretend I never sent you this email. I'd be grateful if you just acted like you were spontaneously coming over to see me, OK?
I hope to see you Thursday—
Best, Ellen
*****
When Thursday came, I called Ellen from work at about 2 pm and told her there was a major server re-installation that we had to do that evening, and that I would be stuck at work until 10 or 11. I told her to go ahead and eat dinner without me, and I would scrounge something when I got home.
Of course, there was no server re-installation to do. And at 6:45 pm I was sitting in my parked car, six houses down from our house, in a position where I could see when Chris arrived and when he left.
My "test" for Ellen was pretty simple. She'd either send Chris away, or tumble into bed with him again. I figured that if they just talked, he wouldn't be in the house more than say 30 or 40 minutes. Once an hour had passed, the bad news would be pretty obvious.
As I said, Arthur thought this was a pretty bad idea all the way around, but I just couldn't let it go.
So I sat, listening to my car radio and wondering about the rest of my life. Chris pulled up at 7:05 and went right up to my front door. I couldn't see Ellen opening the door, but after a moment or two Chris went inside and the door shut behind him.
I sat some more, not really hearing the music. The first half hour wasn't so bad; then it started to be really difficult. I willed my front door to open, but it didn't move. I closed my eyes for ten-minute stretches, but when I opened them again only thirty seconds had passed.
At 8:15, I realized the worst. My wife was fucking Chris again—and I had set it up! I'd wanted an answer, and by God I'd gotten one!
At 8:30 I realized I was crying.
At 8:45 I couldn't stand it any more. Why was I just sitting here? I could at least storm in, catch them in bed, and play out the final scene of my marriage. I started the car, and then just before I put it in gear I saw Chris come walking out my front door, get in his car, and drive off.
I quickly drove down to my house and ran in, hoping to catch my guilty wife cleaning up the scene of the crime.
When I came into the house Ellen was sitting at the kitchen table, fully dressed in the clothes she'd worn to work. She looked up at me in surprise and said, "Dan, did you finish early?" Then she saw my tear-stained face—I must have looked awful—and cried, "honey, are you all right?"
Ignoring her, I looked around wildly. I saw two empty coffee cups on the table. I ran upstairs to the bedroom. The bed was neatly made. I yanked back the bedspread to see the sheets, but they were clean and unwrinkled. I quickly checked all the beds in the other rooms, with the same result.
I could hear Ellen coming upstairs, saying, "Dan, what's going on?" Ignoring her, I went into the bathroom searching for signs that someone had showered, but the shower stall was dry. I looked in the hamper, then in the closet and under the bed for any clothes she might have been wearing when they started making love, but I found nothing.
Frustrated and confused, I slumped down on our bed. Ellen looked at me with concern in her eyes. "Dan, what on earth is the matter?"
Suddenly I was sobbing. "I know Chris was here tonight! And I know you fucked him again!"
She looked directly at me and said, "yes, Chris was here. But no, I didn't fuck him. I'm not going to fuck him ever again, Dan."
I couldn't stop crying. It felt as though weeks of painful feelings were pouring out of me, and I couldn't control them. "Then what the hell were the two of you doing in this house for almost two hours?"
Ellen sat down next to me on the bed, and gently pulled me into her arms.
Quietly she said, "we were talking, Dan. He probably came over with the idea that we'd go to bed again—but he didn't touch me, and I didn't touch him. All we did is sit in the kitchen, drink coffee, and talk.
"And now he's gone, and you need to tell me what the hell is going on. How did you know he was here?"
"I set it up!" I cried. "I sent him an email from you, asking him to come see you tonight, and that I'd be out late. And I sat in the car down the street and watched him—when he came, and when he left.
"I figured if you didn't go to bed with him, he'd be gone in half an hour. But he was here an hour and forty-five minutes!"
I couldn't get control of myself. "Jesus, Ellen, do you see what I've been reduced to? Skulking around, playing silly bullshit cloak-and-dagger games with my own wife? The poor cuckolded husband, trying to catch his wife in the act!"
She didn't answer, just held me close while I cried. When I grew calmer, I sat up and looked at her. She'd been crying, too—her face was streaked with tears.
Suddenly I couldn't stand to be near her—I couldn't stand feeling her arms around me, or looking at that loving, pitying face. I abruptly pulled free of her and went off to the guest room.
I undressed, brushed my teeth, pulled on my boxers and climbed into bed. The door didn't lock, but I closed it—sending a message to Ellen, since every night since I'd come home I'd left it open.
I longed for sleep, but it didn't come. After more than an hour I was still awake in the dark, restless and miserable.
Then I heard Ellen quietly slip into the room. I rolled over in bed without a word, so that if she got in my back would be towards her. Ignoring this silent rebuff, she slid in and spooned tightly behind me, pressing her breasts into my back, sliding her arm around my chest beneath my own arm. She didn't say anything, thank God. I didn't want to hear anything she had to say!
After a few minutes of lying still, just holding me, Ellen began touching me. Her lips brushed the back and side of my neck over and over, and her hand drifted around my chest, stroking my nipples, then dipping down lower, beneath my boxers into my pubic hair.
I really didn't know what to do. I wanted to reject her, but I didn't want to speak to her. Also, it felt good! We hadn't had sex in more than a month—we hadn't even necked in all that time.
Somehow I hoped I could silently reject her, simply by not responding, by not getting aroused in response to her caresses.
For a while it worked that way. She began to move her body against me, and I could feel her erect nipples against my back. Her hand held and stroked my cock lovingly, gently. Under most circumstances I would have been rock-hard within a minute, but I remained totally limp. Good! I thought. Fuck you! I don't want your pity fuck!
But after a while the pleasure of her hand on me, her kisses against my neck, and her wonderful breasts caressing my back, began to have their effect. My penis thickened, then rose in her hand. She cooed happily into my ear, and slid her hand down further to pleasure my balls. I felt her pubic hair rub against me through my boxers, and realized that she had come to bed naked.
I was still totally torn. Her body, her lips and her hand felt great, and I wanted more. But at the same time I was angry and hurt, and full of an irrational desire to reject and hurt her. If I had felt that she were seducing me out of her own sexual desire, it might have been all right. But I couldn't help feeling that this was just Ellen trying to win me back, just trying to make up with me. 'Give the poor guy a good fuck, make him think that I want him, and he'll come around.' I felt manipulated, and that made me far more angry than horny.
Without a word, I suddenly wrenched myself free of Ellen's embrace. I rolled out of the bed onto my feet and left the room. Without looking back, I headed down the stairs and into the living room. I found an extra blanket in the closet and settled myself down for the night on the couch.
I listened for sounds from upstairs but heard nothing. No words from Ellen, no crying. I lay awake for awhile longer, miserable, wondering whether I had done the right thing. No answer ever came.
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ELLEN'S STORY
Each time Dan called, I got my hopes up. Maybe he was ready to come home! But each time we had the same brief, matter-of-fact conversation, and then he said goodbye. I didn't know what to do. I was being patient and giving him time, but it didn't seem to be helping.
After three weeks, he finally called and said he was coming home. I was overjoyed! And then immediately terrified. Maybe he wasn't coming back to reconcile, but to talk about a divorce. Or maybe he was hoping that I would say and do the right things to persuade him to stay—and I had no idea what those things were.
When Dan came into the house, I was shocked. He looked terrible, like he had aged 20 years. There were big circles under his eyes, and his shoulders slumped. He looked old and defeated.
I thought I had understood what he was going through, how much pain he was in—but seeing him that way made me realize how much worse it was for Dan than anything I had imagined.
For the first few days I had high hopes that we could gradually find our way back to one another. We weren't kissing, let alone making love—but at least Dan was letting me sleep in his arms in the guest bed. At first, that reassured me so much!
But as time went by it seemed things were getting worse, not better. More tense, with less communication. We could do routine chores together, but our unrestrained pleasure in each other's company was almost totally missing. I didn't know what to do. Dan didn't seem to want to talk about anything serious—and I figured that since he was seeing a therapist, perhaps the best thing for me to do was to be patient and loving, and let him work through his feelings there.
Then one evening, when Dan had called and said he'd have to work until 10pm, the doorbell rang and there was Chris Doebe!
It scared me to death, I have to tell you. My first instinctive reaction was not desire, but terror. I think I must have stuttered, "what are you doing here?" and not in a very welcoming way.
But he just smiled, sweetly, and said, "hi, Ellen. Okay if I come in for a few minutes?"
Numb, truly at a loss, I led him into the kitchen. We sat, and I poured two cups of coffee. We looked at one another.
More to keep Chris at bay than for any other reason, I told him how Emily had given me a heart attack when she came by and told me that Chris had said he enjoyed our lunch together. I made a funny story of it, describing my panic and Emily's innocence, and before long both Chris and I were laughing. That broke the tension, thank God.
Then Chris said, "I've missed you, Ellen. The time we spent together was amazing. I've never experienced anything like it in my life. It is entirely up to you, but I would love to ... be with you again."
He was looking at me in a kind but serious way, not flirting, and I appreciated that.
I just sat, trying hard to examine my own feelings. I knew my heart was beating fast; but my panties weren't damp—that was a change! And while I was still attracted to Chris, the attraction felt quite different, more under control.
Previously, just being around him had rendered me incapable of rational thought. I was all wet pussy and hard nipples, his for the taking. But at that moment, while I still felt the temptation it was balanced by a very rational understanding of the consequences.
It was like standing in a grocery store, staring at some absolutely delicious peaches. I knew I could take one and just bite into it—and the juice would dribble down my chin (!), and the taste would be fantastic. But I also knew that it would be stealing, and it would be wrong, and I might even be arrested.
As I sat there, I understood to my immense relief that I could say no to Chris. And more: that I could do it without dying of the disappointment. The commitment of marriage, like any other commitment, means that sometimes you can't have what you want—from something as trivial as a night out at a restaurant when your spouse is tired and wants to eat at home, to something as cosmic as mesmerizing sex with Chris Doebe.
I'd broken that commitment once, and it grieved me. But sitting there now, looking at Chris' expectant face, I was almost exultant in the certain knowledge that I wouldn't break it again.
So I smiled, looking at Chris, and shook my head.
"I'm sorry, Chris. I would never lie and tell you I'm not incredibly tempted—and you wouldn't believe me anyway! That afternoon was beyond terrific. I always thought that 'rocked my world' was just an expression, until you did it to me that day!" We both laughed, and I went on.
"But as great as it was, it put my marriage to Dan in real jeopardy, and I am scared to death that I might lose him. Having to face that makes me realize how important he is to me—much more important than sex with you, even mind-blowing sex.
"So while our day together will always be one of my sweetest memories, it will have to be our only time together.
"And in one other way that's probably a good thing. I don't see how the second time could ever live up to what the first time was like!"
He laughed again, and said, "I'm not so sure about that! But I do understand, Ellen. I felt pretty bad about being with a married woman, but I was following your lead—and to tell the truth I was incredibly turned-on! But in a way it's a relief not to be getting involved any further in something that could ruin your marriage.
"And if you and Dan don't . . . stay together, I will always be so sorry for my role in that."
I shook my head firmly, reaching over to squeeze Chris' hand. "Chris, what we did was NOT your fault. I know you find me attractive, and I am so flattered!—but we both know I was all over you that day. I did everything but take my clothes off right in the restaurant! You have nothing to reproach yourself about, and I mean that."
With the central issue between us firmly resolved, Chris and I relaxed and talked a good while longer. I heard about his studies, and we shared war stories of the administration at OSU and our various battles with it.
I continued to marvel at how relaxed I felt, how the desire I still felt for Chris stayed very much in the background and under control. He was still a very attractive man. If I had been unattached I would happily have jumped in bed with him again. But I wasn't, and accepting that it wasn't going to happen was surprisingly easy.
After awhile, Chris said he needed to go do some studying, and we said a friendly goodbye, without even a hug—that seemed safest! I was barely back in my chair when Dan burst through the door, looking like a madman. His face was red and tear-streaked and he was breathing hard.
When I understood after a few minutes that he was planning to catch me and Chris in bed—and that he'd set the whole thing up—I was furious for a moment, but then just deeply sad. Dan's having stooped to such a thing showed yet again how much pain he was in, and how desperately he was wrestling with his feelings. My wonderful, strong, loving husband was behaving like a maniac, and I had caused it all!
After he pulled away from my arms and went silently off to bed, I sat and thought. How could I reach him? Was there any way to communicate to Dan the love I felt, the remorse? How could I make any of this up to him?
So far we'd been snuggling in bed every night, but without kissing or caressing or having sex at all. I had been waiting for him to take the lead, but tonight I decided to be more aggressive. I took off all my clothes and slid in behind him, spooning him tightly from behind. After a few minutes I started to caress him, enjoying the feeling of his chest, his back against my breasts, and then his cock in my hand.
It surprised me that his erection didn't appear right away, but I took my time and soon it was everything I might have hoped for! I began to slide my body against him, enjoying my own feelings of arousal and looking forward to our first love-making in more than a month—the longest time we'd ever gone without sex.
Then he suddenly, violently pulled himself away from me, and without a word headed downstairs. I was shocked, and hurt. I almost started to cry, but I restrained myself, lying quietly in the darkness and listening for him. I hoped he'd come back, but soon it was clear he was planning to stay downstairs, away from me, all night.
I was hurt, frustrated, and at a loss. I had welcomed Dan home with affection and patience. I had gently given him time to turn to me physically, and had waited patiently when he showed no signs of doing so. Then, tonight, I had tried to be more assertive, using my body to communicate my love to him. Both approaches had failed. I had no idea what to do now.
In the morning when I went quietly downstairs, Dan was fast asleep under a blanket on the sofa. I figured he needed the rest, so I didn't disturb him. I dressed, had my breakfast, left him a short note, and went to work. The note said:
Dear Dan:
I love you so much, and I'm so sorry, and I don't know what to do. When you moved back home, I was so hopeful that we could gradually find a way back to one another. But it doesn't seem to be working. I am trying as hard as I can to show you how much I love you, and atone in any way I can for what I did.
But it seems we are growing apart, not together.
Would you consider letting me come with you to your appointments with Arthur George? Do you think that might be helpful? I don't wish to intrude, and it's entirely up to you. I'm just reaching for any means I can to help work out our problems—problems I know I'm totally to blame for.
Please let me know what you think.
Your loving wife, Ellen
***************
The weekend was quiet. When I came home from work that Friday Dan was clearly still unhappy, but calm. We didn't talk much, but he told me that he'd contacted Arthur George and they'd agreed that I should come to the next session, on Tuesday.
Over the weekend we were civil but not warm. I didn't know how to reach out to Dan, and he seemed content for us to do our errands and household chores pretty much in silence. I longed for Tuesday to come, hoping desperately that seeing Dan's therapist together could put us on the right track.
Arthur George, God bless him, made me feel welcome and at ease right away. I had feared that he'd be judgmental, or worse. After all, he'd been working with my husband for several weeks, helping him deal with terrible misery caused entirely by me. But he was straightforward and kind, and my nervousness disappeared very quickly.
Rather than take me back through my sexual encounter with Chris—which I feared he would insist on—Arthur asked both Dan and me to tell him what had happened on the previous Thursday. Clearly Arthur knew all about Dan's plan to "test" me with Chris.
He listened gravely and attentively to each of us, watching to see how we reacted to the other one's version of events. It was the first time that Dan had heard about my conversation with Chris, and he looked hard at me the whole time. I made a point of elaborating on my changed feelings for Chris—that I no longer felt the crazy, uncontrollable attraction that had caused me to jump in bed with him that one time. I so hoped that Dan would hear this and believe me, and begin to feel less angry and humiliated.
When our two versions of the Thursday night were finished, Arthur said, "I'd like to focus for a few minutes on what happened when you were in bed together that evening, all right?
"I'm going to ask each of you to try something. Please take a couple of minutes and try to reverse roles. Ellen, imagine that encounter as if you were the one cheated on, OK? Imagine that he'd had an affair with Bridget, that you were hurt and angry, and that he'd approached you in bed that night.
"Dan, I'd like you to imagine the same thing: that you had previously been to bed with Bridget, that Ellen was very hurt and angry, and that you were approaching her that night in bed.
"Each of you, just think this through for a bit, and I'll ask you to share your thoughts about it."
I was astonished at the feelings that boiled up in me! But when we both looked ready to speak, Arthur nodded to Dan to begin.
"I would be feeling that I so much wanted to reassure Ellen that I still loved and desired her. What I did hurt her so badly! It hurt her pride, and it destroyed her trust in me, her trust that I would sleep only with her.
"So my approaching her for sex was a way of telling her I DID desire and love her, and a small first step in rebuilding her belief in that."
"Okay, Ellen—can you tell us what you imagined feeling if the situation were reversed, and Dan approached you?"
I looked straight at Arthur. "I felt: that fucking bastard!" The rage I had been experiencing suddenly flared up in me, as I went on.
"That son of a bitch has a hot night of sex with Bridget. And he knows how devastated I am. So he climbs in bed and rubs my pussy, and I'm supposed to get all hot and bothered and let him fuck me until I feel better? I know whose pussy he's thinking about, and wanting!
"How can I see it as anything but the most cynical kind of 'oh gee, honey, I'm so sorry'? It's supposed to make me believe it's ME he desires? What bullshit!"
By the time I finished I was practically shouting. I almost couldn't believe how angry I had become, thinking about that night from Dan's side of things.
And then, in the silence, I started to cry.
"Oh, Dan," I said, "is that what it felt like to you?"
"Pretty much," he replied quietly. Then there was more silence, as I continued to cry.
Finally, after a long time, Arthur cleared his throat to get our attention, then spoke to us.
"I think we can all see the problem you two are facing right now. Dan, putting himself in Ellen's shoes, was able to recognize what she did as a loving attempt at renewing your intimacy. But Ellen, considering it from Dan's side, was furiously angry at what felt like a hypocritical invitation to some sort of superficial 'make-up sex'.
"But I want you to see that there's some good news here too. In all my sessions with Dan, and in today's session with both of you, I perceive two people who love and value one another very much. I see a strong marriage with a big problem, not a fundamentally troubled marriage.
"Second, you should each take note of how empathetic you were able to be, how successfully each of you was able to understand what the other person was feeling. Even though Dan was very angry at what you did that night, Ellen, he was able to see today that it was a loving gesture. And Ellen, you were able to understand why your actions made Dan so angry."
I said, "yes, Arthur, but I'm not sure where that leaves us. I want to show Dan my love for him; and, yes, my desire for him. I want to ... be with him again, sexually, a lot—and only with him! But there don't seem to be any ways that I can express those feelings that he will believe."
To my surprise Dan agreed with me. "She's right, I'm afraid. I don't feel like I can trust anything she says and does right now. She wants to save our marriage, and I see every one of her actions from that perspective—her self-interest. And, I guess, her guilt."
Arthur responded quickly. "But Dan, the fact that Ellen wants to save your marriage—doesn't that in itself mean something? Surely you don't think that's just because she likes your house, or doesn't want to cook for herself?"
Dan nodded, slowly. "I guess I see that. She loves me. She wants me in her life. Yes, I believe those things.
"But it's a whole hell of a lot harder to believe that she desires me—that I'm the one she wants to have sex with, and not Chris Doebe."
Quietly I said, "I turned him down, Dan. You set up a test for me, and I turned him down. That must mean something."
"Yes, Ellen, it means that our marriage means more to you than fucking Chris again. That is something.
"But it doesn't mean that you want to fuck me rather than Chris—it just means that you recognize you can't have our marriage if you fuck Chris. So maybe it means you're willing to settle for just fucking old Dan. Better than nothing, perhaps. But hardly a ringing endorsement of my desirability, or my talents in bed."
"Dan, you've told me that for months you fucked me up one wall and down the other, all the time imagining I was Bridget Zuzich! So what if I occasionally think about Chris?"
Dan looked at me, with such sadness I almost had to turn away. "Sweetheart—the difference is that you never knew Bridget was in my head. You never had to compete with her. You remained happily secure of my love and desire. And my fantasy about Bridget stayed safely in the realm of fantasy.
"But you slept with Chris—and I know you did, and I know it was incredible. So now I have to compete with that, and I always will. And I don't know how I'll ever know whether it's me you want, or just a warm body you can rub against while imagining that it's Chris Doebe inside you again."
There was a long silence. I sat, utterly devastated by Dan's words, trying hard not to cry again.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Arthur said, "it's clear that we still have some work to do. But I urge each of you not to give in to your unhappiest feelings, or your most pessimistic fears. You have a lot of love and mutual understanding to build on.
"Dan, I think that Ellen is absolutely right about one thing. At this point, she has no idea how to communicate to you her love, her remorse, or her desire for you. So it's going to be up to you to figure that out. YOU will need to discover how she can do that without making you even more angry.
"And Ellen, I think you're going to have to be patient about it. Because right now I don't think Dan has any idea about how to let you in.
"Finally, I'm going to suggest that I continue to see Dan twice a week, and that Ellen come with him once every other week. Much of what we have to work on will be easier just between me and Dan, but I also want us to check in together regularly as a threesome to see how things are doing from both sides of the marriage."
As we left the office and headed to the parking lot, I said, "Arthur is an awfully nice man, Dan."
"Yes he is—we're lucky to have him." Then, without a word, he took my hand, holding it gently all the way until we reached my car.
***************
***************
DAN'S STORY
I knew that Arthur was right—it was up to me to find a way to get back to intimacy with Ellen. I had made it very clear to both of us that she couldn't take the lead, that I simply didn't trust any move she made. I couldn't shake the feeling that she had come to me in bed out of guilt or apology, rather than out of desire.
We limped along for another month or so. The anticipation of Christmas at home with the kids was a little tense, because we didn't want them to know what we were going through. At Ellen's suggestion she and I returned to sleeping in the master bedroom a couple of nights before Danny and Alexis came for their visit.
Fortunately they were so happy to see us, and each other, that Ellen and I were able to relax and just be loving parents for a week. After a couple of days the kids were mostly out of the house, anyway, spending time with hometown friends that they couldn't see most of the year.
In early January Ellen asked me to sit down for a talk after dinner.
"Baby, I'm going to take a few days and visit Diane. It's a slow time this week at the office, and they won't mind my being away."
I nodded, just looking at her. I knew this meant more than just a visit. Finally she continued.
"I just don't know how to reach you, Dan. We live in this house, we're civil and kind to one another, we go together and talk to Arthur . . . but we're stuck.
"You know that I love you, and you must know that I want you, too—I want to make love again—but neither of us knows how to make that happen. Arthur keeps saying that it has to come from you. But it isn't coming."



All of a sudden I felt cold, and a little angry. "Is this a separation, Ellen? Is that what you're telling me?" My voice came out harder than I'd meant it, and I could see her eyes widen in surprise.
"No, Dan." She reached across the table and gently took my hand. "Nothing like that. I'm in this with you for the long haul—until the day you throw my cheating ass out of your life." She managed a kind of sad half-smile.
"I just thought that a break of a few days might do both of us some good, clear the air a bit. And I haven't seen Diane in so long, or had a chance to spoil her kids."
I relaxed. I could see what Ellen was saying. "All right, sweetie. When are you going to go? I'll get a couple of hours off so I can drive you to the airport."
My week without Ellen was quiet, contemplative. I missed her, and found that I was speaking to her all the time inside my head. Somehow in her absence I could appreciate more fully all the good things in our relationship, and be tormented less by our sexual impasse. I found I was storing up odd, random questions to ask her when she got back—the kind we were used to trying out on one another.
After several days Ellen called and confirmed her return flight was on Thursday afternoon, getting in around 3pm. I had a meeting I couldn't get out of, so she'd take a cab home.
But when I turned into the driveway that night around 5:30, I didn't see any lights on inside the house. What I saw instead was Ellen, lying at the foot of the front steps in her heavy coat, her suitcases a few feet away.
I ran to her. She was unconscious, and her skin was cold and clammy. I hastily unlocked the door, then ran back and picked her up gently in my arms. She moaned a little, and started to come around as I carried her inside and straight into our bedroom. Wasting no time, I propped her up against some pillows and swaddled her tightly in several blankets. Then I ran downstairs and put on the kettle.
In another few minutes I had her suitcases inside and I was sitting by her side with two cups of tea. Ellen was awake now, trying to smile at me, but she was shivering violently. "Dan, I . . . I think I must have fallen, I . . . don't really remember."
"Shh," I said, lying down and taking her tightly in my arms. I held her and hummed quietly into her hair, keeping her calm as she gradually warmed up. When the shivering slowed down I sat up and gave her the tea, making sure she drank it a little at a time. There was a tiny trickle of blood on the right side of her forehead; and when I probed very gently I found a big tender lump on the side of her head.
While Ellen drank the tea I got her a small ice bag, then took her back in my arms, holding the bag very gently against her lump. By now she was back to herself a bit more, and I started to relax somewhat. I realized that my heart had been pounding with tension for the last hour or so.
"Thank you, Dan. The tea and the blankets are just right. I still can't completely remember—but I must have slipped on the steps and hit my head. God knows how long I was out there. The cab dropped me off just before 5—what time did you get home?"
I realized she'd probably been lying out there a half-hour, in January in Columbus, Ohio! Thank God I hadn't come home late from work!
"Baby, how about if I run you a hot bath? You're not shivering so much any more, but I'm sure you're still chilled."
She nodded, smiling and saying, "thank you for being so sweet, Dan. I really missed you, you know! I had a wonderful visit with Diane and her family, but I wanted to be back here with you."
When I had the bath ready I got Ellen out of the blankets, then carefully undressed her. I had her down to her underwear, and was frankly enjoying the view—then I took off her socks. To my horror her right ankle was purple and hugely swollen. It had to be badly sprained, unless it was actually broken. Not wanting to let Ellen put weight on it, I carried her straight to the tub and gently lowered her into the water, making sure she used her good leg to guide herself. I kept her right leg propped on the side of the tub, out of the water.
She sighed happily as she settled into the tub. "God, that feels good, Dan! Thank you."
"How bad does the ankle hurt? Can you move your foot at all?"
She rotated it slowly, grimacing. "It hurts a lot, but it's not broken. Everything seems to work, and I can still move my toes."
I went for another ice pack. When I returned I strapped it to her ankle with an Ace bandage, then got the smaller ice pack for her head. "There you are—any other broken or bruised spots for me to put ice on?"
She laughed and said, "no, that's all of them, I think! Except that my ego is a bit bruised. I'm not such an old woman that I can't walk up my own front steps!"
While Ellen relaxed in the tub I called our doctor and described both of Ellen's injuries. After getting my assurances that she was awake and completely lucid, he said that it was unlikely she had a concussion. He agreed that the ankle sounded like nothing more than a sprain, and that I could bring her in the next morning. He reminded me of what I already knew: ice, elevation, and ibuprofen.
I put together a salad with some cut-up chicken, made some soup, and brought the food up to our bedroom. By then Ellen was ready to get out of the bathtub—her chill was long gone. I made her sit on the toilet seat while I dried her feet and legs, and then she stood on her good leg, her arm on my shoulder, while I dried the rest of her.
"You're getting my attention with all that nice rubbing, Dan," she said with a grin. I smiled back and continued with my pleasant task. Somehow taking care of her this way, knowing that she needed me, reawakened some of my desire for her. This was the longest I'd seen her naked in months, since before she had sex with Chris. And her body was absolutely beautiful, rounded and voluptuous. She sighed as I dried her breasts, and I had to restrain myself from dropping the towel and just fondling them.
I carried Ellen back to bed, helped her into a nightgown, propped her up against some pillows, then replaced her two ice-packs and put a tray of food in front of her. As we sat and ate together she told me about Diane and her husband, and what their kids were up to. I filled her in on the latest minor disasters at work, and we talked about the new Chair of the Economics Department, who thank heavens seemed to understand that my budget requests were for needed technology, not for me to redecorate my office with.
When we'd finished eating Ellen looked a bit sleepy, so I cleared the dishes and turned out the lights. "I'm sorry, baby," she said. "I want to stay up and be with you, but I'm just fading out!"
"That's all right, honey—you've had a nasty fall, you were outside for a while, and I'm sure your body needs the rest. I'll see you in the morning," I said as I headed for the door.
"Dan?" she called after me, sounding anxious. "You're not going to sleep somewhere else tonight, are you?"
Actually I had planned to sleep in the guest room, so I wouldn't roll over onto her bad ankle by mistake. But I could hear the concern in her voice, and I said, "no, honey, I'll come back in after a while, and I'll be here all night." I went back and gave her a gentle kiss, then tucked the covers around her and left the room.
As I cleaned up the kitchen and loaded the dishwasher, I wondered what was happening to me. At first of course I'd been very worried about Ellen. But once I was confident that she was OK, with nothing worse than a sprained ankle, I found taking care of her quite erotic.
Not just seeing her nude, and drying her after the bath—there was something else, something that must have had to do with her vulnerability. I knew that she needed me; and caring for her felt not only nice, but sexy. When I climbed into bed that night I had to restrain myself from reaching for her.
Dr. Westcott gave Ellen a thorough examination the next morning, after which he told us she had not only a sprained ankle but a mild concussion. "Lots of bed rest, ice and elevate the ankle, ibuprofen every 5-6 hours, no driving, no weight on the foot for at least three days, no alcohol," he said briskly. "And call me if there are any problems. OK?"
He lent us a pair of crutches, which I stowed in the car, but I carried Ellen from the office to the car and then from the car back into our bed. Our two hours out of the house had exhausted her and she slept virtually the rest of the day, waking up only for some spaghetti at dinnertime.
For the rest of the weekend I was a male nurse, or at least a home-health aide. I made all of Ellen's meals, helped her to the bathroom or into the shower, and kept the ice-packs and ibuprofen coming. Mostly, I liked it. I liked being useful and taking care of her, and I enjoyed our time together. As her concussion faded and she was more herself, we had hours together to talk and laugh, as we had done for so many years.
There was only one part I didn't like. I was touching Ellen a lot, and also seeing her naked a lot, and it was making me very aroused. This was new—I hadn't had much sexual desire since I first heard about Ellen and Chris. I hadn't even been masturbating—I just didn't have sexual feelings. But now they were back with a vengeance, and for some reason this made me angry.
By Monday Ellen was well enough to go back to work, though I had to drive her each way and help her in and out of the car. With the crutches, though, she could get around pretty well.
At my Tuesday session with Arthur I told him about her accident, and about my caring for her all weekend. Then I spoke about how aroused I was feeling, and how angry that made me. When I glanced at him he had a half-smile on his face, which for Arthur is like a belly-laugh from anyone else.
"What?" I asked, a little peeved. "Is it so risible that seeing my wife naked, and holding her in my arms, turned me on?"
"No, Dan, it's not," he replied calmly. "It's actually great news. But I can't help being a little amused that your response to those feelings is anger rather than pleasure."
I thought about it for a minute, and then I had to laugh myself. "I guess I see what you mean."
He asked me why I thought that I felt anger, and it stumped me a little.
"I guess it makes me feel vulnerable. Until now I haven't had any desire to make love to Ellen, and that made me feel in control. As though it were important to be able to resist her; as though wanting sex meant I was giving in somehow."
He nodded. "Giving in to what, do you think?"
"I guess, letting go of my hurt pride. Every day I don't have sex with Ellen, it's like I'm saying to her, 'See how hurt I still am? See what you've done to me?'
"Now that I put it that way, it actually seems pretty dumb. Cutting off my nose to spite my face."
He just sat, letting me think some more.
"And the other thing," I finally went on, "is that I still don't trust anything she might do sexually. I'm afraid she'll fake it—she'll act excited and eager with me, just out of a desire to make me feel better and stroke my ego. And the thought of her doing that just infuriates me! It makes me want to become a monk, and never touch her again."
After a long minute, Arthur said, "well, there are many possible reasons to have sex, Dan. It's OK to have sex simply for your own pleasure, to satisfy your own desires—as long as you don't force Ellen to do something she doesn't want to do. There's no reason you have to see love-making as a test, where you get a grade from Ellen as to how much she desires you or how much you please her."
We talked about it some more, and I found Arthur's words staying with me as I left his office and drove to pick Ellen up at work. She could see right away that I was a little pre-occupied, and we didn't talk much on the drive home.
When I carried her into the house she probably expected we'd head to the kitchen and start dinner. Instead I went straight to the bedroom, where I stood her up gently next to the bed, took her in my arms, and kissed her deeply. It was the longest kiss we'd had in more than three months.
"Ellen, I want to make love right now. OK?"
She smiled broadly. "Oh, sweetie, I . . ."
"Wait a minute," I interrupted. "I don't want to talk, I just want to do it. I won't hurt you or anything, but this is for me. All right?"
Her smile faded to an uncertain look, but she nodded. I quickly turned up the heat in the bedroom to a cozy 78º, threw off my clothes, then undressed Ellen. I touched and stroked her as I took off each item, and she stood passively, letting me enjoy the feel of her.
By the time she was naked and I'd laid her on the bed I was very aroused. I was angry, too—still resenting my desire for her—but I decided I needed to ignore it. I pulled her tightly to me and kissed her deeply, sending my tongue into her mouth. She responded to me and we lay pressed together, my hands sliding all over her.
I couldn't get enough of her body—it was like I'd never seen her or touched her before. I touched her arms and shoulders, her sides, the cheeks of her ass, then I gently pushed her down on her back and devoted myself to her breasts. I stroked and caressed them, ran my palms across her nipples over and over, then took them in my mouth one at a time and sucked on them.
Ellen lay back quietly, understanding that I wanted her to be passive, but her breathing told me that she was getting aroused too. As I focused on her breasts with my lips and tongue I sent one hand sliding down into her pubic hair, and stroked all around her mound and the tops of her thighs. She was already moist, and she got wetter as I gently caressed her lips.
In a few minutes I had two fingers inside her and my thumb caressing her clitoris, and she was rolling her hips in response to my caresses. My mouth returned to hers for another deep kiss, and then back to her breasts again. I had her thigh between mine, and was pressing my hard cock against her. We were both moaning a little bit.
I could tell that she was near an orgasm, but I suddenly didn't care to wait. I rolled on top of her and she instantly pulled her knees wide to welcome me. She reached for my cock but I used my own hand to guide the tip into her wet pussy. As soon as I was aimed right, I smoothly but forcefully slid all the way inside her, bottoming out with enormous pleasure.
My cock was as hard as I could ever remember, and I reveled in the heat of her around me. I lay still for a minute, clutching her tight in my arms, kissing and nibbling at her neck. Ellen was still being passive, taking the lead from me, but her arms slid up and down my back caressingly.
My mind was torn between excitement and anger. It was full of thoughts of Chris Doebe—how he'd been on this bed, inside of Ellen just like this, a couple of months before. But that didn't make me lose my erection—sort of the opposite: it made me angry and more determined to take my own pleasure: something like "fuck you, Chris, and fuck you Ellen—now it's MY turn!"
Once I started moving inside her I didn't want to stop. I tried to keep my thrusts long and smooth, but before long I was speeding up, pounding into her forcefully, lost in the pleasure of her hot sheath around my cock. I knew she was moving with me, humping her hips up at me, but I didn't pay much attention. I pistoned in and out, faster and faster, feeling my climax racing towards me. As it arrived I grabbed her hips and plunged into her hard several times, grinding myself against her tightly as the pleasure poured over me, crying out, hearing Ellen's moans distantly in my ears.
All the energy and tension drained out of me. I didn't want to crush Ellen, so I held her tight and rolled us over on our sides. I kept her head pressed against my shoulder, and felt her warm body all along mine, and listened to our breathing as it gradually slowed.
I still didn't want her to speak, but after a few minutes she lifted her head and smiled at me, her eyes shining. "Baby, that was so . . ." she began.
"No!" I cried, suddenly angry. "I don't care how it was for you! This wasn't about you, it was about me! You're my wife and I get to fuck you! I know I can't do to you what Chris did, and I don't care---I'm the one you married and I'm the only one you get to fuck!"
I started to pull away from her and get off the bed but she held me tightly. Then suddenly I was sobbing, holding her, my head on her shoulder, crying like an infant. And Ellen just held me, saying "shh," and "it's okay, baby", quietly, waiting for me to calm down.
Finally my tears stopped, and I lay back on the bed, exhausted. I felt too embarrassed to look at Ellen, but she just lay on her side, pressed against me, her head on my chest. After a long time I sat up and looked at her. To my surprise her face was stained with her tears.
"Sorry," I said. "I don't know what . . ."
"Shh," she interrupted me, putting her fingers to my lips. "You don't have to say anything else. You're right: I'm your wife and only you get to fuck me." She smiled. "There's nothing else to say."
Half an hour later, we were down in the kitchen in our bathrobes, making dinner together. We didn't speak much, but I noticed that both of us were smiling, and we kept giving one another little touches as we passed by each other—a pat on the cheek, or sliding a hand along an arm.
We had soup and roast-beef sandwiches, and Ellen held my hand almost the whole time we were eating. We made some tea and had a piece of cake, talking idly about work and the kids. When we were finished Ellen took my hand and looked at me seriously, but with a smile, and pulled me towards the stairs. "Please?" she said.
It lasted longer this time, and it was even better than before dinner. Ellen knew that I didn't want us to talk, but we both caressed and pleasured one other. I pulled her into one of my favorite positions, on her hands and knees over me while I lay on my back, my head beneath her beautiful dangling breasts. I kissed and sucked one while caressing the other with my hands, switching back and forth. All this time she was gently stroking my cock, sliding her hands down between my thighs and stroking my balls, then coming back to my cock. I felt enormous and hard as a rock.
Then she pulled her breasts away from my lips and slid down further to take me in her mouth. I lay back and let her work on me. Because we'd had sex earlier I could revel in the pleasure without worrying about coming too soon, and she teased and excited me for a long time, using her hands as well as her mouth.
When I realized I wanted to come in her pussy, not her mouth, I pulled away. She looked up at me, excitement obvious in her face, and I grabbed her and kissed her deeply, pushing my tongue in her mouth, pulling her mound against my erection.
Then I turned her away from me, on her side, and got in position behind her. I love rear-entry, feeling the way her muscles clutch at me from that position. I lifted her leg and she took my cock and guided it into her. My dick felt like a steel pipe, and I flexed it a couple of times inside her.
Without thrusting at all, just staying plugged tightly inside Ellen, I reached around and began to caress her. My left hand glided back and forth across her nipples, while I used my right to stroke her clit and her pussy lips as they stretched around my cock. I wanted to make her come while I was buried inside her. I worked on her steadily, enjoying her faster breathing and her quiet moans.
Soon her body began to tremble, and then her hips started jerking back and forth as she got closer and closer. Without changing the speed of my caresses I made my touch lighter and more delicate, and her groaning "ohh"s got more intense. I kept it steady, loving the feel of her body moving against me, and then she cried out and jerked violently back and forth. I didn't let up, just kept stroking, and her orgasm seemed to go on and on, for almost a minute.



Finally I felt the tension go out of her, and she put her hands on mine to stop my caresses. "Baby, please—just, wait, you need to . . ."
I stopped, just holding her close, enjoying the feeling of her warmth and the sweat on her, my cock still hard inside her. For a minute or two we lay together, and then she wriggled her bottom at me. It seemed like an invitation, and I began to stroke in and out of her. She was very wet and it felt great.
I wanted to fuck her forever, just to go all night. I found a rhythm and stayed with it, letting my pleasure build. After a few minutes Ellen started trembling; I could feel her clutching me inside and knew that another orgasm was coming. I just kept fucking her, holding her tight against me. She spasmed around me, crying out. "Ohh, oh my God, Dan . . . do it!"
Amazingly enough I was still fully in control, her orgasm hadn't brought on my own, so I kept thrusting. She relaxed after her orgasm with a sigh and lay passively, letting me continue to drill her. After another couple of minutes I wanted to go harder. I reached for a pillow, then put it next to her and rolled her up on it, so she was on her knees with the pillow under her middle.
I thought I could stay in her but my cock slipped out. I got her in position, then slid smoothly back in. From this position I could thrust harder and get deeper. I was almost ready to come and I wanted to build up to it. My strokes were deep and hard, but not frantic. I pulled at her hips with each push inside her, staying in a regular rhythm, feeling the surge of pleasure rushing through me.
With each stroke it got more intense. I felt focused on her pussy around my cock, and nothing else. Each thrust felt like the countdown to a missile launch, and I reveled in the feeling of keeping it regular, keeping it rhythmic. Only at the very end did I lose it, ramming into her, grinding every millimeter of my dick into Ellen's hot cunt, losing myself in the agonizing pleasure of the final short strokes. I jerked and grunted and pushed as the feelings washed over me.
When the physical joy faded, finally, I held Ellen and pulled her with me as we collapsed together on our sides, me still behind her and plugged into her. It had been an incredible fuck—not only for me, but clearly for her as well. I idly wondered whether it was as good as fucking Chris Doebe had been, but I was too tired to give a damn.
Ellen pulled away from me. I didn't know why at first, but then she rolled over towards me, her face flushed and alive with joy. I was afraid she'd speak, but she just came into my arms and began kissing me, passionately. She deep-kissed my mouth, then kissed my cheeks, my eyes, my forehead. She pulled my head close to her lips and murmured, "thank you, thank you!" into my ears as she ran her fingers through my hair and stroked my scalp. Then she returned to my mouth and we kissed some more, for a long time. Eventually, without any more words, we turned off the lights and went to sleep.
***************
***************
ELLEN'S STORY
Thank God for me falling on my head! Because after that first night of incredible sex together, everything changed. I'd like to say that it was all smooth sailing, but that wouldn't be true. There were good days and bad days, good moments and bad ones.
On the good days we were so happy! I'd make an extra-nice breakfast for Dan, then he'd carry me upstairs for some loving and we'd both be late for work. Or he'd show up at my office at 12 with a picnic lunch, and we'd go sit in the lobby of the University Library for an hour while we ate (it was far too cold to eat outside).
And we started having more conversations like in the old days, too. Dan would say, "can you explain Paris Hilton to me? I mean, why does anybody care?" and we'd laugh and talk about that for a while. Or I'd ask him why the same people who scream about the high price of gasoline go on buying SUVs that get 8 miles to the gallon. In other words, we were getting back to talking about anything and everything.
One night he decided he was going to torture me a little. We went to bed on the early side and began to make love. Dan started going down on me, and he just wouldn't stop! I loved it when he gave me orgasms this way, but usually it was a prelude to some regular fucking. This time he teased me, using his lips and tongue to get me close, then backing off. He'd lift his head and kiss my belly, caressing my breasts with his hands, and wait until my excitement eased a bit, then he'd start over again. He took more than half an hour, bringing me to the brink at least five times, before I couldn't stand any more—I grabbed his head and pushed it into my crotch, rubbing my clit on his mouth until I exploded. I shrieked and came all over his face. It was fantastic!
About three weeks after our return to making love, I plucked up my courage and asked Dan a question over dinner.
"Honey, would it be all right if I . . . if I started reaching for you again?"
"You mean in bed?" he replied.
I nodded. "You remember that Arthur said I really had to wait, that it was going to be up to you to let me know how I could show you how I felt—how much I wanted you? Well, now that we're getting along so well, I feel it more than ever."
"Go on."
"Dan, there have been so many times in the last couple of weeks when I've wanted to jump you. Like yesterday morning in the shower; I lay in bed wishing like crazy I could just come in there with you, but I was afraid to."
He thought for a minute and then said, "things feel different now, I guess. I guess I don't feel like you'd be faking it, or it would be out of guilt or pity. At least not as much.
"Why don't you try it the next time you feel it, Ellen. And if it bothers me, I promise I'll say so gently. No more pushing you away, or leaping up out of bed."
Dan was silent another moment, and then he said, "can I tell you something else? That night a while ago, when I did leap out of bed? I was still too mad and hurt then—but I want you to know that what you did was really sexy. I'd like it if you'd try it again sometime."
I smiled at him, remembering. I'd come to bed without my nightie, and spooned in behind him, rubbing my breasts against his back, sliding my hands around to caress his chest and his cock. It had turned me on a lot too—until the moment he rejected me. "I'll be happy to try that one again," I said. "Are you busy about twenty minutes from now, once I've gotten these dishes washed?"
"You wash and I'll dry," Dan said with a grin.
But as I said, there were bad days too. I came home one Thursday and found him sitting in his living room chair, holding a bottle of beer, with a cold and distant look on his face. Somehow I knew not to say a word—I knew what it was about. I sat on the floor next to his chair and put my arms around his legs, leaning my head against his thigh. We sat there in silence together for quite a while.
Finally, he said, "I'm starting to feel better, I guess. It was the silliest little thing. Harold told a stupid joke this afternoon about an older woman and a younger man, and it got me thinking about you and Chris."
I didn't answer, just squeezed his legs a little tighter and stayed right where I was. After another few minutes he said, "okay, enough of that. How about some dinner?" And the moment passed.
Another time was worse. We were screwing, energetically, in the missionary position, both of us really excited. I was pushing my hips up at Dan and making little rhythmic groaning noises, sort of an "uhh" on each stroke, my eyes closed. Then all of sudden he stopped, suddenly. My eyes popped open in surprise and I could see a pained look on his face.
"What, baby?" I asked, before I could stop myself. He just grimaced, shook his head, and rolled off me to lie by my side.
It was several minutes before he spoke. "You sounded so excited, like you were really getting into it. It turned me on a lot, Ellen. And then suddenly I wondered . . . whether that's what you sounded like with Chris. And whether I excited you as much as he did. Whether sex with me would ever be as good as it was with him."
He stopped, and I wondered whether to say anything. It felt like making a mistake at this moment would be really terrible.
"Sex with you is terrific, Dan. Sometimes it's gentle and loving, sometimes it's fast and exciting, like tonight. But it's always great.
"And you know something else? I don't really think that much about sex with Chris anymore. I mean, I certainly remember what he and I did. But it never even occurs to me to compare it to what you and I do."
Dan looked at me, wanting to believe me but still doubtful.
"Think about the last time we had dinner downtown at "Chez Marcel". The food was fabulous, right? Well, as you ate your Veal Sorrentino, did you compare it to some other meal at some other restaurant, or did you just think, 'damn, this is really good veal'?"
Dan laughed, and said, "okay, I see your point. Actually, I thought 'I need to give Ellen a taste of this'!"
I snuggled up tightly against him and we just lay there for awhile, not talking. We weren't getting back to screwing that night, that was clear—but at that moment the talk we'd had was far more important.
***************
On a Saturday in late April Dan asked if we could take a picnic and go hiking, about 20 miles outside Columbus where there's a lake we really like. I suspected something was up, but I didn't ask questions—I just made us a nice lunch and off we went.
We hiked for a couple of hours, then settled down on our blanket and had lunch. I was a little nervous, but Dan was relaxed and happy so I didn't fear that anything bad was coming. We'd had some of our usual random, speculative conversations on the way up.
After lunch he sat back against a tree and gestured for me to come curl up with him, which I did. "On Thursday Arthur and I agreed that I'm ready to stop seeing him," Dan said.
"Really?" I replied. "That sounds like good news."
"Well, it had been coming for a while, but something I talked about with him this week seemed to clinch it for both of us." Dan gently turned me so he could see my face.
"On Tuesday I told him that I think I still hadn't completely forgiven you—no, wait, that's not quite right. I told him that I have forgiven you, but that a part of me is still holding onto . . . onto what you and Chris did. And holding it over your head.
"I said that I wanted to let go of it, because it was keeping me from being happy. It seemed crazy, I said to him, because I was holding onto my painful feelings just to have something to be mad at you about, or to be hurt about.
"See, if I'm totally happy again, if you and I are back to our loving relationship, then I must be over what happened—so I can't be upset with you about it any more. So in some sort of crazy way, I wasn't letting myself be completely happy, because then I would have to accept that I was done being angry at you. I wouldn't have a moral advantage—I couldn't feel that you still owed me something for making me miserable, if I wasn't miserable any more.
He looked intently at me. "Does that make any sense?"
"I think so. I think all of us secretly like that feeling of being angry or hurt, that sense that someone owes us something. So we maybe hold onto our grievances sometimes longer than we really need to."
"Exactly." Dan nodded, and smiled at me. "Anyway, when I got through saying all that to Arthur, he looked thoughtful, and then said he thought we were ready to finish our sessions."
We were silent a minute, and then I squeezed him tighter. "I like the idea of you being completely happy again. Especially if it's happy with me.
"But I want to say one other thing. Even if you're over being hurt by what I did, I'm not over feeling bad about it. So I hope it's okay if I go on trying to make it up to you."
He smiled again. "What do you have in mind?"
"Well . . . I have a couple of ideas. Like right now I'd like us to clean up this lunch, finish our hike, then take a long hot shower together, and then I'd like permission to fuck your brains out."
"Granted," Dan replied.
***************
***************
Epilogue
Dan was already getting dinner going when I came home. I checked the machine and found one message that he hadn't already erased—it was from Emily, inviting us to her annual deck party in a couple of weeks.
Feeling tense and worried, I went straight into the kitchen and hugged him. "Hi baby. Did you hear the message?"
"Yes. Emily and her deck party." He looked closely at me. "You look unhappy. Worried about me, and us bumping into Chris?"
I nodded, feeling tears start to build up in my eyes. "I don't . . . you . . . you don't deserve to go through that, Dan. Having to . . . I don't know, make conversation with him. Pretend that I never . . . did what I did."
Dan smiled, and kissed me. "Actually I've given this a fair amount of thought, Ellen. Emily has her party every year, so I knew we'd be facing this. It's been a year, and I'm happy with where we are. I can be a man—I can shake hands with Chris and make a couple of minutes of polite conversation.
"That is, as long as you're all mine again. You are all mine, aren't you baby?"
I took a step back and looked at him seriously. Then I said, slowly, "yes Dan, I am. All of me is yours—always."
I stepped forward and gave him a big kiss. "These are yours—" pointing to my lips. "And these—" taking his hands and putting them on my breasts. "And this—" I held one of his hands in mine and slid it slowly, gently down inside my slacks, where he got the idea and cupped my pussy, making me tingle.
"And this." I moved his other hand, placing it right over my heart.
"Okay then," Dan said. "In that case we'll go to Emily's party, we'll visit with everyone—including Chris—we'll have a nice time. And then we'll come home and have the same kind of hot sex we had after last year's party. Just you and me, hon. No Bridget, no Chris. Just the two of us."
I kissed him again, and held him close against me. "It's a date," I said.
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On Thursday afternoon a transformer blew at work and shut the whole factory down. It was only about 2 in the afternoon, so when they sent us home I decided to drop in on my friend Rich. He worked the midnight-8am shift at the Toyota plant, so he slept until midafternoon most days. We would occasionally get together after work, and I'd have a beer or two while he ate some breakfast.
He lives in a third-floor apartment in a big eight-story building. When I got to his door I was about to knock, but there was a lot of noise coming from inside. I listened for a minute and realized it had to be a porn movie, with all those grunts and groans and cheesy music. Well, obviously I wasn't going to bother him now—he was either getting laid or getting himself off, and in either case he wouldn't want to be interrupted!
So I headed back to the parking lot. Just as I was about to get into my pickup, I noticed my wife's car about twenty feet away. I stopped dead in my tracks. She didn't know anyone who lived in the building, as far as I knew. That is, except for Rich. He and I had been friends for a long time, but Nancy didn't like him very much and didn't usually hang around the two of us when he was visiting. She said he was crude, and the way he looked at her made her uncomfortable.
It's not that Nancy is unfamiliar with male attention. She's got great boobs, and she likes wearing tight or lowcut tops, so men are frequently looking. But for some reason Rich's attention was too crude for her—or so she always said.
So what the hell was her car doing in his parking lot? I sure hoped that my suspicions were wrong, but I had to find out. I got a tire iron and went back into the building. When I got to Rich's door I gently tried the handle and, amazingly enough, it was unlocked. I went quietly inside and down the hall to his living room, where the loud porno movie was playing.
I peered carefully around the corner, and Son of a Bitch, it was my wife! Rich was sitting naked on the couch, with Nancy kneeling between his legs. She was naked too, except for a black lacy bra, and she was sliding her lips up and down on his cock while he watched the porno movie over her shoulder. Their clothes were strewn all over the room.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I yelled, as I came into the room. Nancy pulled off his dick and started to look around; then she screamed when she saw me. Rich jumped to his feet. I noticed he still had black socks on, the asshole.
When he saw the tire iron he said, "wait, man—Artie, don't!" I swung hard and hit him right in the ribs. I heard a crack, and he yelled and fell to the floor. Nancy screamed again and ran out of the room.
"Some friend you are," I said, and kicked Rich in the ribs. "After all these years," and I kicked him again, as he lay there groaning.
"I guess we're done being friends," and I kicked him one more time, right in the nuts.
I looked around and Nancy was nowhere in sight. Just as well—I was angry enough to take a swing at her too. Just for the hell of it I grabbed her clothes off the floor, headed back down to my pickup and drove straight home. The whole way I kept seeing Nancy on her knees, slurping on his cock. I was lucky I didn't run a red light or drive right into a tree.
Our two kids, Ellen and Jack, were both at their soccer practices, so the house was empty. I got a big cardboard box up from the basement and put it on the bed in our bedroom. Then I opened the closet and the dresser drawers and started heaving all of Nancy's clothes into the box. Shoes, skirts, underwear, it all went in together. On top I tossed in the outfit she'd been wearing at Rich's apartment.
Then I got a plastic bag and dumped all her cosmetics into it. I carried the bag and the box of clothes downstairs and put them on the front step. Then I went back inside, locked the door, got myself a beer, and sat down in the living room to wait for her. The whole time I was barely thinking at all—my mind was just churning, full of rage. After 14 years! 14 years of me working my ass off to make a home and a life for her and our kids—14 years of me being faithful and loving, doing all I could to make Nancy happy!
It was more than an hour before Nancy's car pulled in. Maybe she'd called an ambulance for Rich first—I didn't really give a shit. I laughed to myself as I watched her come up the walk, wearing some old blue jeans and a sweatshirt that were way too big for her.
She saw the clothes and the bag of cosmetics, stopped, then tried the door. When she found it was locked she pulled out her key to open it, then stepped inside. By then I was standing in front of her, about six feet away, still holding the tire-iron.
She looked terrified. Her hair was a mess, her eyes were red from crying and her makeup had smeared all over the place.
"Honey, I . . ."
I didn't let her get very far. "Your clothes and things are on the step. Get the fuck out of here."
"Baby, I'm so sorry I . . ."
I took a step towards her and she shrank back in alarm. "I said get the fuck out of here!"
"But Artie, we need to . . ."
"Right now WE don't need to do anything—YOU need to get the fuck away from this house!"
Being careful not to hurt her, I took her elbow firmly and walked her back out onto the front steps. Then without another word I took the key ring from her hand, removed the key to our house, handed her the rest of the keys, and stepped back inside, locking the door behind me.
Through the door I could hear her begin to cry. "Artie, don't make me leave! Where am I going to go?"
I didn't answer, but I thought to myself she'd probably go back to her parents' house. They only lived ten minutes away, and she was the apple of their eye. They'd believe any bullshit story she told them, and I would come out looking like the bad guy.
After a few minutes of calling to me and banging on the door, Nancy gave up. She put her things in her car and drove off.
I realized the phone would probably start ringing any minute, so I turned the answering machine to instant pick-up. There wasn't anybody I felt like talking to!
Still feeling numb, I realized I'd need to feed the kids. I went into the kitchen, rooted through the freezer, and found some hamburgers and hotdogs. By the time they'd come home after practice, cheerful and sweaty, I had the meat grilled and a salad sitting on the table. They were so hungry it took them ten minutes before Ellen said, "where's mom?"
I knew I'd have to explain, but I wasn't ready to do it yet. I just said, "oh, she's over at grandma and grampa's house."
As I cleaned up the kitchen, the kids went off to shower and start their homework. I waited until about 9pm, then sat them down with me in the living room.
"Ellen, Jack—you need to know that your mom and I are having some troubles. We both love you very much, but she's not going to be living here right now."
They both looked really surprised and started in with the questions. I quickly said, "the most important thing is that we both love you, and we will always both take care of you. The only other thing I can say is that what happened between her and me is not my fault. Beyond that, you'll have to get your mom to tell you the story."
It was quite a while before they calmed down—Ellen in particular got all teary-eyed—but finally they went off to bed. I looked in on each of them after a few minutes, and they were fast asleep.
Somehow I didn't think I'd be sleeping as well that night.
At 8am the next morning I got the kids off to their school bus, then called in sick to work. I didn't want to waste any time dealing with this mess, so I called Ed Emerick, my lawyer, and made an appointment to see him at 1pm.
At about 10am, while I was cleaning up the kitchen, thinking about everything and nothing, the doorbell rang. I looked out and saw it was Meaghan, our neighbor and friend from down the street.
Meaghan was a divorced single mother, with an eight year-old daughter Janey that Ellen sometimes babysat for. Meaghan was one of Nancy's best friends—they spent a lot of time together, shopping or just having lunch. I liked Meaghan too; she was kind and honest, and I liked her cheerfulness and sense of humor. She'd been married to an alcoholic, whom she'd eventually had to divorce, but she never seemed bitter or angry about her situation.
"Artie, is everything all right?" she said, as I opened the door to her. "Nancy left me this crazy phone message last night—she was crying so hard I couldn't understand what she was saying. Then this morning I saw your car in the driveway, so I thought I'd come over and see what's up."
I managed a faint smile and said, "come in, Meaghan. Can I get you a cup of coffee? C'mon into the kitchen and I'll explain what's going on."
I told her about what I'd seen the day before at Rich's apartment, and Meaghan just looked at me in shock.
"Anyway," I concluded, "I actually hoped that maybe you could tell me if you know anything about this. I know that Nancy has seen a lot of you lately—she's mentioned shopping with you several times in the last month."
Meaghan stared at me. "Artie, I've only seen her once in the past few weeks. We went to lunch a couple of Saturdays ago. I haven't been shopping with her."
We looked at each other, both thinking the same thing. Finally I said, "sounds like Nancy has been using you to cover for her, and didn't bother to tell you about it."
Meaghan looked at me sympathetically, and reached across the table to put her hand on my arm.
"Artie—I need to tell you something. Nancy has been acting different for a couple of months now, I guess. We had some conversations where she talked about feeling restless, distracted. She didn't exactly know what it was—and she certainly didn't say anything about seeing anybody else! But when I urged her to talk to you about it, she got all vague, and I kind of got the feeling she wasn't going to tell you.
"And then I started seeing less of her, and I'm guessing it's because she was thinking about doing something like this and didn't want to tell me—because she knew I'd go ballistic and try to talk her out of it."
Meaghan looked right into my eyes. "Artie, I am SO sorry. You don't deserve this. I want to go kick Nancy's ass—and I guess you're pretty much feeling the same thing!"
I had to laugh. "Well, I did get Rich pretty good with the tire-iron, but I wasn't about to hit Nancy."
We sat a little longer, each of us thinking, and then I said, "Meaghan, I need to find out the whole story. How long this has been going on, and why on earth Nancy first started fucking my so-called friend.
"One thing I'm pretty sure of—yesterday wasn't the first time. There was a porno movie playing, they were both pretty much naked in mid-afternoon, and she was sucking his cock. That sounds to me like an affair that's been going on for a while, not a first meeting."
I got up and got us each some more coffee, and then I said, "would you be willing to help me figure this out?"
"Of course, Artie. What can I do?"
"Well, you've met Rich a couple of times, and he knows you're Nancy's good friend. What if I find out where he is—which I'm guessing is the hospital—and you go talk to him? You can say you came on Nancy's behalf, because he and she need to get their stories straight before she talks to me. You can pretend to work out something that Nancy can tell me.
"Then, I'm hoping you can get him to tell you what really went on—how it started and so on. That way, when Nancy tells me her version, I'll know whether it's the truth."
Meaghan nodded slowly, and I could see her thinking about it. "I guess I could do that, Artie." Then she said, "but are you sure you really want to know the whole story?"
"Yeah, I am. I've been thinking about it. If I'm wrong and this really was some kind of crazy one-time thing, then maybe I could get over it and Nancy and I could stay married. Maybe . . . . But if she won't tell me the truth—if she gives me a crock of shit and it's completely different from what you hear from Rich—then I'm throwing her ass out of here. I have no interest in being married to someone who lies to me and fucks around behind my back."
I made a couple of calls, and found that Rich was in Mercy Hospital. They wouldn't tell me his condition, but I wasn't too worried about it. Meaghan said she'd see him that afternoon, and then meet me back at the house around 4pm.
My meeting with Ed Emerick was brisk and depressing. He listened to the whole story and said he'd get started on the divorce paperwork. I told him I'd agree to "irreconcilable differences" if Nancy would agree to let me keep the house and joint custody of the kids—otherwise I'd charge her with adultery. That might cost her her job as a teacher's aide, so Ed was pretty confident she'd go along with what I wanted.
When Meaghan showed up at the house at 4pm, I could see she'd been crying. I let her in and she started in again. We sat on the couch and I put my arm around her shoulder, just waiting for her to calm down.
"I'm sorry, Artie!" she said finally. "You're the one who's supposed to be crying! It's just that . . ." She stopped, and I looked at her curiously.
She wiped her eyes, and then said slowly, "it's just that I really care for you. And I hate seeing you get treated like this; especially since you've always been such a great husband to Nancy."
"It's really bad, then?"
Meaghan nodded. "I had no trouble getting Rich to talk—he figured I was Nancy's friend, and he opened up and told me the whole story.
"They've been . . ." she grimaced, "doing it for about six weeks. Mostly at his place, but a couple of times here. Since her teacher's aide job ends at 2:30 and you're never home before 6:00, they have the whole afternoon whenever your kids are at soccer practice."
I just sat there for a minute. This made it simpler, I guess. No gray area, no "one-time mistake".
"Why don't you tell me the rest," I said.
"Well, I told you this morning that Nancy has been talking about feeling restless, but I didn't know why. It seems that Rich has had the hots for her for years, and he finally decided to do something about it. He's been dropping by the house for a few months now, using excuses like borrowing one of your tools or dropping off a catalogue for you. Nancy would give him coffee, and he'd flirt with her."
"But she always said she thought he was crude! She never wanted me to invite him over."
"I don't know about that," Meaghan said. But Rich told me he'd flatter her, tell her things like she had the best tits he'd ever seen, and she'd just giggle at him.
"Then one day, he said, she was pouring coffee and he came up behind her—just pressed up against her, put his hands over her boobs, and started kissing the back of her neck. He told her how hot she was, he had to have her, etc. He said she started to protest and wriggle out of his arms but he just held on. After a minute, she turned around and he stuck his tongue down her throat. They ended up fucking for the first time on the kitchen table."
I sat, staring straight ahead. I wished now I'd kicked him in the balls a few more times; though I might have killed him, and I didn't want to end up in jail.
"Since then, Rich said they've been going at it pretty hot and heavy, at least a couple of times a week. He said Nancy liked it crude—dirty words, having her ass slapped, porno movies, things like that. He told me she's got a whole collection of come-fuck-me underwear that's a total turn-on."
She paused, and in a different, softer voice said again, "I'm so sorry, Artie."
The woman Meaghan was describing sounded like a stranger to me, not like the Nancy I had happily loved for so many years. I'd been vaguely aware of her restlessness in recent months, and I'd even asked her about it. But she'd said it was nothing important, and maybe I was a fool not to have taken it any further. All water under the bridge now . . . .
I got up and started pacing around the room. "Meaghan, can I ask you a favor? I want to get this whole damn mess over with. I'm going to call Nancy and have it out with her here. If she can come over tonight, would you mind watching the kids at your place?"
"Of course, Artie! You know that Janey loves being with Ellen, and having Jack along will seem like a treat to her."
I went to the phone and dialled Nancy's parents. When her dad picked up I just asked to speak to Nancy. He started in on me angrily, "how dare you treat my daughter like this? what is the meaning of your behavior?"
I didn't even answer him, just held the phone away from my ear and let him ramble on. After a while he ran out of steam, and there was silence. Then I heard Nancy say, "hello?"
"Nancy, it's Artie. Why don't you come over after dinner tonight and we'll talk about this."
"Oh, baby, thank you! I've been going crazy, and . . . "
I cut her off. "Not over the phone. Tonight. Eight o'clock." I hung up without another word.
"Meaghan," I said, "it's all set up. Can I send the kids over around 7:30?"
"Sure Artie, that's fine." She had wet eyes again, and as I watched she stepped to me and gave me a big hug. "I'm so sorry for what you're going through," she whispered, holding me tight to her.
"Thanks, Meaghan—that means a lot."
When Nancy arrived she had brought her parents along, to my surprise. I resisted her attempts to hug me, and we all went into the living room. They sat on the couch, and I picked a chair on the other side of the room.
Her dad started right in again with the same bullshit as on the phone. I ignored him and said to Nancy, "you sure you want your parents here for this? They're not going to like what they hear."
Her dad wouldn't even let her answer. He said, "Artie, you've treated my daughter like dirt—worse than dirt! And I won't stand for it. I'm her father, and I demand to know the reason!"
I just looked over at Nancy and said, "last chance". When she didn't say anything I turned back to her dad. "Okay, Henry—you and Alice seem to want to hear this. I threw your daughter out because I went to visit my friend Rich and found her in his apartment naked, kneeling between his legs and sucking his cock."
Nancy's mom gasped and looked away, and her dad just stared at me. "That's ridiculous!" he said after a minute. "Our daughter would never behave like that!"
I shrugged. "Ask her," I said.
They both stared at Nancy, but she just curled up on the sofa, her hands over her eyes, and sobbed loudly.
"Now that you know the problem," I said, "why don't you both just go outside and leave me and Nancy to talk." Without a word, they got up and left the house.
I waited for Nancy to calm down. She just cried for a while, and then she sat up and looked at me and whispered, "baby, I'm so sorry."
I guess she expected a reaction out of me—but I just looked right back at her, not saying a word. She must have realized she needed to say some more.
"It was just the once," she said. "I don't know what came over me. He invited me over to pick up a couple of tools you had lent him, and, I don't know, something just happened. We had a beer, and then I . . . I started to feel kind of strange. The next thing I remember, he was kissing me and taking my clothes off. It's all kind of vague."
I just laughed at her. "Good story, babe. Total bullshit, but I like it."
She seemed shocked by my response. I walked across the room and stood in front of her, looking down at her wet face. I was through playing around!
"Listen to me, Nancy. You have one chance—ONE CHANCE!—to tell me the complete truth about you and that dipshit. You lie to me again, and your ass is on the street."
I sat down at the other end of the couch, still glaring at her. "Tell me the whole story—how it started and how long it's been going on. And why, for God's sake!"



She looked at me fearfully. She could see how angry I was, and she took her time. I could almost see the gears inside her head working! Would she actually confess it all, or would she figure that she could still con me?
Finally, she spoke, quietly. "Artie—I swear to you. Yesterday was the first and only time I've ever been with another man, since the day we were married. I love you, and . . . ."
"STOP!" I said, jumping up. "Okay, Nancy, game over. I know all about it. About Rich coming over and flirting with you. About grabbing your tits while you were pouring coffee. About the two of you fucking on the kitchen table. And about all your afternoon fun and games in the last six weeks."
She stared at me, stunned. "No, Artie, it's not . . . ."
"Yes it is, you bitch! Meaghan went to see Rich in the hospital, and he told her the whole story. I understand you like it nasty, huh? And all of a sudden you're into sexy underwear."
I went to the corner and picked up the paper bag I'd put there. It was all the bustiers, thong panties, and bras I'd found hidden under the winter clothes at the back of our closet. Enough of them to fill a store window.
"Here's what you've apparently been using to turn on that asshole boyfriend of yours—because you never wore any of it for me!" I dumped the bag out onto the floor, and she gasped.
"Get out my house, Nancy. You don't live here anymore. You're about to be an ex-wife."
She burst into tears again, but I went right on talking.
"I'll call it 'irreconcilable differences', unless you give me any shit or that fuckhead presses charges. Then it'll be 'adultery', and you may wind up without a job.
"If you have anything you want to say to me, get a lawyer and have him call Ed Emerick."
I took Nancy's arm and walked her to the front door. "That's it. We're done."
She was crying, trying to say, "I'm so sorry . . . it was a mistake . . ." but I wasn't really listening. I put her on the front step and closed the door. The second time in two days—and I hoped it would be the last.
We got divorced. Nancy tried for a couple of weeks to call and talk to me, but I wouldn't speak to her. She found an apartment near her school—I think her parents helped her out with the rent, but I don't much care either way. She sees the kids a lot; I wasn't going to be a prick about custody and visitation, since she's been a good mom and they love her.
Never heard from Rich. I guess Nancy convinced him not to tell the police who had racked him up, because he would have had to explain why.
After about three months I started going out with Meaghan. We took it slow for a couple of weeks, but then she got horny and dragged me into bed. We'd left her daughter Janey at my house with Ellen to watch her, so we had Meaghan's place to ourselves.
Meaghan in bed was sure a surprise! I knew she was kind and loving, and a good person; but who knew she'd be a sex-fiend! We did it three times the first night, and she gave me a blowjob that made me forget I'd ever been married to Nancy.
I don't know if we'll get married. For right now we're happy just going along the way we are. But all three of the kids keep asking us about it, so one of these days we may decide it's time to be one family in one house.
*
[Author's Note: This story was inspired by the stories of jakewho69. Apologies to jakewho if I seem to have borrowed some ideas from him.]
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Part One: Finding Out
The whole thing started when I went somewhere I'd usually never go. I'd just dropped one of our more annoying clients off at the airport, having listened to an earful of his complaints all morning, and I was in no hurry to get back to the office. It was a dreary Tuesday, and hard to get excited about an afternoon of reviewing contracts.
So I stopped off in a drab-looking bar/restaurant about a mile from the airport, intending to have a leisurely lunch and a beer or two before heading back to the salt-mines.
I was sitting in a booth, enjoying my beer and wondering why it was so hard to get a decent burger in this world, when my attention was caught by a couple coming into the restaurant. I watched as they settled into a booth across the room from me, sitting side by side.
The woman was a shapely blonde, wearing a short skirt that showed off her attractive legs, and a tight pink short-sleeved top. Her companion looked like a thug wannabe who couldn't quite pull it off. He was wearing jeans and a black leather jacket, but he was too skinny for the outfit and he couldn't really manage the swagger he was attempting.
You will understand my high degree of interest in this happy couple when I add that the woman was Shelley, my sister-in-law, and the guy with her was definitely NOT her husband, my brother Dave.
Worse still, they were clearly not just casual acquaintances. They ordered drinks from the waitress and were immediately all over one another, necking unrestrainedly in the booth. As I watched in shock, the guy slid one hand up her thigh until it disappeared under the short skirt. Shelley broke their kiss and let her head fall back against the back of the booth, sighing. I could see her hips begin to rotate in response to his probing.
The question wasn't whether I was going to do something about this—that was a given. The question was, would I be able to restrain myself from beating the shit out of both of them right here in the restaurant?
I'd never liked Shelley. I didn't like her when my brother started dating her, and I was pessimistic when he fell head-over-heels in love with her and announced, after just four months, that they were getting married. Dave was just 23, and I was sure he had no idea what he was getting into, but there was simply no way of telling him that. Shelley was the moon and stars to him.
To me she was a pretty, cheerful, somewhat shallow and selfish girl, not nearly as smart or as interesting as Dave himself. She was bubbly and vivacious, which my fun-loving brother adored, and it seemed to me that they both had the same favorite person: Shelley herself. He would do anything for her, and that's how she liked it. To my pleasant surprise the first three years of their marriage seemed to have been very happy—but the scene playing out 30 feet from me suggested that the happy days were over.

The asshole she was with now had his other hand on Shelley's breast, and was kissing her neck as he worked her over. Her eyes were closed, so she didn't see me approach and was startled—to say the least—when I sat down across the table from them and said, "well hello, Shelley, what a nice surprise!"
It was comical, actually. Her eyes popped open, and her asshole boyfriend pulled his hands off her and spun around to look at me. Her face was momentarily startled, then stunned, then truly shocked—her jaw dropped and she froze, staring blankly at me. His face held the same startled look for a moment, then turned annoyed.
Before he could speak I went on, cordially, "how have you been? How is Dave?"
Then, turning to the asshole and extending my hand, I said, "my name is Will. I'm Shelley's brother-in-law, her husband's brother."
His eyes went wide; he sat frozen, ignoring my hand. Shelley began to recover herself a little, babbling, "Will! What . . . what a nice . . . surprise! This is Robby, he's a . . . he's a friend from . . . an old friend."
"You have your fingers all the way up in her pussy there, Robby?" I asked, still smiling in a friendly way. "It looks like you were really getting her going!"
At this Shelley gasped; apparently she'd been hoping I hadn't seen what they'd been up to. Robby suddenly jumped up, mumbled, "I gotta go," and without even a glance back at Shelley walked swiftly out of the restaurant.
"Seems like a nice guy," I said casually to Shelley. "Why'd he leave so suddenly?"
Inside I was absolutely icy with rage. My brother adored this woman, would do anything for her, and this was how she treated him? Fucking around with some lowlife with greasy hair and a bad Matt Dillon mustache?
Shelley looked terrified; her face was white. "Will, I . . . I think you must have gotten the wrong . . . idea. We were . . . we were just . . . ."
Her voice trailed off. She had no idea how to end that sentence. I watched her for a minute before I spoke.
"You lousy, cheating whore." I kept my voice down, but I'm sure my fury was very obvious. "Dave adores you, gives you everything you could ever ask for, but that's not enough for you, is it? You've got to go fucking around behind his back with sleazy jerks like this guy? How long has this been going on, huh? How many other guys are you screwing? What do you think Dave will think about all this?"
"No Will! Please!" she grabbed my hand and clutched it desperately. "Please, please, you can't tell him—please! I'll do anything!"
I just looked at her. Not tell him? Not tell my only brother that his wife was cheating on him? Shelley was either dumber than dirt, or too stunned to be thinking clearly. Dave was my best friend, and had been since we were kids. I'd do anything for him, and even Shelley had to realize that.
I pulled my hand free of hers. "Why shouldn't I tell him? Doesn't he deserve to know who he's really married to?"
Her eyes were wild, and I could see her thinking frantically. "Listen, Will, you can't tell him! He'll be so hurt! . . . Will, if you don't . . . if you promise you won't tell him . . ."
I sat back with a smile. This should be good! What was she going to offer in return? To fuck me too?
Shelley seemed to decide something, and her expression changed. "Will, if you promise not to tell Dave, I'll tell you the whole story about Anne. She's doing it too . . . she's been cheating on you."
I laughed out loud. "That's good, Shelley! I wondered what you'd come up with, but I never thought it would be anything as far-fetched as that. I'll give you credit for imagination."
Shelley just looked at me steadily. "I'm not kidding, Will. She's been . . . seeing this guy from the health club. For at least a couple of weeks now."
Her certainty rattled me a little; but I knew it was impossible. Anne and I had been together since our sophomore year at Kenyon College. We'd moved in together after graduation, and gotten married a year later. That made 7 happy years of marriage, and 10 years together all told.
Anne was devoted to me. She was sensible, kind, thoughtful, and the most honest person I knew. And she loved me. I was sure of it, as sure as I was of my own love for her.
Shelley leaned forward. She must have sensed my confusion. "I'm telling you the truth, Will. Anne told me about it last week. She said he . . . he was very large."
I watched her face, trying to pull my own thoughts together. Shelley had gotten over her own terror, at least for the moment. She looked calm and in control—like someone who knew what she was doing, rather than someone spinning a wild and desperate tale.
I still couldn't believe what she was saying. But suddenly I couldn't dismiss it, either. At first Anne had been pretty reluctant about joining the health club, and for a couple of years I'd used the exercise room much more than she had. But lately she had become a regular, working out three times a week. And there had been a couple of odd moments at home lately, moments when she seemed to avoid my eyes, or to be a little pre-occupied as we sat at the dinner table.
I looked back at Shelley, who seemed to be waiting for my next move. There was no way I would conceal her adultery from Dave, but she didn't have to know that. and I absolutely had to know the truth about Anne, one way or the other.
"All right, Shelley," I said slowly. "Maybe we can come to an agreement about this." I thought some more, then went on.
"I'm not about to let Anne run around on me. If you can help me get the goods on her, then I won't tell Dave what I've seen this afternoon. That is, if you fucking SWEAR you won't see that asshole Robby again—or any other man besides Dave."
Her face glowed with relief. "I swear, Will—you have my word on it." Like that was worth anything to me!
"What do you want me to do?" she asked me.
"I want to hear all about Anne's affair from Anne herself—in her own words. I'll give you a tape recorder to hide in your apartment. You invite Anne over, give her some wine, and make girl talk with her. Get her to tell you all about it. I want to know who the guy is, when and how it started, how often she's been with him, and why. WHY she thinks it's OK to be fucking some other guy behind my back."
As I spoke to Shelley I realized that I was already half-way believing her crazy story about Anne cheating. The idea infuriated me.
Shelley was nodding. "OK, Will, I can do that."
"You'll probably need to soften her up—make sure you tell her the details about your affair too, so it will feel like a real intimate conversation. By the way," I continued sarcastically, "is Robby the only one who's been getting into your pants, or are there others?"
"He's the only one!" she said quickly, flushing, and I didn't believe her for a minute.
*** *** *** ***
Twenty minutes later I was driving back to the office, thinking grim thoughts about the end of Dave's marriage and the possible end of mine. You might think my first call would have been to Dave, to tell him what I'd seen Shelley doing—but I knew I couldn't do it.
I had always been the steady older brother, and Dave the charming and outgoing younger one. He had lots of girlfriends in high school and college—though none of them lasted all that long—because he had no shyness and could talk to anybody. One of his college roommates said once that Dave "could talk the pants off a snake". It actually makes no sense, when you think about it, but we all knew what he meant!
But for some reason, when Dave met Shelley everything changed. Instead of being the charming, confident guy who had women pursuing him, he became the lovesick schoolboy. Within a month or two Shelley had Dave completely mesmerized; he was determined to marry her, and no one could even attempt to talk him out of it.
Dave absolutely worshipped Shelley—to him she could do no wrong. I'd once made the mistake of mildly criticizing her about a tactless remark she'd made to our mom; he blew up and wouldn't talk to me for a week. So I knew I couldn't speak to Dave until I had the tape. He simply wouldn't believe she was cheating unless he heard the words from her own lips.
I realized that I was hoping against hope that somehow Shelley was just lying or wrong—that Anne was faithful to me—but it seemed less and less likely. Shelley could have lied to me out of desperation, but then I would just have been even angrier when I learned it was all bullshit. When I got to my office I took out a pad and made some notes about what steps I'd have to take if the worst turned out to be true: credit cards, selling the house, title to the cars, etc. How I hoped I'd be able to throw that sheet of paper away in a few days!
When I got home at dinnertime, Anne was cheerfully humming in the kitchen as she put food on the table. She greeted me with a big hug and a kiss, and seemed the same loving wife I'd been happy to see at the end of the day for the past 7 years.
I knew I'd have to conceal my suspicions for a few days, play the innocent husband, but it wasn't easy. I loved her, but underneath the surface I was furious and hurt—and not sure whether I should be. We chatted amiably through dinner; but during dessert when she mentioned she'd worked out at the health club that day I couldn't resist a little probing.
"You've been so conscientious about your workouts lately, sweetheart," I said casually. "Are they giving out free ice-cream down at the club these days?"
She laughed, but I noticed a slight flush come to her face. "No, honey—I've just been enjoying how good it feels to have a good, sweaty workout, then shower and come home to my loving husband. Plus, a few weeks ago those black slacks you like were starting to be a bit too tight for me—now they fit perfectly!"
She beamed at me affectionately, and I was struck by how lovely she looked and how much I cared for her. God help her if she really was fucking around on me! And God help me too....
*** *** *** ***
Never mind what the court calendar officially said; my marriage actually ended exactly one week later, on another Tuesday.
Shelley and I had set it all up. I got a small tape recorder for her to hide in her living room, and she arranged for Anne to drop in for lunch on Tuesday afternoon (Anne had a day off from work, and Shelley doesn't have a job).
I sat all that afternoon in my office, pretending to work, thinking only about what the women were talking about and what it would mean for my life. At 4:30 Shelley called and said, "we're all done—Anne's just gone home."
"Did she talk to you about it?" I asked, still praying this was all a mistake.
"Oh, yes!" Shelley giggled. She was obviously a little drunk. "I told her about Robby, and she told me about Marion. ALL about Marion!" She giggled again. "It seems he is a REALLY big fella!"
I realized I was squeezing the phone so tight my fingers ached. "All right," I said. "I'll drop by in twenty minutes."
When I got to Shelley's she met me at the door with the tape recorder in her hand. "Now remember, Will, you promised . . ."
"Yes, Shelley—he won't hear a word from me."
"And you can't let Anne know that I taped her—ever! Or else she'll be furious, and she'll tell Dave." I just nodded, then turned and left.
That evening was one of the most painful of my life. I knew I couldn't listen to the tape until Anne was asleep; until then I had to keep pretending to be the loving husband. Anne was still a little tipsy—she told me she'd spent the afternoon with Shelley and had a lot of wine—and what's more, she was amorous. No, make that horny.
As soon as the dinner dishes were cleared she was dragging me towards the bedroom, saying "honey, have you got a little something for me tonight?" in a flirtatious tone.
Could I do this? Did I want to do this? It occurred to me that it might be the last time I'd ever have sex with Anne. and I was still hoping, hoping against all reason, that she might not have been unfaithful.
So I followed her into the bedroom and we fucked. It wasn't making love, at least not for me. My heart was too torn and my mind too worried. Anne seemed oblivious, though; she was eager and responsive. She began by sucking me, which she often resists, and when we got around to screwing she came more easily and quickly than usual.
For me it was bittersweet, pleasurable but incredibly sad. We rested for a while in one another's arms, then did it again. A few minutes later, Anne was fast asleep, snoring gently on her side next to me.
I sat in the guest room, the door closed behind me, and listened to the tape. The first few minutes of conversation between Shelley and Anne were breezy and casual. Shelley kept the wine flowing, and after a little while told Anne she had a "confession" to make. She went on to talk about her affair with the asshole (Robby).
It was quite clear that Anne knew about the affair already—Shelley was just giving her the juicy details to soften her up. In fact, Shelley did her job beautifully. She even confessed with a laugh that Robby was just the latest, not the best—that had been a guy named Ellis, but unfortunately he'd moved out of town. Anne giggled and pretended to be shocked, but she seemed to be enjoying the story.
Listening to the sleazy story didn't have much effect on me. I already knew what Shelley was, and the explicit details would just make it that much easier to convince Dave that she really had cheated on him. I waited anxiously for what I knew was coming, resisting the urge to fast-forward the tape. Finally Shelley turned the conversation to Anne:
"So, sweetie, let me hear YOUR story now!" She giggled. "All you've told me is that you met him at the health club—and that he's, ah, 'well-endowed'!"
My body froze at the sound of Anne's voice, as she laughed and said "oh yes, he's amazing. By far the biggest one I've ever seen—or felt!" She giggled and went on. "I didn't think it would even fit inside me at first. But oh my God, does it ever fit!"

At that, both women laughed hard. I stopped the tape and sat back in my chair. My marriage was over; did I even want to hear the rest? I could let my lawyer listen to it.
I thought for a while, then switched the machine back on. I might as well face it all now—get the whole story out, deal with all the anger and pain, and begin to figure out what the rest of my life was going to be like.
"How did it start?" Shelley was asking.
"Well, the first thing I've got to tell you is that I never meant to cheat on Will. I still can't believe I'm doing it, and I feel terrible about it. He and I are so happy together, and I know he'd go crazy if he knew about it. I guess I've just got a bad case of BCF!"
She laughed, and I heard Shelley say, "BCF? What's that?"
Anne laughed again, and said, "I'll explain—just give me some more of that wine.
"You know I've been going to the health club for a couple of years now. Working out really bores me, but I just didn't want to get saggy and have Will start to lose interest, you know what I mean? Anyway, a couple of months ago I started seeing this new trainer working there—very hot. Not that tall, but broad shoulders and amazing muscles. His name is Marion of all things, can you believe it?
"He flirts a lot with all the women, helping them set up the machines, racking weights for them, spotting while they lift, and so on. One day I saw him talking quietly with Patty McAllister, a woman I used to work with. She's a redhead, really stacked. Well, I watched them chatting, then he disappeared into his office at the back. A couple of minutes later I happened to glance around, and I saw Patty quietly go into the office.
"I smiled to myself, since it was clear what was going on. But I still didn't think much about it until later. I'd finished my workout and was starting to change in the locker room when Patty came in. Boy, did she ever look well-fucked! She had that dreamy-eyed look and a vague smile, all happy and exhausted at the same time.
"I said, 'Hi Patty, what's up? You look awful happy," and she grinned at me and said "OH yeah. I've got a bad case of BCF!"
"I said, 'BCF?' and she giggled, looked around to make sure no one could hear her, and answered, 'Big Cock Fever!'.
"Then she sat down and told me all about her and Marion—how he was a sensational fuck, had a nine-inch cock, really thick, and it drove her crazy. He'd been flirting with her, and then one day got her hot enough to talk her into his office. Since then they'd been screwing whenever she could get to the club. She said he was incredible, the most crazy sex she'd ever had.
"Needless to say, that got my attention—but I still didn't plan to do anything about it. Patty's divorced, she can play with whoever she likes. But I'm a happily married lady!
"Still, over the next couple of weeks I got more and more curious about Marion, responded with more interest when he flirted with me. He'd brush against me or touch my shoulder while 'helping me' on the machines, you know?



"Then one day I was doing bench presses. The place was pretty empty, no one around, and he came and stood just behind my head, as if to spot me. As I looked up there were his shorts, right above my head—and there was that monstrous package, bulging out like crazy! I couldn't believe how big and thick it looked in his shorts!
"He just smiled down at me, knowing what I was looking at. I almost dropped the bar on my chest, but I managed to finish my reps. As I put the bar back up on the rack, he took my hand off the bar and slid it gently down over his shorts. His cock felt as enormous as it looked, and it was hard as a rock!
"I could feel myself blush—I started to pull my hand away, but he kept holding it, kept just rubbing it up and down his cock. It was like I was hypnotized. I couldn't stop, I just kept looking up at him and stroking him.
"Then after a couple of minutes he gently pulled me to my feet, looked around to see no one was there, and led me by the hand into his office. I wasn't thinking, I was kind of dazed. I remember my panties were wet.
"He locked the door behind us, sat me down in a chair, and without a word pulled off his shorts and stood in front of me, letting me gaze at that monster cock. You know, Will is about six inches or so, not the biggest I've ever had but far from the smallest. But Marion's is just in another league. It's so long, and twice as thick as any other cock I've ever seen.
"I swear I wasn't thinking at all. I looked at it; then after a while I took it in my hands and started stroking it, watching his face as he smiled at me. Then God help me, I leaned forward and started sucking him! I could barely get it into my mouth, but I worked at it until I had about half of him—that was as far as I could go.
"After a few minutes he pulled out, stood me up, gently took my shorts and T-shirt off me, and laid me down on his couch. Then he climbed on me and started rubbing that monster all around my pussy lips. I was amazed at how soaking wet I was, even without being touched. When he started easing into me, I went nuts.
"I couldn't believe how good it felt! I was groaning and shaking, and by the time he'd gotten it all the way inside me I was ready to cum. All it took was 3-4 strokes and I was trembling and gasping, the most intense orgasm I've ever had.
"Of course, that didn't stop Marion. He just kept stroking in and out of me, steadily, and I came and came. By the end I was screaming, and he had to cover my mouth with his hand! By the time he finished I was beside myself—exhausted, and totally fucked-out."
"Wow!" said Shelley, and it sounded like she really meant it. "That sounds unbelievable—and I assume you've kept seeing him?"
"Well, that day I just drifted out of his office and into the shower, all dreamy and weak in the knees. I was wiped out, you know? Then by the time I cleaned up and got home the guilt was killing me. I couldn't believe I had cheated on Will! And I was terrified—I just KNEW he'd see it in my eyes as soon as he got home.
"But, amazingly enough, he didn't. That night was normal, he didn't suspect a thing. He even wanted to make love, but I was afraid he'd feel how loose I was so I told him I was too tired. But the next night I really gave him the full treatment—we did it until he couldn't get it up anymore.
"For two weeks I stayed away from the gym—I just knew I couldn't be anywhere near Marion without being tempted again. Finally, I told myself it had been a one-time thing: I was a grown woman, with a wonderful husband, and I could resist him. So I started going back.
"And the first couple of times it was fine. Marion winked at me and flirted a little, but he left me alone. And I thought, 'this is OK, I'm over this', and I relaxed my guard a little. Then about a week after that, he caught me again at the bench, and the room was empty, and he got my hand on his dick . . .
"And in no time you were back in his office," Shelley finished her sentence.
"And it was even better," Anne said, kind of dreamily.
"I can't really describe it, Shelley. I love sex with Will—he's big enough to fill me up just right, and we always satisfy each other. I'd never even been tempted to fool around before. There's a guy in my office named Alex, incredibly cute and a total flirt. He had a lot of success with the other girls, but he never got anywhere with me. I just wasn't interested.
"But with Marion it was like... like I'd never even been fucked before. When he's all the way inside me it feels like he's gonna pop out my throat! And the thickness—that's what does it. That cock just stretches out my lips—I can't believe I'm telling you this!" she said, giggling.
"But it stretches me out, and pulls my clit down, so that it gets rubbed and stimulated with every stroke. It's just unbelievable—the sensation is so intense! Every time we do it I come again and again and again...
"It's not even that there's anything special about Marion's technique. He's just a steady, in-and-out guy, no imagination or passion. I'm not the least bit interested in him, as a person or a lover or anything. But that dick of his is just God's gift!"

She laughed again, and Shelley joined her. I listened to the two of them and felt the anger coursing in my veins.
I sat through the rest of the tape, but there wasn't much more. Once he'd fucked her a second time, Anne gave up all attempts to resist. She'd been doing him 2-3 times a week for nearly a month, and there was no sign she was ready to stop. In fact, she said that she'd been enjoying sex with me more lately as well, perhaps because her secret was kind of a turn-on.
It was clear that her "BCF" had overcome whatever guilt she might be feeling about betraying me. Me, the love of her life, her husband of seven years, the man who was completely devoted to her, and who still remembered what "forsaking all others" was supposed to mean....
Part Two: Dealing with It
It took a while to think through my plans, and it was 2:30 am by the time I went to sleep in the guest room. I was done seeing Anne, sleeping next to her, or even talking to her. I slipped into the bedroom and got clothes for the next day without waking her.
At 6:30 am I was up and out the door. I left the briefest, coldest note I could without tipping Anne off (say, by calling her "You adulterous bitch"):
"Have an early meeting—sorry, forgot to mention it last night— W"
At the office I made two copies of the tape, and by 8:30 I was on the phone. My best friend from college worked at a law firm downtown. "Hey Eddie, it's Will. I have a big favor to ask. Could you get me an hour this morning with the meanest, most bloodthirsty divorce lawyer in your firm?"
There was a silence, and then he said, "oh my God, Will—not you and Anne? I'm so sorry..."
We talked a little longer, and at precisely 11:15 Eddie showed me into the office of Margaret Adamson, a lead partner in his firm. Eddie had told me she was absolutely terrifying—"when she swims in the ocean, the sharks get out of the way" is how he put it—and Margaret's look and handshake confirmed that she meant business. I was already glad she'd be my attorney and not Anne's!
I played her and Eddie Anne's part of the tape; after hearing the first few moments Margaret picked up her phone, said "hold my calls", and we listened to the rest. When it was over we sat in silence for a minute; then she just said, "OK—what do you want?"
"I want to divorce her—for adultery, none of this "irreconcilable differences" bullshit. I'll be reasonable about our savings, but I want the house. And she has to take her maiden name back—she doesn't deserve to be Mrs. Will Harris any longer."
Margaret nodded, looking at me intently. Then she said, "excuse me, Will. Can you let me and Eddie knock the legal details of this around for a few minutes?"
In no more than five minutes I was back in her office, and she was raring to go.
"The divorce is easy, and there's no way she will refuse your terms. Now, you should know that the tape will be inadmissable since she didn't know about it. Oh, by the way, will the other person—your sister-in-law, you said?—testify that it's authentic if necessary?"
I grimaced. "This is where it gets complicated," I said, and explained about Shelley's cheating on my brother, her offer to me, and what was on the first part of the tape.
"I haven't told my brother yet, but I have to—he's going to be as devastated as I am, and I can't keep it from him. In fact," I said, with an ironic smile, "I wonder, Margaret, whether you'd consider handling his divorce as well?"
She just looked at Eddie, then back at me. "Let's start by hearing your sister-in-law's part of the tape."
I played it for them, and then Margaret and Eddie again huddled without me for a few minutes.
When we were sitting together again she said, "quite a pair of wives you two picked". She saw my face and said, "I'm sorry, Will—I shouldn't have said that.
"Here's the situation. In all probability the tape would not be admissable against Anne, because she didn't know it was being made. On the other hand, Shelley could be subpoenaed and made to testify as to what Anne told her, so it shouldn't make much difference. Once Anne's attorney hears the tape he won't be in much position to fight.
"In your brother Dave's case, the tape IS admissable, because Shelley knew she was being recorded. So she's got no defense whatsoever—that divorce will be easy, as long as he's not totally unreasonable.
"Then there's the health club. We can sue both them and Marion. Marion won't have much money, presumably, but Eddie and I can pretty much guarantee you a nice big check from the club—somewhere in the high six figures to a million and a half. The tape could be used in a civil lawsuit, and there's no way in hell they would ever let this get into the newspapers. Think of all the husbands who'd be canceling their wives' club memberships!" She laughed for a moment, though even then she still looked scary.
Margaret said she'd get the divorce documents started, and Eddie walked me out of the office. "I am so sorry, Will. Margaret will get you what you want, I guarantee it—but I still feel terrible about what's happened."
I tried to smile. "It's okay, Eddie. This just means you and I will have more time to play tennis together." I thanked him and left.
The rest of the day I submerged myself in details. I arranged a locksmith to meet me at the house at 4:30. I made a dinner date with Dave, so I wouldn't be around when Anne came home. I cut off her credit cards and arranged separate accounts for our money. And I wrote her a note.
It took several tries. Not easy to say goodbye to the love of your life, even under these circumstances. When I finally finished it I put it in an envelope, wrote Anne's name on the front, and took it home.
The locksmith finished by about 5:15. I had a beer, sitting by myself quietly in the kitchen, then I taped the note to the outside of the front door, locked it, and left. I knew Anne would be home between 6 and 6:30. I idly wondered which she'd do first, try the door and find her key didn't work, or read the note.
** ** Our marriage is over. Now you'll be free to play around all you want with Marion and his big cock.
I've had the locks changed. If you want to get your clothing and personal things, call my attorney. [I left Margaret's name and number.] She'll arrange for you to have supervised access to the house when I'm not here.
I won't be talking to you again. You broke my heart. I loved you as much as any man can love a woman, and I looked forward to our growing old together.
Too bad our marriage vows didn't mean as much to you as some sex with a big dick—or as much as they did to me. ** **
When Dave joined me for dinner he could tell right away that something was up. We ordered, and I just took a deep breath and said it. "Anne's been cheating on me. I'm divorcing her."
He stared at me, literally open-mouthed. I'm not sure I'd ever seen that before.
"Oh my God. Will—my God. Anne?! Are you sure?"
He took a look at my face and said, "shit, sorry. Stupid question. Do you want to tell me about it?"
I did, while we sat and ate. The beers helped, but sharing my hurt and despair with my best friend helped more. He was 100% on my side, no divided loyalties, and it meant a lot.
Towards the end of dinner I said, "there's one part of it I haven't told you. Shelley is the one who got me proof. She taped a conversation of her and Anne talking, and Anne told her the whole sorry business."
He looked at me sympathetically, and said, "I am just so sorry, Will. and I hope it won't make you angry, but—I feel so lucky, you know? Having a fantastic wife like Shelley. I'm not surprised she helped you, she's always liked you. I know you haven't always approved of her, but she's..."
I couldn't let him continue—it was killing me to hear him say these things about his slut of a wife. I interrupted in the middle of his sentence.
"Listen, Dave, wait. Don't say anything else. Let me pay the bill, and I need you to come back to the house with me."
There was a note stuck under the screen door, marked "Will" in Anne's flowery handwriting. I dropped it on the hall table without reading it and led him into the guest room.
"Dave, listen—this is serious. You know I love you, you're my best friend, and I would never do anything to hurt you, right?"
He regarded me warily; we didn't usually talk to each other that way. "Of course, Will? What the hell...?"
"You need to hear the tape Shelley made. Just sit here and listen to it. I'll be in the other room." I rewound the tape to the beginning and pushed the tape recorder over to him, ignoring his surprised look, and left the room. I couldn't stand to be there while he listened.
There was quiet at first, except for the murmuring of the voices on the tape. Then a crash, and I figured Dave had thrown an ashtray or something. I heard him pacing, the tape still playing, and then finally silence.
He stomped into the kitchen, staring at me wild-eyed. "You son-of-a-bitch!"
"Dave, I..."
"You must have enjoyed this, you cocksucker! Knowing the truth about Shelley and keeping it from me—letting me go on and on about how wonderful she is!"
"No, Dave, it wasn't..."
"This must make you feel just great, you prick! You've always hated her, and now you can smile at me and say 'I told you so' for the rest of your life. You bastard!"
I stood up and raised my voice a little. "Dave, what did I just find out about Anne? You think I'm having such a great day?"
I glared at him, and gradually his face relaxed. I saw his shoulders sag, and he unclenched his fists. He sat down at the table, looking like an old man. I imagined I'd looked like that a lot lately myself.
"Sorry, Will," he said finally. "I know you're hurting just like I am. It's just...you obviously knew about this, why didn't you tell me?"
"Dave," I said, as gently as I could. "You know how you are about Shelley—you would never have believed me. Remember that fight we had, when I criticized something she'd said to mom? I found out about Shelley a week ago, and I knew that I couldn't possibly tell you—you had to hear it for yourself. I only got the tape from her yesterday."
The two of us emptied a few beer bottles while I told Dave the whole story. I began with seeing Shelley and Robby at the restaurant, then the deal she offered me, the making of the tape, and my conversation with Margaret Adamson.
"She's handling my divorce, and she'll be happy to represent you too if you want. Our cases are pretty much a shoo-in, she says."
We talked late into the night, and then Dave crashed in my guest room. He didn't have the heart to face Shelley. The phone rang several times but we didn't answer it, and finally I just left it off the hook.
*** *** *** ***
A few days went by, and then a few weeks. Anne kept calling for a while, leaving me messages of her crying and begging to talk to me, but I didn't answer or call her back. I just didn't see any reason to talk to her.
She tried finding me at work, but I'd asked our receptionist to tip me off and I ducked out of my office each time she showed up. A couple of times I saw her car parked in front of the house when I came home from work; so I just drove right by, and stayed away for a couple of hours until she left.
Margaret Adamson did her work, beautifully. The divorce papers were served, she fought through all the legal maneuvers that Anne's lawyer tried to pull, and a court date was set. In his initial conversations with Margaret he claimed that no adultery had taken place. Once she sent him a copy of the tape, we stopped hearing that line!
Instead, he pointed out that the tape was inadmissable. Margaret didn't even dignify that one with a response. She just sat tight, and as the court date approached Anne's lawyer finally called Margaret to ask for a settlement conference.
The day after hearing the tape, Dave moved out of his apartment with Shelley and into my guest room. He drove over and watched the place until she went out, then called me. The two of us packed up everything he wanted and got out of there in less than two hours. He told me, "I don't want to see her. I don't want to hear a word she has to say—I just want to get the hell away from her!"
His eyes started to tear up, and I turned away. Was it a good thing or a bad thing that I knew just how he felt?
Shelley left me a couple of angry, cursing messages at home—a nice counterpoint to Anne's remorseful ones! After a day or two I started screening the messages, deleting any from Shelley or Anne as soon as I heard their voices. Shelley called Dave at work and sent him letters, but he never responded to them. Margaret was handling his divorce too, and he and I just sat back and let her run the show.
To my amazement, the law suits against Marion and the health club were resolved first. The one against Marion never went anywhere—he disappeared one day and left no forwarding address. But the health club, eager to avoid negative publicity just as Margaret had predicted, reached a $1.1 million settlement: I signed a pledge of confidentiality and walked away with the largest check I'd ever seen, in less than ten weeks.
My brother was a rock, and I guess I was for him too. We lived like two bachelors, going out to eat a lot, taking in a ballgame from time to time, or just sitting around and talking over a few beers. We talked about Anne and Shelley, about our lives with them, about how many great women there were out there just waiting for us...
It wasn't easy to believe that last bit—and yet we were really able to help each other. I could see as plain as day that there wasn't a thing wrong with Dave that led to Shelley's behavior; she was simply a selfish slut. Likewise, Dave reassured me that Anne's cheating wasn't a reflection on me, just an indication of how fucked up SHE was. Neither of us probably believed the other one all that much, but it still helped to hear it.
Dave was divorced first, as it turned out. He made it clear that he wouldn't talk to Shelley under any circumstances, and so Margaret handled the whole thing. She told him that Shelley had fought for more money at first, but that with the tape she didn't have a leg to stand on. I went into the office with him the day he had to sign the papers—Shelley had already signed them. He smiled grimly, shook Margaret's hand and thanked her, and then went off to the men's room. I heard him crying through the door when I went to find him.
Three weeks later it was my turn. We met on a Tuesday, Anne and me and the two lawyers. Anne and her lawyer had agreed to a settlement but insisted on two conditions: that I drop adultery as a reason for the divorce, and that I meet privately with Anne before we signed the papers.



I told Margaret I was willing to see Anne but not willing to drop adultery. Eventually we agreed that I'd give Anne a chance to persuade me—if she could do so, we'd change it to "irreconcilable differences", that old standby.
In a weird way I was looking forward to hearing what Anne had to say. Maybe I'm a masochist—but I'd loved her for ten years, and I couldn't really imagine simply walking away without one final conversation.
When I got there Anne was sitting in the conference room, wearing a blue dress she knew I'd always loved. Her hair was shorter and it looked great. She was pale, but she was the same beautiful woman I had loved for so long.
"Okay, Anne, it's your meeting," I said neutrally. My heart was pounding, but I tried to look calm. "Just two things, all right? Please don't tell me how much you love me, and don't tell me 'it was just sex'."
She flushed, and I could see tears welling up in her eyes. "Will, I'm so sorry! But how can I not say those things? I screwed up—plain and simple. I was selfish and thoughtless and I hurt you. But it WAS just sex, nothing but a stupid, stupid impulse I gave into. You can't imagine how much I've gone over it and over it—how many times I wished I had never done it!"
"Yes, well...but you did do it, didn't you?" I had no intention of making this easy for her. Just being in the same room with her, knowing that we were about to separate for good—and why—broke my heart all over again.
I went to the window and gazed out, unwilling to let her see my stricken face. Behind me I could hear her crying softly.
"Baby, it was...it didn't mean anything. You know? It was the dumbest, most hurtful thing I could ever have done to you, I know that! But it meant nothing to me, it has nothing to do with how much I love you!"
I let her talk a bit more, listening to the pleading tone, the sweet voice I had always loved, but not hearing a single word that I couldn't have predicted. She had nothing to say to me that I didn't already know, and nothing that made a damn bit of difference.
After a while I turned around and came back to the table, sitting down directly across from her.
"Anne, just so you know—I still love you. Very much. But it's over between us."
She started to cry again.
"You took from me, from us, the most precious thing we had together, aside from our love: the bond of trust between us.
"How could I ever make love to you again, wondering if it was me you were thinking about or Marion and his freak-show dick? How would I know whether you were loving me, or missing him?
"And how could I live with you, wondering where you were every time you were ten minutes late coming home? Wondering what you were doing on your lunch hour? Wondering whether you'd found another big cock to play around with?"
I waited, but she had no reply to make. Finally, between the sobs, she said, "please, baby, please...couldn't you give me one more chance?"
"Anne, I'll give you a few minutes to think about this one: what if I had met some bimbo with fantastic big tits, and started balling her on the side for a few weeks? Nobody I liked or respected, just a sexy girl who was a fantastic lay, who gave me a degree of pure physical pleasure that I never got from you?
"And then you found out about it. Could you stay with me? Could you get past the feelings of hurt, the sense of total betrayal? Could you overcome the doubts you'd have about your own attractiveness, the fears that you weren't ever going to be the one I really wanted?"
She looked up at me, with the saddest eyes I had ever seen. "Will—I don't have to think about it. I've thought about it for weeks now: could I forgive you, could I take you back if it were the other way around?
"And the answer is: No, I couldn't. I just couldn't handle those feelings; I know that. So I'm asking you to do something I couldn't do, to be a braver, stronger person than I could ever be.
"And to give me a chance to make it up to you, a lifetime to show you how sorry I am and how much I love you."
There was silence. A minute, two minutes, as we looked at one another. Both of us thinking about all we had meant to one another, and how we had arrived at this point.
I stood up, slowly. Hating myself, and hating her—for cheating on me, and now, for throwing it all back on me.
"I don't know whether I can't do it, or won't do it. But I'm not that braver, stronger person you want me to be.
"Goodbye, Anne."
I waited by the open door for a moment, looking back, giving her a chance for the last word. She had her head down, crying. She didn't say anything else.
Margaret was waiting for me down the hall, a surprisingly sympathetic look on her hard face.
"Let her have irreconcilable differences", I growled, "it doesn't make a damn bit of difference to me."
Part Three: Moving On?
Dave and I sat at my kitchen table. We'd had a few, but we weren't drunk.
"Listen," I said, "I've made some plans."
He nodded, and I went on.
"After the lawyers' fees I still have nearly $800 thousand from that settlement. I've invested all but $50 thousand of it in some nice safe places, so there will be a lovely nest-egg for when we're old and feeble.
"But the last $50 grand has been designated the "Will and Dave Harris Recovery Fund", and we're going to start spending some of it. I've rented us four weeks at a two-bedroom condo in Cancun, starting two weeks from now. Go tell your office you're taking some time off.
"We are going to be a pair of fun-loving bachelors, two 'gay divorcés' if you know what I mean."
He just raised an eyebrow, and I laughed. "No, asshole, 'gay' as in 'cheerful'! We've done enough moping around, telling each other how badly we've been fucked over."
Cancun was a blast, or at least as much of one as it can be for two guys recovering from broken hearts. We got a lot of sun, played a lot of tennis, swam a lot, and drank a lot (though we kept one another from going off the deep end). With each passing day we got tanner, a little fitter, and slightly further from the nightmare we'd just lived through.
And, let me say, God bless my charismatic and charming brother! Despite the blow to his self-confidence that Shelley had laid on him, he got his old groove back, and we had a lot of female companionship.
His favorite stunt—and damned if it didn't succeed 75% of the time!—was to spot two attractive women sitting together. He'd drag me straight over to their table, smile winningly, and say, "pardon me, ladies. I'm sure you wouldn't be comfortable letting a stranger buy you a drink. So let me introduce my brother, Will Harris."
Then it was up to me, the shyer one, to say, "delighted to meet you both. This is my brother, Dave Harris."
Then he would step back in: "Whew, glad that's taken care of! Now, may we buy you a drink?"
By this time the women were usually at least grinning, if not laughing, and we'd mostly find ourselves with female companionship for the evening. Sometimes, the companionship lasted until breakfast. After all, unattached women in Cancun were as eager for fun as we were.
I had maybe six different women in my bed over those four weeks, and I imagine Dave's number was a little higher. Mostly it was fun, just laughter and pleasure and keeping it light. The first couple of times I made love to a woman I was tentative, distracted by thoughts of Marion and his huge dick even though both he and Anne were thousands of miles away. It was hard to compete with what I knew he had done to her.
But the women didn't seem to notice, and being with someone new got easier each time. One-night stands may not be for everyone, or for every stage in a person's life, but they seemed to be what Dave and I needed.
Only one of the women was different: Shannon, a tall Irish redhead a year younger than I was. We did all the same things—had some drinks, laughed a lot, went for dinner, did some dancing, and back to my place to bed. She was sexy and responsive, as eager to be with me as I was to be with her. We had a lot of fun.
When it got different was later, around 3am. For some reason I woke up, and just lay in bed, Shannon softly breathing in sleep beside me. Thoughts of Anne filled my head: Anne, and all that we had had together, and how it had been taken from me.
I started crying, very quietly, and before I knew it Shannon was kneeling beside me, holding me in her arms, saying, "let it out, baby, it's OK."
I was embarrassed, but I couldn't stop. She kept soothing me, and finally in response to her urgings I told her the whole story. By the time I was done, the sun was rising.
We shuffled into the kitchen and I made breakfast for us while she told me her own story. Also a divorce—no cheating, just a husband who grew ever more distant, ever more driven and career-oriented, until there was just no marriage left. She'd been on her own for nearly two years.
After we ate, we found our way back to the bedroom without a word spoken and made love. The night before had been fucking—fun, exciting, friendly, but just sex. This time we looked in one another's eyes, murmured tenderly to one another, and found a very different level of intimacy.
My one-night stand with Shannon turned into four wonderful nights, and the afternoon she left my brother Dave was a little worried about me, I think.
"Come on, bro, time to meet some new ladies," he urged.
"That one was special," I said quietly.
"I believe you," he said. "I liked her too. But she's gone home now, Will, and we have ten more days to spend down here. I'm not ready to stop having fun yet."
He dragged me off to the tennis court, then the pool, and by that evening we were chatting with two secretaries from San Francisco, on their very first trip outside the United States. That night they slept in their own hotel room; but the next afternoon Barbara joined me in my room for her first-ever sex on foreign soil.
*** *** *** ***
Dave and I went out for dinner, at a steak place we both liked. It had been eight months since Cancun. Dave had long since found a terrific apartment he liked, but we still spent a lot of time together.
Just after we ordered, Dave leaned forward and said quietly, "don't turn around, okay? Across the room two couples just sat down. One of them is Anne and some guy."
I was glad for the warning. My heart was suddenly thumping, and I wouldn't have wanted my reaction to show. I waited a few seconds, then casually turned and looked across the dance floor. Anne had spotted us already, and was looking steadily over at me.
I gave her a friendly, noncommital smile and a wave, and she smiled back at me. Then I forced myself to turn around and chat some more with my brother.
"This is the first time you've seen her, isn't it?" he asked. "Since the divorce."
I nodded. "I didn't think I'd have this much of a reaction. But I guess the surprise has something to do with it."
"Just do me a favor," I said. "Let's enjoy our dinner—don't tell me anything about what she's doing over there, how she looks. I don't want to know."
"That's fine, Will," he replied, and launched into a funny story about a co-worker who'd been flirting with him for a couple of weeks. He wasn't terribly interested in her, but was enjoying the game.
We were sitting over our coffees, idly watching the dancing couples, when I felt a hand on my shoulder, and that familiar voice said, "how are you, Will?"
I stood up and looked into Anne's eyes, her smiling face. "Hello again, Anne," I managed, again taken by surprise.
"How about a dance for old times' sake?" she asked, and I said, "of course—I'd be delighted."
How good she felt in my arms! How beautiful she looked! And how much I remembered happier times with her.
We talked banalities at first: her job, my job, wasn't it cold for this time of year. Then we fell silent. I was lost in the sensations of having her in my arms again, and all the times we had danced together, and how we wouldn't be doing that any more. Or anything else.
Towards the end of the dance Anne pulled back enough to look into my eyes. "How are you, Will, really?"
I wanted to be honest, though I certainly didn't owe her anything. "I'm all right—pretty good, I guess. Some days are better than others. Seeing you tonight, dancing with you—it's very powerful. I didn't know I would feel this much."
She looked at me very seriously. "Well, I'm not so all right. I miss you—every day. I don't think you can imagine what being in your arms again does to me."
I didn't know how to respond, so I was silent. The last chords of the music sounded, but Anne wasn't ready to let me go.
"Have you ever wondered if you made the right decision, Will?"
"I'll be completely honest, Anne, okay? I still think about you and me all the time. But I usually don't get much past wondering why you made the wrong decision."
When I dropped Dave off he said, "are you sure you're OK, Will?"
I sighed. "Yeah. It was a shock, but it was bound to happen sooner or later—this isn't such a big town.
"Are we still on for tennis after work tomorrow?"
Dave said yes, and I headed home.
I stood in the dark bedroom and undressed as quietly as I could; but when I climbed into bed she rolled over towards me. "How was the evening with Dave?"
"It was nice. Strange. Actually, maybe it was a good thing you were tired tonight, because I ran into Anne at the restaurant."
"Probably just as well I didn't come, I might have scratched her eyes out."
"Do me a favor, okay Shannon? Could you just hold me for a few minutes?"
I saw her loving smile, her teeth white in the darkness. "I'll do better than that, baby—come on over here and let me make it all better."
I smelled her delicious scent as we embraced, and felt her gentle kisses along the side of my neck.
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[AN AFTERNOON IN JUNE:]
Roger stroked in and out gently, running his hands over Melissa's beautiful body. He couldn't get enough of touching her—her skin was so perfect, her breasts and legs and ass were all so firm. "Nothing like a 25-year old body," he thought to himself.
This was their second time making love that afternoon. It was nearly always the same when they got together: the first time they coupled energetically, almost frantically. Roger was always extremely excited to see Melissa as her slim body emerged from her clothes, and she responded with wonderful eagerness to him. Usually they fell into one another's arms and fucked hard in the missionary position, or sometimes doggy-style.
Then they had some delicious recovery time together, snuggling, stroking each other, murmuring affectionately. And after 45 minutes or so—sometimes sooner if Melissa used her mouth to get him going again—Roger was ready for seconds.
She was lying on her back now, with Roger on his right side and at right angles to her, firmly plugged into her pussy, her legs spread and lying over his body. In this position they could smile at one another, and if he leaned forward they could kiss. Better still, his hands were free to caress her beautiful firm breasts, or slide down and tease her clit as they fucked.
Roger had never known a woman whose approaching climax was so evident: Melissa always began to tremble and groan, and then her trembling grew more violent in the last few seconds before her orgasm. He sometimes slowed down a little to tease her, to draw out those last few seconds, until she grabbed him and cried out, "do it!", and they rushed together to their conclusion.
This was the sixth time they'd been together, and each time had been better and better. Roger didn't know for sure why Melissa wanted to be with him, a man 14 years older; but he thanked the Gods for her beauty and her eager willingness.
He bent forward to suckle her left breast, at the same time beginning a circular caressing of her clit. After no more than a minute of the increased stimulation Melissa began to tremble, and he heard her moan. Roger gradually accelerated his strokes, while maintaining his attention to her breast and clit, until she spasmed ecstatically, crying out and twisting her hips around. Unable to hold back, Roger plunged into her clasping cunt a few more times and shouted out the joy of his own climax.
As they lay together, catching their breath, smiling at one another, Roger reached for her hand. They interlaced fingers and gently squeezed.
Just then Roger heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Before he could do more than turn his head towards the bedroom door, it was flung open and he saw the shocked, staring face of his wife.
"What the...? Roger, you... you BASTARD!" Kathy screeched.
********************************
********************************
[SIX YEARS EARLIER:]
Whenever Kathy thought about it later, whenever she tried to deal with her guilt, she remembered it as a combination of several things one after another—a kind of "Perfect Storm". Somehow that made it easier to forgive herself, to live with what she was doing.
The first factor had been the "Seven-Year Itch," though for Kathy it came in Year 9 of their marriage. She and Roger had met while she was an undergrad at Indiana University and he was a grad student. They married after about a year of dating, a month after her graduation and just a week before her 22nd birthday.
Two years later Roger had finished his Ph.D. and been hired at Notre Dame. They'd lived happily in South Bend ever since. In just seven years Roger had published two books and a number of important articles, and everyone expected him to become the youngest full professor in the history of his department.
Kathy got her M.A. in counseling and found a rewarding job as a guidance counselor at Riley High School in South Bend. She loved her work, loved her husband, loved their life. They had no children: because of a congenital deformity Kathy could not safely bear children, so she had to take birth-control pills to prevent a pregnancy. But this mattered surprisingly little to her and Roger. They loved one another and were happy in each other's company. They had 4 nieces and nephews whom they saw at holidays, and they found that that was enough child-contact to suit them both.
So things were great—weren't they?
At 30 Kathy started to find herself growing restless, above all sexually. She and Roger had an active and satisfying sex life, in her opinion. They made love several times a week, and they were reasonably spontaneous and experimental. No kinky stuff like bondage—but they were happy to try different positions, different rooms of the house. Roger was a bit more conventional, maybe a little more uptight than Kathy was, but they did pretty well.
But that year she found her mind wandering. She had more and more sexy dreams, most of them involving men other than Roger—men she'd seen on the street, the husband of a friend, or, most often, faceless men with big cocks who took her forcefully and made her scream with pleasure.
It got bad enough that she ventured to mention it over lunch one day to Teresa, a fellow guidance counselor and her best friend. To her surprise and relief Teresa didn't laugh at her—instead she nodded and said, "believe me, honey, I know just what you mean. About two years ago I had the same thing—thought I was gonna go crazy!"
Kathy was fascinated. "What did you do about it?"
Teresa giggled. "I just suffered for a couple of months. I even began to fantasize about another man, you know? But Hank would have absolutely killed me, and I just wasn't prepared to risk my marriage.
"So I did two things. First, I bought a vibrator." She laughed. "I had some lovely afternoons with that thing, believe me!
"Seriously, it really helped, for a while. And then I sat down with Hank and talked to him about it."
Teresa saw the shock on Kathy's face and laughed. "I didn't say, 'baby, I want to screw someone else'. I said, 'honey, I seem to be going through a horny phase right now—how would you feel about our doing a little experimenting?'
"Needless to say Hank didn't see anything wrong with that idea! We talked about fantasies, about things we'd never tried but would like to, and for several months we had a hell of a lot of fun.
"Thank goodness he and I can talk about that stuff, Kathy. It eventually slowed down, got back into the typical marital rut, but we played some games and tried new things and it was just what I needed."
Kathy looked thoughtful. "I'm not sure I could do that with Roger. We have a lot of fun together, but I'm afraid my...fantasies might threaten him a little. Especially—"
She leaned forward and said quietly, "I've been having dreams about men who are, let's just say, 'very large'." She giggled. "And I don't think that Roger would deal with that all that well."
Teresa said, "you never know, Kath. As long as it's just fantasy and play-acting, he might be really into it. But you know Roger much better than I do. If it seems dangerous, you might just go the vibrator route. I can recommend them highly!"
Both women laughed loud and long—enough for other patrons of the restaurant to glance over with a smile, wondering what the joke was.
***************
Kathy promised herself that she'd think seriously about talking with Roger, and seeing what they might do to liven up their sex life. But just a week later came the bomb threat. That September there were 17 bomb-scares in the South Bend public schools, and in one case a bomb had actually gone off, injuring three students. So everyone was very much on edge. The Superintendent had issued a clear order: for any future threat, the school was to be emptied within three minutes, no exceptions.
When the call came Kathy was sent down to the locker rooms to make sure all the kids who had P.E. that period got safely out. She quickly found the two female instructors, who were already on top of the situation—but for some reason the two male instructors were nowhere to be found. (It later turned out one was on the phone in his office, and the other had sneaked out for a cigarette; he got suspended without pay for a week.)
In desperation, and truly not knowing what else to do, Kathy ran into the boys' locker room, yelling "there's a bomb threat—you've got to get out! Grab your clothes and get out of the building."
Not surprisingly, the boys weren't expecting an attractive female guidance counselor, and they looked at her in shock before following her instructions and hurriedly jumping into their clothes. Kathy was embarrassed and apologetic—but not so shaken that she failed to notice a number of extremely well-built, and totally naked, 18-year old seniors. She got to look at more cocks in person that day than she had ever seen in her life (which was three: her younger brother when he was a kid, her first college boyfriend, and Roger).
At the time, Kathy was all business. She kept shouting, got the kids out the door, searched the locker room to make sure no one was left behind, and then went outside to her own assigned position. (It turned out the bomb threat was a false one.)
Afterwards, though, she spent hours replaying every moment of the scene. The bare, mostly hairless chests; the lean bodies of the boys on the swim team, and the stockier ones of some of the football players; and the cocks. Circumcised and not, big and small, fat and thin, some hidden in bushes of pubic hair, others swinging proudly. In her mind she wished she'd had an hour in there! She'd have studied them all, held them, tasted them... Oh God, had she really thought that?
She was unbelievably aroused—and alarmed. At home she masturbated frantically almost every day for a week, and pleased her surprised husband by jumping him on a couple of days as soon as he walked in the door. She planned to buy a vibrator the next time she could get to a sex-toy store safely out of town somewhere.
After ten days or so she started to relax again, as the wild fantasies eased their grip on her a bit. Except for Tom Bjornsen. She knew him already—her job was to work with the brightest Riley students, the top college-bound ones, and help prepare them for SATs and AP tests. Bjornsen was a senior, the third-ranked student in the class, and undoubtedly headed for an Ivy League school or the University of Michigan.
He was also a tight end on the football team, tall and muscular and very well-built. And, it turned out, the possessor of the largest penis Kathy had ever seen outside of a porn video (she and Roger had rented one a couple of times). Kathy simply couldn't get it, and him, out of her mind.
***************
Kathy's fantasies were still just that—fantasies—until something else happened. Teresa came back from a statewide meeting of the Guidance Counselors' Association with a scandalous story, and she couldn't wait to tell Kathy.
It seems a woman from a downstate high school had been caught having an affair with a 19-year old Special Ed student she'd been advising. She was supposed to be helping him with reading; but their work together at school had turned into one-on-one sessions at her apartment (her husband traveled a lot) where nobody cracked a book.
"The funny thing, Kath, is that they never would have been found out except that they took a bath together and flooded the bathroom. It dripped into the downstairs apartment and when the old man from downstairs came up to yell at her, he caught them without any clothes on.
"The boys' mom knew about the 'counseling sessions' but assumed it was all on the up-and-up—she was happy that the school was giving her son extra help! And obviously the boy wasn't complaining—free pussy for a 19-year old? I'm sure he thought he'd died and gone to heaven!"
Kathy made all the right noises—how shocking, what a betrayal of all their professional ethics, etc. But inside she was thinking about Tom. Tom the Ivy-bound senior. Tom the student who came to her office once every week for an hour, to work on his Biology and Chemistry AP preparation...
That night she was as horny as she had ever been. She desperately wanted to fuck Roger for a couple of hours, fantasizing about Tom as she did so. But Roger was out of town at a conference, and she had to content herself with repeated, exhausting bouts of masturbation.
***************
Even then, even with everything that happened within a few weeks, nothing would have happened—Kathy was sure of it—except for Tom. It turns out that Tom was not only horny (and what high school senior isn't?) but a flirt. A confident flirt.
She'd met with him once since the bomb-threat, and he'd already teased her a little. "Hey, Mrs. H., that must have been awful for you in the locker room, huh? Having to stare at all of us with nothing on!"
She'd tried to laugh it off, but she could feel herself blushing and she was sure Tom noticed.
"Tom, I happen to be a grown woman—what makes you think I'd be interested in looking at a bunch of boys?"
He just grinned, and said, "we're all seniors, Mrs. H., and we're all 18. We're not exactly boys anymore."
The next time they met was after Kathy heard the story of the downstate counselor and her boy-toy, and she was blushing practically before Tom even came into the room. Somehow he knew what was in her mind. He sat across from her, slouched down in his chair with his knees spread, as if presenting his large bulge for her approval.
She tried to ignore it, tried to focus on chemistry; but the sardonic look on his face made it impossible. After about five minutes of her stuttering about equations, Tom stood up, walked around behind her desk, lifted her to her feet and kissed her.
Kathy was shocked—she tried to push him away but he held her tightly, keeping his lips on hers. Only after 30 seconds or so did he ease back, smiling into her eyes. To Kathy's horror she was breathing hard, and she could feel her panties were damp.
"Tom! For goodness sakes, what are you..." she hissed, carefully keeping her voice down.
Rather than letting her finish the sentence Tom leaned toward her for another kiss, and this time he slid his hands down her back and grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them forward against him. She could feel his erection pressing against her, and her dampness increasing.
This time when he broke the kiss he slid his lips to her ear and spoke softly.
"I saw how you looked at me in the locker room, Mrs. H. And you haven't been able to look me in the eye since then, have you?"
"No Tom, that's ridiculous, I..."
"You've been thinking about what you saw, about what's inside these shorts, I think. And if you haven't, how come you're not yelling for help? The Assistant Principal would be here in 20 seconds."
Tom pulled back and gazed at her, a broad smile still on her face. "Are you going to yell?"
Kathy had never been so at a loss in her life. "No, Tom...no, I'm not. But you've got to..."
That was as far as she got. Tom kissed her again, and began unbuttoning her blouse. In less time than seemed possible he had her bra off and was suckling one breast while caressing the other with his large hand, teasing the nipple and driving her totally crazy. She was pressing his head against her breast, and humping her hips against him.
Just when Kathy thought she might come just from his caresses of her breasts, Tom pulled away, grinning. He moved unhurriedly to her office door and quietly locked it. Turning back to Kathy, who still stood numbly behind her desk, he led her to the front of it, reached under her skirt and yanked off her panties, then seated her on the desk with her legs spread wide.
"Tom...Tom, we can't! I don't..."
This time Kathy's words were halted not by Tom's kiss but by the sight of his erect cock appearing as he stepped out of his shorts and boxers. It was enormous! It had to be nine inches at least, and much much thicker than Roger's.
While Kathy stared, Tom moved in between her legs, lifted her skirt, and started teasing her lips and clit with the end of his cock. She started to tremble; she could hear and feel her own wetness. After a minute Tom took Kathy's hand, put it on his dick, and helped her guide it into her slippery tunnel.
It took a while to get the angle right—Tom had to ease her back a bit, and bend his knees a little—and for her to adjust to his size. Finally, after several minutes, he was all the way in, groaning softly with the pleasure of it.
Kathy had her fist in her mouth—she knew that if she weren't careful she'd cry out and bring someone running. As Tom began to ease in and out she clung to him, shivering, with her other arm, and let the incredible sensations flood over her. She'd never felt so full in her life, or so excited.
Tom didn't last long, but it was plenty of time for her to come twice with exquisite pleasure, covering her moans and cries desperately with her hand. As Tom ejaculated into her he kissed her hard, pulling her head to his with one hand behind her neck.
They collapsed together, Tom on top of her, and gasped for breath as they rested on the desk. It took forever for Kathy to regain some semblance of composure, and to sit up and gently push him away. Tom sank back into his chair, grinning, his flaccid dick lolling hugely between his legs.
"Tom," she said weakly, "Tom, that was a mistake. It was...it was exciting, but...
"But it can never happen again," she continued, a bit more firmly, her mind beginning to reel with guilt and with fear of the possible consequences.
"That was totally unprofessional and inappropriate, and...and, and it can never happen again."
Tom continued to smile at her. Finally he said, "yes, Mrs. H., I understand. But that was amazing—YOU were amazing. You are the sexiest woman I've ever seen, do you know that?"
She blushed, ever more aware of her own recent frenzied excitement and of the matted, soaked bush between her legs. "Yes, Tom...and, and you were amazing too.
"But we have to stop—you understand that, don't you?" she continued, almost desperately. She felt confused, and totally miserable.
He nodded, and they sat a few minutes longer, looking at one another. Tom's face wore a relaxed smile, Kathy's a look of nervous shock.
Then Tom stood up, and walked back to the desk, right up in front of Kathy. He held up his cock for her to look at. "Would you suck this?" he said very quietly.
"Tom! Tom, I just said we couldn't..." Her voice trailed off. He didn't say anything further, just looked at her, and watched her look at his dick.
Then Tom took Kathy's hand and helped her off the desk. Leading her back to his chair, he sat down, and gently urged her down to her knees between his legs. Kathy didn't resist; and when she was there, she just gazed at his cock, which was starting to thicken and flex upwards towards her.
Tom put her hand on it, and she began to stroke it gently. As it rose towards her, Kathy leaned forward and sucked it into her mouth. Still only half-hard, its thickness wasn't too much for her to accommodate, and she licked and sucked it eagerly, no longer thinking about the situation, only about the pleasure of having this enormous organ in her mouth.
Tom let her work on him for several minutes, until he was rock-hard again and Kathy's mouth could barely accommodate him. Then he lifted her onto his lap and slowly impaled her a second time, and they fucked.
When it was over they both were exhausted, Kathy in particular so drained she could hardly speak. With a delicacy and gentleness that surprised her, Tom helped clean her soaking vagina with some tissues, then eased her panties back on and helped her with her bra and blouse.
It was only a minute or two before the end of their scheduled hour together. Kathy looked at Tom, suddenly feeling desperately frightened, and said, "Tom?" She was near tears.



Standing at the door with his bookbag he just smiled at her, and made the gesture of zipping his mouth shut. Then he unlocked the door and left the room.
***************
That wasn't the end of it, of course. Kathy alternated between horrified guilt and uncontrollable arousal for the next several days, making ample use of her own hands and Roger's cock to soothe her feelings somewhat. She couldn't believe what she had done, and she was absolutely mortified. But she was also turned-on constantly, and she sometimes had to change her panties two or three times a day.
The following week Kathy's firm resolve to make her tryst with Tom a one-time thing lasted no longer than it took for Tom to embrace her and start to caress her breasts through her bra. They did it again, twice, and to Kathy's amazement her excitement was even greater this time.
By the next week Kathy had acquired a portable "white noise" generator for her office, the kind of thing therapists use to keep confidential conversations from being overheard. She began to use it with all her advisees, explaining that the school walls were not so thick and she wanted to protect everyone's privacy.
That week Kathy also managed to slow Tom down enough—between the first and second fucks—to have a little talk. She made sure he understood that their exposure would not only mean the end of her career, but a scandal that would ruin his hopes of getting into a leading college. To her relief, Tom understood perfectly; what followed was a serious conversation about secrecy and discretion in which they saw completely eye-to-eye. The fact that Tom was also cheating on his girlfriend Diane made him all the more eager to keep their secret.
Kathy persuaded Tom without difficulty that they had to continue the academic work they were supposed to be doing, so that his test scores did not suffer. In the following weeks they worked out a predictable, if thoroughly enjoyable, schedule.
Each hour began with a quick fuck—both were so worked-up that virtually no foreplay was needed. They then took about 30 minutes to study together, relaxed and at least half-undressed; and the hour concluded with a more leisurely second round of sex, followed by a few minutes of making themselves presentable again and opening the window to air out the office.
Handling her guilt, and her absolute terror of discovery, turned out to be far easier than Kathy had feared. She still loved her husband and still enjoyed making love with him, so it was not hard to behave as though those things were still true. She even found that her fling with Tom sometimes led to hotter sex with Roger, though she was careful never to do anything with him that they hadn't previously done.
Since Kathy's work day ended by 3:30 she had ample time to shower, wash her hair, and rinse out her aromatic panties before Roger got home from the University each day. And even her fear that he would notice her looseness if he made love to her the same day she'd had Tom turned out not to be a problem—just a few hours did the trick.
And the guilt? At first it was enormous—crushing. Roger was in nearly every respect the best husband she could imagine. He was a little abstracted, a little distant at times, simply because like many academics he was often working out intellectual problems in his head.
But he was loving, kind, very affectionate, supportive...he was a great partner, and all she'd ever wanted.
So what the hell was she doing with Tom? And why couldn't she stop? As time went by she tried out all the usual rationalizations. Roger will never know, so it can't hurt him. I'm still every bit as loving to him as I've ever been. It's not like I'm really betraying him—I'm not in love with Tom or anything. It's just sex, it doesn't really mean anything.
Kathy was self-aware enough to know how shallow and false each of these statements was. But the fact was that she adored what she was doing. The pure thrill of sex with Tom, his enormous cock, the fact that he was still a student and therefore forbidden fruit, it was more than she could resist. And she assuaged her own guilt by repeating to herself that it would all end in June when Tom graduated. It would all have been a crazy, wild, wrong thing. And it would be over; and no one would ever know; and she could go back to being a faithful, loving, ordinary wife, doing all she could to show Roger how much she loved him.
***************
June arrived, and Kathy began to experience the bittersweet anticipation of the end of her fling with Tom (she couldn't bear to think of it as an affair). She would miss the sex, the wild excitement, the secrecy; and she would miss Tom, who was smart and sweet and a very nice young man (even beyond his marvelous equipment). But she would be so glad to be done with the fear, the nightmarish visions of exposure, divorce, and public humiliation that filled her mind at times. She looked forward to being totally honest with her friend Teresa again, not having to conceal anything from her. And it would be something of a relief to devote herself fully to one man, to the husband she loved.
In retrospect she could hardly believe how easy it had been to keep Roger in the dark about what she was doing. She imagined it must be because her two worlds remained so separate: Tom had her once a week, for an hour, in her locked office at school. They never met any other time, never spoke on the phone. When she was away from work she could be the same loving wife she'd always been, give Roger the same attention and affection as in years past. Her hour with Tom each week was like a good squash game: invigorating, refreshing, pleasurable, relaxing—and nothing more. Or so she tried to tell herself, though she was too honest to completely believe it.
She and Tom were snuggling in her office after sex when he surprised her. "You gonna miss me?"
"You bet!" she replied, smiling, kissing the end of his nose. "But you're going to be fucking those cute Princeton girls next year, you won't have time to think about old me."
"And who are you gonna be fucking next year?"
"My husband," she replied, a little puzzled.
"No one else?" Tom said with a grin. "Not, say, Arturo Sanders? I know you'll be working with him—he's the total genius of the junior class, taking like four AP courses next year. And he's a hunk. Even Diane thinks he's completely hot; and she hasn't seen him in the locker room like I have."
Kathy knew from the look on Tom's face that he was teasing her with that last sentence, waiting for her to ask. She pretended disinterest, but he wasn't fooled.
Finally she said, "okay, Tom, and just what did you see in the locker room?"
Tom was delighted that she'd given in. "Oh, just that he's really hung. Definitely as big as me, and I think a little bigger."
"I'm done with high-school boys, Tom," Kathy said casually. It bothered her that her mind was already racing with thoughts of Arturo Sanders, and wondering whether she might really want a replacement for Tom. She'd have to check Arturo's file to make sure he was 18 years old.
Then a thought struck her. "My God, Tom! You haven't said anything to him, have you?"
"Not a word," he reassured her. "Not a word, not to a single soul." He grinned again. "I just wanted to give you a little heads-up, in case you find you miss me more than you think!" He stroked her breast and gave her another kiss.
***************
That summer was wonderful and relaxing. Kathy felt more free, and closer to her husband, than she had the entire previous year. Tom was a happy memory, now safely in the past. She and Roger took a vacation to Montreal, where they stayed in an elegant old hotel and made love nearly every night. Back at home they worked in the garden, she helped him proofread his latest book, they took walks together—everything was perfect.
While she hadn't forgotten about Arturo Sanders, she had absolutely no intention of doing anything but tutoring him—doing the job she'd been hired to do. When September came she was polite but utterly professional with Arturo. She couldn't help notice what a great body he had, especially the way high school kids dressed in the warm weather, but she pushed her interest as far to the back of her mind as possible.
Imagine her shock, then, when Arturo came in the Tuesday after Homecoming Weekend, closed and locked the door behind him, walked straight up to her and gave her a long, passionate kiss. She pushed him away and glared at him.
"Arturo—what the hell are you doing?" she said in an angry voice.
He smiled, a lazy smile full of pleasure. "Tom Bjornsen told me to pass that along to you. I saw him at the Homecoming football game this weekend."
She was totally at a loss, and started to blush. "But he...but he...you had no right to do that!" she stammered uncertainly. Her nipples were tingling, and the feeling distracted her.
Arturo took her into his arms, pulling her close, sliding his large hands up and down her back, caressing her ass. He was much taller than Kathy—nearly 6'5"—and her face was pressed into his shoulder.
Before she had time to struggle or pull away, he quietly said, "just tell me to stop—tell me you don't like this, tell me you don't want me to do it—and I'll stop. I won't bother you again."
His hands kept moving over her, and as she opened her mouth to say, "stop it—now!", she found her hips starting to push against him.
"Arturo," she said unsteadily, "you really need to...you can't..."
Kathy didn't finish the sentence.
***********************************
***********************************
[AN AFTERNOON IN JUNE:]
Roger rolled away from Melissa, who was cowering on the far side of the bed. He stood, unmindful of his nakedness, and walked towards the door where Kathy was still yelling, her face flushed bright red.
"What is that slut doing in our bed? OUR BED, you son-of-a-bitch!"
When he reached the door Roger said, "Kathy, we need to talk, but this is not a good time. I'll be downstairs in a little while."
Then he calmly shut the door in Kathy's face, locked it, and returned to the bed, where he took Melissa gently in his arms. Over the sounds of Kathy's screaming and pounding on the door with her fist, he quietly soothed his frightened lover.
"It's all right, baby, it's gonna be all right. Let's get dressed and I'll take you home. It's going to be fine, I promise."
Melissa looked at him uncertainly, her face streaked with tears. She trusted Roger, but she had never imagined a scene like this!
***********************************
***********************************
[EIGHT MONTHS EARLIER:]
Who can explain how the human mind works? Who can say why a man goes to sleep one night perfectly happy with his life and his marriage, and wakes up wondering if his wife is cheating on him?
Maybe Roger had a dream he didn't remember; or maybe his unconscious put a few very small pieces of information together, pieces that he couldn't identify, and came up with a disturbing hypothesis.
But however it happened, Roger suddenly had the unsettling feeling that Kathy might have been unfaithful—and it was a feeling he'd never had before.
Roger would have told you, if you'd asked, that he was very happily married. Kathy was loving, intelligent, had a great sense of humor, enjoyed sex, and was a patient companion for a man who from time to time got lost in his own thoughts (usually about his work). She would tease him, saying, "earth to Roger—come in, Roger!", but it was always playful, not harsh.
They each had work that fulfilled and challenged them, and they had a good life together. Their academic schedules gave them a lot of freedom, and they took vacations or worked in the garden or saw friends—or just spent time alone together, talking or reading.
Roger could think of no recent, sudden change in Kathy's behavior or attitude or mood; and in fact there was virtually nothing to explain his new suspicions.
Ah, yes, he thought—"virtually nothing". The one thing was two nights before, when Kathy had turned him down for sex. "I'm just wiped out tonight, baby," she'd said, smiling. "Can I give you a rain-check for tomorrow?"
Roger had of course agreed, and they'd shared a warm kiss before going to sleep. There was nothing unusual about any of it—didn't all married women sometimes refuse sex from time to time? But Roger found himself wondering whether she'd been doing it more recently lately. Was that what had started these unwelcome thoughts?
Roger was a scientist. More specifically, a Professor of Mathematics at Notre Dame and member of the University's Center for Applied Mathematics. He was a leading figure in two areas: Algorithms and Data Structures, and Advanced Techniques of Statistical Analysis.
In short he was a geek—a fact he cheerfully acknowledged. What this also meant, however, is that Roger believed in data. The way some people believe in God, and others perhaps find the key to their lives in Art or Music, Roger viewed data as the central organizing, clarifying force of life.
As a kid he had kept charts of fireflies: how many he saw each night of the summer, correlated with temperature and rainfall on that night. Years later he'd collaborated with a biologist on a paper about fireflies, becoming the only mathematician ever published in the Journal of Applied Entomology.
In college he'd had a roommate who was a work-out freak; Roger had helped him by tracking the weights and reps of all his exercises, and charting his progress. Again, he was a geek. Roger knew that people found this sort of data-gathering compulsive, but that judgment didn't bother him. He enjoyed it; and he was grateful that Kathy only teased him about it a little bit.
So when Roger's worries about his wife bubbled to the surface of his mind, he naturally thought about the problem in terms of data analysis. And, being the kind of person he was, a data set was readily available. Over the years Roger had kept track in his Weekly Planner of all the times he and Kathy had made love. (He'd also kept track of all sorts of other things, from daily high temperature in South Bend to the days the Department Chair pitched a tantrum; but those were not relevant to the matter at hand.)
Over a three-day period, Roger worked intensely at the computer entering data from his Weekly Planners, dating all the way back to the year of his marriage. And the statistical analyses he ran produced a great deal of information—some of it predictable, some of it surprising.
Predictably, the frequency of his and Kathy's lovemaking had declined over the 15 years of their marriage: from 3.6 times a week in their first year to 2.1 times/week in year six, and then ranging between 1.9 and 2.4 times/week in the years since. (Roger produced these averages by excluding the high and low months for each year, since months with vacations in them usually resulted in much more sex, while busy months like December, with Christmas presents to buy and final exams to grade, were typically quite low.)
What Roger had not anticipated, and what worried him, were the seasonal variations. For the past 5½ years, he and Kathy averaged 2.7 times/week in July-September, but only 1.4 times/week in October-June.
At first he attributed this to their academic calendars: they were both busier when school was in session, and had more relaxed schedules in the summer. (Though this didn't explain September, which was the busy first month of school for both of them.)
But the hypothesis didn't hold up—because for the first 9 years of their marriage, the October-June frequency was virtually identical to that for July-September: 2.9 vs. 2.8.
Roger's first conclusion: about 5½ years earlier, something had started happening in their lives to cause them to make love quite a bit less frequently during the academic year (excluding September). And the fact that the month of June, when Roger was done with his school year but Kathy was not, behaved like the other academic-year months suggested that it was something in Kathy's life or schedule, not his own, that accounted for this difference.
What could Roger do with this information? At first, nothing. But Kathy inadvertently provided a clue the very next afternoon.
Usually Roger graded exams and papers in his office on non-teaching days; but that day there was construction work going on nearby, and the jack-hammering was making it hard for him to concentrate. So Roger brought his papers home at noon, and sat in his home office with them all afternoon.
He heard Kathy arrive at around 3:45, and a few minutes later heard the sound of the shower running. She hadn't said hello, since she had no reason to imagine he was in the house. (Roger walked to work most days, so the presence of his car in the garage didn't indicate anything.)
Roger put his pen down. Since when did Kathy shower after work? For fifteen years she'd been showering and washing her hair in the morning...
It did not take a genius to realize that showering was something a person would undoubtedly do to remove any traces of sexual activity, but there could be all sorts of other reasons as well. Still—it was so difficult to imagine Kathy having time for an affair outside of school that Roger had already concluded that her illicit activities (if any) virtually had to be going on there, however crazy that seemed. Afternoon trysts at home were faintly possible, but Roger came home early frequently enough that he couldn't imagine Kathy taking the risk. And on evenings and weekends the two were rarely apart for any length of time.
Now Roger had a new set of data to gather and analyze: Kathy's afternoon showers. He couldn't be home every day to observe them, but he could check the shower for wetness and for a wet towel each day when he came home. Nothing to it!
For the next ten weeks Roger carefully and discreetly kept track, and what he found disturbed him greatly. During the weeks of Christmas break Kathy never showered except in the mornings. But during weeks when school was in session she showered in the afternoon exactly once a week—not always on the same day, but never more nor less than once a week.
With a heavy heart, but outwardly maintaining his affectionate relations with his wife, Roger moved on to the next phase. One night after she'd fallen asleep he took Kathy's datebook from her purse and photocopied all its pages, before carefully returning it.
He didn't want to believe she'd been screwing some teacher or administrator at the school, but the evidence was starting to point that way.
Kathy's work-day was almost always divided into one-hour blocks, and she kept careful track of her appointments. It was the work of only twenty minutes for Roger to examine her appointments for the days she showered after work, and to see a pattern. But it wasn't a pattern he could believe.
Of the eight "shower days", Kathy had met with the Assistant Principal on three of them and with particular students on three, five, and six of them respectively. There was only one name that appeared on all eight days: Alan Sauerman. Roger checked the school's website and learned that Sauerman was a senior, the third-ranked high school tennis player in the state, and a member of the school's Honor Society. He was typical of the kind of student Kathy regularly did academic counseling with.
For the next two days, Roger lived in a kind of fog. He was distant and vague with his students and colleagues, and even a little more preoccupied than Kathy was used to. When she invited him to make love one night, he turned and looked at her in some surprise—as though she'd just suddenly appeared in his bed out of nowhere—and said, "what? oh...no, honey, sorry, I'm feeling a little sick to my stomach."
His refusal was rare enough, and oddly enough expressed, to make Kathy worry a little, but Roger didn't even notice her reaction.



The next day was Friday, and Roger embarked on a plan to acquire more data. However to get it he needed to behave in a very uncharacteristic manner: he was going to act like a detective.
He found a picture of Alan Sauerman in the school's yearbook (Kathy had a copy for every year she'd worked there), and he loitered outside the school at dismissal until Sauerman emerged, chatting casually with a couple of his friends. When Sauerman broke away from them and headed for his car Roger moved to catch up with him.
"Excuse me? Are you Alan Sauerman?"
The boy turned. "Yeah," he said pleasantly. "Can I help you?"
Watching his face carefully, Roger said in an urgent tone, "we need to talk. I'm Kathy Hallstrom's husband."
Alan froze, stiffly, and Roger noted the reaction.
"Uh, what, uh do we need to talk about?" Alan was clearly shocked and alarmed.
"It's kind of private. Can you drive us out to Edison Park, and we'll talk there?"
It was a quiet ride; Alan looked terrified, and asked no questions. When they got there and parked, Roger said, "let's take a walk." He led them a half mile down a trail to a deserted bench, where they sat.
"All right," Roger said quietly. "If you cooperate with me here, I promise you I'll keep this conversation completely confidential. I promise," he repeated.
"Otherwise, you are in a heap of trouble, Alan."
"What is this about?" Alan quavered, trying vainly to sound indignant.
"How long have you and my wife been having sex?" Roger asked.
"What?! That's...that's ridiculous!"
"Your face gives you away, Alan. Plus, I've seen the pictures," Roger lied.
"Pictures?" Alan was stunned, his face drained of color.
"Like I said, Alan—if you're straight with me, I'll keep this a secret. Just between you and me. But don't play games with me."
Roger waited. He almost felt sorry for the kid, who looked terrified and at his wits' end.
"Okay, Alan, tell me all about it. How long it's been going on, exactly what you do, how and when it started. I know most of it," he lied again, "so don't try to snow me. Just tell it straight."
Nearly in tears, Alan provided a complete account. He'd been meeting Kathy once a week for academic tutoring once a week since September. At first he had thought she was being a little flirtatious, but he didn't know what to do about it.
Then in late September he got an email from a friend a year ahead of him, telling Alan that if he made a pass at Kathy she'd have sex with him. The friend, now a freshman at Dartmouth, implied that he'd fucked her the previous year. He never came right out and said it, but hinted rather broadly.
The next week in Kathy's office Alan acted bolder: he looked down Kathy's blouse more obviously, complimented her legs, and sat so that his half-erection bulged at the front of his shorts. After ten minutes or so Kathy had put her book down, said, "do you like me, Alan?" and sat down in his lap. She'd kissed him and slipped him her tongue, and the rest followed predictably. She helped him get his and her clothes off, and they fucked on her desk.
Since then Alan had been fucking Kathy every week during his appointments, though they also used some of the time for studying—she told him he had to do well on his tests, or they might be found out. They did it on her desk, on the floor, and sometimes on a chair. She also gave him a firm lecture about total, complete discretion, pointing out the danger to both of them if they were caught. The threat of a scandal, plus the possibility of not getting to have sex with her any more, had kept Alan from breathing a word to anyone.
Roger sat quietly when Alan had finished. It was just what he'd expected—and worse than anything he could possibly imagine. Not only cheating on him, but with a high school kid! Probably more than one high-school kid, from the story about the Dartmouth freshman. How long had she been doing this? Could it really be almost six years? How many boys would that have been?
"Alan," he said finally. "Here's the deal. You forget we ever had this conversation, and your name stays out of it. Don't tell anyone that we talked—ESPECIALLY Kathy. You'll have to be a good actor, and just keep on doing what you've been doing. If she finds out that we spoke about this there's going to be a major scandal, got it? So you're gonna have to fake it."
Alan looked relieved but wary. "You mean I should...keep, you know, doing it with her?"
Roger nodded grimly. "Yes. She mustn't know that anything has changed. When it all hits the fan, we don't want her to have any idea that you talked to me, got it? And I've got to keep your name out of it.
"If you want to break it off, you can—just be sure to give her an excuse. You know, it's making you too nervous, you're afraid of being caught, etc. Don't say anything about me."
Alan nodded his head. The 18-year old looked about ten years older, and a good bit sadder and wiser, than when Roger had met him outside the high school.
***************
What was Roger going to do? He'd done what he was good at: gathering data, analyzing it, and reaching a conclusion. Taking dramatic action in response to that conclusion was unfamiliar territory for him.
Keeping Kathy from realizing what he knew was the easy part. For weeks, as he'd done his data analysis and gotten closer to the truth, he'd been dissembling with her. He'd probably seemed a little more distant and preoccupied than usual; but he'd also been able to smile, to kiss her, even to make love from time to time, though the experience felt empty to him.
So he knew he didn't have to rush home and confront her. She'd been cheating for a long time—perhaps even five years or more. With a succession of high-school kids! The thought just rocked him. He was mostly feeling the shock, the mind-numbing awareness that the last few years of his marriage had been a complete lie, at least on his wife's part.
The anger, the desire to take his revenge, to make her pay for lying to him and humiliating him like this—with teenagers!—was surely going to come later.
But there was no need to hurry. He could work out in his own mind what he wanted, reflect on it, and wait to act until the time was right.
*********************************
*********************************
[AN AFTERNOON IN JUNE:]
Kathy had finally stopped screaming, stopped pounding on the door; Roger heard her stomping down the stairs, and now it was quiet.
He smiled reassuringly at Melissa. "Today's the day! I promised you I'd do this, and now is the day it's gonna happen."
"And then you'll...be free of her?" Melissa was calmer, but still looked worried. How beautiful she was!
"Completely free. In fact," Roger reached for his briefcase and pulled out an envelope, "here is what you and I are going to be doing for the next two weeks."
He handed the envelope to Melissa, who sat, fully-dressed again, on the edge of the bed. She opened it and looked warily at the papers inside, and then her eyes opened wide. "Hawaii?!"
She grabbed Roger and gave him a huge hug, nearly knocking him off the bed. "Oh my God, that's so fantastic!"
She kissed him several times, then pulled back. "I love you, Roger," she said quietly, a little nervously.
"I love you too, baby." He smiled once more, and pulled her to her feet.
"Let me walk you to your car—then there's an unpleasant task I've got to take care of."
********************************
********************************
[THREE MONTHS EARLIER:]
Roger sat at his desk, half-heartedly skimming the latest issue of the Notre Dame student newspaper and brooding about Kathy. When he wasn't brooding about her, he was dreaming up ways of killing her and getting away with it; or wondering how he had fallen so short as a husband that she could take up with teenagers. Fucking 18-year olds—was she insane? Was he so totally inadequate?
There was a knock on his half-open door and Melissa Winsted poked her head in. "Professor—do you have a couple of minutes?"
"Of course, Melissa, please come in." Roger's cordial welcome was sincere. Melissa was one of his favorites among the current crop of graduate students. She was very intelligent, and had been the stand-out student in his Data Structures Seminar the previous year. In fact she was probably one of the three smartest students the department had lured to South Bend in his time there.
Moreover, Melissa was very beautiful. She had blonde hair, worn short and flatteringly around her head, and a lovely, trim body: small breasts, long firm legs. She was probably a runner when she wasn't in the library, Roger thought to himself.
"Professor, I've brought a copy of my dissertation proposal, and I wondered if you'd mind taking a look at it."
"Are you up to the dissertation already, Melissa? Oh, that's right, I'd forgotten—this is your fourth year, isn't it?"
She nodded, and he said, "in that case you have to start calling me Roger—no more 'Professor Hallstrom', okay?"
"I'll try—Roger." She giggled. "But it may take a little getting used-to."
She rose to leave, saying, "can I check back with you about the proposal in a week or two?"
"No, don't go—if you have a few minutes, let me read through it and we can talk about it now. I don't have anything today until a 3:00 class."
Roger read the 5-page proposal and was impressed. Surprised, in fact—she grasped the basic issues of her proposed project, and saw the gaps that had to be filled, better than some of his junior faculty colleagues might have done.
They talked about the proposal, exchanging ideas, Melissa taking detailed notes on his suggestions, for nearly an hour. Glancing at his watch, Roger said, "oh, I'm sorry, Melissa—I've kept you here far too long."
"Oh, no, Prof...Roger," she grinned. "This is amazingly helpful; you've given me such good ideas for how to tighten and strengthen this."
"Listen," he said, "it's almost 1:00, how about if we go grab a sandwich?"
***************
Over the next two weeks Melissa and Roger met five more times to talk about the proposal and her dissertation plans. His attraction to her grew with each get-together; not only her obvious beauty but her equally obvious intelligence and eager mind drew him towards her. He was delighted that she'd chosen his colleague Kenneth Astrakhan, not Roger himself, for her dissertation advisor; otherwise their relationship would have had to remain strictly professional.
At the end of one of their conversations he leaned forward and quietly said what he'd been thinking of for days.
"Melissa, I wonder if you'd like to have dinner with me? Tonight or tomorrow?"
She looked at him, surprised and alarmed. "Roger, I...thank you. But...I guess I need to know what that means. I mean, you're married."
He smiled, "Yes, you're right. Listen, can we talk for a few minutes about something besides academic stuff? Something personal?"
She nodded, a little tentatively.
"I'm going to ask you to keep this completely confidential, okay? I've learned that my wife has been...unfaithful to me. It's been going on for a long time now, and I'm divorcing her in June, when the school-year ends."
Melissa gasped a little, and said, "oh, Roger, I'm so sorry!"
"You may think it's a bit weird that I haven't walked out, or thrown her out of the house. But it's...complicated. She doesn't know that I know, and for reasons I can't go into I can't confront her about it until June. But it's a done deal—the marriage is over.
"So, yes, I'm a married man asking you out on a date, Melissa. But I swear to you, as God is my witness, I'm really an about-to-be-unattached man."
Roger watched as Melissa sat back, gazing at him pensively. He didn't know if she'd believe him; he didn't know if he would believe himself if he were in her shoes.
"Roger, I..." she began. "I'm very attracted to you," she said, blushing a little. "Our talks together have been fantastic. And I would...well, I'll admit, I've had a little fantasy about you from time to time. But..." she broke off, uncertainly.
"Melissa, we can take it as slow as you want. I am very fond of you, and I would never, ever hurt you in any way."
Roger took her hand gently and held it, watching her wrestle with her thoughts.
Then she smiled shyly. "What time tomorrow night?"
*********************************
*********************************
[AN AFTERNOON IN JUNE:]
Roger and Melissa didn't see Kathy as he walked her to her car. They kissed, Melissa squeezed his hand and wished him luck, and she drove away. Whistling, Roger turned and went back inside.
Kathy ambushed him when he was barely in the front door. She was still furious, and her face was still bright-red.
"This marriage is OVER, you asshole! What the fuck are you thinking? After fifteen years you think you can just fuck some little chippy in our bed and get away with it? You bastard, I'm gonna make your life a living hell. Just wait until the University finds out what you've been up to!"
"Give me a minute, will you Kathy? I need to get my briefcase." As Roger headed up the stairs he heard her shouting behind him in amazement.
"Your BRIEFCASE?! What the hell is wrong with you, Roger? Are you even listening to me?"
When Roger returned he sat down at the kitchen table. Kathy, still fuming, stood and yelled at him from across the room.
"Have you lost your MIND? Fucking a woman in our bed? Did you think there was any way I would stand for this, Roger? You think I'm going to just let this slide?"
Roger looked at her steadily without speaking, for long enough to confuse Kathy a little.
"If I hear you correctly, Kathy, you're saying that cheating on a spouse is a serious matter—maybe even serious enough to lead to a divorce. Is that right?"
She was too baffled by his words and manner even to continue to yell. "Of COURSE, Roger—what is wrong with you? Did you think I would say, 'okay, no problem, sorry to disturb you'?"
"No, Kathy, I pretty much figured you'd react just the way you did. I just wanted to be sure—that's why I set it up so you'd find us this afternoon."
He reached into his briefcase, pulled out a legal document, and handed it her. "I feel pretty much the same about a cheating spouse as you apparently do—so I'm divorcing you."
Kathy glanced at the papers, then gasped, falling into a chair across from him. "You're divorcing ME? I'll ask you again, Roger—have you lost your mind? YOU'RE the one I caught fucking some slut in our bed just now!"
"Actually, Kathy, that wasn't the cheating I had in mind. I was thinking of you and Alan Sauerman."
He watched her, enjoying the moment as her jaw dropped open, her eyes went wide, and her face lost its color.
The seconds passed, and Kathy tried desperately to regain her composure. About the best she could manage, after nearly half a minute, was, "Roger, I...I don't know what you're talking about."
He noticed her hands were shaking on the table.
"No problem, Kathy—I had a conversation with Alan and he told me all about it."
She gasped, but he continued.
"And I know about Joe Nevele, from last year—he's at Dartmouth now, isn't he? And the year before that seems to have been either Cardell McCartney or James Henderson, I couldn't quite tell from your date books. Or maybe both? I've got the rest of them pretty much figured out—it seems like Tom Bjornsen was the first one, wasn't he?"
Another silence followed. Roger waited, seeing the changing emotions flickering across Kathy's face. She sat there, stunned and deflated. She'd never been so much at a loss in the nearly 20 years he'd known her, and he was reveling in her misery.
"Roger, I..." She hesitated, and started again. "Baby, I don't know how to say...how sorry I am. It was...just sex, just a...just a crazy thing I did. It started, and..."
She broke off, perhaps realizing how totally inadequate her explanation sounded.
"Roger, you're the only one I have ever loved. It was just sex, just a...stupid, stupid thing I did. It has nothing to do with you and me."
She had a pleading look on her face, and the tears were starting to flow.
Roger smiled at her, but without kindness.
"Here's how it is, you cunt. You cheating BITCH! You've got two choices, and I'll tell you the second one first. If you don't do just what I want, I'll call the Superintendent, the School Board and the newspapers. Your face will be on the national news for weeks, your job will be history, and you'll be the laughing-stock of the state of Indiana. You'll have to move away, change your name, and probably even dye your hair or get plastic surgery to get out from under this."
He watched her as this sank in and she began to sob.
"Here's your first choice—your only other choice. We divorce quickly, no hassles, for reason of "irreconcilable differences", like it says on those papers. I buy out your half of this house. You quit your job next week when the school year ends, you move at least 500 miles from South Bend, and you NEVER work with students or teenagers again for the rest of your life."
He rose from the table, leaving her crying, her face in her hands.
"I'm going out. You have two hours to get all your stuff and get the hell out of here. I have no intention of seeing you again."
Kathy heard the sound of Roger's car driving away. Then there was silence, broken only by the ticking of the kitchen clock and her own sobs.
How had this happened to her, was what she kept thinking. How had this happened to her?



        Long After the Fact Ch. 01

        A happy husband gets the shock of his life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/long-after-the-fact-ch-01

Title: Long After the Fact Ch. 01

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A happy husband gets the shock of his life.

Tags: 

Series: Long After the Fact


[This is the first part of a two-part story; the second part will appear tomorrow. I am very grateful to GaryAPB for reading a draft of this story and making a number of terrific suggestions.]
DISCOVERY
February 10
He would never have found out if his hard drive hadn't crashed. He would have lived the rest of his life in blissful ignorance—a happy fool. Would that have been better or worse?
It was a Friday night in February in Painesville, Ohio, and Dan Flood was working on his Fantasy League Baseball team when the computer began to act up. As a systems engineer, he knew enough to immediately back up all his files onto zip disks.
So when the computer went haywire an hour later, and nothing he could do would get it working again, he wasn't that concerned. He'd have to take it in to the computer place over in Euclid the next day for repairs, but nothing was lost.
On the other hand, he was eager to keep working on his baseball team, and frustrated not to have a computer. Then he remembered his wife's old machine, sitting untouched in the basement since she'd switched to a new laptop about six months earlier. They'd never gotten around to throwing it out. It was a slower machine, but it would do fine for his team.
Dan didn't have to ask Susan if he could use it. For one thing it was a discarded computer. For another, she was away. Susan and her sister Lynne had taken their widowed mom on a ten-day Caribbean cruise for her 60th birthday. They'd agreed not to call one another during the cruise, since ship-to-shore was so expensive. Susan had left two days earlier and wouldn't be back until next weekend.
When Dan had dusted off the old PC and booted it up, he was annoyed to find that the whole thing was password-protected. Why had Susan done that, since only he and she were ever in the house?
He tried the passwords that they normally used, things like birthdays and nicknames, without success. He almost gave up in frustration, but decided instead to think it through.
Susan had gotten this computer two and half years earlier, in May or June of 2003. Dan remembered because it was just a few weeks after her car accident. A driver swerved to avoid a six-year old who had run into the street, and the result was a terrible crash in which Susan had lost the five-month old fetus she was carrying. Worse still, after the surgery the doctors had told Susan she'd be unable to bear children in the future. She would never be a mother.
Thinking about that terrible time, Dan had a thought. They had already picked out the name Sean for their son-to-be, since ultrasound had shown he would be a boy. Dan tried a couple of password combinations with Sean in them; the third one, "Sean03", unlocked the files.
Dan had intended just to trash all the documents, leaving plenty of room for his baseball statistics, but a file on the desktop made him stop. It was labeled "Teddy".
Dan didn't know that Susan knew a Teddy, though the assistant principal at the school where Susan taught fifth grade was named Theodore O'Neill. He was a tall, pleasant-looking guy with sandy hair, maybe about five years younger than Susan and Dan, who were both 36.
The "Teddy" folder was full of email messages between Susan and a "Teddy19@aol.com". Curious, Dan clicked on one to open it. In that moment his life changed dramatically.
*****
July 23, 2003
Baby—
God, you were amazing today—I've never cum so hard in my whole life! You just turned me inside out.
I'm not sure I can get away Thursday, because Dan might be coming home from work early. I'll write you tomorrow to see if we can be together Friday.
I can hardly wait!
xxoo
Susan
*****
Dan sat frozen, staring at the screen. There was no possible way the message could mean anything other than what it seemed to mean. His wife had fucked another man—had been regularly fucking another man, in fact.
He wasn't sure he was even thinking. He may just have been sitting. He heard the kitchen clock's tick echo through the quiet house, heard the whoosh of a car's tires passing outside. Fragmentary images of his wife swirled through his mind: Susan's loving kiss before she left for the cruise; the way she shook her fist at him when she was jokingly pretending to be angry; her gasps when she orgasmed during sex; her sad, devastated face in the hospital when he went in to see her after surgery, both of them knowing they'd never have children.
He knew he should be angry, but he wasn't there yet. The shock was too great, and despite the very clear evidence in front of him on the screen Dan knew he just didn't believe it yet.
All thoughts of baseball long gone, he eventually roused himself and began to look through the file of email messages. It never once even occurred to him that he already knew enough, that he could have spared himself further pain.
He began by going to the end. The last email he found was from Susan to Teddy19 in early September 2003.
*****
September 8
Teddy:
I meant it when I said we had to stop. You knew this couldn't continue, you knew I love Dan and I don't want to lose him.
Please, baby, don't make this harder for me than it already is. Every time I see you in the hall--- Just please, please, let me do what I have to do!
If you can't let go, if we can't be professional about it, then I'll just have to move to another school. Teddy, if you care for me, let it be over—please accept it.
Susan
*****
Going back chronologically, Dan found a flurry of messages back and forth at the end of August. Susan was determined to break off the affair, and Teddy—who clearly was Theodore O'Neill, the assistant principal—was trying to keep her involved in it. He said he adored her, couldn't imagine his life without their private time together, etc. But while Susan wasn't sick of Teddy, she was firm about ending it. She was worried about her marriage—not only about Dan finding out but about the strains that had arisen between them.
Still numb, still reeling, Dan thought back to the summer of 2003. How could he have been so fucking clueless?
It had been a terrible time. Susan's accident cost them not only what would have been their first-born child but any chance of having a family. He had brought up adoption, but Susan had just been too shattered to consider it. Dan desperately wanted a family, and he wanted to keep talking about it, but he understood that Susan just couldn't face the reality yet, that she would never bear her own kids.
She'd been distant, withdrawn, and deeply depressed for weeks, through June and into the summer vacation. All of Dan's kindness and affection and patience she'd received with a kind of weary acceptance. She was never angry or unkind; it was more as though she were experiencing life—or at least her connection with her husband---through a kind of screen.
After several weeks Dan was nearly at the end of his rope. He wondered whether he and Susan should simply divorce—it wasn't something he wanted, but there didn't seem to be any marriage left, or really any relationship at all.
He took a long walk one afternoon, trying to figure out what to do. What kept coming into his mind were his wedding vows, especially "for better and for worse" and "in sickness and in health". And he realized that he couldn't simply end his marriage, not at a time when Susan was in such desperate straits. He owed her more than that. He would keep trying to reach her, until there was simply no hope left.
In early July, a deeply worried Dan enlisted the help of Susan's doctor to talk her into starting therapy. Her work with Dr. Branden had gradually helped bring her out of her depression. Dan vividly remembered the day that had always seemed like the turning point.
On a Tuesday in the last week of August Susan had surprised him by cooking an extra-fancy dinner. Afterwards they sat on the couch and she held his hand.
"Honey, I've put you through hell this summer, and I'm so sorry."
He started to protest, but she silenced him. "No, Dan, it's true. I didn't do it on purpose. But I was just so . . . so sad about the baby. And you were trying so hard to reach out to me, to comfort me, and I was just keeping you at a distance.
"Dr. Branden has helped me see things so much more clearly. She called it clinical depression. I never gave you the chance to grieve with me, for us to grieve together. I didn't mean to, but I shut you out, and each of us suffered through this alone.
"I want to come back to you. I want to be totally your wife again; I want us to talk about everything, and deal with everything in our lives together.
"I love you so much, Dan," she concluded, tenderly, and he pulled her into a long embrace.
They went straight to bed together and made love slowly and sweetly. Their sex life had dwindled almost to nothing in the time since the accident—Dan guessed they hadn't had sex more than four times in the three preceding months—but after that the passion returned with a vengeance.
For a few weeks Susan was energetic and eager, dragging Dan into bed at least 4-5 times a week, being as exciting and giving a lover as she had been during their courtship and honeymoon. During the course of the fall, it had gradually subsided a bit. But even now, Dan reflected that their sexual relationship and the rest of their marriage over the past two years had been terrific.
He knew that Susan loved him, and that she wanted their marriage as much as he did. Until opening those fucking emails he had had no reason whatever to doubt her affection or her fidelity.
Reconstructing his memories of that time, and putting them together with her emails, Dan began to see how the pieces fit together. Susan had somehow begun the affair in the summer of 2003—clearly by July it was in full swing. She'd started seeing Dr. Branden, and perhaps that had helped her decide to end the affair and recommit herself to her marriage.
Whatever the impetus, she must have told Teddy it was over sometime in late August, then come to Dan, apologized for her distance from him (without confessing to the affair, of course!), and fucked his brains out for a few weeks.
From the emails it appeared she'd held Teddy off after that—at least, there was no evidence their affair had continued. Susan had turned herself back into a faithful and loving wife. And Dan had to admit that she'd succeeded. Until fifteen minutes earlier he would have described himself as the happiest of husbands. The only trouble was that all the time since that August day had been a lie.
***************
Dan got up and fetched a beer, which he drank standing up in the kitchen, staring out into the dark backyard. He had no earthly idea what to do next.
After a few minutes, he realized that he wanted to know everything—every last fucking detail. He went back to the computer and systematically read all the lovers' messages to each other, from June through September.
It had started with consolation, then flirtation. Teddy, who was single, happened to find Susan crying in the teachers' lounge, and comforted her. People already knew she had lost the baby, but she told him the rest: that she could never have children.
He took her to lunch and was a supportive, caring friend. It developed from there: regular lunches, long talks. She found she could open up to him about her sorrow, even when she couldn't talk to Dan about it.
Once school let out the lunches began to include long walks in a beautiful, quiet park outside town. One day Teddy kissed her, and they necked for a while on a park bench. Horrified by what they'd done, she avoided him for a few days. He promised to behave, and the lunches and walks resumed.
On June 28 he invited her to his apartment for lunch and "to give him advice about decorating". They had a bottle of wine, and he offered to rub her back. From there it wasn't hard to get her into his bed, and they fucked for the first time.
*****
June 28
Dear Teddy:
I don't know how that happened today, but it can never happen again. You have been a wonderful, supportive friend to me, but I never intended to cheat on my husband. What we did was wrong.
I think we should stop seeing each other. In the fall we can return to our old professional relationship.
Susan
*****
Teddy was smooth. He wrote an apologetic reply, then waited a few days. He asked her to lunch again, promising it would be purely a friendly meal together. They had a couple more lunches, then a picnic in the park. They drank a lot of wine but he didn't push her—probably hoping to get her to trust him again.
But the week after that she again went to his apartment to talk about decorating, and once again they fell into bed.
*****
July 11
Teddy:
We can't, we can't. Oh my God, we can't. You make me feel so good, so loved. It is so exciting being with you! But we have to stop.
Please, help me! We have to stop.
Susan
*****
After that, she pretty much gave up any pretense that it was a one-time thing. Between July 11 and the 23rd, the day of the first email Dan had read, they seem to have fucked several times, meeting at his apartment. On one night she knew Dan was working late, she and Teddy were together from 11am until 9pm, and he fucked her four times.
Susan's messages lost any tone of hesitancy. She loved the sex she was getting, and each message spoke of looking forward to the next time. It wasn't until early August, about four weeks into her therapy with Dr Branden, that she started talking about breaking it off.
*****
August 5
Baby:
It's like a drug, I just can't get enough of you! But we have to stop. We HAVE to stop; my therapist is helping me see that I could lose everything. My husband, my marriage, even my job at the school. If ANYONE found out about us!
Help me be strong. Once more, Friday, and that's it. I'm going to devour every little bit of you then, so be ready. And then we're done.
Love, Susan
*****
Of course, that Friday was not the end of it. There were a couple more weeks of attempts by Susan to end the affair, where she spoke more and more openly of her feelings of guilt, and efforts by Teddy to keep it going. They were together about five more times before she finally broke it off. In fact their last romp in Teddy's bed was August 24, just two days before she arranged that lovely little "let's rekindle our marriage" evening with Dan, the unsuspecting cuckold husband!
Dan sat back, his numbness gradually giving way to the anger he knew was coming. He was shocked to see it was nearly 2:30 a.m.
He grabbed his heavy coat, hat and gloves and plunged out into the winter night, barely aware of the icy wind whipping down from Lake Erie a few miles away. He walked as fast as he could, feeling his heart pump harder and seeing his frosty breath in front of him.
He actually didn't think much—he seethed. All he could focus on was the bottomless pit he had fallen into; his happy marriage an utter lie, his wife someone he didn't know.
He walked until he was exhausted and shivering, then went straight to bed. It was 4:15 am.
***************
The next day was even worse, if that's possible. Dan had all day to contemplate what Susan had done, to wallow in feelings of fury and self-pity, and to consider what he wanted to do about it. That day and the next, Sunday, he somehow got through his life. He took his computer to be fixed; he did the grocery shopping; he cleaned up the house. He took a lot of walks, and did a lot of thinking.
Dan found his mind turning again and again to the August day two years earlier, when Susan had "returned" to him. Yes, she'd apologized; yes, she'd told him she loved him; yes, she'd rededicated herself to him and to their marriage. And yes, she'd made him very happy ever since then.
But had she told him the truth? Had she confessed her affair, and told him how sorry she was for cheating on him? Hell no! Dan realized that everything that had happened that day, that day in August that had meant so much to him—it was all bullshit. She'd looked into his eyes, she'd kissed him and held him and made love with him—and she'd never told him about Teddy.
Dan was cold with rage—and determined that he'd make Susan see just how bad it feels when someone you love betrays you.
During the afternoon it suddenly occurred to him that Teddy might not have been her only affair. The idea just increased his torment. He spent several hours carefully searching the house: Susan's drawers, her old pocket-books, places in the attic and the basement where she might have stashed mementos or secrets. But he found nothing.
He booted up her laptop and checked it thoroughly. There was no password, and he could easily access all her files; but he found nothing at all incriminating or even worrying. Dan reluctantly concluded that she'd had no other affairs since the one with Teddy. He wondered why that didn't make him feel even a little bit better.
On Monday Dan went to work and pretended to concentrate—probably managing about 30%. The next day was better, and so was the next. He wasn't any less angry or miserable, but his concentration was up to maybe 75%, most of the time, and his plans were gradually coming together.
His first instinct had been to leave—simply to disappear, without a word. Quit his job, take a cruise, move to Los Angeles or New Zealand. Let Susan wonder for the rest of her life where her loving husband had gone!
Then he realized that he really wanted to know how it would play out. He wanted to know how Susan would react, what she'd do. Would she try to find him? Would she simply file for divorce and move on? Would she fall back into bed with Teddy, even though he was also married now?
So he decided to bug the house: wireless recorders in all the rooms and a tap on the phone lines. He knew it was practically a cliché, but he wanted to hear her. He wanted to see what she'd do; and he wanted to hear her suffer.
Then he started to think the whole idea was pathetic. The cheated husband, skulking around in the bushes to see what his wife was up to! How could he act like such a loser? Better just to leave town and make a new life somewhere else.
Finally, his thinking began to clarify. It didn't matter how it looked to anyone else—all that mattered was how he felt and what he wanted. Fuck what other people might think! What he wanted was to vanish—and to be around and watch Susan deal with it. He'd had his fucking heart ripped out, now it would be her turn!
On Friday Dan made an appointment to see Sam Evans, his immediate boss and his best friend. They'd joined the company together more than a decade earlier, and remained friends as they rose through the ranks. Dan had no resentment about working for Sam: he recognized that his friend was a better manager, just as Sam knew that Dan was a superior engineer.
When Sam heard the story, and heard that Dan planned to quit, there was a long silence. Then they discussed it for more than hour, Sam pointing out all the good reasons why leaving a great job made no sense. He didn't want to lose his best friend or his best employee, and he didn't want Dan to do something irrevocable while in the middle of an emotional hurricane.
Finally Sam made a counterproposal that Dan could live with. It would be announced that Dan was leaving, but he would secretly be issued a letter from Sam giving him an unpaid leave from the company, with full rights to return to his position for up to one year. Only one other person would know: Sam's boss, and Sam was sure he would get Anthony's OK without difficulty.
That afternoon Dan told a few shocked colleagues of his departure—he'd waited until Friday on purpose to avoid any sentimental farewell parties. During lunch hour he had taken care of several banking chores. On Saturday Dan got up early and finished his preparations—he would be gone before Susan returned that evening.



With a help of a friend from the company's security division, he set up the recording devices. He packed the clothes and other things he'd be taking with him. Then, looking around one final time, Dan left his home.
He took a cab to the bus station, then a bus down to Youngstown and spent one night in a hotel there, paying cash and using a false name. The next morning he took another bus to Akron and rented a nondescript brown sedan from Rent-a-Wreck. There Dan had to use his own name, but he paid with a brand-new credit card, one Susan didn't know about.
Driving north towards the lake, Dan went to the Cleveland airport, where he picked up a plane ticket to Dallas he'd purchased using his old credit card. Then he headed for Mentor, a few miles west of Painesville, and to the furnished apartment he'd rented for a month under the name "Theodore Drought". It was Dan's idea of a joke, combining his own name (and his feeling of emptiness) and Susan's lover's name. Even he didn't think it was particularly funny.
****************************************
****************************************
DISAPPEARANCE
February 18
At first Susan had been annoyed, then angry. Now she was worried.
The cruise had been wonderful and her mother had had a lovely time, but she was eager to see Dan again. They had never spent such a long time apart, and she had missed her husband very much. It made her uneasy to be out of contact with him.
But when she'd called him from Miami Saturday afternoon, an hour after the boat docked, she'd gotten no answer either at home or on his cell phone. Why didn't he have the damn thing turned on, she wondered?
Saying a loving goodbye to her mother and sister, she headed for the airport. Before boarding the plane she tried Dan again, but still no answer. When she came off the plane at 9 pm, tired and ready to be home, he was nowhere to be seen. Now she was pissed! They'd agreed he would pick her up.
Again he couldn't be reached at either number, and after an increasingly frustrating 45-minute wait, she gave up and took a taxi home. Now, as she paid the cab driver and glanced at her dark, apparently empty house, she began to be seriously concerned.
Dan was neither impulsive nor irresponsible. She knew he would have missed her as much as she missed him, so why hadn't he been at the airport to meet her? Had something happened to him?
The house was totally dark, and she turned on several lights before leaving the front hall. Calling out, "Dan? Honey, are you all right?" she moved through the kitchen and living room without finding him. The house was neat, no newspapers lying around or dishes in the sink. She headed to their bedroom, finding the bed neatly made but no sign of Dan.
The closet doors were open, but at first she was almost too distracted to notice that most of Dan's clothes were missing, the hangers empty on the rod. Susan's heart gave a lurch. Had Dan gone on a trip? Was there some work emergency? But why wouldn't he have left a message on her cell phone?
Hoping that she had somehow missed a note from him, she hurried back to the kitchen. A quick glance into the garage revealed that his car was still there. She looked more thoroughly through the kitchen, checked the mail neatly piled on the table, and finally walked into the dining room, more confused and concerned than ever.
Sitting alone on the dining room table was her old computer, the one she'd put down in the basement months ago. As she moved closer she saw that there was an email message on the screen, and an icy knot formed in her chest. "Oh my God," she murmured.
*****
July 23, 2003
Baby—
God, you were amazing today! I've never cum so hard in my whole life! You just turned me inside out.
I'm not sure I can get away Thursday, because Dan might be coming home from work early. I'll write you tomorrow to see if we can be together Friday.
I can hardly wait!
xxoo
Susan
*****
"No!" Susan cried aloud, without being aware of it. It was one of her messages to Teddy from two years earlier, during their affair. Her thoughts were a blur. How could she have been so stupid not to delete them all? But the computer was password-protected! And why would Dan even have looked there? What was the computer doing out of the basement? Why hadn't she just thrown it in the garbage?
Still unable to process the full meaning of what she had just found, Susan glanced around her. Then her breath caught in her throat. Sitting on the table just six inches to the left of the computer was Dan's wedding ring. She stared at it and began to cry.
***************
Susan passed a horrible night. She had no idea what to do, how to find Dan—she was totally at a loss. All she could think of was that she had to find him and explain, somehow, what she had done, that it was over, that she loved only him. He must know that, surely? Ever since the affair ended she had worked so hard to be the most loving, thoughtful, considerate wife she could be.
It had been too late to call anyone, even her best friend Diana. So she went to bed and spent a miserable, sleepless night. She felt guilty, frightened, and even angry. Why had he just walked out on her? Wouldn't it have been fairer at least to give her a chance to explain? But, she wondered, would she have let HIM explain if the tables were turned? She wasn't sure she could have been that patient . . . .
She must have fallen asleep at some point, because when she awoke with a start it was nearly 10 am and the sun was streaming in the bedroom windows. It took her a moment to remember that she was no longer on the cruise-ship; and then it all came back to her. The computer; the affair; Dan's disappearance.
She went to the kitchen, made coffee, and called Dan's cell. To her shock she no longer even got his voice-mail; instead a recorded voice said "that number is no longer in service"! Her hands shaking, she dialed Diana and begged her to come right over.
Diana and she had been close friends since before Susan's marriage. They told each other everything, and Diana was the sole person on earth besides Dr Branden who knew about Susan's affair. As soon as Diana came in, Susan tearfully told her about the computer and about her husband's disappearance.
Diana looked shocked. "You kept your emails to Teddy? Susan, what were you THINKING?!"
Susan just cried harder. "I know, I know. It was stupid. It was insane! I didn't want them, I never even thought about them. But they were on my old computer, and it was password-protected. The damn thing was down in the basement, and Dan had never used it once in his life! I have no idea what made him go get it, or how he figured out the password."
Diana came around to put her arm around Susan, letting her cry until she was a little calmer. Then she said, "well, I guess the why doesn't really matter, does it? What matters is that Dan knows—and he must be very hurt and upset."
Susan nodded morosely. "I spent the whole night tossing and turning, thinking about all those messages and how they must have sounded to Dan. Even if I had confessed the affair to him it wouldn't have been so bad—but for him to have to read all the things I wrote to Teddy . . ." She broke off, weeping again.
"Diana, I love Dan. I've spent two years trying to make up to him for what I did, and I thought we were doing so well! And now he probably wants to kill me. I know how destroyed, and furious, I would feel if the situation were reversed.
"I just have to find him, and ask him to listen to me. Can you help me figure out what to do?"
The two women talked for more than hour, considering the possibilities and suggesting plans. Susan agreed that the obvious place to start was to call Dan at work the next day. If he wouldn't talk to her, she could wait in the parking lot and try to catch him when he came out. In the meantime, Susan was going to call Dr. Branden and see her as soon as possible. She was a wreck, and she knew she needed to talk to her therapist about what was going on.
As she left Diana said one more thing to Susan. "Honey, remember: after the affair ended you agonized for weeks about whether to tell Dan. Your decision not to tell him wasn't selfish: it was to spare his feelings, knowing that you loved him and wanted him not to be devastated and hurt. And you two were doing so well by then.
"Don't forget that. Once you talk to him, maybe you can make him understand."
"I know," said Susan unhappily. "But at this point I'm not sure he'll even listen to me. Moving out without a word, without even a note, is hardly a good sign."
***************
On Monday, Susan managed to get through her day at school, though she was so distracted even her students noticed. She closed her door as soon as classes were dismissed and called Dan at work. To her horror, the receptionist told her that "Mr. Flood no longer works for the company. No, I'm sorry, he didn't leave a forwarding number or address."
In shock, Susan somehow managed to drive home, where she broke down entirely, crying for nearly an hour. Finally it occurred to her to call Sam Evans, Dan's boss.
Sam was kind and sympathetic, but unable to help. He confirmed that Dan had quit (keeping the secret that he was actually on leave), and said that Dan had told him about discovering her affair. "I'm sorry for what you're going through, Susan," he said, kindly stopping himself from adding "though you brought it on yourself!"
"Dan wouldn't tell me anything about what his plans are. All I can do is promise you that, if I hear from him, I'll tell him you are looking for him."
As she got off the phone, Susan began for the first time to comprehend how bad things were. Dan hadn't just left their home; he had walked out on his life. There was no telling where he might be—in a local hotel, in New York, or in South America—and no reason to expect that he'd be coming back any time soon, or at all.
She called Diana, and her friend commiserated with her over the phone, letting Susan sob out all her fears and her guilt, trying to be supportive and encouraging but without any good suggestions to make.
***************
The week passed slowly for Susan, in a wave of sadness and fear. She went to school and taught the children, cleaned the house, did the grocery shopping. Each night the act of cooking dinner for one made her cry, as did the routine of getting into bed alone, seeing the other side of the bed empty.
Her appointment with Dr. Branden was comforting, though the doctor had few concrete suggestions to make. "All you have control over is your own actions, Susan. We can hope that Dan will return, or at least get in contact with you, but that's pretty much up to him."
Dr. Branden reminded Susan that her decision not to tell Dan about the affair was a reasonable one, something the two women had discussed together for many weeks. The therapist tactfully refrained from asking why on earth Susan had allowed the incriminating emails to remain on a computer in her house for the last two years—she privately understood that it reflected an unconscious wish on Susan's part to confess and be relieved of her guilt. "Ah, the dangers of ambivalence!" Dr. Branden sighed to herself.

On Friday there was a phone message on the machine for Dan: his computer was repaired and he could come pick it up. "That's one mystery solved," Susan thought—at least now she knew why Dan had gone to the basement for her old computer.
Susan spent a miserable weekend, most of it alone, growing more and more upset. On Monday she found an investigative agency and paid them $1000 to start looking for Dan, and within two days they called her with a preliminary report.
Her husband had bought a plane ticket to Dallas the previous Sunday; the ticket had been picked up at the airport, though there was no evidence that Dan actually boarded the plane. There was no record of credit-card activity in Dallas, or anywhere else for that matter since Sunday. None of Dan's friends or work colleagues would acknowledge that they had seen or heard from him since the previous Friday.
In short, the investigator told her, he might or might not be in Dallas; he really might be anywhere. If she wanted the agency to pursue this further, for an additional $1000, they would relay instructions to a firm in Dallas. Frankly, though, he advised her to save her money and sit tight. A better bet would be to have them continue to monitor her husband's credit-card use. The agency would call again as soon as they had any further information.
At the next day's session with Dr. Branden Susan began calmly, but within minutes she was crying. "He's gone for good," she kept saying. "I've hurt him terribly, and he's gone, and he wants to make sure to hurt me just as much as I did him!"
Dr. Branden didn't have a good answer. Susan's assessment actually seemed pretty accurate to her, though she didn't say so. "Susan, I urge you to maintain a little bit of perspective. Dan has only been gone 11 days. He's had a terrible shock, and he's probably still reeling. It's too soon to make any assumptions about what he is planning to do."
As Susan calmed down a little, she and the therapist discussed the conversations they'd had in the summer of 2003. In their initial work together, Dr. Branden had helped Susan understand that her depression had caused her to withdraw from Dan, and that the affair was a self-destructive but not surprising attempt to find the love and consolation she was preventing her husband from giving her.
For several weeks Susan had talked about her feelings for Teddy and for Dan, until as her depression receded she was able to see her situation more clearly. It became clear that Teddy meant little or nothing to her: he had offered a shoulder to cry on, and had then taken advantage of her vulnerability to start a sexual relationship.
Sex with a new partner had been exciting, but with each therapy session she realized more and more that it was also empty, and that betraying her husband felt more horrible than fun. With Dr. Branden's help she was able to open herself once again to Dan, and bring the affair to an end. The attraction to Teddy didn't instantly disappear, but it became easier to resist.
Throughout September and October, after she'd recommitted herself to Dan and their marriage, Susan had wrestled with the question of whether to tell him the truth. Dr. Branden had remained neutral on this point, but had helped Susan see what each course of action might mean. She pushed Susan to examine how she herself would feel if the situation were reversed—if Dan confessed to having had a two-month affair with a co-worker.
Susan had been shocked and overwhelmed by the feelings that erupted inside her. The pain she felt, the fury at Dan's betrayal, the sense of emptiness and loss, the blow to her own sense of attractiveness and sexual appeal—all were far stronger than she could have imagined. After being rocked by these feelings just from thinking about Dan cheating on her, she was truly frightened about what the revelation of her affair would do to him.
In the end Susan had decided on silence, for two reasons. One was no doubt selfish, as she admitted to the doctor: she didn't want to lose her husband, and feared his reaction if he learned of the affair. But the other was more generous: she didn't want to cause her husband pain.
She actually felt an urge to confess to him, but saw that easing her own conscience at the expense of his devastated feelings would be a bad trade. Better that she felt guilty than that he felt destroyed.
And although Dr. Branden was careful not to guide Susan towards a decision, the therapist felt privately that Susan's choice to keep the affair a secret was reasonable: above all because she truly loved her husband and was devoted to rebuilding their marriage. In the doctor's experience, revealing the affair was far more likely to lead to divorce than to future marital happiness.
By the time Susan ended her therapy that December, she had emerged from her depression, the affair was three months behind her, and her marriage had improved dramatically. Dr. Branden had felt a sense of satisfaction at having helped her patient through a truly difficult period.
Now, of course, it had all gone to hell. There was only one small silver lining, Dr. Branden, thought, and it wasn't much. Unlike some cheating spouses, Susan had already faced up to the pain her partner would feel when he learned about her affair. Now that it had happened, she was under no illusions about how catastrophic a blow this would be to Dan.
****************************************
****************************************
FIRST MEETING
March 28
Dan had to laugh to himself at the irony of his situation. He was in more pain than he'd ever experienced, feeling a deeper sense of loss even than when his parents had died; yet at the same time his life was utterly boring.
He spent most of his time in his dingy furnished apartment, reading or watching TV. He did not contact any of his friends, or do anything that might draw attention to himself.
Once a day he drove his rented car to Painesville. Cruising slowly past his house, he made sure that Susan's car was gone. Then he parked in a lot about a mile away. Making sure not to be observed, he strolled into the woods and followed a path that led directly to the locked gate of his back yard. He let himself in, then entered the house through the back door and went to the basement, where the voice recorders were hidden behind the oil burner.
Being careful to leave no traces of his visit, Dan sat in the kitchen listening to Susan's conversations. He knew everything she'd been doing: her return to Dr. Branden, her talk with Sam Evans, the many hours spent with her friend Diana, and even the investigative agency's so-far fruitless attempts to find him.
What did he feel? Dan wasn't sure. There was a sort of grim satisfaction to hear how much Susan was suffering. He wasn't proud of it, but admitted to himself that he was glad she was miserable. She had it coming, didn't she? God knows he was feeling about as miserable as a human being could feel.
From a rational perspective, Susan's behavior was everything Dan could have hoped for. She was guilty and terrified. Everything indicated that she loved him, missed him desperately, and wanted only to talk to him and beg for his forgiveness and understanding. She hadn't taken any steps towards divorce, hadn't contacted Teddy—though Dan knew she might have spoken to him at school—and even in her anger at Dan for leaving always made it clear she understood why he had gone.
All this might have calmed and reassured Dan—if he had been rational. But he was still feeling like a cannonball had been fired through his heart, and he was a long way from rational.
What he learned on his daily visits didn't make things worse, but it didn't do much to make them better either. Dan returned to his apartment to eat, and brood. Sometimes he made idle plans to move to the West Coast—then he dropped them. He knew he wasn't finished with Susan yet. He didn't know when that moment would come, or if it ever would.
***************
Towards the end of his third week away Dan called his boss. Sam was delighted to hear from him, and happy to agree when Dan invited him to lunch on Saturday.
"I hate to be cloak-and-dagger, Sam, but would you mind just driving to the Wal-Mart on the north side up near the highway overpass, and parking in the lot? I'll come pick you up."
Sam agreed, and was mildly amused on Saturday when Dan drove up in his nondescript sedan and took them back to his place in Mentor. They had some sandwiches and a couple of beers, and Dan filled him in on everything that was going on.



"I'm still totally at loose ends, Sam," he concluded. "I go every day to spy on Susan, feeling like an idiot; and I've got nothing to do here, so there's nothing to keep me from brooding all day long about her goddamn affair."
Sam asked carefully, "do you have any idea yet what you want to do, Dan? It seems as though there are two basic choices."
Dan sighed. "I know. Part of me thinks that if I really just wanted to say 'Screw her, goodbye', I would be a thousand miles from here by now. On the other hand, I'm certainly not ready to waltz back to her and say, 'hi honey, I'm home!'."
He grimaced. "I'm not proud of it, but I'm furious and hurt and I want her to be in pain too."
Sam said, "believe me, Dan, she is."
He then did something exceptionally kind: he changed the subject, and mused about a technical problem in a new project at work. As he hoped, Dan was instantly interested, and the two chatted for an hour about possible solutions. Before Dan dropped Sam off at his car, the two men had agreed that Sam would email Dan the specs and Dan would work on them, as a free-lance "consultant", from his apartment. Sam promised that they'd work out payment later for Dan's efforts.
Dan hardly noticed, but the next week he was markedly more cheerful than he had been. At least he had a project to occupy him, and being productive gave him less time to be miserable. He even cut back on the visits to his home to every other day.
***************
It had been exactly four weeks since her return from the cruise, and Susan was beginning to lose hope. The agency had found no sign of Dan, either through credit card receipts or any other way. She didn't know who else to call. Dan had only one brother, in California, with whom he was not at all close; she'd telephoned him but he hadn't even known that Dan had left home.
Her sessions with Dr. Branden seemed increasingly to be about preparing her for the worst: that Dan was gone for good. Susan swung back and forth between guilt and rage—guilt for her affair, and rage at Dan for not at least giving her a chance to talk to him, to persuade him how totally she loved him.
Her friend Diana had been a great help: endlessly supportive, endlessly patient. They met for coffee or talked on the phone nearly every day, and Diana never seemed to get annoyed at Susan for going over the same ground again and again.
That Saturday, Diana said something that shocked and frightened Susan. "Susie, have you given any thought to . . . well, to talking to a lawyer?"
Susan knew it was meant in a kind way, but that didn't prevent her from starting to cry. "Diana, how could you? Why not just say to me, 'Dan's never coming home, you'll never see him again, get over it'?"
Diana sighed. "I'm not saying that, honey. But you know that it's possible. I don't mean go to a bar tonight and pick somebody up; but I think you have to start looking forward a little bit. You have to have a life, and you deserve to be happy, whether it's with Dan or without him. If he's really left you for good, you need to think about getting a divorce and moving on."
Then she sighed again, not saying another word as Susan quietly wept.
***************
After 38 days Dan impulsively decided to stay and see Susan. It was a Tuesday, at around 4 pm, and he had just finished listening to the recorders, having learned nothing new except that Diana had mentioned to Susan for a second time that she should speak to a lawyer, and Susan had angrily rejected the suggestion.
Dan had no idea what would happen—no idea even what he wanted to say. He put the recorders back in place, sat in the living room and thought, but no plan came into his mind.
When he heard Susan's car pull into the driveway at 5:15 Dan rose to his feet. He didn't want to wait inside the house and accidentally frighten her, so he opened the front door and stood waiting. Susan was looking down, fumbling in her purse as she came up the front walk.
He said, "hello, Susan".
She stopped short, dropping her purse to the ground. "Oh my God—Dan!" She started to run towards him, her arms outstretched; then after a few steps hesitated, clearly unsure as to whether a hug would be welcome.
Dan had no interest in being hugged; he came down the steps and began putting Susan's things back into her fallen purse, while she watched him in silence. He stood up and handed her the purse, noting that she was trembling violently.
"Why don't you come inside?" he said quietly. Submissively she trailed behind him into the kitchen and sat in a chair he held for her. She was still trembling, and tears were flowing down her cheeks. Without a word he poured a mug of coffee for her, added half a teaspoon of sugar as she liked, and placed it in front of her.
Then he waited, watching as she tried to bring the mug to her lips. She couldn't stop looking at him. She was very pale. Finally, just to say something, he said, "how are you?"
He could see that she was fighting to keep control. He waited, and she said, "now that you're here, I don't know what to say." Her face was wet with tears, but she ignored them.
"I've imagined you back here a million times, Dan, and all the things I prayed I would get a chance to say to you. And now it's just . . . I can't . . ."
She squeezed her eyes tightly shut for a moment, then opened them. "Dan, I am so sorry. I am so sorry for my . . . affair . . . and I am so sorry that you found out in this . . . awful way. You're the person I love most in the whole world, the one I most want to care for and make happy, and I . . ." She stopped, and put her face in her hands. The sobs broke forth, and Dan watched her shoulders shake as she wept.
"I still love you, you know." Dan's words surprised him as they came out of his mouth. She looked up at him, startled, red-eyed, and he went on.
"If I didn't still love you I'd be long gone by now. California, Australia . . ." He waved a hand. "Somewhere you'd never find me."
She wiped her eyes with her hands, and managed a weak smile. "Somewhere warmer than here, I bet!" He smiled back at her. Maybe her obvious misery had softened him a little bit—he didn't know.
"Dan, I . . . all I want is for you to give me a chance. I want to explain why it happened, and why I never told you. And I want you to ask me a million questions, and yell at me and call me names if you need to . . .
"And then I want you to tell me you'll come home—and let me make this up to you. I will, I swear I will. I'll show you every minute of every day how much you mean to me!" She was crying again, looking at him imploringly, her hands clenched into tight fists.
"I don't know, Susan," he said, and it rocked her.
She sat very still, looking small and frightened.
"I've gone back through it over and over—our whole marriage, that awful summer after we lost the baby, then the two and a half years since then, since the day you came back to me."
She nodded, knowing he meant that day in late August.
"We've been so happy since then," Dan said; "or at least I have, and I always thought you were too. And I know you love me. I've felt like the luckiest husband on the planet.
"But now it's like you're a different person. The Susan I thought I was married to couldn't have done what you did. So I must have been married all this time to someone else. And now, it's like I don't even know who you are."
Suddenly he started to sing. It made her cry harder, because he had always liked to sing to her when he was happy or affectionate—almost always a Beatles song, it seemed as though he knew every one of them. It wasn't even that his voice was so great, but she loved it because it was him.
"I'm looking through you, where did you go?
I thought I knew you, what did I know?
You don't look different, but you have changed;
I'm looking through you, you're not the same."
Dan stopped. He had considered going on to the middle eight: "Why, tell me why, did you not treat me right? Love has a nasty habit of disappearing overnight." But he just stopped; and looked at her, and shrugged his shoulders.
They both sat quietly for a minute. Just as impulsively as he'd decided to stay, Dan decided it was time to leave. He stood up, saying only, "I'm going to go, Susan. I'll call you."
Susan moved swiftly, desperately, and before he was halfway out of the kitchen she stood in front of him. "Please, baby, don't leave! Please don't . . ." She was overcome by sobs again. Dan let her put her arms around him, and she clung to him like a drowning victim to a life preserver. She cried and cried, and finally he had to peel her arms away.
"I'll call you, I promise—in a few days."
She looked up at him with ravaged eyes, afraid he was lying to her.
"I promise, Susan. I'll call, and I'll see you again."
"Baby, can't you please stay? I'll move out of the bedroom if you want. I'll . . ."
"No, Susan." He touched her cheek with his hand, gently; and he moved to the door. He needed to be out of the house. He needed to be out in the cold and the wind, with his own thoughts.
He was glad he'd held back the angry words that came into his head when Susan held onto him and cried. "Is this how you hung onto Teddy, crying—before you lay down and spread your legs for him?" But not saying them didn't mean he wasn't thinking them.
****************************************
****************************************
THERAPY
April 18
Dr. Branden looked at her date-book. Susan and Dan Flood were her next appointment. She sighed to herself. This would be their fifth appointment together, and she was beginning to feel pessimistic about the outcome.
Three weeks earlier she had been delighted to get Susan's excited phone message. Dan had appeared! He hadn't moved thousands of miles away; he was living in an apartment in Mentor, and he'd come back to see her. They'd talked twice, and Dan had even agreed to come to Susan's therapy appointments with her!
Dr. Branden had shared most of Susan's optimism and relief; it had been so long that she didn't really expect Dan to turn up. And his willingness to come to the appointments, and to hear from Dr. Branden and from Susan herself about her depression and the reasons for the affair, was very encouraging.
But the sessions didn't seem to accomplish much, she mused. Dr. Branden had worked to make sure that Dan understood the seriousness of Susan's depression that summer, how she was for all practical purposes not in her right mind. She'd used the example of a normally law-abiding citizen who one day robs a bank: the point was that people were capable of completely uncharacteristic, totally illogical behavior when in the grip of such a mental problem.
Susan and Dr. Branden had both spoken of the enormous change in Susan during her first few weeks of therapy: how as she began to come out of her depression, Susan began to feel guilt and revulsion at her behavior. Within just a few weeks, she was able to break off the affair with Teddy and rededicate herself energetically to her marriage. Dr. Branden told Dan she had been deeply impressed by Susan's ability to face her mistake and bring the affair to an end quickly and permanently.
Then Dr. Branden had reviewed with Dan the lengthy discussions she and Susan had had about whether to reveal the affair to him. Dan needed to understand that Susan's decision had been made not simply for selfish reasons, but to spare him terrible pain. Susan loved her husband; he loved her too, and they both wanted the marriage to succeed; and she knew beyond any doubt that she would never cheat again. Under the circumstances, keeping the affair a secret had been a reasonable, loving choice.
To all this Dan had listened politely, attentively, and patiently. He had occasionally asked a question or made a brief comment. But his body language had been closed and self-contained, not involved: he sat back in his chair, crossed his legs, frequently crossed his arms tightly on his chest. He never smiled or laughed, he never sent Susan a warm or sympathetic look. And he never raised his voice, never showed anger at all. He behaved like a man listening to a story that had nothing in particular to do with him.
Dr. Branden recognized the obvious fact that Dan was distancing himself from the situation, keeping his feelings of anger and hurt locked deep inside him. And she feared that if they didn't come out soon, he would just quietly, unemotionally slip away, and be lost to Susan forever. The marriage would end—anticlimactically, with no apparent bitterness, but with great pain for both parties.
When the couple entered her office she watched them carefully: nothing had changed. Susan was attentive and responsive to Dan, watching which chair he preferred, looking at his expression. Dan was neutral and distant, not bothering to make eye contact, settling back defensively in his chair, his arms folded.
"So, Dan," Dr. Branden began, a bit aggressively. "You've been listening for a couple of weeks now, but you haven't had much to say. How are YOU feeling about all this?"
There was a pause. Dan gazed neutrally at her. "How am I feeling?" he asked. "Well, let's review the facts, shall we?" His tone was dry, sarcastic.
"A couple of years ago I was happily married to the most wonderful woman in the world. Then there was an accident, and our unborn baby was killed. A kid ran out into the middle of the street—no one's fault, nobody to blame. Just an 'act of God' that took our baby from us. Then we learned that Susan could never have children again.
"And when I reached out to my wife, to share her grief, to try to find some way we could be happy together again—she wasn't there. She was distant, vague, unreachable.
"So I had to grieve by myself. And my sorrow was ten times worse because I thought I was losing my wife at the same time—I thought my marriage was going to be the next casualty of that accident. Susan was drifting away, all my desperate attempts to pull her back were failing, and she didn't even seem to care.
"I even thought about divorce. It certainly seemed like she didn't want to be married to me anymore."
Dan's tone and body language had changed. He was leaning forward now, speaking intently towards Dr. Branden, with an undertone of powerful feeling.
"And then her doctor and I convinced her to come to see you. And it was a miracle, I thought. Within a few weeks she was coming out of her fog. The person that I loved began to reappear. And on that wonderful day in August she reached out to me, apologized for her depression, for being so far away, and showed me she was back.
"So we've had two wonderful, loving years. I was so happy! Yes, we'd lost our chance to have children, but I had my wife back! My loving, devoted, generous, beautiful wife. And I felt so lucky, like we'd weathered a terrible storm and come through it safe and sound."
He stopped for a moment, collecting himself. His voice had grown more and more passionate. Dr. Branden and Susan both watched him attentively.
"And then—and then this! Those damn emails! And I find out it was all a lie. While I was grieving for our baby, fighting with every breath to hold onto my wife, she was spending the summer humping Teddy O'Neill. Writing him emails telling him how much he excited her. 'I've never cum so hard in my whole life! You just turned me inside out.' "
Dan's voice had turned colder, and his face glistened with his anger.
"All that summer, while I'm being patient, loving, supportive, attentive—and scared to death—Susan's having the wildest sex of her life. And I'm the fool, the cliché, the stupid clueless cuckolded husband. How many times did I kiss her mouth after she came home from sucking his dick?" Susan gasped, but he hardly noticed.
"How many times did I get sloppy seconds? Wait, I know the answer to that one: hardly ever, she barely had sex with me the entire summer. Maybe once or twice, Susan?"
He turned from Dr. Branden to glare furiously at Susan. She couldn't help but shrink back a little into her chair.
"And the last two-and-a-half years have just been one big lie. Susan came back to me, but she didn't exactly tell me the truth, did she? All this time she's had her juicy secret, her hot love affair, tucked away where I'd never know about it, and I still thought I had a faithful wife!
"So that's what I'm dealing with, Dr. Branden. Are you surprised? I'm just a wee bit angry, just a tiny bit hurt. Feeling just a little betrayed, slightly humiliated, you know?"
He had grown steadily more emotional as he spoke, and was now bursting with fury, his fists clenched, his voice strained. Dr. Branden was fascinated, in a way. It was a carefully rehearsed performance, however unconscious Dan must have been of that fact. He'd clearly been practicing this speech over and over in his head for weeks.
"And now you and Susan have been sitting here for two weeks, explaining how she wasn't in her right mind, she was clinically depressed, it wasn't the real Susan behaving like that. OK, fine, you're the doctor, I believe you. But where does that leave me?
"My wife cheated on me, betrayed me, had mad hot sex all summer with that asshole right under my nose. But I shouldn't feel angry at her because there's no one to blame, is there? Not Susan's fault, she was 'clinically depressed'! So what then? Tell me! 'It was one of those things'? It was another 'act of God', like the accident? 'No harm no foul'? And just what am I supposed to do with my feelings?"
There was silence in the room, except for the sound of Dan's rapid breathing as he leaned forward, his face red. Susan sat huddled in her chair, her face wet with tears. Dr. Branden was inwardly delighted. She knew this outburst had to come, knew that it might be the start of helping Dan get past some of his pain.
"What's the worst part of it, Dan?" she asked gently.
Dan seemed stunned, both by the question and by the mildness of her response to his anger. He looked baffled for some moments, then sat back in his chair and shrugged slightly.
"I don't know," he said quietly. "How do I separate any part of it from the rest? One thing is all the time she's been keeping me in the dark—all the time she's never told me the truth.
"For me that day in August was so special! I had my wife back—she loved me again! And now I realize it was all just more deception, more lies."
He took a breath, trying to focus his thoughts. Susan drew a breath to speak, but Dr. Branden made a gesture urging her to wait.
"And another thing is thinking about all the times Susan and I have made love since then—me thinking only of her and of our pleasure together, her secretly thinking about that asshole, comparing him to me. 'Who's got the bigger cock? Who lasts longer? Who gets me more turned-on, gives me better orgasms?' "
Dan was suddenly furious again, almost beside himself. "Oh wait, I guess we know the answer to that question—it's in the emails!"
Before Dr. Branden could stop her Susan interrupted. "No, Dan, it's not true! I never compared you to him!" she cried.
Dan whirled to face her. "Oh no? Just look at me, my loving wife! Tell me that you never once thought about him while we were fucking! Tell me you never thought about his dick, or the way he moved his hips, or just about how exciting it was to fuck around behind the back of your ignorant, clueless fool of a husband! How can plain old boring marital sex ever compare with that?"
The answer was obvious to all three of them—Susan couldn't look him in the eye. She began to cry again, while Dr. Branden wondered how to get the situation back under control.
"And then there's YOU, dear Doctor! What kind of shrink tells her patient to lie to her husband, to keep him in the dark about something so important as the fact that his wife has been having an affair for a whole summer? How do you justify your own role in this farce?"



Dr. Branden forced herself to answer calmly. "I'm afraid we're going to have to stop for today, Dan. But let me say one thing to you, please.
"I don't tell my patients what to do or make their decisions for them. Susan and I discussed for weeks whether she should confess the affair to you, and we examined all sides of it: the pros and cons of confession and of silence.
"She was simply unable to tell you about it back in August, when she was just coming out of her depression; she was far too fragile. And by the time we had discussed it thoroughly it was two months later. Things were going very well for the two of you, and Susan concluded it would be far better to leave it in the past. She didn't want to hurt you needlessly.
"It was not an unreasonable decision, in my opinion," she concluded, in an authoritative tone. "None of us anticipated that something like this would ever happen."
Dan glared at her coldly, his arms crossed over his chest. It was clear that he did not share her opinion in the least.
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KIM
April 26
The sky was a cloudless blue and the sun's rays reflected off the swimming pool were dazzling. Dan was grateful for his new sunglasses.
He was sitting at the poolside bar of a resort in San Diego, drinking a Corona and enjoying the heat of the sun on his shoulders. He had just finished the second day of a lengthy interview at Cygnodyne, a three-year old technology firm that Sam Evans had recommended he look into.
"They've got some topnotch people, Dan, and I think in the next five years they're going to make a lot of people rich. If you're serious about getting away from here, that's the first place I'd check out."
So Dan, armed with a letter from Sam to one of the Cygnodyne vice-presidents, a friend from graduate school, came out for an interview. He wasn't sure yet that he WAS serious about leaving Ohio; but now, sitting in the sun with his beer, he was pretty sure that if he moved to California he would take the Cygnodyne job. The people were fun and smart, and there were lots of
projects on which they could really benefit from Dan's help.
Dan suddenly felt a pair of cool hands covering his eyes. Almost at the same moment a teasing voice cooed, "Guess who?", while Dan felt a woman's breasts pressing against his back. A fraction of a second later he caught a whiff of her perfume, which brought back memories from years before.
Smiling, he said, "that has to be Kim Roth!" He turned around and gazed into her pretty face, which at that moment was pouting with mock-disappointment.
"Damn!" she said, unable to hide her growing smile. "After 16 years, and 2000 miles away from Ohio, and I still can't fool you?"
"Well, Kim, you've always been pretty memorable." That got an even bigger smile out of her. Dan stood up, and they shared a long hug.
Kim was the younger sister of Dan's first serious college girlfriend, Annette Roth. He'd seen her from time to time when she visited Annette at school, or when Dan went home with Annette over vacations. She'd never concealed her interest in her big sister's boyfriend, and there had been moments when Dan had been sorely tempted!
Kim was tall and stacked, blonde and blue-eyed, and very very sexy. In fact she was unquestionably more attractive than Annette. But she had also been giggly and immature, and Dan had always made clear to her that he belonged to the big sister in the family. That hadn't stopped Kim from flirting, though. Dan could remember a couple of times when she'd gotten him turned on enough that he'd had to retreat to a bathroom and quickly jack himself off.
Now, he just sat back and admired her. Kim was wearing a turquoise bikini, a small one, and she looked incredible. All around them, both men and women were gazing at her with interest. Kim clearly knew it and was enjoying the attention.
"So tell me, Kim Roth—how have you been, and what on earth led to you San Diego?" As he spoke Dan waved to the bartender, and he ordered Kim a drink.
"Well, Dan, it's not Kim Roth any more—I'm Kim MacElroy, thanks to that dumb son-of-a-bitch I just divorced." Kim's face turned cold, the pleasure of seeing Dan disappearing from her eyes.
"I'm sorry to hear that," Dan replied, genuinely sympathetic.
Over the next hour or so, and a couple more drinks for each, Kim and Dan got caught up. Dan gave her the short version of his situation, and she told him in rather more detail about the overbearing, selfish ex-husband she had just put out of her life. He may have been the wrong guy, but it appeared that he had plenty of money, and that Kim was living a life of leisure on the part of it she'd acquired in the settlement.
Kim insisted that Dan join her for dinner at La Paloma, her favorite Spanish restaurant in San Diego. Afterwards they drove to a bar she liked with an outdoor terrace overlooking the city, where they talked and enjoyed the view of the city's lights.
Dan knew that Kim was coming on to him, and he was deeply torn about what to do. On the one hand, she was even sexier than she'd been as the 16 year-old younger sister of his college girlfriend. He hadn't had sex in more than two months, and Kim's eager availability was almost impossible to resist.
On the other hand, he was also realizing that he didn't like Kim very much. As a high school girl, she'd been silly and giggly but also kind of fun. Now, as a 32 year-old divorcée, she seemed bitter and self-absorbed. She spoke nastily about her ex (which of course may have been fully justified), and had hardly a nice word for anyone or anything else in her life. As tempting as she was sexually, Dan knew that he wouldn't want any more to do with her than a quick screw, and he was reluctant to take advantage of her that way.
At a little past 11 pm, Kim leaned over and put her hand on Dan's upper arm. Leaning close, she said, "would you like to see my place, Dan? I have a beautiful view of the city from my bedroom window."
She smiled slowly and added, "we can have a nightcap there—what do you say?"
Carefully choosing a white lie, Dan replied, "God, Kim, I sure am tempted! But it's been a long day, and I'm really fading! I've got to be back at Cygnodyne at 8am tomorrow—can we take a rain-check?"
She sat back abruptly, looking hurt and annoyed. But all she said was, "sure, Dan. Let's do it another time."
On the drive back to Dan's hotel Kim was nearly silent, and he knew that he'd hurt her feelings. But he was also sure that he'd made the right decision and avoided a worse mistake. It wasn't even about being faithful to Susan, though she was always in his mind. It was more about not sending the wrong message to someone he knew he didn't want to be involved with.
When Kim pulled up in front of the hotel, she said coldly, "well, Dan—great to see you."
He turned and took her hands. "Kim, please don't read me wrong. I am very attracted to you—probably more than you realize! But everything with Susan is all mixed-up in my head right now. I wish I could forget all about her, and just jump on your bones!" He grinned at her.
"But I'm just...well, it's all tangled up in my mind. I'm sorry."
Kim smiled warmly at him, and Dan saw that he'd said the right words.
"It's okay, baby," she said, stroking his cheek with one hand. "But the next time you're out here I'll expect you to make up for it!"
Their evening ended with few warm, friendly kisses, with just a little bit of teasing tongue in them. Dan headed up to his room aroused but relieved—he knew he'd done the right thing.
****************************************
****************************************
HOME AGAIN
May 2
Susan sat in Dr. Branden's waiting room, wondering whether Dan would appear for their session. She hadn't seen him in two weeks—since his angry outburst in the therapist's office, he had neither called nor answered her calls to him. Since that time he had missed three appointments with her and Dr. Branden.
A week earlier, Susan had talked to Sam Evans. To her horror, Sam told her that Dan was out in California, interviewing for a job in San Diego.
"Is he really going to move out there?" she asked him, clutching the phone tightly.
"I don't know, Susan. I'm not even sure Dan knows. It's a good company, and they'll probably make him an offer. But I have no idea what Dan is planning to do."
Susan had spent the past week feeling more and more unhappy. During the five terrible weeks before Dan first reappeared, she had clung to the hope that if she could only see him again, only persuade him of her love and total commitment to him, her remorse for the affair, he'd come back into her life.
But the therapy sessions that made little progress; then his passionate, furious words in their fifth session; and now this two-week absence, all left her as frightened as she'd ever been.
Diana was continuing to be a great friend, coming over for coffee or talking to her on the phone for hours; but Diana's increasing anger at Dan wasn't helping matters any.
"Look, Susan," she'd said the other day. "He's been jerking you around for weeks now! I know you love him, but you've said you're sorry, you've done everything you can to make it up to him. What the hell does he want?
"If you ask me it's time to show him what he might be losing. You don't have to wait for him to divorce YOU, you know. And you don't have to stay home alone every night, either."
Susan sighed to herself. It was all fine for her friend Diana to talk to her about considering a divorce, or starting to date again—but she felt as though her choices were Dan or a lifetime of loneliness. The idea of another man in her life was unimaginable.
Just as Dr. Branden opened her door and invited Susan to enter, the hall door opened and Dan rushed in, a little out of breath. He smiled at the two startled women and said, "sorry, couldn't find a parking space. I hope I'm not late?"
When they'd settled in the office, Dr. Branden said, "Dan, I'm glad you've come back. We have missed you the last two weeks."
"I'm sorry—to both of you." He looked over to Susan. "After . . . after the last time, I just needed some time away—time to think. I flew out to California for a few days, had a job interview, considered my options.
"Susan, I should have called you, and I'm sorry. But I'm here now, and I was hoping I could begin the session?"
Both women were looking at him in some surprise. The change in his appearance was remarkable. Aside from having a nice tan, Dan seemed relaxed and open. His facial features weren't pinched tight, and his body language suggested much more comfort with himself than anything Dr. Branden had ever seen in him.
"By all means, Dan, why don't you go ahead?"
Dan turned to Susan and looked intently at her. "Honey, I had a lot of time to think while I was away, and it's been really helpful."
He recounted his successful interview with Cygnodyne and their job offer. He talked about how beautiful and appealing the San Diego area was—"especially compared to Ohio winters!", he said with a laugh—and then he went on to talk, more seriously, about his encounter with Kim.
"I don't think you ever met her, Susan. She's Annette Roth's younger sister, she always had kind of a crush on me while I was dating Annette."
Dan spoke openly about his evening with Kim, her interest in him, and his decision not to go to bed with her. His face was serious, but he spoke with energy and purpose.
"The fact that she was offering herself to me—sex on a silver platter, with a very attractive woman—made me realize that sex alone wasn't what I wanted. I could never have had a relationship with Kim, and I didn't even want to think about starting one—with her or anyone else.
"It took a couple more days, Susan—a couple of days of wrestling with myself—but I realized that I want to be with you." He looked directly at her.
"I know it will be very difficult for us. Well, for me at least. I have a lot of anger inside me, and it may be a long time before I feel I can completely forgive you, and trust you again. But I want us to try."
Dan sat back in his chair. Both he and Dr. Branden looked at Susan and waited for her response. Dr. Branden couldn't have been more delighted by his words and his new open attitude.
Susan found herself trembling, and knew vaguely that there were tears on her cheeks. She'd listened to Dan's story with increasing, almost unbearable tension, and now the words burst out of her before she had even a moment to think about what she was saying.
"Oh, how nice for you, Dan! You've thought about it, you've had your time on the beach to consider, and now you're going to do me the honor of giving me another chance!
"After disappearing for more than a month, after tearing my heart out, leaving me to cry over you—then after vanishing again for two MORE weeks and jetting off to California without a word—now you're going to bestow your lofty forgiveness on ME?
"That's just lovely! How noble of you! How kind! And of course you expect I'll just fall into your arms, weeping with gratitude? 'My lord and master is taking me back!'
"Well fuck you! You're going to forgive me? How about asking whether I'm willing to forgive you, for the cruel way you disappeared on me?"
Susan continued to hurl angry words at Dan, her face growing red, her voice approaching a shout. He looked utterly nonplussed.
Dr. Branden tried to cut in at one point, saying, "Susan, I'm not sure you're being fair about what Dan said . . ."
But Susan cut her off. "Dr. Branden, I heard the same thing you heard! He's going to take pity on me, the poor sinner, and raise me up! He's going to give me the chance to crawl on the floor in abject surrender, lick his boots until he thinks I've suffered enough, and then maybe allow me to be his wife again!"
She went on another few minutes, finally subsiding into a furious silence, her chest heaving.
Dr. Branden wasn't fast enough. She knew she had to take control of the situation, help Dan absorb the unexpected blow, but he spoke before she could gather her thoughts.
"Well, Susan," he said, very quietly. "I had no idea you felt that way."
He waited a moment, then continued. "If you're not interested in getting back together, I guess I'll take that San Diego job."
Before either woman could respond he rose and walked to the door.
"I'll get the rest of my things out of the house in the next few days. You should probably find a lawyer, so we can work out how we're going to handle the financial stuff."
"Dan, you should stay and let us discuss this..." the doctor began.
But without another word, Dan left the office.
Dr. Branden turned to Susan, who was sitting frozen, her mouth hanging open. She looked utterly shocked and miserable. After a moment she burst into tears and was soon sobbing, her face buried in her hands.
"What did I do?" she wailed. "He offered to give me another chance and I yelled at him—I chased him away! What the hell is wrong with me?"
Abandoning professional detachment, the therapist knelt by Susan's chair and held her, feeling the tears roll down Susan's cheeks onto her arms. She said nothing, instead waiting many minutes until her patient grew calmer.
Finally, Dr. Branden returned to her chair and began to speak.
"Susan, I'm so sorry about what just happened. Sorry because I didn't anticipate it, and wasn't fast enough to help Dan understand it. I didn't expect him to jump up and leave so quickly."
Susan was still sniffling. "But why DID I attack him like that? I didn't mean all those horrible things. I want him back! That's all I want!" She resumed crying, quietly.
Dr. Branden began to speak, gently but with authority. "Susan, the big problem here—aside from the obvious one of adultery—is one of timing. I've never seen a situation like this before, where you and Dan are so far out of sync.
"For you, the affair is a painful episode from the past. You feel guilt and remorse about it, but much less than you did two years ago. Our work together helped you understand your behavior, put it in the context of your depression, and—to a great extent—you were able to forgive yourself. Above all, by re-dedicating yourself to Dan and your marriage, you were able to atone for it in your own mind.
"But for Dan it's still brand-new, a gaping wound in his heart, an enormous blow to his self-confidence and sense of masculinity. As much as you and I know that the affair was a product of your depression, for Dan it's a direct rejection of him as a man. And a further cause of his anger is his feeling that you lied to him for so long—you kept this secret from him.
"Conversely, you are much more aware than he is of the pain he's caused you over the past three months. I'm sure he'd admit that his disappearance was partly to cause you suffering, as it did. But while for you that pain is uppermost right now, for him it's a small detail, compared to the pain he feels about your affair.
"For Dan it is perfectly reasonable to feel that what has to happen is him forgiving you. But you are only human—of course you're angry about how he's treated you since February."
"But that doesn't mean I should have torn into him like that!" Susan replied tearfully.
"You were honestly expressing how you felt at that moment," Dr. Branden said. "If I'd been faster, I could have helped Dan understand that it was only part of what you were feeling. I will do my best to do that at our next session.
"He won't be back," Susan said bleakly. "I know what he's like. He just made a decision—he's leaving and he won't change his mind."
Dr. Branden felt uneasy. "Then you and I will just have to keep reaching out to him until he listens."
****************************************
****************************************
PACKING
June 5
Dan sat with Sam amidst the clutter of half-filled boxes in the living room of his apartment. They clinked beer bottles and drank.
"So the job offer was really that good? I'm impressed."
"I was surprised too, Sam. You must really have told some whoppers about me in your letter," Dan said with a laugh.
"I'll be making almost 30% more than I was, plus there's the mortgage allowance if I find a place to buy out there. But for now I'm just going to rent an apartment, until I get to know the area."
They talked some more about the job, the technical challenges of the work Dan would be doing, and all the ways in which life in San Diego would differ from that in northern Ohio.
"I'm going to miss you, Sam," Dan said seriously. "I couldn't have had a better friend, let alone boss. Thank you for helping me so much during the past few months."
"Well, now I wish I hadn't written such a great letter," Sam responded with a smile. "I can get by without you at work, but losing my best friend is another matter."
"You just have to promise to come visit. The weather is incredible, and the beaches are absolutely beautiful. I've never seen so many well-filled bikinis in all my life."
There was silence, as they each dug into the pizza. Then Sam said, seriously, "and what about Susan? Are you sure it's over?"
"Last time I saw her, Sam, in a therapy session, she really ripped me a new one. I'd been so cruel, I abandoned her, I was asking her to humiliate herself. I just don't need to hear any more of that shit." Dan's eyes were hard as he gazed out the window.
"Have you spoken to her since then?"
"No. I went back to the house the other day to pack up the things I'd left behind when I moved here. But I picked a time when I knew she'd be at work. I was in and out in three hours."
"And hasn't she been calling you? She's spoken to me twice, Dan, asking me to let you know she wants to talk to you."
Dan sighed. "Yeah, Sam, she's been calling me. But what's the point? She's the one who screwed around on me, and now I'M supposed to be apologizing to her?
"I'll be honest with you—I haven't stopped loving her. But if she can't love me enough to understand what she's put me through, then..."
Sam sat a moment. Finally he said, carefully, "Dan, I would never say anything to you except out of friendship. I hope we will always be friends, and that my giving you my two cents now won't piss you off.
"But I think you need to talk it out with Susan before you leave. It sounds like there's still a lot of unfinished business between you."
***************
At 9 pm, as Dan was using strapping tape to close up some of the boxes, his doorbell rang. To his surprise, standing in front of him in the hallway was Dr. Branden.
"Hello, Dan. I hope you won't mind my barging in for a few minutes. You haven't returned my calls, and I know you haven't returned Susan's either."
"That's all right, Dr. Branden—please come in." He ushered her to the couch.
"Pardon the mess, as you can see I'm in the middle of packing."



"I'll just stay a few minutes and then leave you alone, Dan. But I have two things to say about your situation with Susan, and I think it would be a tragedy if you went off to San Diego without at least hearing them.
"First: do you realize that you and she have never really talked, not even once, since you discovered her affair? You've listened to Susan and me, and then you had your say in one session; and last time Susan lashed out at you and you got up and left. But the two of you have never had a true conversation about what has happened, how each of you feels about it, and what you each hope for now."
She looked at him expectantly, perhaps thinking he would be surprised by her words. Instead he smiled, a little uncertainly.
"Actually, Dr. Branden, a friend of mine said just the same thing to me this afternoon. And I see your point."
Encouraged, she went on. "Here's the other thing: you and Susan are out-of-sync, in a way I've never seen before. Usually the partner who's had the affair and the partner who's been cheated upon have to deal with their problem simultaneously. It's intensely painful, but at least the two parties can normally understand what the other is going through.
"But this situation is different, Dan." She leaned forward, looking at him intently, and explained to him what she had told Susan weeks before.
Dan listened attentively, if noncommitally. She had no idea what he was thinking. When she finished he sat for a few moments, then got to his feet.
"Thank you for coming, Doctor. You've given me something to think about, and I promise that I will turn it over in my mind."
"I hope you'll do more than that, Dan. I hope that you'll reach out to Susan, or let her reach out to you, one more time."
****************************************
****************************************
CONVERSATION
June 8
Susan had been planning it ever since Dan had called and agreed to come home for a talk. She knew how she wanted to be: she wanted to be sorry but dignified. She would not grovel or beg.
And she knew she'd need something to do with her hands. She did two loads of laundry, and had them sitting in baskets in the living room. She folded 5-6 items and began a pile, then left the rest sitting until he arrived.
"Hello, Dan, thank you for coming."
"Hi, Susan." He followed her into the living room and sat in the big armchair; she went to the sofa facing him, and resumed folding laundry.
"Dan, I want to say I'm sorry. I'm sorry for blowing my top at you during our last session with Dr. Branden, and I'm sorry beyond words for what...for my affair with Teddy O'Neill. It was an awful thing, the worst thing I have ever done in my life. I would give anything to undo it."
There was silence. She waited, and folded a shirt. Finally she said, "I hope you're going to tell me you're sorry too, for the way you've hurt me since February."
She watched him stiffen a little, but his voice was calm. "Well, Susan, I guess I am sorry—at least a little. When I vanished like that, there's no question that I wanted to devastate you, to make you feel some of the agony that I was feeling. To give you the sensation of your whole world collapsing—because that's what happened to mine.
"Finding those emails—I don't know what to say, exactly. It tore my heart out. It made a lie out of everything I believed about you and me, and our marriage. It even made a lie out of that day when you came back to me, when I thought we had a marriage again."
"Dan, we DID have a marriage again," she began; but he cut her off.
"I don't think you'll EVER understand how hurt and angry I feel. I know you've thought about it, talked to Dr. Branden about it, imagined being in my shoes. But you're NOT in my shoes."
She nodded, looking calmer than he expected. "I know that, honey. I did try to imagine it, back when I was in therapy with her. I gave myself visions of you and—what's the name of Sam's old secretary, with the big chest?"
"Karen—"
"visions of you and Karen in bed together: you on top of her, her...doing you with her mouth, you sucking her breasts, or, you know, taking her from behind. It hurt like crazy; I could hardly breathe sometimes, thinking about someone else touching you and being with you like that. But I knew it wasn't real, and I will never claim that I truly feel the pain of what I did to you.
"But there's something else, too—I wasn't in my right mind. Clinical depression isn't just being a little sad, you know. I was mentally ill when I cheated on you with Teddy. I did something that I would never, ever have done otherwise.
"I'm not trying to duck responsibility for it, to say 'it wasn't me'—it WAS me. I did it, and I am so sorry! But I'm reminding you about my mental illness because you need to be able to believe that nothing like that will ever happen again."
They sat for a while. She hoped he'd speak again, but he didn't. She folded a pillowcase.
"There's another problem, baby, as you know. It was nearly three years ago now, and I'm much more 'over' this than you are. For you it's like it only happened four months ago.
"But there's a good side to that too, I think."
He cocked his head, with a little smile that looked interested but skeptical. Encouraged by the reaction she went on.
"One of the things you must be feeling—I know I would be feeling it—is 'she's destroyed my trust in her—how the hell can I ever trust her again?'
"But I've spent the past two-and-a-half years earning your trust again, proving to you how sorry I am for what I did, how much I love you, and how much you can count on me."
He looked at her hard. "But I've been an unsuspecting husband most of that time. You've had your dirty little secret, and been lording it over me ever since that summer.
"How do I know you haven't been fucking around with other people behind my back? Or even Teddy again, for old times' sake?" The last words had a bitter tone.
Susan regarded him steadily. "What does your gut tell you, Dan? I have been completely faithful, completely yours, since the day I ended it with Teddy. I haven't touched or kissed another man—hell, I haven't looked at another man. When you look inside yourself, does that feel true to you or not?"
She gazed at him, unflinching. After some time he glanced away, then back at her, a slightly sheepish look on his face.
"Yes, Susan. That feels true to me. I believe you."
"Okay then. So for nearly three years I've been faithful, loving, affectionate—and we've been really good together in bed, wouldn't you agree?" He returned the smile that appeared on her face.
"Not to minimize in any way the pain you feel about my affair—but isn't that exactly what you would have wanted from me, back then, if you'd found out?"
"Yes, I guess so," he said; and then, more roughly, "if I hadn't just thrown you out on your ass!"
"Yes, of course," she replied, calmly; "if you hadn't just thrown me out on my ass.
"And we'll never know if you would have done that; though I sort of hope you wouldn't have, given how shaky I was at the time."
***************
They talked on, into the afternoon. A thousand times Susan was grateful for her laundry, for something to do besides just look at Dan and want to bury herself in his arms. His distance and his self-contained manner were unbearably painful to her.
"He's talking, at least he's listening and talking," she kept saying to herself.
And later, when Dan grew emotional, when his voice rose to a shout and he started to pace the room, fighting back tears, she kept telling herself, "this is okay, this is good—he's opening up to me, he's letting it out", all the while his pain and hurt rained down on her, the words stinging and wounding.
It got really bad when he brought up Teddy. "I am going to make that son-of-a-bitch pay," said Dan angrily.
"Why, Dan? It's me you're angry at—why can't you just leave him out of it?"
Dan stared at her, his face reddening. "Leave him out of it? The fuckhead who seduced my wife, at a time when she was incredibly vulnerable? Seduced her, took advantage of her sorrow and depression, fucked the hell out of her all summer long, and maybe killed our marriage? Are you out of your fucking mind?!"
"Dan, it was..." She didn't know how to reach him. "Dan, it was three years ago. After it...ended, between us, he has always been completely professional. He's never bothered me again, never been anything but a helpful assistant principal."
"How nice for him! And how nice for me, Susan, that you take his side!
"Well let me make something clear to you: I am going after Teddy O'Neill, with you or without you. You can decide which of us is more important to you, and whose side you're on!"
After that there was quiet. The storm ended, the laundry was long since folded, and they both seemed exhausted. Susan didn't know where things stood, and was afraid to ask. Was he about to say, "okay, we've talked, now goodbye"?
She had more questions, above all about whether he was absolutely committed to the San Diego job—but it felt too scary to ask. The silence lengthened, both of them lost in their own thoughts.
Susan heard Dan draw breath to speak, and she practically squeaked with fear.
"Listen," he said. "This has been hard, and tiring. Do you want to go get some dinner, and we can maybe talk some more?"
****************************************
****************************************
CONFRONTATION
June 14
When Dan walked into his office, Teddy O'Neill stood to greet him. The Vice-Principal didn't recognize him at first. It wasn't until Dan said, "Mr. O'Neill, I'm Dan Flood, Susan's husband," that Teddy began to feel uneasy.
"Of course, Mr. Flood, nice to see you," he replied, ushering Dan to a chair. "What can I do for you?"
"Why don't you take a look at these?" Dan replied, handing Teddy a pile of papers. Teddy began to read; after a moment he started, and looked up into Dan's stern eyes.
"Is there a problem, Mr. O'Neill? You look a bit pale." Dan's voice was cold and sarcastic.
"Where did you get these?" said Teddy, his voice shaky.
"They're all printouts from my wife's old computer. Bad luck for you, she seems to have kept your entire correspondence, all 78 messages back and forth. And before you let your imagination run away with you, I assure you that there are several other copies of these, in safe places. Shredding these, or even having me done away with, won't solve your little problem."
There was a silence, as Teddy flipped through the pages without really seeing them. His quick glances were enough to confirm what Flood was telling him—his whole affair with one of his teachers was laid out in black and white. How the fuck could she have been so stupid?
While he was searching desperately for a way out of this, Dan spoke.
"I thought that perhaps your wife might want to see these."
Frantically, Teddy responded, "why should she care? We weren't married then."
"Yes, but how will she feel when she learns that you seduced one of your subordinates, at a time when she was grieving for a dead child? Not very classy, was it, Teddy," Dan said ironically, shaking his head.
"But I imagine that it's your superiors in the school system who would be the most interested in these, don't you think?"
Teddy just stared at Dan. He could feel the sweat dampening his shirt. What the fuck did this bastard want?
His mind foggy, he said, attempting a stern tone, "Mr. Flood. I assume there's something you want. Why don't you just tell me what it is."
Dan grinned broadly. "You almost read my mind, Teddy—but not quite. I had planned to blackmail you with these, make you sweat and grovel. Because I know you'd give anything to keep this sordid little affair a secret, and not let it wreck your career.
"Unfortunately for you, I changed my mind. There's not a thing I want from you. So you don't have to worry about being blackmailed. This morning I sent a copy of these to your wife at work, and copies to the Principal, the Superintendent and the School Board. They also got a bonus—I've filed a civil suit for sexual harassment and infliction of emotional distress. My lawyer says that should be worth quite a lot of money. But somehow I doubt it's going to do you any good around here, Teddy."
Gasping, Teddy said, "what about your wife? That lawsuit is going to put her in a pretty embarrassing position."
"First of all, since she was the victim I got a restraining order preventing any party to the suit from revealing her name to anyone. And second, she wasn't the one who violated all the School Board's regulations and had sex with a subordinate, was she now, Teddy?
"So I don't think that Susan will be any obstacle. In fact, if you look at the last page of that little pile, you'll see it's an affidavit in which she attests that those emails were indeed sent between the two of you."
Teddy's face was bright red; he gripped the arms of his chair as if to break them off. "If you're...not going to blackmail me, why the hell are you here?"
Dan smiled again, a smile of pure pleasure. "I just wanted to give you a heads-up, that's all. And give myself the treat of seeing your face when you learned that a shitstorm the size of Montana was headed your way.
"Take care, Teddy!" said Dan as he headed for the door.
****************************************
****************************************
SAN DIEGO
June 30
Dan came in the door, dropped his briefcase and headed straight for the fridge. He grabbed a Corona and returned to the living room. Picking his way through the morass of furniture and half-unpacked boxes, he settled with a sigh in his favorite easy chair.
Damn, what a week! He loved the job so far, but the first week on any new job is hard work, and this one had certainly lived up to expectations. The project they'd assigned him turned out to be three times as complex as the way it had been described during his interviews, and he had to assign parts of it to his new team while getting to know them and their strengths and weaknesses.
It had been invigorating, but now Dan was wiped. He drank his beer and concentrated on letting every muscle relax.
Footsteps sounded from the other room, and then Dan felt two hands gently massaging his weary shoulders.
"Rough week?"
He tilted his head back and smiled up at her. "A great week, actually—I'm going to love working there. But the project they've got me on is going to be a bear."
Still rubbing his shoulders, she bent and kissed the top of his head.
"Well I've got some good news. Do you want to hear it now, or shall I let you alone for a little while to get more of that beer inside you?"
"No, come tell me now." Dan took her hand and pulled her around to the front of the chair, where she nestled happily in his lap. Laughing, she grabbed the beer from his hand and took a big swig, then gave it back.
"You know I had my appointment at the Board of Education offices this morning. Well, it turns out there are more than a dozen vacancies for fifth and sixth grade, including three at Boyer Elementary just four blocks from here. I have an interview next week with the principal at Boyer. The Assistant Superintendent seemed very impressed with my resume, and he hinted pretty strongly that they'd be happy to have me."
"That's fantastic, Susan. Do you want to go out to celebrate? I'd need to shower first, though—I'm a mess."
"I've been unpacking boxes all afternoon and I'm pretty filthy too. How about we shower together, and then decide whether we want to do our celebrating in a restaurant or in the bedroom?"
***************
They made love slowly, tenderly, with the late afternoon light streaming in across the bed, with their wet hair dampening the pillows—not because they were tired, just because there seemed to be plenty of time, and no reason to hurry.
When they were done, Dan held Susan close against him, kissing her cheek or her hair from time to time. He said, "you are marvelous, you know that? I can't tell which I love more, being inside you or when you take me in your mouth like that."
Susan laughed. "Good thing you don't have to choose just one, then, huh?"
Then she looked more seriously at him. "When you're inside me, or when I'm sucking you, and we're looking into each other's eyes—you know what I'm thinking?"
She laughed again. "Not all the time—I mean, sometimes I'm just really turned-on! But what I'm thinking is, thank you Dan. Thank you for loving me, and for this second chance. And I'm trying to say it with my body, with my mouth on you or my arms around you. Thank you, baby."
He looked away. She watched his face, and waited.
"I still get angry sometimes—very angry, and it scares me."
She waited some more, and finally he said, "it used to be so easy, you know? I just loved you, and I knew you loved me, and that was it. It was easy. No doubts, no worries.
"And now it's not so easy, some of the time. It's hard as hell."
He looked at her, not angrily but seriously. "It hurts so much sometimes, you know? Thinking of you and him. Imagining you with him...in bed, all those times. Thinking of me, not knowing, all that summer, and for nearly three years since then."
She was frightened again, and it took her a long time to ask the question.
"Are you sorry you asked me to come out here with you, Dan?"
"No," he said, smiling down at her. "No, Susan, I'm not. Not even a little bit." He gave her a long, gentle kiss.
"It's just that it's gonna take time, that's all."
"Well," she said, "we have plenty of that. All the time in the world. And you're gonna get all the love in the world from me, too. I promise you that."
"I believe you," he said.
***************
[Author's Note: Nearly all of this story was written several months ago, so any resemblances to elements in other recently posted stories are coincidental. The original inspiration for this story comes from a wonderful (but quite different) story by juanwildone called "The Tick Bites Again".]
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My second nightmare began with a call from my mother. Which is no surprise, I guess. She tends to be right in the middle of most of the bad things that have happened to me, one way or another.
My mother was one of the people urging me to forgive Jenny during our engagement, when she lied to me about having dinner with an old boyfriend. "She loves you, Nicky, and you're lucky to have her. She's a wonderful girl—don't let this little thing spoil what you've got."
And even in the middle of my first nightmare, when you'd expect that a mother would be totally on her son's side in a crisis, she kept telling me how it had to be at least partly my fault, how Jenny wouldn't have done what she did without reasons, how it couldn't be as it seemed.... Blah, blah, blah. Thanks, Mom.
So, where was I? Oh yes, my second nightmare. Well, it started with a call from my mother. The phone was ringing on Saturday around 11:15, just as I was walking in the door from my karate class. I was wet with sweat, looking forward to a shower and some lunch, but that's not what I got. What I got was a big fat fist to the side of the head.
"Hi, Nicky, it's me. How are you, baby?"
I sighed. My mom likes to talk—I'd be standing in my kitchen until the sweat dried on my back. "Hi, mom, I'm fine. How are you doing?"
She made chitchat for a few minutes about Naomi Alberson and her hip problem, about the neighbors' dog that barked at night and kept her up, about the taxes going up on her house. I half-listened, sipping a beer, and waited for her to get to the point. When she did, I wished I had never picked up the phone.
"Nicky, I wanted to talk to you about Jenny." She waited a second, but I was too stunned to say anything, and she went on.
"She called me last night and we had a long talk. She really wants to see you, baby, but she's afraid to call you, so she asked for my advice."
This time I found my voice. "Well, she SHOULD be afraid to talk to me, mom. I have nothing to say to her, and there's nothing she can say to me that I have any interest in hearing."
"Now, don't be like that, honey. I know she hurt you, but it was a long time ago, and—"
"What are you talking about? 'Hurt' me? Do you think that one word covers what she did? And it wasn't a long time ago—it was seven months ago. Believe me, I'm not likely to forget how long ago it was!"
"Nicky, don't you raise your voice to me!"
I sighed, and held the phone away from my mouth, and waited.
"I told her she needed to be brave and just call you. I told her I was sure you'd be fair and give her a chance to come see you, and say what she wanted to say."
"Right, mom—I'll be just as fair to her as she was to me."
Suddenly I couldn't stand any more of this. "Listen, mom, I need to get off the phone. I'll talk to you soon." And I hung up before she could say another word.
Jesus H. Christ on a bicycle. Jenny wanted to see me? How lovely, how fucking lovely.
***************
I knew that wasn't going to be the end of it. I knew it because I knew my mother and I knew Jenny. Well, I had once thought I knew Jenny—now I wasn't sure I'd ever known her at all. The Jenny I believed I had known, the Jenny I'd loved with all my heart, bore no relationship to the one who tore my heart and lungs out of my chest and stomped on them while smiling into my face.
The next week brought three more calls from my mother, all on the same subject, and a letter from Jenny. Seeing her familiar handwriting on the envelope gave me a jolt like swallowing six cups of espresso at once. My heart started pounding, and I suddenly needed to go hit something. I dropped the envelope straight into the trash and went out to the backyard to do some sparring exercises. It took me nearly an hour to calm down.
A week later there was a message from Jenny on the machine when I came home from work. Unsuspectingly, I pressed Play while getting myself a drink from the refrigerator. When I heard that voice I was momentarily too shocked to move.
"Hi Nick, it's Jenny. I sent you a letter last week, I hope you got it? I was hoping I could..."
By then I'd leapt at the machine as though it were a rattlesnake and pressed Delete. I probably pressed the fucking button six times, in fact, jabbing at it like I was trying to kill something.
Again the adrenalin rush, again the pounding heart. Why didn't the fucking bitch just leave me alone? I ran upstairs, changed, and headed off to karate.
I decided to stop answering the phone and just let the machine screen my calls. There were three more messages from Jenny over the next ten days, along with a couple more from my mother and one from Jenny's friend Angela, who'd been her maid of honor at our wedding. I had always liked Angela, but as soon as I heard what she was calling about I deleted her message too.
It was getting out of hand. Nearly every day I was coming home to a machine full of messages that got me jumpy and upset.
I picked a time when I knew Jenny would be at work and left a message on her home machine. I wrote it out in advance, making it absolutely as few words as possible.
"This is Nick. I don't want to see you or hear from you. Don't call, don't write, don't visit."
I knew it wouldn't work, of course. Two days later my mother left me a message. "How could you be so cruel to Jenny? She called me, crying, and told me about your message. Don't you have any feelings for her?"
Yes, I've got feelings for her. I wish I didn't, but I do. I wish she were caught in quicksand, slowly sinking, calling out desperately for help—and I were sitting safely on a rock ten feet away, holding a rope and smiling, watching her die.
***************
My mother left me another message, asking me to come over on Sunday and move some furniture for her, and she'd give me lunch. She still lived in the house she and my dad had brought me up in, and it was getting harder for her to take care of things on her own.
So I moved the sofa and the two chairs and the TV cabinet and the lamps, and she fed me tunafish salad sandwiches and fussed over me, and I waited for the other shoe to drop. She hadn't mentioned Jenny even once, so I knew something was coming.
Sure enough, as I chewed on a brownie I glanced out the front window and saw Jenny's green Jetta pulling up in front of the house. I said, "excuse me a second, mom," and headed towards the bathroom in the back.
As my mom went to the front door to let Jenny in, I quietly slid out the kitchen door and climbed into my car in the driveway. As soon as the front door closed behind them, I started the car and drove away.
Two hours later I called my mother. When she picked up the phone I didn't even say hello; I just said, "if you ever pull a stunt like that again it will be the last time you see me"; and I hung up.
***************
Davis was sitting in my kitchen with me, having a beer. Davis has been my closest friend since high school. He was my best man when I married Jenny, he used to be my regular sparring partner at karate (until after my first nightmare with Jenny, when I started getting much more serious about it), and he's always been the one person in the world I know I can count on. (Actually, I used to think I had two of those, but it turned out I was wrong.)
His name is actually Brandon Edward Davidson, but ever since junior high everyone has just called him Davis.
I was telling him about Jenny trying to get in touch to me, and the look on his face was hard to describe. Something like that of a man who's just swallowed five or six worms.
"Jesus, Nick! What did you tell her?"
I filled him in on my battles with my mother, all the messages I'd deleted, the message I left on Jenny's machine, and wound up with the little dance I'd done the previous weekend at my mother's house.
I sighed, and said, "you can see what's coming, right? Jenny's never gonna give up on this. Short of a restraining order, I don't see any way to keep her off my back."
"Do you have any idea what she wants?"
"None at all. I just know that whatever it is, it can't be good. Every time I hear her voice on the machine, or see a letter in her handwriting, my blood pressure goes through the roof. I swear, man, I've been thinking about quitting my job and just moving someplace else."
"Yeah, except she'd probably track you down if you moved to Outer Mongolia. She's a piranha, Nick."
We were silent a long time. Then he said, "don't get mad, OK? Just hear me out. How about if you agreed to see her, and when she showed up I was here with you?"
"I don't want to see her, Davis—I won't want to see her, hear her voice, or even have to fucking think about her!"
"I know, man. But you just said she's never gonna let this go, whatever it is. Why not just get it over with?"
I sighed, unhappily. "Let me think about it, OK? You actually might be right. One unpleasant hour, and maybe I could get her off my fucking back."
***************
I watched from the kitchen window the following Saturday as Jenny came sashaying up the front walk, wearing a yellow sundress that had always been one of my favorites. I couldn't look at her—hell, I couldn't even think about her—without intense, and complicated, feelings.
She was absolutely beautiful, still my dream woman. She was small and slim, with light blue eyes and gorgeous blonde, silky hair that reached 6 inches below her shoulders. And she had the young, innocent face of an angel: proof positive of the fact that God has a seriously sick sense of humor.
When the door opened she said, "Hi, baby, I'm so...Davis!" She looked very taken aback.
"Yeah, it's me," said Davis, in an unfriendly voice, holding the door for her to come into the house. "I thought Nick might need a little back-up."
He gestured her towards a chair in the living room. I took a deep breath and came in from the kitchen, with three glasses of water on a tray. I'd worked out for an hour earlier that morning, then done 30 minutes of quiet breathing. I was going to hold onto my calm if it killed me. Never mind that my heart was already pounding in my chest.
"Hello, Jenny," I said quietly, and put a glass in front of her.
She gave me a sparkling smile and said, "it's so great to see you again, honey!"
I made absolutely no reply to this, instead giving her the most aggressively blank face I could manage. It's your meeting, bitch, I thought to myself. Let's just get on with it.
Undaunted, she said, "actually, I was hoping we could talk alone, Nick?"
"I don't think so, Jenny. Davis is a good friend—anything you want to say to me, you can say in front of him."
She wavered for just a moment, then pulled herself together. "All right, baby, if that's the way you want it."
I watched her arrange her face into a look meant to be both serious and appealing. What the hell did she want?
"Nick, I...I realize I've made a terrible mistake. The worst mistake of my life, and I'm so sorry. Baby, I—I want to come back home. It's you I love, only you, and I want us to be together."
I thought I was going to pass out, and it took all my energy and my karate training to keep a straight face. I could feel my heart thumping at high speed, and I felt a little dizzy. I didn't move.
Across the room, Davis growled, "why you...fucking...bitch. You have really got a pair of brass balls, you know that?"
His voice was quiet but ice-cold. "After the...after the nightmare you put Nick through—you think you can just stroll into this house and pretend it never happened? You are one cold motherfucker."
I hadn't moved a muscle. I actually wasn't sure that I could stand up without just falling over. I watched Jenny's face—she looked utterly shocked by Davis' furious words.
Finally she managed a sad sort of half-smile. Evidently she decided to ignore Davis, because she turned directly to me.
"I know I was awful, baby—really, I do. You're probably still so mad at me, and—"
"Stop," I said. "Just stop, Jenny. Don't say another word."
I got up slowly and walked back into the kitchen, leaving behind me a charged silence. I ran the cold water in the sink and splashed it over my face and neck, trying to get my thoughts under control.
My mind was racing. This had to be a cruel joke. Somebody had decided I hadn't had it rough enough, so they were going to fuck with me some more. I really thought I had been through the worst of it, but I seem to have been mistaken about that.
At that moment I learned something I would have preferred not to know. I thought that when you hated someone—really, really hated them—you didn't love them anymore. But I was wrong.
I hated Jenny more than I'd ever hated anyone in my life. But my heart was singing, I heard birds chirping sweetly in the trees, and my blood was racing through me with joy. She wanted to come back again! She loved me!
To say the least, the discovery that I still loved Jenny—loved her desperately—didn't cheer me up. It actually confirmed that I was in the middle of my second nightmare.
I stood up from the sink, took several slow, deep breaths, and walked back into the living room. Jenny and Davis had been sitting in a tense silence. They both watched me.
"Jenny, you need to go now." I said it quietly, trying to keep the tremble out of my voice.
"Baby, I—"
"Right now—you need to leave RIGHT NOW. You've said your piece.
"I don't want to see you or hear from you ever again. I don't see how I can put it more clearly than that."
I watched Jenny as her face dissolved and she started to cry.
"Honey, I know I fucked up, but I really thought we..." Her voice trailed off into weeping.
I absolutely, positively couldn't bear this one moment longer. I turned away, and without looking back I said, "Davis, can you help Jenny to her car?"
"Sure, man."
Without another word I headed for the stairs. I slowly climbed up to my bedroom, hearing Jenny's voice behind me despairingly calling out, "Nick! Honey, please!"
I sat on my bed, feeling numb, listening for the front door to close. Then I waited for the sound of Jenny's car driving away. It came—finally—and I trudged back downstairs and collapsed on the couch. Davis came back in and sat on a chair across from me.
"Jesus H. Christ on the back of a camel". He shook his head in wonder. "She just has no clue at all, does she? After what she—"
"Davis." He looked up at me, and saw the tears on my face.
"Davis, I am so fucked."
"What do you mean, man?"
"I mean I love her! I love her like crazy, I want her back. Can you believe that? I still want her back!" I broke down and sobbed, the only time in my life I've ever cried in front of another man. Even at my father's funeral, I managed to keep it together until I could be alone.
I'm sure Davis was embarrassed, but he was a true friend. He sat down next to me and put his arm on my shoulder, squeezing hard, and just held it there while I cried like a baby. Like a fucking baby.
***************
I just realized I've been telling you about my second nightmare. What about the first one, right? I mean, you've probably been thinking, 'what the hell did she do to this guy, anyway?'
So—I guess I've gotta tell you about my first nightmare. Not that that's gonna be any fun.
There's a story in some famous book about a rich guy who was asked how he had fallen into bankruptcy. His answer was, "gradually, and then suddenly". That's just how my first nightmare happened to me—except I didn't know too much about the gradually part. That was mostly happening behind my back.
I'd had a few girlfriends before I met Jenny, but she put them all to shame. She was gorgeous, funny, considerate, affectionate, honest (so I thought!), and in love with me. In love with me! I felt like I'd won the lottery. I mean, this was a "should be with Derek Jeter" sort of girl, not the kind of girl that would fall in love with an average-looking 24-year old electrical engineer in Dayton, Ohio.
We dated for nearly two years before I got up the nerve to ask her to marry me. Even then, even after we'd been sleeping together for more than a year, spending nearly every night together at her place or mine, I was scared to death she'd say no. But she didn't: she squealed, grabbed the ring and put it on her finger, and gave me a big loud kiss and a hug in the middle of the restaurant. People actually applauded!
We did the whole church, white-wedding-dress, throw-the bouquet, honeymoon-in-Maui thing, and then we settled down in a nice little three-bedroom house and lived happily ever after. Well, scratch the "ever after"—maybe substitute "for about four years".
It wasn't perfect, don't get me wrong. One thing was that Jenny liked to party, she liked to dance, in general she liked to go out and live it up a lot more than I did. One club night every couple of weeks was plenty for me, while her preference was a couple of times a week.
But we compromised: sometimes I was a good sport and we went club-hopping, usually with a couple of her friends; other times she was a good sport and we rented a video and stayed in. The great thing was, both kinds of night ended with our making love. Making love with her was awesome: sometimes loving and gentle, sometimes energetic and hot. I'd never been with a woman who gave herself to me so completely, who felt so open and totally in the moment as we did it.
Our other problem is that I couldn't stop thinking she was too good for me. How did I get into this movie, I thought? A guy like me doesn't get a girl like her in real life—Kevin James only gets to marry Angelina Jolie in some dumb romantic comedy. Not that I look like him, but you know what I mean.
But she loved me, and she showed it all the time, and gradually my worries faded to the back of my mind. Whom God wants to fuck with, he first eases the worries of, as the saying goes. Or if that's not a saying, it should be.
The "gradually" started about four months before the "suddenly". Of course, I didn't know anything about it at the time. In fact most of what I'm going to tell you is stuff I pieced together afterwards. While it was going on I was almost completely unaware, like the cliché of the brain-dead husband.
When we went out to clubs, Jenny almost always danced with other guys. Sometimes I danced with other women, but mostly I was happy to have a beer and watch her—I wasn't as much of a dance-freak as she was. Jenny was so beautiful, and so hot on the dance floor, that there were always guys wanting to dance with her.
One night there was a very good-looking guy who danced with her 3-4 times, but I would never have thought anything of it except for what happened later. The rest of the evening was completely normal, including Jenny slow-dancing with me a couple of times and wrapping herself all around me, as close as she could get. We went home and had fantastic sex that night, as we often did after nights out.
Well it turns out that this guy Alec—and doesn't the name all by itself just tell you what an asshole he is? Most guys named Alexander get called Alex, or I guess maybe Sandy. But not this fuckhead—he needs to be "Alec", like "I'm so special, the usual nicknames aren't good enough for me".
So this guy Alec thinks Jenny is very hot—which she is—and it doesn't bother him a bit that she's married, so he finds out from a friend of hers what her last name is and where she works. And then he sets out to get into her pants.
The guy was an actor—no big deal but big for Dayton I guess, he'd done some TV commercials up in Chicago, and some theater stuff—and he had a very flexible schedule. So he checked out the office building where Jenny works, figured out where people who work there go out to eat, watched out for Jenny, and managed to "bump into her" about a week after he danced with her at the club.



He played it very cool—"oh hey, how are you? What a nice surprise, remember, I'm Alec, we danced at the Mercedes last week", etc. So Jenny invites him to sit down with her and her friends, and he makes up some bullshit reason why he frequently has lunch in that neighborhood.
That started it, and I'm sure you can guess a lot of the rest. The only real question is how hard or easy it was for him to nail her, and I don't know the answer to that one. If it was hard, if she began all this while still trying to be a faithful wife, then I'm sure he took it real slow and careful: occasional coincidences, then a casual lunch invitation, then another one after a couple of weeks, and so on.
If it was easy—if Jenny gave off vibes of being available, and who the hell knows at this point? I certainly don't—then he probably moved faster, suggesting a lunch in a public spot, then probably somewhere more private; maybe a picnic in a secluded part of the park, maybe lunch in a hotel restaurant (with convenient rooms right upstairs).
In any case, he got in her pants. Was it in three weeks or ten weeks? I don't have any idea, but the result was the same. But I'm betting that what came next was a surprise to Alec: Jenny fell in love with him. Or she thought she did---who the fuck really knows what goes on in her head. I once thought I did....
Anyway, I have no doubt that Alec was thinking of no more than banging an extremely attractive lady he met in a club—and since Jenny is a terrific fuck, it's not surprising that once was not enough and that he kept seeing her.
But for Jenny it became soulmates, hearts-and-flowers, we're-meant-to-be-together, kisses-in-the-moonlight. In fact it was probably that way for her even before she first hopped into bed with him. I don't see Jenny as the type to have a cold-blooded affair just because the guy turned her on and she felt like checking out a strange dick. Though I guess the last few months have shown me how little I knew my own wife, so why should you believe anything I say?
Anyway, they say that for women it's rarely a sexual attraction on its own that can lead them to cheat. And I suspect that Jenny really did fall for his line and decide that she truly loved him before she let him get her panties off.
So it got serious, and emotional, and Jenny got very involved. I don't know what Alec was really saying to her. I have no idea if he thought he loved her too; but in any case he didn't push her away or slow her down. She started seeing him more and more often, arranging long lunches or "doctor's appointments" during work hours so they could ball each other's brains out.
Except for her it wasn't balling—this was sexual communion with the love of her life (pardon me while I puke). And they must have been making plans together: when she'd tell me, when she'd move in with him, all the financial arrangements—everything.
This was the "gradually" part. I never knew a thing, and even looking back on it there was very little I could have picked up on. Jenny was sweet and affectionate at home, we still went out about as much as before (she made sure Alec stayed away from her during our nights out), we were still making love more or less as much as we always had.
One night I came home at dinnertime and Jenny had been crying; I could see it on her face. Of course I was concerned, asked her about it, tried to comfort her. All she would tell me is that a friend at work was very sick—she was kind of vague about it, and I didn't press her. It wasn't until after the roof fell on my head that I thought about it again. Probably Jenny had been planning what she was going to do, and felt guilty about what it would do to me. At least I'd like to think she felt a LITTLE bit guilty.
So that was the "gradually"—you still with me here? The "suddenly" came in the typical way, for the most part. I had a two-day training session in Cleveland, which is nearly four hours away, so I planned to stay overnight.
And then the 6-9 pm session on the first day got canceled, and since I wasn't due back in Cleveland until 10am the next day I decided to surprise Jenny and drive home for the night. It's a lot of driving, but I really loved my wife.
I bought some beautiful flowers in Cleveland and hit the road about 6:30, and I got to my house about 10:15. There was a car out front, but cars park up and down our street and I never thought twice about it.
You can see what's coming, right? Jesus, I hate being in the middle of such an unoriginal story. Though it wouldn't have hurt any more or any less if it had been unique.
Again, most of what I'm telling you is stuff I remembered later, when I went over it time and again, obsessively, unable to get it out of my head—and I recalled all sorts of details I was too stunned to see at the time.
I went into the house and straight up the stairs into our bedroom. The door was wide open, and when I was two steps into the room I stopped dead in my tracks.
The room was softly lit by a couple of candles on the night tables. There in our bed were Alec and Jenny, dozing, naked. He was propped up against some pillows on my side, and she was lying with her head on his chest and her arm around him. The room smelled like candles and sex, and they'd obviously been fucking. I never found out if they were in between rounds or done for the night, but it doesn't much matter, does it?
I'm not a quick thinker in situations like this. I tend to freeze, or to move slowly and cautiously, rather than going crazy. The going crazy comes later. So, to my eternal shame, I didn't drag him out of bed and kick him in the balls. I didn't even shout.
I dropped the flowers and said, "what the hell is this?" in a kind of quiet, stunned voice.
Well, their eyes popped open and they looked at me, startled. As for what happened after that first moment, I've been over it and over it—I've replayed the movie in my head a million times. Alec's face got a smirk on it, a self-satisfied "here's the cheated husband, poor fool" look. But I wasn't looking at him, I was looking at Jenny.
And after that first shocked moment, when she grabbed the sheet and pulled it up to cover her tits—from me! her husband!—what I saw on her face was a soft, sympathetic look. Almost pitying.
She said, "Nick! I...I didn't want it to be like this."
Notice what she didn't say! Not "I'm so sorry," or "this means nothing" or "he means nothing" or "please forgive me" or "I love you" or "it was just sex".
No, she just gave me that one sentence, looking so calm and so regretful. And then without any sign of fear or embarrassment, she turned to the asshole and said, "you'd better go, baby. I'll talk to you tomorrow." And smiled at him. She fucking SMILED at him!
And Alec, that cocksucker, gets out of the bed—still smirking—picks up his clothes, and calmly heads out of the room and down the stairs!
What am I doing? I'm still standing in the middle of the room, frozen, shocked, immobile—like Wile E. Coyote when he's run off a cliff and hasn't yet noticed that he's 500 hundred feet up and is about to plunge to the canyon floor.
Neither Jenny nor I moved until we heard the front door open and shut. Then she said, still all calm and sympathetic, "we need to talk, honey. Let me just get a quick shower, and we can talk downstairs, OK?"
And she got out of bed, pulling the sheet around her—WHY? Because I wasn't supposed to see her naked anymore, after four years of marriage? Because she didn't want me to see the body that Alec got to fuck? Because he'd left cum all over her? I have no earthly idea—and went straight out of the room and into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. In a moment I heard the shower running.
There were a number of things I could have done then, and maybe you'll think I was a complete dipshit for not doing any of them. I could have gone into the shower and beaten the shit out of her; or thrown all her clothes out the bedroom window; or set the house on fire with her in it. Or I could have gotten into my car and driven back to Cleveland; or simply driven off to a bar, or to Davis's house, and got myself stinking drunk.
But at the moment, the only one I even considered was driving back to Cleveland. And I realized that if I did that, I wouldn't see Jenny again for another 24 hours. As stunned, as poleaxed as I was, I needed to know what the hell was going on.
I mean, I KNEW what the hell was going on—that matinee-idol dickhead was fucking my wife, in my bed! But I needed to know what it meant—yes, I know, but besides the obvious I needed to know the rest. How long? Why? Who else? What next?
I wasn't angry yet. It just hadn't sunk in. I learned that day that it's actually possible to see something with your own eyes and still not believe it. At least not at first.
So I went downstairs and sat at the kitchen table and stared at the wall, and thought about nothing. For twenty minutes. I don't think I had one coherent thought, until Jenny walked into the room, beautiful, fresh from her shower, wrapped in a yellow terrycloth robe, her wet hair fragrant and glistening.
If I hadn't still been so stunned, that's when I would have started crying, and shouting, and maybe throwing things. Instead, we sat and had the most surreal conversation of my life.
"Nick, I'm so sorry you had to see that. I didn't expect you home until tomorrow, baby—what happened?"
"Does it even matter? They canceled tonight's session and I wanted to surprise you. Nice surprise!" I pointed to the flowers I'd brought her, which were lying forlornly on the kitchen counter.
She looked down for a minute, then back up at me. "I never expected this to happen. I was going to talk to you about it tomorrow night, when you got back from your trip."
"Talk about what? About the fact that you're getting a little dick on the side now, and you wanted to keep me in the loop? That's awfully considerate of you, Jenny."
She grimaced, and shook her head. "No, Nick, it's not like that. It's nothing like that."
She looked at me intently, and even reached across the table to take my hand. She TOOK MY HAND! Even now I can't believe it.
"Nick, I never expected anything like this to happen, you have to believe me.
"Alec and I: we're in love. Really in love. And he's the man I want to spend the rest of my life with. I'm so sorry."
"What?" I looked at her, uncomprehending. "You're in love with somebody else? What the hell are you talking about?"
"I didn't mean for it to happen. I swear to you, baby! But he's everything I have ever wanted in a man." She must have seen the shock and anguish on my face, and she hurried on.
"Oh, honey, don't take it like that! You have been so great for me, so steady and loyal and loving. But our life together is...well, it's ordinary. It's solid, and nice, and dependable.
"But with Alec, it's...it's magical! He's exciting, and wild, and unpredictable. Every moment feels like a roller-coaster ride. I've never felt this way in my life before.
"Nick, I have to be with him. I'm so sorry. I was going to tell you about this tomorrow night, and move out on Saturday. I guess I should move things up by a day."
"Jenny, I—Jesus Christ, I can't believe this! How did this happen? How long has this fuckhead been banging you?"
"Nick, its not like that!" She spoke sharply, then relaxed again.
"We first met at the Mercedes, about four months ago. We just danced a few times, nothing more. And then we bumped into each other at lunch a couple of times, and.... And we started to have lunch together on our own after that.
"And it was unbelievable. We have so much in common! It's like we were meant to be together, always, since birth. We just hadn't found each other yet."
I stared at her, trying desperately to get my thoughts together. I must have had an IQ of about 72 right then.
"And you're telling me—you're saying you're leaving me for him?"
She nodded, still holding my hand. "Yes, baby. I'm so sorry. I never meant to hurt you."
Then her face took on this fucking exalted look again—I want to bitch-slap her every time I think of it—and she said, "but it's just something that's supposed to happen, Alec and me."
We sat in silence for a while after that. She was probably watching me, all sympathetic, "poor baby, I know I've hurt him"; and I was in some sort of coma. What had just happened to me was so far beyond any unlikely possibility I had ever conceived of, even in a dream, as to render me numb and stupid.
Finally I said, "and the vows we took? You know, 'love, honor, and cherish', 'forsaking all others', that stuff? You were just kidding? You had your fingers crossed?"
Her face took on a pained but patient look, like a mother talking to a difficult toddler. "Nick, I meant every word of that—you know that! I thought we would be together our whole lives. This is—well, it's just as much a shock to me as it must be to you. I didn't plan it, I didn't want it—it just happened.
"And if it makes any difference, I'm very very sorry. Really, I am. This is so unfair to you, I know that."
More silence. I still felt numb, like I wasn't seeing or hearing very well, like my head was full of cotton.
After several minutes I suddenly stood up and got myself a glass of water. Still facing the sink, not looking at her, I said, "I'm going back up to Cleveland. I'd like you and your stuff gone by the time I get back tomorrow."
I suddenly was desperate, even frantic, to be out of the house, out of her sight. I think I must have realized I was about to lose it. I vaguely heard her say, "OK, honey," as I rushed out the door without looking back.
I could only drive about four blocks before the tears came, and I had to pull over. I cried and sobbed and pounded the dashboard and kicked the floor and generally did a great impression of a six-year-old having a tantrum. It lasted about ten minutes, with anger and hurt and sorrow mixed in together; and when it subsided I wiped my face and started the car and drove straight back to Cleveland, which amazingly enough I was able to do without hitting anyone or anything on the way.
It was after 2:30 am when I got there, and I fell straight into bed and managed to fall asleep. Then I sleepwalked through the next day's sessions, though I couldn't tell you a thing about them, and I drove slowly back to Dayton. No point in hurrying....
Her clothes were gone, and her cosmetics and handbags and things. And she'd taken a few of our CDs but not too many, and no furniture or stereo equipment. I assume she was moving in with Alec, though she hadn't said so. And not a single picture—not one of the many pictures of us, the wedding photos and honeymoon pictures and candids of us with our families, that were displayed around the house.
I don't know why she bothered, but she left me a note. One sentence, not even really worth the time it took to write it.
"Nick: I am very sorry—I will always care for you—Jenny"
***************
So—that was my first nightmare. Enough detail for you? I hope so, because there isn't much else I can tell you. Except some of the aftermath—I guess you might be interested in that as well.
My anger came on slowly, and unsteadily, as the shock faded. It began to be slightly more real to me: that my beloved wife, the love of my life, had dumped me, had fallen in love with someone else and gone to be with him.
I knew from the first night that I could never sleep in our bedroom again, after what I'd seen. Without even looking around the room much I moved all my clothes and things into the guest bedroom—the double bed there would be plenty big enough for me.
It wasn't until Sunday afternoon that I went back into the master bedroom and looked around. In my mind I could still see the two of them naked in the bed, the pillows propped against the headboard. I could see the candles on the night-stand, and smell the odor of sex in the air.
All that was gone, of course. Jenny had changed the sheets and re-made the bed, put the candles away, and everything was as if it never happened.
And I went a little nuts at that point. I'm not too proud of what I did next, though I guess it's all part of how I dealt with this. The clean, untouched look of the bedroom infuriated me—I wanted to see it again the way it had been.
I started to get mad—really mad—and I started to cry. I got the candles out and set them on the night tables and lit them. And I pulled the bed open, pulled the top sheet down, and propped the pillows like they'd been.
And then, still crying, still shouting in anger, I stood over the bed and jerked off onto the sheets. It's crazy, I know, but I wanted them covered with cum and smelling of sex. If not their sex, then mine.
When I was done, I just blew out the candles, left the room and shut the door behind me. That's how I created my shrine to my unfaithful bitch of a wife. And over the next couple of weeks I made some additions to the shrine, which I'll tell you about in due course. But after 2-3 weeks the fun went out of the project—or the madness drained out of me, I don't know which. And for more than five months I hadn't opened the door or set foot in the room even once.
How else did I get through the first few weeks? I went to work; I came home. I didn't tell a soul what had happened, except Davis. He came over on Saturday afternoon and I sat him down with a beer and told him the whole story, every word I could remember.
He looked at me in shock, in absolute wonder. All he said was, "Jesus H. Christ" a few times, shaking his head. And when I was done he just kept sitting there, shaking his head some more.
"That...bitch," he said slowly, at last. "And she thinks she's in love with this asshole?"
"That's what she says. He's the love of her life, the one she's been waiting for her whole life, even if she didn't know it before. Whereas I'm...I don't know, Mr. Slow-and-Steady, the dependable but boring one she only thought she loved."
We sat some more, and he said, "I was gonna ask you what you were going to do. But it's way too soon for that—how about we go hit some golf balls?"
And that's how Davis helped me through it. We hit golf balls. We watched football on TV. We sparred. We had some beers, though I never got plastered, strangely enough—I never wanted to. We had a lot of long talks, over the first few weeks, about Jenny and me and what I wanted to do now. Sometimes we talked about him and Kathleen, a woman he was dating casually.
I decided to keep the house—I could swing the mortgage on my salary, and I didn't want to move. But I decided not to file for divorce. Fuck her: if she wanted to marry that asshole, she could file and pay the lawyer's bills. It didn't matter much to me either way. I canceled all the credit cards and got a couple of new ones.
Talking with Davis also helped me understand that I needed to keep busy, needed to find ways not to be sitting at home alone, staring at the walls. I'd been doing karate for years, once or twice a week, and I'd risen to the level of brown belt, but it was just fooling around. Now I got serious about it: I started going to four or five classes a week, and doing extra sparring on my own in the back yard.
Karate was perfect: it made me focus and be disciplined, concentrate on what I was doing and nothing else. The ninety-minute classes were oases without a thought of Jenny in them (well, after a while, anyway).
And, needless to say, what a great outlet for my anger! Getting to punch, kick, hit out at my opponent or even at the empty air—I probably don't need to tell you how many times I imagined Alec's smirking face on the receiving end of my blows. And when I made it to fourth-level black belt (there are twelve levels, but almost nobody makes it all the way to the top) I got to start breaking boards with my hand; that was very satisfying.



***************
So now you know what I know. And for me it was way more than enough to make me miserable, but not nearly enough to really understand it.
I mean, how does a woman who is happily married fall in love with another man? I know that it happens—but HOW does it happen? Jenny wasn't unhappy with me, and I still don't believe she was out there looking.
But that cocksucker Alec got his foot in the door, and then he played her, and somehow he got her to believe that they were soulmates, destined to be together. Like Romeo and Juliet, Tristan and Isolde, Hero and Leander. (I read a lot of books in college.) Maybe Bonnie and Clyde. (I used to see a lot of movies, too.)
And now it's eight months later, and I was beginning to feel a little bit as though the worst was over, and I could start to think about a new life without Jenny. And NOW she tells me she wants to come back to me?
***************
I really hoped that after the day Jenny came over, that would be the end of it. I'd listened to what she wanted, and I'd given her my answer. I hadn't exactly let her give her whole spiel, but tough shit, right?
But it wasn't even a week before my mother started in on me again. By now I wasn't ever picking up the phone, so it was all messages. "She's sorry for what she did, Nick—truly she is. You should hear the way she talks about you! You've got to give her another chance." That was the gist of it, though my mom found various ways to phrase it.
I called her on Saturday morning, just before leaving to go to karate, so she wouldn't be able to keep me on the phone. "Mom, it's me. Please listen to me, OK? I am NOT, repeat NOT, getting back together with Jenny. It is over. Thinking about her, talking about her, seeing her, they all just make me feel worse. You're my mother and you're supposed to be on MY side, right? So please don't mention Jenny any more."
There was a longish silence; then she said, in kind of a hurt voice, "well of course I'm on your side, Nick. It's just that Jenny is so..."
"Gotta go, mom—bye!" I interrupted her to say the words, and hung up the phone. My fucking mom was never gonna get it.
The next week was a good one, mainly because of karate. I was preparing for an amateur tournament in Columbus, so I stayed after my regular class every night for an additional hour of instruction, and my teacher just about wore me out. I'd come home, feeling exhausted but great, have some dinner, watch a game with Davis or do some reading, and go to bed.
Then on Saturday, when I came home after karate at about 2:00 pm, Jenny's friend Angela was sitting on my front step. For a moment I considered driving right by the house, and then I thought, fuck it, you can't dodge people forever.
She gave me a nice smile as I came up to her, and said, "hey Nick—buy a girl a beer?"
"Sure, Angie, if you don't mind being around a sweaty guy while you drink it."
"I think I can handle it," she said with another smile.
We went inside and had a beer, chatting about nothing in particular. Like I said, Angela was someone I'd always liked. She was short and curvy and brunette, all the opposite of Jenny—but like Jenny she was outgoing and fun-loving. Early in our marriage Jenny and I had hoped that maybe Angie and Davis might get together, because we liked them both so much, but they didn't really click. They'd tease each other in a friendly way, but they never dated.
In any event, I didn't mind having Angela around—she was funny and she was nice to look at—but I couldn't help waiting for the other shoe to drop. There was no way this surprise visit was about anything but Jenny. When we'd finished the beer I said something about it.
"As nice as it is to see you, Angie, there must be a reason for your dropping by. Want to tell me what it is?"
She blushed, and looked down for a minute. "You must be thinking it's about Jenny, Nick, but it's really not. I also like you, you know. I always thought I was friends with you too, not just with Jenny. And I've missed seeing you. When Jenny...when she...left, I guess I felt I should stay away, out of loyalty to her or something."
Now she was looking right at me. "But I finally thought, screw it, Nick's my friend too, why the hell can't I go see him? So here I am."
I looked at her suspiciously. "So this really isn't about Jenny? You're not working your way up to a pitch about how I should take her back?"
Angela looked a bit uneasy, but she held my gaze and said, "no, Nick, it's not. I just hoped we could...spend time together, you know? Like we used to."
I won't tell you I believed her. I'm just not that trusting, you know? Maybe I once was, but not since Nightmare #1. But I didn't push it any further.
"OK, Angie. How about I take a quick shower, and then we'll go get some lunch?"
***************
And that was the start of a few really weird, yet really enjoyable weeks. Angela came over twice more in the next week, and we also went out for dinner and a movie the next weekend. True to her word, she didn't mention Jenny at all, nor did she pry into my feelings or my current love-life (which of course was nonexistent).
Instead we acted pretty much like buddies—almost like me and Davis, I guess, except that Angie was prettier and smelled a whole lot better. Angie liked baseball so we watched some games on the tube, and at her request I showed her some of the fancy karate moves I'd been learning. I told her about the upcoming tournament and about random things at my job, and she seemed quite interested.
And we talked about other things too, like Angie's job, and her family life growing up. We just got to know one another better. And I slowly, slowly got a little less suspicious.
No, that's not right. Let me try it again. I got less suspicious that Angie was coming to see me to talk me into getting back together with Jenny. But at the same time I got more suspicious: I mean, if she wasn't doing that, then what WAS she doing? I liked being with Angie, but why was she spending so much time hanging around me?
And what made it more complicated is that she was beautiful and sexy. She looked good and smelled good, and she was enjoying my company an awful lot. I'm only human, and I hadn't been with a woman in nearly ten months. I started to realize that the feelings I was having for her were far more than "buddy" feelings; but I didn't know if they were purely lust or something way more complex.
Before I could figure out what I felt, and what to do about it, things came to a head in a way I didn't expect. Angie invited me over for a Friday night dinner at her apartment, and I assumed it would be casual, as we had done several times before.
But when I got there her kitchen table had a tablecloth and candles on it, the lights were low, and Angie herself was ravishing. No jeans and sweatshirt—she was wearing a short black skirt, tights, and a pale blue sweater that clung to her and really showed off her cleavage. Her hair was down around her shoulders.
"Jesus, Angie—you look amazing! Is there a fancy party we're going to that you forgot to mention? If so, you're gonna have to fight the guys off with a stick!"
She blushed and looked really pleased, but all she said was, "thanks, Nick. I just felt like getting dressed up a little tonight, that's all."
At first I was uneasy, feeling sure that something was up and having a hard time believing that the most obvious conclusion—Angela was out to seduce me—was actually the right one. We made nervous conversation for a few minutes, but after that we settled down, ate our dinner, and enjoyed one another's company.
She and I usually favored beer, but tonight she'd come up with a bottle of red wine. It wasn't anything with a screw top either, but one of those bottles of Chateau-la-$42.50 that the guys at the liquor store are always trying to get you to buy. It tasted great to me, but I'm far from an expert.
We did the dishes together, like we always do when we have dinner, and I noticed Angie was standing awfully close and managing to touch her hip to mine quite a bit, while acting as though nothing was going on.
Then she led me into the living room, put some music on, and sat us down close together on the sofa. I knew I had to say something, so I just went ahead.
"Angela, I'm having a lovely time, but I need to know what's going on, OK? We've been doing buddy stuff for a few weeks now, but this is..."
She stopped me by putting a finger to my lips. "Don't talk, OK Nick? Just go with it. I've been waiting a long time to do this."
I watched her carefully, in some surprise. She looked nervous but determined, as she leaned over and gently kissed me. The kiss was delicious, and I was in no hurry to break it.
When she pulled away, she gave me a shy smile, then came back for another one. This time it wasn't long before her arms were tightly around me and we were passionately necking.
Like I said, Angie is gorgeous and stacked; and like I said, I hadn't been laid in a very long time; and like I said, I'd been feeling more and more affectionate and lustful towards her; and like I said, she was wearing a sexy outfit; and like I said, we'd just had a romantic candlelit dinner and a lot of wine; and like I said, she was coming onto me pretty strong.
So don't give me a lot of shit, OK? I had a beautiful, willing girl in my arms, and I went for it. I held her and kissed her, and stroked her back, and I told her in a soft voice how beautiful she was, and after awhile I slipped a hand down and over her breast. As I caressed it she groaned and pushed closer to me, so I figured I was doing all right.
Within a few minutes I was lying pretty much flat on the sofa with Angie on top of me, and the foreplay was proceeding nicely. I'd slid my hand gently up under her skirt and was entertaining myself by stroking her ass, most of which was easily available on either side of her thong panties. Angie was breathing hard, in between kisses, and pushing her hips down firmly against my impossible-to-miss hardon.
I can't say, if I'm going to be honest, that I wasn't even thinking about Jenny. I knew all too well that the only other woman that I'd been with like this in many years was Jenny, and even my pleasure and excitement with Angie didn't push my faithless cunt of a wife completely out of my thoughts.
But on the other hand, thoughts of Jenny weren't tormenting me, either. I was very focused on Angie and how much pleasure we were giving each other, and eagerly looking forward to what seemed the obvious next steps. Seemed like there were only two questions: here on the sofa or in the bedroom? and, would I get to lick her first, or would we be proceeding directly to the fucking?
Happily for me, there was no wrong answer to either of those questions!
So imagine my surprise—don't you hate that, such a cliché, when someone says "imagine my surprise", but unfortunately it fits perfectly in this case—imagine my surprise when Angie suddenly pulled away from me and gave me a sorrowful look, tears filling her eyes.
Before I could say a word she was on her feet, standing over me and saying, "Nick, I'm...I...I'm so sorry, I just...can't, I can't do this."
Bewildered, wondering if I'd missed some sign of trouble, I got up and moved to embrace her gently, saying, "it's OK, Ange, sorry, I guess we got going too fast."
"No!" she cried, stepping back away from me. "No, Nick, it wasn't you, it wasn't anything you did—it's just me, I never meant..."
She broke off and began to cry. Looking at me through her tears she said, "would you just go, please? I'm so sorry!" And she wept harder, putting her face in her hands, just standing there in the middle of the living room.
I tried again to take her in my arms, if only to comfort her, but she shook her head violently and ran into the bathroom, locking it behind her. At a loss, I simply waited for a few minutes. When she didn't come out, I went to the door, knocked softly, and said, "I'm so sorry, Angie—I'm going to leave now, OK?"
Her timid voice came through the door. "Yes, Nick—I'm sorry! It's all my fault!"
Utterly baffled, I got my coat and headed home.
***************
Davis was sitting with me in my living room. "I don't know, man," he said, "it doesn't make much sense to me either. She didn't give you any explanation?"
I shook my head. "All I can think of is that we got going too fast, or that she feels some kind of fucked-up loyalty to Jenny. But what makes me really nuts is that she won't talk to me about it. I've left her probably ten messages this week, very gentle ones, not pushing, you know?
"But she hasn't called me back at all. Shit, Davis, I don't deserve this!"
He smiled at me, cocking an eyebrow. "A, nobody deserves it. And B, you especially don't deserve it. You deserve a parade a women, all of whom are hot for you and none of whom are impossible to understand!"
I snorted. "I've never met even one of those, let alone a parade of them."
"What are you going to do?"
"For now, nothing," I said. "I've got the tournament at the end of next week, and I'd like not to make a complete fool of myself. Once I get back, maybe I can get Angie to talk to me and figure out what the hell is going on."
***************
I won five bouts out of eight, and finished up 9th in my division. Aside from being utterly exhausted, I felt pretty good as I drove back from Columbus. I'd had an intense weekend of doing nothing but eating, sleeping, and doing karate, and it was great. I hardly thought about Angela at all, and even less about Jenny. More than at any time since my wife left me, I felt like there might be a chance that I'd come out the other end of my nightmare—make that nightmares—capable of putting my life back together.
"That's great, man!" Davis congratulated me when I called him. Then he said, "and think of what a wuss you were just a few months ago—even I could beat you!"
Laughing, I said, "yeah, about two times out of ten. Any time you'd like to try me again, pal, just let me know."
"No way, buddy—now that you're a high-powered black belt you'd make firewood out of me. I can still out-drink you, though."
We exchanged some more friendly teasing before getting off the phone, and I thanked the Gods once again for letting me have such a terrific friend. Especially during the past year.
A couple of days later I decided to drive over to Angela's after work and talk her into seeing me. After all, she'd done it to me—and I was sick and tired of leaving phone messages that were never returned.
I rang the bell to her apartment and waited; after a moment I could hear her footsteps approaching, and then she must have looked through the peephole.
"I'm...I'm sorry, Nick, I can't see you." Her voice sounded slightly muffled through the door.
"Well, then, Angie, I guess I'm in for a long night. I've brought this folding chair, and I'm going to sit right here in the hall until you let me come in and talk to you. If you walk by me in the morning, I'll be here again tomorrow when you get home from work. You'll have to get used to seeing me every day."
There was a long pause, a very long pause, and then I heard the chain being removed and she opened the door. She was wearing jeans and a black AC/DC tee-shirt. She had bare feet, and must have just washed off her make-up. She looked like she was about to cry. She looked absolutely beautiful.
I realized I hadn't seen her in nearly a month, and my heart was pounding. How about that, I thought—my heart is pounding and it's not for Jenny!
"Angie, you have to talk to me. I don't know what happened, what I did to scare you off—but please give me another chance. You're important to me. Can you imagine what it feels like for you to dump me, after what...what happened to me with Jenny?"
"I'm so sorry, Nick. I...guess I didn't think about it that way. Come in—and bring that stupid chair!" she added with a little smile.
She got us a couple of sodas and we sat in her living room, me on the sofa and her across from me on a chair.
"All I ask, Ange, is that you tell me what went wrong. Was it me? Did I hurt you in some way?"
She shook her head, energetically. "No! Nothing like that—it was never you, Nick! Not anything you did. You were...I always had a great time with you."
She leaned forward. "What I've got to tell you is a long story, OK? And one that's...that is going to be hard for me to tell. So you have to promise to listen to the whole thing, and not to get so mad that you walk out on me."
I'd never seen her look so serious. "I promise, Angie. Though I can tell from your face that I'm not going to like it."
"No, you're not." She stared out the window for a while, and then turned back to me.
"Nick, Jenny is right in the middle of all this, and there's no way around it. If you want the truth, you're going to have to hear about her too."
I won't pretend I was happy about it—in fact I could feel my stomach tighten—but I just nodded, and waited for her to continue.
And what followed, as God is my witness, was yet another rendition of Nightmare #1. As if I hadn't already suffered enough by living through it! Angela walked me through Jenny's fucking affair with that dipshit Alec—except she didn't call it an affair, of course. She explained that Jenny really fell in love with the guy—as I've told you—really thought he was the man for her, and that they'd live happily ever after.
Except, it seems, that it didn't turn out that way. At first things with Alec seemed much more exciting than life with me. How could they not? He was a handsome actor, he loved to dance and party and stay out late, and life was a mad gay whirl. Hard for the routine of any married couple to compete with that.
But Alec was a total jerk—no surprise to me, I assure you! He was hyper and emotional and pretty unstable, especially when he was on coke, which turned out to be a large part of the time. He couldn't stick to any routine, couldn't manage to be where he'd promised to be half the time, and in his wild mood-swings started being abusive to Jenny.
According to Angela, it wasn't so bad at first—just occasional shouting matches, though sometimes he got so wound up Jenny hid in the bathroom with the door locked. But after a few months their fights got so bad that he'd actually hit her a couple of times, and Jenny had come to stay overnight in Angela's apartment, frightened out of her mind.
Jenny finally began to understood that she had fallen in love with a fantasy—that married life had become a little dull, and that she'd attributed the dullness of routine to me, not seeing that no marriage could compete with the excitement of something new. She had finally realized what a horrible mistake she had made, thinking that she could find magic with a shallow, immature asshole like Alec.
"Good for her!" I interrupted bitterly. I'd been sitting quietly, listening to this story as I'd promised Angie I would, but it was getting harder and harder to take. I was pretty much ready to bolt for the door.
Angie could see it, and she said quietly, "Nick, you promised!" I nodded and tried to relax. She's got to be near the end of this, I kept telling myself.
Anyway, Jenny moved out of Alec's place and got an apartment of her own; and that's when she started talking to my mother and trying to get back in contact with me. The rest of the story I knew—or at least I thought I did. But no, of course, there was more coming to further fuck up my head. How could I have thought it would be any different?
Angie sat down next to me and took my hand. "Nick, please don't be mad at me. I may be the world's most horrible person, but I did what I did because I care for Jenny AND you."
I looked at her in alarm—now what?
"After she split up with Alec, Jenny was so determined to win you back. She just knew that if you gave her a chance to talk to you, she could make you understand how much she loved you, that she'd do anything to make it up to you.



"When you told her to go away that day you finally saw her, she was utterly devastated. She cried for weeks. I was really worried she'd do something to herself."
I almost thought, wish she had. But I realized that Jenny killing herself would have been the final knife in my back: a lifetime of feeling guilty, even though it was all her fucking fault. So I was glad she had at least spared me that horror.
"She kept thinking that there had to be a way to make you understand, so that you'd give her another chance. We'd talk about it for hours, me just patiently listening to her go over it time after time.
"And then she came up with this idea..." Angie squeezed my hand tighter.
"Nick, you have to really promise me you won't blow up, OK?"
I nodded, my teeth clenched. The last twenty minutes had been TMI, as my teen-age niece likes to say, and I wasn't looking forward to whatever was coming next.
"Jenny thought that if you had an affair too, it would be easier for you to forgive her for what she'd done. But she knew from your mom that you weren't dating at all. So she came to me one night and asked me—no, she begged me—to seduce you."
I dropped Angela's hand and jumped to my feet, staring at her. "So that's what this was all about? All the weeks of hanging out, being buddies, having a good time? And then the tight sweater, candles, bottle of wine routine?"
"No, Nick, please, let me finish!"
"Old Nick hasn't been deceived, cheated on, and fucked over enough, so let's do it to him one more time, is that the idea?" I was pretty much yelling by then.
"Nick, listen!" Angie shouted it at me, tears on her face. "You promised!"
I was furious—livid. But I shut my mouth and sat down in a chair, as far across the room from her as possible. And I waited for her to go on.
"I told her it was a horrible idea. It was unfair to you, to take advantage of your unhappiness. Not to mention that she was asking me to be a whore. And I detested the very idea of lying to you, or playing any sort of game. You are my friend! And I told her that it would never, never work.
"But she begged me. Nick, she begged me! She got down on her knees in front of me, and she cried, and she told me it was her only chance ever to get you back, and I was her best friend and I had to help her, she had no one else to turn to.
"And, Nick—I knew how much you loved her. Or at least, how much you had loved her...before. You were always so crazy about her, and so good to her! And I wondered if it maybe wouldn't be a good thing for you too, finding a way to take her back.
"So I told her I would see. I'd drop in on you, and just hang out a little, and see what happened. But I made her no promises."
Angie's voice got very quiet. "Part of the problem was that I was so attracted to you. I'd never thought of you that way, you know—since the day I met you you were Jenny's guy, and the three of us have always been great friends. But now that you were...apart from each other...I couldn't help wondering, you know, what it would be like.
"So I came to see you, and we started hanging out, and—well, you know, Nick, we had a great time together. Didn't we? And nothing romantic happened. And what I kept telling myself was, I'm doing this for Jenny, but I've gotta go slow, lay the groundwork, not rush it. I don't want to blow this.
"But the truth was—the truth was, I was falling for you." She was speaking even more quietly.
"I just loved being around you. Those casual dinners, or watching TV together or whatever we did—I was just so happy, Nick! And I didn't know what to do, except that I wanted it to continue.
"But Jenny was getting more and more impatient, kept asking me when I was gonna get you into bed. And I felt so guilty! I felt guilty because I wasn't being honest with you, and I wasn't being honest with her either.
"Worst of all, if we DID sleep together, would you actually go back to Jenny? I didn't think so, but I had to face the fact that I didn't want it to happen."
She looked at me, imploringly. "So there I was—Jenny pushing me to seduce you; and there I was—desperately wanting you, but for ME, not to help her; and there you were—being so sweet and fun, such a good friend.
"I started avoiding Jenny, not returning her calls. Because I just couldn't face telling her the truth, that I wanted you for myself! It was easier not to talk to her.
"That night, with the candles and the wine—I'd just decided I was going to get you into bed. I'd worry later about why I did it. But then when...when we were kissing, and you were touching me, and I got so excited..."
"Dammit, Nick, I wanted you to make love to me! I wanted you to be my lover! I still want it! But I'd made this promise to Jenny...and I also knew that I was being dishonest with you...and I suddenly felt like my head was going to explode.
"I just knew it was wrong, even though I wanted you so much—and I just had to stop."
We sat in silence. Angie was crying a little, quietly, and I was clenching my fists so tight I was afraid my nails would draw blood on my palms. I knew what Davis would have said if he'd been there, and it almost made me laugh, hearing his voice in my head: "Jesus H. Christ in a hot-air balloon!"
We probably sat more than five minutes in silence. Then I stood up and said, "quite a story, Angela.
"One more chapter in the annals of Nick Perryman being jerked around by women. What's the expression, 'same shit different day'? That seems to fit pretty well."
"I'm sorry, Nick." Her head was down, and I hardly heard her.
"Me too, Angie." I turned around and went home, carrying my stupid folding chair with me.
***************
Davis said, "I don't know, man. I need a little more information."
We were sitting in my backyard, each of us with a beer.
"Just answer the question, Davis. Is it my third nightmare, or just a continuation of Nightmare #2?"
"I guess it depends, Nick. Tell me this: are you feeling hurt and angry because of the Jenny part of this? Because she found a way, yet again, to mess with your head? Or are you so upset because Angie deceived you?"
"And if I tell you it's both?"
"That's a cop-out. Which one is worse? Which one REALLY hurts?"
I thought for a moment. "I guess it's the Angie part. Believe it or not, the Jenny part isn't quite as bad, because it's just what I'd expect from her. She wants what she wants, and how she gets it doesn't matter to her so much. I've long since stopped thinking highly of her ethical standards." I laughed a little.
"In that case," Davis said, "this is definitely your third nightmare. Because the first two were Jenny's doing, and this is Angie's."
"Glad we cleared that up. You want another beer?"
"Sure," he said. "And after that, let's go get some food."
We had polished off a pizza and a half, and were both leaning back contentedly in our chairs, watching the ass of the pretty waitress as she moved around the restaurant.
"So where does it stand with Angie now? Have you talked to her?"
"Not once. She's left me a handful of messages in the past two weeks—all low-key, just how sorry she is. I just haven't felt like calling her back."
"Why not?"
I thought a little. "I think it's because I don't know what to say to her. Before I call her, I feel like I oughtta know what I'm feeling, what it is I want to happen. And right now I don't know at all.
"I mean, she lied to me, right? She pulled a Jenny. But on the other hand, when she got close to going through with it she pulled back, she stopped herself. That's gotta be worth a few points. And when I made her talk to me, finally, she told me the truth. Even the part that makes her look bad.
"And the thing is, I miss her. I keep thinking about how much fun it was, hanging out with her. Not to mention how unbelievable she looked in that blue sweater, the night we nearly did it. I certainly wouldn't mind finishing what we started.
"Except, can I trust her? Is there any reason to feel I can count on her, any more than my bitch of a wife?"
Davis looked at me and said, "time to go, man. When you start talking around and around in circles, I know it's time to take you home."
***************
Three days later, Jenny came to see me. Just like that, out of the blue, no warning.
Was this Nightmare #4, or just Appendix A to Nightmares #1 or #2? By this time I'd sort of lost count.
It was about 8:30 at night, and I was cleaning up my dinner dishes. The doorbell rang, and when I opened the door there she was. If I hadn't been so totally startled I might have closed it in her face, but I just froze.
"Hello, Nick," she said in a tiny voice, like a little girl. "Can I come in and talk to you?"
I silently stepped back and let her walk into the living room. We sat across from each other, saying nothing. My heart wasn't pounding, my palms weren't clammy. This time I just felt cold, and kind of empty. It was like seeing a person from a painful but distant part of my past. And I realized that I was further along in the process of getting over Jenny than I had realized.
"Do you want a drink, or a cup of coffee?"
"Some water would be great, thanks."
I brought her a glass of water, and one for me. We sat some more. I knew one thing: I wasn't going to say a word. She'd come with something in mind—I was going to wait to see what the hell it was this time.
"Nick, I...I haven't seen you in a long time. Since the day I was here with you and Davis."
I waited.
"I know you've been...been spending time with Angie, because she was telling me about it now and then when we talked."
She looked at me, obviously hoping I'd jump in and help her out, but I just watched her.
"But recently, for some reason Angie doesn't return my calls. I don't know what's bothering her, whether she's mad at me or something."
More silence. Her look got more imploring.
"Nick, are you and she...dating? Are you a couple, or are you just hanging out together, you know, like friends?" Her tone was a little pleading.
I said, very slowly, "I don't really think that's your business, Jenny. You and I aren't together any more, and what's going on in my social life is private."
She looked hurt, but she nodded her head. "Yes—I see that."
Then she took a deep breath, and plunged ahead. "You know why I'm asking, don't you? I still love you, Nick—more than I ever realized. After my—my horrible mistake, with Alec, I've had lots of time to think about everything I threw away.
"Baby, all I want is you again! I'll do anything to make up for the hurt I caused you. God, I was such an idiot! But I know that now, honest I do!"
I wondered why my heart wasn't pounding, why I felt kind of dull rather than wired. "Jenny, I'm—I'm just not getting back together with you.
"You say you've been thinking about your 'mistake'—but I don't think you have any idea of how totally you destroyed me."
Impulsively, I made a decision. I stood up. "Come with me, OK? I want to show you something."
Looking puzzled, she followed me as I went up the stairs. Soon we were standing in front of the closed door of what had been our bedroom.
"In the first couple of weeks after you left I went kind of crazy. I moved into the guest room, but I kept going back into our bedroom and...doing things to it. Venting my feelings.
"Then I got sick of it, and I just stopped. I haven't been back in this room since about three weeks after you moved out. But I think when you see it, you'll have some idea of how your betrayal made me feel."
I opened the door and flipped on the light, then stood aside to let her walk in ahead of me. I heard her gasp, "Oh my God," as she gazed around at what had been the bedroom for all of our married life.
The bed's sheets had been pulled part way down and were covered in dried cum, the results of the 8-10 times I'd jerked off onto them. The whole room still smelled like stale sex.
Pinned up on one wall was Jenny's sexiest red nightie (actually, it was a copy I'd bought, since she'd taken the original with her when she moved out). Right where her heart would be if she'd been in it, a steak knife was plunged deeply through the nightie and into the wall.
The candles that had stood on the bedside the night I found her with Alec were broken into pieces, lying randomly on the floor. Waxy stains marked the spots where I'd repeatedly hurled them against the walls.
Pieces of our wedding album lay everywhere. I'd torn it apart, page by page, then torn the pages and the photographs into pieces and scattered them randomly.
At about ankle height there were several deep gashes in the walls, where I'd kicked hard with my shoes. And on one wall, written in huge letters in red lipstick, were the words "DIE CUNT BITCH".
I watched as Jenny looked at the room, taking in the ugliness and the destruction. When she turned to me, shock evident on her face, I said, "bet you didn't know I could get that angry, did you? I didn't either.
"They say that in times of stress you find out new things about yourself. Well, I found out how much hate and rage I had inside me, ready to be released by sufficient provocation. And you provided it, Jenny."
Her face wore a look of sadness I'd never seen before. I sensed that maybe she was starting to get it, starting to understand just how badly she had hurt me.
In an empty voice she said, "oh, Nick—I am so sorry. So very sorry."
She moved slowly towards me, wanting to take me in her arms. But I said, "no, Jenny, I don't think so." Without another word I turned away from her and went back down the stairs.
It was nearly ten minutes before she came down and sat with me in the living room.
"It's really, really over, isn't it?"
I nodded to her. "You killed it, and it's not coming back to life."
She started to cry, looking at me, her shoulders shaking. Then after a couple of minutes she rose, still crying, and walked out of the house.
***************
"I really want you here, Davis—are you my friend or not?"
He gave me an exasperated look. "Do you think I'd have put up with your bullshit all these years if I wasn't your friend? Spare me!" he said with a snort.
"I just don't see why I need to be around while you talk to Angela."
"For luck, maybe," I said. "Remember when Jenny came to the house? It was your idea to be here with me, and thank God you were. I really needed you.
"So call it a silly superstition, man; just don't go, OK? At least hang around for the first few minutes."
He sighed with elaborate resignation, but I knew he'd stay. We watched another half-inning, and then when the doorbell rang I turned off the TV and went to answer the door.
"Hi, Angie".
"Hi Nick," she said shyly. She looked so beautiful I just wanted to grab her, but I didn't. She was wearing a white skirt and a sleeveless knit top, with just a little hint of cleavage. Very attractive, but not at all provocative or slutty. And her hair was shiny and gorgeous. I knew she wasn't a beauty in the same class as Jenny, but I didn't care—she looked lovely.
"Hi, Davis," she said, giving him a smile as she came into the living room. He rose and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "Hey, Angie."
"I asked Davis to stay while we talked—at least for a little while."
"Nick, I don't care who's here to listen to me apologize, I'm going to do it anyway. I am just so sorry..."
"Shh," I interrupted her. "I know you're sorry. You said so when we talked at your place—and you've said so in how many phone messages since then?" I smiled at her.
"So let's talk about what comes after 'sorry'. Me first, then, you, OK?"
Angie nodded.
"Okay. Number One is—again!—Jenny and I are done. Finished. Over. I don't even hate her quite so much as I used to, but I'm never getting back together with her. Got it?"
Angie nodded again, with a little bit of a smile peeking through.
"So, Number Two is, anything that you and I decide we want is about just the two of us—all promises to Jenny are null and void. She is out of the picture. Can you agree to that?"
"Yes, Nick," she said, sounding a little meek.
"Now, to Number Three. You really hurt me, Angie. After what Jenny did, just about the last thing I needed was to fall for somebody else who was going to deceive me, do you understand that?"
"Of course I do Nick, and I am so ashamed of...
"Wait a minute. Did you say, 'fall for'?" She looked at me, a smile starting to break out.
"Yeah," I replied, smiling back at her. "You got a problem with that?"
"No, baby, I don't have a problem with that."
I looked over at Davis and gave him a wink. He looked at Angie and me a moment longer, enjoying our smiles at one another; then he waved a hand to me and headed for the door.
I went over to Angela and gently pulled her to her feet. "In that case, I think you owe me for a rather painfully interrupted evening." I kissed her, and she threw her arms around my neck and pulled me tightly against her.
You know the drill now, right? Hard to do justice to in words. Kisses, tongues, clothes come flying off, she drags me to the couch....
I'm not saying it wasn't great. In fact, I'm saying it WAS great. It was fantastic, especially for the first time. I hadn't been so excited since I was 16, touching Arlene Arnold's rather small tits for the very first time in her rec room.
Well, actually, I was probably this excited the first time I had Jenny too, but I sure wasn't thinking about that at the moment. In any case, Angie and I were on the couch naked in a matter of two minutes; and I was inside her within thirty seconds after that; and we were fucking hard, kissing each other, whispering to each other, and there were tears on her cheeks; and she was saying "yes, baby, yes, baby" over and over; and when I came it felt like utter heaven.
It's actually the second time I want to tell you about. When we'd finished making love the first time—and damned if it didn't feel like making love, too, not just like fucking—we lay together and giggled a little. Then we got up, leaving our clothes on the floor, and I led her by the hand into the kitchen.
We got out some salami and bread and cheese, and a bottle of champagne I'd had in the fridge forever, since long before Jenny left, and we headed upstairs to my real bedroom, the one I actually slept in. And we got into bed and ate and drank and giggled some more, and enjoyed the tipsy feeling that a shared bottle of champagne can give you.
And then we did it a second time, and that was the magic one.
Angie lay on her tummy and I massaged and stroked her all over, long smooth strokes, from the top of her neck down her back, and from the bottom of her feet up to her beautiful ass. I took my time, letting her relax and enjoy it, with an occasional "mmm" or a sigh of pleasure.
And then I had her turn over and I did the front, avoiding her lovely breasts and her pussy until last, just running my hands up and down her arms, around her chest and belly, then her legs and thighs. I knew she was loving it, both from the smile on her face and the smell of arousal that got stronger and stronger.
Then I made love to her breasts, with my fingers and lips, until she was breathing hard and ready to orgasm. And I left my hands up there while I slid my mouth down into her wet pussy—I kissed it and licked it and teased it, and then finally I sucked her clit into my mouth and tongued it while still pinching her nipples, and her whole body rose to an explosive climax and her hips bucked up at me and...
Wait a minute, that was kind of a run-on sentence, wasn't it? Shit. Well, I'll try to do better.
After she relaxed from her orgasm, Angie looked at me with dreamy eyes and said, "get up here, you". She pulled me gently up her body, and without waiting any longer I slid right into her.



We had a long, slow, absolutely delicious fuck. I remembered vaguely doing this with Jenny, in the early days of our relationship: me sliding in and out, easily, no hurry, varying my pace and my depth. Angie and I looked at one another, we kissed, I put my head on her shoulder and kissed her neck; and we went on and on. It was intimate and sweet, and much more like making love than just fucking. During those minutes everything but the joy of Angie's body was forgotten, far away—I was as happy as I had ever been.
I lost track of time, but finally Angie started humping her hips up at me more energetically, and whispered, "c'mon, baby, come for me", and I sped up at last and came hard, came like crazy, gasping with it, while she squealed and pulled me tightly into her, her arms squeezing the breath out of me.
And then we kissed, and smiled; and slept for a while.
And then we talked.
"That was backwards, you know Angie?" I said to her. I was sitting up in bed, two pillows behind my back, and she was lying half-way on me, her head on my chest, playing idly with my chest hair.
"Mmm?"
"I mean, we did it first, and now we have to talk about what it meant."
She suddenly tugged hard on my chest hair, and she giggled when I yelped and pulled her hand away.
"Well I don't think it will take very long to talk about what it meant—at least for me."
"Oh?" I said.
Without looking up at me, she went on. "What it meant for me is that I'm crazy about you, Nick. I started feeling that way about the third or fourth time we hung out together, and it's just gotten stronger and stronger.
"If it weren't for Jenny and my promise to her, if I'd only been thinking about myself, I would have dragged you into bed weeks ago."
Now she sat up and looked right into my eyes. "I don't want to tell you I'm in love with you—but that's mainly 'cause I don't want to scare you off.
"But I will tell you that you mean an awful lot to me, and I intend to make sure you know that." And she kissed me gently, looking seriously into my eyes.
"Okay, Angie. My turn now.
"I'm pretty crazy about you too. But I'm also coming out of a pretty painful, destructive relationship, and it may be that I still have a few trust issues." She poked me in the ribs, and I swatted her butt with my hand.
"I know why you did why you did—and thank God you stopped us that night, and then were honest enough to explain it all to me. But it's going to take me a while, maybe a long time, to feel that I can really trust you.
"It might have taken a long time anyway, after what Jenny did. But that bullshit about sleeping with me so Jenny could get me back...
"Listen, you need to see something." I got out of bed and pulled her out with me. Naked, hand in hand, we walked down the hall and stood before the closed door of Jenny's and my old bedroom.
"In there is a kind of shrine to how fucked-up and angry I'm capable of getting. You shouldn't be under any illusions about me." I opened the door and gestured for her to go in. Then I padded back to bed, and sat waiting for her to return.
After a few minutes Angie came back into the room, her face serious. Without saying a word, she climbed into bed and pulled herself tightly against me, wriggling until we were as closely pressed together as we could be.
She whispered into my shoulder, "I'm so sorry for what she did to you!"
Then she sat up. "And I'm so sorry for what I almost did to you—it just kills me that I might have lost you that way."
"Well, you didn't," I said gruffly, my throat suddenly kind of tight. "And if you play your cards right, you won't." I pulled her to me and kissed her gently.
Wouldn't you know it? At that moment the fucking phone rang. With a muttered curse, I picked it up.
"Hello? Oh, hi mom. Listen, I can't talk now—I'll have to call you back." With a smile at Angie, I hung up the phone.
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[This is a continuation of a story by Just Plain Bob. As always, I am deeply grateful for JPB for allowing me to write follow-ups to some of his stories. If you hate it, please blame me and not JPB.]
*
I had left the pictures in an envelope on our bed, so that when Cynthia came home from her trip there was no way she could miss them. I suspected she might call me at work, or even come storming into my office to confront me; but I wasn't sure. There was a chance she wouldn't do anything, or that she'd wait until I got home, or even that she'd just leave me.
When I walked in the house was quiet, no signs of dinner being prepared, no lights on downstairs. I climbed up to the bedroom and found her there. She was lying fully clothed on the bed, asleep. Her eye makeup had smeared down both her cheeks, so I could tell she'd been crying. The envelope and the pictures were scattered all around the room, some of them ripped into pieces.
So there wasn't much doubt about how she felt about them. They were pictures of me fucking Susanne Jenkins, the sister of a guy I worked with. And Cynthia didn't seem to be too happy about it.
***************
I hadn't originally planned to take pictures. In fact, I hadn't originally planned to fuck Susanne—or anyone but Cynthia. For nearly a year after finding out about Cynthia's "business trips", which were really excuses to have gangbangs with black men, I did my best to live with it.
Cynthia was right about some of what she had said to me. She was always the most loving, affectionate, and sexually exciting wife a man could ask for. Both in bed and out, she went out of her way to please me. We had a terrific time together, both as lovers and friends; and when I looked at the marriages of some of my acquaintances and co-workers, there wasn't a single one I was tempted to change places with.
So I guess you could say that it really was just my ego that was hurt. However, never underestimate how important a man's ego is to him. Cynthia's gangbangs meant, at least to me, that I wasn't enough for her—that all my loving, affection, and sexual attentions weren't enough to satisfy her. Once every few weeks she had to have a big dose of black dicks to keep her happy.
And it ate at me. While she kept on being a loving wife at home, she also kept to her regular traveling (and gangbanging) schedule. And with each passing month, the sense of humiliation I felt about what she was doing grew worse and worse. With each trip, it got harder and harder just to jump happily in bed with her on her return; to fuck that beautiful pussy and not think about what she'd been doing with it for the previous few nights; to kiss her mouth and not imagine how many dicks she'd been sucking off.
I met Susanne at a company picnic when her brother Artie roped me into being her partner in some stupid three-legged race. She was about 30, recently divorced, and extremely attractive. We finished fourth in the race, and we might have won if we hadn't started to stumble near the end. We were laughing so hard we barely made it to the finish line.
Cynthia was away on another trip that weekend, and so when Artie and his wife invited me to join Susanne and them for dinner, I was happy to go along. At the end of the evening I volunteered to drive Susanne home. She asked me to come in for coffee, and we sat and talked. I heard about her divorce, and to my surprise I was incredibly tempted to tell her all about Cynthia and me.
I resisted the temptation, though—I just couldn't handle the humiliation I would feel if the guys I worked with ever learned the truth about my marriage. So I just told Susanne that Cynthia and I had some problems, and to my surprise Susanne's eyes lit up.
I was thinking it was time to head for home, when she surprised me again by sliding over on the couch and putting her arms around me.
"I'm a pretty direct girl, Rob, so I hope you'll forgive me. You're a nice, funny, attractive man, and the fact is that it's been months since I got laid and I'm horny as hell. I'm not a homewrecker, though, and I would never come on to you if you hadn't made it clear that things weren't so great at home.
"The last thing I'm looking for is a serious relationship—it'll be a while before I'm ready for that. But if you're interested, I'd like to take you into the bedroom and ball your eyes out. If not, no hard feelings, and I hope I haven't offended you."
She took my surprised silence for a refusal, and after a few moments got up and said, "sorry, Rob. I can tell you're not so crazy about the idea."
"Wait a minute! You caught me by surprise, is all. I haven't been with another woman since I started dating Cynthia, and it never occurred to me that I might get the chance tonight.
"I'd love to go to bed with you, Susanne. But are you sure that a one-night fling with a married man, even an unhappy married man, is what you want?"
She smiled and said, "if all goes well, maybe it won't just be a one-night fling."
***************
Sex with Susanne was far too much fun for me to give it up after one night. She was enthusiastic, energetic, and very vocal. The first time we just jumped out of our clothes and went right to it.
"I'm too excited for foreplay, Rob, just put it in me." I did, and we pounded against each other while she moaned and cried out and urged me on. "Oh, oh, oh yeah, oh yes Rob, oh yes, oh baby, go baby..."
You get the idea. In no time she was coming hard beneath me, and I kept plunging into her until I filled her with a load of my cum.
After that we rested a little, and smiled at each other, and then played some more, taking our time. Her body was plumper and rounder than Cynthia's, and her breasts a little bigger and softer. I loved licking and sucking them, and Susanne actually came once just from my playing with them.
By the end of the night I learned that Susanne loved oral sex, and she liked to try different positions. The second time we did it reverse cowgirl, but with her leaning back against me and her legs stretched out next to mine. In this position I could keep one hand on a breast and the other stroking her clit, and she went crazy, humping against me and crying out as we both came furiously. Then we got a snack from the kitchen, she sucked me up again, and we were off and running.
When I left the next morning it was understood we'd be doing this again soon. I made clear that I had no intention of leaving Cynthia or doing anything to break up my marriage, and that was fine with Susanne.
"Like I said, baby, I'm not looking for anything serious. But last night was more fun than a barrel of monkeys, and I really hope we'll be doing it again soon."
For the next six months, Susanne and I got together almost every time Cynthia went out of town. Not surprisingly, I didn't feel the least bit guilty about it—why should I, when I knew that Cynthia was getting her fill of anywhere from six to twelve strange dicks? I tried to take her attitude: what I was doing wasn't taking anything away from our love and affection for one another.
I even made sure that my last fuck with Susanne was always a good 24 hours before Cynthia got back, so that my batteries would be recharged for the usual welcome-home romp with my wife. Cynthia must have done the same thing, because she never felt loose or fucked-out with me.
But while the sex was great, and I grew fond of Susanne, it never really filled the hole in my heart that Cynthia's out-of-town gangbangs had put there. I felt confident that I was a good lover, and Susanne's enthusiasm confirmed it—but I still wasn't enough for my wife. I knew it, and it hurt.
So when Susanne told me one day that she was dating someone special, and that it was time for her and me to see goodbye, I made a decision. I didn't want things to continue—I didn't want to find a new Susanne and just keep fucking around behind Cynthia's back while she fucked around behind mine. I needed a resolution to my unhappy situation.
So I asked Susanne to go to bed with me one more time, and I bought a camera with a timer and set it up on a tripod. I got some nice juicy shots of the two of us in various positions.
And then I made up some 8 x 10 prints and left them in an envelope on our bed for Cynthia to find when she came back from her current trip.
***************
I sat down gently next to the bed, shook Cynthia very gently and said, "Cyn, honey, I'm home."
She sat up and looked at me bleary-eyed for a second; then she cried, you BASTARD!" and hit me hard in the shoulder with her fist. I pulled her into my arms, and she sobbed against my chest for ten minutes or more, while I just held her and stroked her hair and murmured to her.
Finally she was calm, and she sat up and looked at me, her eyes full of sorrow.
"I can hardly say 'what the hell were you doing with that whore?', can I? Or 'how could you do this to me?'
"Jesus, Rob, I have no idea what to say to you. All this time I never once thought you would...fuck around on me. So I had no idea what it would feel like. And it feels terrible."
"I'm sorry, Cyn," I said. "Not for doing it, but I am sorry that it hurts you so much."
"Who is she? God, she's gorgeous—just look at those boobs. Is this your way of saying goodbye, honey? Are you in love with her? Or were you just trying to rub my nose in what I've been doing to you?"
I shook my head. "No to all three, Cyn. She was just a fuck-buddy, a divorced sister of Artie from work. And I wasn't trying to pay you back. She came on to me after the office picnic last summer, while you were away, and I couldn't think of a good reason to turn her down. We've been getting together since then during your business trips, but now she's met a nice guy she's dating and we've called it off."
"Then why the pictures? I never knew a thing about it—why make me so miserable now?" She started to cry again, softly.
I took her hand and said, "because I didn't want to keep doing this. I didn't want to go out and find another good-time girl to screw, trying to make myself feel better about what you're doing when you're out of town.
"I tried to make myself believe that my nights with Susanne were making me okay with your...adventures. But it didn't work, Cyn.
"How about we go get something at the Diner, and then come back here and talk some more?"
She cleaned herself up and we went out to eat, but it was a quiet meal. Neither of us had much to offer in the way of small talk, knowing what was ahead. We skipped dessert in favor of cups of coffee back home at our kitchen table.
I didn't waste any time—after all, I'd been thinking about this for months.
"It seems to me we have three choices, Cyn—at least, there are only three that I'm prepared to consider.
"First, we could go on as before. You'd continue your 'activities', and I'd probably find someone else to have occasional nights with when you're away. That's not what I want, though. I think the sex you're having with other people, and the sex I was having with Susanne, are driving us apart. I don't feel very optimistic about our marriage if it goes on like that.
"Second, we could agree to be monogamous—like I thought we had agreed to be when we took our marriage vows, actually." I said this in a kind of hard voice, and Cynthia looked away.
"I would happily give up any other women for the rest of my life—but you'd have to give up what you've been doing, too.
"Or third, we can get a divorce. You'd be free to have all the fun you want, and you wouldn't even have to go out of town anymore, at least not to protect me or our marriage."
Cynthia looked at me bleakly for a long time. Then she said, "I don't want a divorce, baby. I've always meant what I said when I talked about how much I love you. If it means giving up...other men, then I'll just have to find a way to do it. It will be hard as hell after all these years..."
She looked up at me as she said that, with a pleading expression, but I said nothing. Finally she continued. "It will be hard as hell, but I'll do it."
I took her in my arms and said, "let's go to bed. We're both exhausted, and we can talk more about this in the morning."
***************
The next few days were strange. Cynthia was more loving—and less confident—than I'd ever seen her before. We made love all the time, but gently, without most of the usual hard pounding and fireworks. She was affectionate and eager to please; but she was also a little tentative, and I knew exactly why.
"Pretty hard just to be your old confident self in bed when you feel you're competing with someone, isn't it?" I thought that to myself, but never said it.
Gradually over the next couple of weeks, things returned to normal. The hard-charging, ambitious Cynthia started showing up more often, and our gentle love-making became more energetic and fiery again.
On the last night before her next trip we had another long talk about my three choices, and Cynthia confirmed that she was going with Door No. 2.
"Are you sure you can do it?" I asked her.
"If I know I have to, yes," she answered me. "Things are different now, Rob. Those pictures of you and Susanne made me feel for the first time what it felt like to be in the position I put you in for so long. I didn't like it—and I know you don't like it. So I'm just going to stop.
"And if that means I come home from my trips hornier than ever—well, you'll just have to take your vitamins!" She gave me a grin, and I grabbed her up in my arms and headed for the bedroom.
The happiest day of my life may have been five days later, when Cynthia returned from Dallas and Denver. We'd talked every night on the phone while she was away—unlike the old days, when I only had her cell phone number, now Cynthia left me her hotel phone number in each city.
The day she returned I rushed home a little early from the office, and she met me at the door in her bathrobe with a drink and a smile. "Come in, baby, I brought you a little gift from my trip."
She led me into the bedroom and sat me on the bed. Then she disappeared into the bathroom for a minute, returning in a short red nightie that highlighted her breasts and came down barely to her hips.
"Here's your gift, honey," she cooed, smiling at me and pointing to her carefully trimmed bush. "My little kitty—untouched by anyone but me since the last time you visited. She sure has missed you!"
Our lovemaking that night was better than anything I'd ever experienced. I had never felt closer to Cynthia, never felt luckier to have such an amazingly smart, gorgeous, sexy, and loving woman for my wife. Between the fucking, the cuddling and kissing, and her sucking me up for another go-round, we were at it most of the night.
And the next few months were gloriously happy. The new feeling of closeness made everything between us better—both when we were together and when Cyn was away on a trip.
Until—there just has to be an "until", doesn't there? Until a night when she was supposed to be staying in the Marriott in Kansas City but she didn't answer her phone. Not at 9, not at 10, not at 11. At 11:48 pm she called me, worried and out of breath.
"Sorry, baby, I'm so sorry I'm late. A sales meeting ran over, then the restaurant lost our reservation, then the customers wanted to sit and chat for hours—I just got away now. I saw your messages—I'm sorry if you were worried!"
I thought to myself, 'why didn't you just give me a call on your cell?' But I didn't say it. We had a nice, loving chat, I pretended to be reassured, and that was that.
But everything changed. All my worries came flooding back, and I wondered constantly if she was up to her old tricks again. When she came home two days later I watched her intently. She seemed like the same loving wife, but was she a little careful with me? Did I catch her gazing at me with concern, when she didn't think I was looking?
I didn't know whether I had turned into a paranoid maniac, or whether something really was going on. But I knew that I needed to know once and for all. If she'd gone back to cheating on me now, after our confrontation and all our long talks, all her promises....
When she left for Salt Lake City and Las Vegas three weeks later, I saw her off at the airport, then got on my own flight to Salt Lake an hour later. I knew Cynthia usually checked in, changed her clothes, and then headed off for her business meetings. So I took a cab to the Hilton, showed them my name and lots of identification, told them I was in town to surprise my wife on her birthday, and convinced the Assistant Manager to let me have a key to her room.
At 6:15 I was sitting in a corner of the lobby with a newspaper, baseball cap pulled down over my eyes, facing the elevators. Cyn walked in about 8 pm and headed straight upstairs. Thirty seconds later a nondescript, thickset man came over and sat down next to me.
"I picked her up at the airport, tailed her here, then to her meetings, then to dinner at the Salt Lake Grill. She was there with four men and one other woman, from about 6pm until 15 minutes ago. It all seemed on the up and up."
This was Ernie Solomon, a P.I. I'd hired the week before. He sat with me and we shared the newspaper for another couple of hours, watching the elevators.
There aren't too many black people in the Salt Lake City Hilton, but a little after 9pm three tall black men came in together and rode up to the fifth floor—the same floor as Cynthia's room. Twenty minutes later there were two more, also tall and good-looking. They also got off on the fifth floor.
I waited until about 9:55 pm, then I pulled out my cell phone. First I called home and checked the messages. Cynthia had called to say she was back in her hotel room and would be watching TV and turning in early—she'd talk to me in the morning.
Then I used the hotel's house phone to call her room, and listened carefully to anything I could hear in the background.
"Hi babe, it's me," I said. "Sorry I missed your call earlier, I stayed a little late at work. How are you?"
There was nothing but quiet behind her as she spoke. "I'm fine, sweetie—just tired. I miss you already."
"Anything on TV, or were you already asleep?"
"No, I'd just turned it off. In fact, Rob, if you don't mind too much, I'd like to turn in—would that be all right?"
I still hadn't heard anything suspicious, but Cynthia's voice seemed strained, like she was trying hard to control it.
"No, that's fine, baby. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Love you!"
"Love you too, honey. Good night!"
There was a bit of time before she got the phone back into its cradle. Just a split-second before the line disconnected, I heard it. The beginning of a groan from Cynthia—just the sound she made when I first slid my cock into her. And I heard a fragment of a word, maybe "Not" or "Now", in a man's voice.
Not much—but enough.
***************
We waited ten minutes, then took the elevator to the fifth floor. In the empty hallway I asked Ernie for his pistol and put it in my pocket.
"Wait for me in the lobby, OK? I'm only going to be a couple of minutes."
I quietly used the key to open the door to 519, and quietly closed it behind me. A short hallway led into the bedroom, where I could hear vigorous activity and the squeaking sounds of a bed in active use.
I cautiously poked my head into the room. Cynthia was lying on her side, and three of the black guys I'd seen earlier were making her airtight. The guy behind her had his cock in her ass, another one in front of her was all the way into her pussy, and over his shoulder the third guy was bent over the bed feeding his dick into her mouth. At the far wall the other two guys sat naked on the couch, their cocks drooping. I guess they'd already finished round one.
As I pulled out my cell phone to take some pictures, Cynthia saw me first. She stiffened and her eyes went wide, but she couldn't get the guy's cock out of her mouth fast enough to say anything before I started snapping photos. I took a fast six or eight before anyone could react to the flash.



But then they turned around in shock, and their surprised faces started to look menacing. "Hey man, what the fuck are you doing?" said one of them, the one who'd been in Cynthia's ass. The two on the couch had jumped up and started towards me.
I couldn't drag my eyes away from Cyn, who was looking at me with a sick, guilty expression. Her flushed face had gone completely pale. Her beautiful hair hung down in sweaty strings around her face. There was cum all over her breasts and stomach. Her mouth was open, now that it was free of cock, but no words were coming out.
Recovering myself, I yanked the pistol out and pointed it right at the closer of the two men who were approaching me.
"Stop right there, assholes. Good—now back up and sit yourselves back down on the couch. That's it, very good."
I gestured to the other three. "Get over there with them. I'm actually very good with a gun, want to try me?" Glaring at me, they moved away from the bed and towards the couch.
Cyn had finally begun to speak, in a trembling voice. "Rob, honey, I'm so..."
"Shut up, Cyn. There's not a word you can say that I have any interest in hearing." I said this in a cold voice, never looking away from the five naked black guys.
One of them said, "look, man, what the fuck do you want?"
Their attitude pissed me off—acting like I owed THEM something! I'd been planning to leave them alone—figuring that Cynthia had probably come onto them in the first place—but I changed my mind.
"In case you hadn't figured it out by now, dipshit, the slut you've been boning is my wife, and I'm not too pleased about it. Now each of you is going to get up—one at a time—get your wallet out of your pants, and put it right here on the floor in front of me.
"Anyone who moves too fast or tries something stupid is going to wind up with a bullet in him, got it? Now you," I said, pointing to one of the guys on the couch, "you go first."
Slowly, carefully, watching me every minute, they one after another got their wallets and left them in front of me. I heard the sounds of Cynthia sobbing but paid no attention to her. I carefully bent down and picked up the five wallets, stuffing them in my pockets.
"Very good—nice to see that you can all follow directions. I'll be taking my leave now. You can stay and play games for the rest of the night, or you can get the hell out of here now, it makes no difference to me. Just nobody leave this room for the next ten minutes, unless you want a bullet in your ass. Your wallets will be downstairs at the front desk."
Without turning my head away from the five men I spoke to Cynthia.
"Don't come home for at least two days. Your stuff will be packed in the garage; you can rent a truck and come take it away. Don't try to get in touch with me."
I slowly backed up towards the door, making sure not to take my eyes off the men, though they seemed pretty cowed by the pistol.
Cynthia was sobbing, trying to plead with me. "Rob, please, baby! It was a mistake, I didn't mean to...."
"Save it, Cyn. There's no one here who gives a shit." I reached the door the hall, turned and left.
Downstairs I discreetly returned the pistol to Ernie and handed him the five wallets.
"She was fucking five guys—here are their wallets. I'd like you to copy down their names and addresses, then leave the wallets at the front desk."
I handed him my cell phone. "I've got some good pictures of all of them with Cynthia. Please check these guys out—the ones that are married or have girlfriends, make copies of the photos and hand-deliver them to the women. Then you can FedEx the phone back to me."
Ernie nodded, then shook my hand with a mournful expression. I had the feeling he'd seen a lot of scenes like this before.
"The hell of it is, she really loves me. I know she does."
Ernie looked at me, and nodded again. "That's always the worst," he said.
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[Author's Note: This is a continuation, at Just Plain Bob's invitation, to his story "What to Do about Edie". Thanks to JPB for posting his story and inviting responses.]
Actually, it turned out that figuring out what to do about Edie was the easy part. I loved her—I loved her more than I'd ever loved anyone, in fact—but I wasn't going to stick around and be her happy cuckold of a husband. Thinking about what I'd seen her do made me want to throw up. In fact I had to pull the truck over to the side of the road at one point, because I was afraid I really WOULD throw up.
I thought about how turned-on I'd gotten watching her fuck the shit out of those two guys—didn't that mean I liked it? Didn't that mean I was OK with it? And I realized the answer was No. Watching people have sex can be a turn-on, and Edie in a three-way with two men, with her fantastic body and her amazing enthusiasm, was a huge turn-on. I reacted pretty much like any other red-blooded heterosexual man would do.
But that didn't mean I didn't hate it—and Edie. I had been the best, most loving, and completely faithful husband I could be. I'd tried in every way I could to satisfy and please her, both in bed and out. And here she was, not only stepping out on me, but apparently taking every possible opportunity to bang any man who came within range. From the sound of her phone conversation with Bonnie, the two of them were doing some pretty regular group scenes.
So one part of my situation was easy: I was out of there. But I needed to decide how to manage it, and I needed to think hard about my so-called friends—Harry, Marvin and Joe.
***************
I took care of Joe first, because he was the easiest. He and I and a couple of other guys played golf about every other Sunday. It was a relaxed, friendly game, with some small bets and some beer-drinking and bragging at the end.
The next week I waited until the 17th tee—no sense in ruining a good round of golf!—and then I took care of Joe. Very casually, as I took out my driver, I saw from Joe's shadow just where he was standing behind me. As I took a "practice swing" I twisted my body slightly, just enough that my backswing came up and the head of the club nearly took Joe's head off. There was a sickening "crack" and he collapsed to the ground, blood pouring out of his mouth.
Well, that ended the game, of course. I acted horrified, while the other two guys truly were horrified. We called an ambulance and went to the ER with him. His wife Amy was called, and when she arrived I apologized to her over and over. (Joe was unconscious in the operating room while they tried to put his jaw back together.) The other guys backed me up—it was just a terrible accident. I truly enjoyed playing the role of the devastated friend, overcome with sorrow and guilt.
Even more fun were the visits I paid to Joe's bedside for the next five days, until they finally sent him home. I played the guilt-stricken friend to the hilt, but when he thought I wasn't looking he would gaze at me, an uncertain look in his eye. I knew he was wondering whether I knew about him and Edie, and whether that backswing was really an accident—and I just let him go on wondering.
When I came home from the hospital that Saturday and told Edie about poor Joe, I don't think it occurred to her that it could have been anything but accidental. She had absolutely no reason to suspect that I knew she was a complete slut. I had been playing the loving husband, and our sex-life had continued unchanged since the day I watched her with the realtor and his buddy.
In some ways it had even gotten better. My love for her was pretty much destroyed by the pain and anger I felt, but my lust for her was unabated. And I found that fucking her like a whore—especially with the images of that three-way still in my mind—was even more fun than making love to her like a caring husband.
She asked me once, after a particularly vigorous fuck, what had gotten into me lately. I just smiled, and told her a made-up story I had ready for the occasion.
"A couple of weeks ago Archie at work showed me a picture of a naked pornstar he found on the Internet. He was going on and on about how hot she was, and I realized that she didn't look nearly as sexy as you do. I've been thinking about it ever since."
Needless to say, she was perfectly happy with that answer.
***************
My revenge on Marvin was quite different. Getting even with him required ruining his wife's life at the same time, and I never would have done what I did had his wife not been such a loathsome bitch, but that's just what she was. Alice was short-tempered, bigoted, and ungenerous. Virtually nobody liked her; people just put up with her because they liked Marvin.
About two weeks after the golf club accident, some friends had a big Saturday night party. Edie and I were there, and so were Marvin and Alice. The party got pretty wild, with lots of drinking and dancing and a fair amount of discreet groping in dark corners. I took particular notice of Alice's dress, which was red with gold trim and kind of low-cut in front.
The following Tuesday I took an hour off work in the middle of the day and drove to Alice and Marvin's house. As I expected Alice was home, and I gave her some bullshit about a surprise party I wanted to plan for Edie, just to get her talking. We had some coffee, and after twenty minutes or so I excused myself and went upstairs to use their bathroom.
I'd been in the house many times, so within seconds I found Alice's dress from the party in their bedroom closet. Taking it quickly into the bathroom and locking the door, I proceeded to jerk myself off, letting a few drops of cum drip onto the front of the dress. (You might think that would have been tough—but all I had to do was think about Edie at the neighbor's pool to get myself up and at it.)
I carefully put the dress back in the closet where it had been and headed downstairs again. After another few minutes of meaningless chatter with Alice, I drove back to work.
The next day I created a yahoo account with the screen name "WordToTheWise" and sent a message to Marvin. It was a short one:
"Your wife has been screwing around on you. I fucked her at the Thompsons' party, and I wasn't the only one.
"If you don't believe me, check the front of her dress. She gave me a blowjob in the bathroom, and when I came some of it leaked out of her mouth and dripped on the dress.
"Just thought you'd like to know—A Friend"
Now I knew old Marvin pretty well, and he was one of the most jealous guys around. Never mind that he'd been dipping his wick into Edie—even the mere thought of Alice with somebody else could get him going. So I wasn't too surprised by what Edie told me over dinner about three nights later.
"I spoke to Hannah today, and she told me that Marvin and Alice are divorcing."
"Really?" I said, trying to look surprised. "What on earth for?"
"Apparently Marvin is convinced Alice cheated on him at the Thompsons' party. He found a stain on her dress that he insists is another man's, uh, semen, but Alice swears up and down that she hasn't let another man touch her since their wedding."
Looking thoughtful, I said, "that's a shame. Not that I ever cared for Alice all that much, but still...
"Actually, I find it hard to believe she cheated on Marvin. It was obvious she loved him, and what kind of woman who loved her husband would hop in bed with another man behind his back?"
I looked innocently at Edie while making this little speech, and enjoyed the sight of her avoiding my eyes. She did manage to lie to me, though.
"I was thinking the same thing, baby. It seems much more likely to me that Marvin is wrong, somehow."
***************
That wasn't the end of me and Marvin, however. I had more in mind for him, though it had to wait several months. He filed for divorce, Alice got a real shark for a lawyer, and it got very ugly. Legal documents back and forth, fights about money, name-calling, the works.
I saw Marvin once during that time, at a bar. He looked terrible, and was working on what appeared to be his fifth or sixth drink. I commiserated with him, but he was too drunk even to focus on me, let alone judge my sincerity.
About a year after the divorce—and long after my life with Edie had come to an end—I got back in touch with Marvin. He'd moved to the West coast, but I got his new work email and sent him another message from "WordToTheWise":
"Dear Marvin: Remember that message I sent you, where I said some other guys and I had fucked your wife? I'll bet you do!
"Well, old friend, I was just kidding you. I sneaked into your house one day and put the cum on Alice's dress. Sorry about that! I guess the whole nasty divorce was for nothing....
"Why on earth would I do such a horrible thing to you? See if you can figure it out. Cheers!"
***************
Harry took a little longer—but it was worth it. He was a salesman for a high-end home security firm, and never went anywhere without a briefcase full of demo equipment. He worked hard, and had been the top seller in his company for several months in a row. He used to brag that when he'd been Number 1 for a whole year, the company would send him and his wife to Hawaii for two weeks.
I had a good friend from college who was in the same business in another state, so I called him, told him the circumstances, and asked him for a big favor. He listened and said he'd call me back.
When Rob called the next day, it was to say, "listen, I know how to handle this cocksucker. Get me a list of his last dozen important sales, with names, addresses, and phone numbers, and I'll take care of the rest. I've arranged to take a couple of personal days off next week."
It turns out that everything these days is done via computer, including security systems, and my buddy Rob is a first-rate hacker. He has to be: he protects the clients in his company from other hackers trying to get in.
In just a few hours, working from a throwaway cell phone and an anonymous rented computer logged onto a downtown wireless network, Rob hacked into nine of Harry's last fifteen important accounts and planted some deadly bugs. Then he threw the phone away, wiped the computer's hard drive and returned it, and went back to work.
I thanked Rob, sent him a case of his favorite beer and sat back to wait for the fun to start. Within three weeks, seven of the security systems were displaying major problems: multiple false-alarms, alarms that failed to go off when tested, even one case where a sprinkler system went off and soaked a $2 million dollar server. Harry's company scrambled to deal with the problems, but the loss of customer confidence was fatal.
Word of mouth works both for good service and bad, and within a month Harry was at the bottom of his company's sales list. Anyone paying attention could notice that it was only his accounts that were having problems. Whether they thought he was actually sabotaging the systems himself I'll never know; but within six months Harry had lost his job and was working at an Applebee's while trying to find something better. The poor guy! I felt just awful for him....
***************
Which left Edie. All this had taken several months—months which I spent pretending everything was normal, hiding my rage and my hurt from her, and planning how to end my marriage. A simple dissolution wasn't good enough—this situation called for a major blow-out.
Part one of the plan was to arrange a surprise party for my lovely wife. Her 30th birthday was months away, but I set things up with my parents, her parents, and both of her brothers and their wives. I told them that I would never be able to surprise Edie near her actual birthday, so I was having the party a few months ahead, and in the middle of the week.
They all planned to fly into town the same week. On the chosen Tuesday afternoon at 2pm, I met them quietly at our front door and sneaked them inside. Smiling conspiratorially, I told them Edie was taking a nap. I led them silently up the stairs to the bedroom, where I threw open the door and cried, "Surprise!"
And what did we see? Well, that involved the other part of my plan.
It had not been hard to find out that "Dan the realtor" was named Dan McKnight, and that he was happily married to a Marjorie McKnight, with whom he had four children.
A couple of weeks after seeing him and his client fuck the ass off Edie, I strolled into his office for a private conversation—one he initially thought was going to be about real estate. I cleared up that misconception right away.
"Mr. McKnight, I'm Jerry Donovan, the husband of Edie Donovan whom you and your client Jim gang-fucked in my bedroom recently."
His shock was absolute. His face sagged and the air rushed out of him. He went completely white, and I thought he might actually faint.
After a long moment he stammered, "I...I have no...idea what you're..."
Watching my face, he must have concluded it was hopeless, because he didn't even bother to finish the sentence. I went on.
"Mr. McKnight, your career and your marriage are now in my hands. I have a lovely set of pictures from that afternoon [this was a total lie, but I didn't think he'd challenge me], and unless you do absolutely everything I ask you to do I am going to make you an ex-realtor and an ex-husband. With any luck I can put you in jail as well."
Then I just sat, for perhaps five minutes, and watched him digest it all. The range of feelings that played over his face was fascinating to watch, and I was in no hurry. I could see the cogs turning, see him examining the problem from every angle, looking desperately for a way out of it.
At one point he asked me, "are you and your wife blackmailing me? Was this a setup?"
"No—she doesn't know that I know anything about it. And it's going to stay that way, or you're dead meat."
He thought some more, and finally I could see that he'd reached the end of the line. He wiped his sweaty forehead on his shirtsleeve and said, slowly, "what do you want me to do?"
"How many times have you been back there to fuck her since the first time?"
For a minute he considered lying to me—I could see it in his face. Then he sighed and said, "three. Once with the same client, and twice with a divorced guy who works here in the office, a buddy of mine."
"Okay," I said. "Here's what you're going to do. You're going to say absolutely nothing about this to anyone else in the world, and you're going to keep seeing her, whenever you and she arrange it."
He looked at me in total astonishment.
"I'm setting her up," I said. "When the time comes, your little playtime is going to be most embarrassingly interrupted."
He sat up straight, looking worried. "But...but if there's anything public, I'll be right in the middle of it!"
"Don't worry about it. On the day I choose, you'll excuse yourself in the middle of the fun and leave Edie there with your buddy. He's divorced, so it won't ruin his marriage.
"But I tell you, Dan," I said more forcefully, leaning forward and glaring at him. "If you give me even the slightest bit of shit, if you let me down in any way at all, I will turn your life into a kind of Hell you can't even imagine from the outside."
***************
In the end, I decided that Edie and one other guy wouldn't be quite right. I wanted our family members to have the same memorable sight that I had had. So I instructed Dan to bring another single guy into the game. The four of them had a few little get-togethers in the weeks before "Super Tuesday".
And when I opened the door and cried "Surprise!", what Edie's parents and my parents and Edie's brothers and their wives and I all saw was just what I had intended, pretty much. I couldn't know the exact position they'd be in...
Edie was naked, sweaty, and moaning, in the middle of a man sandwich. She was lying face down on a tall blonde guy whose cock was driving in and out of her pussy. On top of her was a shorter guy with his cock stuck deep in her ass.
I was mildly surprised, actually. I'd figured on catching some mouth and pussy double-teaming, rather than pussy and ass. But it didn't much matter.
Edie and the two guys did a classic double-take. They froze, stunned, staring at us as we stared back at them. Then, just as I heard my dad say, "my God!", and Edie's mom stumbled against me, on her way to fainting, the bed exploded into motion. Edie tried to yank herself away from the two men, screaming, "no! no!" over and over. It took her several seconds to free herself, and she ran sobbing into the bathroom. The equally shocked men could think of nothing better than to cover their protruding cocks with pillows. They didn't even try to speak, just looked aghast at us, their faces flushed with exertion and embarrassment.
I guess you could say that pretty much broke up the party. The relatives and I went back downstairs—they all looked shellshocked and I pretended to be just as stunned. We revived Edie's mother, and they all quickly got into their cars and headed back to the hotel. I got a wordless hug from all the women, and the men shook my hands seriously, their faces drawn and sympathetic.
Why had I chosen this way of ending it? Several reasons. One was to punish Edie, that was obvious. Let the people she loved most in the world see her for what she was: a cheating, lying, low-rent cumslut pretending to be a loving wife.
Another was to shortcut all the phone calls from family members, all the voices saying, "are you sure, Jerry? Perhaps she wasn't REALLY cheating on you. Couldn't you give her another chance?"
I was going to be unhappy enough, trying to rebuild my life without the woman I had loved so much for so many years. It would be easier—no, it would be a little less difficult—if I didn't have well-meaning relatives urging me to consider a reconciliation. After what they'd all seen, I doubted I'd be receiving any of those calls. I was willing to bet that the scene was pretty well burned into their brains.
My last reason for what I did was to burn the scene into MY brain. Seeing Edie with Dan and Tom some months earlier had shocked me, hurt me, sickened me, and turned me on. In some sick way I wanted to see it again. I wanted to see Edie again, not as a loving wife, but as the woman who had repeatedly and indiscriminately and enthusiastically betrayed me for God knows how long.
I was pretty sure that, in the sad and lonely days ahead of me, having this final image in my mind would help me fend off any doubts about the wisdom of divorcing her.
***************
There was one final scene to get through, though. I had considered simply leaving the house, moving out, disappearing, filing divorce papers and refusing to speak to her again. That's certainly one way a horrified and devastated husband might behave.
But I knew that there would have to be one more conversation. I knew that Edie would fight the divorce tooth and nail, despite the circumstances, until she at least made me speak to her. So it seemed simpler to just get it over with.
Besides, I was kind of curious as to how she would play it.
I sat alone in the kitchen an hour after the big "surprise", drinking a beer. You might have thought I wouldn't be all that emotional, given that I'd arranged the whole thing, but I was. I was very hurt and very very sad.
Even though I'd known for months who I was really married to, and even though I'd been living a lie with her all that time, pretending to still be a loving, devoted husband—it still hurt. Seeing my beautiful wife lost in the pleasure of being double-teamed by two strangers, in my bed, it hurt a lot.
"That's why you set it up, asshole," I said to myself. "You wanted to see it one last time, to KNOW that you couldn't live with it. So don't be so fucking surprised that it hurts."



I had heard the shower running for quite a while, and then silence. Finally, Edie's footsteps sounded as she slowly came down the stairs and into the kitchen. She avoided my eyes as she circled the table, finally sitting down in the chair across from me.
I watched her, saying nothing, keeping my face neutral—I think.
Without raising her eyes from the table she said, "I'm so sorry, baby."
I waited, figuring there would be more, but she kept silent for a long long time. Then, finally, "aren't you going to say anything?"
"What do you want me to say, Edie? 'Guess the surprise didn't work out all that well'?"
She started to cry. "Why don't you shout at me? Why don't you curse, and throw things, and tell me what a cheating cunt I am and how badly I've hurt you? Why don't you throw me on the table and spank my cheating ass until it's bright red?"
"What would be the point?" I asked. "Would that make it hurt any less? Would that take away the sight of you on the bed, our marital bed, with two cocks shoved up you? Would it make me less of a cuckold, or you less of a whore?"
She shook her head, and just cried harder. I wanted to make sure this was the one and only time we went through this, so I just waited.
It took nearly twenty minutes before her weeping dried up; by then I had finished my beer and begun another.
"This wasn't the first time," she finally said.
"I could see that."
"I don't know why I started. I've never been as happy with anyone, or as in love with anyone, as I am with you. You're the only man who has ever made me feel totally understood, totally loved and totally safe.
"And it certainly wasn't because our sex-life isn't good enough. I love the way you make love to me, and it's just gotten better and better over the years.
"It's just...I don't know. I went out to a club with Bonnie once, when you were away..."
"Stop, Edie. Just stop. I don't want to hear how it began, or when, or with whom. It doesn't matter.
"But I would like to know why you kept doing it—why you felt it was all right, to fuck other men behind our back, to do gang-bangs with two guys at once, to screw them in the bed where you and I sleep together..."
"STOP, Jerry," she cried at me. "I don't know, I don't know! I never thought it was all right! I knew it was terrible, it was disgusting, and half the time I loathed myself. But I loved doing it.
"The sex was never as good as what you and I had. But the secrecy and the cheating—and the dirtiness of doing it with strangers—made me incredibly hot.
"I could lie to you, and tell you that I thought it would be okay as long as you never found out, that what you didn't know would never hurt you. But I knew that was bullshit. I knew that it was wrong—and I knew that I would have felt totally destroyed if I found out you had cheated on me.
"I just couldn't stop, OK?" By now she was sobbing again. "I hated doing it, but I loved doing it too, and I couldn't stop."
She cried for a while again, while I finished the second beer. I was hurting too, but it felt cold and empty now. Distant. I was ready to be gone.
When there was silence in the room I said, "I'm going to divorce you, Edie. I'm keeping the house—I want you out by tomorrow."
She looked at me imploringly. "Baby, is there...is there any chance you...."
"None. None, none, none. Not any. Zero."
I stood up. "I'm going to spend a couple of days in a hotel. I'd like you and all your stuff out of here by Friday."
I walked out of the room without looking back.
***************
That night in the hotel room I wrote Edie a letter, telling her how long I'd known about her whoring around, how I'd gotten revenge on Marvin, Joe, and Harry, and how I'd set her up. I figured I'd send it to her after the divorce, so she'd know that I played her for a fool just like she played me for one.
In the end, though, I never sent it. The divorce took five months, and I didn't see her or speak to her again, though she called several times asking me to get together.
Once the divorce was done I thought, what's the point? She lost the man she most loved in the world, and she did it through her own stupidity. She's in plenty of pain.
And by then I was dating Shelley, and I was a lot happier. It just didn't seem to matter so much anymore.
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I had to drive across town one Friday to deliver some high-priority files from my precinct to Police Headquarters. For the past two weeks I'd been stuck at a desk, because of a shooting my partner and I had been involved in. It was a totally legitimate shoot—we stopped the perp coming out of a crackhouse and he aimed his gun at us—and it wasn't even me who shot him, it was Jim. Nonetheless, we were both on a desk until IAD finished the investigation, and I was bored stiff.
Since there wasn't much for me to do, I decided to stop by my house on the way over. Helen had cooked a fantastic brisket for dinner the night before, and I figured I'd make some of the leftovers into a sandwich for lunch. It was only a couple of blocks out of my way, and I knew no one at the precinct would care how long I took on my errand.
Driving slowly up my street, I pulled over opposite Mrs. Ferguson's house to admire her flower garden. She worked at it eight months of the year, and it was always spectacular. As I was about to drive the last 50 yards to my house, I glanced up and saw to my surprise a man coming out of my front door. It was Mark Malchek, a guy who lived around the corner—some sort of computer whiz who worked from home.
What the hell was he doing coming out of my house at 11:30 in the morning? I watched as he sauntered around the corner and out of sight, and then I pulled up in front of my house and went inside.
The house was quiet, but I thought I heard the shower upstairs. Climbing the stairs and walking into my bedroom I got a nasty shock. A very nasty shock.
The bed was totally destroyed, with pillows and sheets and blankets everywhere, and there was a big wet spot in the middle. And the room smelled like sex. It was all too obvious what Mark Malchek had been doing in my house.
The shower was running in the bathroom, and I could hear Helen singing to herself, as she usually did when she was feeling good.
Son of a bitch! I could feel the anger rising, and threatening to overwhelm my utter and complete amazement. My wife was fucking somebody else, some asshole neighbor, behind my back?
***************
Helen and I had been married for 24 years, and I thought we were pretty happy. We met when I was still at the Police Academy. She was one of the assistant caterers at my cousin's wedding, and the cutest girl I had ever seen. Short, kind of pretty, not a knockout, but with a fantastic figure. I managed to flirt with her enough to get a phone number, and we dated for about a year before we got married.
In almost every way our marriage had been terrific. I worked for the Department and she stayed in the catering business, doing a lot of free-lance work for a company run by a friend of hers from high school. It left her schedule very flexible, so that she could be an involved mother to our two daughters, Linda and Veronica. Linda was now out of college and working in Chicago; Veronica was a junior at Kenyon. They were terrific kids, and Helen had been a wonderful mother to them.
Helen and I were devoted to one another; we had the same values, we cared about family in the same way, and we enjoyed each other's company. When we met other married couples who were obviously bored with one another, we smiled smugly at each other—after two decades together we still had fun together, and never ran out of things to talk about. I felt pretty damn lucky, except for one thing.
That one thing was sex. Helen was stacked and very sexy—I'll never forget my excitement the first time I got to see her naked, after several months of dating—but she just wasn't a very sexual person. After our courtship and the first few months of marriage, I quickly found to my dismay that sex about every 10 days or two weeks was plenty for her. It was a far cry from the 3-4 times a week that we had begun our marriage with, and I wasn't slow to complain about it.
Over the years we'd struggled with this issue more than any other. We even saw a marriage counselor for a while, when the girls were little. After many years of frustration and unhappiness, I eventually came to understand that my wife really did love me. Her lack of interest in sex with me wasn't personal—she just didn't have much libido. The counselor helped me learn not to get so angry, and helped Helen see that she needed to make more of an effort.
So once every ten days became perhaps once a week, sometimes twice if I could talk her into it. I had high hopes that once the girls left for college and we had more free time—no driving them to voice lessons or tennis practice or dances or friends' houses—things might get better, but they never did.
What made it even harder to take was that when we did have sex, it was often a frustrating 'quickie'. I longed to take my time, to kiss and caress Helen, to lavish attention on her beautiful breasts, to touch and kiss her all over. But most of the time she simply wouldn't let me! She'd cross her arms over her breasts protectively, and say, "not tonight, honey—can't we just do it?"
And so, with a sigh, I'd get out the KY jelly, she'd slather it all over my cock, and we'd fuck. Not that I don't like fucking! But it seemed like not more than once every other month that we'd take our time and she'd let me touch her. Aren't women supposed to be the ones who want more foreplay? Time after time, we had sex without my ever getting my hands on her tits, or down between her legs—at all! Imagine how it feels to go three months at a time without getting to touch your wife's breasts.
And forget oral sex. I was happy to go down on her, and I did from time to time, despite her lack of enthusiasm for it. But in 25 years she'd only taken my cock in her mouth three times—for about 30 seconds each time.
You may be thinking, "what a cold-hearted bitch—why don't you dump her?" But the fact is, Helen loves me; and I love her. She makes it clear every day, in a million little ways, how much I mean to her and how much she values me. We look forward to growing old together. She just isn't into sex. And over the years (with the help of my trusty right hand) I've learned how to deal with it.
***************
Which is why, as I stumbled down the stairs and back out the front door, I was as stunned as I was furious. Not only did I know Helen loved me, and not only did I have total confidence in her faithfulness—she just wasn't interested enough in sex to ever have an affair! So what the fuck was going on?
It took me no more than three minutes to get to Mark Malchek's house and ring his doorbell. When the door opened a few inches and he peered out at me uncertainly, saying, "hi Rob, what are you...?" I slammed the door hard into him, knocking him to the floor.
Closing the door behind me, I picked him up and kneed him hard in the balls, sending him to the floor again, gasping and wheezing. I pulled him to his feet once more, relishing the sight of his face, pale and terrified. He couldn't even get a word out.
Holding him by the shirt collar with my left hand, I smacked him repeatedly in the face, being careful to inflict plenty of pain without breaking my hand. I topped it off with a final punch straight to the center of his nose, and relished the spurting blood and the crunching sound.
I tossed Mark onto his living room sofa, watching him gasp for breath, and put my hand gently around his neck.
"Listen carefully, you little cocksucker. I know just where you've been and what you've been up to this morning, and I'm about an inch from just shooting you and burying your body in the backyard."
He didn't speak; he just looked at me with terror in his eyes.
"Now you're going to tell me everything I want to know, answer every question I ask you. Then you're going to clean yourself up and go on with your life. And you are never, ever, going to talk to Helen again. Am I speaking clearly enough for you?"
I tightened my grip on his neck just a little, to make sure I had his attention, and he nodded frantically. "Yes, yes Rob! I get it!" he said in a quavering voice.
He was totally cowed. I let go of him and got him started talking. I made clear that he damn well better tell me all of it, no leaving things out or minimizing what they did—and he spilled it all.
He and Helen had been fucking for more than two months. To my astonishment, he said that she had come on to him. At a July 4th neighborhood party, she flirted with him heavily whenever other people weren't in sight. Three days later, she called in mid-morning and asked him if he could come over to help her move a filing cabinet.
When he arrived she was wearing nothing but a short bathrobe. She greeted him at the door with words of thanks and a big kiss. While kissing him, she wrapped herself around him, and slid her hand down to caress his cock through his pants. Before he had time to say much more than, "are you sure we should be doing this?" they were in our bedroom, her robe was off and he was staring at her gorgeous tits.
She yanked his clothes off and fucked him for the better part of two hours. I made him tell me all about what they did, that first time and after that. I was flabbergasted. She was loud and vocal, and she came at least once every time they fucked. She eagerly sucked him up for a second and then a third go-round, and asked him to do her doggie-style the last time.
Mark said he asked her several times, "are you sure this is all right? What about Rob?" I have no idea if that was true, but he insisted that she said she could keep it a secret from me.
Since that first time they'd been getting together a couple of times a week, either in my bedroom or at Mark's house. She did everything but anal with him: 69, all sorts of positions, and lots of blowjobs. She even had him tie her to his bedposts once, and he said she went just about crazy when he ate her while she couldn't move.
"This morning," he said, "when I got to the house she opened the door wearing just a lacy black bra and some pearls, nothing else. We went upstairs and she had me eat her first, for about twenty minutes—she must have come five times, she was moaning and yelling. Then we did it with her on her hands and knees, and after that she sucked me until I was hard again and we fucked a second time with her riding me."
When I'd heard it all, I just sat back in utter disbelief. The woman I thought I'd been married to for 24 years bore no relation whatsoever to the slut who'd been fucking Mark so enthusiastically ever since the summer.
"One final question, dipshit, and then you can go clean yourself up. I can't believe you've been the first guy she's whored around with like this—did she tell you anything about anyone else?"
He didn't even hesitate—by now he was thoroughly broken. "She made it sound like there had been a few guys before me, but she only mentioned one of them. Joe something, Oberman or Olderman; he's a fireman. She said he broke it off because his wife was starting to get suspicious."
Joe Olderman! He and Stephanie had been our good friends ever since their girls and ours had been five years old. That cocksucking son-of-a-bitch!
***************
Both Helen and I were probably lucky that I had the afternoon to calm down a little and get myself under control. Helen was lucky because I might have killed her; I was lucky because I would have gone to jail for a very long time.
By the time I got home for dinner, I had my fury under wraps. Helen was as cheerful and affectionate as ever; we had a delicious dinner, chatting about the usual things—how the kids were doing, what catering gigs she had coming up, how boring my desk job was. Amazingly enough, I was able to put on a normal face and hide my simmering rage.
She was in bed watching a re-run of CSI when I slid in next to her. (Of course the bedroom had been totally put back together—clean sheets and all.) I leaned over to kiss her cheek, and I reached my hand up under her nightie to stroke her thigh.
She looked at me warily, and said, "not tonight, sweetie, OK? I'm kinda tired. How about if we just watch a little TV together?"
Usually that was enough to get me to back off, perhaps with a disappointed sigh. Not tonight! I kept moving my hand up, and said, "no, I really need you tonight, babe. C'mon, you'll like it."
"Rob..." she said, in an annoyed tone.
"I want to, Helen. And it's only 9:30, you can't be that tired."
She looked me in the face, as if trying to gauge how determined I was. She knew me pretty well, and she must have realized that I wasn't going to give up.
"All right, Rob—if you insist." She said this in her most put-upon tone, trying to play the guilt card, but I ignored it. She pulled off her nightie and reached into the drawer for the KY.
"How about if we just touch and hug a little first?" I asked.
"No baby, let's just do it." As I pushed my boxers off, she grabbed my dick—none too lovingly!—and covered it with the greasy lube. When she'd stroked me long enough to produce a workable erection, she wiped her fingers on a Kleenex and lay back with her legs spread.
"How about doggie tonight?" I asked, and with a displeased look she replied, "no honey, you know I don't like that. Come on, just take me."
With no further words I climbed aboard and slid gently into her. Despite everything—all my rage and hurt—she felt good. I stroked smoothly in and out of her, enjoying the sensations, feeling her arms resting lightly on my back. She was unresisting but passive, apparently determined to be a boring partner.
I stopped worrying about her and simply used her pussy for my pleasure. I didn't bother trying to kiss her or stroke her breasts, knowing that she'd fight me. Instead I took my time and worked up slowly to a very strong, very satisfying climax. I finished with a minute of hard, intense thrusting and fired my cum as deep inside her as I could. (She'd had her tubes tied when Veronica was born, so any worries about pregnancy were a thing of the past.)
I lay on top of Helen for a couple of minutes, holding my weight off her with my elbows, until she tried to wriggle out from beneath me. "C'mon, baby, let me go clean up."
"Not yet, Helen." I raised up to look at her face, and spoke in my friendliest voice. "How about if you use your mouth on me, and when I'm ready we can go again?"
Her face took on a look of intense distaste. "No Rob! You know I don't like that! How could you ask me to do that?"
Still looking right at her, I said gently, "how about if you just pretend I'm Mark Malchek?"
Her whole body jerked a little in shock, she gave out an involuntary "oh!", and she stared at me, wide-eyed. I'd never seen her face look like that in all our years together.
Without another word I slid up her body until I was kneeling over her breasts, and I presented my limp cock to her mouth. Helen was still staring at me, not moving, her face frozen.
I moved my cock towards her lips, at the same time lifting her head with one hand until her mouth was pressed against it. Then I held still and waited.
A few more seconds passed. Finally, still looking terrified, Helen opened her mouth and let my cock slip inside. I let her head fall back to the pillow, and she slowly began to suck my greasy dick, which was covered with KY and with my juices and hers.
She watched my face and I stared at hers as she worked on me. Not a word was said. Gradually the pleasure of her tongue and lips did their magic, and my cock stiffened and lengthened in her mouth. She started to pull away, but I held her head again and kept my dick in her mouth until it was fully erect. Then I pulled back and said, "turn over".
Giving me another frightened look, she turned onto her hands and knees. I kneeled behind her, used my fingers to find the way, and slid my dick back inside her. It had probably been two years or more since I'd fucked her in this position, and I was going to enjoy every moment of it!
As before I took my time. I wasn't making love with the wife I loved—I was fucking a cunt for the pure selfish pleasure of it. I held her hips and thrust in and out, pulling her ass hard against me at the bottom of each stroke, sinking in as deep as I could reach. I sped up and slowed down, changing the angle as I felt like it.
After a few minutes I leaned forward and grabbed her breasts, which I squeezed gently in rhythm with each stroke. I stopped, buried all the way inside her, and pinched her nipples, feeling a spasm as her cunt tightened around me.
Helen had pressed her face into a pillow, and I could hear her crying, but I ignored it. I gradually sped up until I was pounding her rhythmically and forcefully, and it took several minutes of hard fucking until the cum jetted out of me into her pussy. I wondered idly if she'd be sore the next day, but I didn't much care.
I pushed her forward until she fell flat and lay there on top of her, my cock slowly shrinking until it fell out of her. She was still sobbing quietly, her eyes closed. When I started to feel a little cold, I got up off the bed. Without a word to Helen or even a backward glance, I headed for the shower.
When I came out fifteen minutes later, drying my hair with a towel, Helen was once again sitting up in bed. She'd straightened up the bed, put her nightie back on, and brushed her hair. I could tell she'd been crying. She looked at me sorrowfully.
"Rob, I'm so...." she began in a faltering voice, but I cut her off.
"Me first, Helen." I was silent for a few seconds, just looking at her coldly.
"I stopped by the house today before lunch time, and I saw Mark Malchek walk out the door. Then I came upstairs and heard you in the shower—and I saw the bedroom. So I hope you won't insult my intelligence with any bullshit about how I misunderstood the situation, all right?"
Her head was down, and I could see she was blushing. She nodded without speaking.
"I don't know if there's any chance of our marriage surviving this." She gasped and her head jerked up as she stared at me in horror.
"But if there is, it's going to begin with your telling me everything. The complete truth, do you understand me?"
Helen nodded again, and started to cry. "I'm so sorry, Rob! I can't believe I've done such an awful thing..." She stopped for a minute, as her sobs got the better of her.
"All I want is for you to give me another chance. I'll tell you anything, everything, but please promise you won't hate me!"
"Okay, then: the whole story, you and that asshole. What, where, when, how, how long, how often—and WHY!"
She cried a little longer, then wiped her face. "I'd never even paid attention to him until the July 4th picnic. Then it seemed like he was always around me, getting me another drink or a hot dog, being friendly. A couple of times when you weren't around he got kind of flirty, leering at my boobs and even stroking my back.
"But that was a couple of months ago, and I forgot all about it until last week. He called and asked if he could come over and get help with some recipe, he was making a special dinner for his new girlfriend.
"So he came over and we went through the recipe. I explained some things to him, and he was very grateful! We had a cup of coffee, and then I started to feel funny. Before I knew it, he'd carried me upstairs, taken my clothes off, and started to...to fuck me!" She stopped, as a fresh bout of tears interrupted her.
"I was feeling all foggy, and I couldn't tell why this was happening, or why he didn't stop when I said 'no'. He...did it two or three times, and even made me...suck him.
"When he was done with me and getting dressed he told me that he'd put something in the coffee—I think it was Ecstasy—and he showed me his digital camera. He took pictures of him and me, Rob! Of us...doing it!
"And he said I had to keep seeing him, or he'd make sure that you and all your friends at the precinct got a copy of those pictures. Rob, I didn't know what to do!"



I listened without expression. I was almost certain that she was telling me a bunch of inventive lies, but I was going to hear her out. She had no idea I'd already "spoken" to Mark.
"He called last week and said he was coming over again today at 10:30 am, and that I'd better be ready for him. I was terrified about the pictures, so I...I let him. I mean, he came over and we...did it again."
I sighed. "Helen, why on earth didn't you tell me after the first time? Don't you know we could have had your blood tested for drugs, and then had him arrested for raping you?"
She looked down. "I can see that now...I guess I wasn't thinking clearly. I was just terrified about what you would do! To me, and to him! Oh Rob, I was so afraid...and so confused!" She started to cry again. "I'm so sorry, baby!"
What a nice tale, I thought to myself. Highly unlikely, yet not completely out of the question—if you could believe that Mark Malchek would be dumb enough to drug and rape a policeman's wife! But the story he'd told me when I'd beaten the crap out of him seemed far more believable, even though it contradicted everything I thought I knew about my wife.
Then there was the most damning thing of all: the sound of Helen happily singing in the shower, only minutes after Malchek supposedly forced her to have sex with him again.
I thought some more, gazing out the window, listening to Helen as she sniffled and wiped her eyes.
"You've been really stupid, Helen. I would have thought you would trust me more than that, after 25 years together."
She looked at me meekly and said again, "I'm so sorry, Rob!"
"I'm going to think about how to handle this, and it may take me a few days. In the meantime, don't talk to Mark again, or to anyone about this, all right?"
"All right," she agreed, suddenly full of hope. "Please, Rob, don't do anything that would get you in trouble!"
I leaned forward, looking intently at her face. "Helen, please tell me the truth now. Is this the only time in our marriage you've had sex with anyone else?"
She tried to look back at me, but I saw her eyes dart briefly away from mine before returning. I'd interrogated a lot of suspects in my life, and I pretty much knew what that meant.
"There's been no one, honey. No one but you, until...until Mark..." She broke into tears again, and didn't bother to finish the sentence.
The obvious lie enraged me all over again. I got up and started pacing around the bedroom.
"In case you can't tell, my dear wife, I'm not exactly too happy with you right now. You're sleeping in the guest room tonight, so take your things and get out of here.
"Rob, I..."
"Did you not understand me?" I said, more forcefully. "I'm done talking with you tonight! Now get the hell out of here."
"But baby, I..."
"GO!"
With a little gasp, she grabbed her bathrobe and left the bedroom. I settled down in bed to watch a football game for an hour, then went to sleep.
***************
I was surprised that I actually slept well, despite not having Helen by my side as I usually did. I guess draining my balls a couple of times must have helped!
When I got downstairs I could smell the coffee brewing, and when I came into the kitchen I saw that Helen had gone all out with breakfast. There were pancakes, sausages, scrambled eggs, even freshly-squeezed orange juice.
Helen was standing at the counter, pouring my coffee. She looked wan and frightened. "Good morning, sweetie," she said timidly, handing me the cup.
"Hello, Helen," I said neutrally. "This looks like a nice breakfast."
We ate together, talking about safe subjects, and I watched as Helen gradually relaxed a little bit. When I was full I slid my chair back from the table and stood up.
There was one way to find out the truth about all this, and I wasted no time in getting to it. I told Helen I needed some time to myself, and after a quick stop in my basement workshop I drove straight over to Joe Olderman's house. He was just walking towards his front door with the mail as I pulled up.
I asked him to join me for half an hour to check out a new car I was thinking of buying, and off we went. I drove out towards Forbes Ave. where the car dealerships were; but I pulled off onto a quiet side road and into a sheltered parking lot behind a soccer field.
Joe had been gazing idly out the window. Now he turned to me in confusion, saying, "Rob, why are we....what the fuck?"
I was holding my service revolver six inches from his face.
"You motherfucking son of a bitch! We've been friends for more than fifteen years, but that didn't stop you from fucking Helen, did you?"
His face went white, and he leaned back as far from me as he could. "Rob, I...I...what are you...I never..."
"Can it, you prick! I confronted Helen and she told me the whole damn story! I'm about one inch from putting three bullets in your head and burying you where you'll never be found again!"
He caved. I could see it in his face, all in an instant. He figured, if Helen had already told me, what was the point of trying to deny it? Instead he frantically tried to cover his ass.
"Rob, I swear, it wasn't my fault! She came on to me, I swear, over and over! I kept telling her we were friends, it wasn't right, but she wouldn't leave me alone!"
I lowered the barrel a bit, away from his face, and watched him take a deep breath. He was sweating, and his eyes were terrified.
"Tell me the whole story, you cunt. Very slowly, very carefully. And don't leave out a single thing—because if it doesn't match exactly with what Helen told me, I'll shoot your cheating ass and make it look like an accident."
He was only too eager to tell, eager to do anything that would keep me from following through on my threat. And the story he told was a lot like Mark's: Helen had been the aggressor. Our two families spent a lot of time together, and about a year earlier Helen had taken the casual flirting that always went on between her and Joe up several notches. She'd even started grabbing his crotch or putting his hand on her breast when no one was looking.
Finally she called and propositioned him; and while he refused her at first (so he said), she kept after him and he finally gave in.
"Rob," he said warily, "you wanted everything, so I'm going to tell you. Just don't shoot me, OK?" I nodded, and he went on.
"She was the hottest woman I've ever been with. She loved to go down on me, especially after we'd done it and she was trying to get me up, you know, for another round. She almost always wanted to do it doggie-style, and a few times she had me tie her up to the bed.
"And she was always so WILD—well, I guess you must know. The way she talks all the time, dirty things, and says 'fuck me harder' and all that?" He was still looking nervously at my gun.
"How long did it go on?" I growled.
"About eight months. We'd see each other once or twice a week. I was always terrified you'd find out. Then Stephanie started to get really weird, all suspicious, like somehow she got the idea in her head that I was stepping out on her. I finally convinced Helen we had to stop. That was last June."
"How did she take it?"
"She was annoyed, but she agreed with me because she didn't want Stephanie to know. She even joked to me, 'well, I guess I'll just have to find somebody to replace you, Joe'."
"Did you ever ask her why she was fucking around on me?"
"Yeah, a bunch of times. Even at the beginning, before we started, I said, 'why do you want to do this?'
"What did she say?"
"Nothing that made much sense. Just that she loved you, you were a great guy, but she needed something extra—that this was more exciting and fulfilling. I have to admit, it was the best sex I ever had."
"Do you think you were her first affair?"
"No—she mentioned a couple of other guys she'd been with. I didn't know any of them, I think one was a client she met while catering a party or something."
I sat back and looked at him. He looked away, out the window.
Finally I said, "you really are a piece of shit, you know that? I don't care how hard she came onto you—there was only one right thing to do, and you fuckin' did the opposite."
He hung his head, not looking at me. I figured he was secretly jumping for joy at the thought that I wasn't going to shoot him.
"Our friendship is over, asshole. Get out of the car."
"Here? But it's probably ten miles to..." His sentence died in his mouth when he looked at my face. Silently he climbed out of the car and walked several steps away. Without another word I turned the car around and drove back to town.
***************
I went straight back to Joe and Stephanie's house, and was lucky to find Stephanie at home.
"Hi, Rob! Uh, weren't you and Joe together just now?" she asked, peering around me to look at the empty car.
"Yeah, but something came up. Listen, can we talk for a few minutes?"
Puzzled, she led me to the kitchen and we sat down with cups of coffee.
"Steph, we've been friends a long time, and there's no good way to say this. Joe and Helen had an affair."
"What?!" She stared at me. Finally she shook her head. "Rob, I could almost believe you, if you said Joe and someone else. I had a feeling last spring that something was going on. But Helen? No way."
I pulled out the mini-recorder I'd stuck in my shirt pocket before leaving the house. Without saying another word I rewound it and pressed Play. We sat in silence, listening together to my whole conversation with Joe.
Several times I wanted to cry—and I knew the tears would come later—but I kept myself under control. I watched Steph as her face hardened, her lips drawing tight in an angry frown. I figured her and Joe's marriage was probably as dead as mine was.
When the tape was finished, we sat without speaking for a few minutes. Then I asked her whether any of this made sense to her.
"Not really, Rob. For so many years the four of us have just been friends, you know? And we've always kidded around a little—a few times I remember you pinched my butt or leered at my boobs in a bathing suit, but it was always harmless and we all knew that.
"But this.... Like I said, Joe was acting strange enough last spring that it's easy to believe he was screwing around on me. But Helen is the absolute last person on earth I would have guessed he was doing it with."
She looked at me, suddenly suspicious. "Jesus, Rob, you didn't come over here to hit on me, did you? A little 'revenge fuck' or something?"
"Christ, Steph, I thought you knew me better than that! We have been friends a long time. You know I care for you—do you really think I'm that big an asshole?"
She started to cry, and said, "I'm sorry, Rob! I guess I'm kind of a mess right now, not thinking too straight. At this moment it's hard to have a very good opinion of men, if you see what I mean."
"Please, Steph, remember that you and I are the victims here. Of course you are a beautiful woman, and you know I'm attracted to you. But that's not what this is about. I needed you to know what a scumbag you're married to.
"I'm going to throw Helen's whoring ass out of my house, and if there's any way I can help you in dealing with Joe I'll be happy to do it. I wanted you to know the truth, and to know that I'm on your side. That's the only reason I'm here, believe me."
Still crying, she came over and sat on my lap, right there in the kitchen. She put her arms around me, her head on my shoulder, and sobbed. After a few minutes we were both crying. We probably sat like that for half an hour.
***************
It was nearly six hours to Chicago, and I had plenty of time on the way to think. I simply could not imagine a more complete betrayal than what Helen had done to me. She had obviously had a series of lovers, at least some of whom she had taken the lead in seducing. Her affairs had gone on for weeks or months.
Above all—topping everything on the old betrayal-meter—was that she had been a wildly, openly sexual partner with these other men. All the inhibitions in her sex life with me, the reluctance to try anything new, the refusals even to let me touch and caress her before we screwed—I had lived with those, suffered them and endured them for years. And at the same time she'd been an enthusiastic slut with Mark, with Joe, and obviously with some other guys as well.
I didn't know exactly how I was going to play it, but as I walked out of Stephanie's house there were two things on my mind. The first was that my marriage was over, and that Helen would be pretty damn sorry for what she did! And the second was that I had to talk to my daughters first.
I reached Linda by cell phone and she was delighted I was coming for a "surprise visit". We ate at a diner around the corner from her apartment. She chatted with me for a few minutes about her new job, and the ups and downs of life with her on-again/off-again boyfriend Chad.
Then she said, "okay, dad, what gives? It's great to see you, but I know you didn't drive all the way up here for no particular reason. And you've been on edge ever since you got here, like you had four too many cups of coffee this morning."
I leaned forward and said, quietly, "sweetheart, you needed to hear this from me first. Your mom and I are splitting up. I found out she's been having affairs behind my back—with more than one man. It's been going on for a couple of years at least."
The next couple of hours were pretty rough. Linda absolutely didn't believe me, and I had a tough job of persuading her that I was certain about Helen's cheating while at the same time sparing my daughter the most damning details of what I knew.
When we were back in Linda's apartment, and she'd finally come to believe the truth of what I was saying, she cried and cried. I could feel her pain at having the illusion of her parents' secure relationship coming apart, and I cried with her for a long time. This seemed to be my day for tears!
I slept on Linda's couch, and when I left the next morning I asked her to do something for me.
"First, please don't talk to your mom for a couple of days, or until she calls you. I need to go see Veronica today, and then get back home and get the divorce started. After that, whatever relationship you want to have with her is between the two of you. You know your mom adores you, and I don't think she was ever less than a loving mother to you and Ronnie. What she did she did to me—not to you, sweetie."
I got to Kenyon about 9 pm on Sunday night, and my visit with Veronica was a lot like the one with Linda. Painful, full of tears, full of questions that could be asked but not answered. I left for home early on Monday morning.
***************
My cell phone had been off since I left town, and I turned it on now to let the Precinct Captain know I was taking a personal day. There were eleven messages from Helen, ranging from the tearful and apologetic to the increasingly worried, even frantic. I deleted them and kept driving, working out in my mind how to play the final scene of our marriage.
It just killed me. KILLED me. A marriage that I'd put my whole heart into, that I looked forward to enjoying right until the end of my days—gone. Destroyed. Shattered. And for what? So my wife could do some hot fucking, explore the sexual side of herself that she'd never managed to reveal to me?
I made a call to a PBA lawyer I knew and got a recommendation for someone to handle my divorce. When I reached town I went straight to the guy's office, spent an hour with him, shared Joe's tape, and got him started on the paperwork.
The girls were both out of the house, so there weren't going to be custody or support issues. I wanted the house, and if Helen fought me about it I'd do my best to publicly humiliate her. Beyond that, I didn't much care.
When I drove by the house around 4 pm, Helen's car was nowhere to be seen. Good, I thought. I put mine in the garage, went inside and called a 24 hr locksmith service. By 6 pm when Helen returned home I had made a few arrangements.
***************
I could hear her annoyance and frustration when her key didn't open the front door. I opened the door, silently, and watched her face change to an affectionate, nervous look.
"Rob, thank God you're back! Where have you been for two days? I've been worried sick—why didn't you call?"
I ignored her questions. "Come in, Helen. Please sit down in the living room," I said in a neutral voice. She tried to give me a hug, but I pulled away from her and walked into the living room. Confused, she followed.
"Rob, honey, what's going on?" Her voice was a little shaky, her eyes worried-looking. Without replying I pointed her to the couch and she sat, never taking her eyes off me.
I stood across from her, gazing at the troubled face of the woman I had loved so much for so many years of my life. I waited, letting the silence become heavy, before I spoke.
"Helen, you know that I would never hit you or hurt you physically in any way. You are a woman, and moreover I used to love you with all my heart."
She gasped. "Rob, 'used to'? I don't..."
"SHUT UP" I yelled at her. "I won't hit you, but that doesn't mean I don't want to. Now just shut your lying, cheating, cock-sucking mouth and listen to me!"
"Rob, I ..."
"Quiet, Helen," I said in a menacing voice. "I won't tell you again."
By now she was pale with fear and worry—I could see her hands trembling in her lap.
"We're going to have this conversation, nice and civilized," I went on, "and then you're going to go. I don't know where you're going to go to, and I don't particularly care. This marriage is over—our life together is over."
She gasped, then started to speak, but a look from me made her stop short.
"You have cheated on me with Mark, with Joe Olderman, and apparently with a couple of other guys as well. I don't know how many, and I don't give a shit.
"For months, if not years, you've been playing the whore with other men. Giving them everything I have begged you for, doing all the things with them that you would never do for your 'loving husband', despite all my requests.
"If having sex with someone besides your husband is a betrayal, you've managed to make yours an extra-big betrayal. Cock-sucking? Doggie-style? All sorts of foreplay? Bondage? Just fine for the asshole around the corner, and even for one of our oldest and best friends, but not for the man who has devoted himself to you alone for more than 25 years.
"I truly don't know who you are, Helen. I thought I knew, but obviously I didn't have a clue. I would have bet my LIFE on your faithfulness and your devotion to me. Good thing I didn't, huh?"
I looked at her—she was sitting frozen on the couch, tears on her cheeks. She was no longer even trying to speak. She looked mesmerized. I idly wondered what was going through her head. "Oh shit, I guess he found out"? Or, "maybe it wasn't worth it after all"?
"Here's the thing that really gets me—you love me. I know you love me. We've looked forward to growing old together, and I know you meant it.
"Well guess what? That's your punishment. You don't get to grow old with me. You don't get to live with me anymore, to see me every day and snuggle in bed with me at night. You don't even get to live in this house anymore."
I pointed to three suitcases standing in the corner. "In five minutes you'll be putting those in your car and driving away, Helen. And you're not coming back."
She cried out then, startling me. "No, Rob! No, baby, you ..."
"Yes, 'baby'!" I said savagely. "I can and I will. I am throwing you out. But first, a couple of little details."
I moved towards her until I was standing just in front of her on the couch, towering over her. She shrank back in fear, watching me. I pulled my wedding ring off and dropped it into her lap. As her eyes widened in surprise, I grabbed her left hand and pulled her wedding and engagement rings off. The wedding band I also dropped into her lap, but I put the engagement ring into my pocket.



"The engagement ring was my grandmother's, as you know—that stays with me. The wedding rings we gave each other: you can do whatever the fuck you want to with them. Melt them down, throw them away—shove them up your ass. They stood for our love and fidelity to one another, and we both know what that's worth now, don't we?"
I moved to the coffee table and picked up a beautiful glass vase, mostly clear but shining with bright blue and green highlights. "Remember this, Helen? From Venice, the fifth anniversary gift we bought one another. It was really too expensive but we both loved it, and it kind of became a symbol of how precious we were to each other."
I raised my arms high, then threw the vase to the floor with all my strength. Helen cried out in pain as it shattered into tiny pieces.
"Not worth keeping anymore," I said coldly. I turned and picked up two photo albums, tossing them into the fireplace.
"Our wedding album and our family album. All the precious pictures, all the memories of what we meant to one another. No need for them now, right Helen?" I bent and poured lighter fluid on them, then struck a kitchen match and set them alight.
Helen lurched suddenly towards the fireplace to stop me, crying out, "No!" But I grabbed her around the waist and pulled her back to the couch, where she collapsed, sobbing. We both watched the flames consume the albums, and I gently patted the pocket where I'd put the pictures of our daughters that I'd rescued from the family book. My memories of the girls were still precious to me.
In a couple of minutes both books were ashes. Helen was still sobbing, her face turned away from me.
"Okay, Helen, that's it!" I said briskly, clapping my hands. "Show's over, and it's time for you to go."
When she didn't move, I grasped her arm firmly and pulled her to her feet, leading her towards the front door.
"Wait, Rob, wait!" she said, struggling to free herself. "You can't just... throw me out of here!"
"Actually I can, Helen, and I'm going to."
Her face showed her pain and her fear. "Without a word from me? Without letting me...explain what...what happened?"
I stepped back, looking at her for a long silent moment.
"Helen—do you really believe that there's anything you can say, any possible explanation you can give, that will ease my pain and my hurt? Anything that will make your cheating, your total betrayal and humiliation of me, more bearable? Anything AT ALL that can make this better—or less awful?"
"But...I haven't even said why I ..."
"Do you think I fucking care WHY?" I shouted at her. "Will knowing WHY you did this make me feel better? 'Okay, it's all fine, now that I know what Helen's reasons are'—are you out of your mind?"
She just looked at me, haggard, frightened, distraught, without speaking. Then after another long moment she said, "but what about the girls?"
"I drove to see Linda and Ronnie over the weekend. They both know about your cheating, and that I'm divorcing you."
"Oh, NO!" she cried out, and collapsed to the floor in sobs. I watched her for a few minutes. My beloved wife; the mother of my children; my life partner; my best, most trusted friend for a quarter of a century.
Then I left her there, on the floor in the front hall, while I loaded her suitcases into the trunk of her car. When I came back inside she was sitting, hollow-eyed, looking at nothing. Without a word I pulled her to her feet and walked her outside to the car.
The key was sitting on top of the car, and I left her standing by the driver's side door. I contemplated the right parting words, but nothing came to mind. "Goodbye, Helen" seemed a bit insufficient for the situation, and "fuck you, you cheating cunt" a bit unoriginal.
So I just left her there. I went back into the house and locked the door behind me. Then I stood there, in the front hall, not moving. Not really thinking. Waiting to hear the sound of Helen's car driving away.



        Her Blue Dodge Minivan Ch. 01

        Only one possible reason for it to be where it was.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/her-blue-dodge-minivan-ch-01

Title: Her Blue Dodge Minivan Ch. 01

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Only one possible reason for it to be where it was.

Tags: adultery, cuckold, swing party, swingers, cheating

Series: Her Blue Dodge Minivan


[Author's note: This story is inspired in part by an incident from one of the many terrific stories by Harddaysknight. I hope he'll forgive me; after all, as Mark Twain should have said, "plagiarism is the sincerest form of flattery".]
[Author's note #2: The continuation to this story will probably not appear right away.]
*
There are certainly lots of blue Dodge Grand Caravan minivans in the state of Ohio—probably thousands of them. But there's only one with the license plate RH-1016, and with a big sticker on the back that says "Chaminade Prep Hockey". That one belongs to my wife, Eileen. So why was it parked in the back lot of a Courtyard by Marriott in the suburbs of Dayton at 12:20pm on a Wednesday afternoon?
I nearly didn't see her car. I was driving my truck around the motel towards the back service entrance; I work for a security-system company, and the manager had called in some sort of electrical problem. I'd never been out to this Marriott, so I was driving slowly, and I happened to glance over and see a car that looked all too familiar.
I stopped suddenly, right in the middle of the parking lot, and wondered whether my lunch was going to come back up. I put the truck in Park and tried to think for a minute.
Eileen worked for a real-estate firm in Dayton, and spent a lot of the day on the road showing properties to customers. But that didn't explain the Marriott. Her van was parked right in front of room 147, and right next to a flashy green Mercedes convertible that looked very familiar to me for some reason, though I couldn't recall why. There were only a handful of other cars in the whole lot, all parked in front of other rooms some distance away.
So the only explanation for this that I could come up with was the one that was trying to bring my lunch back up. I pulled out my phone and called Eileen's cell, wondering if I'd hear her breathing heavily as she answered. Wondering if I'd go break down the door. Wondering if I'd kill her or her lover, and spend the next twenty years in jail.
The phone went to voice-mail. Eileen simply NEVER turned off her phone during the work day—she didn't want to miss any chance of a call from a client. So that was more than a subtle clue.
I looked again at the Mercedes, and thought about Brian Monteiro. He was the newest agent in Eileen's office, and she seemed to think he was sweet and funny. I found him smarmy and insincere, myself; plus he certainly wasn't shy about looking approvingly at Eileen. I had no reason beyond that to be suspicious, but....what the hell. I dialed her office and followed the phone-tree to Brian's direct line.
"Brian Monteiro, how may I help you?" That was his oily voice, all right! I hung up. So my first thought was wrong. Eileen wasn't banging Brian Monteiro, at least not today. But she seemed to be banging somebody.
My stomach calmed down a little. I realized that I was still pretty shocked. The anger and hurt were going to come later. I needed time to think, and I figured I might as well go do the job I was here for.
When I got to the service entrance and the manager showed me the problem, I was able to take care of it in about eight minutes. A secondary relay, the kind that the manufacturer guarantees will never ever burn out, had burned out. I had several replacements in the truck, I popped one in and re-set the system, and I was done.
All this time I'd been thinking about Eileen, of course, and I had an idea. "How would you like to save $168 on this service call?" I asked the manager.
He was interested, of course. I explained what I had seen out back. "I'm not going to bust in or cause any trouble—I just want to know who's registered in room 147. Would you let your desk clerk check it for me?"
Somewhat warily he agreed, and we walked up to the front desk. I showed the young man Eileen's picture and asked if he'd ever seen her or checked her into a room. He didn't recognize her.
With the manager's approval, the clerk looked at the computer and found that room 147 was registered to Martin Netrebko. Now I knew why I knew the Mercedes! Martin and his wife Renata lived a couple of blocks away from us, and we'd met them a couple of times at neighborhood parties.
"Can you check the computer and see if he's been here before?" I asked. After a minute, the clerk told me that Netrebko had taken a room five previous times in the last two months or so, always in the middle of the week, always on the first floor in the back.
********************
I went back to my truck and sat for a few minutes. By now the shock was wearing off, and the anger and hurt were coming on pretty hard. After 21 years of what I thought was a good, loving marriage—and a completely faithful one, on my side at least—learning that my wife was cuckolding me with some asshole from the neighborhood was a pretty bitter pill.
Pounding on the door and catching them in the act didn't appeal to me much, after a few moments of consideration. It was too sudden, and not painful enough. I realized that what was making me the most angry right then was being deceived, being fooled by a woman whom I loved and completely trusted. And suddenly I wanted very much for her to know what it was like to feel jerked around.
It was still only 12:55, and they'd presumably be there awhile. I parked my truck and went over to Eileen's minivan. Using the extra key I always had with me, I quietly backed her van out and re-parked it, three spaces away from Netrebko's Mercedes.
I figured, if I moved it too far away, say eight or ten spaces, she'd know for sure, and guess that somehow I had been there. On the other hand, if I moved it only one space she might not notice, especially if Netrebko parked his car after she had already arrived. I wanted her to wonder—and worry.
********************
I called my dispatcher, told her I was getting sick—not far from the truth!—and took the afternoon off. I went and had a quiet beer, and found that the more I thought the angrier I got.
Eileen and I had married at 22 and been pretty happy ever since. I certainly had been, and I think she would have said the same. We raised two twins, both hockey players (one of each: Emily and Frank), sent them off to college, and were now enjoying a quieter household once again.
We'd been good friends and, I would have said, mostly satisfied lovers for those years too. Actually Eileen was always a bit more adventurous than I was. We both liked sex, but I would have been happy with just her and me in the bedroom—with an occasional trip to the kitchen table or the living room rug—in the usual six or eight positions we liked the most.
Eileen liked all that, but she wanted to play, too. Over the years we tried a little bondage, she brought home a variety of dildos and vibrators we had great fun with, and we did a little role-playing: Eileen alone in a bar in a tight cocktail dress, men trying to pick her up, I come along pretending to be a stranger, and she goes off with me. That one really made her hot the few times we tried it (always when the kids were at the grandparents' or away at summer camp). We also had fun with her being in bed in the dark and me coming in and taking her forcefully, pretending to be a stranger. I liked that one—she absolutely loved it!
But, fortunately, it wasn't always games. They were the occasional treat, and our usual love-making was intimate and loving. Maybe less exciting than it had been when we were first married, but pleasurable and satisfying for both us. (Or so I'd thought!)
Once in awhile she wanted to go further than I liked, though, and I had to say No. Several times Eileen wanted to extend the "bar pick-up" game to letting some other guy come on to her, buy her a drink, even neck with her or feel her up before I would come along and rescue her.
"C'mon, baby, it'll be a turn-on, you'll see!" That's what she said to me, the first and only time she talked me into trying it. I didn't believe her one bit, and I was right. I sat across the room at a table by myself, and let her have an hour while this greasy guy bought her drinks, got her to a booth in the back, and pawed at her chest. He may have gotten his fingers into her panties, too—I couldn't really see.
I didn't get a hard-on, I didn't get excited, I just got angry. That was my wife! And so, not waiting for her signal, I walked straight over and said, "oh, there you are, honey! It's really late, we need to go." And I took her hand and dragged her straight out of the bar.
All the way home Eileen sulked, and when we got there she blew up at me. "It was just a bit of flirting, Danny—why do you have to be such a stick-in-the-mud? I was having fun! It was exciting, feeling his hands on me and knowing he wanted me so badly! He was desperate for it, you know. And I was perfectly safe!"
"I'm glad you enjoyed it, Eileen—but I didn't!" I snapped back at her. "Like all our games, we agreed that we'd do this only if it was fun for both of us. I HATED seeing another man touch you! It wasn't a turn-on for me, it was painful. And I don't want to try that again."
It took us almost four days to get over that fight. And we never really worked through it, I realized later; we just both sort of agreed tacitly not to be mad anymore. We started being civil, and then affectionate, and then we got back to making love again. But something was left unresolved.
The other big sex issue between us was swinging. About two years ago, around the time the twins were high-school seniors, a new couple moved in a few houses down from us and we became quite friendly with them. Dennis and Amy. Amy and Eileen became particularly close, and after a few months Eileen started telling me some of their secrets.
"They're swingers, Danny, can you believe it? They go to these parties, I guess every month or so, and people just switch off and go at it!"
I could tell right away that Eileen was tempted, and I wasted no time in making clear that I did not share her interest. "That's fine for them, honey. Different strokes, and all that. But I could never, ever, share you with another man. That doesn't seem sexy to me, just painful. You married a one-woman man, and I need you to be my one-man woman."
She came over and hugged me, and told me I was sweet. But I could see the disappointment in her eyes. She would have loved to try one of those parties.
Eileen brought it up only one other time, two or three months before the day I saw her minivan behind the Marriott. She was subtle about it--had a whole conversation about a lunch she'd had with Amy, where they'd gone shopping, and so on. But I could tell she was leading somewhere, and finally she got back to the swap-parties and how fabulous both Amy and Dennis thought they were.
"Amy says that her sex with Dennis afterwards is like, super-charged! For weeks after a party they're just all over each other—it sounds incredible!"
I smiled at Eileen, affectionately. "It sounds like you're leading up to asking me again, honey. And my answer is going to be the same. Screwing other women may be a nice fantasy, but I don't want to do it in real life. And the idea of you with another man is upsetting to me, not sexy."
This time I went to her, and held her. "I want to be enough for you, all by myself." And she smiled at me, and hugged me back—but the same disappointment was there. And now it was two or three months later, and I was sitting in a bar wondering about the connection between that day and this one.
********************
Sitting over my second beer, I remembered a day about a month earlier that now—with the benefit of my new, unpleasant knowledge—seemed pretty strange. I'd dropped in to take Eileen out to lunch, and there on her desk was a bouquet of a dozen pink roses. I glanced at the note, which said, "From your Secret Admirer".
"Beautiful flowers, honey—do I have something to worry about?" I said with a smile.
She kind of stumbled in answering me. "No, Danny, they're...they were from a client. He...you remember that big house on Glen Terrace Road? Well, we were able to get it cheaper than we thought, and he was very grateful."
By then she'd recovered herself, and she went on. "Believe me, the money I saved him and his wife will pay for that bouquet many times over!"
That was the end of that—she got her coat, and off we went to lunch. But in thinking about it now, I realized that she'd been slightly strange, slightly tentative, the whole time we were together. A little worried, maybe.
Now I pulled out my phone and called the receptionist at the agency. Julianne was a middle-aged lady who had known Eileen and me for years, and we always joked around together. I asked her if Eileen was in, and when Julianne told me she was out showing a house I went on to my real business.
"Julianne, you remember those beautiful pink roses that somebody sent Eileen last month some time? Do you know where they came from? I'd love to send her some myself."
Her response surprised me. "Actually, Danny, there have been three bouquets like that—all the same, pink roses. And each one with the same note, about the "Secret Admirer". I'm pretty sure they were from Hawthorne Florists on Tenth—do you want me to check?"
"Oh, no, don't bother. But do me a favor—whatever you do, if more bouquets come don't let on that they're from me, all right?"
Julianne agreed and we hung up. I called Hawthorne and ordered four bouquets of pink roses to be delivered, the first one the next day and then at two-day intervals, each signed "From your Secret Admirer". Let Eileen stew on that one!
********************
One more thing to do before facing my cheating bitch of a wife. I called my oldest friend from high school, Raymond Notisar, who also happened to be my doctor. After what was surely one of the strangest conversations a doctor and patient had ever had, he agreed to call in the prescription I wanted.
"Now this stuff is reversible, right Ray?"
"Absolutely—once it's 24 hours out of your system you'll be good to go again. And Danny—I really am sorry about Eileen. I hope that somehow it'll work out..."
"I don't see how, Ray, but thanks."
I picked up the prescription and headed home to cook dinner.
********************
At six pm I was chopping onions and sauteeing chicken breasts in the kitchen, waiting for Eileen to come in. It had been a strange afternoon emotionally, to say the least. At first I'd been shocked, and then deeply hurt and angry. But as I'd made my plans my anger had turned into a kind of manic glee. The woman I loved had cheated on me; she'd deceived me; she'd made me into a fool, a cuckold. And I had every intention of returning the pain with interest! I was more than ready to be just as dishonest, just as dissembling as she had been.
When Eileen came into the house and put her purse down, I smiled warmly, watching her very carefully. She tried to smile, but her face and manner were filled with caution, even confusion. It was incredibly obvious: did I know, or not? Was she totally dead, or had she somehow dodged the bullet?
I wasn't going to give a thing away! "Hi sweetie, how was your day?" I came over and gave her exactly the usual hug and kiss, neither more nor less. She smelled fresh and clean—obviously she'd showered at the motel, and her shampoo was one I'd never smelled on her before. A little something for me to keep in mind!
I then casually turned back to my dinner preparations—all the time watching out of the corner of my eye. She was pale, and wary, but she made an obvious attempt to pull herself together. "Oh, okay—just long. You remember that house on North Wagner? Well, now the wife isn't so sure she's ready to sell! I spent over an hour with her on the phone!"
I let her go on with her story for awhile, watching her relax, while I finished up the cooking and brought the food to the table. As we ate I said, "so, nothing else special today? You didn't go anyplace new or out of the ordinary?"
Her eyes darted to my face, and her fork stopped halfway to her mouth. It was just a second, and then she recovered herself. "No, just the usual driving around. How about you?"
"No," I lied, "not a single repair call I hadn't done before. Not that I'm complaining, mind you, but once in a while a problem I've never seen before might be fun."
She sighed to herself, and steered the conversation to a far safer subject: the kids. They were sophomores, both at Middlebury College in Vermont—they'd surprised us by wanting to be at the same school—and both were among the leaders on their hockey teams. In their spare time they appeared to be doing a little bit of studying, too! It was a happy subject, and I found myself warming to Eileen and our shared pride in our wonderful children. Until I remembered what she'd been doing that afternoon, and I had to restrain myself from jumping up and leaving the room.
I managed to keep smiling throughout the evening, keeping everything normal, and waiting for the grand finale. I figured that Eileen would certainly want to make love—to reassure herself that we were all right, to reassure me, just to make sure that things were normal.
That was the reason for my prescription, which I hid carefully behind a beam in my basement workroom. Raymond had told me, "30 minutes after you take it, you'll be all set—no erection. Not a chance of one, I don't care if twin 18-year old pornstars do a striptease in your bedroom!"
Just to be sure, though, I took the pill at 10 pm and promptly had a shower, where I jacked off to visions of Eileen's younger sister Diana (not quite as busty as Eileen but still very sexy—and she loved to flirt with me when she visited, too).
So at 10:45 when I climbed into bed, and Eileen put down her book and snuggled up to me, I was ready for action! Or, rather, for non-action. Sure enough, Eileen suggested that we have some bedroom fun, and I pretended to be enthusiastic, hiding the rage I felt at going anywhere near that pussy which had been so recently filled by Martin Netrebko!
We kissed and cuddled and stroked; but there was no action below the Mason-Dixon line, as Eileen once whimsically put it. I claimed to be baffled, and she tried harder: she slid down and sucked me, caressed my balls, ran her hands over my chest and nipples, came back up and slid her big breasts all over my face, murmured dirty words to me, French-kissed me passionately. In short, she did all the things that usually would have me rock-hard within a couple of minutes—but nothing doing.
I loved every minute of it! Not just the pleasure, but Eileen's frustration and concern. She kept looking up at me, wondering what on earth the problem was. (This was not something that had happened to me before.) I kept saying I didn't know, maybe I was just tired, but it sure felt good, and sorry, but could she try a little longer?
After about twenty-five minutes she finally gave up, nearly in tears. Pretending to be distressed myself, I apologized again, and said, "do you want me to...do something for you, honey?"
But by then she was far too upset to feel sexy, and we quietly went to sleep. I know Eileen was worried and frightened, and it took her a long time to fall asleep. I wasn't exactly HAPPY—how could I be, after what I'd learned that day? But at least I was beginning to feel like the shit that had hit the fan was beginning to fly in the other direction.
********************
The campaign continued for the next several days, and I tried to make sure that each new day had its terrors for my straying cunt of a wife.
On Thursday just before lunch I checked with Julianne that my flowers had arrived; then in the early afternoon I went over to see Eileen "just to say hello" with a bouquet of my own, blue irises that I knew she liked.
"Hi babe," I said, strolling into the office. "I just brought you these, and...whoa, I see your 'secret admirer' isn't giving up! Are those pink ones from that same client over on wherever it was, Glen Terrace?"



She just stared at me for a moment, and then a deep red blush covered her face. Quickly turning away from me as if needing to reach into her handbag for something, she said, "yeah, they just came a little while ago. I guess I need to tell him to stop thanking me, or my husband will get jealous!"
She turned back to me and tried a little laugh, but it was deeply unconvincing. I looked at her for a few moments, enjoying her terrible discomfort.
"No," I finally said. "You know that I trust you, sweetheart. And anyway, didn't you tell me he was about 75, and married?"
She tried to pull herself together, and extend the joke. "Yeah, but he keeps himself in pretty good shape, Danny. I think you'd better watch your back!"
I pretended to chuckle at that, and watched her try to laugh along with me, as I gave her a kiss on the cheek and headed back to work.
That night and the next we had a repeat of our "erectile dysfunction" problem, and Eileen grew more and more concerned. I acted apologetic and confused, continuing to say I had no idea what was wrong. On Friday she even put on her sexiest nightgown, turned on some music and stripped for me—but of course, nothing, thanks to the miracles of modern pharmaceuticals! Again I offered her relief with my hands or my lips, but she was too upset. She did make me promise to call Ray the next day and make an appointment—and I agreed, all the while laughing to myself.
On Saturday I casually said, "oh, Eileen, I meant to ask you—what was that new shampoo you used the other day, I think it was Wednesday? It smelled great! I checked the bottles in the shower, but none of them smell like that."
Her face froze. Then, faster than I would have given credit for, she came up with something. She pretended to look puzzled for a moment, and said, "oh, that must have been a free sample of something that came in the mail. Herbal Essence, maybe? If you like it, I'll try to find it at the store."
Bravo, Eileen, I thought. As lies go that was not bad—and pretty quick. But I could see her watching me with worry in her eyes.
The next few days were worse and worse—mostly for Eileen, but they weren't any picnic for me either. She grew steadily more nervous and jumpy around me. She was obviously terrified that I maybe knew something, but showed no inclination to raise the issue in conversation. She seemed to be hoping desperately that the "ostrich strategy" would somehow work, and that whatever was going on would blow over. And she wasn't SURE I knew—after all, I was continuing to be (or pretend to be) as affable and affectionate as ever.
But on Monday, and then again on Wednesday, she got those damn pink roses! And I'll bet she called Martin and told him to lay off—and then was stunned to hear that he wasn't the one sending them. The look she gave me coming in the door at dinner on Wednesday made me virtually sure she was going to confess, or at least ask me what was going on with me—but then she turned away from me and the moment passed.
Our sex life continued to concern her. For two nights Eileen and I skipped any mention of making love, and then Monday at dinner I told her I'd seen Ray for an exam and he hadn't found anything wrong. "He ran some blood work, just to be sure—but he said it sounds like I'm just tired. 'You're not as young as you used to be', and all that crap."
Then I laughed. "Ray said to tell you that if you're really missing it, he could give you an hour or two of loving sometime this week!" I enjoyed watching Eileen's face as she scrambled for a suitably lighthearted reply, without much success.
Tuesday and Wednesday night we tried again, with the same result. And after I pretended to fall asleep Wednesday I smiled to myself, listening to the faint hum of the vibrator in the guestroom, where Eileen had quietly sneaked to get herself off. From two guys' cocks she was now down to only one, or probably none (if as I suspected she was cooling it with Netrebko, at least for the moment).
But as much as I was enjoying seeing Eileen suffer, I wasn't much better off. I was living in a house with the woman I'd loved all my life; and I knew she'd shat on me, lied to me and cheated on me with some jerkoff from the neighborhood, and I was sitting there and taking it. Yes, I was making her miserable—but it hardly made me any happier.
On Friday I sprang what I hoped would be the ultimate sting. If Eileen didn't crack in the face of this one, I was just going to tell her what I knew and throw her cheating ass out of the house.
I made a point of going to the grocery store on the way home, and as we were making dinner together I said casually, "oh by the way, honey, I hope you won't mind but I sort of committed us to a little barbecue tomorrow night."
She looked interested. "That sounds okay—who did you invite?"
"Renata and Martin Netrebko, from over on Walnut," I said casually, and I watched her eyes widen in shock. She quickly moved away from me to set the table, so I couldn't see her face. Finally she was able to say, "oh really? We hardly know them."
"I know," I said, "but I ran into Renata at the store today. We were having a casual conversation, you know, the usual stuff, and I was telling her about our gas grill. She mentioned that Martin is really eager to buy a new one, and I thought it would be nice to invite them over, cook some steaks, and let him take a look at it. Could you throw some rice and vegetables together? Renata said they'd bring dessert."
I turned and looked again at Eileen, whose face was nearly grey with anxiety. It was clear she had absolutely no idea how to get out of this one. "Weren't we going to do something with Dennis and Amy tomorrow night?" she asked somewhat desperately.
"Oh," I said airily, "Amy left a message earlier saying they had to see her parents, and wondering about lunch on Sunday. So we should be fine."
It seemed like this harpoon had finally gone deep. Eileen was practically mute all through dinner, despite my seemingly innocent attempts to keep a conversation going. I twice asked her what was wrong, and she said that her stomach was a little upset.
I wondered if she'd sneak off to the phone and try to cancel my made-up "invitation", but I watched her pretty closely all evening.
That night, far from trying again to seduce me, she went to bed an hour earlier than usual, and was pretending to sleep when I came into the room. I woke up once in the night, at around 2 am, and heard her crying quietly downstairs.
********************
I deliberately let myself sleep nice and late on Saturday morning, eventually showering and coming down around 10 am. Eileen had made a beautiful breakfast and was keeping it warm for me. She looked like a wreck—tangled hair, red eyes with deep circles. Clearly she hadn't had much sleep, and equally clearly she was beside herself.
"Good morning, babe," I boomed cheerfully, and she positively cringed.
"This looks like a great breakfast—thank you!" I went on, all innocence. Then, looking at her more closely, "honey, are you all right? Have you been crying?"
The moment of truth. There was a long, long silence, while I looked at her in apparent sympathy and concern and she regarded me with doleful eyes. I expected to see her burst into tears, but she didn't. Instead, she got up and moved to the other side of the kitchen, putting her back against the counter as if to get as far from me as possible.
"Danny," she began in a strained voice. "I've done something terrible. Something awful. And there's no excuse, and no way I can make it better, and I'm terrified of what you'll do."
I pretended to look blank, and confused. No fucking way I was making this any easier for her!
"I love you," she went on. "You're the only man I've ever loved, and you mean more to me now than ever, and that's what makes this so unforgivable."
I let my face look concerned now. "Babe? What is this...?"
She covered her face with her hands. In a quiet voice she said, "I cheated on you. I had an affair...with Martin Netrebko. It's over now, but I did it."
More silence. OK, Danny, I thought, you got what you wanted—she confessed—so now what?
I just looked at her, standing there in her blue terrycloth bathrobe, her dark hair jumbled and tangled around her head, her face still buried in her hands. The woman I'd shared my life with, shared everything with. And I felt the anger flow back into me, the anger I'd kept so carefully bottled-up during the past two weeks.
I could have killed her with my bare hands. I could have torn the robe off her, thrown her down on the table, and pounded her ass with my belt until she screamed. I could have opened the basement door and hurled her down the steps face-first. I could have gotten two inches from her face and yelled at her until she cried out in terror.
"You cheated on me," I finally said, in a choked voice. I hadn't moved. I realized much later that I probably was acting at that moment as though I didn't already know the truth.
"You fucking CHEATED on me? With that asshole? Why? What's so special about him? Do you love him? Did you suddenly decide old Danny just wasn't getting it done in the saddle? What?" My last few questions came out as shouts, and I watched her cringe back against the counter.
"No, Danny, no! I don't love him, I don't even particularly like him! And it wasn't you, it was...shit, there's no reason for it. I was thinking with my, with my cunt, that's all. I did something stupid, and selfish, and awful.
"And I'd cut my own arms off to take it back, and that's the truth. All I want is to wake up and find out that this is a nightmare, that it never really happened, and that I'm safe at home in bed with you."
Another long silence. It was kind of a shame I hadn't eaten that nice breakfast, because I certainly didn't have any appetite any more.
I sat, and she stood. I looked at her, and she mostly looked down at the floor. And I felt the anger swirl through me, the blinding rage, making my heart pump, making my fists clench and my leg muscles tremble. And we stayed that way in silence; it must have been ten minutes or more.
I'd been planning for this moment for nearly two weeks, and now I didn't know what to do with it. I was glad she'd told me, though I didn't really see why it made a fucking bit of difference—I'd pretty well tortured her into it, after all.
I finally realized that my pulse rate had slowed and my clenched fists had relaxed; adrenalin doesn't stay in the system forever, I guess. Time to say something.
"Okay, what now, Eileen? What have you got planned next? 'I'm sorry, honey—my bad, it was a terrible mistake, please forgive me'? And I'm supposed to sulk for a few days, like you spent too much on a dress or crashed the car, and then everything is just fine again?
She surprised me then, by suddenly starting to sob. "No, Danny—I have no idea what happens now! All I can think about is how I would feel if it had been...if you had done this, what I would be feeling! Whether I could ever look at you again, or stand to let you touch me!"
Her crying overwhelmed her then, and I just listened to her as she wept.
"I don't know if our marriage is over," she said finally, sniffling. "I don't know if you're going to throw me out, or whether I'd do that to you if the tables were turned.
"But I do know that I love you, and that I'm sorry! Sorry, sorry, sorry! And I'll do anything you say, anything, to try to make this up to you."
She was crying hard again, and it was difficult to hear the words. "I want you to love me! I want it to be like...like this never happened!"
I sat stonily, thinking, 'well, not much chance of that, is there?'
After another five minutes of silence I said, "go get cleaned up and get dressed. Be down here in fifteen minutes, we're going for a ride."
She looked at me anxiously but obeyed without a word, and I listlessly picked at my breakfast until she came down again. She'd combed her hair, washed her face, and put on a sweatshirt and jeans, but she still looked pretty worn.
We got into the car without a word and I drove straight over to Walnut Street, parking in the Netrebkos' driveway. Eileen looked at me in alarm and said, "Danny, what...?"
"Shut up," I said. "Half an hour ago you said, 'I'll do anything you say to try to make this up to you'. Well, that starts now."
I dragged Eileen by the wrist to the front door and pressed the bell. After a moment Renata came to the door and smiled at us, looking slightly confused but welcoming.
"Hi Renata, is Martin here? We need to speak to the two of you for a moment."
She politely led us into the living room and went to get her husband. As he entered the room his face blanched with alarm at the sight of Eileen with me next to her, both of us looking grim.
I gave him no time to interfere. "Eileen, please tell Renata what you told me this morning."
Looking down at the floor, Eileen said, "Renata, I...I had an affair with your husband. We saw each other...about six times. It's over now. I'm so sorry."
Renata snarled at her husband, but her words came as a shock to me. "So fucking her at the swing party wasn't enough, you son-of-a-bitch? You had to go off and play your own little private games as well? Despite what we've always agreed?"
I turned and stared at Eileen, but she was looking straight down and avoiding my furious gaze. I saw Renata grab a sofa cushion, whack her husband hard in the head with it, then toss it away and stalk out of the room.
That left Martin and us. He looked a little dazed, clearly not knowing the proper etiquette for this situation. "I, uh, I'm sorry, Danny...I guess I owe you an explanation..."
I let him trail off, clearly at a loss how to continue. Then I stepped forward and hit him hard in the belly with my left hand, doubling him over. I followed that with a right hand to his temple; that knocked him flat on his back.
Standing over him, I put one foot on his chest to keep him in place; then I unzipped my pants and slowly, leisurely, pissed all over his face and chest. He covered his face with his hands, but otherwise made no attempt to get away.
When I was done I zipped up, turned to Eileen, who was regarding me with horror, and without another word led her back out to the car.
"Danny, I..."
"Shut up."
"But you need to..."
"I said shut up. I'm not interested in anything you have to say."
We drove for about fifteen minutes, Eileen staring unhappily out the window, neither of us saying a word. When I pulled the car to the curb and said, "out," she looked up in alarm. We were in front of her parents' house.
"What? Danny, you..."
"Out. This is where you get off, Eileen."
"But Danny, what am I..."
"Not my problem, Eileen. They're your parents, they love you. But right now I don't want to see you, I don't want to talk to you, I don't even want to smell you. So unless you want to be dropped off at a motel or the bus station, I'm leaving you here. Out."
She stared at me, the tears beginning to flow again. Then she silently got out of the car and trudged up the front walk.
Before she rang the bell it looked like she turned back to me to say something, maybe "I'm so sorry." But by then I was driving away.
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[Author's Note: This is a continuation of "Going to Mary's", by Just Plain Bob, who has graciously given his permission for me to write another chapter to his story. You should read "Going to Mary's" before proceeding to read this chapter.]
I was so sure that everything was perfect. Sam was my terrific, loving husband, but couldn't give me enough of what I needed in bed. Thanks to my best friend Mary, I'd made the acquaintance of Chet, who was keeping my pretty little pussy very happy. But I knew that I couldn't keep my sneaking around a secret from Sam forever—so I arranged for Sam to overhear a phone call I staged with Mary. Now he thinks that Mary and I are lovers—and as I anticipated, that doesn't seem to bother him at all. And when he thinks I'm with Mary, I'm actually with Chet. What could be better?
Then it all went to Hell. And I want to blame that fucking Ann Landers—though, to be fair, it probably would have blown up in my face sooner or later anyway.
For a week or two after eavesdropping on my hot phone call with Mary, Sam was a tiger in bed. Clearly the idea of Mary and me having hot sex together was a huge turn-on for him, and I was getting the benefit. Even though his best was never better than so-so for me, I was getting a lot of his cock and lot of his tongue and it was great! He was happy, I was happy (both with Sam and with Chet) and life was wonderful.
One of the things Sam and I used to enjoy every morning was sharing the newspaper with each other. We'd read each other the funnies and the Ann Landers advice column. One day I was reading him a letter from a confused wife. She'd been having regular lunches with an ex-boyfriend, but she hadn't bothered to mention that to her husband. Her husband found out about it and got furious, but the wife felt that since it was nothing but lunches—no sex, nothing intimate—her husband had nothing to complain about.
That damn busybody Ann Landers said that the wife was wrong: there may not have been adultery, but in seeing an old boyfriend behind her husband's back she had betrayed his trust. Honesty was key to the success of any marriage, so she said.
I read Sam the letter without realizing I might be getting myself in trouble—and then it was too late to stop. I saw his face take on a strange, distant look, but there was nothing I could do about it.
That night after dinner, he sat me down in the living room and said, "Terri, you know how much I love you, don't you?"
"Of course I do, Sam."
"For our marriage to work, we need to be completely honest with one another. I tell you everything that's going on with me. But lately, honey, I've had the feeling that you're keeping secrets from me, and it makes me a little worried. Can you let me know what's going on?"
Oh shit. I knew exactly what Sam meant, but I sure as hell didn't want to talk about it with him. As long as he thought I was Lezzing it up with Mary, and that he knew our secret, he could be happy about it. But I didn't want it out in the open, because I was afraid of where that might lead.
"Gosh, Sam, I don't know what you mean. You know I always tell you everything, honey."
That answer obviously didn't satisfy him. He looked darkly at me and left the room without another word. That night when I came out of the bathroom wearing the sexiest baby-doll nightie I own—usually guaranteed to produce an instant hard-on—he just said, "sorry, I'm kind of tired tonight," and rolled away from me.
I tried to begin the next morning with a long, loving blow-job, but to my amazement he pulled away from me without a word and went off to take a shower. This was serious!
So that night I bit the bullet and told him the "truth".
"Sam, I know I made you unhappy last night, but I was afraid to be honest with you. I just love you so much, and I don't want you to be mad at me! Please forgive me."
"Honey, I love you—you can tell me anything."
"Well," I said, trying to look embarrassed, I've...been being a bad girl. With Mary. We've been—oh God, I'm so ashamed!—we've been...having sex."
His face took on a look of triumph and pleasure. He was so happy that I'd confessed! I realized this might actually go well.
"You and Mary? Wow!" Sam said, pretending to be shocked.
"Were you afraid I'd be mad?" he continued, pulling me into a big embrace. "It's okay, honey, it really is. Actually, you know, it's kind of a turn-on."
The rest of that night, and the next few days, were one big love-fest in our house, although sex-fest might be the more accurate term. Sam was so pleased by my "honesty", and still so turned-on by the thought of me and Mary rolling around in bed together, that he was all over me. And of course I was still getting that wonderfully satisfying dose of Chet's big, hard black cock during the days, so I was one happy lady!
But naturally—and how could I not have anticipated this?—Sam's interest in my girl-girl affair with Mary only intensified. Nearly every time we had sex he wanted me to describe what Mary and I did together: how it started, what different kinds of sex we had, what I liked the most from her and her from me.
For a while it wasn't a problem. It was easy enough for me to make up stories, and I usually didn't have to say very much before he was so wound-up that he'd fuck me like crazy. Even Sam's best couldn't hold a candle to Chet, but he was my husband and I loved him and I was happy to be turning him on so much.
But after a few weeks, just hearing about us girls wasn't enough. Timidly at first, then more assertively, Sam expressed a wish to watch and join us. I refused him each time as best I could, but he kept bringing it up.
Finally, he said, "Terri, honey, I've been pretty patient about this. But you've been cheating on our marriage with someone else—never mind that it's another woman—and that simply isn't fair to me.
"If you won't let me join in with you and Mary, then you're going to have to stop seeing her. 'Forsaking all others', which you promised to do, didn't have an exception for girl-on-girl sex with your best friend."
What a mess! I cried, I begged, I remonstrated with him, but Sam was immovable. Either he got to join us, or the affair had to end. And if the affair ended, it would be virtually impossible for me to keep sneaking off to see Chet without Sam finding out.
When I timidly broached the subject with Mary, she practically bust a gut laughing.
"Me, you and Sam? Get real, Terri! I'm sure you have a very nice pussy, but you're not ever gonna get it licked by me! And as for hopping in bed with Sam—all I can say is, he's a nice guy and all, but: Not in This Lifetime!"
"But Mary," I wailed, "what else can I do? Either I give him a threesome with you and me, or he's going to insist I stop seeing you! Which means no more Chet. I'd go crazy within a week!"
"Not my problem," she said primly. "I told you from the beginning this was a crazy plan, and now your chickens have come home to roost. You're going to have to solve this one without me."
In desperation, I told the whole story to Chet. He'd just fucked the hell out of me from behind, and we were lying side by side on his bed, catching our breath.
First he laughed nearly until he cried. "You, Mary, and your husband? Like that's ever gonna happen!" Chet knew Mary well, since he'd been her lover before she got married to Dave; in fact she was the one who introduced him to me, for which I've been eternally grateful!
But to my surprise, Chet did have a great idea. "Listen babe, you don't actually need Mary—you just need another woman who can pretend to be Mary."
"Are you nuts? He knows just what she looks like!"
"No, listen," he said. "Tell your husband you've gotten Mary to agree to a threesome, one time only. But she's very embarrassed about it, so it has to be in a dark room—no lights on. Then find yourself a girl about Mary's size and shape, and you're all set!"
Chet even knew just the girl: a former bedmate of his named Anitra, who was a part-time callgirl. He got us together and Anitra was happy enough to take the job for a $200 fee. She was almost exactly Mary's size—it was perfect!
When I told Sam I'd been able to talk Mary into it, he was unbelievably excited.
"But listen, Sam," I said. "This is a one-time thing only—she's really ashamed about it. And we have to do it in the dark, she doesn't want you to see her naked."
Sam was fine with that—in fact he was so turned-on he fucked me three times that night! And he was all over me for the next couple of nights, until I told him to save some of it for Saturday night!
Saturday night, of course, is when it all hit the fan. Anitra and I had talked it all out in advance. I told her we wouldn't be actually Lezzing it up—there was no way I was going to lick some girl's pussy!—but in the dark Sam would never know the difference.
"We'll just moan and groan a lot, slide all over each other and talk about how great it is," I said to her. "Then we'll let him feel and lick and fuck us as much as he can, and he'll fall asleep happy!"
It all went as planned, for a while. I sent Sam out of the house and told him to come back, take off his clothes, and come into the bedroom at 8pm. In the meantime Anitra came over and we got naked. I'd told her just to whisper or moan, never to talk, so he wouldn't be able to tell she wasn't Mary.
When Sam entered the bedroom he heard and smelled two aroused, sexy ladies—I'd masturbated myself until my juices were flowing. He eagerly dove in with us, and we had a few minutes of random hands and mouths and pussies and tits and cock going every which-way. I knew Sam would want to fuck "Mary" first, so I got Anitra on her hands and knees and guided him into her from behind. Then I got underneath them and licked Sam's balls while he fucked her—he just loved that!
So all was going beautifully—and then the bedroom door opened and the light went on!
We pulled apart and squinted towards the door. My heart stopped when I saw Dave, Mary's husband, standing there naked with a big hard-on staring at us!
There was a moment of stunned silence—then everybody seemed to speak at once.
Me: "Dave? What the hell are you doing here?"
Anitra: "Nobody said anything about TWO guys—that wasn't the deal!"
Dave: "Where the hell is Mary?"
Sam: "Hey, Dave, glad you could..." then he turned his head and saw Anitra: "what the fuck??"
The next couple of minutes were utter chaos. Dave said to Sam, "but you said Mary was going to be here!"
"She was supposed to be!" Sam answered. "I have no idea who this girl is."
Anitra grabbed her clothes and headed for the door, saying, "that's it—I'm outta here."
Sam turned to me and said, "Terri, what the hell is going on?"
Terrified, I said, "Sam, baby, I can explain. But we need to send Dave home, okay?"
"Forget about it!" Dave broke in. "Sam told me you and Mary have been doing each other, and tonight we were getting a chance to join in."
"Sam," I wailed, "you didn't!"
"I couldn't help it, baby," he answered. "This was gonna be so hot, and I couldn't leave Dave out of it."
Of all the things that could have gone wrong! It never occurred to me that Sam would ever have let Dave in on our threesome, because it surely would have led to Dave fucking me. I was positive Sam could never have stood for that in a million years.
But I'd underestimated what a turn-on the whole situation was for my horny husband—he hadn't even thought the whole thing through, just decided to turn the threesome into a foursome.
Dave said, "I knew this was bullshit, Sam. There's no way Mary would ever cheat on me, let alone go face-to-pussy with your wife, and I told you that."
Before I could intercede Sam said, angrily, "you're full of shit, Dave! They've been doing each other for weeks. Right, baby?" He turned to me for confirmation.
I had no choice. "It's true, Dave," I said, looking abashed. "You can ask Mary."
"I will!" he shouted, and headed for the door.
I sighed with relief—prematurely, as it turned out—and gave my husband a big hug. I noticed that we were both still naked.
"I'm so sorry about this, Sam. Mary absolutely wouldn't do the three-way, and so I found...another friend to pretend to be her. Can you forgive me?"
As I asked this I was pressing against him, sliding my tits up and down his side, and caressing his fast-rising cock with my hand. I kissed his neck and felt his arms tighten around me. I can get out of this, I thought! Let's just get Sam and me back down on the bed....
We were just getting into some serious fucking when we heard footsteps pounding up the stairs, and in a moment Dave and Mary, both fully dressed, were back in the room.
"I told you it was bullshit!" Dave yelled at Sam. "Mary hasn't laid a hand on Terri!"
Sam pulled out of me and I turned in horror to Mary, but she responded to my accusing look with a shrug.
"Sorry, Terri, but Dave was ready to kill me. I'm not gonna lie to him to save your marriage."
"Save her marriage?! What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Sam bellowed, as I shouted at Mary to get the hell out. She'd done enough harm!
Without another word, Mary turned and left, followed by Dave, who gave Sam a triumphant smile before he disappeared down the stairs.
I was now left alone with a naked and increasingly agitated husband, for whom I had no answers that would be satisfactory.
"Terri..." he began in a menacing tone. "If you haven't been spending your days in bed with Mary, how come I overheard you on the phone talking about licking each other's pussies? And what HAVE you been doing all those days you've been out of the house?"
"Sam," I wheedled, taking him in my arms. "I can explain all that later—but you got me so turned-on, baby! Can we just finish what we started?"
He pulled away from me abruptly and went to the closet, pulling out our two bathrobes. "Here—put this on! We're going to sit down and talk this through!" he said in an angry voice.
Well, nothing worked. There wasn't any sort of explanation I could give him that was remotely believable. It didn't take him long to figure out that Mary and I had tricked him, and that I'd been spending time somewhere else.
I tried convincing him that I'd secretly been taking a cooking class, as a surprise for his birthday—but a few well-chosen questions about what I'd been learning, where the school was, and so on reduced me to tears, and my excuse to rubble.
Sam demanded the truth. No amount of weeping, apologizing, or trying to distract him with glimpses inside my robe had the least effect on him.
I wasn't foolish enough to tell him what I'd really been up to, of course. There would have been no way back from that.
So Sam can't be sure about what I was doing. But he's pretty sure I was cheating—with a man!—and he still threw me out of the house. I've been in this crappy little apartment now for four weeks, and I had to take a job waitressing in a diner to pay the rent.
I've been calling him and calling him, but he won't even talk to me. He says he's going to divorce me, even though he has no proof of my adultery. His lawyer says he can get the divorce for "irreconcilable differences", and I don't have the money to hire a lawyer to fight it.
When Dave heard from Sam about the faked phone call, he got furious at Mary and told her she had to choose between her marriage to him and her friendship with me. So now my best friend isn't talking to me either.
And I don't dare go see Chet, for fear my husband has someone watching me. My only hope is that if I stay on the straight and narrow for long enough, he'll calm down and give me another chance.
What a come-down! I used to have a loving husband and a terrific, well-hung lover. I was getting all the sex I could handle and all the affection, too. Now I'm working hard all day, eating pork-and-beans to save enough money to pay the rent, and I haven't been laid in a month!
So how the hell did this happen to me? It sure seemed like a good plan at the time....
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[Author's Note: It's been a long time since I posted Ch. 1 of this story. Sometimes things happen: a child gets sick; a house catches on fire; a spouse loses a job; an elderly relative gets pneumonia. That's life.]
I was thinking with my cunt. That's what kept running through my mind.
"I guess I was thinking with my, my cunt," I said to Alex.
Alexandra Pearson regarded me neutrally. This was our fourth counseling session. It had been three weeks since I told Danny about my affair with Martin Netrebko, three weeks since he'd thrown me out and left me at my parents' house.
They were angry and disappointed with me, to say the least, but they were letting me stay there for the time being. I'd been back to the house a few times to get clothes and things, always when Danny was at work.
We'd only spoken two or three times, on the phone. He was cold, distant, always eager to end the conversation. When I told him I found a counselor and wondered if he'd be willing to come with me, he said, "no way. I'm not the one who ran around on you, who destroyed our marriage. This was your fuck-up, Eileen, you go see if you can figure out why you did it. Without me."
So I'd been seeing Alex alone, twice a week. And for four sessions she'd pretty much listened carefully, without saying too much. Letting me tell her why I was there, what I had done, about Danny's and my marriage, and so on.
"People don't think with their cunts, Eileen," she said now, a little pointedly. "We use our brains.
"I'm not saying that sexual desire doesn't affect our behavior—of course it does. But you've had a good marriage for 21 years. A good, faithful marriage, and a sexually satisfying one for the most part too, from what you've told me.
"So it wasn't your cunt that made you risk all that, it was your brain. It was a decision you made, or a series of decisions."
I nodded, a bit chastened, and we sat a moment in silence.
"When would you say you started disrespecting your husband? Or is it more the case that you've never respected Danny, at least not completely?"
"Of course I respect him!" I said hotly, feeling my face flush. "I respect him and I love him—totally."
"Eileen," she said, looking impatient. "You've told me all about the sex games you and he have played together. According to your own words, Danny made very clear that the fun stopped for him when any other man started to be part of the picture. He didn't like you being groped in the bar, right?
"And he was very very clear with you, on two occasions, that he didn't want to get involved with swinging.
"So, tell me how I'm wrong here. You went secretly to a swinging party behind his back, right? You said you had sex with three men there, including Martin Netrebko. And then you went on to have an affair with Martin that lasted two more months, until you began to think that Danny suspected something. Is that about right?"
I nodded unhappily. I couldn't really disagree with a word she said.
"The issue is respect, Eileen, pure and simple. Danny made his wishes very clear, and you didn't respect him enough to honor them. So I repeat my question: when did you start not respecting him?"
She was right, and I had to think about it. "I guess...that it started when I became friendly with Dennis and Amy—Amy in particular. She's about five years younger than I am, and really sexy and pretty, and so bubbly. She always seems like she's having the best time! And she used to go on and on about sex with Dennis, how great it was, and how much swinging had enlivened their sex lives with each other.
"And I tried to get Danny interested in checking it out, but he just shot me right down—it frustrated me! He wouldn't even really discuss it.
"And then there was that weekend Danny had to be in Chicago two nights for a training seminar, and when Amy called and told me about the party, I guess....
"I guess I just thought, 'to hell with Danny, what he doesn't know won't hurt him, I'm just going to try this once!' "
We sat some more. Then Alex said, "can you honestly claim that your decision was based on sexual dissatisfaction? Were you not getting what you needed from Danny?"
"No," I shook my head morosely. "I love sex with Danny. It's not as exciting as it once was, after 20 years, but he's a great lover—energetic and sensitive, eager to please me. And he's perfectly willing to play games, and try fantasies. He just...doesn't want other men involved, or other women."
"Plus," Alex said more gently, "even if you WERE dissatisfied, you would have owed it to Danny to talk with him about it, not to go find a solution with someone else behind his back."
At this point I burst into tears. Alex wasn't so much saying anything I didn't know, as making all too clear to me how stupid and selfish I had been. I'd given her the rope, she was just showing me the noose.
She waited patiently until I calmed down a bit, and then said, "Eileen, I think it's time you told me about the party. Why you really went, and what happened there."
********************
I sighed, and then I told her all about it. Dennis and Amy had been urging me to come with them for months, and I'd been resisting. But that weekend, with Danny away, I just gave in. Their descriptions sounded so hot! And they kept telling me how swinging had revitalized their own sex life, which sounded terrific to me. I made them swear an oath on their lives that Danny would never know. And they told me that everyone in the group was incredibly discreet—they all had too much to lose if word of their behavior got out.
The ground rules were simple. The parties were for couples, but an occasional single was allowed if sponsored by one of the regulars. Everyone took off their clothes at the start of the night and wore thin robes that were provided by the hosts. Condoms were required for all vaginal or anal sex with anyone but your spouse—no exceptions. And there were no other prohibitions, except no one could be made to do anything against their will.
When we got there I was incredibly nervous, but also excited. We went and changed into our robes, and when we came into the living room there were lots of people milling around, many of them with robes wide open. I saw more naked cocks in the first five minutes than I'd seen in my entire life! And women with their breasts showing, and even a threesome already fucking on one of the sofas.
It was an incredible turn-on just watching, which I did for a few minutes while Dennis brought me and Amy drinks. She kept whispering to me about the men, which ones were well-endowed or had terrific stamina. Then she shocked me! She said, "I hope you'll let Dennis be your first—he's been having the hottest fantasies about you ever since we first met!"
I hadn't imagined that I would...do it with Dennis, but didn't know how to say No without being rude, and a few minutes later Dennis took my hand and led me to one of the private bedrooms.
He was terrible! Amy had gone on and on about what a great lover he was, but it was awful. I was excited but nervous, and he didn't show any patience. We got our robes off and lay down, and he just pawed and slobbered over my tits for a couple of minutes, then he put on a condom, pushed my legs apart and got on top of me.
He has a very thick cock, not as long as Danny's but much wider. I guess he thinks that makes him a stud, because he didn't try anything to please me. Once Dennis got inside me he just pumped away, metronomically, never changing pace or angle or even really paying attention to me. I was just providing a pussy he could masturbate in. After a few minutes I realized I wasn't even excited any more, just bored; and then he sped up and came into me, grunting like an animal.
"God, Eileen, that was fantastic!" he said, smiling at me. "I've wanted to fuck you forever, and I can hardly wait to do it again!"
I couldn't believe it—he thought that had been great! I just smiled at him and said, "me too, but right now I just want to circulate, and see what else is going on." Anything to get away from him!
For the rest of the party I avoided Dennis, though I saw him screwing a couple of other women. I had another drink and just wandered around, finding that watching strangers have sex in public was very weird but very exciting, too.
I was watching a brunette with big fake tits getting fucked from behind by a fat guy, her body bent over a chair, when Martin Netrebko came and stood next to me and smiled. I recognized him from the neighborhood; we had met a couple of times at picnics. We just watched together for a minute, and he started to stroke my back gently through my robe. It felt really good, and I relaxed against him.
After a few minutes I felt ready to go again. I started rubbing his back too, and sliding my hand down to his butt. He quickly got the message, and invited me into one of the bedrooms. Unlike Dennis, Martin was terrific! He took his time with foreplay, using his hands and his lips, caressing my breasts and then eating me out until I came like crazy. Then when we fucked he had a lot of stamina, and lasted until I had come two more times. We did it missionary, and then doggie, which I adore. It was as good as sex with Danny sometimes is.
We lay together for a little while, just cuddling, and I told him how much I enjoyed it. Then we got our robes and went back to the party. I had another couple of drinks, watched some more, and eventually did it one more time, with a tall black man named Earl. Frankly, I was curious about black men, having never been with one. It was OK but nothing special, and by then I was kind of tired.
I went and found Amy, who was lying on a sofa on her side with a guy's cock in her mouth while another guy humped into her from behind, and waited until she was done. Then we found Dennis and they took me home. It was nearly 4 am, and I collapsed into bed and didn't get up until about 1 the next afternoon.
When I got up I felt a little sore, but really good, too. I'd been a swinger, for the first time! Seeing all those strange cocks, and having fucked someone besides my husband for the first time in 20 years, was a turn-on even to think about again.
I knew it was wrong, and I felt kind of guilty. But I also knew that Danny would never find out, and I felt like now that I had tried it I didn't need to do it ever again—that itch had been scratched.
When Danny got home really late on Sunday he came to bed very quietly, so as not to wake me. But I was so eager to see him that I attacked him! I was still feeling sexed-up, and to his delight we made feverish love for nearly an hour. I don't know if it was guilt or excitement or gratitude for having him—but whatever it was, the sex was fantastic that night.
Best of all, the next day we both went off to work just glowing—very happy, very much in love. And I was so relieved that my little ... escapade hadn't hurt us at all.
********************
I sat back and waited for Alex to speak. She'd been listening attentively, and now she said, "and the affair with Martin?"
I shook my head. "I know, I know.... I was such a fucking IDIOT! I'd gotten away with the swing party, and I had to go and press my luck...."
"All that week I'd been feeling terrific. Danny and I were making love nearly every night, and it was as good as it had ever been. I had those sexy memories to tease myself with, and there was something so hot about having those secrets all to myself. Everything was perfect: I'd gotten to try swinging, I'd had one terrific fuck, Danny never suspected anything, and he and I were great.
"I never would have done anything about Martin, though I did think about him. He had been a very good lover, the highlight of the party for me. But about ten days later he called and asked me to have lunch with him.
"I knew it wasn't a good idea, so I refused. But he was patient and gentle, and kept teasing me, saying it was only lunch. After about five minutes, I agreed. I told myself I'd only flirt with him, and we both could enjoy the memory of what we'd done."

I stopped talking, suddenly struck by a thought. "I guess I can see now what I was doing, Alex. You asked me about disrespecting my husband. As happy as I was that he never knew about the swing party, I think it also made me feel a little scornful—like, 'see what I can pull behind your back?' I got away with something, like a naughty kid, and maybe it made me feel like I could get away with more. Or even that since Danny hadn't figured out what I'd been up to, I respected him a bit less.
"Anyway, when Martin and I had lunch we flirted a lot, and at the end of the meal when he asked me to spend the afternoon with him I didn't totally shut him down. I said No, I couldn't, I had appointments that day, but I didn't say I wouldn't ever do it.

"So the next week we had lunch again, this time in the restaurant of a Marriott out in the suburbs. He made sure that we had a drink to start, and shared a bottle of wine. And afterwards when he told me he had a room, I just...went with him.
"We did it all afternoon—twice in bed, and then once in the shower while we were cleaning up. And it was just like the party: Martin is gentle and takes his time, making sure that I'm plenty turned-on. It wasn't as terrific as the first time, maybe, but still mighty nice."
I felt the tears coming to my eyes, and tried to blink them away. "And the part I'm ashamed of is how I kept thinking of Danny. As Martin and I...fucked, I kept seeing Danny in my mind, and feeling so incredibly excited that I was doing this behind his back. That I was doing something so...so fun, so dangerous, something he'd be furious about. And he'd never know.
"I swear, thinking about hiding this was what made the sex so great.
"The worst time for me was that afternoon, at home, the last hour before Danny got home for dinner. I'd cleaned myself up and washed my clothes, done everything to be absolutely sure there was no trace of sex on me. And I felt that wonderful after-sex glow, you know? That terrific feeling of well-being!
"But at the same time I felt guilty as hell. A swing party was one thing, even though I knew Danny would have been very angry. But an affair? Meeting another man for sex in a motel? I knew I'd crossed a scary line, and I didn't understand how I could let myself do that. I still don't, I guess.
"Anyway, I tried with all my might to be normal to Danny that night: affectionate, cheerful, but not too much, nothing out of the ordinary. And thank God, I got away with it! We had a typical evening together; we didn't make love but that was fine with me, I'd had enough for one day. But the next night we did, and it was as good as it ever is."
I paused for a moment, thinking.
"I guess you can figure out the rest. I told myself 'That's it, never again, consider yourself lucky you got away with it, don't press your luck'. And I said No to Martin's next two invitations, even after he sent me some beautiful flowers at work with a note from 'Your Secret Admirer'.
"But after a couple more weeks, when Martin kept calling, I just didn't see why not. I mean, things with Danny were great, he didn't suspect a thing, why not have a little more fun with Martin? I knew it was just sex, it didn't threaten my marriage, and Martin felt exactly the same way. We even talked about it once.
"So I...met him a few more times, had a few more afternoons at the Marriott with him. The sex got a lot less fun, actually. Once I got used to how Martin liked to do it, it wasn't such a turn-on. And as a person he didn't interest me, unlike Danny, so when we were done I just felt like getting out of there.
"I knew it was going to burn out soon, and that was actually fine with me. The magic and fun of the secrecy were pretty much gone. And then..."
I stopped suddenly, and began to cry quietly. "And then...Danny started playing his tricks. Like I told you, he must have moved my car, and I wasn't sure whether it had been moved. And then he stopped being able to, to get an erection. At first I was afraid he was sick; then I didn't know WHAT to think.
"But I was terrified. I didn't see how he could know anything, and he was still acting nice and affectionate. But something was different, and I was scared to death. I called Martin and told him we were finished, and then I just hung on and prayed and hoped that nothing more would happen.
"But Danny kept doing things, like I told you back in our first session—bringing me flowers and seeing the ones from Martin, or asking me about my different shampoo. And then when he told me he'd invited the Netrebkos over for dinner...."
I cried for a few minutes; then I took out a tissue and blew my nose loudly.
"At the time I just thought it was a horrible, unlucky coincidence. But now I'm pretty sure he did it on purpose—he must have found out somehow and was determined to torture me until I confessed. And I did..."
********************
Three more weeks went by. I kept seeing Alex, and getting a fuller understanding of how completely I had destroyed my marriage. Each one of my rationalizations, each attempt to justify or minimize my behavior, utterly fell apart as I examined it more closely. What I was left with was how badly, how monstrously I had screwed up.
I realized that I had to move forward, somehow. For one thing I had to get out of my parents' house. I cried for two days at the thought of finding an apartment, because it felt like the end of my marriage, as big a symbol of "the end" as a divorce decree.
Before I actually moved out, I left a note at the house for Danny in which I begged him to see me one more time, just to talk. I waited two days, then called him, and he reluctantly agreed to talk to me.
It was a disaster! It was the most painful hour of my life, even worse than the morning I confessed to him. We sat in the kitchen, over coffee, and he looked at me silently and coldly as I told him the whole story, all the details that I'd been over with Alex. I didn't spell out everything about the sex, but I made clear that Martin had been a good lover (as opposed to Dennis and the other guy), which is why I'd allowed myself to keep seeing him.
"Alex helped me see what I've done, Danny. This is the truth: I knew it was wrong, I knew it was awful, but I didn't fully understand what I'd done. Now I do.
"I've disrespected you, in a way that's completely unacceptable for any wife to do. I knew how you felt about the idea of me with another man, I wasn't happy with your position, and I simply went behind your back.
"There aren't any words I can offer that make up for what I've done. There isn't anything worse I could have done to us, and it was entirely my doing. I would give anything I have to undo it, but I can't. All I can do is throw myself on your mercy—and tell you that I understand how horribly I've behaved.
"I'm begging you to give me another chance; and I SWEAR to you that I will earn back your trust and respect again, if it takes me 20 years. Just, please, give me the chance!"
I'd been crying during a lot of this conversation, and my words didn't come out as smoothly as I've written them. Danny didn't say anything until it was obvious that I was finished. His face was calm and neutral, though listening to my story of the swing party and the affair with Martin must have hurt him all over again.
What was awful is that he never got angry, never raised his voice. Everything he said came out cool, and distant.
"Thanks for telling me the story, Eileen. It wasn't any fun to hear, but I've been curious for weeks about exactly what went on.
"But I don't see how hearing it changes anything. I understand what you've said, and perhaps I even understand your behavior a bit better—but you still went behind my back to that party, you still cheated on me and lied to me and disrespected me, you still had the affair with that asshole.



"I haven't stopped loving you, and I miss you very much. But it doesn't feel as though anything is different, at least not yet. I'm still absolutely furious with you, and I still don't want you around. If you thought this talk would end with me asking you to come home, you can forget it."
All this was said in such a matter-of-fact way, it was chilling. In the six weeks since he'd thrown me out, his white-hot rage had changed into something even more scary, a kind of grim determination.
I cried some more, trying not to make too much noise. Finally I calmed down a little, and I sort of whispered, "will you at least...think about it?"
He looked at me for a long time, coolly, as though I were some sort of unpleasant object unexpectedly in his path. Then he got up to put our coffee cups in the sink. Without turning back to look at me he said, "yeah, I'll think about it."
That was clearly my dismissal. I managed to make it back out to my car without breaking down completely, but once I was behind the wheel I just lost it. I sat and sobbed for twenty minutes. I don't think Danny saw me—he'd gone back into the house and closed the door.
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Whoever came up with the phrase "life goes on" certainly has a point. No matter what you're dealing with, life does go on. The trouble, however, is that life doesn't necessarily go on very well, or in a way you want it to—nor does life tell you what you should do next.
My two choices were apparent from the moment I spotted Eileen's minivan parked next to Martin Netrebko's Mercedes at the back of the Courtyard by Marriott: 1) throw her cheating ass out of my house and get a divorce; 2) find a way to forgive what she did, and work on rebuilding the marriage.
Of course, at the time I wasn't thinking clearly enough to see that those were really the only two choices. All that was on my mind was my rage and hurt, which led quickly to a determination that I would get my revenge (or some of it) by putting her through hell. I did that, and I don't regret it a bit.
There was certainly some satisfaction at seeing her suffer, seeing her full of worry and fear for more than a week, as she wondered whether I knew about her affair. And it felt pretty good to knock Netrebko down and piss all over him—at least it felt pretty good for a few minutes.
But neither of those things "made it all better"—and now, more than eight weeks later, it was clear that there wasn't anything that would make it all better. There was only a choice between two unappealing alternatives.
For two months I'd kept myself busy at work, spent time with my work friends, done some fix-ups around the house, and tried not to dwell on how empty my house and life were without Eileen. I had always done a lot of the cooking and marketing, so feeding myself was not a problem. And it wasn't all that hard to learn how to do the laundry.
What I hoped was that time would help me find a way towards understanding what I wanted. But the trouble was that missing Eileen and being furious at her were so tightly entangled that I couldn't separate them, nor could I see which feeling was stronger, which voice needed to be listened to.
I spoke to her as little as possible—a few brief telephone calls. After six weeks she begged me to give her a chance to explain things, so I let her come over and tell me the whole fucking story, no pun intended.
Hearing it answered some of my questions—now I knew how the affair had started, and what Dennis and Amy's role had been. But it didn't bring me a bit closer to a decision.
I did have some helpful bits of information. Eileen still loved me, and she didn't love Netrebko in the least. She wanted to stay with me—desperately—and she was incredibly sorry for what she had done. And I had to admit, it seemed that her counseling sessions had helped her take full responsibility for the seriousness of her actions. She understood that this was no small matter.
On the other hand....there was always an "on the other hand". Eileen knew very well how I felt about swinging, because we'd discussed it. But she went to the party anyway, and fucked three guys there! And then she let one of them talk her into an affair, because (if I could believe her) she'd enjoyed the sex they'd had at the party.
How the hell could she expect me to live with that? After 20 years of marriage, I'm not good enough for her anymore, she has to have some strange cock? And even worse: a taste isn't enough to satisfy her, so she signs up for the full-course meal?
I'm not a guy lacking in self-confidence, but there isn't any man who could easily take that without wondering about his own abilities as a lover. I always thought that Eileen and I did pretty well in bed—I certainly always tried to please her, and even to play games when that was what she wanted. But there's nothing like finding out you've been replaced, even if only in part, to make you doubt whether you were getting the job done.
********************
Life went on. Eileen's occasional phone calls dropped off to nothing after our get-together and her confession. She was probably terrified of what I would say to her, and figured the best thing was just to give me all the time I needed.
I'd changed the answering machine message the first day after I threw her out; now it said that Eileen no longer lived here, and gave the phone number of her parents' house. Not surprisingly, I had to face several shocked and concerned messages from friends of ours, wondering discreetly or just asking straight out what was going on.
The ones I cared about, I called back and told them the truth—that Eileen had had an affair, I found out about it, and threw her out. I didn't share the details, but I was determined that people wouldn't hear some mixed-up version of the story elsewhere and think that I was to blame!
Two or three couples whom we'd known for years turned out to be terrific friends. They invited me over to dinner, called me regularly, just offered their support, without in any way trying to pump me for information or get in the middle of my marriage. I imagined there were probably others who were doing the same for Eileen, but I didn't particularly care.
Talking to the kids about the situation was one of the hardest things I had to face. I called both Emily and Frank the first week. I had planned to say only that Mom and I were going through a difficult time, and that she was staying at her parents' house for a while. But I underestimated my children's perceptiveness and determination. One or the other called me every night for a week, full of concern and full of questions—no doubt they were talking to Eileen too—and not surprisingly they figured it out.
"Dad, there's no way Mom would have left on her own," Emily said to me one night over the phone. "If she was angry at you, she would have made you leave! And you wouldn't have tossed her out for anything small. I can't believe I'm asking this, but did she cheat on you or something?"
After a long silence, I said, "yes, Em, she did. But I'm not saying any more about it. She's your mother, and she loves you and Frank as much as I do. Whatever may happen, you will always have two parents who care for you more than anything in the world."
Emily said, slowly, "I really can't believe it, Dad! But I know you—you wouldn't have done this unless you were sure. What are you going to do now?"
"I have no idea, sweetie. Give it some time, talk to your mom, and see what happens.
"I'm just sorry that you and Frank have to deal with this. You have enough on your plates with hockey and schoolwork, and just being college students."
We talked a little more, and I was just so grateful for my level-headed, thoughtful daughter. Grateful too that she and Frank were out of the house. If they had still been at home it would have been far worse.
********************
As Easter week approached we faced a new problem. For more than 15 years our family tradition was to have Easter dinner at Eileen's parents' house, with the whole extended family, and even since the kids went off to Middlebury they always came home on their spring break and joined us.
There was no way I was going to participate in that this year. I called Eileen and suggested that they have the regular dinner in the afternoon without me, and that l would see Emily and Frank in the evening instead. After trying in vain to convince me to come to dinner, she finally agreed.
I met the twins at the airport on Friday night—they were going to stay at the house, as they always had, and visit with Eileen during the week. It was so great to see my two hockey stars, so full of energy and high spirits! I got a little emotional thinking about the years Eileen and I had spent raising them, and I had to wipe tears from my eyes after our hugs.
On Easter Sunday I spent the afternoon alone at the house, eating a quick sandwich and doing some work in the garden. I'd refused all invitations from friends, preferring to be by myself.
To my surprise Emily showed up about 3pm; she'd left the Easter dinner early to have some private time with me. We hopped in the car and drove over to a nearby park where we both loved to walk, enjoying the trails that wandered around a big scenic lake.
Emily didn't waste any time, and what she said didn't come as much of a surprise.
"Daddy, you and Mom are both so miserable—isn't there any way you can forgive her, and try to work this out?"
I just smiled sadly at her, not knowing at first how to respond, and she went right on.
"I mean, it would be different if you had a bad marriage—if you yelled at each other all the time, like Mona's parents, or if she'd cheated before. But this is the first and only time, right?"
"Emily," I said, "you know I can't talk about this with you. I know you love me and Mom, and I know you want to help. But there's no way I can discuss the details of our problems with you—it's simply not fair to you or Frank to be in the middle."
She didn't give up that easily. "Mom told me it was all her fault, that she was headstrong and selfish and disrespected you. And that she's told you the whole story, and begged for your forgiveness. Can't you see she means it? She has even been seeing a counselor!"
"I know she means it, Em. I'm just not sure if that's enough. There are things you can forgive people for, and then....I guess there are things that are so destructive, that an apology just can't put them right."
She stopped me by putting a hand on my arm, and we stood facing one another, on the quiet path next to the lake.
"Okay, then, think of it this way. It's obvious you're not happy, Dad. You're lonely and angry and you've got too much free time on your hands. So what can you do to make things better? What's going to make you happy again? Is it getting divorced and starting all over at your advanced age"—she gave me a playful poke, and we both grinned—"or is it having Mom at home with you again, loving you and doing all she can to make this up to you?"
"I always knew I raised a smart daughter," I said. "You've put the question just the way I've been putting it to myself: what would make me happy? The trouble is, Em, that I don't have an answer.
"Being alone, dating again, trying to find someone to share my life with, someone who could mean as much to me as your mother, that's pretty unappealing. On the other hand, having her around, and knowing every time I looked at her that....wait, I can't talk about this with you."
I closed my eyes for a minute, trying to regain my composure.
"Honey, I simply can't discuss this with you any more. You're already more in the middle of this than I wanted, and I can't talk to you any further about my relationship with your mother. You're just going to have to trust me to do what's best—once I figure that out!"
I smiled at her again, a bit ruefully, and she gave me a big hug.
"Okay Dad. Thanks for listening, anyway. I love you!"
"I know you do, sweetheart."
********************
It was about a month later when Eileen's sister Diana came to see me. I hadn't seen her, or any of Eileen's relatives, since the day I threw her out. My guess is that Diana and their father had both offered to come talk to me, but that Eileen stopped them. If that's what happened, Eileen did the right thing: it would have pissed me off even more to have to defend my actions to her father or sister.
But now it had been more than three months. I didn't feel so angry any more, not as much as just weary and sad. I missed Eileen, yet I didn't want her back—in fact I didn't want to see her or talk to her. I didn't know if I ever would.
To my surprise, Diana and I had a great time. She turned up on a Saturday morning, around 10, just as I was embarking on a big ham-and-cheese omelette. I added a couple more eggs and the two of us shared it.
I'd always liked Diana. She had the same energy and humor as her older sister, and most of the same good looks. She was slimmer, but still shapely, and she loved to flirt. Diana had never married, but there was always a boyfriend in the picture, usually desperately in love with her and ready to do anything for her. Diana on the other hand never seemed to get too serious about any of them.
I knew why she had come to see me, and she knew that I knew. But it didn't stop us from having a fun time. We chatted about this and that—her work, her latest boyfriend, my kids—all through breakfast and a couple of cups of coffee.
Finally I said, "why don't we take our cups out on the deck, Diana? I'm pretty sure you have something to say, and you can say it out there."
When we were settled in our chairs she looked at me, seriously but still with a twinkle in her eye, and said, "Danny, you know me too well for me to try to snow you. I thought about just telling you what a fool you're being, not to take Eileen back. I was going to point out how lonely you are, how sad and tired you look, how much you need her—all that crap.
"But the fact is, we both know who the fool was. It was Eileen." She shook her head.
"I still can't believe what an IDIOT she was! My own sister! The one person in the world I always looked to for good advice."
Diana got lost in her thoughts for a moment, and I just waited, watching her. It struck me how beautiful she was—I could easily understand how her boyfriends got twisted around her little finger.
After a minute or two her mind seemed to come back to our conversation.
"So I won't give you any bullshit, okay? Eileen is miserable. She's desolate. She knows she fucked up bigtime, and she's doing absolutely everything she can think of to make it right with you again.
"She's working with a counselor. She's moved out of Mom and Dad's house into an apartment, though it nearly killed her to do it—she said it felt like making the separation permanent. She's come to you and told you the whole story, and apologized as fully as she knows how to do.
"And she's given you time and space, hasn't she? She hasn't pressured you, hasn't drowned you in phone calls or love notes. She knows that you're suffering, knows that it's her fault, and she's trying to let you deal with it at your own pace."
Diana looked right at me. "Danny, what more could she do?"
"I don't think there IS anything more she could do. That's not the problem. The problem is, did she break our marriage so badly that it can no longer be fixed?"
We sat for a minute. Diana had no answer to that one.
"I know that what happens now is up to me," I finally went on, "and I know that everybody is waiting for me to make up my mind about it. I'm not dragging this out to make a point, believe me. I'm trying to figure out what I want, which of two lousy alternatives—neither of which I deserve to be facing, by the way!"
I stopped and glared at her, and she nodded her head, a little sadly.
"Sorry—don't mean to take it out on you. But the alternatives both suck: try to make a new life without her, or swallow what she did to me and try to find a way to love and trust her again.
"And I don't seem to be at a point where either one of them seems the least bit preferable to the other."
We sat a little while longer. The fun was pretty much gone from our conversation, though a part of me was still enjoying just sitting and looking at Diana. Like her sister, she was a babe. I realized with a shock that it was the first time in more than three months I'd had a particularly sexual thought. Being cuckolded had completely turned off my own sexuality, something I would never have predicted.
When she got up to leave, I surprised myself by getting a little flirty, reverting to the way Diana and I had teased one another for years.
"Thanks for coming, Diana. It's always a pleasure to see you. I'm just disappointed you didn't offer to console me in my loneliness. Just think of how much better you could make me feel!"
She grinned back at me, and flipped her hair in an exaggerated way, pretending to be a seductress. "Don't think I'm not tempted, Danny! But you still belong to Eileen, at least until you tell us all that you don't. And I don't think she'd be too happy about the idea of me easing your loneliness—she's just hoping to get the chance to do that herself."
That night I spent a couple of hours in a local bar with Mike and Tommy, two friends from work. We'd gone out together 5-6 times since I'd split with Eileen, just to have a few beers and watch a game on TV or play some darts. Tonight something was different, and it took me a few minutes to realize what it was.
I was leaning back against the wall of our booth, watching the women out on the little dance floor, when I figured it out. My last few times in the bar I hadn't even noticed the women—it hadn't even occurred to me to look. Tonight I was checking them out, aware of who had a lowcut top on (and looked great in it), who was flirting with her boyfriend, even who was sitting at the bar looking like she was waiting for someone to hit on her.
Without taking the time to ask myself whether it was a good idea, I got up and strolled over to a redheaded woman sitting in front of a martini glass that was nearly empty.
I perched on the stool to her left and said, "that one seems about gone—would you let me buy you a refill?"
She turned and looked at me appraisingly, smiling slightly. "I don't mind having another, but what's that circular gold thing around your finger there?"
I laughed aloud, liking her already. "I think they call it a wedding ring. Honestly, though, I was just looking for a little conversation. This is not a pick-up attempt—I wouldn't begin to know how to do that. I'm about twenty years out of practice."
That made her laugh, and I found myself joining her. I got her a refill, and a beer for myself, and we had a nice chat for an hour or so. Her name was Adele, and she was in town from California for a week visiting her sister and brother-in-law and their new baby.
"He's an adorable little guy, but God can he ever cry! I've been staying with them five days now, and I just needed to get away for a couple of hours and be around some grownups."
I thoroughly enjoyed Adele's company, and she seemed happy to talk to me as well. We kept it light and casual. She mentioned that she'd been divorced about three years earlier. I didn't speak about my marital situation at all; in fact to my surprise we spent a lot of the time chatting about baseball—she was a lifelong Angels fan.
When she said she needed to get back to her sister's house, we parted with a handshake and big smiles, and I strolled back to Mike and Tommy, who had finished their darts game and now proceeded to give me shit about what a pick-up artist I was. I pointed out with a smile that I couldn't be that good, because here I was back at the table with them!
As I drove home that night I thought about Adele, and of course about Eileen. I'd enjoyed being in the company of an attractive woman, but she wasn't my wife. There had been the fun of talking to a new person, of learning things about someone else and hearing stories for the first time; but there hadn't been the warm comfort of spending time with someone you loved and trusted.
Trusted? Yeah, I could remember when I trusted Eileen. But would I ever be able to trust her again?
Probably, in fact, I could. That is, it was easy to believe that she'd learned her lesson and would never cheat on me again. But that doesn't mean that my feelings of suspicion and betrayal would disappear. I had the feeling that I'd be dealing with them for a long long time.
********************
That night at the bar, and the hour spent talking to Adele, began to break the logjam in my mind. Instead of just drifting through my days, obsessing about my situation without making any progress, I started to feel myself thinking more actively about it. Each day the pros and cons of my two alternatives got a bit clearer; it felt like I could see what each choice would mean for my future.



It took about two more weeks before I was ready to talk to Eileen. I left her a phone message, asking if we could talk at her apartment. She left me a return message within a couple of hours, suggesting that I come over the next evening around 8pm.
When she opened the door in response to my knock I could see she'd worked on her appearance. She was wearing slacks and a sweater, nothing fancy, but she looked terrific. Her hair and make-up were perfect, and the clothes were very flattering. I was reminded what a beautiful wife I had.
"Hi Danny," she said, tentatively leaning forward to kiss me on the cheek. She led me into her small living room, where we sat and she poured us cups of coffee. I watched her put half a teaspoon of sugar and a lot of milk into mine, as she'd been doing for so many years.
When we were settled with our coffees she looked at me, and said, "it's nice to see you."
I knew she was terrified, and it would have been cruel to drag it out.
"Eileen, I've been doing a lot of thinking, and—sorry, I guess you must have known that.
"I'm going to file for a divorce."
Her eyes started brimming over, but all she said was, "oh, Danny!"
"There are only two choices for me in this situation, and they both stink. I don't want to be alone and lonely, wondering if I'll ever meet someone I can share the rest of my life with. I still love you, and I know that you love me.
"On the other hand, it's been more than four months, and I still don't want you to come home. Every time I try to imagine it, I can see that won't work. However loving and considerate you might be to me, I'm not going to be able to get past what you did, and how it made me feel.
"I'm not as angry as I was, but I still don't want to be around you, let alone live with you or sleep with you. When I think about it, it's very clear that it just won't work for me.
"I know you've made a real effort, Eileen. I know that you've done the counseling and all, and really tried hard to understand why you did it. I give you credit for that.
"But there are just some things that are too serious to get past. And I've finally realized that what you did is too serious for me to get past."
I stopped talking. I'd been gazing at nothing while I spoke, and now I looked at Eileen. She was looking back at me, crying quietly, her shoulders shaking.
I went over and sat down next to her on the sofa and she pulled me into a tight hug, sobbing against me. I held her for a few minutes, and then gently extricated myself from her arms.
"I'm sorry, Eileen," I said very quietly. Then I moved to the apartment door, opened it, and walked out.
THE END
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Andrea couldn't believe how guilty she felt, how unbelievably awful. The feeling of having done something terrible—something unforgivable—was worse than anything she'd ever experienced before. Then again, what she'd done was worse than anything she'd ever done before.
Andrea was 29, and her husband Peter was 31. They'd been married for six years—six years that had been as happy as any time in Andrea's life. Peter was smart, funny, incredibly loving, thoughtful, and her entire family adored him. Her mom kept telling Andrea how lucky she was, and Andrea was inclined to agree.
But that hadn't stopped her from sleeping with another man--taking him upstairs into the marital bed and fucking him for half the night.
She sat at the kitchen table in her bathrobe, holding her coffee cup and gazing out the back window without seeing anything. How could she have done this? Should she tell Peter about it? Was there any chance her marriage could survive her adultery?
To say the least, cheating on Peter had been the last thing on her mind when she headed over to Leo and Diana's party. They lived three houses down the street, and were Peter and Andrea's best friends. Diana loved to entertain—it seemed that she and her husband had Saturday night parties almost once a month. Andrea and Peter were always invited, and on a number of occasions when Peter's business trips kept him away over the weekend Andrea went by herself.
Neither she nor Peter saw anything untoward in this—he trusted her completely, and the party was full of people they'd known since they'd moved to Shaker Heights. Peter felt bad about having to be away so much, and it pleased him that Andrea had a chance to do something fun.
Nothing was special about the most recent party: there was a variety of great finger foods on the buffet, there was lots of beer and wine, there was lively music and dancing, and there was easy, sometimes flirtatious conversation. Nearly everyone at the party had met before, and the atmosphere was relaxed and festive.
But one thing was different: Diana's cousin James was visiting from Los Angeles, and he seemed instantly drawn to Andrea. After Diana introduced them to one another he chatted with her several times, and they danced a few times as well. James was a slim, attractive man of about 35; he had come to Cleveland to meet with a client of his electronics firm, and since he was in town over the weekend Diana naturally invited him to the party.
As the evening wore on and Andrea had a few drinks, she became aware of James's interest in her—and aware that she was enjoying it. Nothing ever went on at Diana's parties beyond some harmless flirting and some sensual slow-dancing with another person's husband, but James twice took the opportunity to dance with Andrea in the darkened living room, holding her close enough that she could feel his erection. She giggled to herself, flattered by his interest.
Tipsy as she was, she even allowed herself the fantasy of sneaking off with him and finding a private bedroom; but it was nothing more than the idle fantasy of a woman away from her husband for the evening.
At about midnight, James thanked Diana and Leo for the party, then found Andrea and drew her aside in the kitchen. "I've got to head back to my hotel. Thanks for the dancing and the conversation—I really enjoyed being with you."
His words were nothing beyond polite, but as he spoke them he looked into Andrea's eyes with a directness and an intensity that made her shiver. He wanted her, and she knew it with as much certainty as if he'd said, "come back to the hotel with me".
Then with a slightly ironic smile, he took her hand and kissed it gently, before heading out the front door. Andrea sagged against the kitchen counter. She was aware how turned-on she was, and felt relieved that James was now safely gone. She had to admit to herself that she was slightly disappointed, too.
At 12:35 Andrea said her goodbyes and strolled back to her house, pleasantly high and thinking about James. He had certainly been an attractive man.
She stopped, dumbfounded, when she found him sitting in a chair on her front porch, apparently waiting for her. Unable to speak at first, she just stared at him blankly.
"Hi," he said pleasantly. "Could I trouble you for a cup of coffee? I'm not sure I should drive back to the hotel just yet. I had several beers tonight."
Alarm bells were ringing inside Andrea's head, but at the same time his request seemed so reasonable. She didn't want him to drive drunk and get into an accident.
"Sure, I...I'd be glad to. Come on in."
Ten minutes later they were sitting companionably at her kitchen table, drinking coffee and continuing the pleasant conversation they'd had at the party. Andrea began to feel she'd misread him; perhaps all he really wanted was some coffee.
But when he got up, put the cups in the sink, and turned to her, she realized she'd been right the first time.
"I didn't just come for the coffee," he said seriously. "I couldn't let my evening with you end, Andrea—and I didn't want to do anything indiscreet in front of everyone at the party."
She blushed. "I...you should go, James."
"Yes," he said, moving to her. "I probably should. But I don't want to go—and I don't think you want me to go, either."
James pulled her gently to her feet and took her hand. Before she could react he was dancing with her, moving around the kitchen while humming one of the songs they'd danced to at the party. She wanted to tell him to stop, or just pull away from him; but it felt terrific to be in his arms. She let her eyes close, and kept dancing.
After a few minutes, James stopped, took Andrea's face in his two hands, looked directly into her eyes, and kissed her. She froze, feeling his lips on hers, then pulled away in shock.
They looked at one another, neither one speaking. Then James leaned forward and kissed her again. The second kiss lasted longer, and before it ended Andrea was tightly in his arms, and his tongue was exploring in her mouth. It seemed to happen so fast that she didn't have time to think about what she was doing. All she was aware of was the feeling of his lips, his arms around her, his erection pushing into her belly.
When James broke the kiss it was only to pick her up and seat her on the kitchen counter, whereupon he spread her legs apart and stepped forward between them to kiss her again.
"James, I...we...can't..." He waited, looking at her with desire obvious on her face; but Andrea didn't know how to finish the sentence. Then his lips were on hers again, and she groaned as his tongue returned to her mouth.
James stroked and caressed her as they kissed. His hands gently touched her breasts, first through her blouse and then slipping up underneath her bra to tease her already-hard nipples. It was midsummer, so when his hand touched her knee and slid upwards he had no pantyhose to contend with, just a delicate pair of panties.
He stroked and tickled her pussy through the panties, feeling her wetness, feeling her hips begin to move in response to his caresses. By now Andrea had her arms tightly around James's neck, pulling him closer, and was groaning with pleasure into his mouth. The thought of stopping him seemed to have disappeared from her mind.
In a few minutes more Andrea was soaking wet and breathing heavily. Without a word James pulled her towards him and picked her up under her butt, carrying her towards the stairs with her legs wrapped around his back. He found the master bedroom, gently set her down on the bed, lay down beside her and resumed his caresses.
In retrospect, Andrea thought the next morning, this is when she might have stopped him—SHOULD have stopped him. Her head had cleared slightly as he carried her, and she recalled with shame that she had said to herself, "not in our bedroom". But she had done nothing to stop James, and once his hands renewed their exploration of her body she quit thinking entirely.
James's foreplay was tender and patient. He managed to get Andrea's and his own clothes off without ever stopping his touching and kissing. Once they were both naked he lay pressed against her side, his lips tantalizing her nipples while his fingers foraged inside her, emerging sometimes to transfer the wetness from her pussy to her aching clit. He skillfully brought her closer and closer to orgasm. Andrea could remember her breath coming in moans, her hips rolling as she waited for him to finish her.
When Andrea felt as though she were only seconds from exploding, James slipped on top of her. His hard cock felt like hot steel as he slowly pushed his way inside her. When he was all the way in he pressed his groin against her, rotating his hips slowly to put pressure on her clit, and within seconds Andrea was wailing and pumping at him as her orgasm overwhelmed her.
James stopped, and the couple savored the feeling of one another's bodies in silence. When he felt that Andrea had relaxed from her climax he began to thrust. It was gentle and careful at first, but gradually James's patience left him and his strokes became faster and more powerful.
Andrea had felt totally drained after her first orgasm; yet to her shock after several minutes she could feel another climax approaching. James's regular, unrelenting thrusts took her higher, higher, and finally she screamed as she came again, tightening her fingers frantically against the muscles of his back. A few moments later James shot into her with a roar, pushing desperately over and over as he unloaded his cum.
James rolled off next to Andrea and pulled her close; they lay together in silence as their excitement ebbed. Had she been sober, she would undoubtedly have been overwhelmed by guilt. But at that moment, she just felt drained and satisfied. It hadn't been cosmic sex—it hadn't been the greatest sex of her life, or better than what she had with Peter. But it had been terrific! "I feel fantastic!", she said to herself, and within minutes she was asleep.
She awoke in the middle of the night, still somewhat drunk. She was on her side, and James was behind her, spooning her, his cock once again erect and buried inside her. His hands gently caressed her breasts. It felt good, and she moaned gently to let him know she was awake.
Without a word spoken, James began thrusting into her. This was a slow, dreamy fuck. Andrea wasn't even sure if she was awake the whole time; she didn't climb towards orgasm, but just enjoyed the pleasure he was giving her. She felt him accelerate, felt his breath coming faster against the back of her neck, and felt the spasms in his cock as he came into her again. Then she drifted back to sleep.
When Andrea awoke again it was nearly 10am, and she was alone. She started awake in a panic, instantly remembering the previous night. Oh My God! she thought. What have I done? Where is James? What the hell am I going to do now?
The bed was empty, and James's clothes were gone. She grabbed her robe and raced downstairs, to find a fresh pot of coffee and a brief note.
* * * *
"Andrea: Thank you for a magical night. It was one of the most special, most wonderful things that has ever happened to me. You are so beautiful and sexy, and loving you was like a dream come true.
"I didn't want to embarrass or upset you by being here when you awoke today. I will be back at my hotel (here he left the phone number) until later this afternoon. I would love to see you again, but if you would prefer not I completely understand.
"Of course I will never speak about this to Diana or anyone. But it will always be a perfect memory for me.
"Fondly, James"
* * * *
Andrea sat back in her chair. She realized how relieved she was, and how grateful for James's considerateness and delicacy. She did NOT want to see him again, then or ever! And facing him that morning would have been a torment.
James had been aggressive, but Andrea knew she couldn't blame him for taking advantage of her. She'd been tipsy, yes—but she'd also been very turned-on. There had been several chances for her to stop him, and she hadn't taken them. Thank God, thank God, thank God she was on the pill!
Sitting there in her bathrobe, feeling her tangled hair, aware of the stickiness on her pussy and thighs, Andrea was overcome by a wave of guilt. She loved her husband—in fact, she adored him! How could she have done this to him? And what the hell was she going to do now?
**********************
By the time Peter got home, at about 8pm on Monday, Andrea had turned her guilt into action. She'd showered away every trace of James; she'd changed the sheets and aired out the bedroom; she'd cleaned up the house; she'd left work early on Monday and cooked Peter's favorite chicken dish for their dinner; and she'd pulled the sexiest of her sexy nighties out of the back of her underwear drawer.
She thought that wearing it while she greeted him at the door would be a bit too obvious, and she was terrified that he'd realize she was feeling guilty. Andrea had decided that the only thing she could do was to forget about her night with James, never tell Peter or anyone else about it, and devote herself to making it up to him. Why hurt Peter needlessly? She would be the best, most loving wife in the world, and he'd reap the benefits of her terrible mistake.
So the dinner was on the table with a cover on to keep it hot, and the nightie was hanging in the master bathroom for later, when a weary Peter got out of the cab and trudged towards his front door.
He was greeted by a rapturous hug from Andrea. She kissed him, murmured how much she'd missed him and how glad she was to see him, kissed him again, and drew him into the kitchen. Peter was very tired, but smiled broadly at the sight of the beautiful dinner laid out before him, the wine-glasses, the special napkins.
"All this for just another business trip? Thank you sweetie—I never expected such a lovely welcome."
Andrea blushed a little, but said only, "I...just missed you something extra this time, baby. And I wanted to make sure you know how much I need you."
They enjoyed their meal, with Andrea listening to Peter's stories of his trip, the successes and the frustrations, his hopes for the contacts he made. Usually his trips ended on Fridays; but occasionally, like this time, he'd had to stay over in Denver for an important client meeting on Monday. She made sure he had plenty to eat and plenty of wine; and when they'd finished their dessert she said, "grab that bag and come upstairs with me, honey. I can see you're exhausted."
Peter kicked off his shoes and collapsed on the bed, lying comfortably on his back. Andrea said "I'll be just a minute," and disappeared into the bathroom. He was well on his way towards sleep when she emerged, but his eyes opened wide at the sight of her. The nightie's transparent panels only pretended to hide her nipples, and the bush of her pubic hair was clearly visible through the thin black material.
Peter smiled broadly, and said, "it sure is good to be home!"
He sat up and started to unbutton his shirt, but Andrea gently pushed him back down, murmuring, "let me, baby—you just relax."
She made the job of getting Peter's clothes off a sensual pleasure, stroking each part of him as it emerged from his clothes. By the time he was naked Peter had an erection that felt like a steel pipe.
Grinning at him, Andrea began to tease, sliding her breasts over Peter's chest, running her hands around his cock and balls, occasionally slipping up to give him long, sweet kisses, her tongue ravishing his mouth. Then she settled down to a loving blowjob; but it wasn't long before Peter was desperate to come, his hips jerking almost uncontrollably, his breathing heavy.
"Jesus, Andy, let me get inside you!" he croaked.
With a smile she straddled his hips, pulled her nightie up out of the way, and eased herself down on his straining cock. She groaned with pleasure—it had never felt so big and hard before!
Their lovemaking didn't last very long because Peter was so excited, and Andrea didn't have time to come before he exploded into her, but it still left her feeling as happy as she'd ever been. They cuddled together, quietly speaking words of love to one another, and in minutes Peter was fast asleep.
Andrea was relieved and serene—sure of Peter's love for her, sure that she had re-connected with him and shown him how much she loved him, sure that her horrible mistake was firmly in the past.
For the next couple of days Peter continued to find himself treated like a king at home: his favorite dinners, a wife going out of her way to be playful and loving and sexy. Tuesday night in bed was a more energetic repeat of Monday, with a lengthy 69; and on Wednesday they didn't make love but cuddled together, watching an old Humphrey Bogart movie on TV that Andrea knew was one of Peter's favorites. He went off to work each day with a big smile on his face and the feeling of Andrea's sweet kiss on his lips.
************************
It was Thursday at 1:27pm when it all fell apart.
Peter was in a sales meeting that, even by the standards of sales meetings, was boring beyond belief. He'd been going to these for four years and the droning speeches, the exhortations and the warnings from top management never changed. Usually he passed the time by selecting and re-selecting his all-time baseball All-Star team. Yogi Berra or Johnny Bench behind the plate? And how could he omit Joe D in center field—but what then would he do with Willie Mays, move him to left? Because Babe Ruth HAD to be in right field....
Today, though, he was daydreaming about Andrea. Boy, had she been a firecracker this week! Ever since he got home from Denver, she'd been feeding him and loving him and fucking him like a champ! It was almost as if....
Peter cut off his thoughts suddenly, as if too terrified by what the rest of the sentence would bring. But he couldn't stop the words from leaking into his consciousness: "...as if she were feeling guilty about something."
All awareness of the sales meeting now gone, Peter considered what might be making Andrea guilty, and his mind leapt almost instantaneously to the worst mistake of his life: the time two years earlier when he'd been unfaithful to her, on a business trip to Phoenix.
He mentally replayed the terrible guilt and remorse he had felt, and the way he had come home two days later determined to make it up to Andrea. He'd taken her to her favorite restaurant for a surprise dinner, he'd bought a stunning aquamarine bracelet and given it to her the next weekend—pretending he had gotten it on his trip—and in general he'd given her all the devotion, affection and consideration he could manage.
He'd done so much, in fact, that after a week Peter was suddenly terrified that Andrea might suspect something, so he'd toned it down. He left his dirty socks on the floor, and did a couple of other trivial but inconsiderate things, just enough he hoped so that Andrea would feel he was still the same imperfect husband she'd married.
Now, Peter's mind was spinning. If Andrea had done some small thing she felt bad about, like putting a dent in the car or splurging on a dress, she would have confessed by now, especially after the last few days of softening him up. So it had to be something pretty terrible, something she intended never to tell him about...and he could only think of one thing it could be.
Suddenly Peter was aware that the room had fallen silent. He looked up and saw everyone gazing towards him expectantly. Ron from accounting spoke. "I said, do those figures seem about right, Peter?"
Peter's stomach heaved without warning, and he knew he was going to be sick. "I'm sorry," he blurted out, "it must be something I ate for lunch," and without pausing he ran out the door of the conference room and into the men's room. Within seconds the remains of his most recent meal left his stomach as he retched into one of the toilets.



It was more than twenty minutes before his stomach calmed down enough for him to stagger to his feet, wash his face, and leave the men's room. The meeting had broken up. Peter retrieved his papers, left them on his desk, and told the Sales Department secretary he was going home for the afternoon.
Julie looked at him sympathetically and said, "I hope it's nothing serious, Peter. You do look a little green around the edges!"
Peter found that he had to force himself to concentrate on his driving. Twice the light changed without his noticing, and drivers behind him made sure that their horns were working properly. All that filled his mind was the most terrible, most upsetting image he'd ever experienced: Andrea beneath another man in the act of love, sighing and moaning, rolling her hips up at him, kissing him deeply, then coming explosively.
When he got home Peter went straight to the bedroom and stripped, leaving his clothes on the floor. He quickly brushed his teeth to get the sour taste out of his mouth, then headed for bed. He was exhausted.
But his thoughts and fears wouldn't let him rest. The image of Andrea with another man tormented him, and before long he was weeping, unable to control the feelings of loss and pain that welled up in him.
Peter knew that he had done the same thing—that he was as guilty as he now believed Andrea was. He also knew, from his own much-regretted infidelity, how easy it was to find yourself in bed with a stranger. And he knew that it in no way changed the overwhelming affection he felt for his wife. Presumably she still loved him as much as ever, or why the royal treatment ever since his return?
But these rational thoughts scarcely stood a chance against his pain. Seeing Andrea's ecstasy while another man pumped into her, the images playing like a nightmarish porn film inside his head, made it hard to focus on anything else. Peter had a long, miserable hour before he finally managed to sleep.
When he awoke it was nearly 5:30. Andrea would be home soon—and he had to decide how he was going to handle the situation. As he rapidly re-made the bed, hung up his clothes and jumped into the shower, Peter realized that he wasn't yet ready to confront her. By the time he was drying himself off, he knew that he'd have to dissemble for a couple of days, play the loving and unsuspecting husband until he'd worked out a plan.
The next 36 hours were among the strangest in their marriage. A husband and wife, both very much in love, both secretly tormented by their private thoughts, treating one another with great affection. Yet both were uncomfortable, and guilty, about their dissembling.
It was actually far worse for Peter. Andrea still excoriated herself in private for what she had done with James, but she was comforted by two thoughts. First, she knew that she would never, ever cheat on Peter again. It had been a momentary thrill, but an utterly trivial pleasure compared with the guilt and remorse she felt afterwards—the phrase "just not worth it" captured her feelings perfectly. Second, she was increasingly sure that everything was fine between her and her husband. Their bond seemed tighter than ever this week, as he responded to her expressions of affection and sexual desire with similar affection and eagerness.
Peter, though, was in agony. Pretending that he was fine was the hardest thing he'd ever done—harder even than concealing his guilt after his own fling. He couldn't stop imagining Andrea with her anonymous lover, and the awareness of his own conduct didn't prevent him from suffering terrible feelings of hurt and betrayal. Had the other man been better-hung than he was, a more exciting lover? Had he made Andrea wish she'd married someone else, or just that she could fuck the guy again?
For that matter, how could Peter know that she'd only strayed once? Could this possibly be a continuing affair, despite her obvious love for her husband? Or was it not really love at all—just guilt, or pity, or an apology for cuckolding him?
By Saturday afternoon, his moodiness and worry exceeded his ability to conceal it, and Andrea asked him about it over lunch.
"What's bothering you, Peter? Usually when you have something on your mind you just say it—but I can see that something is rattling around in there." She smiled fondly at him as she spoke. Andrea had no concern that what was bothering her husband had anything to do with her indiscretion—the loving week they'd had together had relieved her mind of that worry.
Peter gazed at her, his heart full of love, guilt, pain, and worry. He'd been waiting for the perfect time to have this awful conversation. It didn't feel so perfect to him now, but he realized there wasn't much point in waiting.
He looked at her and spoke gently. "Was this the first time you cheated on me?"
Andrea looked at him in shock. "Peter, I...I don't know what you're talking about!"
He just smiled, so sweetly and so sadly that tears came to her eyes. "Honey, you don't have to lie to me. That would be the worst thing of all. Let's just talk about what happened, OK?"
Suddenly she was sobbing, her head in her hands. "I'm so sorry! I didn't....it...I never meant to do it, Peter! It was just once, I swear, one stupid mistake last Saturday night.
"I'd give anything to take it back, anything not to hurt you."
She cried into her hands, and when Peter came around the kitchen table to hold her, stroking her hair gently, she just cried harder. It was several minutes before she could calm down a little, and catch her breath.
She looked up at him, very afraid; then shocked to see him smiling sadly, not glaring at her in fury.
"I understand more than you think I do, honey," he said, quietly. Then, taking her hand, "why don't we go sit in the living room and talk?"
Feeling numb, empty and afraid, she allowed Peter to lead her to the living room and get her settled on the couch. He pulled up a chair and sat across from her. Leaning forward, he took her hand again.
"Before we go any further, I have to tell you something. I love you far too much to pretend I'm morally superior. About two years ago in Phoenix I had a one-night stand. Since then I have regretted it with every part of me. I came home, determined to just forget it and to make you the happiest wife in the world.
"And I would never have mentioned it, until...until now. But it's not fair to let you think you're the only guilty party."
Andrea began to cry. "I...I don't believe this. Peter, how could you do this to me? I love you so much, and..."
Suddenly the absurdity of her resentment struck her, and she cried harder. Without warning she leapt up from the couch and ran for the stairs.
Peter cried out, "honey, wait!" but she ignored him. In a minute he could hear the bedroom door slam, and he sighed heavily. After a few minutes he went back into the kitchen, picked up the rest of his lunch, and took it outside to a chair in the backyard. When he finished eating he just stared out at the dogwood trees, trying hard to think about nothing.
************************
After about an hour he heard the back door open, and Andrea pulled up a chair to sit facing him. She had washed her face and brushed her hair, but her eyes were red and she still looked terribly upset.
"Peter, I.... I'm just so sorry. I love you, and I'm so very sorry."
"I know," he said, and took her hand. "I love you too—and believe me, I'm sorry too, for all of it."
They were silent, and then he pulled her onto his lap, where she burrowed her head against his neck and wrapped her arms tightly around him.
"How are we ever going to get past this?" she whispered.
"Two ways," he replied quietly. "Talking, and making love. Lots of both, I think—in either order."
She pulled away to look into his eyes, and said, "I just can't...make love yet, Peter. It's too soon, and my head is full of pictures of you with...whoever it was in Phoenix.
"Was she beautiful? Were her tits bigger than mine, did she turn you on more than I do?" Suddenly Andrea was crying again, and he held her close, stroking her hair.
"How could you do it?" she cried. "How could you...just jump into some other woman's bed. Don't you know how much I adore you?
"God, I know I sound like an idiot, Peter, given what I did, but I can't help it! Thinking about you with someone else is tearing me apart!"
Then she cried harder, while he held her, comforting her with little murmurs, feeling her pain and his own. Smiling to himself at how ridiculous their situation was.
************************
"Let me tell you about Phoenix first, okay? There actually isn't too much to tell."
They were still in the backyard, sitting side-by-side in two chairs, and Andrea was clutching his hand tightly. She just nodded, her eyes fixed on his face.
"It was after a routine sales meeting with Tychron. I had dinner with two of their usual guys, the ones I always do business with, and they'd brought along a new colleague named Noelle, so that she could learn about our contract with them.
"The meeting had gone exceptionally well—I was authorized to provide a 10% discount on our stuff since this was our fourth contract with them, and they realized that they would look good to their superior in the purchasing department, so we were all feeling cheerful. We went to a very nice restaurant, and had three bottles of wine or so.
"So we were all pretty high, and for no reason I can figure out Noelle seems to have decided I was attractive. As we had dessert and coffee she started sliding her bare foot up and down my leg under the table. I was completely shocked—and I tried to ignore it, but I didn't want to say anything in front of Michael and Ted. Then when they got ready to leave Noelle said she would stay a little longer—she wanted to learn more from me about our business, and how the previous contracts had been structured.
"All of a sudden we were alone, sitting side-by-side in this nice restaurant, and now Noelle had a hand on my knee! I reminded her I was a married man and asked her to stop. But she just grinned, and said she was 'only playing'."
Peter glanced at Andrea, but she remained silent, looking at him very seriously.
"The rest is pretty predictable. I wanted to get out of there—I was aroused and pretty tipsy, but I knew I couldn't do anything with Noelle. She volunteered to give me a ride to my hotel, and when we got there she parked and walked right in with me.
"I'm so sorry, Andrea—I...I had every opportunity to stop her. It would have been easy, though I would have had to be pretty forceful. But...I just didn't.
"We got up to my room, and in five minutes we were naked and fucking on the bed."
Andrea knew this was where the story was headed all along—but actually hearing it still hurt.
"Was she good? Was she better than I am? Younger and sexier and hotter?" Tears showed on her cheeks.
"No, baby." Peter took her hand and kissed it. "It was drunken, thoroughly ordinary sex. It was exciting, because it was someone new and she was really into it. But as soon as we were done I felt terrible—awful! She wanted to cuddle, and stay for a while and do it again later, but I felt too guilty. I know it pissed her off, but I got her to get dressed and leave after a few minutes."
"And then I cursed myself, spent the rest of that weekend feeling like shit, and flew home determined to make it up to you. To be the best husband in the world, someone worthy of you. And never to breathe a word of it."
They sat for a minute, and Andrea said, "that's what I decided too. 'I did this awful thing—but I won't make it worse by letting Peter know and hurting him so deeply. I'll just love him to death, and make it up to him'."
"Can you tell me about it now? You said it was Saturday night. God forbid it was someone we know, from Diana's party?"
Andrea quickly told him the whole story, watching fearfully as Peter looked away from her and his jaw tightened. When she was done she just waited.
Finally he turned back to her. "Sounds like it was pretty hot, babe," he said in a cold voice. "Too bad he doesn't live closer than LA, so you could get another crack at him."
Andrea jumped to her feet, pulling her hand away from his. "That's not fair!" she cried. "I told you it wasn't anything so special! It was sex, damn it—sex like you and that slut Noelle had. And it was fun and I enjoyed it, Peter!
"I was drunk and being with someone else was exciting and yes, he made me come! So what—Noelle made you come, didn't she?
"And I've felt like shit ever since then, and done everything I could think of to show you how much I love you and want you. James has got nothing you don't have, Peter! And he doesn't have me, either—you do! Unless you don't want me any more..."
Her voice trailed off into silence, and they sat some time without speaking, turned a little away from one another, both lost in their own thoughts.
At last Peter turned to her, and forced a smile. She could see the traces of a few tears on his cheeks.
"I'm sorry, baby," he said. "You are absolutely right.
"It's just that...well, I can't help having two feelings. They're all jumbled up in my head, and it's hard to sort them out.
"The first is the pain of knowing that another man got to...to love you. I can't stop seeing you with him, imagining your pleasure, seeing you kissing him, holding him—seeing him fucking you, turning you on."
He got up and started to pace.
"It just tears me up—and it frightens me. What if you decide that other men are really what you need? What if...what if I'm not enough for you any more?"
She got up and went to her husband, silently putting her arms around his waist from behind and pressing herself against him—offering a wordless answer.
"The second feeling, of course, is that I'm just as guilty as you—I did it too. And I of all people know now how easy it is to make that mistake. I wouldn't have thought I could be tempted into such a goddam stupid thing, but I was; and I fell."
Still holding him, she said, "Peter, I swear to you that you're all the man I want. You said you felt terrible after...after fucking Noelle? Well it took me a little longer—until the next morning. Maybe I was drunker than you.
"But nobody has ever felt worse that I did that morning! And if you have any fears that this will happen again, trust me—now that I've been through both sides of this, my own guilt and then imagining you with somebody else—all I can say is, never again. Never never never."
************************
They took a walk around the neighborhood, Andrea's arm linked through Peter's, strolling slowly, not talking. Occasionally she'd squeeze his arm with her hand, or he'd stop for a moment and kiss her hair.
When they got back to the house it was nearly dinnertime. Andrea said, "how about cheese and bread, and some soup?"
Peter nodded, and without speaking further, they moved smoothly around the kitchen. Peter got out some cheese they both liked, and sliced the French bread. He opened a bottle of wine and poured two glasses. Andrea got the homemade soup from earlier in the week out of the refrigerator and heated it up.
They sat side-by-side at the kitchen table, eating and smiling at one another, neither of them feeling the need to say anything. When they were done, Andrea put the dishes in the sink while Peter corked the wine. Then, without a word being said, they took each other's hand and headed for the bedroom.
Making love was tentative at first, a little careful. Peter could see Andrea was nervous, and he himself had more trouble getting an erection than usual. It seemed like it might all go wrong, until Peter said, "why don't we just get under the covers and cuddle?"
They lay together for a while, Peter on his back, Andrea on her side nestled tightly into his body, both of them half-asleep, enjoying one another's warmth. When Peter began to touch her he went slowly, tracing circles on her back with his hand, then sliding down to her hip, her thigh, and back up again.
After a few minutes he gently rolled her onto her back, and turned on his side next to her. Kissing her lips, her cheek, her ear, her neck, he caressed her breasts gently with his hand, taking his time, waiting for the little sounds of pleasure to come from her throat.
Later, he slid down to suckle her nipples, while his hand strayed between her legs, caressing her moist pussy and teasing her clit. He built the excitement slowly, enjoying her occasional groans and sighs, feeling her hands tighten in his hair as she got more aroused. He didn't stop when her breathing got heavy, and kept stroking her gently as her orgasm crested with a series of explosive gasps.
She jerked and spasmed, and he held her tightly in his arms. After more than a minute, she lay quietly, and opened her eyes to smile up at him. Her face was relaxed, happy.
She pulled his head down to hers for a long, deep kiss, then gently pushed him down on his back. Using both her hands, she caressed his chest and arms, then his belly, his thighs, and finally his cock and balls.
She lay with her head on his chest, as her teasing fingers brought his cock to a throbbing hardness. Then she threw back the covers and pulled him up on top of her. "Be inside me now, baby," she said.
He entered her slowly, groaning with the pleasure of her heat, and felt her thighs press tight against his hips. At first he held himself up on his elbows and they watched one another's eyes, enjoyed each other's excitement as he stroked in and out.
But as Peter got more excited, he lay fully on top of her, his head buried against her neck. Their motions accelerated, and he felt her hips pushing back harder against him with each thrust into her.
Peter knew he couldn't last much longer, and he could hear that Andrea was close too. She clutched him tight, and he heard her say, "you, baby, only you!" His orgasm shot through him, and in his ecstasy of pleasure he could feel her coming as well, her body twisting and heaving beneath him.
They lay on their sides, pressed close together. Andrea pulled back far enough to look into Peter's face, seeing the same peaceful, happy expression she felt on her own face. She kissed him, gently; then smiled at him and nestled her head back into his shoulder. They slept.
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How is that the evil people in this world, the liars and cheaters and con men, succeed so often? I've concluded that the real reason is the rest of us. Most of us on this planet are basically honest, basically decent. We tend to tell the truth in most situations and treat one another with some degree of kindness.
Not surprisingly, we also take for granted that those around us will behave the same way. But our assumption that most people, most of the time, are honest, leaves us terribly vulnerable to those bastards who lie and cheat without any conscience at all. They can utterly fool us for quite a long time—sometimes forever—without our ever realizing it. Because we don't lie and cheat, we don't suspect quickly enough that others might be doing it to us.
It was Gina Giannopoulos who taught me this painful lesson. Or I suppose I should say Gina Giannopoulos Macmillan, because that was her married name. I'm Alex Macmillan, her ex-husband.
****************
The engine of my Lexus started making some scary noises one morning, and I dropped the car off at Marshall Motors, where Dominic had been working on my cars for about ten years. He called me around lunch time—but instead of telling me that the car was okay he said, "you'd better come down here and talk to me."
When I got there he took me into the private office in the back.
"Alex, the engine is fine, just a belt loose. But there was something else."
He looked at me seriously. "Somebody had tampered with the brake-line. There was just enough hydraulic fluid left for some routine stops, but if you'd had to go down a steep hill or stop in a hurry, you would have crashed the car."
I stared at him, my mouth open. Six months before, Gina and I had moved to a new, fancy modern house in the suburbs. It was gorgeous, with cathedral ceilings and lots of glass, and it was surrounded by quiet woods.
But it was also at the end of a cul-de-sac off a main street that plunged steeply down a hill. Had I driven the car home that night I almost certainly would have been killed.
After a couple of minutes I pulled my thoughts together a little.
"Dominic, do me a favor, OK? Don't tell anyone about this for now. Have you fixed it yet?"
"No, man, there was a crime committed here—or at least an attempt. I have to call the police."
"Okay." I thought some more. "How about we do this? Take some photos of the brake-line, and write it up just as you would for the police. But let's not call them yet. Just leave the car parked on your back lot, and I'll rent one of the clunkers you keep around for a few days. There are surveillance cameras on the lot, right?"
"Yeah." Dominic looked doubtful.
"Here's the thing. Whoever did this is going to want to cover it up when they find out I'm not dead. So I'm betting they'll try to steal that car off the lot in the next few nights. I don't want to call the police until after that happens. We'll have the camera footage to give them at the same time."
Forty-five minutes later I got out of my rented blue Corolla and left it in my driveway. I'd taken the rest of the day off—I wanted to think hard about what was going on.
The attempt on my life had to be about money. I was the President and co-founder of Apex, an $6.8 billion software firm in Silicon Valley, and my first guess was that someone wanted me out of the way as part of an attack on the company.
It was the day off for Carmelita, our cook/housekeeper who normally worked noon-8pm, and the house was quiet; Gina must have been out shopping or playing tennis. I walked around aimlessly, my mind spinning through the possible culprits and possible reasons for whatever was going on.
Picking up the phone, I spoke to Jeff Denham, my old friend who runs the security firm that Apex uses. Without giving him a reason I made clear that I suspected some sort of problem going on: either some sort of financial irregularity already in the works, or a future attack on the company. We arranged to have his financial guys do a complete screening of our computers and financial records. I gave Jeff a temporary password that would let his people access what they needed from my office desktop, and told him that I wanted this done discreetly. We would tell everyone they were doing a routine audit.
Then I called Meredith, my long-time secretary, and told her to put the temporary password into my computer, and that Jeff's guys would be in later in the day.
Once that I was done I resumed my aimless wanderings. I went to our home computer and poked around on it, not expecting to find anything. Out of pure idle curiosity I tried to open some of Gina's files, including her email, and to my surprise they were all password-protected.
What would Gina have on our computer that she didn't want me to see? Outside of something unlikely like planning a surprise party, I couldn't imagine. I made a mental note to ask her about it later.
I was having a cup of tea in the kitchen at about 4:30 when Gina walked in. She took one look at me and virtually collapsed. I'd never seen anything like it: her mouth dropped open, she went white, and her body sagged against the doorframe.
"Alex! You're...you're...what are you doing here?"
I smiled mildly. "Actually, honey, I live here. Remember?"
She pulled herself together a bit, and sat down at the table across from me. Forcing a smile, she said, "of course, baby. It's just...well, you're almost never home this early, and I didn't see your car outside."
It happened in an instant. I was about to tell her all about the brake-line; and then instead I just said, "there was a problem with the engine and I had to leave it with Dominic for a few days. He rented me one of their clunkers, that's what's out in the driveway."
Why hadn't I told her the truth? At the time, I think I believed it was because I didn't want to worry her—didn't want to say, "by the way, honey, someone's trying to kill me." Why terrify your wife?
But when I thought about it later it might have been for a very different reason. Why was she so incredibly shocked to see me sitting in the kitchen—not just surprised but stunned, as if it were the most unexpected thing in the world? I didn't understand her reaction, and the more I thought about it later the more it gnawed at me.
"Oh," she said, and I could see her making an effort to pull herself together. "Well, it's great to have you home so early. What do you want to do about dinner?"
"How about if we go out, since Carmelita's off?"
"Great!" she said. "Let me just shower, and maybe we can go to Andante?"
Then she was headed quickly out of the room, and a couple of minutes later I heard the shower running. I put my teacup in the sink and started toward the bedroom, thinking I'd wash my face and change into something more casual before we went out.
The bedroom door was nearly closed; and to my surprise, as I approached I heard Gina talking on the phone, in a low, urgent voice. Why would she have started the shower running, then called someone? I hadn't heard the phone ring, so she must have made the call.
I didn't hear much; just, "no, Dowdle, I have no idea!....no, of course not...yes, we'll have to...okay, baby, bye."
Not much—but more than enough to freeze me in my tracks. She was talking to Jeff Denham, my friend and security guru. His middle name was Dowd, and I'd been calling him "Dowdle" since about 8th grade. Gina had picked up the nickname from me—there wasn't much doubt about who was on the other end of the line.
I waited as she hung up the phone and headed into the bathroom. Then I waited two minutes more, before entering the bedroom and changing. I washed my face in the guest bathroom rather than disturb Gina's shower. My mind was racing—what the hell was going on? Could Gina—and my friend Jeff—possibly have been involved in what happened to my car?
Despite the evidence of the past ten minutes, it seemed utterly impossible. Gina and I had been married for eight years; I was 46 and she was 37. I'd been married and divorced once before, in my twenties; and I had two great kids whom I saw only on summer vacations and occasional quick visits, because their mother had moved them 2000 miles away after the divorce.
I'd first seen Gina when she toured the Apex offices while working as a sales rep for a computer support firm we did business with. I made it my business to find out who she was, and then to arrange a lunch date with a friend at her company who could casually introduce us.
It was worth the effort. Even if you woke her up out of a sound sleep Gina would be one of the ten most beautiful women you'd ever seen; and when she has time to do the clothes and makeup thing, she is just stunning. Nearly 5'10", with long raven-black hair and dark eyes, high cheekbones and a saucy mouth, and a tight, athletic body.
She also has "the look": the way of walking, moving, presenting herself, looking you in the eye, that says "I know I'm hot, and I know you think so too". I knew from the first time I took an interest in her that I'd have lots of competition, and it was a pleasant surprise that we were soon dating, and then dating seriously; and after about a year, engaged to be married.
I'm not bad-looking, but no hunk, and I'm nine years older than Gina. I knew that my business success and my money had to be part of the attraction for her, and that didn't bother me. Why be successful, if it doesn't get your foot in the door with gorgeous women?
And we had an iron-clad prenup that limited her to nothing more than about a million dollars if we divorced in less than twenty years, so I felt confident that she loved me as well as my money. We'd live very well together, and if she loved being rich with me that was fine, as long as she was also making me happy.
Gina made me very happy. She spent a lot of money—but I had it, so not a problem. She was energetic and lively, very sociable and full of fun. She made a lot of friends, dragged me to a lot of parties, and flirted with a lot of guys—but at the end of the evening she came home with me and, as often as not, balled my socks off. Gina was experienced and enthusiastic, as adventurous in bed as elsewhere (she loved hang-gliding, rock-climbing, stuff like that). She wore me out, and I was completely happy about it.
But the events of the last few hours had changed everything—or at least they threatened to. I needed to do a lot of hard thinking, above all because Dowdle seemed to be involved. Under other circumstances he would be the first person I'd call. In fact, I had already called him, and gotten his people started on a check of Apex's finances. I realized now that I'd perhaps made a bad misstep, by tipping him off that I was suspicious about something.
Thank God I hadn't mentioned the car being tampered with! Neither he nor Gina knew I knew about that—at least not yet.
***************
That evening tested my acting skills to the limit. Gina and I went off to Andante and had a nice dinner, with a bottle of good Chianti. I was incredibly preoccupied, but I tried hard not to seem withdrawn or distant. I made sure the conversation flowed, and when Gina took her shoe off and slid her foot up and down my leg under the table, I responded with a smile and some discreet caresses of my own.
I knew that the evening would end with some athletics in bed—that was certainly Gina's habit, after a nice dinner out with some good wine—and I wondered about what to do. But the right decision was obviously to go with the flow: not just because I didn't want to make her at all suspicious, but because sex with my wife was about the most fun I had ever had! Suspicions or no, I was going to enjoy her, at least this one more time.
We didn't do anything out of the ordinary for us—when she came out of the bathroom in a short red nightie, I was waiting naked in bed for her. She liked to suck on me until I was not only hard but desperately excited, then lie back and let me lick her to a couple of orgasms, and then we'd fuck.
And that's what we did! Gina adored being eaten, and I made sure to give her her money's worth: lots of tongue on her lips and clit, then some finger-attention to her tight asshole, then back to the clit with my tongue while my fingers rubbed her G-spot. She came three times in rapid succession; then, her eyes blazing, she pushed me over on my back and jumped on top of me, riding me cowgirl until I exploded into her, seeing stars as I shot off. It was sweaty, energetic, terrific.
And then we cuddled for a few minutes, said our "wow"s and our "I love you"s, and went to sleep. An exciting but typical romp in bed, after a pleasant but typical dinner out. Nothing out of the ordinary, or so it seemed....
***************
One of my talents is the ability to think about a problem with part of my mind while I'm doing other things—like having dinner with, or fucking, my wife. So when I got up the next morning I knew exactly what I would do to get to the bottom of the mysterious attempt on my life, and my wife's apparent involvement.
I woke early and made the preparations for a quick trip to Los Angeles: I packed an overnight bag, and I had the company's travel agent book me the usual round-trip flight for a three-day trip and a room at the Beverly Wilshire, where I always stayed in LA. I called for a limo to the airport, had a quick breakfast, then went into the bedroom and woke Gina.
"Babe, sorry to bother you." I smiled at her, and enjoyed the sight of her beautiful face as her eyes slowly opened and she smiled back up at me.
"Morning, Alex," she murmured, pulling me down for a long kiss, then another one. God, she felt good! I was more than a little tempted to pull off my clothes and jump back in bed with her, but I resisted.
"I've got to go to LA, honey," I said. "I got a couple of emails this morning about a meeting we've been trying to set up—it's all come together suddenly, and I'll need to be there for a couple of days."
This was a lie, but a very plausible one. I traveled frequently, and business trips quite often came up on short notice.
"Okay, sweetheart. I'll keep the bed warm for you—you'll be back on Friday?"
"Yeah, that's the plan. Just make sure it's only you keeping the bed warm, OK Gina?"
She gave me a big laugh, then squeezed me tight in another hug. "No one in here but me, baby. Just think of how horny I'll be by Friday!" she whispered in my ear.
In the limo I marveled at my wife's ability to lie to me. Either I was completely wrong, and she was innocent of any connection to the attempt on my life, or she was one hell of an actress! More than that—a cold-blooded monster. I hoped I was wrong, but I didn't see how it could be.
On the short flight from San Jose down to LA, I worked out some of the details of my plan. The key was total secrecy—since Jeff Denham appeared to be involved, I had to avoid any action that would tip him off to my suspicions. And since he was the leading security guy in the whole Bay area, that meant bringing in someone from far away.
***************
On the cab ride in from the airport, I stopped off at an electronics store and paid cash for a throw-away cell phone. Then, after checking in at the Beverly Wilshire, I called Dan Camorin and arranged to meet him for lunch near his office downtown. Dan had been my right-hand man when I founded Apex, and we had both gotten pretty rich when it took off. Three years earlier we'd had a mutually friendly parting of the ways: he moved down to LA with his family and took a job running a financial-services company that, thanks to his brains, was doing very well. Dan and I saw one another a couple of times a year, so no one would find it odd that I was visiting with him.
We sat over sandwiches and a couple of beers in an outside terrace restaurant, reminiscing about old times and sharing stories of recent problems and triumphs. He asked about Gina, and told me about his wife Linda and what their kids were up to. But when we finished eating, I leaned forward and spoke more seriously.
"I'd like to ask you a couple of favors, Dan, if you don't mind."
He looked interested, and I continued. "I have reason to believe I may have some sort of problem inside Apex. Do you have a security firm that you trust?"
"Absolutely," he said. "Vertex Securities. Alan Newman, the guy who runs it, is first-rate. But you've still got Jeff Denham, don't you?"
"Yeah, but I want someone from the outside on this one. Here's my first favor: would you give Newman a call and tell him a good friend would like to talk to him over the phone and get some advice, but without giving him my name?"
Without hesitation, Dan called on his cell phone and made a phone appointment for "a friend of his" later that afternoon.
"Thanks, Dan. I'll ask you please to forget that that ever happened. Now here's my other favor—actually it's a question I want to ask you. During the time you knew Gina, did you ever see her...behave in a way that was inappropriate, or suspicious at all?"
To my amazement Dan looked away, and his face flushed red. I waited, and finally he looked back at me, a more sheepish expression on his face than I'd ever seen before.
"Alex, I...this is difficult, OK? A little embarrassing. I hope you won't want to slug me.
"About four years ago, in the last few months before I quit as your Chief Operating Officer and left to come down here, Gina kind of...flirted with me several times. It wasn't just the usual flirtation, though—the kind of stuff that beautiful women do all the time. On a few occasions she came very close to propositioning me."
My face must have shown my amazement, because Dan put up his hands defensively, almost as though he thought I might actually hit him.
"It wasn't obvious, Alex—she never said, 'do you want to take me to bed?' or anything like that. She came close to the line, but always subtly enough that it was never overt. The offer was there for me to grab, but if I pretended not to understand it was ambiguous enough that neither of us had to feel embarrassed.
"That's why I never spoke to you about it. I felt really strange, believe me—but I didn't want to get you furious, either at me or at her, when it was something so hard to pin down. I was afraid you might think I had imagined it."
He sat for a moment, looking unhappy.
"I think I understand, Dan—and I'm not pissed off at you. So you just let the subtle invitations go over your head, and after a while she backed off?"
"Exactly. It went on for a few weeks and then it just stopped. Gina went back to being the friendly, mildly flirtatious woman she'd been in the past. It was weird—as though she was experimenting on me or something."
"And was there ever anything else, any other strange behavior that you noticed?"
He nodded, still looking unhappy. "This is worse, Alex. Just after we moved down here, Linda told me that she'd had a farewell lunch with Barbara Daniels, Josh's wife. Barbara was very upset; she told Linda that Josh had been cheating on her, and she was almost positive it was with Gina."
Josh Daniels had worked for Apex for seven years and was now our Chief Financial Officer. I leaned forward. "How did Barbara know?"
"She didn't, not for sure. She'd caught Josh lying to her about his whereabouts a couple of times, and there were some other things that convinced her he was cheating. But the part about Gina was much more iffy—maybe he came home once smelling like her perfume or something. I don't remember all of it.
"But I do know that Linda and I struggled together with the question of whether to let you know. I sure know that if she ever screwed around behind my back I'd want my friends to tell me! But the thing was, it was all so inconclusive. I hope I didn't make a mistake, but I didn't want to ruin your marriage over something that might never have happened at all."



We talked a few minutes longer, and then parted. I wasn't angry at Dan—it was clear he'd done what he thought best at the time. But his stories had certainly deepened my sense that my wife was right in the middle of whatever plot had been hatched against me and my company.
***************
My phone conversation with Alan Newman was short and sweet—as soon as he was on the line I got right to the point.
"Mr. Newman, I'm in need of a topnotch security firm to help me with a confidential problem. As highly as Dan speaks of you, I'd rather it not be anyone connected with me or any of my friends. So I'm wondering who else in this area is really good. Who would you yourself hire for what might be a very serious, very confidential matter, one requiring financial and computer expertise?"
Newman thought about it for a minute, and said, "my first call would be to Barry Asimove in San Diego. His firm and mine have worked together on some things. He's incredibly smart, he hires good people and pays them well, and I've always been able to trust him."
At my request, Newman put me on hold, got Asimove on the phone and arranged a meeting for me the next morning at 10am—again without my name being mentioned.
On my way back to the hotel, I called Dan Camorin again. I asked him to rent a car with Hertz, on his credit card, and arrange that "his friend Elliot" would come to pick up the car at the airport the next morning. That way I could have a car without it being traceable to me.
Back at the Beverly Wilshire, I had a quick dinner, went upstairs and had my usual nightly call with Gina, and went to bed. The next morning, after a room-service breakfast, I dressed in some slightly bedraggled-looking sweats, sunglasses, and a San Francisco Giants baseball cap and left the hotel by the side entrance before grabbing a cab down to the Hertz office at LAX. By 9:45 I was in San Diego, parking in the lot next to Asimove's office.
Barry Asimove was a short, fat man in his early 40s. He had a bad combover, and his brown suit didn't fit him very well. In short, he was a thoroughly unimpressive figure. But within ten minutes I realized that he was one of the smartest people I'd met in a long time.
I knew I had to trust someone, and I decided it would be Asimove. I got right to the point.
"Mr. Asimove, I need a security firm who can handle a substantial job for me. It's out of this area, it will call for a lot of high-tech computer work, and it's extremely confidential. I'm prepared to pay very well for what I need, in addition to covering all of your people's expenses. The job might take the next few weeks, and I wouldn't be surprised if your fee ran into seven figures."
He looked at me steadily for a few moments. "What made you decide to come to us, and why do you think we're up to the job?"
"Someone recommended me to Alan Newman, and Newman spoke highly of you."
"Why not just use Newman? He's very good."
"Because I'm trying to cover my tracks. When we get into this, you'll see why I have good reason to be wary. Newman called you for me, but he never learned my name, so it would be pretty hard for anyone to trace me to you. Not impossible, but difficult."
We talked a bit more about preliminaries, and then Asimove said, "let's hear the story. If it sounds like something we can handle, we're in."
I told him all of it: who I was, what Apex did and what it was worth, and the recent attempt on my life. I told him that I suspected Gina and Denham of being involved, and why. And I repeated Dan Camorin's story about Gina's behavior and her possible affair with Josh Daniels, though I never mentioned Camorin's name.
When I was done, Asimove asked me several probing questions—he clearly knew his business. Then he sat back in his chair.
"I know Jeff Denham, at least by reputation. He's supposed to be very sharp—a lot of the Silicon Valley places swear by his work. So if he IS doing something shady, we'll have to be very delicate in how we go after him."
We talked some more, and finally Asimove said, "here's what I recommend. You essentially need two things: somebody has to go over your books and internal documents and memos very carefully, and somebody else has to look into Denham, your wife, and the other top people at Apex. David Carlyss is my best computer guy—I'll put him on the first job. He's got 2-3 financial people who work for him; they can analyze what they find. And I'll get Vera Anderson to put together a surveillance team for the second part of it."
Within 30 minutes, the four of us were sitting in a conference room, eating take-out sandwiches and going over my situation. Asimove mostly stayed out of it, letting Carlyss and Anderson ask the questions. But every now and then he put in his own two cents, and I never failed to be impressed with his savvy. I couldn't help feeling I was in good hands.
By mid-afternoon I was driving back to Los Angeles. To my relief, Asimove had understood why I couldn't immediately give him a large retainer, and he was willing to trust me on the basis of a promissory note prepared by the notary in his office.
Carlyss was going to do all his digging around in Apex via my computer, which was networked to the other important computers at the firm. His method was simplicity itself: he had me memorize the URL of a web site at Asimove's firm. Whenever I was alone in my office for two hours or more, I'd log on to that web address and download and install a piece of software from the site onto my computer. The software would enable Carlyss and his team to upload and copy whatever files they wanted to look at from my computer and those it was networked to.
Whenever I had to leave the office I would close the connection, log off the web site, delete the software from the computer, and cover my tracks in the usual fashion by deleting the browser history and so on. It was not an utterly untraceable method—but only an expert who was already suspicious and carefully searching my computer would be able to see what had been going on.
Carlyss estimated that within 20 hours of searching through the network he'd be able to find and download everything he needed to see whether something was amiss within Apex.
Anderson's part of the job would include the usual surveillance on Gina and the top people at Apex. We'd agreed not to put surveillance on Denham, since as a security guy he would be much more likely to notice the attention no matter how good Asimove's people were. But she'd have people digging into phone and credit-card records, making sure it was done at a safe remove so that Denham would not be aware of it.
I stressed to them at Denham was no fool. "Tailing him or trying to bug his phone, or his home or office, would be a really bad idea. I'm willing to bet he'd be onto us within a day or so."
"Understood," Vera replied. "But I'd like to put audio and video into your house, along with a bug in Gina's purse and a tap on her cell phone."
We worked out that I'd tip them off when the house would be empty—she promised that her team could do its work in no more than three hours. The first thing they would do is sweep the house to make sure that Denham hadn't already put surveillance equipment in himself.
As for Gina's purse and phone, I gave them the address of her tennis club. Vera assured me it would be no problem to pick the lock of her locker, quickly check her bag and phone for bugs, and plant bugs of her own.
My part of the business was simple: to go home and pretend everything was fine. Go on with my normal life at work and at home, while watching my back. Asimove was sure that whoever tried to kill me would wait a bit before considering another attempt. "At the very least they'll have to make damn sure your Lexus is destroyed, so there's no evidence of the first try. And within a few days we should have enough to know what's going on.
"So don't do anything stupid, Alex—no hiking in forests or venturing to unfamiliar places. You might even make an effort not to drive alone. Find excuses to have Gina take you in to work, that sort of thing. But I don't think you'll have anything to worry about right away."
I smiled ironically at him. "Easy enough for you to say, Barry! But I'll be as careful as I can."
Before I left them we worked out a system of communication. All of it would be one-way: from me to Asimove. I'd keep using throw-away cell phones. When I was free to call, I'd dial and ask for "Larry Asimove". The receptionist would be instructed to correct my "mistake", and then put my call through directly to Barry. We agreed I'd try to call at least every other day.
Back at the Beverly Wilshire, I had some dinner, then called Gina to let her know I'd be home a day early. She was lively over the phone, teasing me about how lonely and cold she'd been in our big bed, and I promised to warm her up Thursday night. As I got off the phone I realized how totally crazy it seemed that my wife was conspiring to have me killed.
Before all this started I would have said I had no illusions about Gina. She was beautiful and sexy, adventurous and high-spirited; but she was also self-absorbed and a little bit cold. She was no bleeding-heart who took in stray cats! Her number one interest was Gina, and you didn't have to know her long to be aware of that fact.
Yet I would have said she loved me, in her way. She was not a warm, nurturing kind of wife; but then I wasn't an especially touchy-feely kind of husband. We didn't snuggle by the fire much, or take leisurely walks along beautiful beaches (except on the occasional Caribbean vacation, between making love in the afternoon and heading to dinner and the casino in the evening). We were both ambitious, driven people.
And even though Gina didn't work any more, she energetically pursued the things that interested her: tennis, shopping, time spent with her friends, and sex with me. I would have said that, in her way, Gina loved me. In fact, I would have said that Gina loved me as much as she could love anyone, given her basic nature. And given my own basic nature, that was good enough for me. I liked our life together; I was content.
But, needless to say, all those assumptions were now up for grabs. While it was shocking to think that she might be trying to kill me, the preliminary evidence certainly pointed that way. It was not hard to come up with a motive—it's the money, stupid! And if what Dan Camorin told me was true, she may have been involved with at least two of my associates: Josh Daniels at Apex, and my friend Jeff Denham.
In other words, if all my worst suspicions turned out to be accurate, she was a monster—a cold-blooded, heartless, evil bitch. If she'd really slept with Daniels, tried to seduce Dan Camorin, and was involved in some way with Denham, it strongly suggested that she was the motivating force behind whatever was going on.
Most of the way back to San Jose on the plane I thought about how it all might play out. I was convinced I could be a good enough actor to deceive Gina for the time being. If she'd really been deceiving me, it would be a challenge to see if I could do as well! And if by some miracle it turned out my suspicions were wrong, I'd be more than happy to open my heart again to her love.
But if she HAD been behind the attempt on my life....let's just say I already had some ideas for how I wanted the endgame to go, and a part of me was looking forward to it.
****************
My reunion with Gina on Thursday night was great, in a couple of ways. First of all the sex was terrific. It almost always is when we've been apart; whether it's love for me or pure horniness on Gina's part I don't know, but either way I have no complaints.
She had ordered in some Chinese food because she knows I like it, but she also met me wearing a short robe with nothing on underneath (as I quickly discovered), and I decided I'd rather have some bedroom time before we ate. We had a quick, energetic romp that left us both panting, and then we showered together and headed back downstairs to have some dinner.
The second reason Thursday pleased me is that there was nothing special about it. As you can imagine I was observing Gina very carefully, to see any sign of guilt or worry or watchfulness—and there was nothing at all. She was her usual self, with the usual stories of beating Sharon Combs 6-4 in the third set, how she found just the shoes she wanted but unfortunately in the wrong color, and so on. I was convinced that she had no idea of my suspicions.
When I got to the office on Friday, Jeff Denham had already called to say he was on his way over—no surprise there. Presumably he wanted to report on the audit I'd requested. Moreover, though, I was sure he'd probe to find out why I'd asked for it; he would want to make sure that I didn't have any suspicions about what he was up to.
Jeff came in with a smile on his face, shook my hand and said, "hey man—how was Los Angeles?"
I instantly wondered how he knew about my impromptu trip; had he been talking to Gina? But I wasn't going to make him wary by asking, and in any case he might have called the office and heard about it from Meredith.
"Hey Dowdle," I replied with a matching smile. "LA was fine—Dan Camorin thought he might have a lead for me on a new account, but I'm not sure it's going to pan out. It was nice to see him, though. Are you here to tell me about what your guys found out?"
He settled into a chair across from my desk. "Yeah—it was routine. They actually turned up a couple of accounting errors–just small stuff, I passed them on to Pogrebin downstairs.
"But there was no sign of anything suspicious, no siphoning off of funds or new payees or any evidence of tampering from the outside. What made you ask me to do the audit, Alex?"
I watched Denham, and he seemed to be going out of his way to make his question sound as casual as possible. It was a good thing I'd anticipated it, and was ready with my lie.
"I was pretty sure it was nothing. But I heard from Bert Williamson at 2K2 on Monday. One of his VPs was at a meeting in New York, and a guy there talked about hearing that one of the Silicon valley software firms was under attack. It was all very vague, something about false subsidiaries to which money was being sent.
"It sounded like bullshit, but it had been a while since I asked you to sweep our accounts so I thought 'what the hell'. Sorry I put your guys through it for nothing, but it's always better to know."
He grinned at me, and I thought I saw him relax just a fraction. "No problem, man—that's what you keep us on retainer for."
We chatted for a few more minutes about nothing much, and as soon as he was gone I logged onto Carlyss's URL, downloaded and installed his software, and let his guys begin checking Apex's finances and communications. I wanted to give them as much time as possible, so I asked Meredith to order in lunch, telling her I'd eat at my desk today.
She also brought me the San Jose Mercury News, which I hadn't had time to read that morning, and as I ate my lunch I was brought up short by a story on the Metro page. "Fire at Auto Body Shop destroys Twelve Cars". I read the story carefully.
A fire had broken out in the back parking lot at Marshall Motors. Police didn't know yet what started it, but it totally consumed a dozen cars and damaged another six or eight. I wasn't all that shocked—I had guessed someone would steal my Lexus, but burning it to a crisp worked just as well, perhaps even better because it concealed which car was the target.
I got Dominic on the phone, reminding myself to be very careful what I said—Barry and I both figured that Dowdle had probably bugged my office. "Hey Dominic, I just saw the story in the Mercury News. First of all, is everyone okay?"
"Yeah, Alex, thanks. It was after 10 last night, and nobody was around. But if you're calling to find out about your Lexus, I'm afraid I've got bad news. It's a total loss."
"That's all right, Dominic—that's what insurance is for. Okay if I stop in for a few minutes after work today?"
We agreed he'd hang around until I could get there at 6pm, and we got off the phone.
I was doubtful that the surveillance tapes at Marshall Motors would have caught anything suspicious, but I intended to have Asimove's people check them to make sure. Thank God Dominic had written up a report about the brake line, and taken some pictures.

****************
Whoever had lit up my car knew his business. Dominic showed me around the lot, now that the police and the arson squad had packed up and left.
"They think it's suspicious," he said, "but they doubt they're going to be able to prove it. It looks like this old Ford truck parked next to your Lexus"—he pointed to a twisted, blackened hunk of metal—"had a gasoline leak, and somehow a spark ignited it. The explosion set all these other cars on fire," he continued, waving his arm vaguely in the direction of the destruction.
We were standing out in the lot, unlikely to be near a bug, so I asked him quietly, "are there surveillance tapes from last night?"
"Yeah, from two different cameras, and the police took them. But I thought you might want to see them, so I made a copy of them for you. They're in my office at the back of the drawer where we keep the coffee filters."
"Bless you, Dom! Now I'm going to ask you one more favor—a big one."
I asked Dominic to wait until Monday, then FedEx the surveillance tapes and his initial report on the car, with the photos, to Barry Asimove's office. I told him the address and made him memorize it, repeating it back to me several times.
I also left my rented clunker with Dominic, thinking that I'd use taxis for a few days. If I picked them up in different places, acting spontaneously, it was very unlikely that any of them would be a trap.
As I walked over to the nearest taxi-stand I put in a quick call to "Larry", and was on the phone with Barry Asimove within two minutes. Nothing much was going on. Carlyss had gotten a lot of stuff off my computer but would need several more hours to complete his downloading—I promised to try to get into the office over the weekend. Vera Anderson's team had swept my house for bugs, found none, and installed their own. They'd also cracked Gina's computer password and copied her files, though they hadn't read them yet, and they were all set to tackle Gina's purse the next time she played tennis.
I told him about the fire at Marshall Motors, and that he would be receiving the tapes and report within a few days. We agreed I'd call back early the next week.
****************
The next two days were so normal, it was almost weird. Gina and I did all our usual weekend things. Saturday we slept in, made love in the morning, then Gina cooked bacon and eggs (breakfast was the only meal she enjoyed cooking, so we usually ate dinners out, or had Carmelita cook for us). We clowned around at the table, feeding each other and giggling. (Also a good way for me to be sure she hadn't poisoned the food!)
In the afternoon we went over to our club, where I played golf with my regular foursome and Gina hung out with her friends at the pool. She had on a typically revealing bikini, and with her bombshell figure she got more attention than all the other women there—which was fine with Gina!
We stayed at the club for dinner on the terrace with our friends Sam and Ashley, and then headed home where we made love again. I wanted it my favorite way, from behind. I knew Gina didn't particularly like it that way, but after I ate her to a couple of intense orgasms she was happy enough to oblige me.
I arranged her comfortably on some pillows, so she didn't have to hold herself up on her knees. Then I smoothly slid in behind her, going deeper with each of my first few strokes until I was buried to the hilt. She relaxed and let me take her, sighing gently but otherwise being more passive than usual.



But that was fine with me! I took my time, savoring the feeling of her tight pussy clasping me, enjoying my hands on her hips, her ass, sliding them around to hold her lovely breasts. She is so damn beautiful, and I loved just looking at her while we fucked. It was relaxed and delicious, and I probably fucked her for twenty minutes before I let the sensations bring on my orgasm. I sped up for a couple of intense minutes, then jetted my semen into her. We were both asleep within another five minutes.
On Sunday we went our separate ways. I told Gina I needed to spend part of the day at the office, not an unusual occurrence. I asked her to drop me off, and then she headed to the club for some tennis. I used my throw-away cell to let Barry know, and he promised to have Vera get her operative into the locker room while Gina was playing.
I logged onto the web site, set up the software and let Carlyss do his stuff. It gave me plenty of time to think--in particular to wonder why I wasn't angrier. After all, my wife and my best friend seemed to be plotting to kill me! And Gina had apparently been fucking around on me, at least with Josh Daniels if not with others. So why wasn't I bursting with rage?
All I came up with was, first, that I didn't yet know for sure; and second, that revenge was a dish best served cold. (Out of pure curiosity I looked it up on-line: it turns out the phrase comes from some guy I'd never heard of, Pierre Ambroise Francois Choderlos de LaClos, back in the 18th century.) Somehow I had been able to put my anger and feelings of betrayal in a little box, off to one corner of my mind. I wouldn't have any trouble getting even—or spend even a minute feeling sorry for Gina or Dowdle—but until the proof was in front of me I wasn't going to let myself get crazy.
At around 5:30 Gina picked me up, fresh from her tennis game, a swim, and a shower, and we picked up some Indian food and had a quiet dinner at home. Neither of us seemed to want to make love, so we watched a couple of episodes of "The Sopranos" that we'd Tivoed and hadn't seen yet—then we went to sleep. As ordinary a weekend as we'd ever had.
****************
Nothing out of the ordinary happened on Monday, either. I pretended to work in my office, while setting up the software so David Carlyss could finish his downloads. But when I called Barry on Tuesday afternoon, while sitting in a back booth at a bar downtown, I found that his people had made a lot of progress.
"Several things to tell you, Alex. Starting with your car: it was arson, as we knew it would be. Done by people who knew what they were doing. Two guys, dressed in black with ski-masks, so we'll never identify them. They made a tiny hole in the Ford's gas tank, then splashed around some more gasoline they'd brought with them, making sure to get lots of it under your Lexus. Then they dropped a match and got the hell out of there."
"What about Dominic's photos and paperwork? Will that be incriminating?"
"I think it would convince the police that someone tried to kill you, absolutely—but it's hard to see how they can link it to Denham or your wife without some further evidence."
I thought for a moment. "Okay—thanks. What else has turned up?"
"David is finished with your computer, and his financial guys think they're onto something. They'll need another day or two to be sure. It looks as though somebody was skimming some money for about eight months, starting a little over a year ago, via some sort of dummy subsidiary. Maybe $2 million got stolen, no more than that. Then the thing was quietly shut down. David is pretty sure he'll be able to trace it back to a particular computer in your office, if you give him a bit more time."
"Any chance of recovering the money?"
"It's impossible to say for sure, but not likely. The best chance will be to find out who did it, take him to the cops, and demand that it be repaid. If whoever took it has already spent it, it's probably gone forever."
I didn't like the sound of this; but I knew that losing $2 million wouldn't break me, nor the company. It was the principle of the thing, and it pissed me off a lot. Still, compared to being murdered, losing the money clearly was a lot less serious.
"And is there any news about Gina? Did Vera's people get the bugs, and get into her computer files?"
He cleared his throat. "It looks bad, Alex. I won't shit you—it appears that she was probably involved with two of the three guys at Apex whose names you gave us: Josh Daniels and Eddie Kreitler. And she made a call on Sunday to Denham from her cell phone that makes it pretty clear she's sleeping with him."
"Jesus," I said. I realized I wasn't all that shocked—but it still felt like a blow to the head to have my suspicions so amply confirmed, all at once.
Barry's voice pulled me away from my dark thoughts. "Listen, give us a couple more days to pull this all together. Vera's people are monitoring Gina's cell phone, the bug in her purse, and the bugs in your house. Plus they're still working on her phone records and credit cards. It turns out she had two cards in her maiden name, and the monthly bills get mailed to a post-office box—did you know anything about that?"
"Hell no," I answered, still feeling a little stunned.
"Alex, I know this really sucks. Do you think you can hang in there a little longer, and keep your cool while we wrap this up?"
"I know I have to, Barry, so I guess I will. Do you think they'll make another run at me?"
There was a brief pause; then he said, "they might. But they'll be very very careful, with the news about your car still so fresh. They won't want anyone to put 2 and 2 together. So if you take reasonable precautions—stay out of dark lonely places and things like that—you should be fine. Do you want me to put a couple of people on you?"
"No—there's too much chance that Denham's guys would pick that up. No, I'll just have to take care of myself. I'll call you on Thursday."
"I'm sorry, Alex," he said, in a surprisingly gentle voice.
"Yeah, me too," I replied, and hung up.
*****************
Wednesday may have been the least fun day of my adult life. I knew that my marriage was over. I knew that my best friend, a guy I'd known since junior high school, someone I trusted more than anyone else, had been banging my wife. And I knew that one or the other of them—or both!—was looking to kill me.
That's what I was carrying around inside me, and there wasn't a thing I could do about it—yet—or anyone I trusted to tell.
So I wandered around the office aimlessly, pretending to work, chatting from time to time with Meredith, while my mind chewed on the problem of how I was going to avenge myself. The details obviously depended on exactly what Barry and his team could find out, but the broad outlines of what I wanted to do were already clear in my mind.
And as my anger started to grow, the sense of outrage and betrayal, the cold fury, I found that I was very much looking forward to what was about to happen.
*****************
On Thursday I waited until late afternoon to call Asimove, wanting to give his people as much time as possible. At 4pm I went to my usual place for a haircut, then instead of heading back to the office I strolled down the street into a diner, settled at a table in the back with a cup of coffee, and made the call.
Barry and I were on the phone for nearly an hour. I asked a lot of questions, made sure I understood everything he was telling me, and discussed various options with him. When we were finally done, he wished me luck and we said our goodbyes. I had what I needed, and I would take it from here.
That evening, like the previous few, I earned an Academy Award at home, treating Gina with the same affection and exhibiting the same sexual desire as I usually did. I won't claim I'm a better liar or actor than she is, but I think I was just as good! We dined on a roast chicken that Carmelita had prepared, watched a movie on TV, and fucked before we went to bed.
It crossed my mind that this would surely be the last time I ever had sex with Gina—probably the last time I'd ever touch her. But I hadn't the slightest desire to "make it special". Now that I knew what she was, the physical attraction I still had for her was mixed with such loathing and repulsion that it was a little hard to get excited, at least at first.
But, not to my surprise, Gina's gorgeous body and her talented mouth solved that problem without difficulty, and we did the energetic, sweaty things we usually did. Then we said good night and fell asleep. The end of my marriage: not with a whimper, but a bang....
*****************
I left early on Friday, not wanting to speak to Gina again, and had a quick breakfast on the way to the office. I took Gina's car, a BMW convertible. I was pretty sure her car wouldn't have been tampered with, and I wanted to make it to work alive today. When she discovered her car was gone she'd undoubtedly be annoyed—but that was going to be the least of her worries by the time today was over.
When Meredith came in around 9:00 I called her into my office, said good morning, and handed her a list I'd written out.
"I'm going to need to change my schedule around today," I said. "Would you take care of setting all of this up for me, please?"
She scanned my list, and I saw her eyes grow wide. She looked up at me in surprise, clearly waiting for an explanation, but when I remained silent she just nodded her head and said, "okay, boss, I'll take care of it." I smiled at her and she left the office.
My morning I had left pretty wide-open, with the exception of a 10:00 meeting with Nancy Leggett. She was one of the principals of Leggett & Hyne, the PR firm that had worked for Apex for about six years, and she'd become a good friend. Nancy was an attractive, businesslike woman of about my age. She was very sharp and had a great sense of humor; in fact she was one of the few women I could imagine dating, if I hadn't been married to Gina.
We spoke in my office for nearly an hour, in quiet voices, with my radio turned up quite loud in case anyone might have been eavesdropping. All they would have heard was a Beethoven symphony and some Strauss waltzes.
At my request Meredith had ordered me in a sandwich and a soda, which I ate at my desk while reading the paper. The real fun was going to begin this afternoon, around 1:00.
Meredith buzzed to say that Jeff Denham was calling—he'd like to see me right away.
I smiled to myself and said, "tell him I can't see him or talk to him right now, Meredith. He can meet with me at 4, just the way I asked you to set it up."
Did this mean that Denham had a bug in my office? If he did, an hour of loud music while I met with Nancy Leggett would surely have put him on edge. But something else might have tipped him off—perhaps he'd bugged Meredith's phone or her office, and heard her making the arrangements for today that I'd asked her to take care of.
In either case, I knew he was going batshit, and the thought pleased me greatly. Just wait, you fucker—it's going to get a lot worse!
*****************
At a few minutes before 1:00 I strolled into the conference room and found it set up just as I requested. The big conference table was bare except for a company laptop at one end, which was open and running. At the far end of the room was a video camera on a tripod, with one of our tech people standing behind it ready to do the filming.
"Hi," I said, "it's Arthur, isn't it?"
He smiled broadly at being remembered. "Yes, Mr. Macmillan, Arthur Wendtner. All set up and ready to go. Would you like me to stay and run it, or shall I just show you how it works?"
"Just show me please, Arthur. I want it to run all afternoon, just filming the meetings I'm going to have in here."
He set it up to cover the part of the room I and my "guests" would be sitting in, and we did a quick 30-second test. It worked fine.
"The film cartridge holds 6 hours, so you should be all set, Mr. Macmillan."
I thanked Arthur and he left. I fiddled with the laptop for a minute, then clicked it into screensaver mode and sat back in my chair. Not more than two minutes later, Josh Daniels knocked on the door and came in tentatively. At last it was beginning!
"Josh, come in and sit down please," I said with an affable smile. "You don't mind if we record the meeting, do you?"
He looked worried and confused. "Alex, I'm...what is this about?"
"We'll get to that in a minute. You understood what I asked Meredith to tell you? This meeting is absolutely confidential—you agree not to speak about any aspect of it with anyone at Apex, now or in the future."
He shrugged, still looking uncomfortable. "Yes, of course Alex, you're the boss."
"And the filming is okay?"
"I guess so. But why all the..."
I interrupted him. "Just hang on a sec, Josh, it will all make sense in a few minutes."
I sat back in my chair, looking at him with a bland expression on my face, watching his discomfiture. Then finally I spoke.
"Josh, I know all about you and my wife."
He started visibly, trying in vain to appear calm. He couldn't keep his eyes on mine, as they bored steadily at him; they kept slipping away from my face.
"Alex, uh, I don't know...what...what you're talking about."
"No need to pretend, Josh—I've got the pictures right here." I spoke this lie with complete assurance, patting a thick manila folder sitting next to me on the table.
"But now I'd like to hear all about it from you, please. You are in some pretty deep shit, and if you aren't completely honest with me it's only going to get deeper."
I've been in some pretty hard-nosed negotiations during my business career, but I've never seen a man look more miserable than Josh did at that moment. And I savored every instant of his misery, as I waited for him to try to squirm out of what he'd been caught at.
After a minute he said, "Alex, I'm...can we turn the camera off?"
"No we can't. Just go ahead, Josh, I'm waiting. When did it start, and how? And how were you able to justify fucking the boss's wife for months behind his back?"
He kept his eyes on the table. "Christ, Alex. It...started about four years ago, and went on for about three months. I guess you know all that.
"Gina seduced me. That's what it was, pure and simple. Linda and I had known you and her for years, and she'd always been a little flirtatious. God, who wouldn't be, with that body?"
He stopped suddenly, cringing a little at the thought of how that sounded. I just waited, and finally he went on.
"Anyway, she flirted heavily with me one year at the Christmas party, the one we had at that old ballroom. It was pretty obvious she was coming on to me, but I couldn't really believe she meant it. Then two weeks later she called me one day while you were in Chicago and asked me to come out to the house.
"When I got there she had nothing on but a long nightie, completely see-through. I couldn't believe it! And I tried to leave, I swear to God, but she pulled me in, locked the door, and just stood against it, gazing at me with a smile on her face.
"Then she said something crazy like 'I've wanted you for a long time, Josh—and now I'm going to have you.'
"I'm sorry, Alex...truly I am. I feel like the world's worst asshole right now. But I was 38 years old, and never in my life had I ever even kissed a woman as amazing as Gina. I knew it was wrong, but I let it happen. A team of guys with flamethrowers couldn't have gotten me out of there.
"She took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom, and she...we...had sex for two hours. It was unbelievable, like nothing that had ever happened to me in my life. After that I was pretty much her puppet. All she had to do was call, and I was there."
Josh sat with his head in his hands, looking at the floor, totally defeated.
"How long did it go on, and what ended it?"
"She did. Suddenly one day she said she'd had enough—she wasn't even particularly nice about it, either. I'm pretty sure it was because I wasn't willing to do what she wanted."
"And what was that?" I asked.
He looked up at me for the first time since beginning his confession—now he was able to face me.
"She wanted me to set up some phony accounts to siphon money out of Apex. It was about money, Alex, nothing more. She said you had all these millions, and she wanted a larger piece for herself. She asked me a lot of questions...in bed, I mean, after we...afterwards. About how our accounting systems worked, whether one could set up fake accounts in some way, how dangerous it would be, and so on.
"At first I thought it was just a joke, but she brought it up over and over. Finally I just said I wouldn't do it."
He straightened in his chair. "I won't lie to you, Alex—not anymore. I didn't refuse out of morality, or loyalty to you or Apex. By that time I would have done anything to keep...being with Gina. But I didn't see any way to do what she wanted without running a substantial risk of being caught, and I wasn't willing to go to jail—not even for her.
"So when Gina realized that I really wouldn't do it, she just dropped me. And it was a good thing, too, because Linda was sure I was having an affair. But it ended before she could ever get proof. I denied it over and over, just lied and lied and lied, swore it was nothing more than a lot of extra projects at work.
"I don't think she ever really believed me, but she sort of let it die down. And I did everything I could to make it up to her, and thank God we're still together."
We sat for several minutes in silence. Much of what Josh had said was new to me. Barry's people had been able to find evidence of the affair—lots of phone calls between Josh and Gina, as well as some steamy email messages from her to him—and they pinpointed the dates. But Josh's story about Gina being the instigator was new information, as well as her hopes of stealing money from the company.
I stood up. "Okay Josh, we're done for today. Go home for the weekend—don't go back to your office, and don't say a word about this conversation to anyone, whether inside or outside the company. Is that completely clear?"
I spoke in a neutral, cold tone.
"Yes, Alex." He sounded submissive, and frightened. "Am I, that is, do I...?"
"We'll talk on Monday, Josh. Until then, just go home to Linda and the kids."
*****************
My conversation with Eddie Kreitler at 1:30 went much the same way. Eddie had risen through the ranks at Apex; he managed international sales and marketing, then became the number two operating officer (under me, of course).
Gina had targeted him a few months after she broke it off with Josh, judging from the phone and email records, and it went on for more than six months. He was single, so the two of them didn't have to be quite as careful. And the way Eddie told it, Gina had raised the prospect of stealing from the company a bit at a time, probably not wanting to spook him.
He said it began as a joke between them, and only very gradually turned into something serious she wanted him to do. He said he went as far as to draw up some possible ways to do it—but he never found one that wouldn't expose him to too much risk.
"Frankly, Alex, it was because the company is well-run; the oversight of our financials is tight, and I didn't see how I could pull it off. And when I finally confessed that to Gina, poof! She was done with me."
My conversation with Bernard Eisenhart, Apex's Treasurer, took a very different turn. When I said, "Bernie, I know all about you and my wife," he looked at me blankly, his expression startled but not in the least upset.
"What do you mean, Alex?"
"Bernie, I've got the photos right here," as I patted the manila folder. "There's not much point in denying it."



"Photos?!" He sounded a little angry. "I don't know what you've got there, Alex, but if they're photos of what I think they are it's Gina you need to be talking to, not me! I turned my back and walked the hell out of there!"
I believed him, too. His annoyance was so obvious, and Barry had told me that they'd turned up nothing between him and Gina beyond a single phone call from her to him.
"Okay, Bernie, I believe you. Could you tell me about it, please?"
He was still pissed. "She invited me over, Alex! Gave me some crap about a surprise party, wanted my ideas on what you liked. Not that that made much sense to me.
"And when I got there, she—well, you've seen the photos! Dressed in a transparent nightie that didn't go past her hips! She pulled me inside, gave me a kiss and tried to stick her tongue in my mouth. I'm sure that's there in the pictures!"
"What happened next?"
"I told her I couldn't do anything with her, she was married to my boss—and I unlocked the door and walked back out to my car. I just sat there, waiting for my hard-on to go down, and then I drove away!
"I didn't figure there was much point in telling you, Alex. Nothing happened, and frankly I was afraid you'd blame me rather than Gina. So I just let it alone. And now, here you are accusing me of..."
His voice was rising in anger, and I cut him off. "Easy, Bernie, easy. Let me explain. I've just found out Gina was cheating on me with at least two other people at the company, and I'm simply trying to get to the bottom of it. I believe you—I believe nothing happened between you two."
His anger disappeared, replaced by surprise. "Two other people? Jesus!"
He sat back. "I actually remember hearing a rumor about her and Josh...a few years ago. I didn't believe it, of course, figured that was the kind of thing people were bound to say, given how attractive she is. But then, after she made that crazy pass at me, I kind of wondered. Still, it wasn't any of my business."
We spoke for another couple of minutes. I assured him of my trust in him, mollified him about having accused him, and reminded him to keep our conversation totally confidential. Then he was gone.
*****************
As I sat back, thinking of what I had learned, Meredith came into the conference room.
"Alex, Jeff Denham is outside and he's practically jumping out of his skin. I know you asked me to set up his meeting for 4:00, but he's about to pee his pants. Says he has to see you this minute, it's life-and-death, and so on. If it weren't for the security guards you had me post outside the room he would have barged in here already. What do you want me to do with him?"
I smiled at her. "Just give me five minutes, then you can let him come in."
I wanted the five minutes just to savor what was about to happen. It's not every day that you discover your best friend wants you dead. And it's certainly not every day that you have a chance to get even....
When Jeff Denham entered the conference room he was practically trembling. He looked like a man who'd been hooked up to an IV full of espresso, though he was trying to hide it.
"Hey Alex, what's going on?" It was said with elaborate casualness, but his voice was several tones higher than usual.
"Hi Dowdle, thanks for coming in. You want coffee or something?'
He shook his head. "What's with the video camera?"
I smiled and said, "I just thought I might want a record of the meetings I'm having today. You don't mind, do you?"
He looked very uneasy, but all he said was, "not at all, of course not. But what's the big mystery, anyway? Meredith wouldn't tell me a thing, and when I passed Bernie Eisenhart coming out of the elevator he just gave me a kind of a funny nod and kept on walking."
I pulled the laptop around so it was facing him, and said, "take a look".
When he touched the built-in mouse the screen saver disappeared, revealing a freeze-frame from a video taken in my bedroom earlier that week. It showed Gina, naked, lying on her back, legs spread wide—and a naked Jeff with his head buried between her legs and his hands wrapped around her thighs, eating her out. She had her head thrown back in apparent ecstasy.
After a split-second Denham looked up at me, utter shock on his face. I waited until he said, "uh, Alex, I..." and then I hit him with my right fist just beneath his right eye, absolutely as hard as I could. He went flying over backward, smacking his head on the carpet as he hit the floor, the rolling chair gliding smoothly away from the table.
I stood over him, pulling off the thick winter glove I'd put on my hand. It still hurt like hell, but at least I didn't think I'd broken a knuckle.
I sat for a little while, smiling grimly and massaging my sore hand, waiting for Denham to come to. It took several minutes before he opened his eyes and moaned, feeling his face with his hand. When his head cleared a little more he looked around for me, then quickly scuttled away from me to sit against the wall, looking both sheepish and wary.
"Want more, you slimy prick? I could still hit you with my other hand." I spoke casually, almost flippantly.
"Jesus no, Alex!" I saw him look towards the door, as if gauging whether he could make a break for it or whether I'd catch him before he got there.
"Forget it, Dowdle—those two guards are still outside. You're not leaving quite yet."
We sat a bit longer, and I watched him morosely contemplate his situation. No doubt he was hoping I didn't know quite everything, but he was about to be bitterly disappointed.
"All right, Dowdle, get up and sit back down at the table. Don't worry, I'm not going to hit you again. What's ahead for you will be much more painful than that."
Warily, he got up and sat in a chair a good ten feet away from me, never taking his eyes from my face.
"I'm not going to waste much more time on you, you piece of shit. My best friend since junior high! You're a fucking disgrace!"
He didn't bother to reply, and I went on.
"You've not only been screwing my wife and trying to steal my money, but you tried to kill me"—here he jerked his head suddenly, looking at me in shock and alarm—"and I'm going to see to it you get to make some new friends in prison.
"Gina has confessed it all to me," I went on, now lying through my teeth, "and I know the stealing and the murder plot were all your idea. It wasn't good enough just to cuckold me, huh, you cocksucker? You thought knocking me off in the bargain would just complete the picture?"
"For God's sake, Alex, it's not true!" He sounded absolutely desperate. "She's lying! I admit I...we...I had an affair with Gina. There's no point in denying it now. But stealing the money...and then killing you, that was all her idea! I tried over and over to talk her out of it!"
"And when that didn't work, you said 'what the hell' and arranged to have my car tampered with, is that it?"
He hung his head, not looking at me.
Within a few minutes he'd told me all of it. The affair had started much like those with Josh and Eddie. Gina had put on the full-court press, and Denham wasn't able to keep it in his pants. He swears he fought her off two or three times before he gave in, but then that doesn't make too much difference, does it? He never came to me about it, and he ended up fucking her.
When she'd been screwing him for about three months she started in about stealing some of my money. Unlike her previous co-conspirators, Denham was willing to go along. He invented a "subsidiary" and found a way to have legitimate payments logged into Accounts Receivable, then diverted to the invented company. Since he was the head of security (which included the financial division) he was able to keep anyone else from taking a close enough look to discover what he was up to. Within seven months or so he was able to skim about $1.8 million. All this was pretty much what Barry's people had already found out.
"But that wasn't enough for Gina, Alex." Now Denham was talking freely—never mind the camera, he was eager to get it off his chest. He wasn't such a complete asshole that he didn't feel guilty about what he'd done to me.
"She said you had so goddam much money, a million or two for her simply wasn't enough—it wasn't fair. So I closed the account and covered my tracks as thoroughly as I could. A month later she started talking about killing you.
" 'Then we could be together, Dowdle!'—that sort of thing. 'You could run the company, or let the other guys run it while you and I went off to spend some of that lovely money!" She wouldn't let up about it. Every time we...were together, she had some new idea about what we'd do 'afterwards', when you were dead and she inherited your money."
"And you believed her?"
He sighed heavily. "I was a fool, Alex. The sex was incredible—the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me. And I convinced myself she loved me. I was certainly in love with her, or I thought I was.
"I held out for a long time, and then she started hinting around that if I wouldn't do this for her, maybe we 'weren't meant to be together'. After a few weeks of that, it began to seem like my only choice.
"Alex, Gina is a cold-blooded monster! Once she got the idea in her head she was like a terrier with a bone—she just wouldn't let go. So I...finally, I...made some calls and found a guy who knew how to do this kind of thing. He said it would be no sweat to tamper with your brake line, and if it were done right no one would suspect a thing."
He gazed at me, a tormented look on his face. "I know you'll never forgive me—how could you? But I still can't believe that I did it. It was like I was another person, like Gina programmed me and I carried out her instructions—like I was a little monsterette."
"Were you going to try again?" I already knew the answer, from seeing the video Asimove had sent me.
In a choking voice he said, "she wanted to. I insisted that we had to wait a few weeks, to make sure that no one got suspicious about the car. I was trying as hard as I could just to put her off; but eventually she would have made me try again. She wasn't going to give up."
He covered his face with his hands. Denham was broken, finished. He hadn't even tried to deny the truth.
I asked him about the stolen money, and without hesitation he gave me the numbers of the two off-shore accounts where he'd stashed it. "All but about $60 thousand—Gina's already spent that."
It was a little past 4:30. I handed Denham off to the guards, who would hold him until the police arrived. Then I sat back in the conference room to wait for Gina, who was due to arrive at 5:00.
With each successive revelation, the incredible and painful truth seemed to sink in a little deeper. My wife was not only fucking around on me and stealing my money—she had tried to have me killed! How does a normal person get his head around that? What did it mean that I had lived with this woman, for the most part very happily, for more than eight years without having the slightest idea of who and what she really was?
****************
Gina came sweeping into the conference room, about twenty minutes late as usual, looking glamorous and slightly irritated.
"Baby, what on earth is all this about? Meredith practically commanded me to come meet you here, and she wouldn't tell me anything about what you wanted! Is something going on with the company? And why on EARTH did you leave me without a car this morning?"
I watched her very carefully, and I could see that the irritation was an act. Behind it Gina was worried. In all probability she and Denham had been burning up the phone lines today, trying to figure out what was going on.
"Honey, just sit down please, okay? This isn't going to be easy for me."
I sat quietly, as if doing battle with my emotions, and watched her struggle to stay calm. I was determined to enjoy every last fucking minute of this!
After a long pause, during which Gina's knee started to jiggle nervously, I spoke.
"Gina, I know you cheated on me. How could you do this to me? I thought you loved me!"
She tried to sit still, but her eyes widened and she stiffened a little. I watched as she composed her face into a look of sorrow and compassion. It was impressively quick—she must have expected this.
"Baby, I am SO sorry. I never meant to hurt you. It just...I guess...you were away so much, and I..." She broke off and began to weep. Convincingly, too; I might have been softened if I hadn't known the whole truth.
Still crying, she reached across the table and took my hand. "Alex, I...is there any way you can ever forgive me? I don't want to lose you!"
"I don't know, Gina. I just don't know." Then, after another pause, "I need you to tell me about it. When and how it started, and when it ended. And WHY? Above all, why? Why did you do this?"
"Oh baby, please don't make me talk about it. We can get past this, you'll see! I can make it up to you. I'll be the best, most perfect wife you could ever..."
"No Gina," I said, giving my voice a cracking sound. "If we're ever going to get past this, you need to be honest with me. Here and now.
"When did it start? How long did it go on?"
I had her by the short hairs, and I was reveling in it. She didn't know which of her lovers I knew about. I had deliberately spoken about her affair in the past tense, so she would think it might not be Denham but one of the others. Now she had to guess—and if she guessed wrong, she'd be admitting to an affair I (supposedly) didn't even know about!
Reluctantly, she began to talk. "Like I said, Alex, it was...you were away a lot, and I felt lonely. Abandoned. I know that's not fair, you were working so hard and being successful, building the company for both of us, but...
"But I let it get to me, I guess. And then he...I'd had a couple of drinks, and when he made a pass, I...just gave in."
I laughed to myself. Nice try, Gina! But you're not off the hook yet.
"When was this, Gina? I really need to know."
She suddenly rose from her seat, came around the table and tried to throw herself into my arms, tears on her face, crying, "Alex, I'm so sorry!"
But I held her at arm's length, still looking into her eyes, and said, "when was it?"
I saw the split-second mental calculation as it appeared and then disappeared from her eyes. She sighed, sat down in the chair next to me, and said, "a little over four years ago."
She had placed her bet on Josh Daniels! I chuckled to myself. Nice try, Gina—too bad you don't know that there IS no right choice!
"And?"
She looked at me, her annoyance showing a little behind the mask of sorrow, but she realized she really didn't have much choice.
"And it went on for a couple of months. I don't know why, Alex—I just got a little crazy. I knew it was wrong, and finally I just told Josh I couldn't see him any more, it was destroying me. I was crying all the time, and..."
"Josh?!" I interrupted her with a yell. "You cheated on me with Josh too?!"
If you could have seen the look on her face at that moment!
Desperately, her eyes wide with fear, she said, "baby, I don't understand what..."
"Eddie Kreitler wasn't the only one?" I shouted at her. "You slept with TWO of my employees? What the fuck were you thinking of?"
She tried to break in, to slow me down, but I was on a roll.
"For God's sake, Gina, how can we ever make this right? How am I ever going to be able to trust you again? Jesus, everyone at Apex must have been laughing at me behind my back! The boss's wife does the underlings—just get in line, she'll get around to you soon enough! Who else did you fuck, the janitor?"
"No baby, I swear, it was just the two..."
"And how am I supposed to believe that?" I demanded. "For all I know you've been screwing everybody I've ever been in business with! Did you do Dan Camorin, before he left? And what about our friend Archie, or Debbie's husband Peter? Or Dowdle? How am I supposed to be sure you haven't been fucking all of them?"
Gina saw her opportunity and she leapt in. Her face got a solemn look, and she reached out and took both my hands in hers. In a quiet, serious voice she said, "Alex—as God is my witness, it was only those two. And it was years ago. I regretted it so much! I've been completely faithful to you since then—and I will be for the rest of my life."
There was silence in the room. I gazed at her, wearily, sadly, concealing the angry joy I felt at her impending destruction.
"All right, Gina," I said slowly. "Okay, you...you cheated on me with two of my employees, but then you stopped. You got your act together, and decided to go back to being my faithful wife. Is that right?"
"Yes, baby," she said, hope beginning to show in her eyes.
"Well, there's...just...I guess I just need to ask you one more thing," I said, pulling the laptop over in front of her. "Can you tell me what this is all about?"
I touched two keys. This time when the screensaver vanished the video leapt into motion. We saw Jeff's head bobbing between Gina's thighs, saw her arching her back in pleasure, and heard her harsh voice. "Oh, yes, yes...oh baby...oh Dowdle, do that! Yes, baby, do that!"
I have to give Gina some credit. She didn't jump back from the laptop as though it were a snake, she didn't try to run from the room, she didn't even cry out. Just a quick "oh!", choked off almost as soon as it began. Then, after a few seconds, she pushed the laptop closed and turned to face me.
Her face was nearly unrecognizable from a few moments earlier. Now it was a tight, angry mask, her eyes flashing, her mouth a tight-lipped sneer.
"Okay, Alex, you got me. Good for you! What do you want me to say? Yes, I was fucking Dowdle, and he did me a lot better than you ever could!"
"Is that so, Gina? Does that explain why you tried to have me killed?"
That one shook her. She froze, staring at me for a minute; and the best she could manage was, "what? I have no idea what you're talking about."
"Really?" I said mildly. I opened the computer, pressed a few buttons, and turned it around so that she could see it. The scene was our kitchen, with Gina and Denham sitting together at the table, both with robes on. Gina was speaking.
"I don't care, Dowdle. So we got unlucky and he didn't crash the car. You can try again!"
"Gina, you don't understand how risky this is! If someone starts looking into what happened, they..."
"Bullshit! You had the car burned up, right? Totally destroyed, along with a bunch of other ones! Who's going to suspect anything? We just need some other way to kill him. Can't you poison him, or have him shot and make it look like a robbery?"
I pressed a button and the computer fell silent. I smiled at Gina.
"Too bad for you I've got this video, hey baby? It's going to be pretty hard to stand up in court and deny you had anything to do with it."
I watched Gina's cold eyes as the wheels turned behind them. She was a rat, caught in a nasty trap, searching every corner for a way out. She no longer made any attempt at looking sorry, or even affectionate. When she finally spoke her voice was low and contemptuous.
"You'll never go to the police with this, Alex. It would make you a laughing-stock, and turn Apex into a joke. The head of a multi-billion dollar company, and his wife is screwing the employees! You'd be a worldwide fool!"
She sat back, looking satisfied and disdainful. I picked up the phone and asked Meredith to have Nancy Leggett come in. When she entered she sat across the table from Gina and me, regarding my wife as though she were a sack of dirty laundry.
"Nancy, my lovely wife Gina thinks that it would be bad for me and bad for business if I had her arrested for grand theft and attempted murder. Why don't you tell her what you told me this morning?"



With a broad smile, Nancy said, "sure, Alex. This story—Gina and Denham and their sordid little plot—will be the biggest story on cable news for some time to come. It's got everything: money, adultery, attempted murder, an extremely attractive woman, a man's betrayal of his best friend, you name it. It will be bigger than Paris Hilton, bigger than the saga of Anna Nicole Smith.
"Gina will be the harlot of the month for a while, and Apex will get more publicity than it's had for the entire life of the company—more publicity than $500 million of advertising could buy, all for free. Alex will find himself on Larry King, on the Today show, you name it. He'll be the honest, hard-working businessman victimized by the unscrupulous slut and her puppet.
"By the time the trial is over and Gina and Denham are in jail, Apex will have been profiled in Business Week and The Wall Street Journal. Somebody will have given Alex an "Entrepreneur of the Year" award. The company will have maybe a hundred million dollars in new business, and Alex will have gotten ten thousand letters from women just dying to be the next Mrs. Macmillan. Some of them will send photos.
"This is a Godsend for Apex. Not much fun for your husband, Gina—at least right now—but you're about to make a rich, successful man even more rich and successful. As his PR representative I couldn't have dreamed of coming up with anything this good!"
Nancy winked at me, then stood and left the room. Gina sagged back in her chair, her eyes a little unfocused, her mouth drooping in a deep frown. For perhaps the first time in all the years I had known her, she looked utterly defeated.
I picked up the telephone. "Meredith, you can send in the police now."
************
The next fourteen months may or may not have made up for what came before—that's a tough call—but they provided their fair share of entertainment.
The police charged Gina and Denham with attempted murder, conspiracy to commit murder, fraud, conspiracy to commit fraud, grand larceny, and six or seven other things. Apex's attorneys also immediately filed a civil suit demanding the return of the stolen money, which we knew the location of thanks to Denham's confession. And, of course, I immediately filed for divorce on the grounds of adultery.
Happily, because of the criminal and civil complaints, all Denham's accounts and all accounts of Gina's and mine that she had access to were frozen. By the time the two of them made bail, they didn't have the money to hire high-priced attorneys to defend them, and had to make do for a while with public defenders—quite a comedown!
I threw Gina out of the house and had no trouble getting a judge to place a restraining order on her—the video of her and Denham discussing a second try at murdering me was pretty persuasive. She got Susan, one of her tennis buddies, to put her up in Susan's guest house temporarily. Gina never made any attempt to contact me, not that I expected it or wanted it. She must have realized there wasn't a thing she could say that would make any difference.
On the Monday after Gina's "day of reckoning", I called Josh and Eddie in and fired each of them. Neither was terribly surprised. Eddie asked only that, in the event a prospective future employer called me for a reference, I'd be willing to say that his work for Apex was good. I had no problem agreeing to that.
Josh tried to make a deal with me: if I'd help him find a decent job, he'd be willing to testify against Gina at her trial. I laughed him out of my office. I reminded him that I already had his confession of the affair, and her attempt to get him to steal from the company, on tape. If he didn't agree to testify the prosecutors would simply issue him a subpoena.
I promoted Bernie Eisenhart to Josh's position as Chief Financial Officer, with every confidence he'll do a first-rate job. I've asked him to take on the job of interviewing for his own replacement as Treasurer and for Eddie's position.
Gina and Denham's trial began after about seven months, and it was a hoot. It lasted nearly three weeks. I went to court a few times, but felt no need to be there every day. Not surprisingly, they were in no position to deny what they'd done, and each lawyer's defense concentrated on making the other one look like the main bad guy.
Gina's big assets were her beauty and her ability to act—make that lie—on the witness stand. The men on the jury ate her up. The trouble, of course, is that there was video that clearly showed her pushing a reluctant Dowdle to make another attempt on my life, and even Gina couldn't overcome that.
They were both found guilty of about eight counts, including all the big ones. By the end of the trial all the publicity had enabled Gina to sign some deals for magazine and TV interviews, enough to pay for some expensive legal talent. The new lawyers have filed appeals and managed to delay sentencing so far, but Gina and Dowdle both appear to be looking at 10-15 years or so. All the money they stole has been returned to Apex, minus $72 thousand.
With Denham's security firm out of business, I needed somebody to take over that role for Apex. When I flew down to Los Angeles to settle my account with Barry Asimove—and to thank him for all he had done—he suggested that I hire David Carlyss.
"David's been looking to move up to the Bay area, and you've seen how good his work is. I don't think you'll regret offering him a contract, and with you as his main client he can build a business up there."
So I offered Carlyss the work, and it seems to be going very well so far.
While I was visiting Asimove's office he surprised me with one more bit of video I hadn't know about; there hadn't been time earlier to talk to me about it, and it wasn't germane to the threat from Gina and Denham.
"Come into the screening room for a minute, Alex—I think you'll get a kick out of this."
To my surprise and amusement, there in bed with Gina, his flabby, paunchy body bouncing up and down on top of her, was Charlie Pemberton, my attorney! He was nearly 60, and it didn't look like he was giving Gina much pleasure, though he was certainly enjoying the ride himself.
After they finished fucking—which didn't last all that long—they chatted in bed. It seems Gina had seduced him a couple of months earlier, and set him to work trying to find a way around our pre-nuptial agreement. Not surprisingly, since Charlie was an excellent lawyer and he'd drafted it himself, he wasn't having much success. But that didn't stop him from enjoying Gina's favors whenever she gave him the chance.
I particularly enjoyed burning Charlie's ass. I charged him, as publicly and loudly as I could, with unethical conduct, and the California Legal Ethics Board had no choice but to disbar him. I also sued him and took about $240,000 of his life savings, which I donated to charity. The whole thing gave me great pleasure.
As for me, and Apex, things have gone just as Nancy Leggett predicted. There was a firestorm of publicity, above all on the cable TV news stations and in the tabloid press. There I was on CNN, on the cover of Fortune magazine, on the front page of the National Enquirer, and just about everywhere in between.
Nancy had to hire three new staff people just to deal with the workload, and she and I met nearly every day to plan strategy and decide which interviews and other offers to accept. The boon to Apex's business was a nearly 20% increase in the first six months after the story broke.
Nancy was right about the letters from women, too. More than eight thousand so far, and they keep coming. After reading the first couple of hundred—a few with provocative or even downright obscene photos enclosed—I turned the job of answering them over to one of her interns. For all I know, that guy is getting laid on a regular basis!
The local divorcées and single women came out of the woodwork, too. I had more pussy offered to me than I knew existed in the world; but surprisingly, I found I wasn't all that interested. Gina had kept me very happy sexually, right up until it all fell apart, and I didn't feel the need to sow any wild oats. I went out on dates with four women who attracted me, and screwed two of them (though I could have had the other two if I'd wanted), but I quicly confirmed that the promiscuous lifestyle really didn't tempt me.
After a few weeks of working closely with Nancy, I found that she was the one I wanted to date. We've been going out for nearly a year. Neither of us is any hurry to get married, but it might happen after a while.
Last Sunday was my birthday, and Nancy got me something special as a gift. We'd spent Saturday night at her place, watching an old Humphrey Bogart movie and then making love. Sex with Nancy is wonderful—sweeter and more relaxed than with Gina, who liked it hard, sweaty, and athletic. With Nancy it's not just about the sensations, it's about the feeling of intimacy, and it's great.
On Sunday morning she let me sleep while she made breakfast for us and brought it up to the bedroom. I opened my eyes to see her standing there in her robe, holding breakfast on a big tray.
We ate together and then she said, "ready for your present? I'm wearing it, actually, under the robe."
I raised my eyebrows questioningly and she just grinned at me.
"Ready?" she said. Then she slipped off the robe and stood posing in front of me.
She was wearing only a white tee-shirt that covered her just past her hips, showing off her long legs. The shirt had a scanned image of a glowering Gina, no doubt taken from a photo of her that Nancy had found at my house. Below the photo, in big block letters, the shirt said, "I Survived the Monster".
I laughed and laughed; then I said, "come here, you". I pulled Nancy down onto the bed with me, and after a few minutes we took the shirt off.
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"Hey, C.D., these seats are fantastic--you can practically see the stage from here! That's it down there, right? That thing about the size of a paperback book?"
C.D. grinned at me, unfazed by my teasing. "Fuck, off, Jake. At least you're here in Madison Square Garden, about to hear your favorite band, instead of sitting at home watching NASCAR on TV, or however the hell you rednecks typically spend a hot Friday night in August."
I grinned back at him. I was from Paterson, N. J., not exactly a redneck—but to C.D., born and raised on the Upper East Side of Manhattan, anybody west or south of the George Washington Bridge was a hopeless rube: a redneck, an Okie, or some other sort of hick.
"Besides," he went on, "check out these binoculars. My latest toy. They're unbelievable—when the band comes out, you'll be able to count the zits on Anthony Kiedis's chin. Except he's too old to have zits, I guess."
We were sitting in the next-to-last row of the nosebleed section, the seats highest up in the Garden and nearest the ceiling. It was pretty damn far from the stage, but who cared? C.D. was right: I was going to spend the evening with the Red Hot Chili Peppers, Beth's and my favorite band for years. I just wished she could be there with us.
We had a couple of beers and half-listened to the opening act, a thoroughly mediocre jam band called Heroin Mattress or something like that. Then when the lights came up and the roadies started setting up for the Chili Peppers, he passed the binoculars to me.
"Here, take a look. Even from this distance you can tell the hot girls from the wannabes."
Taking the binoculars, I made a face of mock-surprise. "You mean you can actually tell the difference?"
I looked around—into the luxury boxes on the other side of the Garden, then at the best seats down on the floor. C.D. was right—the binoculars were incredible. You could see individual faces with clarity, even follow the play of people's expressions as they laughed and talked.
I returned the binoculars to him and went to get us a couple more beers. When I got back, he gestured to me.
"Check this out, Jake. In the VIP seats on the floor, fifth row, right on the center aisle. There's a blonde in a white dress, she looks just like Beth."
I put the glasses to my eyes, focused them and took a moment to locate the person he had in mind. Then my heart stopped.
I put the glasses down, took a moment for a deep breath, then looked again. It couldn't be her! But as I gazed downwards, I knew that it was.
Her hair was down, falling over the shoulders of one of her prettiest white dresses—one I remembered well from the last New Year's Eve party she'd worn it to. Her face was flushed with pleasure and excitement, and she was chattering away happily to a tall man in his 40s standing next to her.
It was Barton Huntington, that asshole, I thought to myself. As I continued to watch, my brain still disbelieving what I was seeing, he reached his arm around Beth's waist and pulled her to him affectionately. Far from moving away from him, she leaned into him and let her head fall momentarily against his shoulder. He slid his hand down to her ass and gave it a squeeze.
I turned and handed the glasses back to C.D.. I must have looked like death. "C.D.," I said, "that IS Beth."
He looked at me, puzzled. "But you said she was working late tonight?"
"I know," I said quietly. "That's what she told me."
The call had reached me around 4 pm at my office. Beth greeted me warmly and then said, with real regret in her voice, "I'm so sorry, baby. The bunch of us just HAVE to get this proposal out to Tokyo tonight—you know that 2 billion dollar deal I told you about? And it looks like Barton is going to have us all here until 11 at least."
I tried to keep the disappointment out of my voice as I told her that I understood, that I'd miss her, that I'd see her at home later. The disappointment was understandable—I loved being with my wife, and wished we could start the weekend together. But she loved her work, and it was certainly not unreasonable that she had to stay late once in a while.
Not more than twenty minutes later, as I wondered what to do with myself tonight, C.D. called and said he'd scored two Chili Peppers tickets from a friend in the Sales Department at Bloomingdale's, where he worked as a buyer.
"Are you free tonight, or have you got plans with the ball-and-chain?"
I laughed. I knew C.D. was crazy about Beth, but that didn't prevent him from teasing me about being a henpecked husband—which I wasn't. He just liked rubbing it in my face what a happy, unattached New York gay man he was, and how many great-looking guys he dated.
"Actually, Beth is stuck at the office tonight, and I'd love to go." We made plans to meet at the Garden and I got off the phone. I was too excited even to tease him about not being able to get himself a date to take to the concert.
So now it was 9:30 pm and I was wondering exactly what the fuck Beth was doing at the Chili Peppers concert, wearing her beautiful white dress, being felt up by that cocksucker Huntington, when she told me they'd be working late?
I pulled out my cell phone to call her, but couldn't get a signal inside the Garden.
"Waldo, I've gotta go downstairs and see her. This is bullshit, her with her boss—he's even got his fucking hands all over her!"
In my anger and shock I called C.D. by the nickname he hated. His full name was Charles Darwin Emerson—imagine having parents who would do that to you? He was distantly related to Ralph Waldo Emerson, and a bunch of us at Wharton, where we'd met, used to tease him with the name Waldo from time to time. But he hated it, so I'd tried to stop. Now it just slipped out.
"Okay, Jake—call me from down there when you know what's going on." C.D. looked like he had more to say, but he stopped himself, and I took off for the stairs.
Getting downstairs was easy; getting onto the Garden floor was impossible, with all the Security guys in their bright day-glo green shirts, none of them smaller than 6'4", 225 lbs. I bought two large beers so my hands would be full, in case they asked to see my ticket, and I strode confidently up the center aisle towards where Beth and Huntington were.
Before I'd gotten ten steps my path was blocked by a guy who had to be Shaq's first cousin. "Ticket, sir?"
I gestured with my beer-laden hands. "It's in my pocket."
He moved closer. "Sorry, sir, I'll have to see it."
I thought for a moment. Why not try honesty?
"Listen—I'm actually sitting upstairs, and I just saw my wife with her boss in the fifth row. He had his fucking hands on her ass—I've just GOT to get down there!"
He regarded me coolly, no doubt wondering whether there was any truth to this.
"Sucks to be you," he said, not unkindly, but the bastard wouldn't let me through. I retreated and tried two other approaches but got no closer than about 50 feet. Ditching the beers, I found an empty chair to stand on and managed to get a few quick pictures on my cell-phone. They weren't great, but they showed Beth with Huntington, and in a couple they were clearly being a bit too friendly. A moment later the lights dimmed and the noise level went through the roof as the Chili Peppers came out for their show.
I was too shocked and too pissed-off to go back upstairs to C.D., so I just stood at the back of the Garden floor for the next hour and a half. Never in my life had I had a better vantage-point for a rock concert, and never had I actually heard so little of the music. My mind only had room for Beth and Huntington—for her betrayal, her lie to me, and my hurt and fury.
When the last encore was finally over, I watched to see which exit they headed for. Then I ran down the stairs ahead of them and planted myself in the lobby. I was going to get right in Beth's face with a few choice words, before I went home and packed my stuff. I was angry and devastated, but determined to put on a cool, collected face in front of her.
But my plans went totally to hell. A bunch of teenage girls spotted Madonna and her husband in the hallway, and started screaming and running towards her. In no time there was a stampede, and 200 excited, shouting fans were blocking me from where Beth and Huntington were headed out the door.
I frantically shouted, "Beth! Beth, it's me!" as loud as I could, but they never heard me. In desperation, I shoved through the mob towards the street. They were at the curb, about to get into the open door of a big white limo, beyond hearing range.
Once again I pulled out my phone and managed four pictures of him helping her into the limousine, his hand familiarly on her arm and then caressing her butt. Before I could get close, the limo pulled out into traffic.
Standing panting on the sidewalk, I speed-dialed Beth's phone. After three rings I heard her voice. "Hi, baby!" She sounded excited, and a little strange. Drunk, maybe?
"Beth, it's me!" I shouted. "I'm outside the Garden. What the hell are you doing with..." Somewhere in the middle of my question I heard the sound of the line going dead.
Furious, I called again. The phone rang five times and went to voice-mail. Cursing, I hung up, waited 30 seconds and tried a third time. This time the phone went immediately to voice-mail: she'd fucking turned it off!
I stood on the sidewalk as thousands of people swirled out of the Garden around me, headed their thousands of different places. I was shaking with rage. I didn't have the least shred of a notion why Beth had taken up with that asshole, or even that there was the slightest problem in our marriage. Seeing her with him was the most unpleasant shock I'd ever had in my life.
I realized I owed C.D. a call, so I reluctantly called his number. I got voice-mail, so I just said, "it's me. I tried to confront them after the concert, but I couldn't get through the crowd. I saw them drive off in his limo, that prick. I'm headed home to get some things and move out. I'll call you tomorrow."
I hung up, realizing belatedly that I hadn't ever thanked him for the ticket. I guessed he'd understand.
********************
Too steamed to take the subway or sit in a cab, I walked all the way to our apartment, on 77th between Lexington and Third. It's a small one-bedroom but in a terrific part of the Upper East Side, and between my salary as an accountant with Chaney Magnuson and Beth's more impressive one at her fancy-ass international investment firm, we could afford it—with enough left over for some nice restaurant dinners and an occasional vacation.
The whole way home I tortured myself, trying to figure out why Beth would allow herself to be seduced by her dipshit boss. It HAD to have been a seduction, didn't it? How could she be attracted to that smooth-talking, polished, hypocritical New York old-money piece of shit?
But even if it was Huntington's doing, what the hell was she doing falling for it? Didn't she love me? Didn't we have a terrific marriage? I had certainly thought so. And I knew one other thing: there was no...fucking...way I was putting up with this bullshit from her!
When I got home I found Beth's outfit, the one she'd worn to work that day, tossed hurriedly on the bed. She must have come home, jumped into her white dress, and gone flying out the door with Huntington.
I spent about twenty minutes packing a suitcase with a week's worth of clothes for work, plus my shaving kit and a couple of framed photos of my family. The ones of Beth and me—at our wedding, with friends in Central Park, with her family at Christmas—I left sitting on the bookcase, though it took all my will-power not to just hurl them to the floor.
I checked the machine—no calls from Beth, or from anyone else. Then I called the Vanderbilt YMCA on East 47th St. and reserved a room for a week. I'd stayed there once before, when I'd come up from Philly for a couple of days of job interviews, and I knew it was clean, and about the cheapest I could find in the city. I told them I'd be arriving very late, and they gave me the phone number for the night porter.
Then I uploaded my cell-phone photos to our computer and had a look. Several of the ten were too distant or too blurry to show much, but six of them were pretty incriminating.
Two were from inside the Garden and four as they entered the limo. And each one showed a degree of intimacy that was totally wrong for a happily-married woman and her boss, who happened to be engaged to an internationally-known fashion model. The worst was a picture of him clearly cupping her ass with one hand, while she smiled back at him over her shoulder.
I printed out two copies of each of the six photos, putting one set in my suitcase and spreading the others out on the oak table in our kitchen. Choke on those, you bitch!
There was one final touch: the answering machine. I erased the greeting and recorded one that said, "This is Beth Davenport's apartment; please leave a message after the tone. Jake Carvalho doesn't live here anymore; you can reach him on his cell-phone" and I left my number. Then I headed out the door.
When I reached the street I checked my phone for the time: 12:40. I'd planned just to take off downtown towards the "Y", but it was a warm night. Without planning it, I went across the street and sat on the steps of a brownstone that had a good view of our building. I didn't know how long I'd sit there, but I was curious to see when Beth would come home. Would she actually stay out all NIGHT with that son of a bitch?
As my fury calmed down a little, I started to reflect on Beth and me. I thought and thought, but there was nothing I could come up with to explain this, no sign that I could see of trouble between us or any attraction to her boss.
********************
Beth and I had been living in New York for three years—the happiest years of my life. We married the summer after I graduated from the Wharton School at Penn. Beth had graduated a year earlier but stayed a fifth year to do a Master's in International Banking and to be with me.
We were a pretty unlikely couple, everyone said, though it didn't feel like that to us. Beth was from Philadelphia aristocracy—Elizabeth Marshall Davenport, from the Davenports of Lower Merion, on the stuffy Main Line. Her family used to joke that their ancestors had traveled up to Massachusetts to greet the Pilgrims when they landed there in 1620. Beth was an official Daughter of the American Revolution, like her mother and both of her grandmothers. Her father Walter was the Chief Operating Officer for Mellon Bank, and the family had about as much money as the GDP of Costa Rica.
I was Joaquim Francisco Carvalho, the eldest son of a first-generation immigrant Portuguese couple. My mother and father raised me in Paterson, N.J., where he was a shoe-repairman and she worked in a dry-cleaner's. Our family had about enough money to own a small two-bedroom house (I shared a room with my brother Jaime) and a beat-up Ford Taurus with about 220,000 miles on it.
I was a year older than Beth, but we started Wharton at the same time. Even with the scholarship they'd offered me, I had to take a year off after high school to earn some money. I helped my uncle doing carpentry for a home-building company during the days, and delivered pizzas all over Hawthorne and Fair Lawn in the evenings. After that year I couldn't even LOOK at a pizza for a while, let alone eat one, but I piled up more than $35,000 to pay for school.
Beth was not only beautiful, smart, and funny, she was the most independent woman I had ever met. I found that out the first time I ever saw her, too. We were both headed for Huntsman Hall, which has two sets of entrance doors. I saw a really good-looking girl walking a few feet in front of me, and I ran ahead to hold the door open for her.
"Thanks," she said, giving me a kind of knowing smile. As pretty as she is, I guess she was used to that sort of thing. Then she moved quickly to the inner door and held it open for me!
All I could do was laugh, and say "thanks" in return as I passed through ahead of her. Before I could say another word, she'd turned away, still smiling, and headed down the hall.
Two weeks later, she came running in just as our big Finance lecture class was about to start, and the only empty seat was right next to mine. This time I had a whole class period to think of what to say, and I didn't waste even a moment's time listening to the lecture.
When the professor finished and we were gathering up our notebooks, I smiled at her and said, "if you hold the door for me, I'll buy you a cup of coffee".
For a moment she just gazed at me, poker-faced, and I thought I'd blown it. Then she grinned and said, "it's a deal. But I buy the muffin—and you can hold the door for me when we're done."
We dated the rest of freshman year, and by May I knew it was serious, at least for me. I'd had a couple of high school girlfriends, and even thought I was in love with one of them, but what I felt for Beth was far beyond anything I'd felt in those relationships. I treasured everything about her. Making love with her was wonderful, as I discovered after we'd gone out for a couple of months.
But so was holding her hand and walking down Spruce Street, or sitting at a table listening to her tell me about Robinson Crusoe, her family's Labrador retriever who almost caught a squirrel once. Or studying side-by-side in Van Pelt Library, watching stealthily over my book as she frowned and bit her lip in concentration.
I had to take another year off to go back to Paterson and make some more money for school, and I feared it might be the end of the relationship. Beth and I had a long talk and I said I didn't think it was fair to ask her to remain committed to me. To my surprise she started to cry.
"It's too late for that, Jake. If you wanted to get rid of me, you waited too long. I love you!"
That led to a reassuring hug, and to kisses, and to a lengthy session in bed in my dorm room. (Blessedly my roommate had a girlfriend of his own—and as she had a single room, he spent most of his nights there.)
And while I was home doing construction and delivering pizzas, we talked on the phone constantly, and saw each other every couple of months, and managed somehow to get through a very hard year.
After that Beth and I were always together. Her senior year we shared an apartment on South 42nd Street—not without raising some eyebrows among the parents on both sides—and we knew we were going to get married after college.
The wedding was quite something! Beth's parents did it up big-time, just to make sure all their Main Line neighbors were suitably impressed. There were 250 guests, unbelievably fancy food, eight bridesmaids and groomsmen, a chamber group from the Philadelphia Orchestra--you get the idea. Plus a whole weekend of rehearsal dinners, picnics, pool parties....
For my parents, who had only been outside New Jersey about three times in their lives, it was pretty intimidating. But they'd already had several chances to spend time with Beth, and they loved her. Even better, she really adored both of them, and I was never so proud of her in all my life as when I watched her throughout the wedding weekend going out of her way to make my mom and dad feel comfortable.
She introduced them to all her favorite aunts and uncles, talked about them proudly to everyone, and just made them feel as important as she could. I'd never felt so sure that I was marrying the perfect woman!
I had further proofs of Beth's independence when we moved to New York. She'd landed a job with Ferris & Roberts, an enormous investment firm with offices all over the world. On her resumé and in all her interviews, she completely concealed that she was the daughter of Walter Davenport of Mellon Bank.



On the contrary, when potential employers asked her about it she said, "yes, we're distantly related," in an airy tone that suggested she hardly knew him. She was determined to get a job on her own merits, not because someone was looking to suck up to her father.
She worked in the international division of Ferris & Roberts, one of about 25 employees who reported to Barton Huntington, head of the Far East subsection. With Beth's background in international finance (and even a minor in Japanese) she was a perfect fit, and she loved her job: the money, the excitement, the people, the fast pace. She had also made a great friend in Diane McKenzie, who was the number two person in the same subsection. Diane had been there nearly ten years and was happy to show Beth the ropes.
My job at Chaney Magnuson was not quite as high-powered, but it was the kind of accounting work I'd been trained for, and I was well on my way to earning 5-10 times what my old man had made fixing shoes, so I considered myself damn lucky.
But when it came to apartment-hunting, my trust-fund bride insisted that we live somewhere we could afford on our own. She was not about to draw on Daddy's millions, though he would have been happy to plunk down a few of them for a Central Park West penthouse.
I felt the same way, and had actually feared that we might have a fight about it. I didn't want to depend on her parents, and felt strongly that we should make it on our own, just like any other young couple. But to my happy surprise Beth was even more adamant than I was; I heard her giving her dad a couple of stern lectures on the phone, making clear that she was not taking any of his money.
"I'm sorry, Daddy—but this is something Jake and I can do ourselves, something we WANT to do, something we're going to do." He didn't give up quickly or easily, but nobody changes Beth's mind when she's sure about something!
Her independence and determination to be self-reliant came out in small ways, too. I once wandered into the kitchen to find her perched unsteadily on a rickety chair, trying to reach a piece of glassware on the very top of a cabinet (Beth is only 5'2").
"Why didn't you call me, honey? Here, I can get that." (I'm 6'1".)
"Not a chance, Jake! I'm already up here, and I can reach it!"
I started to say that I'd be happy to help, but the look in her eye stopped me cold. Instead, I watched in terror, waiting to jump in and catch her if she fell. Of course, she didn't; and when she'd reached the floor again she gave me a smug little grin.
"I know you love doing things for me, sweetheart—but I really CAN manage an awful lot by myself, even if I am just a shrimp!"
"Yes," I said, "the spiciest shrimp I've ever eaten!" She stuck out her tongue at me.
********
As I sat on the brownstone step in the warm evening, there wasn't a single thing about Beth or about our marriage that I could draw on to explain what I'd seen at the concert. We were both happy about our jobs, our lives, and (so far as I had known) each other.
Beth talked about Barton from time to time, but no more than a person would normally talk about her boss. Sometimes she admired his smoothness and ease with people; at other times she made fun of his upper-crust accent or the way he charmed rich old-lady clients. She thought he was a bit of a phony, but he ran the office well and treated his employees fairly, and she appreciated that.
He also had a beautiful and high-profile fiancée, the fashion model Elena Riasonovskaya. So it didn't particularly occur to me to see him as a threat.
There had been one strange Saturday afternoon, about four months earlier, at the end of March. I'd gone out to a Knicks game the night before with C.D., because Beth had to go to a big company party and spouses weren't invited. After a few beers with C.D., I got home on the late side and Beth was already asleep.
She slept until after 1 pm the next day, went in to take a long shower, and eventually came out in her white terrycloth robe and pushed her way onto my lap, burrowing into me as close as she could.
She looked troubled. "You love me, right? You really love me?"
"Not a bit. I was just getting ready to dump you, in fact. Why?"
She ignored my lame humor and said, "it's nothing. Something stupid at work I need to figure out. I just wanted to make sure you still loved me, Jake."
I looked seriously into her eyes and said, "more than ever, Beth. More than you could possibly know."
After a pause I added, "what's the work problem? Why don't you tell me about it?"
She sighed. "No, not yet. I need to work this out on my own, I think."
"Okay, Ms. Independence, but can't I at least be a sounding-board for you?"
She kissed me and said, "thanks, honey. I need to chew on it first, and when I'm ready I'll talk with you, all right?"
I knew that was as far as I was going to get, so I let it drop. Beth still seemed quiet for a couple of days, but by Wednesday or Thursday she was back to her usual cheerful self, so I never got around to asking her again what the problem had been or how she solved it.
Now, as I sat in the dark and my cell phone told me it was nearly 3:00 am, I wondered if that Saturday was a clue that I should have understood better at the time. Because it was absolutely the ONLY thing I could think of that might even begin to explain how the love of my life could let herself get felt-up in public by another man—by her boss! And how she could drive off with him in his limo, presumably to fuck the night away in his fancy apartment.
I was baffled, and incredibly hurt. And then, suddenly, out of patience. Beth hadn't come home, and I didn't give a flying fuck any more when she did, or with whom. She could show up at 10 am with the offensive line of the New York Giants and I wouldn't give a shit!
I checked my cell-phone: 3:16 am. I grabbed my suitcase and started down 77th towards Lexington, where I'd try to find a cab to the "Y".
Just as I reached the corner, I turned to look back at our apartment building. A cab was just pulling up to it, and two people got out, one of them in a white dress. It had to be Beth. I couldn't see who the other person was, or even if it was a man or a woman.
I was briefly tempted to go back for a closer look, but they'd be inside the building before I got near enough. "Fuck it," I said to myself, and turned down Lexington Ave.
********************
I spent the next week as you might expect: angry, hurt, confused, and determined not to talk to Beth or anyone who knew her. I almost made it, too—I lasted until Thursday evening.
I left my cell phone off, turning it on a couple of times a day to hear the messages. The first one from Beth didn't come until nearly 3 pm on Saturday. Her voice was full of panic, but I didn't listen past the first couple of words. There were six more from her during the afternoon, and I deleted them all without listening. There was also a message from C.D. asking for an update.
I met him for a sandwich that evening and filled him in. He had known Beth nearly as long as I had—we were all friends from Wharton—and he was utterly stunned.
"This is SO not like her, man! I know we both saw her, so I can't tell you it didn't happen, but it makes no sense whatever!"
"That's the conclusion I reached too. Tell me: did you see any signs of trouble between us? Signs of boredom on Beth's part, or anger? Anything I unknowingly did that might have pissed her off?"
"Not a thing, I swear. You guys are so lovey-dovey it makes my skin crawl sometimes." He grinned, then suddenly stopped.
"I'm sorry, Jake," he said seriously. "Wrong time to joke."
"It's okay—you're my only good friend now, I've got to put up with you." I smiled at him. We were old friends, and I trusted him completely. Like I'd trusted Beth, until about 24 hours earlier. The thought made my face tighten into an angry grimace.
Sunday I spent walking, sitting in the park, and thinking. Getting nowhere. I hadn't any idea how my wonderful marriage could have gone to shit so fast, without me knowing anything about it.
Beth called 21 more times—she left eight messages, all of which I deleted. I just didn't want to hear it, whatever it was. Not yet.
When Monday came I knew she'd barrage Eileen, the receptionist at Chaney Magnuson, with calls. I got in extra-early and was hidden in my office behind a closed door before Eileen arrived.
At 9:15 I called her. "Eileen, listen, it's Jake, and I need to ask you a favor. I don't want to talk to Beth this week, and I'm pretty sure she's going to be calling.
"I'll be coming in early and leaving late, so you can honestly say you haven't seen me. If she calls for me you can put the calls through—I'll see on my phone that it's you and I'll just let it ring. If anyone else calls and I need to answer, just call me from your inside extension and I'll pick up, okay?"
"Sure, Jake, I can handle that." Eileen was a cheerful, competent woman in her 40s, divorced with two teenage sons. She'd seen it all. "Troubles at home? I'm sorry to hear it."
"Thanks, Eileen. I didn't see it coming, but...that's life, I guess."
"Hang in there, baby. Hope it gets better soon."
Beth must have called 50 times by Wednesday, either leaving messages on my direct line or using the main number to talk to Eileen. I deleted her messages, though I did listen to one from Tuesday afternoon out of idle curiosity. Her crying and panic were gone, but she sounded deeply frightened.
"Please, honey, call me back. It's not what you must think, and I'm going out of my mind. PLEASE let me talk to..." I deleted it—that was enough.
I just kept my head down, worked hard, talked to C.D. a couple of times, and stewed. One minute I was so angry I couldn't see straight, another moment hurt, later on just confused. But always I was determined. What Beth had done had killed our marriage, and I wasn't going to play games about it. Let her suffer for a week or so! Then I'd go back to the apartment and tell her it was over.
My plans changed when I got a call on Thursday afternoon from Madeline Rozycki. Along with C.D., Madeline was part of a big gang of Wharton grads who'd come up to New York for jobs. Beth and I had known her well during school—she was always a bit wilder than we were, quite the party-girl. But that hadn't prevented her from graduating in the top 2% of our class, and now she was on a straight line to a partnership at one of Wall Street's biggest firms.
"Jake, thank God I reached you—it's Madeline."
"Hi Mad, what's going on?"
"I need to see you tonight—it's urgent. Can we have a drink after work?"
"Sure, I..."
"Good, I'll meet you at Sorrentino's at 6:30." And she hung up.
I figured it was probably about Beth—no doubt Madeline had been sent as an emissary to deliver some bullshit message of apology, since I wouldn't answer my wife's calls. But I turned out to be completely mistaken.
The drinks had barely arrived at the table when Madeline leaned forward and looked at me intently.
"Jake, listen—I saw Beth last Friday night and she didn't fuck that asshole boss of hers. Let me tell you the story, okay? Don't interrupt me. When I'm done you can ask whatever you like."
I couldn't help but smile a little at her intensity. Madeline was always that way.
"Okay, Mad, I'll listen."
"I was club-hopping that night"—she smiled briefly at me—"and I was just walking out of Jejune when I spotted Beth leaving ahead of me. It was about five minutes to 3. She was with Barton Huntington--I recognized him right away, from all those pictures I've seen of him with his supermodel girlfriend. He had his arm around Beth, and seemed to be walking her to a big white limo.
"I called out, 'Beth!' and ran over to her. She turned, pulling out of Huntington's arm, and nearly toppled over. She had a big silly grin on her face, and I could immediately tell she was drunk or high.
"She cried out, 'HI, Mad!', in this strange girlish voice, and practically fell into my arms. She gave me a sloppy hug, and wouldn't let go at first. 'Are you havin' a good evenin'? We're havin' a GREAT evenin', aren't we Barton?'
"Her eyes could barely focus, and I could tell it wasn't just booze. I've seen Beth drunk a couple of times. It seemed like she'd taken Ecstasy, and probably more than one dose. And maybe some alcohol on top of that.
"I turned to look at Huntington, and he was just standing there with a disappointed smirk on his face, like someone had grabbed a piece of candy out of his hand. I turned back to Beth and said, 'what are you doing here? Where's Jake?'
"And she got a confused look on her face and said, 'I don't know—I can't 'zactly remember. Barton, where's Jake?'
"He didn't even answer her, just took her arm and tried to pull her away from me, saying, 'c'mon Beth, time to go'.
"Well I wasn't about to let him get away with THAT bullshit! It was obvious what was going on, so I held onto her and said, 'Beth, you are NOT going home with him! I'll get us a cab.'
"And I looked right at Huntington. My face must have made it clear that he wasn't getting any from Beth that night. He just stared at me, looking kind of frustrated and angry; then he turned on his heel, climbed into the limo, and off it went.
"I turned back to Beth and said, 'what were you doing with him, and why are you out without Jake?'
"She just looked at me, kind of glassy-eyed, trying to remember. 'I know we were at the Chili Peppers concert...and then Barton took me to that club, he was gonna introduce me to them! But I don't remember the rest...was Jake s'posed to be there too? I don't think I saw him....'
"She was so out of it, Jake! I hailed a cab and took her back to your place—she babbled cheerfully to me about the concert the whole time. I got the key from her purse and dragged her inside, taking her straight into the bedroom. I got her out of her clothes and tucked her in, her still jabbering away about how cute John Frusciante was, and how Flea had autographed a napkin for her, it was in her purse. You know what Ecstasy's like, and it seems she had a lot of it!
"Finally I got her to shut up, and after a couple of minutes she was fast asleep. On the way out I went into the kitchen for a glass of water, and I saw those photos you must have left. Were you at the concert at the Garden?"
I nodded. "Yeah, C.D. came up with two tickets at the last minute. I saw her with Huntington during the concert and tried to catch her afterwards, but the crowd pushed me away. All I could do was get some photos on my cell phone. Then I tried to call her, but she fucking hung up on me and turned off her phone!"
Madeline leaned towards me, intense as always, and took my hands. "Listen, I'm your friend and I'm Beth's friend. I love you both, and I don't want your marriage screwed up just because the guy she works for is a fucking predator.
"I don't know everything that happened that night, but I can tell you that Beth didn't fuck Barton or anybody else—her panties were clean and dry when I took them off her. And there's no way she got so stoned on her own. I'd bet a year's salary that Barton spiked her drink or something."
I sat back, thinking. I knew Madeline was one of Beth's friends, but I didn't think she'd go so far to cover for her as to make up a story like this. And Beth did look kind of drunk at the Garden; and I did see the cab at our building at 3:15 that night, with a woman in a white dress and someone else.
"Jake, will you talk to her, please? She's going out of her mind. You KNOW she loves you, don't you, you big idiot?"
My raised eyebrows made her smile, and she eased up on me a little.
"It must have been awful—but it really isn't what you thought, I swear to you. Now will you call her? Before she drives ME fucking crazy, too?"
I laughed, and said, "okay, Mad. I wouldn't want you any crazier than you are already. I'll call her and tell her I'll come home to talk."
"To talk? How about just come home?"
I shook my head. "I'm not ready for that yet. I hope you're right, that that dipshit didn't get into her pants. It sounds like he didn't last Friday, but I still have an awful lot of questions that need to be answered."
"Jake, trust me on this one. I've known Beth for nearly eight years. She loves you as much as anybody I know loves anybody. She was not out there cheating on you."
"I hope you're right, Mad, I really do. And I will go see her. But..."
She smiled. "But you still have some doubts—understood. Just let her explain it, okay?"
"Okay, okay, I give up." I put up my hands in mock-surrender. "Can we go get some dinner now?"
********************
Out of perversity, or a residue of my anger, I didn't call Beth right away. I waited until Friday mid-morning and left a voice-mail message at the apartment, saying I'd come over on Saturday at noon to talk. That gave me another day to think about Madeline's story, to chew on the whole thing, and to try to figure out how I felt about it.
In the end I realized I had no idea how I felt. There were still too many unanswered questions.
When I came into the apartment on Saturday, Beth had the good sense not to try to throw herself into my arms. She waited in the front room as I shut the door behind me, looking nervous and gorgeous. She'd brushed out her hair, put on a little make-up, dressed in shorts and a casual tee-shirt that I loved—it says "Rome" and has four images of the Coliseum on it, in different colors. I bought it for her during our honeymoon in Italy.
"Hello, Beth," I said seriously. I wasn't going to make this easy for her!
"Hi, Jake," she replied, her voice even softer than mine. "I'm so glad you came back."
"Just to talk," I said, "at least for now. Madeline told me what she saw that night, and she's persuaded me to listen to what you have to say."
I sat down on the couch. "So talk—I'll listen."
She pulled a chair over in front of me, then sat so she was looking right into my eyes.
"First of all, baby, you have to know how much I love you. I would never..."
"Stop, Beth!" She looked at me in shock.
"I'm not here to hear your protestations of love and affection, okay?" In a cold voice, I said deliberately, "just...tell me...what...happened. Tell me how my faithful and loving wife, who needed to work late on a big proposal for Tokyo, winds up in her loveliest dress at a Chili Peppers concert with her boss—letting him put his slimy hands all over her—and then goes off in his limo, and doesn't arrive home until the fucking middle of the night!"
By the end of this my voice had risen to an angry pitch. I stopped and looked at Beth. She was still meeting my eyes, but I could see her trembling.
"Okay, Jake. The whole story." She took a deep breath, looking down for a moment, then looked back up at me and began to speak.
"I'll give you the big picture first, then the details. Barton set everything up that night to try to get into my pants—including drugging me. And he...I...I think he probably would have succeeded, if not for us running into Madeline. She got me away from him and brought me home.
"Oh Jake, I'm so sorry!" Suddenly she was crying, loudly, her face buried in her hands. I did nothing. I sat back and watched her, feeling cold and empty. I didn't feel the slightest urge to hold her, to comfort her. I felt angry, and sick to my stomach, at the image of my lovely wife being fucked by that creep. And the fact that Madeline seemed to have prevented it—by sheer luck—didn't help much.
After a few minutes she grew calmer, and eventually she wiped her eyes with a tissue and looked at me. I still sat, frozen, staring at her coldly.
"You're not going to say anything?" I shook my head.
"Okay...the details then. I'm holding nothing back, baby—I'm going to tell you all of it. Or at least all that I remember." Her face took on an angry grimace for a moment.



"Barton's story about the big proposal for Tokyo was all bullshit, I realized later. He made it sound as though Diane and I and the other four of us would be up past midnight working on it—but at about 6 pm he told everyone but me to take off for the weekend. He said the proposal was nearly done after all, and he just needed me to double-check the translations of a few key paragraphs.
"But first, he said, a toast to all of us for our hard work. And he went into his little side-office and brought out a tray with seven glasses of champagne. He handed them around, and it occurred to me later that he was very careful to give a particular glass to me."
She glared at me. "That son-of-a-bitch! It was all a set-up! Anyway, we had our toast, and everyone else left, and I went through the paragraphs Barton wanted me to look at. By the time I'd done them I was feeling very mellow, and a little strange. When I woke up the next day I instantly realized he'd given me Ecstasy. Remember how we both felt at that party at Alan and Barbara's, back in school, when we had some? It was just like that.
"But at the time I didn't realize what it was, just that I felt very relaxed and loose. I figured it was probably the champagne. Then Barton said he had two tickets to the Chili Peppers at the Garden, and we should go. I asked him, 'what about Jake?' and went to call you. But he stopped me from picking up the phone. He said he'd called and spoken to you, and you said you were going to a movie with a friend and would meet me at home later.
"I know now what bullshit that was, Jake! But at the time, with the E in me, it somehow seemed very reasonable. And you know I adore the Chili Peppers...it just made sense.
"So Barton whisked me downstairs and into his limo. We came back here and he waited while I changed. He had told me to put on something really gorgeous, and like a fool I just did what he said, jumped into that lovely white dress.
"In the limo on the way to the concert we had more champagne, and he must have put more E in mine, because by the time the music started I was just flying. Everything was just colors and sound...I felt relaxed, but full of energy. And you know what it's like—everybody was my friend, I felt a kinship with everyone in the crowd.
"When I saw the pictures you took—with his hand on my ass at the concert—I was shocked, because I didn't remember that at all. But I can believe it happened. I was feeling so mellow! Everything that happened was wonderful, everything he said seemed funny. It was just the Ecstasy--and the champagne, I must have had four or five glasses.
"I just ADORED the concert, and of course I didn't see you. I'm ashamed to say I was too wasted to even think of you--Barton's bullshit explanation had completely convinced me you were off somewhere and everything was fine.
"Then at the end of the concert he looked at me and said, 'how about if we go to the after-party at Jejune and I'll introduce you to the band?' I was incredibly excited, so of course I said yes. Meet the Chili Peppers? Wow!"
She stopped the narrative for a moment and looked at me. "A lot of this I pieced together the next day, Jake--with help from Madeline. It all pretty much slid right by me that night, thanks to Barton!
"Anyway, just when we got into the limo the phone rang and it was you! I started to say hi, and then Barton just reached over and took the phone, and said he'd handle it, and he hung up. It started to ring again, and I said, 'that must be Jake!', feeling a tiny bit worried, but he just shook his head and said, 'it's okay, Jake is fine', and didn't answer. And then he turned the phone off and put it into my purse.
"Jake--all this seemed reasonable, at the time!" She looked anxiously at me.
"I know it must have been horrible for you--I've looked at the pictures a million times, and I can't even imagine how angry you were!! But I swear to you, I was so out of it I just didn't have any sense of doing something wrong."
I said, "go on, Beth". I didn't trust myself to say anything else right then.
"Well we got to Jejune and it was loud and wild, with the flashing lights and everything. Barton kept giving me champagne, and I was hot and thirsty so I kept drinking it. And then the Chili Peppers came in, and he actually did introduce me to them! I think he must know them through Elena, you know? And I got Flea's autograph on a napkin, and shook all their hands, and their publicist had their photographer take a couple of pictures of them with me...
"And then suddenly Barton and I were back outside the club, headed for the limo. I'm sure that bastard was intending to take me back to his place and fuck me, and I just had no idea what was going on." Her eyes were cold and angry.
"Thank God Madeline happened to be there. I was delighted to see her--not because I realized what Barton was up to, just because I love Mad. And she must have told Barton off and brought me home in a cab. I vaguely remember the cab ride, and me babbling on about the Chili Peppers.
"And she brought me up here and dumped me into bed. I slept until 1:30 the next day, and when I woke up I was hungover and confused. I sat up in bed and tried to figure out what had happened, and why you weren't there, but I could only remember little bits of the previous night.
"So I went in to get some coffee, I was sure you would have made some. But the pot was empty--and then I turned around and saw the pictures."
She smiled ironically at me. "I screamed, Jake--literally screamed, and backed away from them like they were snakes right there on the table.
"And then I came slowly back into the room, and sat down carefully, and looked at them, one by one. And I started to piece it together...
"And the more I remembered, the worse it was. And then I just started to cry. I sat here and I cried for an hour, and I walked around the apartment sobbing, and I thought of Barton and I wanted to get a gun and shoot him right in the head!
"But mostly I thought about you, and what you must be feeling. And finally I started calling you, and leaving messages--over and over. But you didn't answer, and didn't call me back, and I got more and more scared.
"So I called C.D., and Brian, and all our other friends that I could think of, but no one had any idea where you were. C.D. told me that you two had seen us at the concert, but I already knew that.
"On Monday I called Mad and begged her to come over, and we talked for three hours. She told me everything that she'd seen, and helped me figure out the rest of it. I showed her the photos and all. And then on Wednesday I asked her to please please go see you, because you weren't speaking to me and I didn't know where you were, and...and..."
More tears, then, and she fell silent. As I watched her, the coldness started to slide away from me. My wife sat across from me, miserable and scared. I rose and gently took her hand, pulling her back onto my lap as I sat down again on the sofa.
She threw her arms tightly around my neck and sobbed into my shirt, as I stroked her back and kissed her hair, until she gradually calmed down.
Finally she looked at me, and in a shaky little voice said, "are we okay?"
I smiled and said, "we will be." I kissed her, and she clung to me and cried a little more, and murmured, "I'm sorry...I'm so sorry!" And then we kissed again, for a long time.
And she said, "can we...?"
I nodded, and she jumped off my lap, grabbed my hand, and pulled me into the bedroom. I started to pull my shirt off but she said, "No! Let me."
Beth made me sit on the bed facing her, while she stood before me, pulling off the tee-shirt, then stepping out of her shorts, then her panties, until her beautiful body was fully revealed. She smiled a little shyly, and I grinned back.
Then she knelt at my feet, took off my running shoes and my socks, then pulled my shorts and underwear off me. She kissed her way up the inside of one leg, then the other, stopping each time a couple of inches short of my cock, which was getting quite interested in the proceedings.
Then she stood up to pull off my shirt and kissed me hard, rubbing her beautiful breasts all across my chest, letting my hard-on brush against her thighs. And she slid back down me, slowly, letting her nipples glide down my body, until she reached my cock again.
This time she took it in her hand and began to lick it, gently, all the while gazing up into my eyes.
"I've missed you, so much!" she whispered. "And I've missed...him, too," with a gentle squeeze of my dick.
"I'm so sorry, Jake," she continued.
"Shh," I said softly, my attention distracted by the pleasure her hands and lips were giving me. I'd missed her too! and I was very aroused. "We'll talk about it later."
She returned with a smile to her work on my cock, soon turning it into a loving and prolonged blow-job. Oral sex was not Beth's favorite, though she would do it from time to time to please me, and I knew that today's performance was an act of contrition and a plea for forgiveness. Whatever it was, I was enjoying it very much.
She spent about ten minutes getting me closer and closer to blasting off, then wriggled her way back up my body and slid my hard cock into her. She was very wet and hot, even though I hadn't touched her pussy at all. After a full week without sex I guess both of us were more eager than usual.
I pulled her down tight against me, chest to chest, her head on my shoulder, and we thrust against one another deliciously, grinding our bodies together with each stroke. We kept up a steady pace, and Beth's breathing came faster as she approached an orgasm, finally going right over the top. I could feel the marvelous spasms of her cunt all around my dick.
After a few moments, when she relaxed a little, I rolled us over and got us into missionary position. I held myself up on my arms and gazed into her relaxed, smiling face as I stroked in and out for many minutes, while she sighed and smiled and occasionally kissed my lips or my chest.
Then I pulled out and said, "can you turn over?"
Doggie was my very favorite position, but not hers. Beth always said that she wanted to see me when we screwed, and wanted to feel my body all around hers. But today she wasn't about to deny me. She rolled over and up onto her knees.
I shuffled forward, using my hand to guide my wet cock back into her pussy. I groaned as I slid in; it felt fantastic from behind!
She lowered her shoulders to the bed, arching her back up at me, and said, "just take me, baby." And I did, thrusting in and out faster and faster, harder and harder, until my hips were jerking frantically and I was shooting my cum far up inside her, a week's worth, and it felt like a month's worth.
I collapsed beside her, breathing hard, and pulled her tight into my arms. We kissed for a long time. Then I pulled the sheet up over us, and we slept.
********************
When I woke up the clock said 4:45. Beth was still sleeping peacefully beside me, the sheet rising and falling with her quiet breathing.
I lay on my side and watched her, overwhelmed as I so often was by her beauty and all that she meant to me. I hated what that prick Huntington had tried to do to her, and thoughts of inflicting violent revenge on him mingled with feelings of warmth and affection towards Beth.
Did I blame her for what happened? I didn't see how I could, if it was really as she described it. She'd been working for the guy for three years, and as far as I knew had no reason not to trust him. I wondered why a guy engaged to one of the most gorgeous and sexy models on the planet would go to such lengths to fuck someone else. Beth was lovely, but not in Elena's league.
When Beth opened her eyes and saw me smiling at her, she murmured, "oh, thank God!", and rolled over to take me in her arms, pressing her entire body tightly against me.
"I was so afraid at first that I dreamed it, that you hadn't really come back to me."
"I'm here," I said, and kissed her. We traded gentle kisses for a few minutes, and before long we were caressing each other, and I was sucking on her nipples, and my fingers were in her pussy stroking for her G-spot, and then she was pulling me on top of her.
We made love sweetly in the missionary position, stopping from time to time for a kiss, whispering our love to one another. After a long time she realized she probably wasn't going to come, and she urged me on. "C'mon baby, come inside me--show me you're back where you belong."
I sped up, taking long, deep strokes, my pulse racing, until the pleasure broke over me like a wave and I lost myself in the joy of shooting deep inside her, groaning and squeezing her body tight against mine.
After a few moments I tried to roll to the side, taking my weight off her, but Beth wouldn't let me.
"Stay here, you. Now that you're back, I'm not letting you go."
We compromised by rolling onto our sides, still locked together, until finally we had both caught our breaths. It was time for a shower.
********
We sat at the table in shorts and tee-shirts, sharing a frozen pizza and a Greek salad we'd thrown together, drinking a couple of Coronas, holding hands. Neither of us had wanted to go out, or even take the trouble to order in.
"What are you going to do about your job, Beth? You can't keep working for that dipshit. For that matter, how am I going to keep from going into his office and beating his brains out?"
She looked up at me. Her smile vanished, replaced by a serious, wary look that I didn't understand. "Already taken care of. I marched into his office Monday morning, and in front of Suzanne Dooley, his secretary, told him I quit, and that I'd be filing a sexual harassment claim against him with Ferris & Roberts.
"And then I walked out, before he could stop me or even say a word. You should have seen the look on Suzanne's face!
"I went straight back to my office, Diane helped me put all my stuff in a big cardboard box, and I came home. I sat here all afternoon on Monday writing my complaint, with as complete an account of Friday night as I could remember, and then I sent it by certified mail to Arnold Rappaport, the head of Human Resources at Ferris.
"And then Tuesday I updated my resumé and sent it out, and by Friday I had three job interviews set up for this week! Not bad, Jake, considering I was beside myself about you the whole time."
Beth seemed matter-of-fact about it, but I felt much less certain about the situation.
"Do you really think your case will be that simple, sweetheart? I mean, you know and I know what he did, but won't it be a matter of 'he said, she said'?"
"He doesn't stand a chance, Jake. I have Diane and the others to testify that the proposal deadline on Friday was a fake, and that he pulled out the champagne and then sent everyone but me home for the weekend. And we have your pictures, and Madeline can tell them what she saw."
She looked into my eyes. "Trust me, baby. It's taken care of--you don't have to worry about any of it."
I was still far from convinced. "Beth, I don't mean to be a pessimist--but you've only been at Ferris a couple of years, and Huntington is a big-deal Vice President with a high international profile."
As I got up and started to clear the dishes, a thought struck me. "Has he ever done anything like this before? Have you heard any stories about him and other women, or has he ever hit on you in an inappropriate way before last Friday?"
I turned to look at her and froze. She was blushing deeply and looking away from me, down at the table. Her calm expression had given way to one full of pain and embarrassment.
"Holy shit, Beth," I said. "Is this not the first time? Did he do something like this to you before, and you never told me?"
Tears came into her eyes. "Yes--once. I was so upset, but...but I really felt that I should handle it on my own. I'm not a baby anymore, that's what I told myself, I'm a businesswoman who can take care of herself.
"And I did handle it, Jake! It's been months and everything was fine, until...until Friday night."
"Jesus, Beth!" I was suddenly very angry again, almost as angry as I'd been all that week. "The man harassed you or propositioned you, and you never bothered to say a word to your husband--don't you trust me? Is our relationship that unimportant to you?"
"No, baby! It's not that at all! It's just that--I didn't want to come running to you, or to Daddy, or to anyone. I...needed to feel that I could take care of myself, that's all."
I found myself pacing around the kitchen, brooding. I tried hard to calm down.
"Okay, okay," I said, partly to Beth and partly to myself. "I'm not going to blow up. We've had enough drama this week." I tried to smile.
I paced some more, while she watched me anxiously.
"It wasn't as bad as last week, was it? I mean, the other time. What did he do--make a pass, or offer you a promotion if you'd sleep with him or something?"
I turned back to look at her and got another unpleasant shock. She looked absolutely terrified.
"No, Jake...it was...worse than that."
"Worse! And you never said a word to me? Okay, you'd better tell me now."
A long pause. I looked hard at Beth, Beth looked down at the floor.
"Beth?"
"Please don't be angry baby--you know how much I..."
"Beth--tell me."
Another pause. Then, finally, "it wasn't what you're thinking, I swear. He didn't fuck me."
"Didn't fuck you? Jesus Christ, I should hope not! What DID he do?"
Silence. Then, in a tiny, frightened voice, "he ate my pussy".
"WHAT?!?"
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"He ate your fucking pussy?! And you didn't think that was worth mentioning to me? I'm only your husband!!"
"Jake, I know it was stupid, I should have..."
I ran right over her. "Damn fucking right it was stupid! Damn fucking right you should have told me. What am I, some casual acquaintance you happen to be sharing an apartment with? For Christ's sakes we're MARRIED, Beth! I'm supposed to be the person you trust more than anyone in the world! What the hell is wrong with you?"
I couldn't stand it. I thought my head was going to explode. "I'm going out--I've gotta get the hell out of here."
"Jake, please, don't go!"
"I'll be back--I guess. But if I don't get out of here now I'm gonna break every piece of furniture in the apartment.
"JESUS, Beth--how could you? How could you possibly not tell me?"
And with that I was out the door, stopping only to grab my wallet and cell phone. I heard her tearful voice behind me, begging me to stay, but I ignored her.
********
Just like the Friday night the week before, I was too steamed to do anything but walk. Fast. Angrily. God help the old lady who gets in my way, I thought to myself.
This time I headed straight west on 77th to Fifth Avenue and into Central Park, ignoring the happy faces of families and young couples out enjoying the beautiful evening. When I came out on Central Park West I stopped and called C.D.
"Hey, it's me. You busy now?...Okay, can I come downtown and take you out for a beer or three? I think I'm gonna need at least that many... Yeah, Beth again, and it's unbelievable--she must be fuckin' nuts!... Yeah, I'm a couple of blocks from the subway on the West Side; I'll be down there in about half an hour."
We sat in a booth at Clancy's, around the corner from C.D.'s apartment in the Village, and worked on a pitcher of Sam Adams. I gave him the whole story--the night of the Chili Peppers concert, Beth's account of what had happened, our making up, then the surreal conversation where she told me it had happened before.
C.D. just sat there, looking at me, shaking his head. "Jesus, man. You always loved how independent Beth is. I guess she went a bit too far with it this time."
I glared at him. "Ya THINK? For Christ's sake, Waldo, she had oral sex with that motherfucker!" I realized I was nearly shouting, and heads were turning in our direction. I lowered my voice.
"I mean, I don't know exactly what went on--I was too furious to stay and hear the whole story. But no matter how it happened, she never told me ONE FUCKIN' WORD about it. She even kept on working for the guy! How can I ever trust her again after this?
"She says she loves me, and I actually believe her, ya know, the stupid bitch? But some other guy gets his tongue up her pussy, God knows how, and that's not worth mentioning to me. After all, I'm only her husband!"
I stopped at the look on C.D.'s face and I had to laugh. The thought of anyone licking a woman's pussy was quite unappealing to him, and his expression showed it.
"Sorry, man," I said. "Forgot that I might be offending your delicate sensibilities."
He grinned at me. "Not your fault, Jake. But I do wish you had a nice story about anal sex to tell me instead, or maybe a blow-job. I do LOVE hearing a good blow-job story..." He licked his lips in mock-ecstasy and I laughed again. How this guy could make feel better when I was this pissed-off was a mystery, but I was grateful to my friend.
"Well, I'm going to have to get some revenge on that shithead Huntington," I said. "How about if I tie him up and you can fuck him up the ass?"
He laughed. "Oh no, he's far too old for me. And too waspy-looking. You know me, I like 'em young and athletic, all those muscles..." C.D. again licked his lips, looking knowingly at me, and I laughed. He was my crazy gay friend, doing his best to make me feel better. And I appreciated it.
********************
When I got back to the apartment it was nearly 1 am and the lights were out. I was a little drunk, and I figured there was absolutely nothing to be gained by having it out with Beth at that hour, especially since she seemed to be asleep.
I lay back on the couch, my mind going around and around, unable to make any progress. Beth works for a sexual predator, he got into her pants once before, and she doesn't think it's worth mentioning to me? She's going to handle it herself--and she's still WORKING for him?
Is my smart, talented, beautiful wife actually the dumbest woman who ever walked the earth?
More or less on that thought I fell asleep. When I woke up on Sunday morning the first sensations that reached me were the smell of coffee, the pounding in my head, and Beth's sweet voice saying softly, "baby--are you awake?"
She was in her terrycloth bathrobe, fresh from a shower, her hair wet and shiny, her face scrubbed clean. She had dark circles under her eyes--I guess she'd had a rough night too!--but she still looked fabulous. I was tempted to reach for her and pull her down for a hug, until I recalled how angry I was with her.
So I scowled instead, and just said, "can I have a cup of coffee?" She brought it to me silently, and sat on the far end of the couch, gazing at me seriously. Waiting without eagerness for what was to come.
I sipped my coffee in silence, enduring the pain in my head and feeling my anger rising. When I was done I looked at Beth and said, "breakfast first, then we talk. Then we can see if there's anything left that's worth salvaging here."
She looked at me in horror, but made no reply. I guess Beth knew me well enough to recognize when I purposely overstated my anger--or at least she hoped I was overstating it!
Then she said, "go take a shower, baby, and I'll make us some eggs and bacon."
Without a word I headed off the bathroom. Forty minutes later I was clean, full of breakfast, and feeling a great deal more human, though I didn't bother to let Beth see it. We faced each other over the kitchen table, coffee cups in our hands.
"Okay, my darling wife," I began, in a sardonic tone. "When we left off you had Barton Huntington's tongue in your cunt, do I remember correctly?"
She looked stung, but said only, "yes, Jake. Not because I wanted it there, believe me! But yes.
"And if you'll let me tell you the whole story, I will. I know I've been the world's biggest fool, but I hope you'll at least try to see it from my side before you--"
She hesitated for a moment, and then went on, "before you decide you don't want me in your life anymore."
"Okay, I'll listen."
"It was a Friday night back in March, a party just for Ferris & Roberts staff, no spouses, so you went with C.D. to a Knicks game.
"The whole time I'd been working there, Barton had never done the slightest thing that was inappropriate. I knew he thought I was attractive--that's not a hard thing to observe from a man--but he didn't flirt, or touch me the wrong way, or do anything that made me wary of him. And he's engaged to Elena Riasonovskaya, for God's sake, why would be he interested in me?
"But that night he hung around me a lot, joining a couple of groups I was in conversation with, and at least twice when I needed a refill he offered to get it. And there was dancing, and I danced with him a couple of times, but also with other people--you remember Ralph, from our subdivision, and Alex? Several guys.
"Towards the end of the evening I began to feel odd--not just tipsy, I know how that feels, but sort of sleepy and unsteady. Barton noticed something, and he quietly asked if I was all right, did I need to lie down for a minute? It seemed like a good idea, so he led me to the elevator and up to his office, and he helped me lie down on the couch.
"I felt mellow and sleepy--not drunk exactly, but certainly out of it. Barton must have locked the door, and then he sat down on the couch next to me and talked to me quietly, God knows about what.
"My eyes wouldn't stay open, and he told me to just close them, just relax. And then he took my shoes off and started stroking my feet and my calves, gently, still talking quietly. And I just lay there! I was too out-of-it to realize that this was wrong, and it felt good.
"After a while he stopped talking, and his stroking went higher on my legs, and...well, you can guess. He got my pantyhose off and my panties down. With my eyes closed I didn't even know it was him, I think I thought it was you. And after a while he was touching my pussy, gently, pulling my legs apart...
"And it felt good, Jake." She looked at me defiantly, and a bit fearfully. "I didn't know what he put in my drink, but I was drugged and high and it felt good--but I swear to God I never knew it wasn't you.
"And then he started licking me, and I don't remember but I think I maybe had an orgasm. I think I did, because I remember lying back, utterly relaxed, half-asleep.
"Then suddenly there was a knock on the door, and I heard Diane's voice, asking if anyone was inside. And I opened my eyes and there was Barton, standing over me with a hard-on sticking out of his pants! I guess he figured he had me where he wanted, and he could go ahead and fuck me.
"I was too stunned and out-of-it even to scream, I just lay there. He called out, "just a minute", and calmly put his dick away and then somehow got my panties and my pantyhose back on me, with me just lying there being confused.
"Then he went and opened the door, cool as a cucumber, and told Diane I'd been feeling a little unwell and he'd let me lie down in his office. She came in and the two of them helped me up, and he asked if she could take me home. I don't know if she even suspected anything, except that his door was closed. Anyway, she never asked me about it, and I never told her."
I stared at her, trying to take this all in. "Okay," I said. "Assuming I believe everything you've told me--Barton sucked you off, but you were too wasted to stop him..."
"It's true!" she cried. "I swear to you on my life, every word of it is true!"
"All right. Can you PLEASE explain to me why I never heard a word about this--and why you kept right on working for that asshole, instead of quitting and reporting him? Jesus, Beth, what could you possibly have been thinking?"
She looked at me, almost desperately. "You remember the next day, Saturday? When I got up really late, and took a long shower, and then came in my robe and cuddled up in your lap and asked me if you loved me?
I nodded, and she went on. "I was feeling horrible. Just horrible--utterly betrayed, for one thing, and furious, and guilty as hell, even though I didn't think it was my fault.
"And I wanted to KILL Barton!" Her eyes blazed. "I wanted to shoot him right in the head, that bastard!
"But I felt I needed to do it myself, Jake. I couldn't let you or anybody else take care of me this time. I was a grown woman, a businesswoman in a high-stress man's world, and I needed to prove I could handle it on my own.
"So I thought about it all weekend. Monday morning after you left for work, I stayed here and wrote him a resignation letter, and said I was going to report him to Human Resources for attempted rape. C'mere, I'll show you the letter."
She jumped over to the computer, searched through the files, and brought it up on screen. A letter to Barton Huntington dated March 27.
"Dear Barton:
In light of your shameful behavior last Friday at the party, I cannot work for you any longer. I hereby resign, effective immediately.
You may be sure that I am reporting the incident to the Human Resources Department of Ferris & Roberts and demanding a full investigation. I have no doubt that your conduct will lead to your firing, at the very least.
Sincerely, Elizabeth Davenport"
I read the letter, then looked up at her. "So what happened? Why the hell didn't you give him the letter?"
"I did, Jake. I marched straight into his office around 10:30, put the letter in front of him, said, 'I quit', and went back to clean out my desk. Ten minutes later Suzanne called down to my office, saying Barton needed to see me urgently. I told her No, but five minutes after that he was back himself, standing there in front of me.
" 'Please, Beth--I'm sorry', he said. 'Give me a chance to explain.'
"Well, in the end I agreed to a five-minute conversation in his office, just him and me, but with the door wide open and Suzanne right outside in the next room. I didn't trust him a bit.
"He apologized over and over, said he'd never done anything like that before, he was so overwhelmed by how beautiful I looked at the party. He realized it was terribly wrong, he'd abused my trust in him, etc. etc. Just all the bullshit you'd expect. And he asked me what it would take for me to stay at Ferris.
"So I told him I'd think about it, and I left for the day. I walked around New York, I went shopping for a while, and I thought hard."
"And all this time it didn't occur to you to talk to me?!" I interrupted.
"Yes, Jake, of course it did. To talk to you, or to Diane, or--somebody. But I wanted to handle it on my own. Maybe I was the world's biggest idiot, but I was sure I could manage it.
"The next day I went back in with another letter--my list of conditions. I put it down on his desk, and within two minutes he'd agreed to every one of them."
She stepped back over to the computer and pulled up her second letter.
"March 28
Dear Barton:
I will return to my position in your subdivision at Ferris & Roberts; and agree to make no complaint to the Human Resources Department about your assault on me last Friday; under the following conditions:
1) you provide me with a detailed written apology, explaining exactly what took place last Friday evening at the party and in your office;
2) you pledge never again to treat me or any employee at Ferris in an inappropriate fashion: not to make a pass, not to use alcohol or drugs in an attempt to have a sexual encounter, not to offer advancement in exchange for sex or threaten punishment for failure to agree to sex;
3) you agree to treat me at all times with the respect due any employee of Ferris & Roberts;
4) you agree that you and I will never again be alone together at any time.
Sincerely, Elizabeth Davenport"
We moved back to the table and she continued. "By the next day I had a detailed three-page letter from him, which I kept locked in my desk. Turns out he used rohypnol on me--half a dose, he said, so I wouldn't be completely unconscious, just relaxed and vulnerable."
I sat back in my chair. "Beth, this is all a bit too fucking much for me to believe. The guy drugs you, eats your pussy, is stopped from raping you by SHEER LUCK, and you go on working there?"
She blushed, but looked me straight in the eye. "I know it sounds like the stupidest thing in the world--but at the time it felt like a huge victory for me. I made him back down, I got his written confession, he behaved properly at every moment, and I was able to keep working at a job I love. I felt so proud that I had handled it effectively."
I laughed harshly. "Yeah, well, for about four months.... Not exactly a permanent solution, I'd say."
"I know," she said, hanging her head. "And I'm so sorry.
"I was just wrong, Jake! Wrong not to tell you. But I know you, you would have wanted to march in there and kick him in the balls. You never would have let me handle it myself!"
She was right about that, and I knew it. "Maybe so, Beth. But this is one hell of a secret to keep from me. If some secretary at Chaney Magnuson had gotten me drunk and given me a blow-job, how would you feel about that? And if I kept it secret from you?"
"Yes...yes, I know, baby. I would have hated it. I would have wanted to kill you--AND her. I would have gone absolutely nuts."
We sat in silence for several minutes. I was still angry--very angry--but I was just able to see it from her side, at least a little. What she did was fucking stupid, but I understood why she did it. Beth's sense of independence was a big part of who she was. I had to respect that, even if it had led her to make a huge mistake.
I finally broke the silence. "Well, if you have his confession letter from the first time, he should be totally fucked now--he won't have a leg to stand on. Can I see it?"
Now she looked really awful, almost ill. In a tiny voice she said, "I don't have it, Jake. It was locked in my desk, but when I cleared my things out on Monday it was gone. He must have gone looking for it and stolen it over the weekend."
"Jesus CHRIST, Beth, this gets better and better! Have you got a copy, at least?"
She shook her head sadly. More silence, while I did everything in my power to keep from screaming at her some more.
********************
Well, that ended the conversation. She just sat at the table crying and I went out again, for a long walk. When I came back we kind of ignored one another, by mutual consent, and over dinner the only talking was "pass the salt," or "the chicken is good"--"thanks, would you like some more?"
After dinner I sat and watched the Yankees lose to Toronto on the tube, though I can't tell you a thing about the game. Beth hid out in the bedroom, and by the time I came to bed at 11:30 she was either asleep or pretending to be.
I left early for work the next morning, without breakfast or a shower, because I still wasn't ready to talk to Beth. But I called Madeline and she agreed to meet me for a long lunch. She already knew half the story, and I trusted her judgment. Certainly more than I trusted my own at that moment--I was too pissed-off!
Madeline being Madeline, we had our conversation at Le Petit Trianon, the most expensive French restaurant in midtown--God only knows how she'd gotten us a table on such short notice. She listened to me tell her the whole tale, or rather the parts she didn't already know. I watched her face over her martini glass, but she didn't let on a thing about what she was thinking until I finished.
Then she smiled--a unique Madeline smile, combining sympathy, sarcasm, and a predatory sharklike expression that I hoped was meant for Barton Huntington!
"Okay, Jake. So where are you now? The woman you love turns out to be just as dumb as the rest of us, or at least she was this time. No, that's not fair--a great deal dumber than most of us have ever been. So what are you going to do about it?"
She asked this challengingly, but not unkindly. That was Mad's style. Blunt. I knew she cared about both Beth and me, but she didn't waste time doing anything but getting right to the point.
"There are two questions, Mad--the obvious ones. First, can Beth and I get past what she's done? It's not just her stupidity, it's that I feel so betrayed. I would trust her with my life, but she nearly gets raped by her boss and says nothing to me about it."
"Well Duh, Jake! Don't you think she felt unbelievably ashamed and embarrassed about that? It's the kind of thing that happens to Penn freshman girls at frat parties--it's not supposed to happen to a grown woman on her way to the top of the international business world.
"Smell the coffee--she felt like a fool! A business mistake, losing a client or something, she would have told you about in a heartbeat, and looked for your sympathy and support. But this--she was probably both ashamed and scared of what your reaction would be. Including, as she said, scared that you'd storm into Huntington's office and take a poke at him, the asshole."
"Yeah," I said with a smile, "I probably would have."
"Well, as satisfying as that might have been for you, it would have been humiliating for her. You can see that, surely."
I nodded my head reluctantly. "Yes--but that doesn't make it right that she kept the whole thing from me."
"I agree. Beth was wrong. As she's said to you, several times. So what are you going to do about it?"



I sighed. "You asked me that already. Okay, number one is I want to stay with her. I've never loved anyone the way I love Beth, and no one can make me happy the way she does.
"But Goddammit, she needs to understand that our relationship has to change! We're a partnership, and if she's going to keep things from me just because they're embarrassing or painful, well I'm out the door. And I'm not coming back the next time."
I found myself glaring furiously at Mad, as though she were to blame, while she just smiled calmly back at me.
"Okay Jake, that's a start. And I feel 100% sure that Beth will agree to those conditions. And, in fact, that she'll be disgustingly penitent and submissive for a few weeks or so--so make the most of it!"
With this she rolled her eyes, making a kind of "oh boy, hot sex" face, and I cracked up. After a minute she said, "what's question number two?"
"That one's obvious, too: how the hell do we give Barton fucking Huntington his just desserts?"
The wonderful predatory gleam returned to Mad's eyes as she leaned forward. "Well, I have a couple of ideas...."
We talked about her ideas, and mine, with great pleasure for a little while. When it was time to part she said, "now listen, you have to remember this. Of course you're pissed at Beth, and she does need to make this up to you. But when it comes to acting against Huntington, you have to be full partners. SHE was the one who was abused, so the final decision about what you do has to be hers."
"Yeah," I said a little defensively, "but she'd damn well better include me in all her thinking this time!"
"Agreed," said Madeline promptly. "And I know she will. Jake, she's not a fool--despite how this episode makes her look. And she really, really loves you."
Madeline looked momentarily wistful as she said this. I realized that in the years I'd known her there had been many many flings, some great one-night stands, but no man in her life for more than a couple of months at a time. She must really envy what Beth and I have. The thought sobered me, and saddened me a little. But it also made me feel very lucky.
We'd finished our lunch and said goodbye on the sidewalk, and I'd taken about five steps away, when I turned back and called out, "Mad?"
She turned and looked at me quizzically.
"Okay if I walk you back to your office? I've got another couple of questions," I said.
"Sure, Jake. Fire away."
We strolled across town, not paying too much attention to the passersby around us.
"Madeline, you're my friend as well as Beth's, right?"
"Of course, Jake."
"Well--if you found out I'd been cheating on Beth, would you tell her?"
Madeline's eyes blazed. "Damn right I would! If I didn't tear you limb from limb myself!"
I smiled at her. "Okay. Then if you found out Beth had been cheating on me, would you tell me?"
This made her stop in her tracks. She looked a little uneasy for a moment. "I'm...not sure, Jake. To be honest. I think I probably would, but I'd think about it first."
We resumed walking. "Thanks for telling me the truth, Mad. So: how am I to know she isn't cheating on me now? What's to say that she isn't screwing around with that asshole Huntington, and these elaborate stories aren't purely for the purpose of keeping me in the dark?"
Madeline laughed, somehow relieved by my question. "That's an easy one, Jake! First of all: even if I might not tell you right away about Beth cheating on you--which is never gonna happen--there's no way I'd lie for her to cover for her. The story about that Friday night outside Jejune is the God's honest truth.
"And second: if Beth WERE cheating on you, why would she have confessed to the first time Huntington drugged her? You didn't know anything about it, right? So why wouldn't she just have never mentioned it?"
I considered that, while Mad regarded me triumphantly. She was absolutely right, of course. If Beth were cheating on me with Huntington or anyone else, the last thing she would ever have done is told me the story about the infamous pussy-licking incident.
Finally I said, "yes, you're right, Mad. And thank you--that helps."
She took my arm and squeezed it tightly. We walked on, in silence for a little while, and then our conversation turned naturally to other things. When I'd dropped her off I headed back to my office, feeling better than I had in a couple of weeks.
********************
A week later, on a Tuesday morning, I walked right past Huntington's secretary Suzanne, who gave me a smile and a "thumbs up", and into his office, closing the door behind me.
He looked up in annoyance, not recognizing me at first. "Who are you, and how did you get past my secretary?"
"What's the matter, Barton, you don't remember Beth's husband? From what I've heard, you take quite an interest in her."
I could see the recognition dawn in his face. He picked up the phone, looking a little worried, and said, "if you don't leave this office instantly I'm calling Security."
Smiling, I turned to lock the door behind me, then turned back to Huntington. "You might want to wait a moment before you do that, Barton.
"Here's your choice. You can put the phone down, have a civilized little chat with me, and then I'll go right back out the door and leave you alone. Or you can call Security. By the time they get here and break down the locked door, I will have beaten the living shit out of you.
"I can guarantee that your nose will be broken, probably several ribs as well, and your nuts will certainly have gotten a lot of my attention." I grinned at him.
"And then, if you press charges for assault, I'll make clear to the court the precise reason for my having attacked you so violently--and I'll be sure that the press is there to hear my story. Are you sure that's what you want?"
He glared at me angrily, but I could see him weighing his options. After a long moment he replaced the phone on its cradle. "And if I talk to you, then you'll leave me alone?"
I nodded. "I'll unlock the door and leave it open a couple of inches, so you can call your secretary if I get anywhere near you."
"All right," he said grudgingly, and I opened the door a few inches as I'd promised.
"A wise choice," I said. "Now, I have just a few questions for you. I know exactly what you did to Beth, and when. I just want to know how and why."
I waited, watching him consider. Finally he said, "how do I know you're not wearing a wire or something, to tape everything I say?"
I had anticipated this, and while I didn't like what I had to do next, Beth and I had agreed it was the best option. I had come into his office wearing only a knit pullover shirt, a pair of Penn sweatpants, and flip-flops. Without a word I pulled off the shirt, kicked off the flip-flops and stepped out of my sweatpants. That left me standing there in front of a speechless Barton Huntington in nothing but a pair of thong underpants.
I did a slow 360 so he could see my back as well as my front, saying to him, "you see a recording device anywhere, Barton? Perhaps you'd like to take a closer look inside my thong?"
He shook his head, and I pulled my clothes back on, then settled into a chair opposite his desk. "Okay, talk."
Barton looked unhappy but resigned. "What do you want to know?"
"You drugged Beth, both times. What did you use on her?"
Without the slightest look of remorse he said, "the first time it was rohypnol--just like I admitted in that goddam letter."
He grinned. "Good thing she left it locked up in her desk, instead of taking it home!"
I said nothing, and he went on.
"The second time, the night of the Chili Peppers concert, I put Ecstasy in her champagne when we had the toast here in the office. Then I made sure to give her some more later at the club."
Looking directly at me, he said, "she was hot to trot that night. I would've had some of her for sure, if her damn friend hadn't showed up at just the wrong time."
He was enjoying rubbing my nose in it, and I considered but rejected the possibility of jumping over his desk and beating the shit out of him. I knew that keeping him talking was more important.
"And you didn't worry about the consequences--about her reporting you, making real trouble for you at Ferris?"
He shrugged. "I've been here a long time, and I make the company a great deal of money. There might have been some touchy moments, but in the end they would have found a way to keep me--maybe fire Beth, maybe just buy her off.
"Don't look so surprised, Jake--it is Jake, isn't it?" He grinned again, looking more and more sure of himself. "It's the way of the business world: He who brings in the bucks, calls the shots. I assure you this isn't the first time I've, ah, 'entertained myself' with one of the women at the firm."
I pretended to look frustrated and beaten. "Okay, okay--but why Beth, for Chrissakes? Your fiancée is one of the most gorgeous women on the planet! Why did you have to go after my wife?"
His smile broadened. "Variety, my dear boy! One can get tired of even the most beautiful woman after a while, you know.
"Plus--" he leaned toward me, as if to share some confidential information, "Elena is kind of a bore in bed. No imagination. She thinks because she's so sexy, she doesn't have to do anything, just present herself for me to make love to. That gets old, though it might be hard for you to believe."
The smug bastard! My hatred for him only increased, but I kept my focus.
"You still haven't told me why you went after Beth. There are certainly a lot of other attractive women in New York, even here at Ferris."
He leaned back in his chair, looking for all the world as though he was about to pull out a big Cuban cigar and blow smoke rings.
"I could tell Beth would be a firecracker, once I got her going. That's why I only used a small dose of rohypnol the first time--to make sure she wouldn't be too out of it. The second time Ecstasy seemed like a better choice.
"I heard her talking, Jake. She and Diane were talking about sex one day, in her office as I passed by the half-open door, and I stopped to listen. And the way she talked about it...
"Let's just say that I could sense her enthusiasm. She didn't say anything all that graphic, certainly didn't spill any family secrets, Jake, nothing to worry about!" He laughed nastily.
"But I could tell, just from the tone of her voice, that she would be a fantastic lay. Worth going to quite a bit of trouble for. Just bad luck for me, I guess, that it didn't work out."
He sat back, finished with his "confession", a self-satisfied look on his face. Once more I restrained myself from pummeling him.
"I believe I've answered your questions, young man--now I'll ask that you leave my office and let me get back to work."
Pretending to be defeated, I headed for the door. "You're a son-of-a-bitch, Huntington. And one day I'm going to do something about it, that's a promise."
"Yes yes, my boy, I'm sure you will," he replied airily, turning back again to the work on his desk. "Close the door behind you, won't you?"
I went into the outer office to find Suzanne, grinning, sitting at her desk. With her were Beth and a tall, bald-headed man who turned out to be Arnold Rappaport, the head of Human Resources.
Beth ran to me and hugged me tightly. "It was perfect, Jake--we heard every word, clear as a bell! And it's all on tape."
I looked over to Suzanne and said, "thank you, Suzanne."
"Believe me, it was my pleasure, Jake! I knew two of the women he did this to before Beth, and I just hated that he got away with it. All I did was plant the microphone under his desk, and I would have been happy to do more than that."
"Have you got enough, Arnold?" Beth asked Rappaport.
"Oh, no doubt about it," he replied, looking a little grim. "With your letter and this tape, plus what Diane McKenzie and Suzanne have already told me, there's no chance Huntington will get away with this."
He picked up the phone on Suzanne's desk and dialed a number, then waited. "Yes, Security? It's Arnold Rappaport. Would you send two men up here as we discussed? Yes, and make that call to Precinct 88. Thanks."
Hanging up the phone, he marched straight into Huntington's office, leaving the door open so we could enjoy the show.
"Barton, I'm going to have to ask you to move away from your desk. I'm impounding your computer. Two men from Security will be here in a moment to take you downstairs, and then a couple of policemen from the 88th Precinct will be arresting you for sexual harassment and attempted rape."
I could see Huntington look completely bewildered for a moment. Then he dove for his computer, obviously trying to delete something. I rushed in and helped Rappaport pull his rolling chair away from his desk, Huntington shouting and fighting us the whole time.
"You can't do this!" he raged. "What's your evidence?"
"We have a nice tape recording of everything you just said, asshole," I told him with a smile. "I'm sure Elena is going to love hearing what nice things you said about her!"
He started to reply, then thought better of it and shut his mouth. Looking grim, he let himself be led away by the two burly guards from Security.
When he had gone Beth asked, "Arnold, is there any problem about using that tape?"
"As to the criminal charges, it's complicated," Arnold said. "He was taped without his knowledge, but on the other hand he was on the premises of Ferris & Roberts. The courts have not ruled definitively on whether he had a right to privacy in the workplace, especially as regards criminal acts.
"On the other hand, for the purposes of disciplining or firing him, there's no question whatsoever that Ferris is permitted to take the evidence of the tape into account. I imagine the Executive Committee of the Board will terminate him today, and there's an excellent chance he'll be made personally liable for any damages Ferris might be forced to pay to you, should you be the plaintiff in a civil suit."
He winked slowly at Beth, allowing a slight smile to cross his face for a moment. Then he went to Suzanne's desk and retrieved the tape recorder.
"Have your attorney contact me for a copy of this tape, as well as Huntington's original letter to you, if we can retrieve it from his computer. Once you file a suit we're legally required to furnish all relevant documents to you."
He shook Beth's hand and mine, then turned and left the office. Beth gave Suzanne a big hug, then said, "c'mon, Jake, we have to go meet Diane."
I looked at her in surprise and she added, "we're all going out to lunch together, to celebrate!"
********************
When we got back to our hotel room we were both laughing happily, but we were freezing. The beach behind our hotel in Aruba was hot and beautiful, and the clear blue water had been fabulous; but walking through the air-conditioned lobby to the elevators had chilled us both. I enjoyed the sight of Beth's nipples trying to poke through her green bikini top.
She turned off the air-conditioning, then ran to the closet and pulled out two terry-cloth robes, which we quickly pulled on. Then somehow we were standing by the bed in one another's arms, kissing hard, holding one another very tight. I had a hard-on in no time, and I knew Beth could feel it pressing against her.
She pulled away from me finally and with a smile said, "why don't you sit on the bed, Jake?"
As I sat she stood posing before me, a sly smile on her face.
"Remember the long talk we had the other night, about what happened between me and Barton, and what we had to do to get past all that?"
I nodded, and she went on.
"I want you to know that I listened very carefully to what you said. I know I screwed up, Jake, and I will do whatever it takes to prove to you that nothing like that will ever happen again.
"But we also talked about this vacation, and what each of us hoped it would be. And you're about to see that I was listening very carefully!
"Just wait one minute while I run into the bathroom." She disappeared, and emerged a couple of minutes later, still with the robe tightly wrapped around her. Standing just a few feet away from me in the center of the room, she adopted a mock-serious attitude and began to recite.
"Rules for the Beth & Jake 'Forgiveness Vacation'.
"Rule 1: I will spend part of every day of our trip showing Jake how sorry I am for what I did, and how grateful I am for his forgiveness." She undid the belt of her robe, and pulled the lapels apart just far enough for me to see her cleavage--the bikini top was gone.
"Rule 2: Each day I will express my love for Jake." She spread the robe wider, holding it closed at the waist, and her beautiful breasts appeared.
"Rule 3: One way I will do this will be to make love with my husband whenever he wants me, holding nothing back." She turned sideways, then opened the robe lower down to show me her bare hip--the bikini bottoms were gone as well. It was very sexy--Beth was almost never this flirtatious.
"Rule 4: I will give him anything he wants sexually." With a grin, she turned back to face me. Her pussy mound was shaved bald, something I'd always fantasized about but that she'd always refused to try.
"Rule 5: Each day I will...Jesus, Jake!"
I had interrupted her recitation of Rule 5 by jumping off the bed, falling to my knees in front of Beth and beginning to kiss and lick her shaved mound. It was a total turn-on and I had no intention of waiting for the rest of her rules!
"Oh, baby, that's...I was going to...oh, never mind!"
I picked up her and quickly put her on the bed. Within seconds I had my robe and bathing suit off and I was kneeling on the floor, my hands caressing her breasts and my tongue buried in her pussy. I loved the feel of her hairless cunt! It was so fast that Beth almost pulled away from me--I hadn't given her much time to work up to it.
But she didn't stop me, and in a few minutes she was groaning and panting and rotating her hips, pushing her pussy back up at me. I was really turned on, and I ate her like a wild man. I licked, stroked her clit with my fingers and my tongue, reached up inside her for her G-spot, did everything I could think of to get her as excited as I was. I didn't stop until she'd climaxed three times in ten minutes and finally pushed my head away.
"God, Jake," she said in a low, utterly relaxed voice, "I thought I was supposed to be taking care of YOU! That was unbelievable..."
She lay there a few minutes longer, getting her breath back, while I slid onto the bed and held her in my arms. Then she smiled at me and said, "want me to lick you? Or do you want to fill me up with that nasty thing that's pressing against my leg?"
All I wanted right then was to fuck her, and I did. Slowly at first, full of love and tenderness for my beautiful wife; and then hard and fast. I was too excited to last very long, and Beth kept pulling on my ass to get me deeper inside her, moaning and rolling her hips up at me, until I spurted like a fire-hose inside her, crying out with the pleasure of it.
I rolled off her, panting a little, holding her tight, enjoying her little kisses on my cheeks and ears and neck.
"Shall we wait until tomorrow for Rule 5?" she said, giggling, and I nodded.
*********
When I came out of the shower Beth was already dressed for dinner, looking tanned and lovely in a sleeveless light blue dress, and she was talking on the phone.
I looked at her questioningly and she mouthed, "Diane," then went back to her conversation. I didn't learn much from her side--she mostly said, "uh-huh," and "really?" and "oh my God, that's fabulous!"
When she finished with Diane she ran to me and gave me a huge hug. "Hurry up and get dressed, Jake, and I'll tell you everything at dinner. It's just TOO good!"



We had a great dinner at a seafood restaurant on a balcony overlooking the Caribbean, and Beth could hardly wait to tell me everything that Diane had said. "I'd tell you the bad news first, Jake, but it's all good news. I'm so pleased!"
I looked forward to hearing it, assuming it would be the latest on Barton Huntington's fall from grace. He'd already been fired--that happened the very next day after we'd taped him in his office..
Then came the lawsuit. At my insistence, Beth for once consulted her father, and got the name of the very best sexual-harassment lawyer in New York. (She told her dad it was for a friend.) The lawyer, a guy by the name of Richard Dunraven, proved right away he knew what he was doing.
He filed suit against Ferris & Roberts, then immediately arranged for a settlement conference with their lawyers. The result was an $8 million dollar settlement to Beth, with two provisions suggested by her and Richard. The first was that she would only keep $50,000, with the rest going to charity--Beth was going to donate it to the New York City Women's Shelter.
The second was that Ferris would sue Huntington, who was worth well over $20 million, and seek to recoup from him its entire payment to Beth. She agreed that if for any reason Huntington's payment was less than $8 million, she would accept what a court awarded. But there was no reason to expect that he'd get off paying any less than the $8 million.
It was still unclear what would happen to the criminal charges. Huntington's high-priced lawyers were fighting tooth-and-nail to keep the tape, and his letter of apology to Beth, out of evidence. If they were admitted he was totally screwed--he'd be going to jail for several years.
"Okay, honey, tell me what Diane said."
"Well, first is that she was promoted to Barton's position: she's going to be running the Far East subsection, and she wants me to come back to Ferris as her assistant!"
"That's fabulous," I said. "But didn't you already commit to the new job at Prentice Warfield?"
"No, Diane asked me a couple of weeks ago to wait before giving them a final answer. She was hoping she could make this work, and now it's been approved."
We had a long kiss, and then a champagne toast to Diane.
Then Beth laughed and said, "but there's more, baby. You surely won't mind hearing that things keep getting worse for poor Barton.
"It appears that Suzanne and Diane went to see Elena Riasonovskaya. She's in town for a major fashion show, and Suzanne has contacted her a bunch of times in the past when Barton asked him to. Anyway, Suzanne made an appointment, to see her, supposedly about a surprise party the firm was planning for Barton. She and Diane had a nice little chat with Elena, and left her a certain interesting audiotape."
She looked at me, eyes sparkling with pleasure, and I gestured to her to continue.
"Well, apparently last night there was a big reception and press conference following the first day of the fashion show--all the local papers were covering it, plus the fashion magazines of course.
"And our Elena made a bit of a scene. She dumped an entire plate of rigatoni in red clam sauce all over Barton's head, while yelling at him, 'so I'm a bore in bed? So you use drugs to rape other people? You are so pathetic!'
"And then she started to walk away from him--but she turned back, pulled off that enormous engagement ring he bought her, threw it in his lap and said, 'here's your piece of shit ring back, you fucking cocksucker!'."
Beth was almost choking with laughter. "The press had a front-row seat for all of it. You know Elena speaks with such an accent, Diane said it sounded like 'you fockingk cocksyucker!'
"And two newspapers ran the photo of him today, looking stunned and wearing the dinner she dumped over him!"
****************
After lingering over our desserts Beth and I went to one of the casinos, where we had a little too much to drink and gambled for a couple of hours, losing about $150 of Barton Huntington's money; came back to the room and sweetly made love, then collapsed into sleep.
The next morning I awoke to a knock on the door and the sight of my smiling wife in her robe, letting in a waiter with the room-service breakfast she'd ordered. When we were finished eating she quickly pulled on some underwear and a sundress and said, "you're going to be on your own for a couple of hours, honey. Want to take a book and get some sun by the pool? I'll meet you in the garden restaurant for lunch at 12:30."
Beth wouldn't tell me what she was up to, just left me with a mysterious smile. I spent the morning reading, lazing in the sun, and swimming a few laps in the hotel pool whenever I got too hot.
At 12:30 I immediately saw that Beth had been pampering herself: her hair was washed and cut, and her nails were done. We had a lovely lunch together, and then Beth took my hand and led me back upstairs. She seated me again on the bed and stood in front of me, ready to recite.
"Two more rules, Jake. Are you ready? 'Rule 5: Each day of our trip I will give my husband a sexy surprise.' Go take your clothes off the bathroom, baby, and hurry back."
I quickly did as she said, wondering what I was in store for next. When I came back into the bedroom I was stopped in my tracks.
There was Beth, naked on the bed on her stomach, her hips propped in the air by a couple of pillows. Her legs were spread slightly, so she was in perfect position for me to enter her doggie-style, which she knew I loved. She was looking back at me with a smile, and there was something on the left cheek of her ass.
"What the..,?" I came over and looked closely. A beautiful red heart, about the size of a quarter, was tattooed in the middle of her cheek, where even the tiniest bikini bottoms would cover it. Beneath the heart in a lovely script were the words "All Jake's".
I looked at Beth in amazement and she laughed at my expression. "No, baby, not a permanent tattoo--just a henna one for now. A real one would have put me out of action for a couple of days! But if you like it I can have the real thing done when we get back to New York."
I bent down and kissed her deeply, running my hands over her smooth back and beautiful ass, while she stroked my cock until it was fully erect. Then I mounted her from behind, enjoying the sight of the little heart. I slid my cock up and down her pussy lips until we were both wet enough and then entered her, groaning with the pleasure of her muscular cunt around my shaft.
I've never enjoyed making love with Beth as much as I did that afternoon. The physical joy of this position, the excitement of her new surprise and her openness to me, the light and sound of the Caribbean coming in through the window, the feeling of having all the time in the world--it was magical. I took as much time as I possibly could, reveling in the delicious feelings of her body, kissing and stroking her, thrusting gently, trying to make it last forever.
When it was finally over and we were resting together, dozing in each other's arms under the sheet, I said, "there was one more rule, I think?"
She looked at me and said, "yes, baby. If you don't mind I won't get up--I like being in your arms too much. But here it is.
"Rule 6. When the 'Forgiveness Vacation' is over, I will stop apologizing for what I did, and we'll go on with our lives. But the love and affection will continue for as long as we live. And the 'sexy surprises' too, from time to time."
She gazed fondly at me. "If that's all right with you, Jake?"
I told her it was.
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I was just getting out of the shower when my cell-phone rang. Cursing, I wrapped a towel around myself and hustled into the bedroom to grab it from the top of the dresser. Darlene had already left for some last-minute Christmas shopping—we were going to meet later at the counselor's office.
Before I could even say "hello" a happy male voice said, "hey Darlene, any chance we could get together for a quick one today? I just can't wait for two more days to have your hot mouth around my cock."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" I said angrily. There was a gasp, then two or three seconds of total silence, then the click of him hanging up.
Stunned, I looked at the phone—what the hell was THAT all about? After a minute, I realized it was Darlene's, not mine. They were the same model, but mine had a crack on the glass screen that was missing from the one I held in my hand. She must have picked up the wrong phone on her way out the door.
But who on earth had been calling her looking for a blowjob? Jesus Christ, was she fucking around on me? It sure seemed like it. Stunned, I put the phone down, went back into the bathroom and dried myself off, my mind racing. All I could think was "it can't be".
********
Darlene and I had been married for six years—no kids, by mutual agreement—and the last few months had been pretty rough. We still got along okay, and she certainly still seemed to love me, but her interest in sex had dropped off virtually to nothing. From two or three times a week—initiated at least some of the time by her—we'd gotten down to once or twice a month, and even then only when I insisted. And when we did have sex, she was passive and unenthusiastic, not the eager and enthusiastic partner she had been early in our marriage.
We'd talked about the problem over and over. Darlene kept telling me that it wasn't anything in particular, just that she was tired all the time, extra-busy at work, blah blah blah. Except that nothing had changed at her work, no big projects or terrible deadlines, no promotion.
Each time I brought it up Darlene said she'd do better—and sometimes we'd make love that night—but it quickly went back to where it had been: nowhere. Me asking, her making excuses.
By the end of September I'd had it, and I sat her down on the couch one evening after dinner.
"Darlene, I love you, but I'm not prepared to go on like this. I'm not willing to live the rest of my life without sex. You used to love having sex with me, and clearly you don't any more. Something has to change, or I'm going to get a divorce."
She looked at me, utterly stunned. "A divorce? Jesus, honey, isn't that a bit drastic?"
"Darlene, do you know how bad it's gotten? I started keeping track: in the past three months we've had three quickies, plus actually making love once. That's four times since July 1st—and during that time you've turned me down 18 times. I'm not going to live like this."
She looked down, obviously very uncomfortable. "Baby, I'm sorry. You know I love you. And I can do better—I will. I promise. It's just that I've been so tired..."
"Not good enough, Darlene. I want two promises from you, or I'm going to find a lawyer on Monday."
She watched me, warily, and I went on. "First, I want you to see Dr. Evans and have a complete check-up, to make sure that there's nothing wrong physically. And second, I want us to start seeing a marriage counselor."
"A marriage counselor? But there's nothing wrong with—"
"Yes there is. Are you listening to me, Darlene? We're living together practically like brother and sister! Whether you want to admit it or not, something has really gone wrong, and we're either going to try to fix it, or I'm leaving."
A long argument ensued, complete with tears from Darlene, but I was adamant, and eventually I got my way. She saw Dr. Evans, who gave her a clean bill of health; and we began meeting once a week with Eileen Archer, a counselor recommended to us by our friends Brad and Allison, who'd worked with her a couple of years earlier.
********
We'd been in counseling for about two months and it had been going all right, or at least I thought it had. We did an awful lot of talking about our relationship, about the work each of us did, about the families we grew up in and what our parents' marriages were like. Some of it seemed boring or irrelevant, but Eileen was confident that we were making progress, even though none of it had yet improved life in our bedroom.
So far we hadn't spent that much time talking about sex, more about the relationship and how we got along out of bed. Eileen's watchword to me was, "be patient"; and to both of us, "be honest—with yourself and your partner".
Now, standing in the bedroom, staring at Darlene's phone like a snake had just crawled out of it, I had to wonder. Had I just discovered the REAL reason she didn't have any interest in fucking me any more? Was it as simple as that—I'd been replaced? Someone else stepping in and filling the traditional husband's role?
Nothing had changed in Darlene's schedule, so far as I could see. She wasn't working late more, or going out on mysterious shopping trips or dates with "the girls"—and she wasn't coming home flushed or disheveled and running to the shower. But that didn't mean she wasn't fucking some asshole, only that she was being careful about it.
I picked up her phone and checked "Calls Received", and to my surprise only one call was listed—the one I'd just answered. The caller was identified as CM.
I pressed "Reply" and waited while the phone rang. Not surprisingly the guy didn't dare pick up, and it went to voicemail. "This is Chris Mason—leave me a message and I'll get back to you. Have a great day!" I hung up.
I recognized the name—he was another employee at the brokerage firm where Darlene worked, but in some other division. She'd mentioned him to me once or twice, but I'd never met him.
I checked Darlene's phone more thoroughly. Not only were all the previous received calls deleted, but the lists of calls missed and calls sent were also empty. Who goes to the trouble of deleting those? Darlene had obviously been covering her tracks.
I headed for the den, looking for the cell-phone and house phone statements for the past few months. Darlene paid the bills, so I never had any reason to look for them. In the desk I found all the bills for our house phone—but a search of them found no calls from Chris Mason, or at least not from his cell.
But the cell phone records for the past eight months were missing. I looked in the checkbook, and the cell phone bills had been paid—so Darlene must have hidden or thrown out the statements, no doubt because they showed calls to Chris Mason.
********
I got to Eileen's office about twenty minutes early. Darlene's car wasn't in the parking lot yet, so I sat and did some thinking.
If I was right—if Darlene was cheating on me with Chris Mason, or with anybody else—our marriage was over. She might love me, but that wasn't worth a damn if she was spreading her legs for someone else.
I guess she did love me, or why would she want to stay together? Why bother with counseling, above all when she seemed to be lying both to the counselor and me? But if she thought she could have her cake and eat it too, she was about to find out she was all wrong!
I considered confronting Darlene today in Eileen's office: sharing the contents of Chris's call and demanding an explanation. But I realized that that wasn't good enough for me. I wanted proof, and then I wanted to end our marriage in a spectacular way that would rub Darlene's face in it.
I was angry, and hurt, and she was going to pay for what she'd done to me. And I had a much better place in mind for our final confrontation than Eileen's office.
So I went inside, and after a little while Darlene showed up, gave me a kiss, and we went in for our appointment. Eileen got us talking about the usual bullshit, how we handled arguments in our relationship, and whether our different styles came from our experiences in seeing our parents argue, etc. etc. etc.
I played along, looked thoughtful and serious, tried to give plausible answers, and managed not to grind my teeth too obviously. That fucking bitch! I wanted to grab her by the throat and strangle her right in front of Eileen.
Near the end of the session Eileen gave me the chance to get one good lick in, even if it was only a subtle one. She said something like, "I know this is hard, for both of you. But we're learning about your marriage, about the expectations each of you brings to it, and your honesty is really contributing to an atmosphere in which we can bring the conversation around to a productive discussion of your sexual issues as well."
I broke in to say, "thanks for saying that, Eileen. It's been difficult for me sometimes, but I've been trying to be totally honest and forthright—it seems like the only way to get anywhere. Darlene, would you say that's true for you too?"
I watched her, as she flushed a little bit and avoided my eyes. She looked at Eileen instead, and nodded and said, "absolutely, Alan—I feel the same way."
I wondered if Eileen noticed Darlene's obvious discomfort; she didn't comment on it, but I thought she gave Darlene a considering look for a moment or two.
********
After the session we went across the street to a diner for a quick lunch. When she went to the Ladies' Room I quickly retrieved my cell phone from her purse and put it in my pocket. Then I walked outside to buy a newspaper from a vending machine, and while I was out there I turned off Darlene's phone, wrapped it in the newspaper, and stuffed it down into the bottom of a trash can.
I figured Chris Mason would be frantic to reach Darlene, to let her know what had happened, so I was going to make sure he never had a chance to get to her.
Darlene and I chatted about nothing in particular during our lunch—mostly about her shopping, and about what presents we still needed for the next day, when we were going to her parents' house for Christmas dinner. We made a list of what we needed and then went off to a series of crowded stores to pick up the last few things.
I was amazed at my ability to hold my tongue, to pretend to be pleasant, when all I wanted was to smack her. But whether I was a better actor than I thought or Darlene was too distracted, she never noticed that anything was out of the ordinary.
The phone at home rang three times during dinner, and I jumped to grab it each time. The first two were just hang-ups. The third time, about twenty minutes later, a woman's voice I'd never heard before said, "may I speak to Darlene, please?"
I wondered if Chris, out of desperation, had recruited some female friend to give Darlene a message for him. I said, "may I ask who's calling?"
The voice said, "uh, this is um, Iris—from work."
Smiling to myself, I said, "and what is this in reference to?"
She was stumped. There was a brief silence, and then she said, "oh, it's the, uh, well, there's an account we both work on, and I had a couple of questions about it."
On Christmas Eve? I said, "I'm afraid she can't come to the phone right now, but I'll be sure to give her the message. Have a nice evening!" And I hung up with a smile.
Darlene looked at me questioningly, and I said, "some lady doing a survey. Can you believe them, calling on Christmas Eve?"
I could tell Darlene was a little concerned. She waited a few minutes, then casually wandered into the other room, no doubt looking to check her cell phone. She came back holding her purse and looking worried.
"Honey, do you have any idea where my cell phone might be? I know I grabbed it off the dresser when I left this morning."
"Gee Darlene, I have no idea. It's not in your purse? Have you looked around your car? Or maybe you dropped it in the mall somewhere?"
She went and searched the car, to no avail, while I sat and smiled to myself. Eventually she gave up, and I promised to get her a new one as a New Year's Present. Don't count on it, honey, I thought to myself!
Her next step was sure to be trying to call Chris, if she could only get away from me for a few minutes. Several times during the evening I noticed Darlene watching me out of the corner of her eye. I wondered whether she was hoping for a chance to get to the phone. Once she said, "honey, I'm a little tired—I'm going to go upstairs and just watch TV for a while, okay?"
"Sure, Darlene," I replied. "Actually that sounds great—I'll just put the dishes in the sink and come up with you." She smiled at me, but I could see she was annoyed.
An hour later she asked me to make sure the trash cans were out at the curb. When I reminded her that the next day was Christmas and there was no pick-up, she turned her head away from me in obvious frustration. When we went to sleep, she hadn't had a chance to call anyone.
********
On Christmas morning I got myself up early, had some breakfast while Darlene slept, and made a few preparations. Then I came into the bedroom and gently woke her.
"Good morning, honey—Merry Christmas!" I gave her a fake smile. "There's coffee in the kitchen. I'm going out—I'll meet you later at your folks' house."
She sat up groggily. "It's only 8:30, Alan, where are you going?"
I smiled again. "Got a last-minute present to pick up for you, sweetheart. But don't worry—I'll see you over there at 2."
She started to protest—but weren't all the stores closed today? and couldn't I come home afterwards and pick her up? But I was already headed out the door, blowing her a kiss.
At 8:45 I was knocking on the door of Chris Mason's condo, having looked up his address in Darlene's office directory. I gambled that he'd be in town today, since he'd mentioned looking forward to seeing Darlene the next day.
When he opened the door he was wearing a bathrobe and looking sleepy—a tall guy, not bad-looking, about 25 or so. "Yeah, what do you—what the fuck?"
He stopped talking and backed up into his living room, while I stepped in and quickly closed the door behind me. I was holding a Hämmerli 208s target pistol aimed right at his chest. It wasn't all that deadly a weapon, just something I used for practice at a local target range, but Mason clearly didn't know that. He looked absolutely terrified.
"Let me introduce myself, Chris. I'm Alan Rohattan, husband of Darlene, your current fuck-buddy."
His eyes widened and he took another step back. "Hey man, stay calm, okay? I don't know what you're...."
"Save it, Chris. You called yesterday asking for a blow job—do you really think I couldn't figure out what's going on?
"Now, here's what's going to happen. We're going to sit here in your living room and have a nice, comfortable chat. If I don't get the answers I want, I'm going to shoot you once or twice in the balls and leave you to bleed to death.
"If you decide to be more cooperative, then after a while we'll go visit some people I know and have a talk with them—then I'll leave you to get on with your life. Got it?"
He looked at me, warily, shaking his head a little. "All I have to do is talk to you ..."
I nodded. "Yup. And I'll leave you alone. Beats the hell out of being shot, don't you think?"
********
Chris and I had a nice little talk, and he told me just what I wanted to know. Then I watched him as he got some clothes and took them into the bathroom to get showered and dressed.
After that, he made us sandwiches in his kitchen and we ate, me all the time holding the gun on him. There wasn't a lot of chit-chat, but that was fine with me.
At 1:45 we went out and got into my car. I gave Chris the address and told him to drive, while I sat in the back seat with the gun still in my hand.
When we got to Darlene's parents' house I had Chris park four houses down, so they wouldn't look out and see my car. I could see that Darlene's car was already there, along with the car belonging to her sister Barbara and her husband. But I wanted to make a dramatic entrance, so we sat and waited until 2:30 before I got Chris out of the car and walked him up their driveway.
"No games now, got it Chris?" I said. "You remember the arrangement. We go in, I make a few introductory remarks, you tell your story, and I leave. And you keep your testicles. My gun is going to be in my pocket, but it will be out in less than one second if you give me any shit."
He looked somewhere between uncomfortable and terrified. "Don't worry, man, I'm gonna play it just like you said."
When we rang the doorbell Darlene's mom, Sarah, answered it. Her welcoming smile turned into a look of perplexity when she saw Chris.
"Hi Alan, uh...who's this?"
"Hi Sarah, Merry Christmas!" I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek as we came into the foyer. "This is Chris, he'll just be staying for a few minutes."
Ignoring her confusion, I took Chris by the arm and marched him straight into the dining room, where the family was just getting ready to tuck in. About to start without me, from the look of it.
"Merry Christmas, everyone!" I said with a cheery smile, looking at the surprised faces. Darlene's father Tom was there, and her sister Barbara, with her husband Mark and their two boys, Teddy and Ben. And then there was Darlene. Everyone else's face had a confused but pleasant, even anticipatory expression—here was a nice surprise, they thought, an extra guest.
But Darlene looked pale as a ghost. Her mouth hung open a couple of inches, and I thought she might faint.
"Everybody, this is Chris. He's a co-worker of Darlene's and he's got a little story to tell us. Go ahead, Chris!"
Darlene struggled to her feet. "No Alan, this is not the..."
I interrupted her quickly. "It's all right, Darlene, I think everyone needs to hear this."
She took several quick steps towards the door, but I grabbed her by the arm and held her tight. "Okay, Chris."
Darlene tried to break free from me, saying, "no, no! Chris, don't!" I put my free hand over her mouth to silence her, while her parents looked on in utter amazement.
Unwillingly, Chris began to speak.
"Darlene and I have been...having an affair. It started in April, and it's continued since then."
Darlene's family gasped, then stared—at Chris, then at Darlene and me. After a long moment of silence Barbara got Teddy and Ben out of their chairs and hustled them into the living room, where she turned on the TV for them, then came back and shut the door behind her.
"Go on, Chris," I smiled.
"We've been getting together at work—there are some massage rooms in the fitness center with doors that you can lock. We've been doing it about twice a week, meeting at different times so no one will notice a pattern. We work on different floors of the office, so nobody has realized we're gone at the same time.
"There are showers there—that's where we clean up afterwards."
Darlene continued to struggle against me—she tried to bite my hand but I held her tight.
"And Chris," I said, "what exactly having you two been doing together? Please be specific."
He didn't meet my eyes. "We...fuck, mostly. Sometimes Darlene gives me a blow-job, to get started, and she loves it when I eat her pussy."
I enjoyed the look of utter horror on Darlene's mother's face. Darlene had given up struggling with me, and I took my hand from her mouth. She just stood, tears pouring down her face.
"And what is it like, fucking Darlene?" I asked pleasantly. I knew what his answer would be—I'd made him practice it a couple of times to get it down smooth.
"She's...she's very hot. Always really eager for it. She bucks her hips, pushes against me—especially when she's about to come. She says stuff like 'I need your dick', or 'I've got to get that thing inside me', or 'I've been thinking for three days about getting that cock into my mouth again'."



Somewhat to my surprise, Darlene's relatives still hadn't moved. I'd expected that one of them would try to end this by now.
"Her favorite is 69—she tries to make me come before I can make her come, but usually I win. And she likes doggie-style a lot."
"Does she ever talk about me?" I asked.
"Sometimes. She says she loves you but she doesn't want to stop fucking me. 'The only cock I want is yours'—she's said that to me a bunch of times."
"When were you planning to get together next?"
"Tomorrow. She was going to tell you she had some work to take care of in the office. We were planning to be together for about three hours. We were looking forward to having more time for once. She told me she was going to fuck my eyes out, that she'd do me until I couldn't even walk."
"And how long do you think this affair was going to go on?"
He said, "probably a few more weeks. I would've been happy to keep going, but Darlene was talking about stopping. She said you'd insisted on counseling because your sex life had dropped off so much, and she was worried you'd figure out what was going on.
"She told me her New Year's Resolution was going to be to give me up—but then she laughed and said it might take her a few weeks to follow through on that."
There was silence in the room as Darlene's family gazed at us in shock—me, Darlene, Chris, all standing. Darlene sobbed into her hands, making no attempt to say anything.
I moved to Tom, taking his hand and shaking it. "So long, Tom. I've enjoyed being your son-in-law. You and Sarah are good people, and you deserve better than this cheating slut for a daughter. Of course, I deserved better than her for a wife, too."
I went to Sarah, gave her a kiss on the cheek and said, "bye Sarah. Sorry I won't be staying for dinner. It might be a little awkward."
Darlene had slumped to the floor. She was still crying, just sitting there, her hands over her face.
I bent over and said, "don't come home tonight, Darlene. Your stuff will be packed up outside the garage by tomorrow morning, and I'm changing the locks. Don't—I repeat, don't—try to talk with me. There's nothing you can say that I want to hear."
She looked up at me, her make-up streaked across her face. "Alan, honey, I..."
"I said DON'T!"
Without another word I turned back to the table, gave everyone a smile and a little wave, and headed out the door. Chris had the good sense not to ask me for a ride home.
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*
I suppose you might think I was a complete idiot—the blindest, most stupid of husbands. But the thing is....
Well, first, hindsight is always 20-20. But beyond that, like most happily married men, I loved and trusted my wife. I had absolutely no idea that the woman I had loved and cherished for eight years, with whom I had shared so many intimacies and so many happy memories, was a selfish monster. Or, more accurately, one of a matched set of three selfish monsters.
****************
Molly's two sisters were a fact of my life, pretty much from the first time she and I ever dated. I'd never even met an identical triplet before, and it was both alarming and quite cool to see three look-alikes—make that three gorgeous look-alikes—when I went to Molly's apartment to pick her up.
We'd met at a grocery store when she asked me to reach up to the top shelf for some herbal tea she couldn't get to. Molly is only 5'2", curvy and voluptuous, with jet-black hair she wears short around her ears. I'm a bit over 6' so I was a natural person to ask for help. I didn't find out until our fourth date that she'd seen me in the produce aisle, thought I was cute, and waited patiently near the herbal tea until I came along so she could ask for help.
That was pretty flattering, I can tell you! And what made it even better is that when she told me, she was lying naked in my arms and we'd just finished making love for the first time.
Our first couple of dates had been really wonderful—we went to dinner and talked until nearly 11 pm, we took a walk in the park and fed the ducks, we went to a rather lame chick-flick and held hands throughout the whole thing. Pretty corny, right? But I was smitten, enchanted, transfixed.
Molly was by a long shot the most beautiful girl I'd ever dated—sexy in a wholesome, girl-next-door kind of way, with a smile that could melt the heart of an IRS auditor. After I'd fetched the tea for her, she chatted with me amiably, allowing me to think that I was picking HER up. And I was absolutely thrilled when I headed to the check-out line with a dinner date for the following Friday.
She'd said something vague about having sisters, but I wasn't prepared for three beautiful Mollys when one of them opened the door and said, "hi, you must be Scott."
I was tongue-tied. "Uh, you, you're, um, not Molly?"
She laughed, as charmingly as Molly had during our conversation in the grocery store, and said, "no, I'm Hannah. Molly and Amy and I are triplets—didn't she mention us?"
"Yes, I guess she did—but somehow I didn't hear anything about 'identical'."
Hannah laughed again. "Molly does that sometimes—just a little fun at your expense. I'll go get her—come on in."
There was yet another Molly in the living room, but of course this one was Amy. They all had the same haircuts, the same figures and the same dazzling smiles, so I didn't have a chance of knowing who was who until Molly came out of one of the bedrooms and said, "hi, Scott. Would you like a nice cup of herbal tea?"
During that first dinner date we talked about everything under the sun, but a lot of time was spent on Molly's life as a triplet. I was fascinated, and wanted to know all about what it was like. Did she enjoy seeing herself in two other faces all the time? Were they closer than most siblings—could they almost read one anothers' minds, the way identical twins are supposed to be able to do? Did they ever switch identities to fool people?
"I don't know if we read each others' minds, exactly," Molly told me, "but we are very close. I feel like I can almost always tell what Amy or Hannah is thinking, and they often do the same thing—like answering a question I haven't gotten around to asking yet, for instance. We've always been that way.
"As for fooling other people--" she stopped, and grinned at me—"I guess we've done a little of that sort of thing. You noticed that we all wear our hair the same way?"
I nodded, and she went on.
"As little girls we loved to fool people—our elementary school teachers, relatives, even our parents! They couldn't tell us apart either, amazingly enough. It was lots of fun, especially when Amy or Hannah got in trouble and wanted to avoid the spanking. 'No, Dad, I'm not Amy, I'm Molly!' "
She grinned. "You can pretty much imagine how it went. Probably drove Mom and Dad crazy.
"Then in junior high we all wanted to be different. For a while it really bugged us that people constantly mixed us up. So we wore our hair differently, and made sure to take different classes, do different activities. Like I was on the yearbook staff, Amy wrote for the newspaper, and Hannah played field hockey.
"But after a few years, we missed being interchangeable, so we went back to being look-alikes. Once in a while I'd take a chem test for Amy, or Hannah would give an oral presentation for me. It helped us all a bit with our grades, you know?" She grinned at me.
"And there was one time when Brad Hendricks asked Amy out on a date, our junior year. She was crazy about him, and when she got the flu the morning of their date she was beside herself. She cried and moaned, said he'd never ask her out again if she canceled the date. In the end, she talked me into being her for one night. It wasn't hard, because it was their first date and they didn't know each other very well anyway.
"Starting with date #2 Amy took over again, and they went out for almost a year. She never told him I'd been her stand-in!"
Years later, of course, I remembered that story with a great deal of bitterness. But as I said, at the time I was sitting across the table from a beautiful, funny, charming girl. I was already crazy about her. And the fact that she seemed to like me too was unbelievable—like a miracle.
The three girls had split up for college, and enjoyed aspects of being apart. But they also missed one another, and so all three had moved back to Cincinnati after graduation. They found a big apartment to share, and that's where I went to pick up Molly for our date—where I met her sisters for the first time.
****************
So—we can fast-forward eight years. Molly and I dated, we fell in love, and after two years we got married. I considered myself the luckiest man on planet Earth. I had a job in a graphic design firm, and since I had more computer experience than the older guys who ran the place I was a valuable commodity, so I was making good money. We could easily afford a nice three-bedroom house in Oakley Square, just a few miles from our jobs downtown.
And I guess you won't be surprised to learn who our neighbors were. Three years after Molly's and my wedding, Amy had married a tall, rather dull guy named Ted, who worked in financial services. He was perfectly friendly, just not very interesting. Anyway, they lived right next to us, at the end of a little dead-end street called Ferdinand Place.
Amy and Ted's yard backed up to the back yard of a house on Oakpark Place—and guess who lived there? Sorry, you don't get any points, because it was too easy. Hannah, of course, with her husband Arnold. Arnie was the complete opposite of Ted. He was a few years older than we were, a short, funny guy who owned several bowling alleys in the Cincinnati area. He smoked cigars—until Hannah browbeat him to quit—told amusing, frequently off-color jokes, and was terrific company. They'd gotten married a few months before Amy and Ted.
It was no surprise to any of the three husbands that our wives insisted on living so close together. There was a way in which they were almost like Siamese triplets, attached at the hip. Ted and Arnie and I were all used to the way they finished one another's sentences, or seemed to have the same ideas at the same time.
We also adjusted to their need to get together every night—and I mean virtually EVERY NIGHT—to chat for a while before bed. They'd meet in one of our three kitchens, around 9:30 or 10, and visit for a bit, then each one would head home to her husband.
Even after eight years of being with Molly, I could never tell with complete confidence which triplet was which, and Ted and Arnie confessed that they had the same problem. We all got very good at noticing what clothes each wife was wearing, or who had on a particular necklace or set of earrings. When we had Christmas with Pam and Donald, their parents, it was clear that they had as much trouble telling their daughters apart as we did.
This is not to say that their personalities were all the same. Amy was a little stiff, a little more prissy and conservative than her two sisters. Hannah, on the other hand, was the wild one—she drank a bit more, told a few more dirty jokes, and would certainly have been voted "most likely to dance topless on a bar" of the three sisters, though I don't think she actually ever did that. My Molly was in between, and I thought she was perfect: sweeter and more outgoing than Amy, but more level-headed than Hannah.
So it wasn't that you didn't notice differences among the sisters when we were all spending time together. Rather it was that you couldn't tell by sight or by voice which was which. Another way of saying it is, when they wanted to fool you, you didn't stand a chance.
Because none of us had kids yet, vacations were easy to plan. As you might have guessed, Molly and her sisters demanded that we vacation together as a six-some. So we took two weeks each summer and went somewhere fun: Las Vegas, or a beach resort in North Carolina, or Italy one year. We were a pretty compatible group, so the husbands didn't object.
But in return I insisted on a week away each year with just Molly—time for her and me alone, no Amy, no Hannah, no brothers-in-law. At first this was a genuine bone of contention, and there were some heated arguments and frosty silences. It took several go-rounds before Molly understood that I was dead serious. In fact it took three years before things came to a head.
"I love your sisters, and I have fun with Arnie and Ted—but I want some time for just us. Is that so hard to understand? That's my deal—you get the two week trip with all of us each year, and I get the one week with you alone."
I must have given some version of that speech about ten times. But it wasn't until the day before our Italy trip, when Molly came home from work and saw that I hadn't even begun my packing, that she gave in. Boy, was that an argument! But I said flatly that unless she agreed to a week away with me, I was staying home. She and the other two couples could go off to Italy without me.
There was more than an hour of yelling—none of it by me—and maybe twenty phone calls to Amy and Hannah. Both sisters came over to help Molly beat me down, but I wasn't yielding. They were happy to explain to me, over and over, how selfish and short-sighted I was being, and how no loving husband would be so inflexible. Etc.
In the end, Molly agreed to my demand, and off to Italy we went. But it was pretty cold between us for several days, and her sisters joined her in making sure I knew I was in the doghouse. If it hadn't been for the support of Arnie and Ted—who were secretly delighted that I'd won, as it meant they'd get the same deals from their wives—I might have given up and flown home early.
But by about the fifth day, the romance and beauty of Florence had softened Molly up, and the rest of the trip was terrific. As was our week alone at Sanibel Island the next winter. After that, each year featured two wonderful weeks with Molly's sisters, and one wonderful week without.
****************
So what's the problem? It all sounds pretty terrific, right? And it was. The problem came when we started trying to have kids.
Molly and I knew we'd have them someday, but we'd been enjoying life as a couple (or as a couple glued to two other couples) too much to be in a hurry. But when she and her sisters turned 30 (I was 32), the biological clock started chiming. She stopped taking the pill, and within a couple of months Molly and I were on a baby-making mission.
Not that I objected, either to the goal or the process of getting there. I had always loved sex with my beautiful, delicious wife. Our sex life was most often intimate and tender rather than rough and wild. We had our usual three or four favorite positions, and the nights we spent extra time on being playful or inventive grew less and less frequent over the years, as I imagine happens with most married couples. Oral sex was almost always part of our love-making, as Molly really enjoyed the way I went down on her.
Once in a while Molly would surprise me—she'd come to bed very horny and be much more aggressive, and we'd fuck strenuously a couple of times in an evening. On a birthday or our anniversary we always had champagne, and that invariably got her extra fired-up. But for the most part it was more gentle and loving, and that was fine with me.
One night after she'd just ravished me I joked with her about it, and found that it didn't go over well at all. It was a Saturday, and when I got back from the grocery store with the stuff for dinner I heard her calling me from the bedroom—where I found her lying naked on her tummy on the bed, holding a bottle of massage oil.
"I'm a little tense today, cowboy," she murmured. "You think you could help me out here?"
It was fantastic! I gave her back and legs a thorough work-out, while she moaned contentedly, then I turned her over and worked on her, first with my fingers and then for much longer with my lips and tongue until she had come three times. Then we fucked, hard, until I shot ecstatically into her. We lay together dreamily for awhile.
Molly went off to the kitchen and brought us back a snack—dinner seemed to be off the agenda—and before long we were rolling around again. She gave me a world-class blowjob, stopping just before I shot into her mouth, and then she rode me like a wild woman, coming a couple more times before I came again.
When we were catching our breath, smiling at each other, I said, "wow—that was something, Molly." Then I pretended to think hard.
"Or wait! Maybe you're not Molly—did I just get very lucky with Amy or Hannah tonight? I'm not sure Molly has ever been that worked-up!"
She couldn't have failed to know I was kidding—but instead of a chuckle or an answering wise-crack I got a cold stare.
"Scott, that is not funny! How could you think that I would ever do something like that? Do you really think I would ever share you with my sisters?"
As she glared angrily at me, I could feel the temperature in the room drop about ten degrees.
"Molly, I'm sorry," I said. "I was just kidding, honey." I reached to take her in my arms, but she rolled away from me and stood up.
"I'm going to shower," she said, still clearly angry with me, and disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the lock click behind her.
I got the cold shoulder for the rest of the night and most of the next day. Molly seemed determined to send the message that some things were just not to be joked about. Finally at dinner on Sunday I apologized again, reiterating that it had just been a harmless joke, and she seemed to relax a bit.
She let me spoon up behind her in bed that night and I sighed to myself in relief. I didn't like having Molly angry at me, and I made a mental note never to joke about sister-switching again.
It seemed funny, though, her being so sensitive about it. On our very first date she'd told me the story about taking Amy's place on a date with a high-school boy. And I remembered a time a few weeks before our wedding when the subject had come up again.
Molly and I were disagreeing about something trivial, like which hotel we should stay at for our honeymoon in Curacao. I gave in to her, of course—but during our mock-argument I suggested that if she didn't want me, perhaps I'd marry one of her sisters.
At that time she'd joked right back at me. "I don't think they'd take you, baby. Both Amy and Hannah are very light sleepers, and I've told them you snore sometimes. That would be a deal-breaker. Better stick with me!"
"Rats!" I responded. "Okay then, if I can't have Amy or Hannah I guess I'll marry you after all." And that was the end of that. So I didn't understand at all why, several years later, she got so extremely pissed when I made essentially the same joke.
****************
In any event, and as I've said, it was baby-making, or rather our attempt at baby-making, that brought my life tumbling down around my head.
We'd been trying—and having fun at it!—for about ten months. I'd heard of lots of couples who took a year or two to get pregnant, so I wasn't at all worried. But Molly was increasingly concerned about our lack of success, and she insisted I go to our doctor to get checked out.
So I did. I had the fun of sitting in a little room with some porn mags and jerking off into a cup, and then I waited for the phone call a few days later.
It came on a Friday while I was at work. I closed my office door and spoke for a couple of minutes to Dr. Rendell.
"Well, Scott, you've got nothing to worry about," he said. "Your sperm count is a bit lower than normal—it's about 70% of the average for men in their 30s—but that's no big deal. Your sperm are healthy and strong, there just aren't quite as many of them. You and Molly should have no trouble conceiving, but it may take you a little longer than with some couples."
That was good news! And I looked forward to getting home and reassuring Molly. But for some reason it slipped my mind—at dinner we got into a long conversation about Cincinnati city politics, of all things, and I forgot to bring it up.
The subject didn't come back to me until nearly 11. The sisters' regular get-together happened to be in our kitchen that night, and I'd watched some basketball on TV and then gone up to bed. I frequently went to sleep before Molly came up.
But as I was nearly drifting off I remember the news about my sperm count, and I felt I should tell Molly right away. So I grabbed my bathrobe and headed downstairs, thinking I'd interrupt the conversation in the kitchen just long enough to tell Molly we had nothing to worry about.
As I moved through the living room towards the kitchen I heard a burst of exuberant laughter from the three sisters through the closed swinging door. I smiled to myself, reflecting for the hundredth time on how much they enjoyed one another's company; and instead of heading right into the kitchen I stopped for a moment to eavesdrop on their conversation.
It was totally innocent, I swear. I just couldn't help being curious what they were having so much fun talking about—I hadn't the faintest idea of what I was about to hear.
Voice #1: "Well if he isn't the best, why do you keep wanting to switch with me all the time?"
Voice #2, giggling: "I didn't say Arnie wasn't the best—I just said that he couldn't eat pussy the way Scott does."
Voice #3 (or still #2? I couldn't tell): "Besides, you greedy cow, you still get Arnie more nights each week than either of us—"
"Plus weekends!" another voice interrupted.
"So you should hardly be complaining about your situation." (more laughter)
I stood there in utter shock. To say "I couldn't believe what I was hearing" is to understate it—I was beyond disbelief. Switching? Having sex with each other's husbands?
I sat quietly down on a chair, tried to recover my senses, and tuned back into the conversation.
"...nearly a year, and I just don't think Scott is going to be able to get the job done." (That had to be Molly, I thought.)
"So you're going with Plan B?"
"Yeah, if his sperm count doesn't come back okay. He was tested about a week ago, so we should hear any time."



"How are we going to work it?"
"No problem—I'll just spend a few nights with Ted when I'm most fertile. It's a little boring only being with Scott every night, anyway. And at the end of my cycle, when I'm safe, I want a couple of nights with Arnie."
"No way, Moll, it's not foolproof. You don't get Arnie again until you're knocked up!" (laughter)
It was still too soon for my shock to turn into anger. I tried as hard as I could not to believe the only conclusion I could reach from what I'd heard: that Molly intended to let Ted get her pregnant!
I realized that Ted and I looked quite a lot alike, though he was 3-4 inches taller. We had the same hair and eye color, and the same overall body type, unlike Arnie who was shorter and heavier.
I sat, motionless, horrified, on the chair in the dark living room, confronting the sudden end of my happy marriage. I could barely think—and then I realized the coffee-klatsch in the kitchen was breaking up. I quietly retreated to the bedroom, where I hopped back in bed and lay still.
As stunned as I was, I knew that I could never confront Molly without doing some thinking first. For that matter, who knew which sister would be coming up to sleep with me?! So I calmed my breathing, and when one of the girls slid into bed a few minutes later, she assumed I was already asleep.
I felt a gentle kiss on my cheek, and her soft voice said, "love you, baby", the way Molly so often did last thing before we went to sleep. It was all I could do not to jump up and yell at her. "Oh do you, you cheating whore? Then how do you explain fucking my two brothers-in-law?"
But I lay still, controlling my breathing. Waiting for her to fall asleep. Planning.
****************
Within a few minutes I could hear Molly's—or whoever's—breathing get slow and regular. But I waited a full hour, to be absolutely sure she was sleeping, before I got out of bed.
I thought about how they could have pulled it off, and realized right away that it wouldn't have been tough at all. If they were switching husbands for sex alone, they would have changed clothes during their evening get-togethers. They all worked part-time, as co-managers of an interior design shop, so none of them left their houses in the morning before Arnie, Ted and I. Switching back in the morning would have been easy.
The only difficulty might have been weekends. Either we got to sleep with our own wives on weekends, I figured, or they arranged to make the switch sometime later in the day. But it still would have been possible, since the six of us had a barbecue or a brunch or some kind of get-together nearly every weekend—and if not, a quick trip "to my sister's house to pick up a catalogue she's got for me" or some similar pretext would have worked just as well.
No, figuring out the "how" wasn't difficult. It was the "why" that baffled me.
You might think that we husbands should have been able to tell the difference. I mean, can't you tell your own wife apart from another woman, for Chrissakes? But here's the thing: we had no reason to be suspicious! We had no doubts, or at least I had previously had no doubts, about the identity of the woman in my bed.
And there was something else, I realized. Early in our marriage Molly and I had loved to lie in bed at night, just talking. Either before, after, or instead of sex. We talked about our relationship, our future plans, work, our families—everything under the sun.
But that had changed. I don't know quite when, but several years earlier Molly had begun to discourage late-night conversations. She would come into the bedroom after her get-togethers with her sisters and we'd just go to bed. We might have sex or we might not—but any conversations I tried to start were greeted with, "I'm real tired, honey. Could we talk about it tomorrow?"
In fact, for years now all our important conversations, all our sharing about our days or plans for the future, were at dinner-time or earlier in the evening, never late at night in bed. This must have been a conscious strategy—since the women were switching partners, the less talking that went on the less likely that a wife might be caught not knowing something she should, or failing to remember something from the past.
******
When I was certain "Molly" was asleep I crept into the study, found the ink pad that we use for the deposit stamp on our checking accounts, and got some of the indelible black ink on my finger-tip. Then, returning to the bedroom, I gently made a small mark on her back, on the right side about midway between her shoulder blade and her shoulder. It was no bigger than a pencil eraser—and she would never notice it unless she were carefully examining her back in the mirror.
I went into the bathroom and used soap and warm water on my finger. As I had thought, the ink remained—even hard scrubbing only removed some of it. I worked on it for a while with a pumice stone, until what was left was faint enough that no one would be likely to see it.
Climbing back into bed, I smiled grimly to myself as I contemplated my next move. The worst of the shock had worn off, and I was deeply angry. If what I had understood from the women's conversation was accurate, Molly had betrayed me: thoroughly and systematically, perhaps for years. She and her sisters had put themselves and their common bond ahead of the duty to love and be faithful that they all owed to their husbands.
I felt used; tricked; humiliated. I tried to imagine a way all this could be made right—but I didn't see one.
****************
On Saturday we had a barbecue in the afternoon at Ted's house. I waited for a moment when the women were inside, presumably getting the food ready. Ted was fussing with the grill, and I asked Arnie if he felt like taking a quick walk around the block. He was always a little worried about his weight, so he was happy to get a bit of exercise.
When we were a safe distance from the house I said, "Arnie, if you don't mind I'd like to talk about something personal for a couple of minutes—is that okay?"
"Sure Scott, what's up?"
"Well, first, let's agree that this will be only between us, all right? I don't want Molly or Hannah—or Amy and Ted either, for that matter—to know we had this conversation. So if anybody asks what we were talking about on our walk, let's just say I was feeling you out about next summer's trip, getting your ideas about whether we might go to Greece."
Arnie seemed pleased by the cloak-and-dagger; he grinned and said, "my lips will be sealed."
"It's a little embarrassing, but I wanted to ask about, well, your and Hannah's, uh, sex life. Molly and I make love about once or twice a week, and I frequently wish it could be more. I just wondered whether her sisters were the same."
Arnie clapped a hand on my back heartily and said with a laugh, "afraid you're getting the short end of the stick then, pal! Hannah and I do it every night, pretty much. I guess we miss an occasional night when she has her period, or one of us is really worn out, but other than that it's as regular as clockwork."
He saw the look on my face and chuckled. "Picked the wrong sister, didn't you? Well, how could you have known? Or any of us, for that matter. I guess I just got lucky!"
Keeping a disappointed look on my face, to hide the rage I was feeling, I said, "I guess you did, Arnie. Tell me: has it always been like that? I mean, since the beginning of your marriage?"
He reflected. "Pretty much. Hannah and I have this routine, I guess you'd call it—a little game we play. You know how the girls have their get-togethers in somebody's kitchen, most nights?"
I nodded, and he went on.
"I'm usually in bed, reading or watching TV by the time she gets back. And when she comes into the bedroom she gets this look in her eye and she always says the same thing, in a sexy voice: 'well, big boy, how do you want me tonight?' And I suggest something—you know, cowgirl, or maybe warming up with a backrub or a blow-job—and then we do it.
"Or once in a while she'll come in and say, 'hey, big boy, how about doggie-style?' But almost always it's the exact same line: 'how do you want me tonight?' I know it sounds silly, but as long as I'm getting laid I have no complaints!" He laughed heartily, and I tried to join him.
"One more question," I said. "It used to be that Molly and I would talk a lot in bed, about ourselves, our relationship, that sort of stuff. But in recent years the bedroom has been pretty much only for sex and sleep—we never really just talk any more. Is Hannah like that too?"
"Pretty much. Those 'meaningful', relationship type of conversations we seem to save for other times of day. Doesn't matter much to me, I have to say. But I guess it's pretty much like with you and Molly," he laughed a little, "the bedroom's for fucking, then for falling asleep afterwards."
As we walked back to the house Arnie chattered away, mostly about the Bengals (his one great love apart from Hannah) and I tried to say, "yeah" and "I know" and "really?" at the appropriate moments. But my mind was miles away. In some really cold, dark, desolate place. Getting very, very angry.
****************
I managed to get through the afternoon and evening without blowing my top, although people seemed to notice I was a little withdrawn. I was determined to keep it together for one more day, so I took "Molly" out for Indian food, her favorite, after we left Ted and Amy's, and I tried to be a cheerful companion all evening.
At around 10 "Molly" spent a little time at Amy's with her sisters, as usual, and when she returned and we were getting ready for bed I made a point of coming up behind her, gently rubbing her neck and shoulders, and looking for the ink mark. It wasn't there!
Okay, that's it, I thought. You fucking whore! Whoever you are, it's time for you and your sisters to feel the heat.
"Honey," I said, "how is that scratch on your leg? Let me take a look."
Whichever sister it was, she stiffened a little. "The scratch?" she said carefully.
"Yeah—from yesterday after dinner, when you bumped into the door of the dishwasher," I said, bending down to look at her legs.
"Oh—that!" she said, a bit too casually. "It's fine—it didn't even leave a mark!"
"Yeah, you're right," I replied, looking closely. "I can't see any trace of it. That's great! It really looked nasty at the time."
I straightened up, and I could see her practically sigh in relief. I went into the bathroom to brush my teeth, chuckling to myself. There never had been any scratch—and her reaction only confirmed that whichever sister was in my bedroom tonight was not the one who had been there the night before.
A few minutes later I was lying in bed, waiting for her when she emerged from the bathroom.
"Hey, honey," I said, "let's end tonight the way we did last night—that was fantastic!"
"What you mean, sweetheart?" she replied, looking more than a little wary.
"Don't you remember? You came up from downstairs with this gleam in your eye, and said something like, 'so, big boy, how do you want me tonight?' It was so hot! And I said, 'gee, a blow-job might be nice,' and then you pushed me back on the bed and sucked me and licked me and teased me till I was going crazy, then you climbed on top and rode me like a wild woman. God, it was fantastic! You don't remember this?"
For a moment "Molly" looked utterly stunned. Then she got a pained look on her face, and I could see her thinking fast. "Of course I do, honey—I'm just not sure I'm up for something so energetic again tonight."
"Okay," I said, "let's be slow and gentle instead, if you like. But say those things you said to me last night, all right?"
She slid into bed and immediately embraced me, pulling me close so I couldn't see her face.
"Of course, baby," she murmured. "I'll say whatever you want—I just love turning you on! Which were the things you especially liked?"
I grinned to myself. You're not getting off the hook that easy! "Oh, you know, all of them. What you said while we were doing it."
There was silence from her, as we stroked and caressed each other. I was turned-on in no time, despite how angry I was; but, surprise surprise, "Molly" seemed to be having a tougher time getting into the mood. My usual stroking, licking of her nipples and so on wasn't getting her wet at all.
I pulled back to look at her. "Everything all right, honey?" I asked innocently. "You seem not to be quite with me tonight."
Holding my gaze she said, "sorry, Scott. I guess I'm just a little tired, and my stomach is bothering me—must have been the spicy food. Let's go ahead and make love, but please don't expect me to be wild and crazy again tonight, okay?"
I smiled lovingly and said, "of course, Molly. Let's just do it missionary, nice and gentle. We can save all your hot words for another night."
She kissed me, looking relieved, and I climbed on top of her as she spread her legs. What followed was an utterly ordinary, routinely pleasant married-people fuck. Just like I'd had on countless previous occasions with my wife Molly—or at least I had always thought it was my wife Molly.
****************
Sunday was the day it would hit the fan. The three couples had a date for brunch downtown at Trentino's, a place we all liked, and then we'd head back to Arnie and Hannah's. The men would watch the Bengals game, and the sisters would talk and laugh together all afternoon, as happy as can be.
I kept "Molly" in my sights all morning, making sure she didn't call either of her sisters ahead of time. I figured she was well and truly pissed, thinking that my Friday bed-partner (whoever it was) hadn't adequately briefed her either about the scratch on her leg or the wild sex with me (neither of which had happened, of course).
When we were all seated at Trentino's and the waiter had taken the drink order, it wasn't ten seconds before "Molly" looked meaningfully at one of her sisters and said, "Hannah, I need to powder my nose. Can you keep me company?"
And off they went, "Molly" looking angry and grim, "Hannah" slightly bewildered.
It was several minutes before they returned. This time they looked alike: pale and worried. They fidgeted with their drinks and kept losing track of the conversation. Both of them tried as hard as they could not to look at me, but I could see the tense glances whenever I seemed not to be looking at them.
As I anticipated, "Molly" must have accused "Hannah" of not letting her know what she and I had done the previous night. "Hannah" had told her no such things happened. And the two of them had started to be worried—very worried.
Only "Amy" seemed unaffected at first, chattering away happily to her sisters and to us. But after a few minutes she picked up on the mood—she didn't know what was up, but it was crystal clear that something was wrong.
When we'd finished our eggs Benedicts and our salmon omelettes and our Belgian waffles, she said to "Hannah" with elaborate casualness, "Han, one of my contacts is really bothering me—can you come take a look?"
And when the two of them returned a few minutes later, there were three pale and tense-looking sisters at the table, none of them looking at me or doing very well at participating in our conversation.
Their nervousness and misery persisted all afternoon, to my immense pleasure. While Ted and Arnie and I enjoyed watching the Bengals win one for a change (over the Browns, who were even more woeful this year than the home team), the girls huddled at the far end of the house. We didn't hear a word from them for three hours, and when it was time to leave neither of my two sisters-in-law could look me in the eye as we hugged goodbye.
And it was a quiet dinner at our house, even though I reveled in putting on a cheerful façade, telling "Molly" amusing little stories about colleagues at work or talking about our vacation plans for the upcoming year. She could barely manage to smile, or to offer one-word replies at the appropriate moments. I could tell she was terrified.
All evening, while we cleaned up the kitchen and watched TV, I pretended that everything was fine, while I watched "Molly" watch me with fear and dread in her eyes. Around 9:15 she said, "honey, I'm going to go over to Hannah's for a little while, okay?"
"Sure, babe. While you're gone I'll probably pack up my things and put them in my car. Of course, the furniture and stuff I'll need a truck for, so I'll do that later in the week."
The color disappeared from her face. "Scott, what do...what are you talking about? Why do you need to pack up your things?"
Casually I said, "because I'm leaving, of course. You don't expect me to keep living in the house with a lying, cheating whore, do you?"
She gasped, and stared at me. "Honey, I don't...I don't, understand what...."
I just watched her, and her words trailed off. Of course she understood, and she didn't know how to finish the sentence.
"See ya when you get back," I said, and turned away towards the stairs.
"No, Scott, wait!" she cried out, her voice trembling, but I ignored her and went off to pack. I figured her first step would be to call her sisters, and I was right. No more than three minutes later "Molly" appeared at the bedroom door and said, "honey, Amy and Hannah are here. Could you come down and talk with us?"
She looked terrible—her cheeks were stained with tears and her make-up had run. She looked deeply frightened and unhappy, and for a moment, just a brief one, I even felt bad for her.
"Yeah," I replied, turning away, "I'll be down in a minute."
I made a quick stop in the den for my digital voice-recorder, a little one about the size of a cigarette pack that I used for dictating notes sometimes in the car. I set it to record and slipped it into my pocket.
When I got to the kitchen the three women were already sitting at the table, looking tense and miserable. I sat down, looked from one to the other, and said, "so?"
There was a long silence. None of them wanted to begin. Finally "Molly" said, "Scott, you know how much I love you, right?"
"I'm sorry," I said coolly, "which sister are you?"
"I'm Molly," she cried, "your wife!"
"Oh, really? Hold still a minute please."
I went around behind her and checked her back—no black mark. I checked the other two sisters, and there it was on one of them. They watched me uncomprehendingly.
I sat down again. "Okay," I said. "For the sake of argument let's say you're Molly. Then where were you sleeping on Friday night when your sister here" (and I pointed to the one with the mark on her back) "was in bed with me?"
They all stared at me.
"Take your time," I said, "I'm in no hurry. I'm sure there's a perfectly reasonable explanation for why at least two, if not three, of you spent the night in my bed over the past three nights."
A long silence. "Molly" began to cry, while the other two just looked grim.
I made as if to get up. "I've got packing to do," I said.
"No, wait!" "Molly" said quickly. "I'll explain, I will! Only...only, please, Scott—please give me a chance to make you understand."
I considered yelling at her that it was a bit too late for explanations, but I realized that I actually wanted to hear what she'd say—what sort of twisted rationalization the three of them could offer for what they'd been doing. And, for that matter, whether they'd tell me the truth.
I waited, but "Molly" was crying too hard to speak. One of her sisters began instead.
"It was...just a silly game, Scott. It started as kidding, and...I don't know, it, took on a life of its own."
"And you are...?"
"Hannah. Listen, it was just teasing, kidding around, you know? About a month ago. We were joking about each other's husbands, you know, what we love about you, what we don't love so much—and we started to talk about sex.



"And somehow we got the idea of, of...trying each of you out. You know, switching. I guess it must sound like a pretty bad idea now—but we were just teasing each other, challenging each other, like 'you're too chicken to do it', and then...well, after a couple of weeks it got more serious."
Molly and Amy were watching Hannah now. She went on.
"Anyway, Friday night was the night. We switched clothes when we met here in the kitchen, and went off to each other's houses. Amy was with you, I was with Ted, and Molly was with Arnie. Then Saturday we switched back at the barbecue.
"It was stupid, Scott—we all realize that now! And you must be really furious; but please give Molly a chance to make it up to you. She loves you so much! Just look at how miserable she is." She pointed at her sister, who was crying steadily.
"So," I said, "Amy was with me, while Molly was with Arnie?" They all nodded.
I turned to Amy. "So how was it, Amy? How did sex with me compare to sex with good ol' Ted?"
Amy looked stupified. "I don't...it was...I don't know, Scott. It was great, actually."
"Yeah? Great? Please refresh my memory—how did we do it? What happened, exactly?"
Amy couldn't meet my eye. "I...I don't actually, uh, remember, it was..."
"Just two nights ago, the first time in your married life you swap husbands with one of your sisters, and you can't remember what we did? What, have you got early Alzheimer's or something?"
I turned back to Hannah. "Nice try, Hannah, but your story is total bullshit. Yes, it was Amy in my bed on Friday night, because I put a black ink mark on her back after she fell asleep and it's still there, but we didn't have sex at all.
"And I wish you hadn't tried to insult my intelligence, on top of everything else you three cunts have done, by trying to lie to me about this being the first time. You think I don't know that you three have voted Arnie the best fuck?"
They gasped, but I ignored them and went on. "You think I don't know that he's getting laid seven nights a week by one of the three of you, while I'm getting it less than twice a week? I get the consolation prize, though, don't I—I get to lick your pussies for you when you feel like it!"
I stopped, to see how they'd take it. Molly was sobbing almost hysterically, while her sisters just looked grim. I was running out of patience, but I wanted them to confess the truth.
"You get one more try," I said. "One more try to tell me the truth. And this time I want to hear it from Molly. How long have you been fucking each other's husbands?"
She looked at me, red-eyed, imploring, and I waited. The room was silent.
Finally she looked away from me, down at the table. "For years. Since just after Hannah and Arnie's wedding."
More silence. I waited.
Hannah spoke up. "It wasn't her fault, Scott. Amy and I insisted."
"But it was only once in a while, Scott!" Molly insisted. "Like, a couple of times a year."
"Okay," I said, "so then what?"
No one wanted to answer me. "So it gradually got more frequent?"
"Yes," Amy said reluctantly.
"So the three of you have been sharing the three husbands regularly—like a little round-robin? Is that right, Molly?" She nodded, miserably.
"And when did it turn into seven nights a week of pussy for Arnie, and an occasional mercy fuck for me?"
She wouldn't answer me, or look at me.
"How many of Arnie's seven nights were with you each week, Molly?"
"One or two," she murmured.
"Just wonderful," I said. I'd heard about all I could stand, and there was no reason to listen to any more.
"It was just...just sex, honey," she said, looking at me imploringly. "It had nothing to do with love—nothing to do with the way I love you, the way we love each other."
"Oh? And nothing to do with getting pregnant either, I suppose?"
She gasped, and her sisters looked alarmed.
"Scott, what are you...?"
"You think I don't know, my dear devoted wife, that you were going to get yourself knocked up by Ted, since you didn't think I could do the job?"
She shrieked, "no, Scott!" and got up, coming around the table to hug me.
I stood up and shoved her away from me, and she stumbled against the refrigerator.
"You bitch—don't you EVER touch me again! You've betrayed me in just about every way it's possible to betray a husband, with the help of your two fucking slut sisters. Now the three of you can share Arnie and Ted—unless you decide to add a new guy to your stable when you need your cunts eaten!"
And before they could answer I had slammed through the swinging door and was out of the kitchen.
****************
I grabbed my suitcase and headed out the front door without seeing them again, though I could hear the crying in the kitchen. I spent an angry, sleepless night in a room at the Hyatt, and in the morning I took the day off work and went to see my attorney, then to the bank. And I arranged to meet Arnie and Ted for lunch—I made it sound urgent enough that Ted cancelled a meeting he had scheduled.
We sat in a booth at a diner and ordered sandwiches, then I wasted no further time.
"Guys, I don't know if you're going to believe this, but our wives have been cheating on us. More specifically, they've been bed-hopping with the three of us. It appears it's been going on for years now."
Arnie was completely shocked—but to my surprise, Ted only nodded and said, "I had an idea something like that was going on. I didn't want to believe it, but..."
We both gaped at him. "What made you suspect?" I said.
"There were just too many times when Amy forgot something—when she didn't recall a conversation from earlier in the day, or the night before. I wasn't sure, of course, and I wasn't going to make an accusation before I had hard evidence.
"So I've been keeping some notes about things she's forgotten. I figured when I had something a little more conclusive, I would talk to the two of you guys.
"Anyway, how did you find out?" he asked.
I told them about the conversation I'd overheard, then about the trick with the ink mark. Ted looked thoughtful, while Arnie kept saying, "incredible—fucking incredible!"
When I'd finished he said, "are you SURE, Scott? I mean, this is so nuts!"
I said, "here's a recording of the conversation I had with the three of them last night," and I played the tape without further comment.
When it was done we looked at one another, grimly; and then began to talk seriously. Both Arnie and Ted called their offices and said they wouldn't be in that afternoon.
I said I was divorcing Molly—no way back, I said. They weren't yet sure what they would do. We talked for a couple of hours, and I was aware that, ironically, I'd never felt closer to my two brothers-in-law. They were both really great guys, and I was going to miss them.
****************
I found an apartment I liked, came back with a truck and took a few pieces of our furniture, and moved into it. I got the rest of my clothes and things out of the house by the end of the week. Molly had been calling me repeatedly, at work and on my cell. I told the office assistant to refuse her calls, and arranged for a new cell number. Keeping my apartment phone number unlisted turned out to be a good idea, too.
And I filed for divorce and made plans to get on with my life. On Thursday I had a really weird conversation with Barbara, one of my friends from work. I guess everyone in the office could see I was distracted and angry, but she finally asked me about it.
I pretty much told her the whole story, and her face showed a mix of surprise, sympathy, and a kind of twisted pleasure. That pissed me off, and I said so.
"I'm sorry, Scott!" she said. "I'm certainly not happy about what they did to you.
"It's just that..." She looked a little embarrassed. "It's just that, well, I always had the idea that you and I might...y'know, make a good couple."
I stared at her. Barbara was not only a good person, generous and fun—she was also tall and very pretty. I'd always been vaguely aware of how attractive she was, but I was so in love with Molly I really hadn't thought about it much.
Now, suddenly, it seemed to be worth thinking about. She and I talked a while longer. We left it all up in the air, but Barbara could see I was thinking about her in a whole new way.
********
Through my attorney, Molly begged and pleaded to see me, to have a chance to explain. I was sure there wasn't a damn thing she could say to me that would make the slightest difference, but I met with her anyway. And I was right.
We were in my attorney's conference room, alone—about six weeks after I moved out. I was sitting and waiting when she came in, looking sad but still very beautiful. I waited for her to sit.
"So, Molly," I said, "how have you been? Has Ted gotten you pregnant yet?"
She flushed. "No Scott—I'm not having sex with Ted, or with anyone. And I'm not going to get pregnant with anyone but you."
"You know," I said, "the night I overheard you in the kitchen, I was on my way in to tell you that Dr. Randall said my sperm count was fine. A little low, but plenty strong enough to make babies. There would have been no need to rely on Ted's help.
"On the other hand, you were fucking him and Arnie regularly anyway, so I guess it doesn't make much difference either way."
She was already near tears. "Please, Scott—can you let me explain? Can you let me say how sorry I am, how awful I feel?"
"Do you think you feel worse than I do, Molly?" She looked at me sadly, and shook her head.
"Okay," I said, with a sigh. "Go ahead. But do me a favor—don't tell me how much you love me. Don't tell me that what you did had nothing to do with you and me. Just don't, all right?"
"But Scott, it DIDN'T have anything to do with you and me! It was, I don't know, just a crazy thing that Hannah and Amy and I did. That we'd always done, ever since high school. Our little game, not meant to hurt anyone."
"You did this with all your boyfriends?"
"Pretty much—with everyone that any of us dated for any length of time. We've always been so close, and it...and I guess it, I don't know, made us closer. We shared everything—clothes, gossip, friends, even boyfriends."
I sat still and let her go on. What the hell, I was learning something.
"When you and I got married I figured it would stop—and it did, for several years."
"Wait a minute," I said. "Were your sisters fucking me while you and I were dating?"
She blushed. "Yes—two or three times. I didn't really want to, especially once it got serious between us—but we'd always shared in the past and they were pretty insistent."
"Well," I said sarcastically, "I guess I must have passed the test, because you didn't dump me."
She didn't say anything.
"Molly, you just don't get it, do you? You played me for a fool, just so you and your sisters could have your fun. You fucked Arnie instead of me—for years!—because he was better in bed than I was. Have you even begun to think through how that makes me feel? What the hell is so great about him, anyway?
"No, wait, don't answer that—I don't want to hear it!"
Her lip was trembling. "Scott, I know, it was...awful. But, you know, you got to have sex with all three of us."
"But I didn't know it! You moron, haven't you figured that out yet?!
"Even if we had talked about swapping around—which I never would have agreed to, but never mind that—if we had decided to do that, I would have had the pleasure and excitement of sex with other women. But I didn't know they weren't you, Molly—to me it was always you. Not someone new and exciting. Just the woman I loved, more than anything."
I was getting more and more exasperated. How could she have so little understanding of what she and her sisters had done?
"Listen," I said, "it's simple. I was your husband. You were supposed to put me ahead of anyone else—our relationship was supposed to come before your relationships with anyone else. And it didn't.
"You put Hannah and Amy before me. You put screwing Arnie before me. You were going to let Ted get you pregnant without a word to me, for Chrissakes!
"And now you can have them. But you won't have me."
I'd really had enough. I got up to leave the room.
Sobbing, she said, "but baby, I don't want them! I don't want my sisters, I want you!"
"Well," I said, "isn't that sweet? After all these years, you've decided to choose me over your sisters. But now you don't get to choose—I do. And I choose to be without the woman who's been lying to me and cheating on me, who's made a complete fool of me for years. Have a nice life."
She buried her face in her hands, crying loudly, but made no attempt to stop me as I headed out the door.
****************
After that conversation it suddenly felt like it would be easier to move on. Barbara and I started dating, and after the third date I discovered that there were other women in the world besides Molly (or her sisters) whom I could enjoy having sex with.
Barbara was energetic and appreciative, and our first night in her bed turned into a whole weekend. It was hot and it was fun—and whether it would lead to anything serious I had no idea. But it sure as hell made me feel better about myself.
We're still seeing each other—and having sex a lot—but taking it slow. Barbara is smart enough to understand how jumbled up things are for me right now, and she's not putting any pressure on me, which I appreciate.
Arnie decided not to throw Hannah out—not so surprising, I guess. He was the girls' first choice in bed, after all, and the revelations about what they'd been up to weren't nearly as devastating to him as they were to Ted and me. But he did make Hannah grow her hair long, so she could never again switch with her sisters without him knowing.
He told her if she ever fucked around on him again—with me, Ted, or anyone else—she'd be out on her ear without a penny. And he said he wouldn't mind continuing to fuck Amy or Molly once in a while—but when HE felt like it, not on their schedule. Arnie told me Hannah looked pretty pissed-off when he said that, but she kept her mouth shut.
"She knows she's on pretty thin ice right now," he said to me with a grin.
Ted found a way to give Amy the most pain of all, though he didn't do it deliberately. He lined up a really good job in Chicago and told Amy he was moving up there in three weeks.
"You can move up there with me, and we'll find a counselor and try to fix our marriage," he said to her. "Or you can stay in Cincinnati with your sisters. You choose."
Now Amy is in agony. She can't let go of Ted, but she can't live without being around her sisters, either. Too damn bad, if you ask me. Fuck her—fuck all three of them.
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I watched them as they walked into my office. A very attractive couple. They both looked unhappy, of course; couples who are happy don't come to see a marriage counselor.
But I watched their body language carefully, looking for clues to the specific nature of their problems. They settled into the two matching chairs across from my desk, and we made our introductions.
"Welcome--I'm Dr. Tom Everett--please call me Tom."
After a mutual glance at one another, the wife spoke first. "I'm Leanne Seidler."
She stopped, and after a moment her husband said, "and I'm Mark Gleason."
"Nice to meet you both," I said, and stood up again to shake both their hands. Then there were a few moments of silence.
Leanne was a striking woman, perhaps 5'8", with wavy black hair just past her shoulders and dark, expressive eyes. She was wearing a sweater tight enough to show that she had prominent breasts, and her legs were shapely as well--a lot of them could be seen with the relatively short skirt she was wearing.
I wouldn't have said Leanne was beautiful, exactly--not in the way that a model is--but she was very attractive, and gave off an air of sensuality. Beyond that, however, she seemed frustrated and defensive. The way she held herself, sitting there in my office, seemed closed and wary. Was she dealing with guilt or with rage? Or both? I couldn't tell.
Mark was a very handsome man, about 6'2". He had sandy hair and blue eyes, and a kind of rugged good looks that I imagined got him a great deal of female attention. He had a strong jaw and looked well-built in an athletic way. I wondered if he'd played tight end in college.
Unlike Leanne, however, his unhappiness manifested itself in a resigned, somewhat defeated look. His posture slumped, in marked contrast to Leanne's attitude of tension.
"Well," I said after a few moments, "let me ask you just a couple of questions to begin, if you don't mind. Mark, what kind of work do you do, and how long have you and Leanne been married?"
"I'm an architect--but also a builder. It's a little complicated. I originally got an engineering degree, then I worked in construction for a while, building houses. I went back to school for an architecture degree about ten years ago, and now I design houses, but I'm still involved on the building end as well."
He spoke without much energy, as though his answers didn't matter all that much.
"Leanne and I have been married just under four years. It's a second marriage for each of us. I was married to a woman for just a couple of years, right after college; but it turned out we didn't have much in common."
He stopped, and I turned to Leanne.
"Leanne, do you also work?"
She gave me a smile that would have been appealing had it not been so tense.
"Yes, I'm a real-estate agent for Century 21. I handle residential properties in the Evanston and Winnetka area, which is also where we live."
Then more silence. These first meetings with couples generally go one of two ways. Sometimes the husband and wife are bursting to tell their stories, and I have to slow them down and keep them from talking at once, or screaming at each other. Then there's the other way, as with Mark and Leanne--nobody wants to come out and say what they're here for, and I've got to drag it out of them.
"Okay," I said. "Well, as you know, I'm a licensed psychotherapist and my practice includes a lot of marriage counseling as well. I got my Ph.D. from Northwestern, and I've been practicing here in Chicago for about 15 years or so.
"I'll be happy to tell you more about my background if you'd like, but why don't we get to the reason you have come to see me. How can I help?"
There was an awkward tension, as Mark and Leanne glanced at one another. Neither seemed eager to speak.
Finally Mark said, "we're having...marital problems. Sexual ones, I mean. I've been having...difficulty performing." He was staring at the carpet in front of my desk.
"Lately I've been sleeping in the guest room. It just feels too difficult sometimes, being with..." He waved his hand vaguely towards Leanne but let his voice drift off without finishing the sentence. I looked at Leanne and saw that her tension had increased.
"Has this been a problem throughout your marriage, or is it something that started happening recently?" I spoke matter-of-factly, trying to convey the attitude that we were talking about something not particularly serious.
He looked up at me now. "Just recently. About six or seven weeks ago. I caught..." He stopped, cleared his throat and went on. "I came home early from a trip and saw... saw my wife with another man."
Leanne practically leapt from her chair. "We have an...arrangement. Mark and I. He knows that I...see other men, sometimes."
Again keeping my face bland and neutral, I nodded to Leanne and looked back at Mark. He looked even more pained, but nodded his head in agreement.
"Yes, we...agreed before our marriage that Leanne could.... But it's always been very discreet. I never saw it, never heard about it."
Again Leanne jumped in. "It was kind of a 'don't ask, don't tell'. I knew that Mark didn't want to...to know anything about it, so I made sure it never intersected with our married life at all."
Once more I looked over to Mark, to see whether this was his view of things. Kind of reluctantly he nodded his head.
"Leanne was...she's been very good about...keeping her other activities private and discreet. I never knew anything about...the specifics. Until that afternoon."
I waited for one of them to continue, but the silence returned. Mark looked deeply withdrawn into himself, while Leanne practically simmered with tension.
"And since that time it's been...difficult?" I prompted.
Mark just glanced at me and nodded, clearly not wanting to say anything further.
Leanne burst out, "I've done everything I can! I love making love with Mark, and I..." She stopped for a moment, looking over at her husband.
"I've been encouraging, I've been patient; I've...given him oral a lot. But sometimes it seems like...like Mark doesn't even WANT to..."
"That's not true!" Mark came to life suddenly, showing the first energy I'd seen since he entered my office.
"I do want to. I love Leanne, and I..." He stopped, and the energy seemed to leak back out of him. "I just keep...seeing them, and it...
"It just...takes away my confidence, I guess."
Leanne had tears in her eyes. She reached across to hold Mark's hand, but he gave his to her very unwillingly. After a minute or so she let it go.
While I prefer to work with both halves of a couple together, it already seemed clear that that wasn't going to work in this case. There were deep feelings on both sides that neither Mark nor Leanne felt comfortable simply expressing in front of one another.
"All right," I said, with what I hoped was a reassuring smile. " I think the best way forward would be for me to meet privately with each of you first, before we all meet together again." I spoke confidently, as though I used this procedure all the time.
"Would it be possible for each of you to schedule two one-hour meetings with me this week and two more next week?"
After a bit of hesitation they both nodded, Leanne more eagerly than her husband, and we worked out the details of days and times.
As they left my office I again studied their body language. Leanne reached briefly around Mark's waist to hug him, but he didn't respond. When they got to my office door he held it for her, but routinely, without any particular tenderness or attention.
Things were clearly in a very bad way. I was glad Mark and Leanne had come to me, but not at all confident I could succeed in helping them put their relationship back together.
MARK GLEASON'S STORY
In our private meetings without Leanne in the room it was far easier to get Mark to talk. He was still unhappy and discouraged, but his body language and energy level were less defeated. I was happy to see that he trusted me enough to tell me his story with what sounded like a reasonable degree of honesty. I could also see traces of the robust, healthy and strong man who must have attracted Leanne in the first place.
Mark grew up in Ohio, the oldest son of a carpenter and a school-teacher. He was always tall, athletic and good-looking, and had been something of a Golden Boy. As a midfielder in lacrosse he was All-State his last two years of high school, and went on to play lacrosse at Miami University of Ohio, where he was an All-Conference player for three years.
He was a good but not spectacular student, graduating with an engineering major and a high B average. He'd done construction work during the summers, so when he moved to the Chicago area after graduation he had no trouble finding a good job with a home-building company. His combination of practical experience and engineering training soon attracted the attention of the chief architect.
After six years with the company Mark went back to school for his architecture degree, then returned to work as a combination architect and construction supervisor. This mixture of intellectual and physical work suited him, and kept him in terrific shape.
And as for his romantic and sexual life?
"I always seemed to be attractive to girls, I guess. Even in high school. Being a lacrosse star helped, but there were always girls dying to go out with me. Even the cutest ones, the cheerleaders.
"I lost my virginity my junior year with Elly Harmon. She was my girlfriend for about a year, and we had sex together a lot. When we broke up, in the middle of my senior year, I played the field. I must have slept with nearly a dozen other girls by the time I graduated.
"It was pretty much the same in college. Sometimes I was in a relationship, sometimes just dating. But there were always women who wanted to have sex with me, and I was happy to take them up on it!
"I wasn't a Don Juan--I certainly didn't set out to seduce and abandon girls. But I loved girls and I loved sex, and if they wanted to go to bed with me I was ready, willing and eager."
In his senior year Mark fell in love with Catherine Kubek, a fellow senior, and they got married right after graduation. The marriage lasted less than two years, and Mark didn't seem to have much regrets about it.
"We just didn't have much in common, I guess, once the excitement and all the passion wore off. We didn't even fight much, just drifted apart. It was a friendly divorce, no hard feelings. She got remarried and moved to California, near San Jose I think. It was quite a while ago."
At the age of 25, Mark was a single man again, and he happily played the field in the big city of Chicago for a few years. As before, there were lots of interested women--some turned into girlfriends, others were just brief flings.
Here he stopped and looked at me. "It's ironic, actually. I've always had success with women, and always felt confident and in control in bed, you know, sexually.
"It's not that I'm some master of the sexual arts--but women I've had sex with have always acted as though it was great, and so I never worried a bit about whether I was a good lover. Just assumed I was.
"But now, with this thing with Leanne.... That's what's so hard, I guess. A lifetime of feeling confident about myself, and now...now it seems like it's gone forever."
"Tell me about how you and Leanne got together."
As he spoke about his wife, and their early days together, the energy and excitement came back into his voice a little. It was clear that he was remembering happy times--happier than the ones he was experiencing now.
They met, not surprisingly, because she handled the marketing of some of the houses his company built. The very first time they went out for an after-work drink Mark could feel the spark.
"She wasn't the most beautiful woman I'd ever dated, though she is very beautiful. But there's such an energy to her! Leanne is so full of life--her laughter, her gestures, the way she flirts."
He laughed, a little bitterly. "She flirts a lot--always has. And at the time it didn't bother me a bit. I was confident, as I told you, and it was kind of exciting to be with a woman who flaunted her sexuality a little.
"It was never over the top. I never ever felt she was coming on to other guys or trolling for dates while we were together--just that she knew she was sexy, knew that men wanted her, and didn't mind letting them see that she knew it."
Mark said he probably could have taken her to bed after their first date, but he held back. He already had a feeling that Leanne was special, and he didn't want to rush it. For their second date, on a Friday night, he made her dinner at his apartment.
"I pulled out all the stops--I'm a pretty good cook, and I really wanted to impress her, so I made some fancy stuff, had a nice bottle of wine, you know what I mean."
That date ended with snuggling together in front of the fire, then with a night of love-making in Mark's bed. Leanne stayed with him all the next day and night, leaving only to go home for a change of clothes. Almost instantly, he said, they seemed to be in the middle of an intense love-affair.
"I was just crazy about her--not only sexually, but talking to her, just holding her hand. Doing typical lovebird things, like wandering through antique shops or sitting in the park having a picnic. She was smart, funny, so sexy, and endlessly interesting."
Their sex life was terrific from the very beginning, according to Mark. Leanne was obviously experienced--which didn't bother him at all, since he was too--and she was eager and skillful. They made love gently, lingeringly, or at other times they fucked each other's brains out. Both of them enjoyed oral sex, either as foreplay or occasionally instead of intercourse. And Leanne was up for anything Mark wanted to try: unusual positions, making love outdoors one night in a local park, even doing it once with her sitting on his lap in an adult movie theater, while the dirty old men in raincoats looked on enviously.
They saw each other 2-3 times a week for several months. Always they spent at least one day and night of the weekend together, at her apartment or his; but when Mark suggested once that they live together, Leanne told him she wasn't quite ready for that yet, and he backed off.
"I knew she was the woman for me, though. I was 34, I'd been single for nine years, and I was ready to settle down for good with this incredible lady."
After eight months of dating, Mark took Leanne for a picnic one summer day in a park on the shore of Lake Michigan. After a leisurely lunch together in the shade on a blanket, he pulled out an engagement ring and asked her to marry him.
"She reacted so strangely! She looked at me in surprise, then smiled, gave me a huge kiss, then started to cry! She said, 'oh Mark, I love you' a bunch of times, but she didn't say 'yes'.
"And then, still crying, she said, 'let's get back to my apartment this second. I need you, sweetheart, and I don't want to wait another minute'."
So they returned to her apartment, and she made love to Mark with an intensity and tenderness that went beyond anything he'd ever experienced before. It was, he said, the most totally satisfying experience, physically and emotionally, he'd ever had.
"I'd never felt so close to her--to anyone. Never felt so completely loved. We fell asleep for a while in each other's arms. It was the happiest moment of my life, I think. Everything felt perfect, even though I vaguely remembered she hadn't agreed to marry me yet."
When they woke up they showered together, and Mark smilingly reminded Leanne of his proposal. To his shock, she got a serious look on her face and said they needed to talk. They dried off, dressed, and she led him to the sofa.
" 'Mark,' she said to me, 'this is the hardest thing I've ever had to do in my whole life. Please just listen to me, okay, before you say anything? God, I'm so afraid you're just going to get up and walk out of my life!
" 'I love you, totally--completely. And I want so much to marry you. But...but you need to know something about me first. And after you know it, I don't know if you'll ever want to see me again.'
"I had no idea what she was going to say, and I started to protest that nothing could change my feelings for her, but she cut me off.
" 'Just listen first, okay? I'm...I've... Jesus, I don't know how to say it.
" 'All my life I've needed...variety. Different people. Sexually, I mean.
" 'I learned a long time ago that complete sexual monogamy just...doesn't work for me. I've never cheated on anybody in my life--but the times I've tried to stay faithful to one man, to my high-school boyfriend and then later to Adam (her first husband), I was...I just found out I couldn't be happy that way.'
"I was staring at her in complete shock," Mark continued. "I was thinking, has she been sleeping with other guys while we've been going out? And I started to get furious--but I realized we'd never discussed it. I had never asked her to be exclusive with me or told her I was being exclusive with her, though I was. I hadn't even thought about another woman since our second date.
"Well, it turned out Leanne HAD been seeing--let's call it what it is, fucking--had been fucking other guys while she and I were having our love affair.
"She was very vague about it--no numbers, no specifics. It was clear that it was just for sex, just for the thrill of doing it with someone new. There had obviously been more than one during the eight months we'd been together, but I don't know how many. Five? Ten? Forty? I had no idea--she didn't say, and I almost instantly realized I didn't want to know.
"Leanne could see that I was stunned--and hurt. She repeatedly told me how much she loved me, how she'd never felt so deeply for anyone before. She explained over and over that her sexual encounters with other men were fun and exciting but superficial. They didn't connect to her emotional life at all, though they obviously did fill some important need for her. The need for excitement, I guess, or the need to feel attractive. I guess she'll tell you all about it....
"Anyway, she assured me that she would love to spend her life with me, but that she would need to have the freedom to continue to...fuck other guys.
" 'Only from time to time, baby!' she told me. 'Never anything ongoing, no love affairs, nothing serious. Just pure sex, pure physical sex.'
"I was just sitting there, stunned, you know? Probably looking at her like she had two heads. And she was crying a little, and holding my hand, and continually telling me how much she loved me.
" 'I would be totally discreet--just like I've been up til now, sweetheart. It wouldn't ever be anyone we knew socially, no one from work--just something private and separate from our life together. And you would never know a thing about it, never even have to think about it, unless you wanted to.'
"Finally she ran out of words, and we sat there. Her looking affectionate and incredibly anxious, me probably looking like a piano just fell on my head.
"When I pulled myself together to speak I probably sounded pretty stupid. I said something like, 'you mean you've been...seeing other guys since we've been together?'
"And she nodded and said, 'yes, baby. But you've never known, right? And you've never felt the least bit insecure about my love, or how much I want you? God, you must know how crazy you make me in bed!' And she leaned over and gave me a crushing hug, kissing me on the cheek and the neck.
"I was still in shock. I said, 'and you want... You want me to agree to let you...fuck other people after we're married?'
"She just looked at me, sadly, and then she nodded her head.
" 'I just can't...do the total fidelity bit, Mark. I know myself well enough to know I can't be happy that way.



" 'But you would never have to know! I would never, ever do anything to embarrass you, I swear! It would only be while we weren't together, and when we were together you would have all of me. Just the way you've had all of me every minute we've been together, since that first night you made dinner for me.'
"I knew I had to get out of there. It felt suddenly like I was in the middle of a nightmare, and unable to wake up. I told Leanne I needed to think, and that I'd be in touch. She tried to get me to stay, to talk further about it, but I just gave her a quick kiss and got the hell out of there. I was in total shock."
Not surprisingly, Leanne's revelation completely threw Mark for a loop. It was several days before he could even bring himself to call her, though she had left him a number of affectionate and concerned messages. He could barely focus on his work, with all the thoughts running through his head.
And one thought above all: "Could I have been so wrong about Leanne? Have I been totally blind to what kind of person she is?"
The kind of promiscuous lifestyle that Leanne was insisting on continuing was totally at odds with everything he understood about her: that she was loving, considerate, thoughtful, and devoted to him. Mark just couldn't put the contradictory pieces together, and it drove him crazy.
Finally, after nearly a week, he called Leanne and they met for lunch.
"My heart lurched at the sight of her, when I picked her up. She was so beautiful, and I realized again how much I loved her.
"When we were waiting for our food to come she took my hand across the table, and said, 'I've really missed you, Mark.'
"Before I could stop myself I said, 'how many...' and then stopped. I was going to ask, 'how many guys have you fucked in the last week?' It was halfway out of my mouth, and then I stopped. I knew I didn't want to know.
"I excused myself, went to the Men's Room, washed my face, tried to calm down, and then went back to the table, and we talked about other things."
After they'd eaten, Mark told her how much trouble he was having with her insistence on being with other men.
"It revolted me and frightened me, quite frankly," he said to me. "I had always been a confident lover, and now I was wracked with doubts that I couldn't satisfy the woman I loved. I obviously wasn't enough for her, or why would she want to fuck other people?"
All Leanne could do was reassure him, over and over again. This had nothing to do with him, she said--he was a fantastic lover and she was completely satisfied with him, in bed and out. This had to do with her own needs, for something exciting and spontaneous and totally separate from their relationship.
And she asked Mark if they could just continue seeing one another? Step back a little, go back to dating, spending nights together sometimes, and see how it went? She told him she was sure that he'd realize how deeply she cared for him, and how her other "activities" were no threat to their relationship.
" 'Please don't give up on me, baby,' she said.
"As crazy as it may seem, I decided to give it a chance. I'd been thinking all week of how much I loved Leanne, more than any woman I'd ever known, and I couldn't imagine not being with her. So I told myself, what did I have to lose?"
One of Mark's ground rules to Leanne was that they wouldn't talk any further about her involvement with other men. He didn't want to know anything at all about it, and was counting on her to keep her activities completely hidden from him.
"I know that I've always been good at denying unpleasant things, pushing them away and pretending they don't exist. I probably got it from my father, who is the same way. During my junior year of college my mother got breast cancer, which she died of after a year and half. I still remember all those meetings between the doctor and me, my father and my sister.
"The doctor would spell out my mom's condition in detail, and the prognosis. And when we three talked about it afterwards, it was like my father and I had never even been in the room! My sister would say, 'you don't remember the doctor said she only had three months to live?' or something like that, and my father and I would both shake our heads.
"We both just had a need to protect ourselves emotionally, I guess, and we did it by repressing painful things. And I did the same thing with Leanne's 'flings', I guess I can call them.
"I guess that another man in the same situation might have wanted to talk it all out: establish all sorts of rules with Leanne, like no more than so many flings in a month, or never in our house, or always use condoms. But I just didn't want to know anything--I felt like closing my eyes and sticking my fingers in my ears.
"Actually, I did know about condoms, because Leanne always insisted on them. It was a big deal when we decided to stop using them together: when things were getting serious between us, she started taking the pill. We went and got tested for STDs, and when we both turned out clean we celebrated with our first bareback sex.
"So I knew, without asking, that she must be using condoms with the other guys as well.
"Otherwise, though, I insisted that this be a forgotten topic, not to be spoken about again. And Leanne readily agreed--she was so eager to please me, willing to do anything to keep us together. And so we just dropped the subject.
"Actually," he recalled, "that's not totally true. I brought it up one more time with her, about a week later. I asked her whether I didn't have sex with her often enough, whether that was the reason she needed to have other guys. And she looked at me lovingly, kind of sadly, and said No, it had nothing to do with that, she loved our sexual relationship just the way it was.
"It was more like needing a massage, she said, or a vigorous game of racketball. Just a physical release that had nothing to do with love, nothing at all to do with the way we felt about one another.
"I can't say I found that a satisfactory response--but there was nothing to do but let it drop."
After that lunchtime conversation, Mark and Leanne's relationship gradually regained its footing. They took it very slow, backing off to just one date every week or two for a while. At first Mark wasn't sure he wanted to continue having sex her right away--perhaps a combination of resentment and a new insecurity about his performance.
Every time they were together, he couldn't keep from thinking about who she might have been fucking in the days since he'd last seen her--what they might have done with her, whether they'd turned her on more than he could.
But Leanne was too loving and sexy to resist for long, and when they fell back into bed again their lovemaking was as passionate and satisfying as it had ever been. Somewhat to Mark's disbelief, he found within a few months that things with Leanne were as great as they had been before.
"Like I said, I was good at denying, and I'd had plenty of experience. It wasn't that I forgot what Leanne might be doing when we weren't together. In fact at first I thought about it all the time, every day we were apart. Was she screwing somebody right now? Where did she meet him? Was he better hung than I, was he giving her pleasure I could never match?
"But I resolutely pushed the thoughts away, and after a while there weren't so many of them. And Leanne never ever did the slightest thing to make me jealous or suspicious. She might have been fucking other guys once a month or three times a week, and I would have had no idea."
"How about your own sex life? Was Leanne available to you when you wanted to make love? Did she initiate love-making with you?"
"Yes to both. Both back then and since we've been married, we have a lot of sex, with either one of us taking the lead. I guess there's an occasional night when she says she's too tired or just doesn't feel like it, but it doesn't happen often at all. And there's never been anything about it to make me suspicious. I have an occasional night when I don't feel all that sexy either, so I can understand."
Ten. months after Leanne told Mark about her flings, he proposed again, and this time she accepted him joyfully.
"I knew I had to indicate to her that I understood what I was agreeing to, but I just didn't want to talk about it. So I said something like, 'I love you, and I love the relationship we have now--and I want it to continue, just like this, for the rest of our lives.'
"So Leanne knew I was accepting that she could have her flings, without me having to spell it out."
And their marriage was happy and fulfilling for both of them--right up to the time he saw her with another man. They had decided not to have children--Leanne stayed on the pill--and when they weren't working they were cooking together, seeing friends or traveling, skiing many weekends in the winter and sailing in the Caribbean on summer vacations.
"I have to say, Tom, I grew to love her more and more. My dad has become a crotchety old man, hard for me and most other people to get along with. But when he comes for visits Leanne turns him into a pussycat! She flirts with him and he flirts right back--he's utterly charming. He's always pulling me aside and telling me how lucky I am to have her. And because of their great relationship, my dad and I are closer now than we've been in years.
"And when it comes to my friends and colleagues from work, Leanne is absolutely wonderful. I was afraid at first that she'd maybe be too flirtatious, you know, a little inappropriate? But she keeps her sexy side completely under wraps. She is utterly comfortable being the devoted, supportive wife, and again, all my buddies tell me how lucky I am.
"It's not that she puts on an act, either, with my dad or my work friends. She is genuinely warm, and thoughtful, and knows how to make people feel at ease.
"And we have such a great time together! I mean, out of bed. I see from your ring finger that you're married, so I'm sure you know what I mean. After a while marriage is about so much more than sex--it's the companionship, the feeling of having a loving friend who supports you and understands you. It's the silly times together, watching a dumb movie, doing the grocery shopping..."
Mark stopped speaking, quite suddenly, and put one hand over his eyes. Then without looking at me he began to speak again, hesitantly.
"What did I do that was wrong? I...just love her so much. I can't imagine being without her. But I can't ...I... just don't see how I can live with... what she does."
We sat quietly for a while, and then I asked him if he would tell me about the day he found her with another man. He nodded, but then he sat for almost a minute before he began.
"I'd flown up to Milwaukee for two days to supervise a project we were doing up there--I've made the trip four or five times over the past year. I was due back on a Thursday at dinner time, but we finished early the second day and when I got to the airport at around noon I was able to grab a standby seat on a flight getting back to Chicago at 1:45.
"I barely made it onto the plane before the doors closed, so I didn't have time to call Leanne before we took off. When we landed at O'Hare, I called her cell and left a message that I'd be home by 3 pm. Then I called the house too, just in case, but she didn't answer--so I left a message there too."
"Were you thinking about whether she might...be with someone?" I asked him.
"No, I...shit, I don't know. Probably. At least a little.
"I'd like to say that after four years I'd stopped thinking about it, but that's bullshit. I NEVER stopped thinking about it. I just thought about it less often--found it easier to push the thoughts away.
"Because as I've said, Leanne never did or said anything to give me the slightest suspicions. No coming home late with her clothes all rumpled, or racing past me for the shower, no people calling the house and hanging up when I answered--nothing like that at all.
"I could have been married to the most perfect, most faithful wife in the world, except that I knew I wasn't.
"So yeah, I guess was I thinking about the possibility. I don't know how seriously I was worrying about it, but.... In any case, when I got to the house there was a strange car in the driveway. Then I really WAS worried.
"I sat there for a moment, not knowing what to do. I used my cell to call the house again, but Leanne didn't pick up. I wondered if a friend had dropped by and they'd gone somewhere in Leanne's car. I guess that's what I hoped had happened. I tried her cell again and got no answer.
"So I walked slowly towards the front door, hoping against hope that she wasn't inside balling some guy. I really didn't want to walk into anything like that! All the same, I was damned if I was going to sit and wait outside my own house.
"As I came towards the house I heard sounds from the back yard, where the pool is. Our house is in a very private location, with a long driveway, set back into the woods, and the back yard overlooks the lake. And it was a really hot, sunny day.
"Anyway, I heard a man's voice--saying something like, 'oh baby, that's so good!' And I--I..."
Mark stopped, grimacing, looking down, folding his arms tightly across his chest, as if to keep from falling apart. I waited quietly.
"I know I shouldn't have gone back there," he finally said. "I should have turned on my heel, gone back to my car and driven away. I still would have had to confront Leanne about it, but it... it wouldn't have been as... as bad as actually seeing it.
"But I just couldn't help it. I quietly walked down the path around the side of the house until I could see the pool deck. Leanne was there, naked, with a naked guy. He was young, maybe 28, tall and skinny. He had a long skinny dick too, which was hard to miss because it was sticking straight out.
"She was sitting on a chair and he was standing in front of her, as though he'd just pulled his dick out of her mouth. She was smiling up at him, her hands on his hips. She picked up a condom, tore the wrapper open, and rolled it onto his cock. Then she got up, took his hand and led him over to this air mattress we have, a double mattress that we use to float in the pool together.
"It was lying on the grass. She lay down on her back and he climbed on top of her, in the missionary position. As he was up on his hands and knees, not inside her yet, she reached up, put her arms around him and gave him a long, loving kiss.
"It shocked me--I mean I just about fell over. I was frozen in place, watching. Then he gently entered her and settled his body on top of hers, and they began to do it." Mark was telling the story in a low voice, almost a monotone, his eyes fixed on the carpet in front of him.
"What killed me was how loving it was. She opened her legs for him so tenderly, like not lustfully but with love; and while they were fucking, slowly and gently, her arms were around his neck and they were having these long, deep kisses, tongues and everything.
"All these years I'd been coping with...Leanne's flings partly by telling myself that her...her sexual encounters with other men were purely physical, almost like a whore and a customer. Just physical lust, you know? Like a sweaty tennis match. But this was..." He broke off for a minute.
"She and I have made love in the backyard hundreds of times--slowly, just enjoying the privacy, and being with one another. And here she was doing the same thing with another guy! It looked so loving and intimate--just like I imagine it looks when Leanne and I make love. She was giving herself to this guy so completely. They were murmuring to each other, and smiling, and kissing a lot.
"I must have watched them for a minute or two, I don't know how long. I was numb, and in incredible pain. And all I could think was, 'this isn't fucking--this is lovemaking. She's making love to him, just the way she does to me.'
"And, of course, it was incredibly obvious to me that it wasn't the first time with this guy. They were so familiar, so relaxed and loving together.
"Finally I pulled myself away--I knew I had to get out of there. I was suddenly terrified that I'd see or hear her orgasm, and it would just kill me.
"I never even considered breaking in on them--that's the old denial instinct, I guess. I went back to the car, drove to the mall, of all places, and just sat in the car in the parking lot, running the air conditioner and blasting a hard rock station as loud as I could stand. I guess I was trying to turn my mind off, or blow the images right out of my brain. Needless to say it didn't work."
Mark stopped again. He sat, staring off into space; then finally he looked up at me, gave me a half-smile that was more of a grimace, and wiped his eyes with the back of his hand.
"I guess you've got to hear the rest of it, don't you?"
I just smiled and nodded, trying to look sympathetic. He nodded back at me, and went on.
"I stayed away until about 6, the time I was originally due to get home. I wandered through the mall, looking at women's clothes, CDs, hardware. I saw a dozen things I might have bought Leanne as gifts, but I didn't buy anything.
"It wasn't that I was angry--just stunned. Like a truck had hit me and sent me flying, but I hadn't hit the ground yet. It was gonna hurt soon, but....
"I would like to say that I thought things through and figured out what to do next, but it was just the opposite. My mind swirled, taking me back over and over to seeing them together, screwing so lovingly, and I just couldn't get past that.
"When I stepped into the house, Leanne was there waiting for me with a bottle of Sam Adams in her hand. That was kind of an inside joke between us--she always did that when I came back from a trip--but her face was tense and worried.
"She was completely cleaned-up and put together, of course, but she'd checked the answering machine and knew I'd gotten an earlier flight. It wasn't hard for her to put two and two together, and she must have been very concerned about what I might have seen or heard.
"I guess as soon as she saw my face she knew things were bad, because she didn't even try to give me a cheerful 'Welcome home, honey' or anything like that. She just looked at me and said, 'oh Mark, are you okay?'
"And I shook my head, and said something like, 'no I'm not, actually,' and went past her, ignoring the beer and her attempt to hug me, and went straight up into the bedroom and locked the door. I wondered if she'd come up after me, but she left me alone for a while.
"I kicked off my shoes and lay on the bed, and before I knew it I was crying--sobbing like a baby, my mind replaying over and over what I'd seen that afternoon. I couldn't stop. I must have cried for nearly twenty minutes. Finally I just fell asleep for an hour or so."
When Mark woke up, he took a shower and went back downstairs. Leanne was waiting with dinner on the table, looking even more worried than before.
"I knew I had to tell her something, so I said, 'I saw you with him this afternoon.'
"And she looked horrified, and started to say, 'oh Mark, I'm so sorry!' and I just stopped her. I said, 'I don't want to talk about it.'
"I went over to the table and held her chair for her, and after she sat I took her hand and squeezed it, just to say something like, 'I'm still here with you', and we ate our dinners. In total silence, at first. Every time she tried to talk about that day I stopped her, just looked over and put my finger to my lips. It was a pretty weird dinner, I guess, ten minutes of just eating without saying a word.
"Finally she said, 'so how did everything go in Milwaukee?' And I realized that she understood, that I just couldn't talk to her about what I'd seen in the back yard. So I told her about my trip, and how the project was going--a nice safe conversation about something else.



"And then I went into the living room, flopped down on the couch and turned on the TV. I have no idea what was on, but it didn't much matter. Leanne brought us coffee, and she tentatively sat down next to me, probably afraid I'd push her away.
"But I didn't, I just put my arm around her, and she sighed and put her head on my shoulder, and we sat there for a couple of hours watching inane TV, not talking at all.
"When we went up to bed it was the same. We snuggled up together the way we always do. Leanne started to kiss me, and slide her hand down my front towards my cock, as she sometimes does when she wants sex--but I just held her arm and shook my head. She looked into my eyes anxiously, but I managed to smile at her.
"So she turned over and spooned back into me, and amazingly enough we fell asleep. I was afraid I'd never sleep again, but I was out within minutes."
As Mark continued his story, I became more and more amazed at how strong his instinct for denial was. It seemed obvious to me, and presumably would have been obvious to anyone listening, that the next step would have been a long talk between him and Leanne--addressing both their feelings about what had happened, and trying to work out how to move forward.
But he resisted all of Leanne's attempts to start such a conversation, and behaved as though all he wanted was to "get back to normal". Starting the day after his return, Mark did everything he could to act as though nothing had happened. He was cheerful and affectionate, which must have been an enormous relief to Leanne, but he deflected every reference she made to the events of the previous day.
After a couple of days, it seems, she understood that "pretend it never happened" was what he wanted to do, and she went along with him. The trouble, of course, is that it didn't work. And the place that it most obviously didn't work was the bedroom.
Mark and Leanne had previously made reservations for the following weekend at a little inn in a lakeside town about an hour north of Chicago. They'd gone there several times before for romantic getaways, and always had a terrific time. They took walks along the lake, sunned themselves by the pool, and made love--a lot. Mark told me that their previous weekends there had been wall-to-wall sex, maybe six times or more in a 48-hour period.
But this time things didn't go according to plan. When Leanne approached Mark in bed the first night, he was initially reluctant, but then began to respond to her loving foreplay. But they hadn't been having intercourse for more than a few seconds before he lost his erection.
"I could feel it starting to happen, but there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it. We were in the missionary position, and my mind was filled with images of Leanne and that guy in our back yard--how loving and affectionate it was. All I could think was, 'is she that loving with all her other men? How many guys does she make love with? Do I even make the Top Ten?'
"I knew it was ridiculous--I knew that Leanne loved and cherished me--but it didn't make any difference. My cock took a nose-dive. I could see Leanne was worried, because this had literally never happened to me before, but I didn't want to talk about it. Without a word, I slid down and started eating her out.
"It wasn't much fun for me, because of the pictures running through my head. And it maybe wasn't much fun for her, either, but she came after a few minutes--or pretended she did. And then we just cuddled, and went to sleep. She kept stroking my cheek with her hand, and kissing me, and saying 'I love you, baby'.
"And I knew she was really saying, 'don't worry, it's all right'. But it wasn't all right with me, needless to say."
They tried three more times during the weekend. Mark made sure they avoided the missionary position, and he did manage once to keep it up long enough, with Leanne on top in the cowgirl position, for them to reach orgasm, though it was a struggle for both of them. As the weekend went on Mark became more and more unhappy and withdrawn, and Leanne more and more alarmed. But he still wouldn't talk to her about what he was feeling.
Mark stopped speaking, and I waited, but it seemed as though he didn't want to say any more.
Finally I asked, "and what has been going on since then?"
He sighed. "More of the same. We pretend during the day that everything's normal--I know Leanne wants to talk to me about...that day, but I just can't face it.
"So we smile and give each other a good-bye kiss in the morning, and then at dinner we chat about this and that, summer plans, or how work is going.
"In bed is the worst. I keep having, you know, the same problem. Leanne is always really patient, loving--she'll use her mouth, which sometimes works for a while, but when we get to...to actually screwing, I almost always lose my erection. More and more often she doesn't even approach me--we just snuggle, and go to sleep.
"One night two weeks ago I had drifted off to sleep, and then in the middle of the night I woke up because I could hear Leanne sobbing. She'd turned away and buried her face in the pillow, but I could still hear her. I felt awful!
"Since then I've been sleeping in the guest room a lot. I'll stay up late, watching TV or something until she's gone to bed, and then just go into the guest room rather than our room. I hate doing it, but it's...it's too humiliating to be with Leanne and feel like such a complete failure."
"Do you think," I asked carefully, "that it might make sense to go ahead and have the conversation that Leanne wants? To talk about...that day?"
"And say what?" Mark's eyes were haunted. "That I saw her making love so tenderly, so affectionately with another man? That I couldn't believe she could be so loving with him? That it wasn't fucking at all--it was giving to him what she should only be giving to me?
"That I'm totally destroyed by it? That I don't know if I'll ever be able to trust her again, to believe her when she tells me our love is special, that I'm the only man she really loves?
"That I can't imagine ever having my self-confidence back--that I wonder if I'll EVER be able to make love to her the way I used to?
"Jesus, Tom, what's the point of getting into all that? How could saying those things possibly make anything better?" By now Mark was nearly shouting, and his hands tightly clenched the arms of his chair.
"At least she would know what you were feeling. And she would have the chance to respond to those feelings--to reassure you."
He snorted. "Right! 'Oh honey, it wasn't love-making, it just LOOKED that way! Never mind that I gave him deep, loving kisses and smiled at him and murmured in his ear just like I do with you--I didn't really mean it with him!' Do you think that would do any good?
"All it would do is confirm to her what a fucking wimp I am--that I'm not the man she thought she married."
"No," I said, "I think it would force her to understand that the arrangement she insisted on before you got married, which you told her you could accept, is no longer an arrangement you can live with."
He stared at me, his angry expression slowly turning to a more thoughtful one.
I continued, "have you thought about what you want for the future, Mark? For yourself, for your relationship with Leanne? Do you know what you want me to help you and Leanne work towards?"
"No, I don't know," he said, shaking his head slowly. "I've tried to think about it--God, I've spent hours trying to think about it, but my thoughts just go around and around without getting anywhere. I can't get past the pictures in my head....
"I know I love Leanne. That hasn't changed. I've never been as happy in my life as I've been with her. I don't want to give that up.
"But I also know I can't stand the situation we're in. I simply can't handle being one of her stable of fuck-buddies. Even if I'm the #1 fuck-buddy, whatever that means.
"And I don't know if I can.... For Christ's sakes, I don't know if I'll ever be able to be the man I used to be with her! How can I, with that image in my mind of her and that asshole in my back yard?
"And if I can't...."
He was silent for a full minute. Then he looked up at me. "If I can't, you know, be a man with her again--have a real sex life--then I just can't see us staying together. It would be a lifetime of hell, for both of us."
****************
The next time Mark came into my office there was a striking difference in his attitude. He walked in loose-jointedly, looking relaxed and at ease. Sitting in the chair, he let a kind of sheepish grin appear on his face. When I asked about it, he chuckled.
"Sorry, Tom, I was thinking about what happened to me at lunch today. I was in a diner on the South Side, just having a burger and a cup of coffee, on the way here from a job site, and the waitress tried to pick me up."
I looked interested and he continued.
"She couldn't have been more than 22 or so! A cute blonde, kind of slim but with a nice figure. She was very attentive, you know? 'How's that hamburger? Can I get you anything else? More coffee? The cherry pie is great today, would you like a piece?'
"And she had a way of bending over just a little further than necessary, letting me see down the top of her blouse.
"I just kept smiling, enjoying the treatment. Then when she brought the check, she gave me an extra-big smile and a wink. When I picked it up there was a business card from the restaurant underneath--on the back she had written, 'I get off at 6 pm and I'm free most nights--Love, Liz,' and left a phone number."
"Are you tempted to do something about it?"
He shook his head. "Not seriously. I mean, she was cute and I'm sure it would be fun to hop in bed with her, but...certainly not while I'm still married to Leanne." He looked sober and thoughtful.
"Okay, but can you imagine doing it? What do you think would happen?"
His response, interestingly, was a very confident one. He described calling Liz, taking her to dinner, then to bed. "From the way she acted in the restaurant she'd be really eager, very into the sex. I imagine we'd do it 3-4 times, spending most of the night at it. I can just see her, squealing and grabbing onto me as she comes. Jesus, thinking about it is getting me going a little!"
"Does this happen to you a lot?" I asked. "I mean, women trying to pick you up like that."
"Actually, it does," he said, looking a little embarrassed. "Not when I'm with Leanne, of course, but quite a bit when I'm by myself, or even occasionally with some of the guys from work."
With a mixture of pride and embarrassment, Mark went on to tell me a number of similar stories. From the sound of it, he was the recipient of female attention nearly every place he went--grocery stores, bars, restaurants, occasionally in the subway.
"Back in my single days, I was more than ready to take some of these women up on it. I remember a time when two girls from Northwestern started chatting me up on the "L". We ended up going back to their apartment and fucking pretty much nonstop from Friday night until Sunday afternoon.
"Turned out they did this from time to time--they were bi, and they really enjoyed sharing a guy. When they'd worn me out temporarily, they'd do a 69 on each other for a while, and that got me hard again in a hurry."
As Mark shared a number of his adventures with me, his tone of voice and his body language conveyed a relaxed, confident side of him that I hadn't seen much of before. Toward the end of the session he started to slow down and I said, "what comes to mind, Mark, when you think about the stories you've been telling me today?"
After a moment he said, "I guess I feel embarrassed now--like I was being some big show-off, trying to impress you with all the babes I've fucked. Trying to convince you I was some kind of stud."
"Convince me, or remind yourself?" I asked.
"I don't...well, maybe some of both."
"The thing that strikes me, Mark, is that you told those stories without bragging, in a rather matter-of-fact way. I think you were remembering that for an awful lot of your adult life, you've not only been attractive to women but a good lover of women, someone who satisfied them and gave them a lot of pleasure.
"Now--why might you be feeling the need to remind yourself of that right now?"
"Pretty obvious question, doc!" he replied sarcastically. "Because since I saw Leanne with...that guy, I've been feeling like a sexual failure."
"But your stories paint quite a convincing picture that you're not a failure at all, don't they?"
He nodded, slowly. "Yes, I guess they do. I guess...in a way I was kind of giving myself a pep talk, wasn't I?"
I nodded. "And it's quite understandable that you would be feeling the need for one, in light of what you're struggling with.
"But the facts are clear, Mark. You are a very attractive guy--one who has no trouble getting together with women, and one who makes them happy in bed. Including Leanne, from everything you've told me.
"Now we have to stop in a minute. But I want you to think about the point we've just arrived at. What you saw that day in your back yard was a blow to your sense of manhood--it would be hard for virtually any husband to take.
"But it wasn't a fatal blow. The story you told me earlier, imagining a night with Liz from the restaurant, was one in which you were a confident, successful lover, one who excited and pleased your partner.
"That is who you still are, Mark, who you still know yourself to be."
He looked at me intently, nodding his head slightly. "I believe that, actually--to my surprise I believe it.
"The only question is, can I still be that guy with Leanne? Or am I going to have to find someone else to rediscover that confidence with?"
And before I could respond he had risen and headed for the door, saying only, "thanks, Tom," as he left.
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LEANNE SEIDLER'S STORY
My conversations with Leanne were very different, right from the beginning. She is much less methodical and orderly than her husband, and we tended to jump from one subject to another. In addition, she was obviously unhappy and anxious, and a mixture of guilt and defiance was evident from the very moment she first came into my office by herself.
"Well, I guess it's time now to hear from the slut, right?" She stared at me as if daring me to agree with her.
"I've never found that to be a very useful term, actually," I said.
"What shall we call me, then--the wife who can't keep her legs closed? The evil, cuckolding whore?"
"Is that how you think of yourself, Leanne?" I asked.
Suddenly she started to cry. "No!" she said. "Oh, I don't know! Maybe I do, a little."
She dried her tears with a tissue. "I never used to--not before Mark and I were married, not even before...before THIS happened.
"I am...I was...a very sexual person. It was something I learned about myself back in my teens, and it's been true ever since. Sex means a lot to me. And the thrill, the excitement, of being with different people--I've always needed that.
"But I never felt like a whore before."
"And what's caused that change?"
"The way Mark looks at me! The way he shuffles through life now, all crushed and self-pitying. The way he can't make love to me any more, or even stand to be around me..." She was crying again, quietly, looking at me.
"After dinner he disappears into his office with his paperwork, or gets lost in front of a ballgame on TV. And he'll stay up until long after I've gone to sleep, or he'll give me a peck on the cheek and go off to sleep in the guest room. I miss him! I want him back, and he won't let me in.
"Tell me, Tom! Tell me, please: what did I do that was wrong? We had an agreement, and no one can say that I didn't keep my side of the bargain. I was totally careful, totally discreet.
"And then Mark came home early one afternoon, and I didn't hear the phone because I was outside, and it's all gone to hell. I'm afraid for him and afraid for my marriage. I'm scared he'll never come back to me."
We sat a few minutes more, while she cried. I handed her the tissue box after a while and she took it without comment. Finally, when she was calmer, I said, "I hope that I can help. I think I can. But I need to know more; is it all right if we go back to the beginning?"
As I said, Leanne didn't tell me her story in a nice chronological order, but I got the gist of it. She was the third in a family of three girls, growing up in Minneapolis. Her mother was a homemaker, and her father, a history professor at the University of Minnesota, was cold, distant, and demanding. Leanne was never as outstanding a student as her eldest sister Mary, nor as good an athlete as her middle sister Kaitlyn, and she always struggled to win her father's approval.
By high school, however, she was clearly the prettiest, and she reveled in her father's belated attention and compliments. Getting the attention of high school boys was a natural extension of getting the attention of her father--only easier--and she basked in it.
She learned how to flirt, how to be sexy without seeming cheap, and the boys flocked to her. Despite not being a cheerleader, the usual requirement for social success, she became the girlfriend of the quarterback on the football team in her junior year and held onto him until they both graduated.
This was partly because she was a bright, attractive and charming girl, and partly because she was willing to have sex with him. Bradley was no virgin when he took Leanne's virginity; but unlike many jocks he was a kind, caring boy, and he really loved Leanne. He was gentle and patient; so her first experience of intercourse was somewhat painful but not at all frightening, and she was happy to continue having sex with him.
Her mother quietly got her on the pill, as she'd done for Leanne's two older sisters, and Leanne and her boyfriend fucked whenever they could find a time and place to do it--every week at least. She found that she adored sex—apparently far more than girls typically do, at least according to the magazines she read.
But after six months or so of screwing only Bradley, she began to be more and more curious about other boys, and more and more tempted to try one of them. Only her strong sense of loyalty and faithfulness to the boy she was sure she was going to marry kept her from acting on her temptations.
"But I'll tell you," she said, "it sure didn't keep me from fantasizing. There were about six boys in my senior class, and a couple of teachers, I used to daydream about having sex with. Sometimes at night I'd masturbate while imagining doing it with one of them, and it was far more exciting than when I fantasized about Bradley.
"One night in my senior year I came home early and my big sister Mary was upstairs on her bed screwing her college boyfriend Teddy. They'd come for a weekend visit. Since they thought they were totally alone in the house she hadn't even closed the bedroom door!
"So I sneaked upstairs and watched them do it. I'd never been so turned-on in my life. Teddy was much bigger than Bradley--he had a bigger cock, I mean--and I was soaking my panties thinking about how it would feel inside me. I knew I could never do it with him, but I daydreamed about him for weeks."
When Leanne began college at the University of Minnesota and Bradley went off to Grinnell College in Iowa, it wasn't much more than two months before their long-distance romance fell apart; he'd met someone else. So much for the man she was going to marry! Leanne was unhappy and hurt, but only for a few days. Then she began to realize that the good-looking guys at Minnesota who were always flirting with her in the dorm or the cafeteria weren't off-limits any more.
"I decided I didn't want another boyfriend, at least not for a while. The whole time I'd been with Bradley I had fantasies about lots of different guys, and this was my chance."
So Leanne gave in to the temptations of casual sex, dating several different men at the same time and having sex with nearly all of them, often on the first or second date. It was exciting, having all that male attention, and she loved it for a few weeks. But she quickly found that her behavior was causing problems.
"First, all that partying was keeping me from getting my studying done, and I nearly flunked two of my courses that first semester. Second, I'd slept with three different guys in my dorm, and word started to get around that I was a pushover. I had all sorts of jerks coming up to me and making crude remarks, or even trying to cop a feel. And then a guy I met in a bar, who I was more than ready to go off to bed with, turned out to be into some pretty rough stuff!
"A girl from my history class saw me with him and pulled me into the Ladies Room. She told me her roommate had gone out with him the previous year and he'd beaten the hell out of her during sex--she ended up in the Emergency Room with bruises on her face and two broken ribs!
"Well, that scared the shit out of me. I slipped out the back door of the bar, so I could avoid the guy, and I went back to my dorm and decided to make some changes."
I was very impressed by Leanne's account of how she took control of her situation, thinking carefully about what she wanted and how to get it while keeping herself safe. First, she cut down on her dating to 2-3 times a week, to make sure that her studies didn't slide.
Second, she resolved to stop getting involved sexually with anyone in her dorm or in her classes. It was easy enough on a big campus to meet men, and much safer for her reputation if they weren't men who saw her every day or knew all her friends.
Third, she enrolled in a Women's Self-Defense course offered by the Phys. Ed. department. She took the course for three semesters, and got very good at the maneuvers necessary to protect herself if a guy got rough, which happened once or twice. Finally, having seen a scary film about STDs at a dorm meeting, she vowed to use condoms from then on without exception.
For the remainder of her time at Minnesota Leanne was a successful student, active in her sorority, with many friends; all the while having sex with a succession of men, usually not more than once or twice each. Her friends occasionally teased her about not having a boyfriend, or wondered aloud why the cute guys they sometimes saw her with never seemed to appear a second time.
But she was very careful to keep the details of her sex life completely private. She almost always had sex with the men she met in their rooms or apartments, ideally some distance away from her own dorm. Occasionally the back seat of a car proved to be a suitable spot, and a few of her lovers even sprang for a motel room from time to time.
Leanne told me all about this with excited pleasure, but not without a certain defensiveness. She understood all too well what society thinks of a woman who behaves this way, even though a man who does the same thing is considered a "stud" or a "player".
"Tom, I loved what I did--I don't regret it and I'm not going to apologize for it, okay?"
"You don't have to apologize, Leanne," I said. "I believe that consenting adults can have as much or as little sex as they want, with anyone they want, in any way they want, as long as everyone is in agreement. Our culture frowns on certain behaviors by women, but that's our culture's problem."
She seemed pleased with my reply, but I could tell she didn't completely believe me.
In her senior year Leanne fell in love with a young professor in the Sociology Department, where she was a major. She'd been in two of his courses and he'd taken a special interest in her, praising her academic work and urging her to do a senior thesis. He never violated the rules for student-faculty relationships, but when the second course ended he asked her out to dinner.
"In retrospect it was crazy for me to marry him," she told me. "Adam was older (he was 28), sophisticated, brilliant--it was incredibly flattering for him to want me for more than my body. He thought I was really smart and talented, which just knocked me off my feet. We never even had sex for the first two months we dated, though I would have jumped into bed with him the moment he asked.
"But he was all wrong for me, once the infatuation rubbed off and I could look at him clearly. Adam was a quiet, introspective loner. A typical academic in many ways, I guess. But as smart as he was, he bored the hell out of me! He didn't want to go dancing, or ski, or even take a picnic to the park or go to the movies. He wanted to work in the library, or read in his study at home. And he wanted me to make him dinner, kiss him on the cheek, and stay out of his way--until it was time to fuck, after which he'd roll over and go to sleep. He didn't want to fuck all that often, either—maybe twice a week, which wasn't nearly enough for me."
Needless to say, the marriage didn't last very long. Leanne divorced Adam, amicably enough, after a year or two and moved to Chicago. She looked up the father of one of her sorority sisters and got a job in his real estate office, while she studied at night to get her own real estate license.
Once she had a license she began selling houses, which she's been doing successfully ever since, working at two different firms before joining a Century 21 franchise about a year before she met Mark.
And, of course, once she was free of Adam she went back to her active sexual lifestyle.
"I was making pretty good money within a year or two, and I found a great one-bedroom apartment downtown, just a mile or so from the lake. And I went a little crazy. Chicago is so full of great men!"
She stared at me defiantly, as though waiting for me to criticize her. When I smiled at her without speaking, she went on.
"I know how this sounds, dammit. But I love men--and I love cocks."
Again the challenging stare, again no response from me.
"I've talked to a few guys I know about how they love boobs. How every woman who walks by is an invitation to stare, and to fantasize--what it would be like to see them, to hold and stroke them, to suck on them. Well, that's how I feel about men and their cocks.
"They get so hard, but they're soft at the same time, you can squeeze them and stroke them, and guys go crazy. And when a man is really turned-on they get so hot!"
She was looking at me, daring me to stop her, or to squirm.
"And they're so different. I think one of the reasons I like...you know, one-night stands with new men so much is the excitement of a new cock, one I've never seen or felt before. Will it be big? Will it have a curve, so it hits my G-spot?
"And each new man is so different-- very eager or just playing it cool, powerful and strong or slow and gentle. Sometimes a guy will last for ages inside me, and I'll come several times. That's fantastic. Sometimes a guy will come within a minute or two and be all embarrassed, but I still love it. I always tell him it's exciting to know I turned him on so much he couldn't hold back.
"The difference in skill level is also amazing. God knows I've had my share of disappointing fucks, with guys who haven't got a clue about women. But there are men who absolutely turn me inside-out, they know just what to do and when to do it. Sometimes it's their hands, or their tongues, or the way they thrust against me, hitting my clit just right. Or sometimes I think it's that they know how to pay attention, they're tuned-in to my responses so they pick up right away on what excites me.
"Mark is like that," she said thoughtfully. "He's certainly not the biggest I've ever had, he doesn't go all night long or anything--but he's so attentive and responsive to me, and always so eager to please me. He makes me feel so desired and so loved." Her voice trailed off for a moment, and she looked away towards the window before pulling herself back to our conversation.
"I love to see how a new guy smells, what he likes in bed, whether he'll go down on me, what positions he wants to do it in. It's amazing how nearly every guy thinks the first time has to be in missionary position! But when I ask a guy what else he'd like to try, he almost always has a favorite."
Leanne went on like this for quite a while, with enthusiastic details. I think in part she was continuing to try to challenge me, to shock me or make me call her a whore. But also, I realized, since she was so discreet about her sex life, even with her close friends, she'd never had anyone before to talk frankly with about this. It was a relief to be allowed to say all these things.
"I had a lot of ways to keep things from getting too...too personal with any one man, or from losing my privacy. I didn't hook up with anyone from work or anyone I knew socially. In fact when I met guys, like in a bar or something, I always used the name "Marie". I never gave out my phone number, just took their number if I was interested. And I never brought guys back to my apartment--we always did it at their place, or at a hotel."
When she slowed down a bit she gazed at me again, waiting for me to condemn her.
"I assure you, Leanne," I said, "you don't have to apologize for any of this. Being sexual isn't bad--and knowing what you like is a good thing. You're honest with yourself about your sexuality, and it sounds as though you're equally honest with the men you have sex with."
She relaxed just a bit, as if she was beginning to believe I really wasn't judging her.
"So this lifestyle was working fine for you--and then you met Mark?"
"Yes, exactly. It was a couple of weeks after my 28th birthday. I was handling the marketing of some homes his company had built, and we met on the site as they were showing me the properties.
"I wasn't looking for a husband, or any sort of serious relationship. I was still perfectly happy with my life: I loved my work, I had some good friends, and I was getting lots of sex. When I first met Mark....
"Well, you've seen him. He's one of the best-looking men I've ever seen, so of course I was attracted to him. And I could tell he noticed me, though during the tour all he did was smile and make a few polite remarks. Then when I was getting ready to leave, he walked me back to my car and asked if he could buy me a drink some evening.
"I really hesitated at first, because of my 'no men from work' rule, and because he already knew me as Leanne. But he was such a charming guy, and SO good-looking, that I made an exception. I told myself that we might casually see one another in a work setting, but that we wouldn't be working together regularly, so it wouldn't be a problem.
"We met the next night. At first all I had in mind was going to bed with him. I'd been fantasizing about him, that handsome face and that athletic body. But when we sat and talked I kept being distracted away from my horny feelings.
"He was just so classy and so interesting! He told funny stories, but he also listened to me. I felt like no one ever had listened so attentively and carefully when I spoke--except maybe Adam, when he was first trying to get me to fall in love with him. But that wore off pretty fast!" She snorted derisively.
"But with Mark... He's definitely no wimp, but he was such a nice guy. Polite, considerate. It almost didn't fit, him being such a hunk. Usually guys who are that attractive are also arrogant assholes--fine for fucking once or twice, but you wouldn't want to spend any extra time with them.
"We lingered over our drinks for a long time. When we were finally getting ready to leave the bar, I hoped he was going to invite me over--I was more than ready to have sex with him. But instead, he took my hand and asked if I'd come over on Friday and let him cook dinner for us. 'I'm not too bad a cook, actually,' he said with this really cute smile.
"And that Friday night at his apartment changed everything. I got there still thinking of him as a really hot guy--a nice one too, but mainly a hot one--whom I wanted to sleep with. But by the next morning I was already half in love with him.
"Mark is so gentle, so considerate--but all man too!--and there was just this spark between us. Not just sexual attraction, I'm used to feeling that, but some crazy sense that we belonged together. It scared me a little, because a serious relationship was the last thing I was interested in.
"My previous ones hadn't worked out so well, and I was happy seeing a lot of guys, keeping it light and keeping my distance. But Mark effortlessly got by all my defenses.
"The sex was incredible, but that wasn't why he got to me so much. It was maybe, WHY the sex was incredible that did it. He treated me like the most beautiful creature in the world--I had his total attention every minute, and he seemed to love every part of me, not just my tits or my ass or my pussy. He touched me, stroked me, licked me, told me how beautiful I was, how incredible it felt to touch me.
"I stayed over most of the weekend. I'm sure we did it at least five times, and it was different every time--always wonderful. The first time he ate me so beautifully I just about tore the hair out of his head when I came. And then he fucked me gently, lovingly, so slowly I nearly went nuts. I shouldn't say 'fucked'—it was making love, even though we hardly knew each other yet.
"And then later it was completely different: hard and fast, a little rough, with my legs up over his shoulders and him slamming into me. I'd had a lot of great orgasms before, but coming with him felt different, because I felt so close to him."
Leanne's account of their love-affair was much like Mark's. They enjoyed everything they did together, from the romantic to the mundane. She adored just sitting on his living-room couch in the evenings, wearing nothing but one of his button-down shirts, watching TV and holding his hand.



"I knew within a couple of weeks that I wanted to be with him forever. And that scared the hell out of me, of course, given my track record. Could I really give up seeing other men? I thought I should, so I stopped picking up guys for nearly two months.
"And then one day in a Starbucks this 40 year-old guy with a great mustache accidentally spilled coffee on my skirt. He was so cute and apologetic, and insisted on paying for the dry-cleaning... Well, anyway, I got his number and met him the next night and we fucked, at his apartment.
"He was really good, actually, and it was very satisfying. After I left, though, I felt incredibly guilty, like I'd cheated on Mark. But I realized that we'd never promised to be exclusive with each other, and that it didn't change the way I felt about Mark one iota. I still loved him, and still wanted to be with him.
"So I decided that there was room in my life for both, as long as I kept them totally separate. And the next night when I saw Mark and we made love, it was just as wonderful as ever. So it seemed okay, just to keep my love-affair with Mark in one box and my casual sex-life in another.
"I was still always using condoms with all my men; but one day I asked Mark if we could both get tested, and then I'd go on the pill and we could do without them. It felt like a kind of commitment that I was more than ready to make. I'd already been on the pill for years, just in case, but I didn't tell Mark that."
When Mark suggested to Leanne that they move in together, she freaked out a little bit. It sounded like marriage to her, and with her memories of Adam and the horrors of boring monogamy uppermost in her mind she told Mark she wasn't ready for that yet.
So it caught her by surprise a few months later when he proposed.
"I got very emotional, because I felt like everything had suddenly come to a head and I wasn't ready to deal with it. I was kind of weepy, and we went back to my apartment and made love, and I just clung to him. I felt so in love, and so desperate!
"But I realized that I had to tell him the truth--that I fucked other guys, and that I wanted to continue doing that. It scared me to death! But I wasn't ready to lie to him, or marry him under any sort of false pretenses."
"Did you consider giving up the sex with other men?"
"Of course I did, Tom!" she snapped at me. "What kind of selfish bitch do you think I am?"
I just waited, and then she sighed. "Sorry. It's not an unreasonable question.
"Yes, I'd thought about it for weeks, and I had to think about it some more when Mark proposed. I knew that I loved him more than I'd ever loved anyone--far more than Adam. But I was scared that I couldn't be faithful. I'd endured a life of monogamy for nearly two years with Adam and it nearly drove me crazy!
"And the one thing that gave me courage was that all I was asking was to continue what we'd been doing. Mark didn't know it, but I'd been seeing other guys and it hadn't hurt our relationship at all. If I could get him to see that, then maybe we could work it out."
What happened next was pretty much the same in Leanne's version as what Mark had told me. Emotionally and lovingly, she told him that she wanted to continue seeing other men. Mark pulled back from her in shock--but slowly, gradually, she was able to reassure him of her love.
After a few more months of "taking it slow", their love-affair resumed with its former intensity. And a few months after that, he proposed again, and they got married.
"Leanne, can I ask you about how you...about the things you do to keep your encounters with other men totally separate from your life with Mark? That can't be very easy to manage."
"Well," she said, "it was much easier before we lived together--when we were just dating. But it's not that difficult, as long as I count on Mark not to go through my purse. I always have condoms with me, and a spare set of panties, in case something exciting happens with someone and I get my panties wet before I can take them off.
"And I have my shampoo, and a toothbrush and toothpaste. I brush every day before I come home, whether or not I've been with someone, so Mark is used to the taste and it won't make him suspicious. I always shower and clean myself up after sex before I come home, so I never need to rush into the house and shower before Mark hugs me.
"And as I've told you, the guys I'm with know me as Marie and they don't have my number--I always call them."
"Do your encounters with other men ever interfere with your sex life with Mark?"
"Mostly not at all. As I said, I would never be with another man except during the day, when he's at work, or when he's out of town. I don't go out bar-hopping at night or anything!
"And since the men always use condoms I don't have to worry about being full of cum. A lot of times I've had sex with Mark the same night I was with someone during the day, and that's really exciting! It makes the love-making with him even hotter, somehow, because I got fucked just a few hours earlier."
With a slightly sheepish look she said, "the only time it's ever been a problem was when I've fucked a guy with a really big cock. I think it's only happened twice: Mark wanted to make love the same night and I had to fake a headache or something. I was afraid I'd feel stretched-out and he'd notice. But by the next day it's always fine."
"Can you tell me about the day that Mark came home early?" I asked.
She grimaced. "I don't usually bring men back to the house--honest! This was only the second time it's ever happened.
"His name is Theo. I actually met him three or four years ago. He was the waiter in a downtown restaurant where I had lunch with a couple of friends, and he was incredibly attentive to us. And cute--really adorable, actually, just 22 or so at the time. He gave us the most attentive service you've ever seen.
"Something about him appealed to me. So when my friends and I were leaving, I said I needed to go back and use the bathroom, and they all left. And I found Theo near the bar. He gave me a big smile but looked kind of surprised that I'd come back.
"I went up to him and said quietly, 'you gave us really great service, Theo, and I was wondering if I could return the favor.' And I put my hand on his arm and gently squeezed--nothing tacky, but he got the idea. I asked him for his phone number, and he couldn't give it to me fast enough!
"I called him the next day--as Marie, of course--and we made a date to meet in the afternoon at his apartment. Turns out he usually worked nights at the restaurant, and didn't have to go in until 5 pm.
"He was really fun in bed. The first time we would fuck he never lasted long--he'd get really excited, start thrusting faster and harder, and groan like crazy when he came. Always too soon for me to get off, but that was okay. Because then he liked to give me the full treatment: stroke and massage my body, lick my breasts, and then eat me until I'd come a couple of times. Then we'd fuck again, and the second time he could last forever--he'd really get me to come like mad. It was so relaxing and enjoyable, and he was so cute--really grateful and everything. I felt incredibly appreciated.
"I saw him maybe four more times before I stopped calling him. It was fun each time, but I never let something with a guy go on too long--you never know when they'll start thinking they're in love with you, or try to track you down or something.
"Anyway, that day I literally bumped into him. I was coming out of the Century 21 office, having returned some keys for a place I'd been showing, and he was headed into the office. He was moving to Philly, and just dropping off the key to the apartment he'd been renting.
"So we went for a cup of coffee, and I just thought, 'I've got the afternoon free, he's moving away, Mark's in Milwaukee, what's the harm of using my house just this once?'
"I told him there was a vacant house I was handling for Century 21 that wasn't on the market yet, and we could use the back yard that afternoon until 4 pm or so. Then I gave him the directions and he drove over later to meet me, around 12:30.
"I'd gone home to shower and change into a real skimpy thong bikini, one I only wear for Mark when nobody else is around. When Theo saw it his eyes practically popped out of his head!
"It was a hot sunny day, so we started to fool around in the pool, and soon our swimsuits were off and I was leaning over the edge in the shallow end and he was pounding me from behind. Just like always, he only lasted three minutes or so, and then I lay on a deck chair and he ate my pussy, taking his time the way I love it.
"Then I sat up, and sucked on him to get him hard. And then we lay down on this air mattress on the grass and fucked again, nice and slow and relaxed, with the sun beating down on us and the breeze blowing.... It was just nice, you know? Not as fiery and hot as it sometimes is with a new guy, but it had a sweetness to it, because Theo was just so cute and because I'd been with him before--it was comfortable and relaxed.
"When I'd come a couple of times and he'd come, we dozed for a little while, then I sent him away. And I cleaned up around the pool, and went in and showered and got ready for Mark to come home.
"It wasn't until 5:30 that I saw he'd left a message on the machine, saying he'd be home by about 3 o'clock! So I ran to the front window, but his car wasn't there. I checked my cell phone and found the same message--and I started to freak out. By far the likeliest thing was that he came home and saw a strange car in the driveway--but what did he do then?
"There wasn't a thing I could think of to do except wait for him to come home. And when he walked in, at 6, I could see on his face that he was very very upset. I knew that he'd either seen or heard me with Theo, or figured out some other way that I'd been with a man. He went right by me, wouldn't let me hug him, and locked himself in the bedroom."
Their dinner, and the next few days and nights, were incredibly difficult. Leanne confirmed what Mark had told me: that he steadfastly refused to discuss any aspect of that afternoon.
Her story about what has gone on in their relationship since that day was pretty much the same as Mark's. How he found it more and more difficult to keep an erection; how their romantic getaway was a painful disaster; how he started avoiding her at night, coming to bed very late or sleeping in the guest room.
"I've really tried everything I can think of, Tom. I'm as loving as I can be, and patient, and always ready for sex. But he won't come near me any more--and he won't talk to me either, despite all my efforts."
Leanne knows that Mark saw her with Theo that day, but she doesn't know exactly WHAT he saw, and what about it bothered him. Is it just the fact that he was finally confronted with something he'd worked so hard to ignore? Is it that she and Theo were in the back yard of Mark's and her house? Is there something about the sex itself that is upsetting him? Leanne has no idea. And I can't tell her--Mark is going to have to do that.
****************
"Well," I said at the start of our next session, "what do you want to achieve, Leanne? What are you hoping for here?"
She stared at me. "I want my husband back! I want things to be back the way they were, Tom--when he loved me and made love to me, when we could talk to each other."
"And what are you willing to do, to make that happen? Would you--give up seeing other men, for example? Or open up your marriage so that Mark could also have other partners?"
She looked thoughtful. "I've certainly thought about it--giving up other men, I mean. I haven't been with anybody since the day with Theo. It's been more than two months now. Sometimes I'm horny as hell!" She smiled.
"It just seems like a really bad idea to ... to be with anyone else while things are so up in the air with Mark."
"But are you ready to give it up entirely, if Mark asks you to?"
"I ... think so. I haven't been this unhappy in years, maybe ever. I certainly realize how much Mark and my marriage mean to me, now that everything's so fucked up.
"It scares me a little, because ... casual sex has always been a big part of my life. But I know that if I had to choose between that and keeping Mark, I'd choose Mark.
"But JESUS, Tom," she suddenly burst out. "I don't even have that option, do I? He won't even talk about it--I have no idea what's going on in his head, except that he's miserable and he can't get it up anymore!"
"What about the other option I mentioned? How would you feel if Mark said he wanted to have other partners too?"
She looked unhappy, but said, "I couldn't really say No, could I? What justification would I have? But I'll admit I don't want him to.
"I know that's unreasonable--why should I be able to screw around while he has to be faithful? And I certainly know that for me, sex and love are two entirely different things. I don't care in the least for the guys I do it with, beyond the pleasure of it. Some of them I like, some I don't even like very much. But there's never any chance I'll get attached to any of them.
"But Mark making love to some other woman--that gets me upset. Worried, I guess. Will he find someone prettier, or hotter--or just somebody with a younger, firmer body? I'm 35, not 25 any more.
"Or will there be someone sweet and loving who he just falls for? That's what really scares me." She stopped, her expression worried and unhappy.
"Do you imagine that Mark feels the same things, has the same worries?"
She looked annoyed. "Of course, Tom--I understand that. That's why I tried so hard to reassure him, back when we discussed this before we got married. And I realize that's why he's clung to the 'don't ask, don't tell' policy all these years. It's easier for him just not to think about it.
"But now that's all blown to hell, and he won't let me reassure him. Won't let me tell him, or show him, how much I love him."
We sat for a minute. Then I said, "I think it's time I started meeting with you and Mark together again--time that this long-overdue conversation between the two of you got started.
"Of course I don't know how it will go, Leanne--I don't even know how hard it will be to get Mark to talk. But I am pretty sure about one thing. The arrangement you and Mark have is going to have to change. I think I can say that without breaking any confidences. You can see how upset he is.
"One way or another, things will have to be different. And if he tells you that he needs you to stop seeing other men--if he says that he can't live with it any more--you need to be ready with an immediate reply.
"It's not for me to tell you what to do. You've just said you'd be willing to do that, to get your marriage back. But you need to be sure about it, I think. If Mark asks that of you, you need to be ready to agree on the spot--to tell him that he is more important to you than the other men, that you are choosing him over them.
"Because if he sees you hesitate, it may only worsen what he's already feeling. It's not hard to see that his erection problems are related to insecurity, or a lack of confidence. Mark said so himself.
"If your marriage is going to survive," and here Leanne gasped in alarm, "it's clear that one way or another, Mark's confidence in himself will have to be restored.
"I could be wrong about what he'll say. Maybe he'll tell you he wants to take other lovers too. Or even that the two of you should find swinging opportunities. But if what he says is that he needs you to be sexually faithful to him--and you're ready to commit to that--you will need to accept that condition as unreservedly as you possibly can."
We talked for another few minutes. When Leanne left my office she looked thoughtful but determined. It was too soon for me to be very hopeful—but I was beginning to think that maybe she and Mark had a chance.
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Leanne's and Mark's body language were a bit different as they came in this time, exactly three weeks after I'd first met them. Neither was happy, and Mark in particular had an air of dread, but he was less defeated-looking and she was at least a little more relaxed. I was far from confident, but tried to see these as good signs.
"Thanks for coming in," I said after we'd shaken hands and sat down.
"Over the last couple of weeks, as you know, I've met several times with each of you individually, and I'm very grateful for your honesty with me." I smiled as warmly as I could, and they both responded with more tentative smiles.
"Today I think we should begin the process of working through what happened a couple of months ago, the day Mark came back from his trip."
Mark grimaced and started to object. I turned directly to him and held up my hand.
"Mark, what would you do if someone on a job site fell and got his arm impaled on a sharp piece of metal? You'd take him to a doctor and get the piece of metal removed, right? Because if you left it in it would continue to hurt, and it might get infected and make your co-worker's condition worse.
"And it might hurt a lot to take the thing out--but the doctor would still do it, right?"
He sighed, nodding his head. "Yes, I see your point, Tom. Although," he gave me an ironic smile, "I imagine the doctor would use some anesthesia first--are you proposing to dope me up?"
I laughed. "You got me," I said. "This conversation may be very painful, for both of you. But there really is no alternative. Not talking about it isn't working, and it hasn't been working for a couple of months now--would you agree?"
They both nodded.
"Well, then. Mark, can you tell Leanne about that afternoon--about what you saw, and how you felt?"
He sat for a few moments. Then he began talking in a monotone, looking across the room at the far wall. He recounted getting the earlier flight, leaving the phone messages, driving home and seeing a strange car in the driveway. How he didn't know what to do next--he started walking towards the house, only to hear a man's voice in the back yard.
"I knew I should just turn and walk away--but I couldn't. I went around the side of the house, and I ... I saw you with him."
Mark stopped. He glanced briefly at Leanne, then away again. We both waited for him to continue. Leanne had her arms crossed tightly on her chest, and looked as though she was holding her breath.
Finally he went on, still not looking at either of us.
"He was standing in front of you with his ... with his cock sticking out, and you had your hands on his hips. It looked like you'd been sucking on him. Then you put a condom on him, and led him over to that big air mattress on the grass. And you laid down, and he got on top of you, and the two of you started fucking.
"I was kind of frozen--I couldn't move. I watched for a couple of minutes, I guess, and then suddenly I had to get out of there. I hurried back to the car, drove to the mall, and spent a couple of hours just wandering around, until it was late enough that I could come home."
There was silence again. Leanne looked very pale--she was watching Mark intently. He continued to look at nothing.
"Mark," I said finally, "I know this is hard. What is it about what you saw that upset you--that continues to upset you? After all, you knew that Leanne had sex with other men; you agreed to it."
His eyes moved to my face, then away again. He looked at the floor, and seemed to be gathering himself.
"It's a couple of things. I don't know exactly, but I do know about a couple of things. First, I ... well, this is obvious. Yes, I knew that Leanne ... sometimes fucked other guys, but I never expected to have to see it or be confronted by it in any way. She's been very discreet, so ... so it was a shock.
"Then there's the fact that it was in our back yard. A very private place, just our own, where we've spent so much time together."
He looked up at me, agony on his face. "We've made love there so many times, on that mattress. On the grass, or sometimes in the pool together. We both loved the house the first time we saw it, because of the privacy--we knew right away we wanted to buy it.
"And here was Leanne, fucking some guy..." He stopped for a moment, and I saw his hands were tightly clutching the arms of his chair.
"Here she was having sex with some guy, right where we'd made love so often ourselves. In our private place--our home."
Leanne looked as though she wanted to speak, and I quietly gestured to her to wait. There was more silence.
"But that's not all of it, is it, Mark?"
"No. It was ... it was the way they made love."
I noticed that he simply couldn't look at Leanne or address her directly, and he'd stopped saying "you" and switched to "she". He had to tell the story in the third person.
"I always imagined ... when I thought about her and other men, I ... I guess I tried hard to think of something sweaty and impersonal. Like a whore with a customer, maybe, or a good massage, or a squash game. Maybe that was naïve... But I think that's how she encouraged me to see it, too.
"But what I saw, it was... Dammit, it was love-making! It was gentle, and loving, and incredibly intimate.
"She kissed him, so affectionately, so lingeringly! And she smiled into his eyes, and rubbed her hands over his back gently, and murmured to him while they were doing it."
Suddenly, to my surprise, he swung around in his chair and looked right at Leanne.
"It wasn't just casual sex--it wasn't just a hot meaningless fuck! It was you being intimate with another man, in a way that you're only supposed to be with me! You were loving him, Goddammit!"
Mark stood and walked swiftly to the window, where he stood, looking out. I could see his fists clenching.
Leanne looked terrified--she sat far back in her chair, as though Mark's words had physically pressed on her. She was near tears, and looked imploringly at me. Again I made a gesture intended to comfort her, but to say, "don't speak yet--wait."
Without turning around Mark began to speak again. "Until that day, I could convince myself--just barely--that Leanne's need to fuck other people had nothing to do with me. That it was entirely separate, like she always insisted it was. And I knew she loved me."
Now he turned around to glare at us, his face flushed. "But it was bullshit! It's not separate, it never was and it never will be. That was no fucking squash game, it was making love!
"You were doing with him what you should be doing only with me! That's what marriage means, at least to me."
We were frozen in our places for nearly a minute, and then Mark unclenched his tense body and returned to his seat, again looking at nothing. I heard Leanne's shuddering breath, and looked over to see tears on her cheeks.
"Leanne?" I said quietly.
She turned to me, looking sad and frightened. "I don't know what to say, Tom."
Turning to Mark she said, "I'm so sorry, honey. To me it was just casual sex--I swear. I was just...having sex with a guy I'd been with a couple of times before. It was nice out in the sunshine, it was relaxed....
"But it wasn't making love, believe me! It was nothing like what you and I have! Not to me.
"I had no idea what you saw, or how it made you feel. I'm so sorry."
More silence in the room. I said, "Leanne, maybe you could tell Mark how you happened to be at your house that day."
She picked up on my intentions right away. "Mark, I almost never have sex with anyone else at our house. This just happened, on the spur of the moment. I knew Theo from several years ago, and I ran into him that morning. He'd given up his apartment and was moving away. He doesn't even know my real name! Or that it was our house--I told him it was an empty house that was about to go on the market."
"You sure seemed comfortable with him--relaxed, easy." Mark's words were quiet, but definitely an accusation. He was still looking at nothing.
In a steady voice Leanne said, "yes--like I said I knew him from a few years ago, and we'd had sex three or four times back then.
"But dammit, Mark, he was nothing to me--he IS nothing to me. Despite how it looked to you, I swear, it was just casual...casual, well, fucking."
"That's not what I saw." Mark's voice came from deep within him, almost unwillingly.
Leanne moved to kneel next to Mark's chair. She grasped his arm with both hands, but he still wouldn't look at her.
"I am so sorry, Mark. Sorry for all of it--that you saw us, that it looked that way to you."
They remained in that position for a couple of minutes, her kneeling and holding his arm, him looking away. Finally she rose and returned to her seat, looking older and sadder than before.
"You both are in a lot of pain right now," I said. "You know, during the past couple of weeks each of you has asked me, 'what did I do that was wrong?' "
They looked up at me, both of them a bit surprised, and I went on.
"Neither of you did anything wrong, as far as I'm concerned. Leanne, you were completely honest with Mark about a very difficult subject. When he proposed, you told him you needed to keep having sex with other men. That's how you felt, and it wasn't wrong to tell him that.
"Mark, you struggled with it, but decided finally that you could live with Leanne seeing other men—casually, purely for sex, and out of your sight. It wasn't something you wanted, but you loved Leanne enough that you were willing to put up with it.
"Each of you was honest and brave. But now the situation has changed. Your arrangement might have gone on indefinitely, or it might not have. But in any case, Mark's coming home early and seeing Leanne with someone has changed things.
"It's clear that you love one another very much, and that both of you value your marriage. The question is, what happens now? Can you move forward in that marriage together, and if so how?"
Silence. Both of them were looking at me, serious expressions on their faces.
Mark said, "I don't know if we can—or if I can, to be more specific. Yes, I love Leanne—even more now than when I asked her to marry me. But it feels like everything has changed, and I ... I just ... don't know."
Leanne turned in her chair to face Mark directly. She waited until he was looking at her.
"Mark, I want to tell you something. I haven't been with another man since the day you saw me in the back yard. And I'm not going to be. I'm done with that—I want to be an old-fashioned faithful wife for the rest of my life."
"Are you sure you can do that?" Mark's voice was bitter. "After all these years, all those men, all those cocks? Sure you're ready to give 'em all up?"
"Stop it, Mark! I know you're hurting—but I am too! I love you and I miss you. I want you back.
"And yes, I'm sure. I guess I've realized that when you asked me to marry you I was scared. I loved you so much, and getting to spend the rest of my life with you was more than I ever could have hoped for. I think I didn't really believe it would come true. Continuing what I'd been doing—seeing other guys for casual sex—was a way of protecting myself, of keeping one foot out the door or something.
"I don't know if I'm making myself clear. But I don't want one foot out the door anymore. All I want is you."
Another long silence. I was proud of Leanne, who had responded just as I hoped she would.
Finally Mark smiled a little. He said, "I'm glad you said that, babe.
"Because I was coming in here today with an ultimatum: me or them. Marriage to me, or all the sex you wanted with other guys, but not both."
Leanne smiled and said, "I've made my choice, honey."
He reached out and took her hand, and they sat quietly, just looking at one another.
Then Mark stood up and said, gruffly, "c'mere". I could hear the emotion in his voice. Leanne jumped up and he embraced her tightly, holding her as though making sure she'd never get away again.
She clung to him, kissing his neck, running her hands through his hair, whispering "I love you, baby". When they finally broke apart they both turned to me, smiling, each with one arm still wrapped around the other.
"Thank you, Tom," Mark said with a smile. "You've really helped us—at least I know you've really helped me. I guess it's up to us to take it from here."
He stepped forward as if to shake my hand in farewell, and I had to smile to myself. For a smart guy Mark was certainly being a little naïve about how things were going to go!
"Why don't you and Leanne sit down again for a minute, Mark?"
He seemed surprised by my suggestion, but did as I said, still holding Leanne's hand and smiling.
"If you'll allow me to beat that analogy to death, I think we've taken the piece of metal out. Surgery was successful!
"But I don't think we're quite ready to stop working together yet. With all the strong emotions you both have been feeling, it's going to be a while before things stop being turbulent.
"I'd like to continue to see each of you alone once a week, and the two of you together as well. We can taper our meetings off as soon as we're all confident about how things are going."
Leanne nodded slightly, still smiling and clinging to her husband's hand, but Mark looked a bit dubious. "Is that really necessary, Tom? I'm feeling pretty damn good right now!"
"Trust me on this one, Mark. There's been a lot of stuff stirred up, and it will need a little time to settle. Believe me, I'm not trying to milk your insurance for the extra sessions—I've got plenty of patients to see."
We worked out a schedule for the next month or so, with me promising again that we could cancel any appointments we felt weren't needed. Then, before I let them go, I said a couple more things I thought were important.
"It may be that things will still get tense once in a while—try not to be surprised by that, and don't get discouraged, either. Talk things through, as much as you're comfortable with. Mark doesn't need to know everything about your past activities, Leanne, but he may decide there are things he wants to hear about. If so, be honest with him. I'm sure you will be.
"Mark, do your best to let Leanne know how you're feeling. Don't hide your negative feelings from her, if they come up. Let her in—give her a chance to reassure you. She loves you very much, so let her remind you of that if you need it.
"And above all, both of you—try to be kind. When feelings run high, try not to say things that might be hurtful, that might linger in your spouse's mind in a painful way. You can say 'I'm feeling hurt' or 'I'm feeling resentful' without lashing out."
All my words were carefully considered, but I could see my intended audience wasn't paying much attention. They were gazing at one another, faces full of affection and relief. It was not hard to predict that their next stop was going to be the marital bedroom!
But that didn't mean everything was fine in their marriage—not yet, and not by a long shot. The operation had been successful, but whether the patient lived or died was still somewhat up in the air.
****************
Over the next few weeks I never knew which couple I was going to see. Sometimes Leanne and Mark were smiling, even giggling. It didn't require an expert to see that things were going well, and that lots of good sex was taking place.
At the very next appointment, though, they might be full of tension. Usually it was Mark who was cold and distant, while Leanne and I both tried to get him to open up about what he was feeling.
In my individual sessions with each of them I heard the same story: Mark was experiencing volatile emotional swings, from loving and sexually eager husband to distant and insecure partner. And because of his nature and upbringing, he found it very hard to talk about his feelings when he was upset.
"Look, Mark," I said to him in one of his sessions alone with me. "You've been through something difficult and traumatic. The fact that it sometimes gets to you is only natural—it's not a sign of weakness."
He nodded, but it was clear he didn't particularly believe me. Finally, though, I got him talking, and what he had to say was about his lingering lack of confidence where Leanne was concerned.
"I know she loves me, Tom—I know it. And for the most part things between us have been pretty good, even great sometimes. We're loving with each other, you know—being extra considerate—and we're having as much sex as back in the first couple of years of our marriage. It's terrific, too, most of the time.
"It's just ... well, I guess I have moments when that picture, of her and Theo, comes into my mind. And then I can't think about anything else. About her and the other men—were there 20 of them, or 500, or a thousand? And did she look so loving and intimate with all of them? Did they all please her the way he obviously did?
"I mean, there had to be a reason she needed all that strange cock, right? She can tell me it had nothing to do with me, but how could it NOT have to do with me?"
He sat with his hand covering his eyes, and I got virtually nothing out of him for the rest of the session.
My private conversations with Leanne were a mirror image of those with Mark.
"When he's happy with me, Tom, it's fantastic!" she said. "He's as loving as ever, and so full of fun. And we're having a great time in bed.
"But then, apparently out of nowhere, he gets quiet and withdrawn; disappears to his office after dinner, or looks past me while I'm trying to talk to him. I don't know what to do.
"Being patient and letting him come out of it doesn't seem to work, or at least not for several days. And pushing him to talk just seems to drive him away from me."
"Has he given you any idea what's on his mind during these times?" I asked.
"Only that ... that the picture in his mind of me with Theo still bothers him. I know he's still feeling insecure as a lover sometimes, even though he has no reason to be.
"Once or twice he's said something like, 'I just don't get it, Leanne. Either I wasn't enough for you, or...or what? What OTHER reason was there why you needed...' "
Leanne started to cry a little. "He didn't finish the sentence, but I knew what he was going to say. '...why you needed so much strange dick?' "
I sighed to myself. "I'm sure you can see why that question would trouble him. Is there any answer you can give him?"
Usually Leanne bristled when I broached this subject—but this time she looked thoughtful.
"You and I have talked a lot about my father, Tom, and it's pretty clear what you think. I suppose you're probably right. Growing up I could never get his attention, and the only thing that ever worked was my attractiveness and sexuality. I couldn't match Mary or Kaitlyn for brains or sports, but when I started to be a looker, he stopped ignoring me so much.
"But it's not as simple as 'I fuck other guys to get the attention my father denied me,' though!" She looked a little defiant.
"I don't think it's that simple either, Leanne," I replied mildly. "Most behaviors aren't about any one single reason. No doubt liking sex has a lot to do with it—and most people, regardless of their upbringing, enjoy feeling attractive to others.
"But I do think that your father's coldness is a factor. And it may be that, having learned you could never win his love in a wholehearted way, you concluded that short-term involvements with a lot of men who were drawn to you would be much safer. Far less chance of being hurt, of being let down."
These were issues we'd talked about a number of times before, and I hoped that discussing them with me would help Leanne be clearer about her own motivations for her past promiscuity—whatever the outcome of her marital problems might be.



****************
It was eleven weeks after their "kiss and make up" session in my office, when Mark had so optimistically tried to say goodbye to me, that it all hit the fan. He and Leanne were scheduled for a joint session at 8:30 am on a Tuesday, but Leanne didn't arrive until nearly 9:00. She'd clearly been crying and looked very upset; and she was alone.
"Mark's gone, Tom—he left last night without telling me!"
I got her to sit down and tried to calm her a little, asking her to tell me everything that had happened. For several minutes she cried too hard to be very coherent; but finally she was calm enough to talk about it.
"Everything was fine the last few days—at least I thought so. And last night was really special! We watched TV in the living room for a little while and then started fooling around, teasing and giggling. And then Mark picked me up in his arms and carried me off to the bedroom.
"And we made love, and it was wonderful—just fantastic. We took our time and really pleased each other, and when we finally got to the ... to intercourse, it got very fast and hard and intense. I came several times, and the last time the two of us came together. It was just tremendous!
"Afterwards we just lay there, cuddling, with me telling him how marvelous he was, and we drifted off to sleep. I felt really content, and really close to him." She sniffled some more.
"And then this morning he was gone! And a bunch of clothes were gone from his part of the closet, and when I looked I found that two of our suitcases were missing."
"And he didn't say anything in particular last night, or leave you a note or anything?" I asked.
Her eyes welled up again, and she said, "he left these on the dining room table".
She dropped two things into my palm. One was a folded sheet of paper, on which Tom had written, "Sorry, I just can't handle this anymore". The other was his wedding ring.
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I spent the rest of the session trying to calm and reassure Leanne.
"Mark doesn't strike me as a particularly rash person. He's obviously very upset, but I don't think he'll get on a plane and just disappear. It's much more likely that he's still in town, and that he'll find a motel for a few days, keep on going to work, and eventually make contact."
"And if he doesn't?" she replied, starting to weep again.
"I've done everything I can think of, Tom! I've told him I love him, and showed him I love him, every possible way there is! What more can I do?"
My answer didn't reassure her. "I don't think there IS anything more, Leanne—at least not right now. This is a struggle that Mark has to work out within himself, and all we can do is support him.
"Look," I said after a minute. "I'm supposed to see Mark again on Thursday afternoon. Let's at least try to be calm until then. If he shows up, and tells me he hasn't been in contact with you, I promise to call you right after the session to let you know he's still around, okay?
"In the meantime, do what you can to go on with life. See a friend, go to a movie—do things to take care of yourself, and to keep from sitting and worrying. Mark loves you very much—we both know that. His emotions got the best of him, but that doesn't mean he's gone for good."
It wasn't much, but it was pretty much all I had to offer in the way of comfort, and Leanne was a little calmer when she left my office.
****************
To my pleasant surprise, Mark walked into my office right on time the following Thursday. His manner was troubled, and a little sheepish.
As he sat down all he said was, "hello, Tom".
"Hi, Mark. Have you been in touch with Leanne since Tuesday?"
The sheepish look deepened. "Yeah, I, uh, left her a message yesterday during the day. Just saying that I was okay, that I'd found a place to stay for a little while, and that I'd be in touch."
"I guess you can imagine that she was pretty upset when I saw her."
"Yes, well, I ..."
He sat up, and looked straight at me. Sheepishness was gone, and seriousness was in its place.
"I just had to leave, Tom—I didn't have any choice. I felt like my head was going to explode."
I nodded, and said, "why don't you tell me about it?"
What followed was pretty predictable in its broad outlines—only the specifics were new to me. A series of incidents, each of them fairly minor in and of itself, kept reminding Mark of the pain and insecurity he was already struggling to work through. Or, rather, I should say "struggling to contain", because he frequently resisted the opportunities to work through it that both Leanne and I offered to him.
The previous Thursday he'd been home alone, because Leanne had a meeting in the evening, and he'd watched "Unfaithful" with Richard Gere and Diane Lane. It's a devastating film about a wife in a seemingly happy marriage who falls into a torrid love-affair; and needless to say it was precisely the wrong thing for Mark's frame of mind.
What made it particularly bad, Mark told me, is that at one point while having sex with her lover Diane Lane's character said something to him that was just like what Leanne liked to say to Mark in bed.
"It just freaked me out, I guess. Nothing but a coincidence, but my mind started careering down the track of Leanne having affair after affair, all the while pretending to love me."
When Leanne came home Mark didn't tell her anything about the movie, but he was uneasy. Unable to sleep, he found himself in his study, playing chess on the computer for half the night.
"By Monday I was feeling better—I'd put it out of my mind, I guess. Leanne and I made love, and it was really great. Long and incredibly satisfying, I think for both of us.
"We were lying in bed afterwards, half-asleep, and I was feeling really happy. Leanne was kissing my neck, just drowsily, you know? And she said, "baby, you're the best—the absolute best". And then she was asleep within another minute; I could feel her breathing change.
"I know she meant to be nice, to be loving. But what she said just started to eat at me! I'm the best? the absolute best? But you had to fuck dozens of other guys—hundreds of other guys? How can I be the best, if I'm not even good enough to satisfy my own wife?!
"I realized that I was being ridiculous, that I was taking Leanne's sweet remark and turning it into a knife to stab myself with—but I just couldn't help it! I lay there, feeling worse and worse, while she slept happily next to me.
"Finally, at about 2 am, I got up and went into the kitchen for a sandwich, and I remembered I hadn't put the trash out for pickup on Tuesday morning. I grabbed the bag out of the kitchen wastebasket and tied it shut, and carried it into the garage to get the big trashcans.
"And on the way I snagged the bag on the edge of a rake and ripped it open, and half the trash spilled out onto the floor of the garage. So I cursed, and got a broom to sweep it back up. And there on the floor I saw an open box of condoms.
"It was a box of a dozen, and there were three left. I went kind of nuts—I had to know exactly how many had been used! I laid down some old newspapers and poured out the entire contents of the trash bag, and sorted through it, but I only found two more. Five condoms. So there had to have been seven used—by one or more of Leanne's fuck-buddies, of course.
"I cleaned up the mess and threw it all out, but the whole time my brain was going a mile a minute. Could Leanne possibly still be fucking other people? I didn't want to believe it, and I really didn't believe it. She made a promise to me, and I honestly trust her, I do."
I must have looked a bit skeptical—not about Leanne, but about the depth of Mark's faith in her.
"You've heard her, Tom. She never cheated on her high school boyfriend, or on her jerk of a first husband, even though she was tempted. And I believe that she wouldn't have lied to me either.
"It's just ... well, it's kind of obvious. Were these condoms she was throwing out because she didn't need them any more? And if so, why throw them away now, nearly three months after she promised to stop fucking other guys? And where were the seven used ones?"
His face reflected the anguish in his voice. "Even if she HAS been faithful to me for those months, the condoms reminded me of all the years when she'd been spreading for ... when she'd been having sex with God knows how many men.
"The more I thought about it, the more I thought I could never feel confident that I was enough for her. Would she spend the rest of her life feeling confined by monogamy, wishing that somehow she could keep having her other lovers but restraining herself just so she wouldn't lose me? That idea hardly made me feel better!
"I stewed about it all night, getting more and more crazy. And at about 5:30 am I gave up—I said, that's it, I'm outta here. I packed a couple of bags, left my ring, wrote her a note, and got the hell out of Dodge."
We both sat for a moment, each of us lost in thought. Mark was tired and emotionally wrung-out. He'd been using his life-long strategy of pushing emotional troubles away rather than facing them, and it was tearing him to pieces.
It was obvious that he loved Leanne. And equally obvious that she loved him, that she was ready and willing to be the monogamous wife he wanted and needed. But I wasn't very confident that he could get past his agonized feelings about her sex with other men—certainly he wouldn't unless he started talking about them, with me and with her.
I said, "Mark, it sounds like you're in a lot of pain—but I don't hear you saying 'I'm done with Leanne, I want a divorce'. Is that right?
"No, I ...." He sat silently for a minute. "I love her. I've never stopped loving her. If only I could...I don't know, erase that scene from my brain..."
More silence.
"Listen, Mark—you experienced something traumatic, saw something that's very hard to see. But you know what? A lot of people have been through something like that in their lives, and gotten over it. Not right away, but in time.
"You're going to get over this, I promise. But not by pretending, not by acting as though it never happened. You have to talk about it."
He nodded, and said wearily, "I know that. I don't want to do it, but I know you're right. But I...."
He sat up straighter in his chair, and looked right at me.
"But I'm not ready yet to go through it all again with Leanne, okay? I'll come and see you, but ... but I still need some time away."
"That's fine," I said. "But do you think you could stay in touch with her, call her every couple of days? She's pretty frightened and upset, you know."
"I know—and I didn't mean to hurt her. Yeah, I'll call her."
****************
My session with Leanne that Friday was difficult. I genuinely felt bad for her, because I had nothing much to offer beyond vague reassurances.
She was calmer—a little tearful, but at least not hysterical and terrified. Mark had called her after seeing me, and they'd talked for a few minutes. Apparently he had promised he wouldn't do anything crazy—no quitting his job, no moving out of town. But he wasn't ready to come back home.
We were going over it and over it, with her saying, "...and I'm just about at the end of my rope," when I interrupted her, firmly.
"No, Leanne, you're not. You're not nearly at the end of your rope."
She blinked at me.
"You have a husband you love, who loves you. Yes, you're going through a hard time right now—but he's not dead, he's not in the hospital in a coma, he hasn't hit you or filed for divorce or moved in with a girlfriend or done any number of awful things that husbands sometimes do.
"I know you're hurting—and so is Mark—but you need to maintain some perspective, okay?"
Leanne looked shocked, and then a little hurt. Finally she nodded her head.
"Okay, Tom. I guess I ... yes, you're right. It's lousy but it could be a lot worse."
She managed a weak smile, and I gave her a big one in return.
"Good! Now let's talk a little about being patient, and giving Tom some time—and about how you can take care of yourself through all this."
****************
Mark's next appearance in my office the following Thursday was a revelation. He seemed relaxed, confident, and a couple of inches taller—not at all the tormented husband of a week before.
"Good morning, Tom, how are you?"
Even his voice was different—richer and more confident.
"Fine, Mark. You seem different today—things are obviously better. Want to tell me about it?
To my surprise he looked away from me for a moment, appearing a little embarrassed.
"Yeah, well I—" He cleared his throat. "You remember a story I told you when we first started coming here, about a diner on the South Side and a waitress named Liz, who tried to pick me up?
I nodded.
"Well, I ... on Friday I stopped in there for lunch again, because it was near a job-site, and Liz was there, as friendly as ever. Even more so, once she noticed I didn't have a wedding-ring on.
"She was flirting with me just like the first time, and I.... Well, I guess I said to myself, 'Why not'?"
"So I met her for dinner, after her shift, and we went to an Italian place I like, and then back to her apartment." He looked at me, a little defiantly.
"And I fucked her. We fucked. Not just once, either—pretty much the whole weekend."
I nodded but didn't comment, just let him tell it the way he wanted to.
"It was ... shit, Tom, it was terrific! Nothing like making love with Leanne, it wasn't making love at all. It was fucking, it was just sex, and it was fantastic.
"Liz is only 23, and she's slim and amazingly firm, and she just loves sex. We did it three times Friday night, and at least five or six more times the rest of the weekend. Except for getting something to eat, we weren't out of bed for more than a couple of hours until Monday morning, when I left early to get some clean clothes for work.
"The first time was very exciting and intense. I have to say I was worried—the first time in years with someone besides Leanne, and would I lose my erection? Could I make it good for Liz, or would I disappoint her?
"But there wasn't any problem at all. She was really eager, really vocal, and she seemed to love everything I did. She kind of screeches when she comes, and squeezes me with her arms and legs."
He grinned at me, pleased but a little embarrassed. "So it was easy to tell I was pleasing her, and I could just relax and enjoy myself.
"That's pretty much what we did, after the first time. Just relax and enjoy ourselves."
To my mild surprise, Tom continued to tell me about his weekend with Liz in considerable detail. Clearly he was going over it in his own mind, confirming to himself that he had performed successfully. He spoke for nearly ten more minutes, about the different positions they'd tried, what Liz had said, what had been the most fun for him.
Finally, anticipating a question I'd been thinking of asking, he said, "I'm not going to see her again, I don't think. At least I told her I wouldn't.
"I made it clear that I still love my wife, even though we're going through a tough time right now. And that I wasn't in the market for a new relationship.
"And she was totally cool about it. Liz is a long way from being ready to settle down. She said she'd just liked my looks the first time we met, and thought we might have a good time together. And man, we did."
He sat back, looking a little sheepish, and waited for me to comment. I marvelled at how resiliant a human being can be, and at how much can change in just a few days.
"It sounds like you had a great time, Mark, and I'm glad.
"So some of the sex with Liz was fast and intense, but some of it was more slow and relaxed, right?"
"Oh yeah, after the first time. On Saturday afternoon we had a real slow one, almost lazy—it probably lasted nearly an hour. She rode me for a while, and then we rolled over and spent a while doing it missionary."
"You're a smart guy, Mark, so I won't try to fool you about where I'm going with this. I'll bet that the sex that afternoon included a lot of kissing, a lot of relaxed, intimate talking and murmuring?
"And I'll bet that if Leanne had been watching you, she might have thought that you and Liz were truly lovers, not just a one-weekend fling?"
I saw his face change, and I quickly finished making my point. "In fact, don't you think that she would have drawn pretty much the same conclusions about you and Liz as the ones you drew about Leanne and Theo in your backyard?"
He looked at me for almost a full minute before he replied. Then, unwillingly, he said, "yes, I guess so."
I pushed him harder. "Imagine Leanne there, looking in through a window and seeing you with Liz. Doing it nice and slow—very affectionate I'll bet. Long kisses, smiles, her arms around your neck, maybe sliding her hands up and down your back. Her legs wrapped around you.
"How do you think that would have looked to her?"
Mark was fighting hard to keep his eyes on mine, but he couldn't do it. His gaze broke away from me and darted off to one side. He seemed to be blushing a little. He got out of his chair and started to pace around the room.
Without looking at me he said, "okay, maybe that's how it would have looked. But that wasn't how it was. It was sex, Tom. Fucking. Sweet, slow, fucking."
He turned and faced me. "With a nice, cute, somewhat interesting, very attractive blonde girl of 23—who I could no more fall in love with than I could fly to the moon.
"It felt great, okay? And at that moment, sure, I felt incredibly close to Liz. But it was just sex."
He kept looking at me. "And I can see where you're heading, of course. I'm supposed to shout 'Eureka!' and be cured, because what Liz and I did is just like what Leanne and Theo did, right?"
I waited, not saying anything. He started to pace around the room again.
"I get it," he said. "I don't like it, but I get it." He went back to his chair and sat down, looking at me with anger on his face.
"But that doesn't mean the feelings just melt away, dammit!"
"No," I said, "it's never that easy. Making a rational connection is one thing—resolving painful feelings is something else.
"But would you agree, Mark, that at least this gives us something to work with? A place to start?"
****************
It was three more weeks before I had both Leanne and Mark in my office together again. We'd been taking it very slow, as I waited for Mark's emotional state to settle a bit.
At my suggestion he'd been calling Leanne regularly, and they'd been talking. He told her that he was all right, that he was looking forward to coming home and being with her again, but that he needed a little more time to himself.
Leanne wasn't happy with this, but at least she wasn't so terrified about losing him as she had been in the first few days after he walked out. She and I had spent our weekly sessions together talking about her feelings—how Mark's absence made her feel, what her hopes were for his return.
"I'm pretty surprised," she said at one point, "but Mark being gone doesn't make me the least bit interested in finding another partner—you know, for casual sex.
"All I want is him—I want sex, but I want it with him, the warmth and love and security all together. The idea of a hard cock attached to some anonymous stranger just seems so empty to me."
She looked at me with a slightly wondering expression on her face. "All these years of thinking about that constantly ... when I'd meet the next guy who would attract me, what the sex would be like. And now it's like that switch is just turned off."
She laughed. "I haven't even been masturbating—well, not very much. It may be several years too late, but my sexual feelings seem to be all tied up with loving Mark, and wanting him back.
"I just wish it hadn't taken all this ... all this SHIT for that to happen."
In my sessions with Mark we talked about sex. About sex with Leanne, with Liz, with various past women in his life. He talked about casual sex, about tender love-making with Leanne, about the difference between lust and the loving desire he felt for her. And we discussed confidence, and the difficulties he had maintaining an erection after he first discovered Leanne with Theo.
This might all seem like pretty obvious ground to cover—but Mark was so used to bottling up his feelings, especially the unpleasant or frightening ones, that it was hard work for him. He had trouble at first believing that he wasn't the only man with erection difficulties—or with confidence difficulties, for that matter.
And it was harder because he'd always been attractive, and an athlete; girls and women had been easy to come by. He was used to feeling good about his interactions with them, both in and out of bed. Unlike most men, he hadn't had much experience of insecurity or failure.
I asked Mark whether he wanted just to go home, when he was ready, or see Leanne first in my office. He thought about it for a week, and I was not surprised when he came back in and said, "I think I should meet her here, Tom. I think it ... it might be emotional, and I'm hoping it will be a little easier here."
Given how many unspoken feelings there were on both sides, I decided in advance that I'd have to choreograph their reunion pretty carefully. I asked Leanne to come ten minutes early, so they wouldn't bump into one another in my waiting room. When I opened the door to let Mark in, she was standing on the far side of the office, looking nervous.
Mark came in and went straight to her. "Hi honey," he said quietly, and put his arms around her. She held him tightly and started to cry.



I waited while they clung to one another, and then after a couple of minutes she pulled back, kissed him, said, "hi baby," and smiled at me through her tears.
They slowly moved to their chairs and sat down. Leanne slid her chair over close to Mark's, so she could hold his hand, and he didn't seem to mind.
"I'm glad you're both here," I said. "I know this has been a very hard time for both of you.
"Mark, I think Leanne really needs to understand why you left that night. Of course she has a general idea, but it would help if you could share the specific things with her, the things we've talked about."
Mark nodded, but he didn't speak right away. He gently detached himself from Leanne's hand, and got up and walked to the far side of the room, where he leaned against the wall.
"I'm sorry for what I did, Leanne," he said. "Leaving like that—it seems kind of cowardly to me now, and it must have upset you a lot. I'm sorry."
Leanne just nodded. She was watching him very carefully, her hands clutched together in her lap.
"It was a bunch of things, I guess. Well, the one big thing you know about—still not ... still struggling to get past all the images in my head, you with Theo, you with faceless strangers. And wondering: how many, how often, when and where? Did you like it better with them? What did it mean about you and me?"
I could see Leanne wanted to reply, but I urged her to wait with a small gesture of my hand.
"Then there were a couple of specific things, just before I left." Mark told Leanne about watching "Unfaithful", and she smiled sadly, understanding what he was saying. Then he told her about their lovemaking the last night they were together, and what she'd said afterwards--"baby, you're the best—the absolute best"—and how that had tormented him.
Leanne cried, "but Mark, I didn't..."
"I know, I know," he said. "I know what you meant, Leanne, I really do—it was a loving thing to say. But I just couldn't help turning it into something really different, a reminder of all the men out there you could be comparing me to." He was still leaning against the wall, his fists clenched a little, looking at nothing. Leanne was quiet again.
"And then, in the middle of the night, I went to take the garbage out to the trash cans and caught the bag on a rake, and when it all spilled out I saw a box of condoms."
Leanne's head jerked up—she stared at him, looking a little pale.
"I couldn't help myself. I searched through the entire bag and found five unused ones. And I sat there and thought about the other seven, and what you must have used them for. And I just ... I just, you know, sort of fell apart."
Leanne looked at me anxiously and I nodded, but gave her a signal that meant "gently".
She turned to Mark and picked up her purse, an enormous dark blue leather one that she carried over her shoulder.
"Honey, do you remember I showed you this new purse that weekend? I told you the old black one was falling apart, so I went shopping and found this new one that I really liked?"
He nodded at her, his face stiff, and she went on.
"That Monday I sat down and transferred all my stuff out of the black one into this new one. And naturally I threw away the condoms, because I didn't need them anymore. I used to carry them with me, but that's all over with.
"You know that, don't you?" Her voice sounded very tense. "You know that I haven't been with anybody else since that day with Theo?"
He nodded again, and said, "yes, Leanne. I believe you."
She went on. "So it was just that I'd never gotten around to cleaning out my purse—never even thought of it until I bought a new one. And I didn't want you to have to see the condoms, so I jammed the box way down into the bottom of the trash bag.
"I'm so sorry, Mark!" She began to cry.
Mark relaxed, a little, and after a moment he came back to his chair and held Leanne's hand. She kept crying, but looked at him and tried to smile. He put his arm around her, and gently kissed her cheek. I waited.
"It's all right, honey," he said finally. "Just bad luck I guess, me tearing the damn bag open. It wasn't anybody's fault."
We all sat for a few minutes, with them holding one another gently as Leanne calmed down and dried her eyes.
"This has been an emotional session," I said, "but I'm so glad that you're here together again.
"Do you think we could possibly meet again tomorrow?" They both nodded, and we scheduled a time.
"Good," I said. "Now—about tonight. Mark, are you ready to go home again?"
He nodded, and Leanne smiled at him, squeezing his hand tightly.
"Okay. Why don't you both go get Mark's stuff from the hotel and take it home. Tonight I want you to have a quiet evening—watch TV or something, be kind to one another, but don't try to talk about anything. We'll pick up tomorrow with the things we have to discuss, but for tonight just enjoy one another's company."
I watched them leave my office arm in arm, and smiled to myself. One step at a time, I thought.
****************
The next day was just as emotional. I had Mark tell Leanne about his weekend with Liz. She took it quietly, but it was obvious that it bothered her. By the end of his story she was huddled in her chair, her arms tightly folded over her chest.
"Leanne?" I asked. "Are you all right? Can you talk about how you're feeling?"
Mark and I both waited, and she said, "I'm ... okay, Tom. It hurt, imagining Mark with her, but mainly ... mainly it scared me. She sounds so pretty, and so enthusiastic. How can I compete with that? I'm older and saggier and heavier and..."
Mark said, "you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen." He said it quietly, but she heard him and it drew her up short. It was perfect. They gazed at each other silently, and then smiled.
"Really?" she said, shyly, and he nodded back at her, smiling.
"Really," he said.
I waited for them to enjoy the moment, all of it; and only when it had passed did I speak again.
"Mark, could you tell Leanne briefly about the ... encounter with Liz that you and I talked about? When you had sex with her slowly?"
He recounted it to her, telling her all about how I'd pointed out the similarities to the encounter with Theo that he'd seen. She listened gravely, and then turned to me.
"So you told him that fucking sometimes looks like making love? Even when it isn't?"
"That's not how I put it, but yes," I replied. "Sex can be slow and tender, but that doesn't necessarily make it any more intimate, or profound or meaningful.
"If two people who love one another are doing it, then they're making love. If two people are having a casual fuck, that's fine too; but it isn't making love—not in the same way."
Leanne turned to Mark. "Did that help at all, Mark? Hearing about it that way from Tom?"
"A little—no, I guess more than that. It still ... it still hurts a lot, the image I have in my head of you and Theo. But I can also imagine what Liz and I must have looked like, and I know that that was just casual, fun sex. It wasn't any sort of threat to what you and I have."
He smiled. "My feelings about it haven't caught up to what my mind tells me, but I think I'll get there."
I jumped in at that point, because I needed to give them their marching orders. I had a plan for how to get them back on track.
"Okay, let's talk for a minute about the next week. I'd like to see you both together again a week from today, but in the meantime I have a couple of instructions. Did you have any sexual contact last night?"
They shook their heads, and Mark said, "we were a little scared to, I think. We had a nice dinner and watched TV, cuddled a little, but then just went to sleep. We didn't talk about it, but I think we both felt the same way."
"Good," I said. "For the coming week I want you to do more of the same. Be as affectionate as you want to be—lots of cuddling, touching, kissing if you feel like it. Treat each other lovingly, give each other back-rubs or foot massages if you want, but no sex. I want you to have a little time to get back in touch physically without any of the pressure of actual sex."
They both agreed right away, looking a bit relieved rather than disappointed, and we said our goodbyes.
****************
When the following week's session arrived Mark and Leanne seemed happier and more relaxed. Leanne in particular was bursting to tell me how they were doing.
"It was so strange, Tom! It was terrific, actually"—Mark nodded at this—"but it felt like being back in high school.
"The first couple of days we just cuddled a little at night, but as the week went on we started getting more and more turned-on. By Tuesday [two days before our session] we were both ready to jump each other, but we kept telling ourselves to wait. We've been ... necking, and it's been really hard not to go further."
Mark broke in. "Last night Leanne REALLY wanted to do something, so I suggested we ... masturbate for one another. I figured since it wasn't touching each other it would be all right."
"And how did that go?" I asked, very neutrally.
They looked a tiny bit embarrassed. "It was fantastic," Leanne said. "We'd never done that for one another, at the same time and with the lights on and everything. We both were so worked-up it didn't take long at all."
"And as soon as it was over," Mark said, "I jumped up out of my chair and went to lie down on the bed with Leanne, and just hugged and kissed her. I simply HAD to be touching her—and since we'd both just had our orgasms I hoped that would be okay. I couldn't help it, I needed to be holding her."
"That sounds fine," I said with a grin. "And I'm not going to torture you any further—the rules for this week are completely different.
"You can have sex as much as you want this week—any sort of sexual contact that you both want. Including none, of course, whenever one or both of you aren't in the mood.
"But—here's the kicker—everything you do sexually has to be something you've never done before, in at least some respect. So: intercourse in a position you've never tried together, or some other form of sexual contact you haven't experienced, or sex in a brand-new location. Nothing should be a repeat of anything you've done together in the past."
Mark said, "so, like missionary position would be okay if we did it, say, up on the roof?"
I laughed and said, "exactly. Or sex in your bed would be okay, if it's a position you've never tried before."
Leanne said, "honey, how about if we stop at the Barnes & Noble on the way home? I'll bet we can find a copy of the Kama Sutra..."
They left my office nearly giggling, and I was very pleased. The goal of course was to get them out of old patterns, and put them in situations where they had to react freshly to one another. I wanted to give them some time to succeed sexually, with their old memories and fears kept at bay by the need to be doing something new.
****************
Leanne and Mark were a happy couple again the following week. They alternated stories, with lots of laughter, of the various things they'd tried—some fun, others not.
Mark said, "Leanne found one called 'Don't Go' that I really liked. It's intercourse lying down, on our sides, except that Leanne's head is down by my knees. Her legs are wrapped around me, and I can caress her, uh, her buttocks."
Leanne liked that one too, but said, "I liked the 'Sexy Scissors' even better. I was on my back at the edge of the bed, and Mark held my legs straight up against his chest. While he was inside me he kept opening and closing them—it was amazing! First I was tight, squeezing him, and then I was so wide open ..." She looked as though she wanted to describe it some more, but then stopped, a little embarrassed.
They continued in this vein for some minutes. Clearly the week had been a success.
"Okay," I said. "For this week, anything you like, but you take turns being in charge. Leanne, tomorrow is your day. Any kind of sex you want, as much or as little as you want, any way you want it—including none. You decide, Mark goes along with you. Then the next day Mark is in charge. You alternate days until next week. All right?"
We talked about it a little. They seemed excited, but a little concerned about asking for something that the other might not like. I said, "you love each other, and you know one another very well. I'm not worried that you'll stop being concerned for each other's feelings—but I want each of you to have a chance to get just the kind of sexual experience you want.
"And I think you may find that it's a lot of fun being the non-dominant one, knowing you're giving your partner just what she or he wants."
Again they were happy, leaving the office. "So far so good," I though to myself, wondering how long I could keep this up.
****************
I was still seeing Leanne and Mark individually each week; and those sessions were a lot more serious. With Mark I was trying to open him up, trying to get him to talk about his feelings, and work through the continuing struggle with jealousy and worries about his inadequacies as a lover. The weekend with Liz had clearly helped, but it didn't make the problem go away.
One week when he came in I asked him very bluntly, "Mark, are there things about Leanne's encounters with other men that you want to know? Should we talk about your having a discussion with her?"
He looked at me. "What keeps driving me crazy, Tom—even though I can sort of see that it doesn't really matter—is how many men. Was she screwing another guy once a month? or twice a month, or, God help me, three times a week?
"And I guess I also can't help wondering how often she saw the same guy, whether it ever turned into anything more "connected", if you know what I mean—more emotional."
I watched him as he talked; Mark had clenched his fists, apparently without realizing it.
"Let's talk about those two questions," I said. "Just for the sake of speculation, what do you think would have been the minimum for Leanne in terms of other men, and what would have been the maximum?"
"I don't know, maybe once every other month at a minimum. For a maximum—shit, twice a week? I don't know how she would have had time for that, but her schedule selling real estate has always been pretty flexible."
"So in four years, then, it might have been about 24 encounters, if it was every other month. Or it might have been as many as 400, if it was twice a week—though that seems unlikely."
"You don't know?" he asked, looking at me hard; it was easy to see how painful this was for him.
"No," I said, "Leanne and I haven't talked about the numbers part of it.
"But tell me—how does it feel different? How does it feel inside you thinking about a couple of dozen, as opposed to a couple of hundred? That's what really matters."
A long silence. "If it's four-hundred," he said, very slowly, "then she's a whore. And I'm not sure I can live with a whore, even if it's somebody I love as much as Leanne."
"But if it's 25 then it's okay?"
He shrugged, with a look that suggested he was aware of the absurdity of what he was saying.
"I know it doesn't make sense, Tom, but I—the idea of Leanne with hundreds of guys just disgusts me. I can see them, lined up outside our bedroom, the line stretching down the hall and out the front door onto the street; and inside Leanne is lying in bed naked, calling out "Next!" each time a guy finishes fucking her."
He looked tormented. "How can I ... how can I see that picture in my head, and go on loving her? Go on making love to her?"
I waited a long time before I spoke. "Well, first, Mark, you have to realize that that picture is one YOU invented—it doesn't bear any relationship to the reality, does it?"
He shook his head, and I went on.
"What we know is that Leanne occasionally had sexual encounters with other men. Discreetly, and almost never in your home. With your permission, don't forget. And you told me that she said there were no ongoing love affairs..."
"But what does that mean, exactly?" Mark interrupted me. "She said she'd ... been with Theo three or four times. But was that her maximum? For all I know, there were other guys she fucked for months!"
We sat in silence for a minute or two.
"Mark, I think you have a decision to make. It seems to me there are two ways to think about this, and two ways to move forward.
"The first is to say, that was all in the past—it's over now. Leanne has told you she's committed to being completely faithful, and you believe her, right?"
He nodded, and I went on.
"So one alternative is simply to accept that the past is going to bother you whenever you think about it, but that it's past—and that over time you'll think about it less and less. No need to poke a stick into it and stir it up.
"The other option is to say, 'I don't think that's going to work—it bothers me too much to just put aside, and I need to ask Leanne to tell me more'.
"But in that case, obviously, you have to be sure that you're ready to hear the answers. If you think that Leanne's answers might drive you away from her, is it really worth asking the questions?"
I knew that the Mark who had first come into my office several months earlier would have chosen option one: push it away, try not to think about it. But that hadn't been working, and I was not surprised when the Mark sitting across from me chose option two.
"I ... guess I have to ask, Tom. I'll try not to jump all over her, but not knowing is just driving me crazy. And imagining things feels worse than what knowing the actual truth will feel like, or at least I think so."
He looked reflective, and said, "I guess I've changed a lot, huh? When I first came to see you I was the king of sweeping things under the rug."
"Yeah," I said, "but that wasn't working so well, as I recall."
He just laughed, a bit ruefully.
****************
At my next session with Leanne I said, "Mark's going to ask you some things."
"Like?"
"Like how many men; like how often you had sex with them at your house, and whether it was ever in your bed; like how many times you saw the same guy, whether it ever turned into an emotional connection. And probably—again—why you had to do it."
She looked serious. "And does my marriage depend on my answers?"
"I don't really know," I said. "It might. But I don't see anything that you or I can do about it. Mark needs to hear the truth from you, and then we have to help him handle it. And there are lots of ways to say things, ways that are more or less tactful and sensitive while still being true.
"I think we should spend today's session talking about those."
"Okay," she said, nodding. "A little rehearsal, in a way. That's fine with me."
****************
Mark and Leanne both looked tense when they came in together that week. I asked them how taking turns sexually had gone, though, and that brought some smiles.
Leanne said, "I think Mark liked it—but I just LOVED it!"
She giggled. "It was just so ... so luxurious to lie back and have him please me exactly the way I wanted it, for as long as I wanted. And he made me—well, let's just say he left me really tired and really satisfied!"
Mark smiled and said, "it was fun for me too. In a way, pleasing Leanne on her days was even better than being the boss on my days. To know that I was doing just what she wanted, just what pleased her the most, and to see her pleasure ... it just felt good."
"I loved that too, when it was my turn," Leanne broke in. "Being, like, Mark's little sex-geisha, just serving him however he wanted—that was hot!"
"Good," I said. "It seems as though the last few weeks, with these crazy rules I've given you, have worked out just as I hoped they would. You've had some fun, done some new things, and maybe learned a little more about what each of you likes, and what your partner likes.



"I'm taking you off game-playing now: make love however you want, whenever you want. Try an occasional "Mark's in charge" day or "Leanne's in charge" day, if you feel like it. Pull out the Kama Sutra book and find a new position, if you feel like it; etc. As long as sex is fun and the feelings are good, you can do it on a trapeze or the same old familiar way in your bed."
They nodded, still smiling, but I could sense the tension return. They both knew what was coming.
"Mark," I said, "you have some questions for Leanne—about her encounters with other men. Why don't you go ahead and ask them?"
A brief silence. He looked serious; she just looked scared.
"Baby," he said, "I thought before we started coming to Tom that the best thing would just be, you know, not to think about any of this, just push it out of my mind. But that clearly wasn't working.
"So Tom and I have talked about the fact that if I know the truth, I can deal with it—instead of having to fight the pictures in my head.
"Is that okay with you?"
She nodded tensely. "Yes, Mark. Whatever will help us move forward, I'm willing to do."
"Besides Theo," he said, "how many times did you ... have sex with somebody else at our house?"
Leanne relaxed a tiny bit. This was an easy one. "Just once. A long time ago, a couple of years at least. It was in the backyard, like with Theo, one afternoon when you were away at that conference in Seattle."
"Okay. Um, you said that you'd been with Theo a few times before the day at our house, right?"
She nodded.
"How often in general did you ... have sex with the same guy?"
"Most of the time it was just once. Once in a while, but not too often, I saw a guy two or three times. But never more than four or five."
"So there was never anything ongoing, or anything that got to be more than ... than casual fucking?" This question mattered a lot to Mark—I could see it from his attempt to look relaxed and casual as he asked.
"No, baby. For me it was about no-strings sex. Sometimes I could tell that a guy was interested in more than that, and I just stopped seeing him.
"They never called me, Mark—I always called them. No one ever had my number, or knew where I lived. And the only guys I saw more than once were ones who had the same attitude I did—this is for fun, and nothing more."
"So there were a ... few guys you saw four or five times, like Theo, but never more than that?"
"Maybe half a dozen I saw five times, I don't know for sure. But never anyone more than that.
"This wasn't about love, or love-making, honey!" She suddenly looked worried, and she clasped Mark's hand tightly. "It was about excitement—about feeling attractive. About staving off feelings I didn't even know I had."
"Okay, Leanne—can we talk about that? Can you ... can you try to help me understand WHY you needed to do this so much? What were the feelings you were staving off?"
I was watching quietly from behind the desk. Mark looked serious but in control—he seemed to be managing to listen carefully without being emotionally overwhelmed.
"You ... you know what my father is like? Well, I never felt sure of his love, never felt I could hold his attention for more than a few minutes. One-night stands were safe—I wasn't risking anything. I was getting a shot of reassurance, you know, almost like a stiff drink: a belt of 'I'm attractive, I'm sexy, men are turned on by me'.
"And because there was no follow-up, no lasting connection, I could never feel hurt, like I did so often by my father, when his interest in me didn't last. I was the one in control, never the one being let down."
"And you don't think you need that any more?" Mark asked quietly.
Leanne glanced at me and smiled. "When I met you, Mark, I was still finding it hard to believe that anyone I cared for could really love me—you know, in a lasting way. And these quickie ... these ... one-night stands kept me from ever being dumped, the way I always feared I would be.
"But you LOVE me." She gave him a dazzling, loving smile. "You've made me believe, after all these years, that somebody wonderful could love me, and not lose interest or just drop me.
"And working with Tom has helped me really believe that, and really trust in your love. So of course I'm still a little afraid of being hurt—but not so much anymore, not so much that I need to fortify myself with meaningless sex.
"I really don't miss it, you know? I've been telling Tom—even when you'd left and I was so scared you were gone for good, I didn't want to go out and pick somebody up. I just wanted you back."
She looked at him. "You're the only one, Mark."
Wow, I thought. She'd answered his questions beautifully—truthfully, but also lovingly. I hoped it would be enough, but we weren't finished yet.
Mark was smiling at her. "Thank you, honey," he said. It was a nice moment; but then it ended, and Mark's face tightened again. He looked away.
"How many?" It was quiet, but almost like a growl. Then he looked at Leanne again, gazing intently at her.
"How many men were there, Leanne?"
"I don't know, Mark. Some months there were one or two—or none. There were certainly months when I didn't ... when I wasn't with anybody else.
"And then ... sometimes it was more often. I guess a few times a couple in the same week."
"Did it have to do with how we were doing ... you know, in bed?"
"I don't think so," she said. "It was more a matter of chance—did I meet someone. And how busy you and I were generally, was I swamped with real estate business, were you away, like in Milwaukee, or around a lot.
"When we had lots of time together, like on vacation or over the holidays, there was never anybody. Because all I wanted was to be with you.
"It only came into my mind when I was by myself."
There was a silence; and then, before he spoke again, Leanne continued.
"Actually, you know ... I think that sometimes my one-night stands sometimes happened right after I'd had to deal with my father. A phone call, or sometimes after he and my mom had visited, or we'd gone to see them.
"It seems like several times I went out and ... picked someone up in the next day or two. I don't think I realized that before. I guess talking to Tom about it, you know, about my father, made me see the connection."
He nodded, thinking. "So—how many, all together, do you think?"
"Since we've been married?"
"Yes," he replied.
I'd warned Leanne not to say, "oh I don't know, Mark"; or "does it really matter?" Because it DID matter to him, intensely.
"Probably about twice a month, on average," she said. "Maybe a little more."
We were silent, and I watched Mark do the math. It was about a hundred, over four years—perhaps 125, depending on what "a little more" meant.
"Is that men, or—or times having sex?" he asked.
"Times having sex. The number of men is less."
There was a heavy silence, which I broke by asking my own question.
"Mark, in the four years of your marriage to Leanne, how often do you think you and she have made love?"
He looked surprised. "Jeez, I don't—I guess, well, at least three times a week on average.
"There are weeks it's less than that, but then again on vacations it's at least once a day, so it averages out. I guess I'd say three times a week."
Leanne was nodding in agreement.
"So, then, just to put it in perspective," I said, "you guys have made love together maybe 630 times or so." I watched Mark's face as that number sank in.
You can say to yourself, "what difference do numbers make?" But to many people (at least many men) they make a lot of difference, whether that's logical or not. For Mark, I hoped it would matter that he and Leanne had made love six times as much as she had been with other people.
It was a bad place to end a session; however, it couldn't be helped. We were out of time and another patient was waiting. But at least I'd managed to remind Mark that 600 was a lot more than 100. Even so, things were tense between him and Leanne as they left my office.
****************
When I next saw Mark, alone, I could tell that he was troubled. Tense and probably angry. I'd barely said "hello" when he burst out, "100 times! Maybe more, maybe 150! Jesus Christ!"
"Okay," I said. "Numbers are obviously on your mind, so let's talk about numbers. How many men was it, Mark, do you think?"
He looked at me, his anger interrupted a moment by surprise, and I said coolly, "oh, you haven't done the math? Well, follow along with me.
"Leanne said 'twice a month, or a bit more'. There are 48 months in four years, so let's call it 100 times, or maybe 125 tops. Now, she said there were perhaps half a dozen men she saw five times—that's 30, leaving 95. Of the rest, she said 'once in a while' she saw a guy more than once, perhaps two or three times.
"If 'once in a while' means, say, one out of every three, then one-third of the guys she saw two or three times—call it 2.5 on average—and the other two-thirds just once. How's your algebra, Mark? You're an engineer, after all. 2x/3 + 2.5(x/3) = 95.
"So 4.5x/3=95, meaning 1.5x=95.
"I get x = 63. Plus the original 6 makes 69 men. How's that, Mark, the number 69 seem fitting somehow?"
I was speaking coldly, even a bit harshly, and Mark was clearly baffled by my tone. He followed the math, though, and nodded his head.
"Yeah, okay, 69 guys."
Not giving him time to say, "and that's disgusting," or "see what a whore Leanne was," I pressed on.
"Mark, how many women did you have sex with in the years between your divorce and when you met Leanne?"
He looked even more baffled. "I ... don't know—a hundred, maybe? Probably at least eighty. But Tom, that was in the past!"
"And this isn't? Leanne hasn't been with anyone else since the day you saw her with Theo—that's several months ago now. So tell, me why exactly are her 69 worse than your 80?"
He looked even more perplexed, then triumphant. "Because ... because I wasn't with her then. We weren't married, dammit!"
"And hadn't you okayed this? Hadn't you specifically told her it was all right with you? For Christ's sake, Mark, it's time to be a man!"
Now he was truly shocked. I think he was too surprised even to be offended, though he probably had a right to be.
"Just answer me some questions, okay? Easy ones, all yes or no."
He nodded, and I fired them at him one after the other, barely giving him time to reply before I went on.
"Do you love Leanne?" "Yes."
"Is she still the woman you want to spend your life with?" "Yes."
"Do you believe she loves you?" "Yes."
"Do you think she's ever cheated on you?" "No."
"Do you believe that she'll keep her word and give up other men for good?" "Yes."
"Has she ever done anything to make you think that sex with any of these other men was better, or more important to her, than sex with you?" "No."
"Has she ever given you the slightest indication of being less than happy with your sex life together?" "No."
"In fact, doesn't she make it very clear how much she enjoys making love with you?" "Yes."
I sat back, and let silence fill the room for a few moments.
"Bottom line, Mark. You love Leanne, and she obviously adores you. She had sex with other guys; you had sex with other women. You've given it up; she's given it up.
"The love between you is rock-solid, and the sex lately seems to have been going great.
"So it's time to suck it up; it's time to get over yourself, be a man, and go back to your wife. Fully—completely—in every way. Time to drown her in your affection, let her know every minute of the day what she means to you. Time to show her she's the most important thing in your life."
I softened my voice a little. "This doesn't mean you're never entitled to feel hurt or insecure. It doesn't mean you can't ask for reassurance. I imagine you'll want to talk more with Leanne about her encounters, and it will take a while before they really don't matter to you anymore.
"That's all okay. Ask her, and let her reassure you. Let her tell you ten times, a thousand times, that she's done with all that and that you're all she needs. Because it's true."
****************
I saw Leanne alone just once more after that, and the two of them together for about eight more sessions, gradually spreading them out to just once a month. In my session with Leanne I told her I'd hit Mark pretty hard, but that I thought he was ready for it.
"He trusts me, and I think my words will stay with him. I'm pretty confident your husband is going to be loving and affectionate for quite awhile."
She grinned at me. "That doesn't sound too bad!"
"Just be ready to reassure him," I said. "He's not done feeling insecure and hurt. The feelings may come up at odd times; he may want to ask you about it, or just get kind of snarky and make cutting remarks about you and other guys.
"You've got to be patient and loving. Let him know you understand that it takes time, but that what's past is past. If he has questions, even if he asks the same questions again and again, try to be patient with him. And if he gets nasty and hurts your feelings, call him on it! Make him remember that you're just as entitled to trust and love and respect as he is."
We talked for the rest of the session about how things might go, and how she could handle them. At the end she said, "I really want to give you a hug, Tom—I'm so incredibly grateful to you for what you've done for us!
"But somehow that feels a little ... I don't know, like not quite the right thing to do, with the two of us alone in this office."
I nodded and said, "I know just what you mean, Leanne. But I appreciate the sentiment."
****************
The eight more sessions with Mark and Leanne together were really just precautionary—for me to smooth out the bumps if there were any. Occasionally they'd come in and talk about a testy conversation they'd had during the previous week, or about a moment when insecure feelings had arisen to trouble Mark.
There was one session when Leanne was really down, feeling that Mark was unconsciously poking at her about the other men, making indirect, catty remarks. He was stunned to hear that she was feeling that way, and apologized on the spot.
But there were some great moments too, including two stories that gave me a lot of hope for them.
In the third session Mark said, "something happened two nights ago that I wouldn't have understood before—before we started seeing you.
"I was working in my office after dinner, and I could hear Leanne on the phone in the other room—I figured she was talking to her parents.
"And then after a while she came to the doorway and just looked at me, waiting. And when I turned around, I could see she'd been crying. And she said, 'Mark, I'm sorry to bother you when you're working, but ... do you think you could ... come and fuck my brains out? And then just hold me, and kiss my hair and tell me you love me?'
"So of course I went to her, and gave her a big kiss, and took her off to the bedroom and did just as she asked. Not exactly a tough assignment for me!"
He grinned, and Leanne jumped in to pick up the story.
"He was wonderful, Tom. He made love to me so fiercely, it was so exciting. And then he held me, and I cried in his arms for a while. And then we made love again, gently, me still crying a little, him whispering to me how he loved me, how beautiful I was."
Mark said, "I could see that talking to her parents had upset her—probably her father, who I have to say is one cold bastard."
"And it felt so great what happened, Tom! I was hurt and upset, but I didn't have the slightest desire to go out and pick up some guy—all I wanted was Mark, and his love and reassurance, and he was there for me so perfectly! It was one of the nicest things that's ever happened to me."
A couple of weeks later Leanne had a story to tell, about a surprise suggestion from Mark.
"Last Saturday, when the weather was really warm, Mark made us some lunch and suggested we eat outside by the pool. We'd sort of both been avoiding it, like that part of the yard was still radioactive, I guess. But we had our picnic and lay in the sun for a while, just dozing.
"And then he came over and starting kissing me, very gently at first, and we started necking, and in a few minutes he had my bathing suit off and had me down on the air mattress, you know, the one where ... where he saw me with Theo.
"So I was really worried about what would happen—but Mark just smiled at me and said, 'maybe it's time to reclaim this part of the house for you and me'.
"And we made love, slowly and lovingly. I knew that Mark was trying to make it like the way he'd seen me with Theo—but it didn't seem to be bothering him. And I started to cry a little while we were doing it, and say 'I'm so sorry!' And he just kissed me and told me he loved me, and we went right on with what we were doing."
Mark said, "I was a little nervous about what would happen—but part of me felt like, 'dammit, I want my pool back! and my back yard, and my air mattress!' We've always loved having sex out there, and I wasn't willing to give that up. And once we got started it was fine. Sexy and slow and loving, and Theo wasn't there any more, it was just Leanne and me."
She got out of her chair, came and sat on Mark's lap, and gave him a big kiss. And then she giggled, and they both looked at me a little embarrassed, while I just smiled back.
****************
By the eighth session, Leanne and Mark were doing very well, and we'd pretty much run out of things to say—it was clearly time to stop. When we got together for the last time I gave them the usual spiel about coming back to see me any time, that it was very common for couples to return for a "refresher" if they felt it would be helpful.
I did get that hug from Leanne, and a kiss on the cheek, and then a firm handshake from Mark.
They both thanked me very sincerely, and when I said, "it's been a pleasure, and I'm happy it's worked out so well," I meant it.
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It was Wednesday, October 22nd.
I stood in the shower, letting the hot water pour over my head. I'd been doing this a lot lately—taking longer showers, spending time just standing or leaning against the wall while the hot water coursed over my body. Often I'd been crying. For some reason the tears tended to come while I was in the shower. Come to think of it, the shower was really the only private place I could cry, except while driving the car, which wasn't very practical.
Over the past few weeks my showers had gotten longer, with my bouts of tears sometimes adding an additional ten minutes to my routine. I wondered if Liz had noticed how long my showers were taking—then again, she didn't seem to be noticing much about me lately. I was the one who had noticed things, things she didn't seem to realize I was aware of.
But this morning I wasn't crying. This morning I was going to see Richard Gronier. Today things were going to start changing dramatically—though I wasn't all that sure that what was to come would be any less painful than what had happened already.
As I toweled off in the quiet house—Karlie and Kristina were already at school, and Liz had left for work—I thought about my conversation two days earlier with Ernie Mattazollo.
Ernie had a very unprepossessing office, in a rundown section of Cincinnati far from the upscale department stores. But he'd been recommended to me as a guy who knew his business.
"Okay, Mr. H.," he said when we sat down together at the table in his tiny office. "I did it just like you wanted, though I've never had a client ask me to handle it this way before."
I nodded, and he went on.
"I didn't do any video, because you said you didn't want none. I've got audio from three of their times together; I put it on this CD for you and sealed it up, like you said. You sure you don't want to hear any of it?"
I shook my head. "As I told you, Ernie, if there's any chance at all for me and Liz I can't be carrying around in my head the sounds of the two of them together. Just summarize for me, all right?"
"Well, there's nothin' special goin' on. It's just fuc ... I mean, it's just sex. They don't talk too much, and certainly nothin' lovey-dovey, like 'if only we could be together' or 'when I've gotten a divorce' or anything like that."
"Do they talk about me at all?" I asked. "Or Gronier's wife?"
He thought a moment. "Gronier never mentions his wife at all. A couple of times he brought up your name, like 'I'll bet your husband can't make you come like that', but she always tells him to stop. She never lets him put you down or nothin', and she doesn't ever talk about you herself."
"What DO they say to each other?"
"At the beginning it's mostly just horny stuff, ya know, like 'oh look how hard it is' or 'you feel so good' or 'ooh yeah, like that'." I must have winced, because Ernie stopped for a second, gazing at me. "You okay, Mr. H?"
"Yes," I said. "Please go on."
"That's pretty much it. Then at the end, as they're showerin' and gettin' dressed, it's just figurin' out when's the next time they can get together."
"Does Liz love him?"
"Not that I can hear," Ernie said. "I guess some affairs are like that, but most of 'em are more like this one. Two people gettin' together to boff their brains out. Uh, sorry I put it that way, Mr. H.
"What I mean is that it sounds like they're hot for each other, but there's nothin' more to it than that."
"And are they doing anything special? In bed, I mean?"
"I don't think so. I didn't hear nothin' about anal, or any weird positions or anything. She's certainly suckin' his ... I mean they're certainly doin' oral sex, but I guess most people do that."
We sat in silence for a few minutes. It wasn't any worse than I had feared. It was unspeakable—it was crushing—but it wasn't any worse than what I had imagined. In fact it was not quite as bad. She didn't love him; they weren't planning to run away together; they weren't working their way through the Kama Sutra.
She was just fucking him. Just an affair, just an ordinary affair with a man who wasn't her husband. With a man who wasn't me.
"Okay, Ernie," I said finally. "Thanks for everything. What do I owe you?"
I wrote him a check, nearly $8000, without a second thought, and he pulled out the three manila envelopes.
"Like you said you wanted 'em. This first one has about a dozen shots of the two of 'em goin' in and out the door of one of the motels they used. The ones of 'em doin' the down-an-dirty, about four dozen or so, are in this big envelope, all sealed up with tape like you asked. I've got the negatives tucked away, along with a copy of the audio CD.
"And this third envelope, like you asked, has one of the down-an-dirty photos."
"Just one, right? And both their faces are clear?"
"Yeah," he said. "
"Thank you, Ernie," I said again, and got up to leave. "Wait," I said, "I almost forgot. What did you find out about Gronier?"
Ernie smiled a hard smile. "A pussy-hound, like you figgered. Betsy, the assistant of mine I told you about? She spoke to 5-6 people in his firm, and it sounds like he's the number-one skirt chaser in the whole place.
"He seems to be somewhat careful about it, though. Seems his wife is some kinda heiress, worth like $80 million, and he doesn't want to fall off the ol' gravy train."
****************
On the drive to Gronier's office I thought back over the past few months. The earliest sign of trouble I'd detected had been at the beginning of August, about three months ago.
We'd been through an exhausting, difficult and frightening year. Karlie had been diagnosed with leukemia just before Halloween the year before, and we'd been plunged into a nightmare of doctors, hospitals, chemotherapy drugs, and nights sleepless with worry.
Our little girl was only eight, and she bore the pain and fear and disruption with unbelievable courage and patience. Kristina, two years younger, was her constant companion and support. Needless to say Liz and I put everything else in our lives aside to care for Karlie, doing just the bare minimum at our jobs and abandoning all thoughts of our social life or our own relationship.
By last summer, thank God, Karlie was in remission. She was regaining her strength and growing her hair back again, and the odds were at least 90% that she was completely cured. We'd gotten the good news in mid-June, and celebrated with a week at Disney World. Almost crazed with exhaustion and relief, Liz and I had let the kids do whatever they want, ride all the rides and eat all the food and stay up as late as they could. It was a memory I would always cherish.
But the ordeal took its toll, above all on Liz's and my relationship. As things began returning to normal, I plunged back into my work as an economic analyst (I worked in the Cincinnati office of one of the big New York banks). My colleagues had covered for me for months, and I was frantic to get back up to speed and start pulling my weight again.
Liz's job was less demanding—she was Assistant Director of Human Resources at the University of Cincinnati Medical Center—but she too was eager to get caught up, and we were both exhausted from months of worry and fear. In retrospect, I could see that neither of us had been paying enough attention to our marriage.
The first I heard of Richard Gronier was quite innocent—in early July, Liz had to give a deposition in a lawsuit against the Medical Center, and Gronier was the Center's attorney. The evening of the deposition Liz told me all about it over dinner, and casually mentioned that Gronier was impressive—tall, very good-looking, and extremely effective in the legal wrangling that surrounded Liz's testimony.
I heard about two further meetings with Gronier over the following couple of weeks, ostensibly to go over some of the details in her testimony—and then nothing. She stopped saying anything about him, and I assumed he was finished with her.
Not a very accurate assumption! Liz was still seeing him, but as their meetings started turning from legal maneuvering into something else, she simply stopped telling me anything about them.
We took our usual two-week vacation in August up to a cabin on Lake Michigan. It was always a relaxed and romantic time for us—the girls would play hard all day long, and after they were asleep Liz and I would catch up on a lot of the love-making that we hadn't had time for during our busy year.
But this vacation was different—noticeably so, though it was hard to put my finger on exactly how. It wasn't that we made love less, or that Liz was less interested, at least not on the surface. She was still affectionate, and certainly not reluctant.
But she was less "present"—both when we made love and at other times. She was abstracted, off in a world of her own, in a way that concerned me. I had no idea what was up, but I knew something was going on. But the few times I asked her about it, she pulled her attention back to me and said it was "nothing—I guess I'm just still recovering from the past year, honey", or something like that.
I was frustrated. I missed my wife, and I could tell that she simply wasn't all there with me. But her explanation seemed convincing; God knows both of us were emotionally wrung-out after Karlie's battle with cancer, and I just figured things would gradually return to normal.
But by mid-September things were worse, not better. Liz seemed strained all the time, and uneasy around me. I occasionally saw her with a haunted look on her face, gazing out the window at nothing, when she didn't see me looking at her. She was more forgetful than usual, sometimes not remembering to be home in time to cook dinner when it was her day (we alternated doing the cooking), or going out on a Saturday to do some errands and coming home without the dry cleaning she'd intended to pick up.
By then I was seriously worried—I spent a lot of time thinking about her behavior and what it might mean. Of course "affair" arose as one of the possibilities, though it seemed crazy to me. Certainly our sex life had not diminished—we still managed sex a couple of times a week, which was about average for us since the girls had been born.
And on a couple of evenings Liz was more enthusiastic than usual, even a little wild and demanding. I loved those nights at the time, but when I thought about them they only added to my concern. Did something make her extra-horny? Or guilty? What was going on?
I certainly asked her from time to time whether something was bothering her—was there a crisis at work, did she feel all right physically, had I done something to upset her? But her invariable reply was a tight 'oh no, honey, I'm fine, really! Maybe just a little tired.' And this was delivered in an elaborately casual way, followed by a hug and kiss that were meant to reassure me but had just the opposite effect.
On September 26—I'll never forget the date, because it was Kristina's birthday and we'd had ten of her friends over for a party—I happened to ask Liz about the hospital law suit, and whether she was still in touch with Richard Gronier.
"Who?" she replied, looking suddenly a little pale.
I stared at her in some disbelief, and she said, "oh, of course! that lawyer who handled my deposition for the lawsuit last summer—how stupid of me! No, I haven't spoken to him in a couple of months, I guess. We ... we met a couple of times after the deposition, but I think he must be all done with me."
She turned back to the dishes, and neither of us said anything else for a moment. Then she started asking me about our gutters, and whether I'd called our yard guy yet about cleaning them out.
It was a startlingly unconvincing change of subject, and it shook me up quite a bit. But I didn't push it. Her pretending to forget who Gronier was was so alarming that I had to think about how to proceed.
That night when she was asleep I found her purse and looked carefully through it. I didn't find anything damning, but there was one mystery. Her cell phone's list of made and received calls didn't show anything unusual—I specifically looked for Gronier's office number and didn't find it. In her datebook there was a time and place written down for the deposition on July 8th, and I found two further notations for meetings with Gronier.
Then no more about him. But there were three places, two in August and one in early September, where things she'd written down had been painstakingly erased—it was impossible to figure out what had been written there. Since then, nothing out of the ordinary.
I'd lain awake until nearly 4 am that night, unable to sleep, full of worry. The next morning I got a recommendation from a friend and went to see Ernie Mattazollo.
He called me on October 3rd, and he didn't mince any words. "She's havin' an affair. With a guy named Gronier, he's a lawyer."
It hadn't surprised me. But it had shattered me.
After about an hour, I called him back and told him to stay with it. "I'd like you to record two or three of their little get-togethers. Just audio, no video. And some photos—some of the two of them going in and out of the motel or wherever they're meeting, and then some of the ... the actual sex, if you can get it."
"I can get it," he said flatly, and then we discussed the timing of it, and his fee.
****************
Richard Gronier worked on the sixteenth floor of a fancy office building downtown, and his young, bosomy blond secretary took great pleasure in informing me that, unless I had an appointment, he was far too busy this morning to see me.
I smiled at her, then took a business card out of my wallet. On the back I wrote "on my way to show some photos to your wife—I'll wait 5 minutes".
I gave the card to Ms. Blonde and said, "please do me the favor of giving him this. I'll wait here."
Not more than two minutes later she came back to me, her face doing a rather bad job of concealing her annoyance, and said, "Mr. Gronier will see you now."
I didn't know how he'd play it, but at first he treated me with easy affability. Came out from behind his desk, big smile, hearty handshake.
"Mr. Hendricks, how are you? Please come in and have a seat."
I'd never seen him before, but he matched Liz's description from so many months before. He was probably 6'2" or so, and unusually handsome. He was in his mid-30s, about the same age as Liz and me, and had a strong well-tanned face and piercing blue eyes.
It wasn't hard to see how women would fall for him, though that hardly provided me consolation at that moment.
I sat in silence, waiting to see him start to look nervous. He covered it pretty well—maintained his smile, no tapping or nervous mannerisms—but after about 30 seconds he couldn't wait any longer.
"Well, Mr. Hendricks, how can I help you?"
"Mr. Gronier," I said quietly, "my wife is Liz Hendricks. And right now I have your balls in my hand. How hard I squeeze them is entirely up to you."
He was silent, but this time he couldn't stop his fingers from jiggling a little. He said, as calmly as he could, "I'm afraid I don't understand...."
"You've been fucking Liz," I said, still very quietly. "I have pictures. And I'm pretty sure that the pictures could cost you this nice office, your job, and access to your wife's trust fund."
He glanced in alarm at the manila envelopes in my lap, but blustered, "I'm sorry, I don't know what you're talking about."
This was turning out to be more fun than I'd hoped! I sat for a long moment, then silently passed him the first envelope.
When he opened it and glanced at the pictures he nearly sagged in relief, and the blood rushed back into his face. Smiling broadly he said, "but these don't show anything beyond Liz and myself going in and out of a meeting room."
"A motel," I said. "The Chesterton Motor Court, on Route 52 in Riverview Heights. Kind of cheap of you not to spring for something classier, don't you think?"
He stood up, hoping to get rid of me. "These pictures are not proof of anything, Mr. Hendricks. I'll have to ask you ..."
Without rising I passed him another envelope. When he opened this one he pulled out the single photograph and looked at it for a long time. Then he slid it back into the envelope, sat back in his chair, and ran a hand through his hair. He looked very unhappy.
"I've got several dozen more just like that one," I said. "With copies in a number of safe places."
We sat in silence. I watched him, while he gazed aimlessly at the wall behind me, working through it in his mind.
"What do you want?" he said finally.
"How long has it been going on?" I said. "And why?"
He laughed without amusement. "The why is easy—your wife is a babe, man, in case you hadn't noticed! I saw her and I wanted her. You ever seen my wife?"
I shook my head, and he continued. "She must be 250 pounds, and she sweats! She's...well, you get the picture. Liz is gorgeous, much more my cup of tea."
"How long?"
"About a month. Took me forever to get in her pants, if you want to know the truth. I worked on her all through the summer—nice and slow, very subtle, just professional at first. She fought it hard, kept telling me she loved you, the usual thing.
"They all say that, you know, but usually they give it up a lot faster than she did. It probably wasn't until nearly the end of September that she..."
"Stop," I said. "You've answered my question."
Despite his predicament he couldn't keep a smug grin entirely off his face. It must have been fun for him, sitting across the desk from the poor cuckolded husband. I wondered whether that was part of the pleasure for him, not just the sex but putting one over on clueless guys like me.
"All right. Call her, right now, and break it off. It's been fun, she's wonderful etc. etc., but the time has come to move on. I imagine you've done it before."
He eyed me. "And what happens after that?"
"I walk out of here. And if you're lucky, I don't take my photos to the managing partner of your law firm, or to your wife."
"Hey man, if I call her you've got to give me the photos."
I smiled, nastily. "No luck, Rich. You've got just two options here. You break it off with Liz, you've got a chance your whole life won't blow up in your face. You don't break it off with Liz, the happy life of Richard Gronier ends in the next couple of hours."
He sat and looked at me—angry and unhappy. Then he picked up the phone.
"I'd like to speak to Ms. Hendricks, please—this is Richard Gronier, from Parker & Medoff."
He spun in his chair, turning away from me as he waited for Liz to pick up the call.
"Hey baby, it's me ... yes, I know", laughing lightly, "you too. I guess we were both unbelievable!
"Listen, I ... no, I can't ... no, it's not that—just listen, Liz, okay? This has been fantastic, and you are so fuckin' gorgeous, but, y'know, we knew there would come a time, and this is it.
"No, no, don't say that! It's nothing about you, baby, it's just that ... well, these things have a life of their own, y'know, and ... like in that song, 'our love was too hot not to cool down'.
"Now, now, don't be like that! We both knew it wouldn't ... listen, Liz, don't cry, all right? We both knew it was a matter of time.
"Of course there isn't anybody else! What kind of sleazy jerk do you ... hang on now, it took two of us! I didn't put handcuffs on you and drag you into bed that first time...
"Listen baby, there's no need to yell. We both..."
After a moment he put the phone back in its cradle. "She hung up on me," he said.



His face was serious now, all traces of that disgusting smugness gone.
"How long would it have lasted?" I asked. "I'm assuming this isn't the first time for you."
"A couple more months—two or three, maybe. She was..."
"Shut up—I don't need to hear any more."
We gazed at one another in silence. I knew he was eager to get rid of me, but also at my mercy—he didn't dare just try to throw me out.
"Needless to say, you are not to contact Liz ever again. No phone calls, no email, no letters, no personal visits—nothing. Is that clear?"
He nodded, watching me narrowly.
"If she writes you, you throw the letters away. If she emails you, you delete the messages. If she calls, you don't speak to her. If she comes here, you don't see her."
He nodded again.
"Forever, Richard. I am NOT kidding about this."
"And the pictures?" he asked.
"You'll have to count on my benevolence," I said, and got up out of my chair.
He stood up too. As I started to turn away I said, "oh, one more thing."
I stepped back towards him and smashed him hard with my fist, right in the nuts.
He groaned and fell to the floor behind his desk. I walked around and looked at him, lying on his side with his legs pulled up, gasping in pain, his face contorted.
I waited several minutes, until the pain seemed to be easing and his breathing started to return to normal. Then I kicked him, right in the nuts again, and turned and left the office.
****************
GETTING OVER RICHARD GRONIER
It was Liz's night to make dinner, and when I came into the kitchen she was bustling about, setting the table and playing with three pots on the stove. I gave her the usual hug and said, "hi, honey—how's everything?"
She said, "oh, fine. Bit of a long day. The girls are watching cartoons or something God-awful. You want a glass of wine?"
Her face looked tired, sad. I think she'd been crying, judging from the redness of her eyes, but she'd done a careful job washing her face and reapplying her make-up. If I hadn't been looking closely I wouldn't have noticed it.
Dinner was normal—astonishingly so, considering what my day had been like and what her day had undoubtedly been like. The girls chattered away as always, which helped to make things go smoothly: which teachers they hated, how the boys always hogged the playground during recess, when the next friend's birthday party was.
It was impossible to be unhappy around my daughters. Even for the past horrible month, when it felt as though my entire life was falling down around me, I couldn't help but smile at them, laugh with them, hug them to me. Thank God Karlie was healthy again! Despite everything, I felt lucky.
Liz and I helped them with their baths, read them stories, got them into bed, listened to their excited chatter about Halloween costumes for the following week. It was all the usual.
But once they were asleep Liz didn't know what to do with herself. I don't think she was aware of how closely I was watching, but she couldn't sit still. She turned on the TV, went around the channels, and turned it off again. She picked up her current book, tried reading a few pages, and gave up. I listened from upstairs as she wandered around the kitchen, straightening things, unloading the dishwasher.
When she came back upstairs I said, "honey, is everything all right?" I wasn't trying to trip her up. On the contrary, I had no intention of letting her know what I knew about her and Richard Gronier, and what I had done that day. But if I had ignored her restlessness it might have seemed odd to her.
"Yes, it's nothing," she replied, moving past me into the bathroom with her nightie. "Some nuisance-y things at work, I guess I'm just a little preoccupied."
I let it go. We turned off the light, she offered me a quick peck of a kiss, then rolled away from me. I wondered which of us would find it harder to fall asleep that night. I turned out to be me—within just a few minutes I could hear her even breathing. It felt like another hour before I was finally able to sleep.
Over the next days and weeks I watched Liz carefully. I knew what I wanted: I wanted her to come back to me. I wanted her to realize what she had—with me and the girls—to realize what a dreadful mistake she'd made, and how lucky she was that it was over and her marriage was still intact. I wanted her to love me again, completely, the way she did before Gronier, before Karlie's leukemia, before our lives started to fall apart.
But I didn't know what I'd get.
Despite my careful watching I didn't see anything special, anything different in Liz right away. She still seemed pre-occupied, still gazed aimlessly out the window. The same feeling of unhappiness emanated from her at times, though she always insisted it was nothing if I asked about it.
We made love a couple of times that first week, and the only thing different I noticed was that when we screwed in missionary position, Liz kept her eyes tight shut the whole time—she didn't smile up at me like she usually did. I wondered if she was afraid her face would give something away—or whether with her eyes closed she could pretend I was Richard Gronier.
The Friday nine days after my visit to Gronier was Halloween, and the girls were wild with excitement. They could barely eat dinner before dragging me out and down the street for trick-or-treating. As we always did, I went along with them, while Liz handed out the candy to trick-or-treaters at our house.
Between the excitement of the holiday and all the sugar they consumed, the girls were awake until almost 11 pm—thank goodness it was the weekend. Liz and I grinned at one another as we finally got them settled down and into bed.
I was reading in bed when she climbed in beside me. As I turned off the light she said, "Alan? I'm not really in the mood for sex tonight, but could we just ... snuggle together?"
"Of course," I said, and she pulled herself tightly to me, burying her face against my neck. We lay there quietly, comfortably. I thought she might want to fall asleep this way, but after several minutes she raised her head and said, quietly, "Alan, I'm so sorry."
"For what?" I replied, a little surprised.
"I don't know, for everything. For having been so ... distant, the last couple of months. We had the whole nightmare of Karlie's leukemia, and by last summer we were all just exhausted. And then ... I don't know, but I know I haven't been all here for you lately. And I'm sorry."
I was silent, taking in this all-too-partial apology. I knew Liz, and I knew she meant it. Yet I also knew that the reason she'd been so distant was precisely what she wasn't mentioning: her affair with Gronier.
"Thank you, Liz," I said finally. "I have missed you, you know. And wondered if it was something I did..."
"No, no!" she cried, interrupting me. "You've been wonderful. Patient, kind, supportive...." She pulled me closer. "You deserve better, honey. And I'm going to make it up to you."
It felt like a test. To tell the truth, every moment of being around Liz felt like a test: was I going to give in to my rage, to my humiliation and anguish, or was I going to stay on the path I'd carefully chosen? I knew I had to—it was the only alternative to the end of the marriage. It was hard as hell, but I managed it.
"That sounds pretty good to me," I said, and found her mouth in the darkness for a gentle kiss. I didn't dare say anything else—I didn't trust myself to find the right words.
The next night we did make love. It was sweet, but oddly tentative—different from how it had been for months. Liz seemed unsure of herself, eager to please me but somehow afraid, too. It was almost as though we didn't know one another that well, and were worried about doing something wrong.
But Liz was more and more relaxed around me during the day. The humor that was one of the highlights of our relationship—the jokes, the gentle teasing that had been our way of relating almost since we first started dating—began to reappear. And
two weeks after Halloween we had the hottest sex we'd had in perhaps two years.
I'd gotten pretty sweaty raking leaves and cleaning the yard, so after the girls were asleep I jumped into the shower to clean up. To my surprise, Liz joined me. She washed my hair, then dropped to her knees and gave me a fantastic blow job right there in the shower, looking up at me as she took my seed into her mouth. She hadn't done anything like this since the first years of our marriage—it was very exciting.
Afterwards we dried off quickly, then continued to play in the bedroom. I licked between her legs for a while, making her squirm and whimper. Then she pulled me around into a 69, and when I was hard again she rode me cowgirl-style until she'd come several times and I'd shot up into her, gasping with pleasure.
Over the next few months different parts of our relationship seemed to return to normal at different rates. Being parents together came back first, because we didn't have that much fixing to do. Even during the height of her affair, when Liz was distant and abstracted with me, she remained fully involved with the kids—perhaps even a little more so, as if to atone for what she was doing.
Next was probably our sex life. During her affair the frequency of our sex hadn't dropped off very much, no doubt because Liz was being very careful to make sure it didn't. But her interest and involvement in love-making clearly waned. She continued to make herself available, and at times to take the initiative and reach for me in bed.
For me, though, suspecting and then knowing about what she was doing with Gronier, it was easy to see that she was emotionally removed from our fucking. It didn't feel like love-making, like the intimate connection between us that I cherished so much. It felt like casual fucking; and at least some of the time Liz's orgasms were exaggerated, if not faked. She was keeping me happy (and unaware, she thought!), but not enjoying sex with me very much.
After Halloween, her genuine interest in sex with me began to return. If at first it was at least partly about "making it up to me", it gradually became clear that Liz was once again as involved in the love-making as she had been before her affair. She took the lead a bit more—I think she was consciously reaching back to some of the great fucks we'd had in the early, pre-children days and trying to repeat them. But she wasn't just putting on a show to please me—she was active and passionate, and her excitement was real, not faked.
Between November and about February we probably had sex three or even four times a week, before it gradually subsided to the twice a week that had been our norm for years. But—thank God, thank God—it was real love-making. Liz was all there in bed with me, giving me herself as fully as ever. I hadn't been sure we would ever get that back, but we did.
Interestingly, our day-to-day intimacy as husband and wife took longer to re-establish fully than our love-making. No doubt this was more about me—my anger and hurt and suspicion—than it was about Liz. With each passing day that we did okay, her confidence increased that her affair with Gronier was safely in the past and that her marriage would survive. And she was more able to be fully my wife again, fully at ease with me as before.
Even when we were pretty much "back", though—perhaps six months after the end of the affair—I was still wrestling almost daily with my rage and humiliation, my anguish and even hatred. There were very few days when I didn't have at least a moment of wanting to kill her—just wrap my fingers around her cheating, lying throat and squeeze the life out of her.
How could she have given herself to that slimeball, not once but over and over, for weeks? How could she sweat up the sheets with him, then come home and smile at me and kiss me—and fuck me—like the loving wife she was only pretending to be? How could she lie and lie and lie—how could she take the vows of our marriage ceremony so lightly? And on and on.
But I'd made my choice. I knew what I wanted, and I believed that the course I was pursuing was my best chance of getting it. So I swallowed hard; I occasionally cried in the shower; and I went on about my life.
And I want to be fair to Liz: it got better. Slowly, it got better. I had my old loving wife back long before I began to trust that she really WAS back, but eventually my feelings caught up to the reality. I knew she loved me, knew that she wanted to be with me, knew that her sexual desire for me was real.
Maybe eight months or so after I'd confronted Gronier, we were the happy loving couple we'd been years earlier—before Karlie's cancer, before Liz's affair. And perhaps two years or so after that, I woke up one morning and realized that I was happy. That I felt safe in my marriage again.
So it took a long time; and it wasn't very much fun. But it seemed I had gotten what I wanted.
****************
DESTROYING RICHARD GRONIER
It was a Sunday in April. I was idly turning the pages of the "Style" section of the Cincinnati Enquirer when I saw it. "Local Lawyer to be Named 'Man of the Year'." Damned if it wasn't a picture of Richard Gronier.
Liz was outside in the yards, gardening with the girls, so I had time to read the article carefully. The Ladies' Auxiliary of the Jaycees Foundation was going to honor Gronier for his numerous contributions to charitable organizations in the Cincinnati area. There was going to be a $250-a-head fund-raising dinner in his honor at the end of May, with the proceeds going to the local Boys' & Girls' Club, one of Gronier's apparent charitable interests.
I hadn't thought much about that prick in some time, but my reaction to the article made it clear that I wasn't done with him. I folded up the Style section and put it in the trash—no point in letting Liz see the article—and made a note to myself to give Ernie Mattazollo a call.
"I don't get it, Mr. H.," he said. "You got all the photos you need of that guy with your wife—why do you want to waste your money getting' more?"
"Because, Ernie, I'm going to blow up this guy's life once and for all. I want to send photos and audio to his wife, maybe even to his law firm. There'll be a big public scandal, with any luck, and I don't want my wife's name in the middle of it."
He sighed. "Well, Mr. H., I'm happy to take your money, but I think you're nuts."
It took him less than three weeks. He came up with some marvelous shots of Gronier in the sack with Mrs. Athena Wallace, the handsome, fortyish wife of City Councilman Bernard Wallace. Even better, they'd met when his firm represented the Wallaces in a law-suit involving a commercial property they owned, so Gronier had committed a violation of legal ethics by fucking her.
I've never been happier about spending $6000 in my life. I had Ernie send photos and audio to the heavyweight Mrs. Gronier; to Mr. Wallace; to the managing partner of Gronier's law firm; and to the Cincinnati Enquirer. The results were beyond all my hopes.
****************
Cincinnati Enquirer, May 5th: "Charitable Fund-raiser Cancelled". For reasons never given in the article, the Ladies' Auxiliary had pulled the plug on Gronier's dinner.
Cincinnati Enquirer, May 11th: "Prominent Cincinnati Firm faces Suit". Mr. Bernard Wallace, Cincinnati City Councilman, had filed a suit for legal misconduct against the firm of Parker & Medoff. No details were given, and the firm refused to comment.
Cincinnati Enquirer, August 18th: "City Councilman Wallace Seeks Divorce: Local Lawyer Cited". Bernard Wallace was divorcing his wife, and guess which prominent local lawyer was mentioned in the article as her alleged lover?
Cincinnati Enquirer, September 10th: "Gronier Dismissed from Firm". Parker & Medoff announced the firing of Richard Gronier, citing "improper conduct". No further details were given. Gronier could not be reached for comment.
Cincinnati Enquirer, November 11th: "Councilman Settles with Law-Firm". Parker & Medoff reached a financial settlement with Bernard Wallace in his law suit against the firm. Neither side would reveal any of the details, but an anonymous source suggested that the amount of the payment to Wallace exceeded $2.4 million.
Cincinnati Enquirer, December 2nd: "City Council Bars Firms from Contracts". A bill introduced by Councilman Bernard Wallace passed the Council unanimously; it banned the law firm of Parker & Medoff from doing any work for the city for a period of five years. Gronier's alleged misconduct was mentioned in the third paragraph.
Cincinnati Enquirer, December 29th: "Lawyer to Leave Area: Was Involved in Parker & Medoff Scandal". Anonymous sources said that Richard Gronier, facing a disciplinary hearing and possible disbarment, was moving to California. The article mentioned his recently-concluded divorce from Mrs. Elizabeth Gronier, a descendant of the wealthy Vanderbilt family.
****************
I resisted all temptation to leave the newspapers out on the kitchen table, folded to any of these articles. Liz didn't read the paper every day, but that wasn't the point anyway. My aim was not to rub Liz's affair in her face; it was to destroy the son-of-a-bitch who had seduced her. I imagine that she must have heard or read something about him, because a number of the articles were on the front page, but neither she nor I ever mentioned it to one another.
And after the final article, there was no more news about Richard Gronier. I'd had my revenge, and it was pretty damn sweet.
****************
RE-VISITING RICHARD GRONIER
Life was great, and it stayed pretty great until the girls were 17 and 15. There'd been no recurrence of Karlie's leukemia; in fact both girls were healthy and athletic, stars on their soccer and basketball teams. They got good grades, generally told us where they were going and when they'd be back, and all in all were terrific kids. Liz and I regularly told one another how blessed we were.
In April a guy named Tom K. Bernardo joined the staff of the Medical Center, and for a few weeks I heard a lot about him from Liz.
She told me laughingly that "he seems to think he's God's gift to women. He's already come on to Marcia, asked Alexa out on a date three times, and flirted with all the secretaries in my office."
"What's he like?" I asked, instantly a little uneasy. My absolute trust in Liz had been lost a long time ago, and it wasn't ever coming back.
"Good-looking enough, I guess. Rugged, sort of, with a strong jaw and dark eyes. But honestly, he's so conceited and aggressive! He acts like he expects to glance at a woman and have her fall into his arms. Several of the senior staff are already a little ticked at him."
For the next four weeks or so I heard an occasional story about Tom K. Bernardo—"not just Tom," my wife said, "he insists on being 'Tom K.', can you believe it?"
Apparently his aggressive attitude towards the women he worked with was becoming a problem—not so much a joke as an increasing annoyance.
And then Liz just stopped mentioning Bernardo at all. When I asked her about him once, she just waved a hand vaguely and said, "oh, he's still around. I don't seem him so much these days—we're not on the same Compensation Working Group anymore." And when I persisted, asking whether he was still bothering women on staff, she said only, "not that I've heard."
She was clearly eager to drop the subject, so I let it go. But I didn't stop wondering, and worrying.
The phrase "once burned, twice shy" certainly applied in my case. I watched every move Liz made, and it seemed to me she was falling into the same sort of preoccupied, distant manner that had characterized the weeks of her seduction by Richard Gronier.
She clearly had something on her mind—even the girls noticed at dinner a couple of times, and teased their mom about being so absent-minded. Karlie joked to me, "maybe a little Alzheimer's, dad? Should we find mom an assisted-living facility?"



Karlie and Kristina both laughed, and Liz managed a pained smile. But I knew that something was up, and it wasn't Alzheimer's.
Over the next few weeks Liz became a bit distant from me, though not less affectionate. We still made love regularly, and at least some of the time she seemed as passionate as ever. She was still interested in my work, in what the girls were up to, and in the life of our family generally, same as always.
But.
But there were occasional late meetings that kept her out until 8 pm. Occasional phone calls that she took privately in the den with the door closed. Once or twice they were calls from women colleagues—I knew this because I'd answer the phone—but I have no idea who the other callers might have been.
After one of her evening meetings she came into the house with a distracted, worried look on her face. I stood up to give her a hug and she said, "let me get a shower first, okay Alan? I'm tired and grubby."
Ignoring her protests I swept her into my arms, holding her tight and smelling her hair. She clearly hadn't showered since morning; on the other hand she didn't smell like sex, or a man, or like anything but herself. I let her go, and she headed for the bedroom.
Later, sitting with her in the kitchen while she made herself a sandwich, I said, "listen, Liz, is something going on that's bothering you? You've not been yourself lately, and I kind of miss you. Do we need to talk?"
She looked at me, alarmed, and said, "no, honey, really—work has gotten a little intense lately, but nothing special is going on. I could do without these late meetings, but when the Director or the Assistant Director says we all have to be there, there's not much I can do!"
She smiled at me, clearly trying to see whether I was mollified, and I pretended I was. But after she'd gone to bed that night I sat up in the living room until after 2 am, musing. Was it time to call Ernie Mattazollo again?
I knew one thing with absolute, perfect certainty. If Liz were cheating on me again, our marriage was over. It was with that thought in my head that I finally went up to bed.
Four days later it all blew up, in a way I'd never imagined. On her way out of the house after breakfast on Monday Liz said, "oh sweetie, turns out I've got another damn meeting tonight. I may not be home until 9 or so—is it all right if you feed yourself and the kids?" And without waiting for my reply she blew me a kiss and headed for her car in the garage.
Something snapped, and I rushed after her. As she got into her mini-van I jumped into the passenger seat and glared at her, while she looked at me in surprise.
"No it's NOT all right! Something's going on that you're not telling me about, and I want to know what the hell it is!"
"Alan," she said with elaborate, sarcastic calm, "it's just a late meeting of the Senior Staff. I really don't see what you're so upset about."
"Maybe you don't realize how many 'late meetings' you've been to recently, or how distracted you've been with me and the kids. You're not being straight with me, Liz!"
She didn't even try to disguise her anger. "For Christ's sake, Alan—when have I ever given you reason not to trust me?"
At that moment it happened. Her question exploded inside my head, and all my years of self-control vanished in an angry instant.
"When you spread your legs for Richard Gronier!" I shouted at her. "And if you're spreading 'em again for this Bernardo asshole, you can kiss our marriage goodbye!"
Utterly furious, I climbed out of the car and slammed the door. As I looked back through the window I saw Liz's face. It was absolutely white, stunned and frozen, her mouth hanging half open. She didn't make a sound as I stormed back into the house.
I stomped around the kitchen, blood pumping with fury, my head full of righteous indignation. The nerve of her—lying and cheating on me all over again!
It took more than twenty minutes before I was calm enough to begin to realize what I'd done. I'd revealed the secret that had allowed Liz and me to put our marriage back together. I'd undone all my own hard work and self-control, all my determination to find a way through the nightmare of her affair with Gronier and get my life back.
I dragged myself to work without much enthusiasm. All day I had trouble concentrating, my mind obsessively scrolling through the unhappy scenes in my immediate future. Was I going to lose everything, now, after so much time had passed? Were Karlie and Kristina going to have to live through a divorce?
Partly I was just sad. Sad for my girls, sad for myself, even a little bit sad for Liz. But mostly—and increasingly as the day wore on—I was furious. That fucking bitch! I had acted with unbelievable self-restraint, absolutely fucking KILLED myself trying to keep our marriage together, and she goes and does it again!
By late afternoon I realized I simply couldn't go home. I could not face her, could not look at her and talk civilly to her. I called and gave Kristina the message that I'd be out late and they should have dinner without me.
I drove over to the Hyatt, checked into a room, ordered a sandwich and a beer from room service, and sat gloomily watching a series of dumb movies until nearly midnight.
Then I went home, quietly packed a suitcase with my toiletries and a few days worth of clothes, and headed back to the hotel. Fortunately Liz was a heavy sleeper—she didn't stir at all while I moved silently around the darkened bedroom. It was all I could do not to shake her awake and shout at her.
The next day at work was even worse. It seemed that with every passing hour I got more angry, less able to concentrate. My cell phone was off and I switched my office phone to go straight to voice-mail; by 4 pm I had seven messages. Three of them were from Liz, and I made myself listen to the first one.
In a quavery voice she said, "honey? Are you all right? I'm so ... so very sorry about ... Richard. I never knew you knew about that. But I swear, there's nothing going on with Tom Bernardo, or with anyone else. Please, you've got to believe me!
"Honey, please come home so we can talk. I'm so .... [a heavy sob] I'm so sorry, so very sorry... Please, please come home!"
The other two messages were more of the same. I cursed as I deleted them. She was so, so sorry! How fucking nice for me!
It was my night to cook, and I realized I couldn't leave the girls without dinner. I picked up a couple of pizzas and a big Greek salad at Giovanni's and took them home around 5:30, when I knew Liz wouldn't be home yet. I spent a few minutes hurriedly eating and joking around with the girls, then told them I had to go back in to work and left the house. I spent another angry, lonely night at the Hyatt.
The next day was my third away from the house, and there were five more messages from Liz by the end of the day, all of them tearful and apologetic, all of them swearing she wasn't screwing around with Bernardo.
I just didn't want to talk to her. I didn't want to listen to her, see her face, even fucking think about her. So I sent her a text message that said, "oh really? and I'm supposed to believe you why, exactly?" And I turned my cell phone off and headed back to the Hyatt. This time I didn't even bother to call the girls—let Liz have to explain why daddy wasn't coming home!
By Thursday, Day Four of my absence from the house, I could see that something had to be done. I was over-tired and emotionally raw. I missed my daughters like crazy, but I felt as though if I had to face Liz I'd just explode. I wondered about picking up the girls and taking them out for dinner, without Liz.
Then at about 2:30 a middle-aged man I vaguely recognized came into my office.
"Mr. Hendricks?" he said. "I'm Peter Danielson, a lawyer at the Medical Center. We've met once or twice before."
I did remember him, from a couple of social gatherings with Liz's colleagues, and I invited him to sit.
"May I close the door?" he asked, and I nodded, waiting while he returned to his chair.
"I know I have no legally binding way to do this," he began, "but I'm going to request that you keep our conversation confidential. I hope that once we've talked you'll see why I'm making that request of you.
"Your wife asked me to come speak to you," he continued, and when I started to respond he put up his hand to stop me.
"There's a very ... touchy situation at the Medical Center right now having to do with Tom K. Bernardo, and she indicated to me that ... that, well, you may have gotten the wrong impression. If you don't mind, I'm going to fill you in on the circumstances—and as I say I will respectfully ask that you keep this totally confidential."
The story he told me came as quite a surprise. Bernardo had sexually harassed several women at the hospital (and in one case committed sexual battery—fondling her breasts without warning and against her will). Danielson was working with the women, two of whom reported to Liz, as they carefully built the case against Bernardo. It appeared, based on some discreet research, that Bernardo had left a previous job under the cloud of similar accusations.
The trouble was that he was the nephew of the junior senator from Indiana, and everybody was afraid of the potential shit-storm that his uncle could raise if the situation weren't handled right. So Peter and his legal staff were proceeding very carefully and quietly to get all the affidavits and evidence lined up before calling in the police. That's what Liz's late meetings had been about, and that's why she'd been so pre-occupied and distant for several weeks.
When Danielson was finished with his story I sat quietly for a few moments. At first I was relieved and elated: thank God she wasn't cheating on me again! Maybe we could really work things out after all.
But my elation didn't last long. Why the fuck couldn't she have told me this story, or at least a little bit of it? Didn't she trust me enough to keep my mouth shut? For that matter, how did I know that Danielson wasn't blowing smoke up my ass? He and Liz worked together and knew each other well—was it possible he was just doing her a favor by spinning a tall tale for my benefit?
"Why didn't Liz tell me this?" I asked him. "Or some of it, at least."
He half-smiled apologetically. "That was at my request, Mr. Hendricks. We were all a little ... well, paranoid, frankly. So I asked that no one breathe a word about this, even to spouses, until it was made public."
"And when will that be?" I asked sardonically.
"Next Monday," he said earnestly. "We've finally gotten everything in place, and the arrest will probably be made by Monday afternoon."
There wasn't much more to say. I thought a bit more, then told him I was willing to keep the matter confidential.
"Thank you," he said, rising from his chair. "And I'm sincerely sorry if this ... situation has caused a problem between you and your wife. She's ... been under a lot of strain about it. Several of the victims are close friends of hers. I know we'll all be glad when the matter is in the hands of the police and Bernardo is removed from the working environment."
****************
When I came in the front door that evening Liz was standing in the front hall, wearing an apron and looking very nervous. There were dark circles under her eyes, and I could see the tension in her whole body. I imagined I looked much the same.
"Hi Alan," she said, coming forward to hug me; but the look on my face must have changed her mind, because she stopped, stricken, and just gazed at me.
"Hello Liz." I moved past her to hang up my coat in the closet. "Are the girls home?"
"They're upstairs at their computers," she said, as I walked into the kitchen. Dinner was simmering away on the stove, and the table was already set. I got myself a beer and sat down at the counter.
"Did Peter Danielson reach you?" she asked, sounding a little nervous.
"Yeah, he came and spoke to me today."
There was a silence. Liz stirred the pasta on the stove, apparently waiting for me to say more.
"Honey, I hope—I hope that he reassured you. About Bernardo, I mean. That there is absolutely nothing going on between us. I'm so sorry I didn't tell you!"
"Yeah, well, I heard his story. As for reassured ... let's just say that the jury is still out."
She looked shocked. "I don't understand. Didn't he explain about the ... sexual harassment, and the delicate case?"
"Yes," I said evenly. "A very convincing story. It might even turn out to be true, I guess. But let's just say I'll be waiting until I see it all in the papers."
Liz opened her mouth, then closed it. I could see she was astonished by my skepticism, but I didn't particularly give a fuck!
After more than a minute of silence she said, "are ... will you ... are you coming back home?"
"I'm back, for now. My suitcase is in my trunk—I'll get it later, when the girls are in bed. How are they doing, by the way—what do they think is going on?"
"I told them you were working on a big project and needed to stay several nights late at the office, but I don't imagine they believed me. I just ... didn't want to get into it, at least not until we had talked a little bit."
She turned to me imploringly, and I could see the tracks of tears on her cheeks.
"Alan, please—I know we have a lot to talk about. About ... Richard Gronier, and all that. I am so, so sorry. I never dreamed that you knew anything about it. I am so ashamed!" She broke off, and cried quietly into her hands for a minute.
Then she looked back up at me and said, "but I never—never!—did anything with Tom Bernardo, or with any other man. I swear it!"
I looked at her and shrugged. I wasn't feeling particularly convinced.
Dinner was strange, and oddly amusing. The girls were delighted to see me and full of curiosity about what was going on. But, being teenagers, they didn't express either emotion directly. They teased me more than usual—I was looking old, my tie was horrible, why didn't I exercise more—and I reveled in it, understanding that it was their way of reconnecting with me.
Their energy and high spirits also made it easier to conceal the fact that I had nothing to say to Liz. I could pretty much ignore her without it being obvious to the girls, who were busy with their own stories and their teasing.
After dinner I spent some time with each of the girls, catching up on their school situations and social issues, and just reveling in the joy of my two wonderful daughters. And when they'd headed for their rooms I retrieved my suitcase, unpacked, undressed and went straight to bed. I did all this without a word to Liz, who was standing in the bathroom in her nightie, brushing out her hair.
She watched me warily, and when I was about to turn out the light she said, "Alan—can we talk?"
"I don't think there's anything to talk about," I said, rolling on my side away from her.
"But honey, we—"
"When I see Tom Bernardo's face in the newspaper," I interrupted her brusquely, "and I read all about how he's been arrested, then I'll be ready to talk to you. Until then, I'm back because I missed the girls."
And with that I turned out the light. Just before sleep overwhelmed me, I heard her crying quietly.
****************
For the next day, Friday, and through the weekend and the following Monday, I tried as hard as I could to be my normal self around Karlie and Kristina. I think I succeeded pretty well, though they couldn't possibly have failed to notice the strain between Liz and me.
As for Liz, my anger and suspicion threatened to boil over whenever she spoke to me. I was cold and distant, responding to her questions with a minimum of words, making clear in my body language that I didn't want to be around her. Her face wore a look of helpless misery; but instead of drawing my sympathy it only made me angrier. You bitch, I thought, you earned this! You've got a husband who doesn't trust you one inch, and you're the one who made it happen!
On Tuesday morning I was standing in the kitchen in my bathrobe, making coffee, when Liz came in from the front porch with the Cincinnati Enquirer in her hand. Without a word she handed it to me, holding the front page so I could see the headline:
"Medical Center Administrator Arrested"
There in black and white was a picture of Bernardo, obviously a file photo. I took the paper and read the story carefully. Sexual harassment and sexual battery, four alleged victims, nine charges filed. He'd been suspended from the hospital; he'd hired Granato & Greevey, one of Cincinnati's most prominent law firms, to defend him. He declared his complete innocence, claiming that it was all "just a misunderstanding". Anonymous quotes from hospital colleagues professed shock and dismay: he was such a nice guy, no one would have expected it, blah blah blah.
I put the paper down and regarded Liz, who was watching me expectantly.
"I guess it's true," I said slowly. "The guy sounds like a total scumbag. Can you tell me who the victims were, and how they're doing?"
To my surprise, her face sagged and she started to cry. She covered her face with her hands, and within moments I heard heaving, wracking sobs.
For a moment tenderness broke through my wall of anger and resentment; I moved to the chair next to Liz and gently pulled her into my arms, letting her rest her head on my shoulder as she wept noisily for several minutes.
Finally she calmed down enough to look up at me, wet-faced. "I was so afraid you'd never talk to me again! I just didn't know what to do."
She blew her nose, then wiped her streaming eyes with a napkin. Sitting up straight, she looked right into my eyes and said solemnly, "Alan, I had nothing to do with Bernardo—nothing! I swear it. Except helping Alexa and Diane and the others when that son-of-a-bitch harassed them. They've been wrecks, especially Diane. And that's what all the meetings have been about, and why I've been so pre-occupied."
"I know. I wish to hell you'd told me about it, but I know Danielson asked you not to."
There was a silence. The tender mood seemed to slip away, silently, and the room was full of tension again.
She said, "but ... there's the other ... my ... my affair."
I said nothing, just watched her try to hold my gaze. She couldn't do it, and looked down at the table.
"Alan, I am so sorry. So ashamed. I had no idea you knew, and I ...
"When it ... ended, I ... it was like, within a few days, I started to wake up again. Like I'd been in some kind of dream. And I was so full of horror at what I'd done! So angry at myself—just furious.
"And then I realized I was the luckiest woman on earth. I'd done this ... this terrible, unforgivable thing. But it was over, and you didn't know, and I still had my marriage and my children. It was like crashing my car, horribly, because I was reckless, and walking away without a scratch.
"So I realized that there was only one thing..."
Liz was interrupted by the sounds of the girls pounding down the stairs into the kitchen, late for the school bus as usual. For a few minutes the room was full of frenzy and laughter, as they grabbed for a muffin and a glass of juice, shouted their after-school plans to us, gave us each a hug and kiss and sprinted out the door.
When they were gone we grinned at one another, the room seemingly still resounding with their noise and energy. "We're so lucky," I said, and Liz nodded.
"They're terrific girls," she said. "And it isn't all just luck, either—we've been pretty good parents all these years."
We smiled a moment longer, and Liz took my hand in hers. But then she leaned toward me and said, "Alan, how did you know—about ... about my affair? And why didn't you say anything?"
"No!" I said harshly. I was instantly furious, as though a switch had been thrown. All the tenderness and closeness of that morning had vanished. I dropped her hand and stood up from the table.



"We did just fine for eight years not talking about it, and I'm not going to talk about it now."
"But honey, we ... "
"What part of 'No' did you not understand, Liz? I have to get ready for work."
Without a look back, I stomped up the stairs to shave and dress.
****************
GETTING PAST RICHARD GRONIER?
The next three weeks were a misery. For me and Liz, and probably for the girls as well. They must have grown more and more mystified as their parents treated them lovingly but barely spoke to one another. And it was surely clear that Liz was sad and beseeching towards me, while I was cold and distant.
I simply couldn't help myself. When I was away from Liz, at work or at the gym, I could be rational. Her one and only affair had been years earlier—I'd suffered then, dealt with it then, managed to keep it together while waiting for her to come back to me. And she had—she loved me, and I knew it, and for years now we'd been happy again.
But when I saw her, and above all when she attempted any sort of intimacy or connection with me, rage just surged through me. In my mind's eye I saw all the horrible pictures I hadn't imagined in years: her with Gronier in bed, writhing in excitement and pleasure. Her arms wrapped around him, sharing deep kisses, his tongue buried in her mouth. Humping up at him in missionary position, panting out her excitement; or riding him, or kneeling before him sucking his cock, licking his balls, smiling up at him....
I couldn't talk civilly to her, unless it was some routine conversation about work or the house or the girls. Whenever she tried to discuss the affair, or her feelings or mine, I felt an explosion coming and I cut her off—or just left the room.
I was back to taking long showers again—not crying so much any more as fuming with anger, cursing her and under my breath, revisiting my elaborate fantasies of revenge. Packing up the girls and just disappearing, leaving her penniless, never letting her see any of us again—that sort of thing.
As for sex? Don't make me laugh. The very idea of touching Liz brought all my anger and jealousy to a boil; just thinking about it infuriated me.
She could tell I didn't want to talk to her—I made that amply clear. So on a couple of evenings as we got into bed, she gently reached for my arm and stroked it, a familiar kind of unspoken invitation whose meaning was very clear. During our happy years I had always been thrilled when she indicated an interest in sex; I was glad that it wasn't always me taking the lead, that she also felt desire for me.
But now I just said, "no, Liz," without even turning around. She withdrew her hand and lay down beside me without a word.
A couple of nights after one of these rejections she waited in bed for me, and when I came out of the bathroom she began speaking before I could climb into bed and turn out the light.
"Alan, I love you and miss you and I want to make love. Can we, please?"
I was caught by surprise. I sat down on the side of the bed and thought for a minute.
"No," I said finally, "I don't want to. I can't even think about sex with you without my mind being filled with images of you and him. It makes me furious—and I don't even want to touch you."
"But Alan," Liz said, starting to cry, "that was YEARS ago! We've been so happy together since then. Please! Won't you let me make it up to you?"
I just shook my head, not looking at her, and listened to her cry quietly. After a few minutes she got up, took her bathrobe from the closet and left the room. I climbed into bed; and to my amazement, fell quickly asleep.
****************
The following day at about 6:30 I walked into a quiet house, with Liz waiting for me at the kitchen table. She looked tired and sad, her face drawn, the bags under her eyes deeper than I remembered.
"Karlie and Kristina walked over to eat at Chinese Garden. I need to talk to you alone, Alan."
"Okay." I sat down across from her.
"I'm at my wit's end," she said quietly. "I love you, and I'm sorry, and I don't know how to make it right or even how to reach you.
"When I did that terrible thing, when I ... got involved with Gronier, you must have been so angry! And you never said a word. And now here we are eight years later and it's as though I've lost you. I just don't know what to do."
I didn't have an answer for her, so I just shrugged.
"Alan, can we see a counselor? I could get a recommendation from Sarah at the hospital, without telling her who it's for. She knows who all the good people are—she's been in her job for years now."
I had thought about this possibility as well. "All right. But it has to be a man, okay? I want to talk to somebody who can maybe understand how I feel, being in the position I'm in."
"That's fine with me, honey," she said, obviously relieved. "I'll talk to her tomorrow." She reached over and took my hand, and I let her hold it. "Thank you."
****************
Sebastian McElroney was cheerful, fiftyish, and fat. Not just chubby—the guy looked like a beachball. He had a ruddy complexion and big jowls that jiggled whenever he laughed or chuckled. But somehow I could tell within five minutes that he was smart and that he knew his business. Something about the watchfulness of his eyes and how carefully he listened. I knew that he was taking it all in.
After the usual welcoming chit-chat, he asked us why we were there, and Liz answered first.
"I ... had an affair. Eight years ago. I thought my husband never knew about it, and it ended and our marriage has been wonderful since then. I've been really happy—I think we both have. Then a couple of months ago he thought I was having another affair—which I wasn't—and he told me he knew about the first one—sorry, I mean the only one, the one from eight years ago.
"And since then Alan's been angry and distant. He won't talk to me about his feelings, doesn't want to let me apologize or explain or tell him how I'm feeling. And he won't ... be with me at all, sexually I mean.
"I love him and miss him, and I feel guilty as hell and I don't know what to do." She sat back, and dabbed at her eyes with a tissue.
"Alan?" Sebastian said. "Is that about how you see it?"
"Pretty much. I ... I managed to handle my anger back then; I decided on a strategy to deal with Liz's affair and I stuck to it, and it worked out okay. But now... Ever since I told her I knew about her and Richard Gronier—that's the guy's name—all the old anger has come back. I just can't control it, and I'm mad at Liz all the time."
"Okay," he said after a minute. "Liz, could you tell me about the affair, how and why you think it happened? We don't need the uh, specific details. And Alan, I'll ask you not to comment until she's done, then you'll get your turn."
Liz gave the background: the terrible year of Karlie's leukemia, our exhaustion and desperation, then the unbelievable relief of her cure. How Liz and I had tried to get our work-lives back on track and had lost touch with one another a little. All this was familiar, and she told the story pretty much the way I would have.
But the seduction story was new to me, of course. Gronier had been very smooth. He'd taken it slow, become her friend, listened to her talk about Karlie's illness, the toll it had taken on our family, how she and I had drifted apart. He'd been subtle about insinuating himself between Liz and me: making her feel like he was the one she could confide in, he was the one who understood what she was going through, not her distant, emotionally unavailable husband.
"How long did it last?" Sebastian asked her gently.
"The ... physical part didn't start for a long time. But ... about six weeks or so, I guess. We first, ah, first touched ..." she turned to me and said, "I'm sorry, Alan.
"He first touched me sometime in September. And then ... well, it ended near the end of October."
"What happened?" Sebastian prompted her.
"He broke it off. Just called me in the middle of a work-day and said hey, it's been great, you've been fun, but it's over. He was brutal. I felt like I'd been punched in the gut. And then, over the next few days, like I'd been the biggest fool in the world."
She glanced at me.
"It took a few days before I started to come out of it, and realize exactly how big an idiot I'd been, and how lucky I was to still have a husband. It was like recovering from a bad fever—slowly, gradually feeling better, feeling more like yourself, you know?
"And then I started to come back to myself, and see that Alan and the girls had been there the whole time, kind of waiting for me—even though they didn't know anything about it, or so I thought."
She stopped speaking, suddenly, and shrugged her shoulders.
"Can you say a little more about how you were feeling? During the affair, and then after it ended?" Sebastian's words were gentle, his manner serious but welcoming.
"While it was going on, I was ... I was sort of hypnotized, almost. I was two different people, or in two different worlds or something.
"When I was with Richard, I.... Well, he was skillful. As a lover, I mean. And at first it was very exciting, the way sex is with someone new. So when we were together..."
She glanced at me, to see how I was taking it. I sat unmoving, looking at her blankly. I felt empty.
"When you were together..." Sebastian encouraged her.
"During the seduction—" she grimaced, then went on, "I was swept away, I guess. I mean, I thought about being with him all the time, I replayed the sex in my mind. He'd managed to make himself into my lover, somehow—as though he understood me, he was my confidant, my savior almost."
She turned to face me. "I would never have jumped into bed with him just for the sex, Alan—not with him or anyone. It wasn't about the sex for me, although I could see later that it was only about that for him.
"The first few times we ... had sex, he was gentle and attentive, the way a lover is. But after that it pretty quickly turned into something else—into pure fucking. I didn't realize it at the time; but when I thought about it afterwards, I saw that in his mind I was just some slut to fuck, like a whore he didn't have to pay."
She looked at the floor. "I was such a fool." We waited for her to continue.
"And when I was away from him I was numb. Unhappy and preoccupied. I couldn't figure out why I was cheating on Alan. I still loved him, and I knew what I was doing was terrible—but it was like there was a cloud between me and my feelings, like being under Novocain or something. I knew it was wrong, but I didn't feel anything.
"And when he ... when he asked me what was bothering me, or said he was worried that we were growing apart, I—I just didn't want to deal with it. So I made excuses about being tired, or busy at work. I just pushed everything away. I never allowed myself to really think about what I was doing with Richard, or what the consequences might be."
More silence. I realized I'd folded my arms tightly across my chest, and that I was trembling a little.
"And afterwards? Once the affair ended?" Sebastian prompted.
"Well, like I said, it was like coming out of a fever—like a fog lifting, and within a couple of weeks I could feel things again.
"What I felt most of all was shame. I loved Alan! And I wasn't the kind of woman who cheated on her husband, who risked her happy marriage and the welfare of her kids for some sleazy love-affair.
"But along with that, as time went on I just felt lucky. I'd done this horrendous thing and somehow NOT ruined my marriage and my life. With each day that passed I felt more and more thankful, and more determined to make it up to Alan. I just wanted to love him, and ... make love with him, and be the wife that he deserved. He'd been so patient and kind with me!
"So I..." she looked at me again, "I came back to myself, I guess. I made more time for me and Alan, we made love more, I looked for ways to show him how much he meant to me...
"We were happy, I thought. I still think that—we've been happy. For eight years now. And I've felt happy, and lucky as hell. Until...until a couple of months ago."
****************
We went and sat in Sebastian's office twice a week, always in the same chairs, me on the left, and told our stories. When it was my turn I didn't have to talk about Karlie's illness or its aftermath, but I told him about Liz's increasingly distant and abstracted manner, and her occasional evasiveness.
Then I told him about the day she pretended not to know who Richard Gronier was, and how much that had frightened me.
"So I hired a Private Investigator—and he got me what I asked for. Photos and audio."
Liz gasped, and I turned to her. Her face was horrified, staring.
"I never listened to the tapes," I said, "and I never looked at the photos. I knew I couldn't—somehow I knew I'd never be able to get past it if I did."
I turned back to Sebastian. "Just imagining was bad enough. The anger was...
"It was like nothing I'd ever experienced in my life. I took extra-long showers, just to have some time alone. I cried, leaning against the wall. Or I fantasized: about killing them both, maybe stabbing or strangling them; or about catching them in the hotel room and dragging them naked out into the parking lot. About confronting Liz and making her confess, right in front of the children—or at Thanksgiving dinner in front of her parents."
Next to me Liz was as white as a sheet.
Quietly Sebastian said, "it must have been an awful time for you. But you didn't confront her, didn't ask for a divorce. Did you think about it?"
I laughed. "Of course! I even thought about packing up the kids and just disappearing, moving to another state. But I lived through a divorce—my parents split up when I was ten, and it was awful. Frightening. They were both so angry, they couldn't manage to be parents to me and my brother and sister any more. They behaved like two children, and we three were caught in the middle.
"And some years ago my brother and his wife divorced, and I watched their children go through the same thing. I just didn't want to do that to Karlie and Kristina. How could I? And after Karlie being so sick....
"So I decided I'd try as hard as I could to save the marriage."
"But you could have gone to Liz and told her you knew—insisted she end the affair," he said.
"I ... I just didn't think that would work. I wasn't sure I could control my anger. I imagined weeks, months of her being all guilty, trying to make it up to me, and me being so furious I couldn't even speak to her."
I smiled ironically. "Sort of like where we are now.
"Plus," I continued, "I knew I wouldn't be able to believe a word she said. If she told me she loved me, or pulled me into bed, how I could I trust her? How could I know she really wanted me, as opposed to just hoping I wouldn't throw her out on her ass?
"I knew that I'd have to see what she did—after the affair, I mean. I'd have to see if, all on her own, she still loved me and wanted me.
"So I faked it. I played the loving husband and kept my anger and despair inside me. Except in the shower. I went to work, came home and cooked dinner, took care of the kids—even had sex with Liz from time to time, though I wouldn't call it making love."
Next to me Liz sat quietly, looking pale and devastated.
"And your plan was to wait it out, just put up with it, until Liz's affair ended?"
Honesty time. Was I going to tell the truth?
"No," I said. "I went to see Gronier, showed him one of the photos, and threatened him. I made him call Liz and end it. I was in the room when he did it."
"Oh my God," Liz said quietly, and started to cry.
****************
"Here are a few things I think," Sebastian said. We'd been seeing him for three weeks.
"First, there's no doubt that Richard Gronier was an experienced and skillful seducer. He knew what he was doing, and he'd undoubtedly done it a number of times before. He was patient and subtle and he got behind Liz's defenses. I didn't hear a word in her story to suggest that she was out there looking to cheat on her husband."
I started to interrupt and he put up a hand to me. "That doesn't mean, Alan, that Liz is off the hook—not at all. Adultery is adultery. But if you two are going to move forward, you're both best off seeing things in their full context and understanding them as completely as possible.
"He wanted sex with her—and he became her friend and confidant first, to lure her into the sexual relationship.
"Now—on your side. You did something really heroic, Alan. You managed to see past your own pain to consider what your children needed and put them first. I'm not sure your strategy was the best, but it was what felt right to you at the time.
"And from the sound of things, it really worked. You've both said that the last few years of the marriage have been very good.
"However, Alan, your plan restored the balance of power to you, in a way you may not have been aware of.
"Part of the pain of the situation you were in, being cheated on, is learning that someone you love and trust has kept a hugely important secret from you. Doing what you did allowed you to one-up Liz: you took the power of her secret away and established one of your own. Now SHE was in the dark, since you knew about the affair and she didn't know you knew."
I nodded. I had sort of known that, though never quite as clearly as Sebastian had just outlined it.
He said, "my guess is that, during the incredibly painful time of her affair and its aftermath, part of what sustained you was the power you felt you had over her, your own secret knowledge."
He leaned forward a little. "Again, there's nothing wrong with that. Instead of the affair tearing your family apart, you found a way to keep your marriage alive. It was brave, and kind of shrewd, actually.
"But neither of you has told me about what happened two months ago. What changed, Alan—why did you reveal your secret to Liz after so many years?"
I told him about the situation with Tom K. Bernardo, the weeks of Liz being distant and pre-occupied, and how worried I'd become that she was cheating on me again.
"I still wouldn't have said anything, though," I told him. "But I complained to her one morning about all her so-called late meetings and we got into an argument. And she said something and I just snapped—in an instant."
I shook my head. "Eight years of self-restraint, and it all vanished in a single moment."
Sebastian said quietly, "what did she say?"
" 'When have I ever given you reason not to trust me?' "
There was a long silence in the room. I could hear the air conditioning whirring quietly through the ducts.
Then Liz said, "I remember that now. I'd forgotten the words. But when I said them, in the split second before you replied, I realized what I'd said and I felt ashamed."
"I couldn't stop myself," I said. "I hit her with it, with Gronier—and told her that if she was doing it again, with Bernardo, our marriage was over. Then I just got the hell out of there."
I shrugged. "That's pretty much the whole story."
****************
At 4:08 on a Tuesday afternoon I raised my head as my office door opened and was shocked to see Karlie and Kristina coming into the room, carrying their bookbags.
"Hey dad—got a minute for a couple of relatives?"
"Of course, sweetie! Come and sit down!" I kissed them both, and they flopped into my office chairs.
"To what do I owe the pleasure?" I said happily. They almost never bothered to come down to my office—my work was not of much interest to them.
They exchanged a look—then Kristina got back up and closed the door. Karlie said quietly, "what's going on with you and mom?"
"Going on?"
Karlie rolled her eyes at me. "Get real, dad. We're not nine years old anymore. It's been almost two months now. You're both fine with us, but you hardly talk to each other. You seem angry and mom is just sad. A couple of times at night we've heard her crying downstairs in the living room. I mean, duh!"



"Are you going to get a divorce, dad?" Kristina chimed in. The two of them sat very still, looking at me seriously.
"No, we're not," I said almost at once. It was a lie. I had no idea whether we'd be divorcing. But I realized the true answer—maybe—would only have made their concern worse. If we divorced, we divorced; they'd have to deal with that soon enough. No reason to upset them further now.
"Then why the Cold War, dad? What's going on?" Karlie asked. She'd been taking 20th Century European History—I was impressed by the analogy.
"Sometimes ... sometimes marriages go through rough patches, Karl. This is a rough one for your mom and me, I won't deny it. But we're working on it, and we'll keep working on it until we've got it sorted out."
"But how come you're so furious and she's crying all the time?"
"Honey—girls—I'm not going to talk to you about the details of this. They're between your mom and me."
I got up and walked around my desk, squatting down in between the chairs, putting on a hand on each of their shoulders.
"I'm sorry that Mom and I are ... not getting along so well, and I'm even more sorry that it's worrying you. But you have to have a little faith in us.
"We both love you, completely, and ...." I stopped. I was going to say, "...and we'll both be there for you, whatever happens," but that was the wrong message.
"... and we're going to work this out, she and I. You may just have to be patient with us for a little while."
Kristina said, "dad, just tell us what happened. We know you love mom, so it has to be something pretty big for you to be this angry for so long."
I smiled and stood up slowly—my knees were killing me. "Sorry, Kris. No details."
I grabbed her arm and pulled her up into a hug. "But I will take you both across the street to Starbucks and buy you one of those disgusting giant mocha-latte-frappacinissimos you love so much! And then I'll knock off early and we can drive home together, so you don't need to wait for the bus from downtown."
I quickly saved the files I was working on, grabbed my briefcase, and cheerfully hustled my girls out of the office. All the while hoping I'd reassured them, and wondering whether anything I'd told them was true.
****************
Week five with Sebastian.
"Liz, what do you want? What are you hoping to accomplish from our work together?"
"I want Alan back," she said simply. "I want our marriage back. The happy, loving marriage we had in the beginning—and then again for nearly eight years now."
She turned to me. "But I don't have any idea at all how to get there. Or even how to reach you, Alan, or what you want from me."
"And you, Alan?" Sebastian was looking at me steadily.
"I .... I don't know. In my head, it's easy: I want to get past all this mess, just reconcile with Liz and be happy again.
"But it's just not happening, Sebastian, and I don't know how to make it happen. I'm angry and hurt—betrayed and furious, and it's not getting better."
He looked thoughtful for a minute. "If you could forgive her back then, when the pain was so fresh, then why not now?
"After all, Alan, you've gotten what you hoped for. As you yourself told me, she's come back to you, demonstrated over and over that she loves you and is committed to you.
"And you haven't cheated again, have you Liz?"
"Absolutely not. I haven't even looked at another man since ... Richard." Her voice was firm, and she looked straight at Sebastian, and then at me. I believed her.
I sighed. "I don't know, Sebastian. I've certainly thought about it enough. And everything you say is true. Only...
"Only, because of this problem with Tom Bernardo, I had to re-live it all. It was safely in the past, I thought, and then all that pain came crashing down on top of me again. Like having been tortured, and then having to undergo it again years later."
I was silent a moment. "I once read a memoir by a guy who had actually been tortured a couple of times. He was a former CIA spy. The first time it went on for six days and he never gave in—never revealed anything. He'd been trained to resist torture, and despite the incredible pain he handled it.
"But then about four years later he was captured and tortured a second time. And he didn't last more than about two hours before he was revealing secrets. He said that having been through it once and knowing what the coming days would bring—he just couldn't face it, couldn't stand up to it a second time.
"I think ... I guess it just feels something like that to me. The second time, with Bernardo, when I thought she was cheating again ... I just couldn't keep it together, having to go through it again."
Jesus, how melodramatic that sounded. But that's really how it felt to me at that moment.
"Does Liz need to make it up to you somehow? Are you waiting for an apology that she hasn't delivered yet? Or for some kind of atonement? Does she deserve more punishment than she's received?"
"No, I .... I know she's suffering. I even feel sorry for her sometimes, and want to comfort her. But then I get so FURIOUS! She did this to us, she's the one who fucked someone else—why the hell is it up to me to make her feel better?"
Liz sat beside me, dry-eyed but looking very sad. Her head was down; she didn't even glance at me.
"Okay, forget her for a minute, Alan. What about you?"
He leaned forward in his seat. "When you imagine your life a year from now, what does it look like? Are you and Liz together? Are things good? Or are you divorced?"
"That one's easy. I see her with me, with the girls. All of us together and happy, pretty much the way we've been for a while now, up until the last couple of months."
"And is that what you want? Is that the picture you want to come true?"
I nodded, slowly.
"Then I'll ask you again—what has to happen? What does Liz need to do? What do you need to do?"
I shook my head, feeling thoroughly miserable. "I have absolutely no idea."
****************
Early Saturday morning, and another long shower. I'd gotten up and made the coffee but didn't feel like breakfast. Liz was still in bed; the girls would be asleep for hours.
I wasn't angry this morning, just sad and confused. The water pounded down on me, and my mind was empty of thoughts.
There was a sudden draft as the shower door opened and closed behind me. I turned and saw Liz, naked, her face covered with tears, reaching for me.
"Liz, no, I..."
"Alan!" I had my hands out to keep her away, but she pushed them aside and threw her arms around me, clinging to me tightly. She wouldn't let me go.
She was sobbing, and at first I couldn't understand the words she kept repeating in my ear.
"Take me back, please take me back." She was whispering, gasping for breath, crying, frantically holding onto me like a drowning swimmer to a piece of driftwood. She was shivering, and without thinking I moved us both under the hot water, returning her embraces, running my hands up and down her back, murmuring "shh" into her hair.
We swayed slowly together, as her shivering and her sobs gradually eased, as her whispering quieted. I held her and stroked her wet body, feeling her becoming warmer. When she seemed calm I pulled my head away far enough to smile at her, as she looked at me uncertainly. Then I kissed her.
She responded passionately, and we shared long, intense kisses, the water still beating down on us. When I pulled away again, smiling, she burst into tears once more, holding me tighter than ever.
I turned the water off, got us both out of the shower and dried off without a word, Liz still clinging to me. Then I was carrying her back to bed, lying down next to her, kissing her breasts, stroking her pussy while she moaned into my ear.
I rolled her onto her back and mounted her, sliding inside her. She was soaked. In no time we were banging away at each other, wild, moaning, kissing and sucking each other's tongues. It was mindless, and incredibly exciting. I felt the cum build up and then rocket out of me, while Liz and I pounded against one another. An amazing orgasm.
When we were done, when our breathing slowed, I rolled to one side, pulling her with me so I could stay inside her until my cock softened and fell out. We smiled at each other and I kissed her gently on the lips, holding her close to me.
Liz started to speak and I stopped her, putting my finger on her lips.
"Tonight," I said. "Like that, again—and every day, for as long as we can manage it."
She looked at me for a moment, then nodded eagerly, a big grin on her face, and we kissed some more. After a few minutes we fell asleep in each other's arms.
****************
"Sebastian," I said to his answering machine, "it's Alan Hendricks, on Sunday evening. Liz and I are going to cancel this week's appointments. I'm sure we'll want to come in again, but I don't know when. If you don't mind, I'll give you another call when we're ready to see you. Thanks."
The previous night had been wild. After a quick pizza dinner with us, Karlie and Kristina went to the movies, and Liz and I headed for the bedroom without a word.
We undressed quickly and began kissing and caressing each other. While she stroked my cock I sucked on her nipples until she groaned. I could tell she was very turned-on.
I sat up and said, "I want you to do something."
She nodded and I said, "will you masturbate for me? And let me watch?"
She looked shy, reluctant at first; then she said, "would you turn the overhead light off, and leave just the night table light on?"
When I'd done that she arranged herself comfortably on her back and began to touch herself, slowly, smiling at me as I sat at the end of the bed. She caressed her nipples with one hand and circled her pussy lips with the other. I stroked my cock while I watched, making sure she could see me doing it too.
Her breathing quickened, and the hand on her pussy narrowed its focus to her clit, which she stroked faster and faster, staring at my hand on my cock. I was rock-hard, watching her face, and she began to convulse in an orgasm, her hips bouncing up and down on the bed.
"Oh! Ohh! Oh, it's ..." Her voice trailed off, her fingers slowed, and she smiled up at me dreamily. "Oh, it was ... come here!"
She reached for me and I was on top of her in an instant, plunging into her hard. I was very aroused, and we fucked hard for just a few minutes before I shot my cum into her, lost in my own pleasure, vaguely aware that I was groaning into her neck.
We lay together for a while, maybe a half hour, not talking, barely moving. Then I started running my hands all over Liz's body, gently exploring, and in no time I began to feel excited again.
I crawled down between her legs and started licking her, moving from the crease where her thigh met her torso towards her center, up and down her lips. She murmured, "Alan! I'm all ...", but she didn't stop me. I licked up her juices and mine, aware that I hadn't eaten her after sex in years, probably since the first year of our marriage.
I licked and sucked on her while she groaned gently, rolling her hips at me to get my mouth where she wanted it. When she was very close to coming I pulled back and said, "ride me?"
She rode me—hard, for nearly ten minutes, sometimes bucking up and down, sometimes leaning forward to let me suckle her. Twice I bit her nipple hard, and both times she came, her pussy squeezing tight around my cock. When I finally exploded into her, I cried out so loud I was relieved the girls were out of the house.
It was the hottest night we'd had since our honeymoon. Liz was out like a light; I went to wash up, and managed to stay awake until the girls came home.
****************
And that's how we fixed it, strangely enough. The next night was more of the same, though much more quietly, with the girls in their bedrooms. Liz stripped me and sat me at the edge of the bed, then kneeled and gave me a loving blow-job, looking up into my eyes the whole time. I tried to pull away when I was ready to come but she held on to me, pressing me into her mouth with her hands on my ass, until I blasted my cum down her throat.
Then she lay on the bed and I ate her, slowly and teasingly, to three orgasms.
The next evening Liz teased me all through dinner, slipping a foot out of her shoe and rubbing my thigh with it while she asked the girls about their days, a sly look on her face whenever she glanced over at me. That night in our room we had the longest fuck of our marriage—we went on for more than half an hour in about five different positions, ending with me slapping my hips hard against her ass doggie-style, pulling her back against me by her shoulders.
We had sex at least once a day for the next eleven days, taking a day off only when Liz's period came. She offered to go down on me but I told her, with a smile, that I was ready for a break!
On about the fifth day, lying in my arms in bed after we'd made love, Liz looked up and me and asked, "baby—should we be talking? about ... about it? my affair?"
I smiled and shook my head. "Sebastian's great, but I don't feel the need to talk any more. Maybe at some point ....
"But this feels like what I need, Liz. Putting us back together this way—without words."
She smiled and nodded, then kissed my chest and snuggled into me, closing her eyes.
****************
I picked up Kristina and a couple of her girl-friends at the mall one Saturday; Karlie had her license and was off driving somewhere with Andy, her current boyfriend. After we'd dropped off each of Kristina's friends and were headed home, she said, "you and mom seem to have worked it out."
I smiled at her. "Things seem better?"
She rolled her eyes. "Are you kidding, dad? You touch each other all the time, you give each other these mushy looks all through dinner—it's like, jeez, get a room!"
She laughed. "I guess you've already got a room, don't you?"
I laughed along with her, and said, "yes, I guess things are better.
"Marriage is work, Kris. There are tough times sometimes, and it's hard work to
get through them, but it seems like mom and I are getting there."
With sarcastic exaggeration she said, "thank you for the life-lesson, my Master. I'll be sure to write that one down in my Book of Wise Sayings!"
Then she laughed again—but I could tell she was relieved.
****************
When we did go back to see Sebastian one final time, he was surprised and impressed. It was about six weeks later.
"Well, something's certainly been going well! Want to tell me about it?"
I just smiled. Liz blushed a little and said, "we've ... been having a lot of sex. Nearly every day for a couple of weeks, and it's still at least 4-5 times a week.
"God, it's like we're back on our honeymoon! Alan is ... it's been great. Loving and fun. Somehow it feels like the pressure is off and we're just enjoying one another."
He turned to me and said, "I can see the difference in both of you. Liz is practically glowing, and you just look more relaxed. Younger, actually—like there's a weight off your shoulders."
I shrugged. "The last time we were here, you asked me what had to happen to make things better between me and Liz. And I had no idea. It turns out it had nothing to do with words—there had been too many words, I guess, too much thinking and ...
"I don't know—not enough fucking—excuse me, Sebastian."
He smiled. "I've heard the word before."
Then he said, "so it feels okay? No need to go back to what we were doing?"
Liz and I looked at each other. She shook her head and said, "I don't think so. It just feels like ... like we're in a good place right now, with each other."
She reached over to take my hand, and I clasped hers gently.
"We know we can always come back again," I said, "but right now it doesn't feel like we'll need to."
At the door he gave me a firm handshake and Liz a kiss on the cheek.
"Good luck," he said. "I have a good feeling about this."
"Thanks," I said. "I guess I do too."
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People are all different; we all have our own mixture of skills and abilities. Some of us are fantastic athletes, others play the violin beautifully, others are whizzes at Scrabble or crossword puzzles. My friend Mitch at work is a terrific whistler: he can do anything from the Blue Danube Waltz to Eric Clapton's "Layla", while I can hardly even make a whistling sound, no matter how much I try.
What I can do—and you're going to ask me to explain it, but I can't, at least not completely—is get people to do what I want. Almost all the time, and without much effort. And when it comes to women, that's a gift that comes in extremely handy.
About two hours ago, Mitch and were I wandering over from our offices to the mail-room, and we saw Amy Shinagawa posting notices on the bulletin board. Amy is one of this year's interns at our firm—we're a medium-sized ad agency, with offices in New York and here in LA. Like all our interns she's a college undergraduate, working here to gain experience in the hope of making a career in advertising.
Mitch and I both watched appreciatively as Amy stretched to reach a pushpin at the top of the bulletin board. She's only about 5'2", with a trim and very sexy body—tight butt, delicious firm little breasts, all her assets obvious in her tight skirt and sweater—and Mitch glanced over at me with a smile on his face.
"How'd you like to have that bouncing on your cock?" he said quietly. "I'm a married man and all, but still..."
I smiled back and nodded at him. "Never too old to dream, eh Mitch?" We laughed together, and he grabbed his mail from his box and headed downstairs to his office.
What Mitch didn't know, and what I had no intention of sharing with him, was that 74 minutes later Amy WAS bouncing on my cock—stark naked, up against the wall of my office, squealing and groaning as she orgasmed, her arms around my neck and her tongue half-way down my throat.
It could have been faster than 74 minutes, if I'd wanted—but I wasn't in any hurry. As I picked up my mail I casually said hi to Amy, and added, "if you have a minute when you're done with the bulletin board, could you come on down to my office for a sec?"
She said of course, as interns tend to do to partners in the firm, and about ten minutes later knocked on my door. I have one of the less prestigious offices—no corner office with a double view or anything—but it's quite private, with a pair of doors that keep sound out (or in) when they're both closed.
I asked her to sit down for a minute. Then, looking directly into her eyes I said, "Amy, I'd like you to cross your eyes for me please, for a few seconds." (Why on earth did I say that? I'll explain later.)
I watched carefully. As I began to speak her face muscles relaxed into a neutral, almost sleepy expression. And as soon as I'd finished my request, she crossed her eyes, focusing on the tip of her nose as most people do.
"Thanks," I said cheerfully. Again looking right into her eyes, I continued, "Amy, I'd like you to listen carefully. You're going to start to feel extremely attracted to me in the next few minutes. You'll return to your work, but within a half hour you'll find some pretext to come back to my office, locking the door behind you. Once you're here, you'll seduce me and get me to make love with you.
"After we're done, you'll get dressed again and go clean yourself up, making sure no one finds out about what we've been doing. And you won't remember why you did this—only that you had a sudden, very strong attraction to me and you acted on it by getting me to screw you. It will be a sweet, exciting but slightly embarrassing memory. You'll be ready and eager to do it again if the opportunity arises, but if it doesn't that will be fine too."
Then I sat back, and let my gaze move away from her. After a moment Amy's face came back to life and she stood up, still looking a tiny bit dazed. "I, uh, I guess I should get back to work, Mr. Maitland."
"Sure, Amy—but call me Dave please, okay?"
She smiled broadly and said, "okay—Dave!" Then she giggled and went out.
I grinned to myself and went back to work—I figured I had about twenty minutes or so to get something done. She was back in 23 minutes (I checked my watch), and her skirt looked even shorter by an inch or two. Had she rolled it up at the waist?
She locked the door and sat down in the chair opposite my desk, looking flushed and little nervous. "Mr. Maitland, I—"
"Dave, remember?" I said with a smile.
"Dave, I, uh ... I came back because—well I wondered, I wondered if I ..."
She stumbled over her words, then went on. "if I could ask you for, for a letter of recommendation?"
"Of course, Amy! I'd be delighted. But you're not leaving us just yet, are you?"
"No, I—no, not for eight more months. But I figured that now might be a good time to talk to you about it."
I smiled to myself. Not a bad pretext, as such things go.
"That's fine—why don't you tell me a little about yourself, so that I can write a more convincing letter when the time comes."
She stood up, twining some of her long straight black hair around a finger nervously. "Could we, uh, would it be all right if we sat on the couch? I think I'd feel more relaxed."
We moved over to the long plush couch that sat against the far wall of the office. I sat comfortably at one end, and Amy followed and sat quite close to me—almost enough to touch. I could see through her sweater that her nipples were erect.
Amy started to tell me about her background, her upbringing and her interests, all the while looking more and more flushed. She swung one tightly crossed leg over the other, and a couple of times even unconsciously stroked one of her breasts with her hand. When I made some humorous remark she laughed energetically, and used her laughter as an excuse to fall towards me, pressing her breasts against my arm.
I responded by turning more towards her, so that our knees touched—and the contact seemed to arouse her further. She blushed and said, "can I tell you something else about me, something I've, uh, never told anyone before?"
"Sure," I said, and she gazed and me and said, "sometimes I'm incredibly attracted to older men. I don't mean like really old, but y'know, maybe 10-15 years older than me—like you."
God, I loved it when they did all the work! I said, "and do you ever do anything about that attraction, Amy?"
She put her hand on my leg, rubbing it up and down my thigh, and said quietly, "sometimes I want to." Then she leaned forward and I let her kiss me.
It was delicious. The first kiss from a ripe, beautiful young woman of about 20—and knowing there was more to come.
After the first kiss she backed off for a moment, looking at me, then kissed me again. Her arms went around me and in moments we were lying back on the couch, her on top of me, necking frantically.
I wasn't in any hurry, but she was. She unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off me, then sat up enough to yank her sweater over her head. Her bra and skirt and shoes followed, and then she was back on top of me, rubbing her gorgeous breasts against my bare chest and moaning like a cat.
I just had to touch that beautiful body, so I sat up and pulled her onto my lap. With her arms around me, stroking my hair, Amy kept kissing my mouth and face while I caressed her breasts. There are just no breasts like those of a 20-year old! Even those of my wife Diana, about as sexy a woman as there is on the planet, couldn't compete with Amy's.
Keeping one hand on her breasts I slid the other inside her black panties. Her pubic hair was trimmed short, and her pussy was soaking wet. She groaned when my fingers reached her clit and slipped between her wet lips, and I kept the groaning going by caressing her pussy and clit. In just a matter of moments, it seemed, she was coming, crying out in ecstasy and tightening her arms around me. I stroked her slowly as she relaxed, sagging against me.
Then she gave me another fantastic deep kiss and stood up. Smiling, she pulled my shoes off and got me out of my pants and boxers. "I want to suck you," she said, gazing at my hard cock bouncing in front of her face as she knelt down.
"Slowly," I said, and she was on me in another moment. It was fabulous, just unbelievable. She went very slowly, sliding down my dick a bit at a time, using lots of lips and lots of saliva, then easing her way back up to the tip. She alternated between the slow sliding in-and-out and just holding my tip in her mouth, circling it with her tongue. I simply couldn't believe that a 20-year old could give head this good.
I was in heaven, leaning back on the couch and letting her pleasure me as she watched my face. I figured we had time enough that afternoon for two rounds so I let her finish me, which she did after about fifteen minutes of extraordinary sucking. When I got close my hips started to jerk up at her, and she grabbed them to pull me in deep, so that the tip of my cock touched the back of her throat as I shot off into her. God, what a blow-job that was!
I lay back, drained, and she smilingly climbed back up next to me and snuggled in tight against me.
"Amy, that was fantastic," I said. "You are the sexiest thing I've ever seen."
"But I still haven't had you inside me—could we...."
"Absolutely—just give me a few minutes."
We lay quietly, with my hands making lazy circles around her back. And after a few minutes her hand found my cock and started to stroke it, while I pulled her higher up on me so I could suck her nipples, switching back and forth every little while.
Her breathing quickened—she said, "oh, Dave, I really want you. Now, please?"
When I nodded she was back down between my legs with her mouth around my cock. It was still pretty soft, but within a few minutes that marvelous technique had me ready to go again.
"Ride me," I said, and she climbed up on top of me. I watched as she aimed me with her hand, then slowly lowered herself onto my cock. She was very tight, and she sighed over and over as she raised and lowered herself a bit at a time until I was buried in her up to the root.
She bounced on me for a while as I played with breasts, and after she came once I moved us around so I could fuck her doggie-style for a few minutes. I had plenty of control, having come once already in her mouth, and we just went on and on, with her gasps and squeals giving me plenty of incentive.
Finally I was about ready to come again, so I pulled out of her and turned her around to face me.
"Come over here," I said, leading her to the desk. I lifted her up onto it, her pussy right at the edge and her legs spread wide, and slid smoothly back into her, as she went "oooh". Then I said, "grab me with your legs," and I lifted her up with my hands under her ass, pulling her tight against me, and moved over to the wall so that her back was against it.
With her shoulders against the wall I could pick her up by her ass and drop her back down on my dick, so it plunged as deep into her as I could get. It felt incredible, and Amy went crazy, bucking and screaming each time I dropped her onto me. Within a couple of minutes we were banging each other at top speed, and she cried out one final time as I bucked and jerked into her, my orgasm so strong it made me dizzy.
I had to be careful not to drop her as we slid to the floor, still locked together, and we lay there without moving for a couple of minutes as our breathing slowed.
Certainly the best fuck I've had in a while, I thought to myself. I might have to try this one again sometime.
"Ohh, Dave," she finally said, arching her back and stretching, "that was amazing! I don't know that I've ever ... had it like that."
She looked at me, and blushed. "I don't know what happened to me—I'm so embarrassed for coming on to you like I did!"
I smiled and gave her a gentle kiss. "It's all right, Amy—I loved it! You are beautiful, and very sexy."
"But—" she frowned, "but you're married, and..."
"Shh. It's okay. Just a little secret between the two of us. Here, let me help you get dressed."
She was still a bit shaky; I sat her on the couch and helped her with her clothes, enjoying one last time the feel of her smooth skin and tight body. She was really a gorgeous girl.
When she was all put together again I walked her to the door and gave her a gentle hug and a kiss. "Thanks, Amy—that was fantastic!"
She still looked a little unsure. "Please don't worry," I said. "It was a wonderful little moment together that we shared—certainly nothing to feel bad about."
She brightened, said, "okay, Dave—thanks!" and gave me one more long kiss before turning to leave.
I got myself a drink from the bar in the corner of my office and lay back down on the couch with my feet up for a few minutes to enjoy it. This is the life, I thought—and that's the way to take a nice little break in the middle of the day!
****************
Okay, you're saying—what the hell is this all about? How does a guy get a beautiful woman to tear her clothes off and fuck him blind just by looking into her eyes?
The answer is, I don't know. Believe me, I've thought about it. But all I know is that I've got some kind of power, some kind of gift. And it works—not all the time, but far more often than not.
I discovered it by accident when I was 14. There wasn't any magic incident, any bump on the head or being struck by lightning, not even any aliens. One day I was sitting in the living room watching TV with my big sister Bonnie, who was 17 at the time, and I asked her to get some ice cream.
I didn't have any expectation that she'd do it. We squabbled and fought at least as much as most siblings do, and she considered me a little squirt who was mostly beneath her attention (though I knew she loved me, as I loved her). And I really just did it to annoy her, expecting her to answer, "get it yourself, pipsqueak!"
But when I looked right into her eyes and said, "Bonnie, I'd like you to get me a bowl of ice cream," she stood up and headed right for the kitchen, saying over her shoulder, "what flavor do you want, Dave?"
I just about fell off the couch. What had just happened here? I said, "chocolate, please," and then waited to see if she was just playing a joke on me. But sure enough, back came Bonnie with a bowl of chocolate ice cream and a spoon.
"There you go," she said, handing them to me, and she went back to watching the TV as though nothing whatsoever had happened.
Needless to say, I was pretty freaked! I replayed the whole thing in my mind over and over, but couldn't figure it out. I tried again: without looking at Bonnie I said, "and would you get me some cookies, too?"
"Dream on, baby brother," she replied sarcastically, without even turning her head away from the show.
All right, I thought, I guess I have to be looking right at her—maybe? After a few minutes I tried again.
I waited until a commercial, then said, "Bonnie?" When she turned to face me I looked right into her eyes and said, "would you call Domino's and order me a large pepperoni pizza?"
This time I was watching carefully. Her face seemed to relax, like she was sleeping or unconscious or something. Then after I finished speaking it returned to normal, and she immediately got up and headed for the phone.
Wow! This was unbelievable. Quickly I said, "hey Bonnie, wait—never mind, mom'll have dinner ready in a little while."
She stopped and said, "are you sure, Dave? I don't mind."
"No," I said, "it's fine. Thanks anyway."
I went up to my room and closed my door. I needed to think. What on earth was going on? Was today just a freak of nature, or was this a real power I had? And was it just with my sister, or would this work on other people too? And if people would get me ice cream or order me pizza, would they ... do other things too? Say, things that a 14-year old boy would really like girls to do?
It was obvious that I had some serious experimenting to do. Some careful, discreet experimenting. Because if this meant what I think it meant....
It was the beginning of a remarkable time in my life—one that I guess I'm still enjoying, to tell the truth.
****************
That afternoon, after Amy left, I pretty much figured that would be that. Fucking a new woman can be very exciting, but often the second and third times are a lot less interesting. And since I can have first times with a new woman as often as I want, there's no need ever to go back to the well unless I feel like it.
But as it happened, I snacked on Amy again early the following week. It was a dreary morning, I was stuck working on financial reports that bored the hell out of me, and Diana had been out of town for ten days on a movie shoot—so I was horny too.
I called Amy in the intern's office and asked how she was doing. Her voice immediately dropped into a darker, sultry range, so I could tell she was both alone and interested.
"Do you think you could spend a little time, uh, helping me with something here in my office?" I asked.
"Sure, Dave," she breathed. "Should I come down now?"
"That would be great," I said, smiling to myself. "And Amy?"
"Yes?"
I lowered my voice. "When you get here, come in and lock the door, but don't say anything. And ... don't be wearing any underwear."
She gasped, and then whispered, "okay!"
*****
I met her at the door, and when she'd locked it I took her in my arms and began kissing her. She responded immediately, trading tongues with me and rubbing herself against me, no hesitancy whatsoever. She was wearing a light short-sleeved summer dress and I could feel that there was no bra underneath. I looked forward to checking for panties!
I led her over to the edge of my desk and gently bent her over it, saying, "remember now, don't say anything." She nodded her head, and I reached down and began sliding my hands up and down her legs, starting at the knee and gradually working my way up under her short dress.
She moaned as I continued, sliding my hands up and down, going a bit further each time until I reached her ass, which was bare, and the delicious crease where her inner thighs met her pussy. She helped me by spreading her legs a couple of feet apart, and I pulled the hem of her dress gently up and over her back, over her shoulders and off her body.
She was naked in front of me as I looked down on her gorgeous ass and back. I continued my stroking of her thighs and her ass, occasionally slipping across her pussy lips and away again, each time getting a little gasp or moan from her. She was already very excited.
I'd been planning on just bending her over the desk and riding her, but I changed my mind. Her body was so sexy, and her aroused smell was such a pleasure, that I decided to take my time. With one hand I got my own clothes off, while rubbing all around her ass with my other, and when I was naked I kneeled down behind her, my head right at the height of her cleft.
Still sliding my hands all over her thighs and hips and ass, I leaned in and breathed air onto her pussy, making her moan a little in her throat. Then I began to lick her—not her pussy at first, just around her thighs and the crack of her ass, before circling in on my main target.
Amy could hardly stand still, though I knew she was trying. But my tongue and lips were making her crazy, and her hips started to dance around under my hands. I slid a finger into her cunt and stirred her up some more, still licking at her pussy lips with my tongue. She started groaning, "ooh, ooh," in rhythm with my plunging finger, until I slid two other fingers up around her clit and her "oohs" shot up an octave.
She tasted delicious—sweeter and a little less musky than Diana—and I enjoyed getting her more and more worked up. I got into a rhythm with my lips on her pussy and my fingers around her clit, until her hips were moving with me and she was groaning louder, ready to come. I waited until she was really close, then slowed down, eliciting a disappointed moan from Amy's mouth.



"Ohh, I.." Then she stopped, remembering I'd told her not to talk. I started all over again, working her up to the edge of a big orgasm, then easing away again.
By the third time she was trembling, breathing hard, unable to hold still. The climb was slower this time—my face was soaked with her juices, and I now had three fingers of one hand inside her pussy, two fingers of the other around her clit. I got her rocking back against my hands and lips, forward and back, in a steady rhythm—and this time I let her come over the top. She shrieked, jerking her body around so hard I had to grab her hips with both hands to keep my mouth on her cunt. Her orgasm went on and on, half a minute at least, until she collapsed onto the desk.
Amy was exhausted. I went around to the other side of the desk and kissed her deeply, letting her juices rub off my face onto hers. She opened herself to me but was too tired to really kiss me back.
Rock-hard, I went back around behind her and slid myself into her soaking pussy. It was utterly relaxed, not so tight as the first time but incredibly hot. As she lay beneath me I indulged myself in the pleasure of a lengthy, steady fuck—stroking in and out, feeling every muscle of her juicy cunt as it clutched at me. She lay quietly beneath me, moaning a little.
Nothing is as pretty as the sight of a woman's lovely ass spread out in front of me, especially when she's bent over a desk or a chair. Even with a slim girl like Amy her ass seems wider, more voluptuous. I ran my hands over it as I fucked her, then used a finger to toy with her asshole, eventually working the first knuckle in and out, making her twitch and grab my cock with her pussy.
I could have gone on forever—my cock felt like a big hard baseball bat inside her. After a long time, when my legs started to get tired, I bent over her, pressing my chest against her back, and fucked her harder, banging her whole body each time I came down on her.
I stroked harder and harder, keeping to my steady rhythm, feeling the pressure build inside me—then I came, shooting my hot stream inside Amy, groaning and crying out, feeling her cum again underneath me.
I lay on top of her, getting my breath back, reveling in the pleasure of her body. This was twice now that Amy had given me some of the best sex I'd had in a long time—and I couldn't imagine not doing this again with her very soon.
*
[Author's Note: This is the first in what will be a series of stories about Dave, his special gift, and how he came to understand and develop it. Additional chapters will appear from time to time, but not necessarily right away.]
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Monday night
In their rooms at the other end of the hall the children were both asleep. Matt and Lynn sat side by side in bed, propped up against their pillows. He was reading a book on the Civil War, she was editing a marketing report.
With a tiny sigh, Matt closed his book and rolled sideways to gaze at his wife. He had always loved the way the tip of her tongue protruded just a bit from between her lips when she was concentrating. Pen poised above the paper, she absent-mindedly swept a stray lock of her dark hair back over one ear.
"Lynnie?"
"Mmm," she replied, without looking up. Matt waited, and after a moment she turned to look at him.
"Do you love him?"
Lynn became very still, and a little pale. She looked at him silently. She just couldn't bring herself to play the game—to say, "who?", or to try some ridiculous lie. Matt deserved better than that.
"No," she said.
"So then it's all just about the fucking?"
"Matt, I—," she began, trying to hold his gaze. Then she looked down at the papers on her lap. "Yes—I guess it was about the sex. The flirting, and then the sex."
"I see," he said. Silence.
"I think I'd like you to sleep in the guest room," he said, his voice still calm and quiet. She nodded, and got out of bed, sliding her feet into her slippers. She reached for her robe on the chair.
"Unless of course you fucked him in this bed. If you did that I'm never sleeping in it again."
"No," she said, "I didn't do that." She wanted to say, "How could you think I would do such a thing?"—but it would be ridiculous, under the circumstances.
Without another word Matt turned off the light on his night-table and put his head down on the pillow, his back turned to her. Lynn gazed at him for a minute, her face tight with pain. Then she quietly left the room, shutting the door behind her.
****************
Friday night
When Matt got home the house was full of delicious smells. He hung up his coat and Lynn came out of the kitchen to greet him with a smile, though she didn't dare come close. She had one of her pretty aprons on, the one she wore when guests were coming over.
"Beth and Jason are having dinner at the Frankels'—I thought I'd cook us something nice tonight," she said, trying to keep the smile on her face.
Matt glanced into the dining room. The table was set with a tablecloth, their good china, and two of their best wine glasses. There were candles, and cloth napkins in silver napkin rings.
Matt nodded. "It smells good. Let me go wash up, and I'll be down in a few minutes."
When he returned Lynn was just bringing the food in from the kitchen. She served each of them some of the roast chicken, along with julienned potatoes and green beans. A nice salad with orange slices stood to one side in a pretty bowl.
They sat down and Lynn smiled brightly at her husband, though the strain was obvious in her face.
"This looks very nice," Matt said. Then, unhurriedly, he stood up and climbed up onto his chair, so that he towered over the table. As Lynn looked on in confusion, then in horror, he unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and slowly, carefully, pissed all over the table. He doused the chicken, the side dishes, the salad bowl, and the freshly-filled glasses of wine. His urine soaked their plates and drenched the tablecloth.
"Matt, what—!" Lynn cried out, almost involuntarily. Her eyes were wide with shock and dismay.
Matt zipped back up and climbed down off the chair. He looked intently at Lynn.
"I thought you might like to see what it feels like when someone pisses all over something you care about, something you've put a lot of time and love and effort into. I thought it might be a learning experience."
Lynn didn't reply, just gazed back at her husband, tears sliding down her cheeks. Matt went to the closet, pulled out his coat, and left the house.
****************
Sunday afternoon
"I requested a transfer," she said.
"Oh?"
"They're moving me into the domestic marketing section, a week from tomorrow—I wanted it to be as soon as possible. I'll be in the building over on Union Street, away from ... away from where I am now."
"And why did you request this transfer? I thought you liked the international section."
"So I won't be around ... around Douglas. I won't be in the same office anymore."
He stopped raking the leaves and turned to look at her, standing near him in her colorful fall sweater. "And this matters to me, why?"
She looked both annoyed and hurt. "Because I won't be seeing him, that's all. I wanted you to know that."
Her turned back to the raking. "Lynn, you already told me it was over. Surely I take you at your word and trust you completely—can you think of any reason why I wouldn't?"
Stamping her foot a little she said, "dammit, Matt, do you really think your sarcasm is helpful?"
"And do YOU really think that moving out of that office is going to make everything better? As though there aren't motels, and lunch hours, and breakfast meetings? Or 'client meetings' out of the office?
"For that matter, as though there aren't plenty of other men out there who'd be happy to fuck your brains out?"
Matt's voice had risen to an angry pitch. But he kept raking the leaves into orderly piles, not looking at her.
"Matt," she said in a small, sad voice. "What else can I do? I'm trying everything I can, every way I know how to—"
She started to cry. "—to show you how sorry I am, to begin to make it up to you somehow."
He turned back to her. "And you suppose there is some way you can 'make it up to me'—some magic formula, just the right words or actions or gestures? And it'll all be over and done with?
"Get real, Lynn. You're living in a fucking dream world."
He turned away again, back to his raking.
****************
Monday night
Lynn heard little feet coming down the hall, and then Beth's head appeared in the doorway, looking sleepy and confused.
"Mommy? Why're you sweeping in the guess' woom?" Although she was nearly six she still spoke with a bit of a lisp, especially when she was tired.
"I've been staying up late for work, honey, and I'm in here so I don't disturb daddy. Did you have a bad dream?''
Beth nodded solemnly, and Lynn swung off the bed to pick her up. "Come sleep with me, Bethie, you and Big Bear."
She tucked her daughter and the teddy bear under the covers next to her, and lay down beside them. Within five minutes Beth was fast asleep again, and Lynn carefully picked her and Big Bear up and carried them back to Beth's room.
On her way back to the guest room, she suddenly changed her mind and headed towards the master bedroom. The door was open a few inches and the room was dark. Lynn paused, trying to find the right words, when she was stopped short by an unexpected sound.
It was crying. It was Matt, crying quietly, probably into his pillow. Lynn stood, listening; then she slowly turned away, and walked back down the hall to the guest room.
****************
Wednesday morning
Each day it got a little easier to sit in his office and actually work, to concentrate on what he needed to do. His mind still drifted away in painful directions, but not so often and not for as long. It was obvious to his secretary Bernice that something was wrong—but she had figured out that he didn't want to talk about it. She didn't ask anymore, just smiled sympathetically at him.
At 10:50 he got up out of his chair, went to his door and closed it. Then he grabbed a dictionary off the bookshelf and brought it back to the desk.
He found the word he was looking for, and read the definition out loud. "Cuckold—a man with an unfaithful wife."
He sat back. "I'm a cuckold." He said it a couple of times. The word felt strange in his mouth. "I'm a cuckold. I've been cuckolded. She cuckolded me."
He sat looking at nothing for a while. Then, with a sigh, he put the dictionary to one side and got back to work.
****************
Saturday afternoon
"Well for Chrissakes, Lynn, what the hell do you expect?"
Lynn didn't reply, and her friend Arlene continued. They were sitting in Arlene's kitchen, two coffee cups between them.
"You fuck some other guy behind Matt's back"--Arlene saw Lynn wince at the word, but she continued--"and now you're surprised that he's angry and hurt?"
"I'm not surprised, Arlene."
"Does he know how long it was going on?"
Lynn shook her head. "I have no idea. I don't know how he found out, or when. He won't ... we haven't talked about it."
"Do you think if you told him it was only a few times it would make any difference?"
"It wouldn't for me." Lynn made a face. "I mean, if it were the other way around. If he'd slept with some other woman. Five times, twenty times--I'd still be torn apart.
"So don't think I'm surprised. I'm not, not a bit. I just don't know what to do. I can't reach him, and I don't know what the hell to do."
She looked down, stirring her coffee with a spoon, and Arlene watched her in silence.
****************
Three weeks later -- Wednesday afternoon
"No," Matt said firmly; and then, a bit more quietly, "no, I don't want her to tell me about it."
The therapist frowned a little. She had short dark hair, almost in a Beatle cut, and she wore a brown corduroy jumper. Her name was Isobel Harshman.
"Don't you think it would help the two of you? For you to know why Lynn did what she did?"
Matt gazed back at her, not even glancing at his wife sitting next to him.
"I imagine it might help Lynn--to get it off her chest. But I certainly don't see how it would help me.
"To be honest, Dr. Harshman, it seems to me I'm in enough pain already."
Hesitantly, Lynn said, "I thought maybe that if I told you about it--about how it happened and why, it might ... you ... might see that it could never, that I could never do anything like that again."
Matt swung around to gaze at her. "Do you honestly believe that?
"Do you really think that there's ANYTHING you could tell me that would restore my trust in you, Lynn? Make me feel like I wouldn't have to worry about you for the rest of my life, wondering when the next time will be that you jump into bed with another man?"
Lynn looked down at her lap. Very quietly she said, "no, Matt. I don't think there is anything I can say that would do that."
****************
Two months later -- Thursday evening
"Oh Matt, it's just so beautiful here!" She smiled broadly at him, squeezing his hand across the table.
They were sitting at a table on the veranda, overlooking the Caribbean. The air was deliciously warm, and the red of the sunset still hung in the sky. A pitcher of Sangria and a plate of broiled shrimp sat on the table between them.
"It is nice, isn't it?" His answering smile didn't quite match hers; there was a bit of strain in his face, maybe around the eyes. He squeezed her hand in return for a few moments, then picked up his fork to spear another shrimp.
"Thank you so much for agreeing to come down with me!" Lynn was aware that he had trouble holding her gaze for more than a moment at a time.
An hour later they were making love in their room. Lynn was on her hands and knees on the bed, pillows beneath her stomach, with Matt thrusting vigorously and powerfully into her, making her moan. He lasted a long time, and Lynn reached two wonderful climaxes before he sped up and came inside her with a loud groan, pulling her ass back hard against him with his hands.
Later they lay together--Matt on his back, his hands behind his head, and Lynn cuddled against him with her head on his chest.
"That was wonderful, baby," she murmured in a low, relaxed voice, and Matt reached down to stroke her back gently.
She seemed nearly asleep; but then she lifted her head to look at him, and said, "not that I don't love it, but it seems like every time we make love lately you take me from behind." She giggled. "Are you making me your bitch?" she asked playfully.
Matt looked at her, his brow furrowed a little. He sighed.
"When we do it in missionary position, I--"
He looked away. "I watch your face, your expressions, and I ... can't stop seeing you with him. Imagining you looking up at him, the same way...."
Matt didn't finish the sentence. They lay still, and Lynn suddenly felt chilled. After a few minutes Matt got up, pulled on his shorts and a tee-shirt, slipped into his sandals, and left the room.
****************
Seven weeks later -- Saturday night
They worked silently for the most part, in front of the bookshelves on opposite sides of the room. Lynn was sorting through their CDs and Matt was doing the books.
He said, "shall I leave the Dickens novels? I've read them all."
"Whatever you want--take them if you like. I'm never going to read them."
She pulled out another handful of CDs and put the ones belonging to Matt on a little pile next to her. Then she turned around and gazed at him.
She watched the way his back muscles moved under his teeshirt, the way each of his movements was smooth and precise. It was all so familiar that it brought tears to her eyes.
In a low voice she said, "you know this is not what I want. I never wanted this."
Matt stopped moving for a moment; but he didn't turn around. He bit back a reply, and returned to the books. He didn't have to say it--they both knew what he would have said.
****************
Five weeks later -- Sunday evening
"Mommy, mommy!" Beth and Jason shrieked as they jumped out of Matt's car and came running up the front walk into her arms, their overnight bags forgotten behind them on the ground.
Both talking at once, they told her all about the zoo, about how the giraffes were their favorites--"their necks are THIS LONG!"--and about how daddy had bought them each a cotton candy.
Then, their greeting done with, they ran past her into the living room and turned on the TV.
Matt smiled as he walked towards the house, carrying the kids' abandoned bags.
Lynn smiled back. "Sounds like the zoo was a hit."
"I could never tell whether they were delighted or terrified. We got really close to the giraffes--they were towering over the wall right over our heads. And they loved the giant turtles. It was a good day."
They chatted for another minute or two. Lynn said, "want to come in for a cup of coffee? There's a pot on the stove."
"Uh, no--no thanks," he said, looking a little uncomfortable. "I really should get going."
"Okay," Lynn said, trying to keep the smile on her face.
"I'll see you on Wednesday night," he said, and turned back towards his car. She stood watching until the Taurus reached the end of the street and turned left, out of her sight.
****************
Four months later -- Monday evening
Beth sat at the kitchen table, coloring, while Lynn made dinner. Jason was on the floor doing his favorite wooden jig-saw puzzle for the 500th time. It was a multi-colored clown; it had seventeen pieces.
"Mommy, do friends hafta kiss?" Beth was looking up at her mother expectantly.
Lynn turned to look at her. "I don't know, honey. What do you mean?"
"Well, I never kiss Artie or Melissa or my friends at school." She made a face. "That would be yucky, kissing Artie!
"But we met Daddy's friend and they kiss all the time."
Jason looked up from the puzzle. "Angela's nice!" he said.
"Yeah, she is nice. She--"
"She made us hot dogs AND macaroni and cheese!" Jason interrupted; and then he lost interest in the conversation, and went back to his puzzle.
"Yeah, and she said we could go out for ice cream next time.
"But she and Daddy kept kissing, you know, like you and Daddy used to do. Do friends always kiss?"
Lynn closed her eyes tight for a moment. Then she opened them and smiled at Beth.
"Well, honey, some friends kiss and some don't--it all depends. But kids your age don't kiss their friends, so you don't have to."
"Okay." Beth nodded and returned to her coloring. She was making a duck, apparently, though it looked a great deal like a stegosaurus.
"Dinner," Lynn called. "Go wash your hands!"
When the kids returned to the table she said, "two pieces of broccoli each--at least!--or there won't be any dessert tonight."
She watched them squeeze ketchup all over their hamburgers and start to eat them; then she walked back to her bedroom and closed the door. She sat in the armchair by the bed, put her face in her hands, and began to weep.
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Maggie and R.J. had a good marriage, except for one thing. In fact Maggie and R.J. had a terrific marriage, except for one thing. They'd been together nearly nine years, married for six, and they were still very much in love. They enjoyed spending time together, talking with each other—in fact each one would have said that the other was "the most interesting person I know."
The sex was great. Some weeks it was only once, other weeks three times or more, depending on how each of them felt and whether R.J. was traveling. But whenever they did it, they had a good time. They had their favorite positions, but they also liked to experiment occasionally. But most of all, each still found the other very attractive, and their love-making was passionate and satisfying.
They even liked one another's families. R.J.'s parents were dead, but Maggie loved spending time with his older brother David and his wife and two children. And R.J. was happy whenever Maggie's parents visited from California, or whenever he and Maggie flew out there to see them.
Maggie was unable to have children, but that was okay with both of them. They enjoyed being aunt and uncle to David's kids, and seeing some cousins of Maggie's from time to time. But R.J. was on the road a lot, as a service rep for a medical instruments company, and it would have been hard to be the father he would have wanted to be while keeping up with his job.
Maggie worked as an executive secretary to the Chief Operating Officer of a manufacturing plant. After eight years in the job she knew the place better than he did; he counted on her for everything, and paid her well.
So they were quite happy—certainly much more so than many married couples—except for the one thing. That one thing was Maggie's temper.
Margaret O'Connor Sullivan was Maggie's given name. She was Irish on both sides, and lived up to the Irish reputation for fiery temperaments. All she lacked was the red hair—hers was coal black, which went perfectly with her strong features and bright blue eyes. She was a beauty, as R.J. never tired of saying. But she was a handful (as he said only quietly, and never when Maggie was around).
R.J. sometimes marveled that a woman as loving as Maggie—so sweet, generous, considerate and affectionate—could turn so quickly into a madwoman. Her outbursts weren't frequent, but they were frightening. The worst period had been during their engagement, when there had been a few fights that prompted him to seriously consider calling the whole thing off.
One of them occurred on a Friday night when he'd been held up at work by an emergency meeting and had forgotten to call her. He showed up at their apartment more than two hours late for dinner, apologizing as fast as he could. The roast stuffed chicken she'd made was overcooked and nearly inedible; the mashed potatoes were cold; the dressed salad was limp. And Maggie was apoplectic.
It didn't matter what he said; it didn't matter that he was sorry; it didn't matter that he swore it would never happen again. Nothing mattered. Maggie shouted, she swore at him, and when her fury reached its peak she grabbed a rolling pin and hurled it at him. Fortunately he ducked and avoided having his skull broken, but the rolling pin shattered a glass cabinet door, sending shards of glass all over the kitchen.
R.J. stared at her in horror. But far from apologizing, or acknowledging that she'd gone too far, she yelled that he was an "inconsiderate fucking asshole" and stormed out of the room. Moments later a slamming door announced that she'd left the apartment as well. R.J. had more than an hour to clean up the broken glass and salvage himself a dinner out of the ruined food before she returned.
They didn't speak another word that evening, and R.J. slept on the couch. The next day Maggie apologized to him—sincerely, with tears in her eyes.
"I'm so sorry, honey. I know you weren't late on purpose. It was just, I was so excited to have cooked us a real dinner, something nice like married people eat—and then I got so disappointed when you didn't show up to eat it. I started pacing around, and the more I waited the angrier I got."
R.J. held her, kissed her, apologized again for not calling, and before long they were in bed, renewing their affection with some very sweet make-up sex.
There was another blow-up just four months before the wedding that wasn't even R.J.'s fault. They were out to dinner on a Friday night with Eileen Anderson and her husband. Eileen was Maggie's best friend at work, and on the way to the restaurant Maggie had told R.J. all about the plans that she and some others had been making for a big party for Eileen's 30th birthday. Unfortunately, the party was a surprise—and Maggie neglected to tell R.J. that.
So as the group sat around waiting for their appetizers, R.J. said, "Eileen, I hear your birthday party is going to be quite an affair—Maggie was telling me all about it."
All he had in mind was making pleasant conversation, but it ended the evening in a hurry. Eileen looked at him blankly, and Maggie screamed at him in a voice you could hear across the restaurant.
"You goddam idiot! It was a surprise party—I can't BELIEVE you fucking did that!"
She stood up, dumped her glass of wine all over R.J.'s sport coat, and stormed out of the restaurant, leaving her stunned husband and equally stunned friends staring after her, while a room full of shocked diners watched the whole thing.
That night R.J. didn't even go back to the apartment he and Maggie were sharing. He went and bunked with a friend, and didn't return home until mid-afternoon on Saturday, not knowing quite what to expect.
Maggie sat in the kitchen and glared at him coldly. She wasn't hysterical any more, but she was still awfully unhappy, and she didn't even let R.J. speak first.
"It's all right," she said, "I'm calm now. But honestly, R.J., you have got to be the world's biggest moron!"
"Maggie," he replied, "I think we need to re-consider whether to get married."
"What!" she gasped. "After you make a—"
"Just listen to me. First of all, it wasn't my mistake. You never told me that the party for Eileen was a surprise, so how could I know?"
Maggie gaped at him, and then her face began to grow red as she realized what she had done. After a long silence she said quietly, "oh, R.J.—I am so—"
"Never mind that," he said. "Even if it HAD been my fault, your reaction was totally out-of-control. You were like a crazy person!"
"But R.J., I—"
"But nothing. What you did was intolerable; it was unacceptable.
"Maggie, I've never loved anyone the way I love you, but if you won't go for anger-management counseling I'm calling off the engagement."
She gasped again, and he said, "please think about it. I'm going to eat dinner out—I should be home by about 8:30."
Looking right into her face he added, "I mean every word I said." Then he turned and left the apartment.
When R.J. returned after dinner he found a different person. Maggie was tearful, abashed, and frightened. She clung to him, wouldn't let go of his hand, apologized over and over.
"You're right," she said, "I get out-of-control sometimes. I'm so sorry, honey! And I'll go see whoever you want me to see. Just don't give up on me, please!"
R.J. was pleased and relieved. He held her, kissed her, reassured her. And then they made love for half the night, bathing one another in touches and kisses.
The next week Maggie began a 12-week Anger Management program, with a company R.J. had located through the Human Resources Office at his company. She went twice a week for two hours to a kind of "group therapy" class with 9 other people, led by a middle-aged social worker named Roberta Simmons. They told one another their stories, did exercises on "re-focusing" and even "deep breathing", and learned a lot from one another about their own issues.
At home Maggie was remorseful and loving to R.J. The class made her much more aware of how outrageous her angry behavior had been, and fueled her determination not to let it happen again.
When the course was over and the social worker had told Maggie she'd done well, she went straight home, apologized to R.J. one last time, and dragged him into bed early.
Needless to say R.J. was thrilled by her progress, and the wedding went off as planned. And in the years of their marriage Maggie had never gone as far off the deep end as she did during their engagement.
This is not to say there were never problems, however. Maggie didn't throw things at R.J., but there were still occasional screaming matches. The big difference was that (usually) Maggie could remember what she'd learned from the program and stop herself, short-circuit the emotional spiral, before she completely lost control.
But when R.J. forgot something or let her down or hurt her feelings, he could expect to get an earful from his wife, and not a pleasant earful at that. Sometimes the tirade was followed by hours or even a day or two of the cold shoulder.
Needless to say, R.J. didn't enjoy any of this. He knew he was far from perfect himself--he was occasionally absent-minded, and he could seem distant and unaware when he had something on his mind--but he wished that his wife could handle life's routine disappointments without taking it out of his hide.
*******************
It was a Friday night in January when things went to hell.
R.J. had been working extra-hard, trying to help cover the territory for an incompetent sales rep in his firm who'd been let go, and he had been on the road more than usual. Needless to say that didn't please Maggie at bit.
So they'd made a special date for that Friday—dinner and dancing at one of the nicest restaurants in Columbus. She'd bought a new outfit; he'd had his best suit dry-cleaned and his shoes shined. And he'd promised on his honor not to let anything interfere with his taking her out that night, even though (as it turned out) he'd be in Louisville that morning.
"Yes, honey, I know it's a 200-mile drive," he said on the phone from his hotel the night before. "But I promised you, and I will be there in time for dinner—trust me!"
What happened really wasn't R.J.'s fault. He'd nearly killed himself to wrap up his sales calls in Louisville by 12 noon, whereupon he grabbed a sandwich and hopped into the car. Under good conditions he'd be home by 3:30 or 4:00, so even allowing for bad weather and Friday traffic he'd have plenty of time to shower and change before they went out to dinner at 7:30.
But R.J. didn't count on the jack-knifed tractor-trailer. On US Route 71 North, just past the exit for Route 3, the driver of a big 18-wheeler braked sharply to avoid some idiot in a red pickup who had cut him off, and the enormous truck skidded on an icy patch and swerved violently into the path of R.J.'s Corolla.
He had absolutely no warning and no choice—veer off the road onto the shoulder or smash into the underside of the truck, which might well take the top of his car off (and his head with it).
So he veered—and as his car left the highway the front right tire dropped into a pothole just off the tarmac, and the car flipped over several times as it slid down the embankment before smashing up against a pine tree.
R.J. had his seatbelt on and he wasn't killed; but he was knocked unconscious, and the upside-down car was folded in all around him. Several drivers used their cell phones to call 911 and a rescue crew arrived within 30 minutes—but it was immediately clear that it was going to take a couple of hours to get him out.
Maggie didn't start to fret about R.J. until 5:45. She was absolutely sure he'd be back, and in fact she'd expected him a lot earlier, but only as the time crept towards 6:00 did she start to get worried.
She'd come home from work early to take a long shower, put curlers in her hair, do her nails, and generally spiff up for their special night out. And as 5:45 became 6:00, and then 6:15 and then 6:30, her worries started to turn to a simmering anger.
He wouldn't, he COULDN'T stand her up tonight, could he? If there was some serious delay he would have called! Unless—unless he was too chickenshit to even face her, knowing he was going to break his promise!
At 6:20 she called his cell phone for the first time. It went immediately to voicemail and she cursed at it. Of course, she had no way of knowing the phone had flown out of R.J.'s shirt pocket and lay crushed in the wreckage of the Corolla.
She called back about every ten minutes, at first hanging up each time she got his voicemail announcement, then finally leaving a blistering message making clear just how furious she was. That was at about 7:00, as she sat at the kitchen table, dressed and made-up, looking as lovely as she could get.
A few minutes later a sudden thought checked the rising tide of her rage, and she gasped and grabbed the telephone book. What if he'd been in an accident? But surely someone would have called, wouldn't they?
She switched on the TV to the local news, muting the sound, and started calling all the local hospitals. It took her twenty-five minutes to learn that none of the 11 hospitals she called had had any accident victims brought in that day. Well, actually one hospital had a victim, but she was a teenage girl involved in a small fender-bender who complained of a headache—nothing to do with R.J.
While the various hospitals had her on hold Maggie went around all the local news stations, scanning for anything about car accidents. Ironically, the local network affiliates all did run brief stories about R.J.'s crash, relying on footage shot from the helicopter belonging to WSYX Channel 6, the ABC affiliate. But they ran them at different times—when Maggie was watching ABC the footage showed on NBC, and so on. If she'd only kept the TV on any one network she would have seen her husband's terribly crumpled car.
By 7:30, now convinced that nothing had happened to R.J., Maggie was once again furious. That bastard had stayed late to make sales calls and now he was afraid to face the music! She angrily dumped out her purse onto the kitchen table to find her cell phone—maybe he'd left her a message there! But the phone showed no messages or new missed calls. Furious, she hurled it through the doorway into the living room, where it skidded under the couch.
Maggie stormed into the bathroom to take one final look at her hair—then she marched back into the kitchen, poured everything back into her purse, and headed for the door. If that asshole was going to stand her up tonight of all nights, she wasn't going to sit at home and wait for him!
Maggie had just backed her car out of the driveway when the phone in the house began to ring. It was a woman named Alice Burns, the operator at Riverside Methodist Hospital, the tenth of the hospitals Maggie had called. Alice had told Maggie they'd had no accident victims that day.
But just moments later Alice took a call that she routed to the Emergency Services Department—an accident victim was being brought in from a wreck on US 71. She immediately checked her call log and dialed Maggie's number. But, of course, Maggie had left—so Alice left a message.
*******************
At first Maggie wasn't sure where she was going—she was too mad to think. But then she decided, hell, I'm all dressed up and I look great, I'm going to find a place to have a couple of drinks, dance with strange guys, and enjoy myself. Fuck R.J., that inconsiderate bastard!
She was an immediate hit at the Mynt Ultra Lounge. It was upscale enough that her fancy dress didn't seem totally out of place, and Maggie was more than good-looking enough to insure that she'd have plenty of male attention.
Within an hour she'd accepted offers of a drink from Brad, Michael, and Andre, and had danced with each of them and a couple of others besides. The attention pleased Maggie, and the fact that she'd forgotten to have dinner meant that she got drunk a lot faster than she'd meant to.
Actually, she hadn't meant to get drunk at all, had she? She couldn't quite remember, being out of breath from dancing and laughing with so many guys. All she was sure of was that she wasn't going to sit at home wondering where her snake of a husband was.
At about 10:15 it occurred to her to check her cell-phone, to see if R.J. had finally bothered to call her. But for some reason it wasn't in her purse, so she gave up worrying about it and had one more Vodka Stinger with Michael, along with a few peanuts. He was sitting close to her, his knees pressed against hers at the small table, nuzzling his lips against her cheek every minute or so and making her giggle as she pushed him away.
He was sweet, but a silly boy, she thought. She remembered that the "one more" drink was going to be her last, but here came another one, in the hand of the cute blonde waitress.
"Where did tha' one come from?" she asked Michael, and giggled again.
"Jus' drink up, baby," he replied, lifting his own glass. They touched glasses together and drank. In a few minutes Maggie's eyes were closed, and she had her head leaning on Michael's shoulder while he had his arm around her, stroking gently up and down her arm. It felt good; she felt dreamy, relaxed, contented. Not even angry any more, she realized! She uttered only a small murmur of protest when Michael stood up, pulled her up from the chair, and guided her towards the door of the club with an arm around her waist.
*******************
R.J. reached Riverside Methodist in an ambulance at 7:42 pm. He was in serious condition, with a moderately severe head wound, a broken ankle, a broken arm, four cracked ribs and various bruises. He was unconscious, very cold and in shock but stable. The attending doctor in the ER took one look at him, ordered a blood transfusion and a neurology consult, and sent him up to ICU.
It had taken more than three hours to cut R.J. out of the car, and until they had him out no one knew who he was. The first few minutes in the ambulance were spent trying to stabilize him and determine the extent of his injuries. Only as they approached the hospital did a paramedic get R.J.'s wallet out of his pants pocket and learn his name.
The phone calls to R.J. and Maggie's home number began by 7:46, about nine minutes after Alice Burns' initial message. Hospital staff called at least once an hour until 2 am, leaving several messages when no one answered the phone. Beginning at 10 pm the hospital also called Maggie's cell phone, having found the number on a slip of paper in R.J.'s wallet—but there too they got no answer and left several messages.
Since the hospital was unaware of any other next-of-kin, they stopped making phone calls. Instead the staff in the ICU devoted themselves to keeping R.J. alive.
*******************
It was probably the ringing phone that woke Maggie up, but she wasn't sure. She thought she remembered hearing it, but it could have been a bad dream. God, her head hurt! Light was streaming into the room, and she raised her head a little and saw that the bedside clock showed 9:24. She sank back down, groaning, and closed her eyes.
When she opened them again, it was 10:05. This time she noticed that she was still wearing last night's dress—and it all started to come back to her. R.J. standing her up, the drinking and dancing, Michael—oh my God, Michael! What had she done?
She jumped out of bed and staggered a little, grabbing the night table to keep from falling. Where the hell was R.J.? She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror: her hair was a mess, her make-up was caked on her face, the bodice of her dress was torn and her tights were gone.
First things first, Maggie thought, trying desperately to keep at bay the panicked thoughts whirling through her mind. Was R.J. home?



She looked around and nothing was different in the bedroom. She walked unsteadily through the house and found no sign of him having returned. His car wasn't in the driveway.
Okay, she thought—don't panic, don't freak out. Coffee—a shower—then figure out what's next. She got the coffee maker started and headed for the bathroom.
As she soaped up under the hot water she tried to put things together. R.J. had never called or come home, she'd gone out for some dancing and drinking ... she'd gotten drunk. Very drunk. And she'd let some guy she'd never met take her to a motel room across from the bar and fuck her. Actually, he'd started to fuck her, but he'd been so drunk, even drunker than Maggie, that he couldn't keep it up. So he'd made her suck him to try to get him hard, and he came in her mouth without warning.
She'd yelled at him—drunk as she was, she was furious—but he'd passed out on the bed. She remembered finding a cab outside in front of the bar, but everything else was pretty much blank. Obviously she'd gotten home safely because here she was, but she didn't recall it at all.
In her bathrobe and with a towel wrapped around her wet hair, she sat at the kitchen table. Two cups of hot coffee, several aspirin and a piece of toast made her head throb a little less—just a little. She noticed that the answering machine was blinking, and jumped up at once. Oww, that was a mistake, her head screamed!
There were nine messages, all from the Riverside Methodist Hospital, but she didn't hear a word of any of them after the first. R.J. was hurt! Oh my God, what was wrong with him? Unconscious?
She ran to the bedroom, hurriedly dressed, and spent a few moments brushing her hair before grabbing her keys and heading for the door. Please don't let him die, please don't let him die....
Her car wasn't in front of the house. Shit! It was still at the Ultra Mynt lounge! She called for a cab, told them it was an emergency, then listened again to the phone messages while she waited for the taxi to show up. 13 terrifying minutes. What had she done? What had she done?
*****
"R.J. Renschert?" said the gray-haired woman at the front desk. "Let me see, he's ... here it is. He's upstairs in the ICU—fourth floor, turn left getting off the elevators."
"Oh my God, how bad is he?" Maggie was frantic.
"It says ... serious but stable." The woman gave her a reassuring smile. "It will be all right, dear."
"Thank you!" she called as she ran for the elevators.
*****
Maggie stood aghast over R.J.'s bed. He was unconscious, half his head hidden by bandages. Various IVs and tubes ran from machines into parts of his body. His left leg was in a cast below the knee and suspended above the bed by a sling.
After a minute the doctor on call joined her at R.J.'s bedside. He guided her into the lounge, asked her to sit down, and filled her in—gently, quietly.
"He was in an accident on US 71 yesterday afternoon, Mrs. Renschert—a truck jack-knifed, I think. He's in stable condition now, though as you can see he's unconscious. He's got a broken ankle and a broken bone in his arm, but those will both heal fine.
"The main issue now is the head injury. Often patients with these injuries recover remarkably well, within a few days. But we just won't know how serious the injury is until he wakes up. His EEG shows no fundamental damage, but that's less important than the clinical picture."
Maggie clutched her hands together. "You mean ... his symptoms? How badly impaired he is, like amnesia or something?"
Dr. Warren nodded. "Yes, partial amnesia is possible. Sometimes, I have to say, there can be loss of some brain function. But it's impossible to say whether there will be any, or how long it might last. Many patients recover fully from this kind of injury, but there's never any guarantee.
"We'll monitor him carefully and keep him partially sedated, letting the brain have a chance to heal. And we'll hope to see signs of spontaneous waking-up within a few days. After that, the course of treatment will depend entirely on his mental state."
Numb and terrified, Maggie thanked Dr. Warren and went back to sit at R.J.'s bed, holding his uninjured hand in hers. Over the next few hours her practical thoughts—call R.J.'s brother David, let his office know, arrange a personal leave from her own job, find out about home care nurses and whether they would need a ramp at home for a wheelchair—mixed with bitter self-reproach.
Her husband had been nearly killed on the highway! He might never recover fully! And she was out, drunkenly cheating on him with some asshole she didn't even know—what kind of unfeeling, heartless, selfish bitch was she?
She did a lot of praying that day, a lot of promising to God that she would change, she would be a perfect wife, she would once and for all get her anger under control, if only He would give her her husband back.
"Let him be okay! Let him be okay!" She murmured it to herself like a prayer, almost like doing the rosary, as she sat holding his hand.
The nurses finally sent her home at 8 pm. "Really, Mrs. Renschert, you need to get some rest—take care of yourself. There's nothing you can do for him here, and we'll call you the moment he wakes up or there's any change."
She'd called David; he and Angela were driving down the next morning from Chicago and would meet her at the hospital.
She went home, made herself eat some soup and a sandwich, and cried herself to sleep. And the next morning she cleaned up the house and threw away every article of clothing from her drunken night out: dress, underwear, even the shoes. They all went straight into a big bag, and into the trash can in the garage.
*****
The next three days were a blur: she got up, she went to the hospital, she held R.J.'s hand, and when they made her go home she left. David and Angela stayed all day on Sunday; they were supportive and kind, but had to get back to Chicago and their kids. They called every day but Maggie didn't have any news from them. R.J. was stable but still unconscious. "No change"—those were the cold words on his chart each morning.
On Wednesday afternoon at about 4 pm Maggie was dozing in the chair next to R.J.'s bed when a noise woke her up. She looked over and R.J.'s eyes were open! He looked bewildered and seemed to be trying to speak, though it was impossible with the tube running down his throat.
Maggie jumped up and rang for the ICU nurse. Then she stood where R.J. could see her clearly and spoke gently. "It's okay, baby, I'm here." She held his hand tight.
"Can you see me?" He nodded slightly, still looking very disoriented.
"It's okay—you had a car accident and you're in the hospital. You're fine, honey, you're going to be fine."
She could see his face start to relax a little, and she kept on talking.
"You've been sleeping for a while, and I've been here with you. David and Angela were here too. We've all been talking to you, and holding your hand...."
As she talked, R.J.'s eyes fluttered and then closed. He drifted away again, just as the ICU nurse came in.
Maggie excitedly told her what had just happened, as she checked R.J.'s machines and tubes. The nurse nodded and said, "good—this is good. He'll probably have a few more short intervals like this before he's strong enough to stay awake. I'll let the doctor know."
Maggie found herself back in the chair, crying softly with relief.
Over the next five days R.J. made rapid progress. He had more periods of wakefulness, and they lasted longer. On Friday they removed the tube from his mouth and he was able to talk—just a couple of words at first (his throat was painfully sore), but by Sunday he and Maggie could chat for 5-10 minutes at a time.
He didn't remember anything about the accident—just about driving up US 71, looking forward to a special evening with Maggie.
On Sunday afternoon he suddenly sat up a little straighter and said, "oh my God, baby—I never made it home! You must have been so worried! Were you angry with me?"
Maggie had been dreading this discussion; but she'd worked out what she was going to say. Her goal was not to say anything to jeopardize R.J.'s recovery or his state of mind.
"I was worried and angry both, baby. But I knew you wouldn't miss our evening out, so it had to be something urgent. I did get worried after a while. And then when I heard from the hospital I came straight over here." She smiled at him.
"I've been here a lot since then."
She reassured him about everything: he was on sick leave from his job; his boss had been calling every day, asking if there was anything he could do. She'd taken two weeks of vacation from her own job, where everyone was being so nice and supportive. His health insurance was taking care of the hospital bills; everything was under control.
After eight more days R.J. was moved into an in-patient rehabilitation facility; and once he was settled there the doctors advised Maggie to go back to work. This she did, reluctantly; but R.J. was getting excellent care, improving by the day, and she spent four hours with him every evening.
Friends came by, to talk or play cards, and R.J. quickly recovered his mental acuity. The neurological tests were all very positive, and Maggie began to look forward to the day he could come home, the day she'd been waiting for and praying for.
On a Saturday morning just five weeks after his accident, R.J. climbed out of his wheelchair at the front door of the rehab facility, used his crutches to swing himself out to Maggie's car in the parking lot (he'd been practicing every day for a week), and gently lowered himself into the passenger seat. She was taking him home.
The cast was off his arm and only a small one remained on his ankle, which would be there for another two weeks. The gash in his head was covered by his hair, which had grown back nicely. Best of all was the news from the neurologist: R.J.'s talking, writing, and comprehension skills were all back to normal, and nearly all of his memory had returned (except of the accident itself). He was cleared to go back to work as soon as the cast was off his ankle.
Maggie had planned the day to perfection. When R.J. was settled at the kitchen table she brought out the soup and a fresh Cobb salad, both of which she'd prepared ahead of time. There was a bottle of white wine and some fresh French bread; and after lunch, there was bed.
Both of them were horny as hell—it had been more than five weeks, and the only relief R.J. had had was a couple of affectionate but hasty hand-jobs from Maggie while no one was around. She'd been making use of her vibrator at home, but both of them missed the real thing.
"Gee honey," she teased as she got him out of his clothes and propped up on the bed, his ankle carefully supported by a pillow, "do you think you're up to this? Maybe we should wait a little longer." And before he could answer she disappeared into the bathroom, only to return a minute later in a very sexy floor-length red nightie.
"Wow!" he said. And then he didn't say anything else for a while, just groaned as she went straight for his cock with her hot, wet, sucking mouth. She used her hands and lips on him for no more than three minutes before he shot up ecstatically into her mouth, crying out with the pleasure.
When his hips had stopped moving, he smiled at her, a glazed look in his eyes, and she slid up to nestle against him. "Welcome home," she murmured, kissing his face over and over.
He chuckled and said, "it's nice to be home, Maggie." After a few minutes of quiet snuggling, she slid down and took him in her mouth once again; and when he was hard she climbed up on top of him, lifted her nightie, and slid him smoothly into her wet pussy.
Oh my God it felt good, she thought. And then she stopped thinking--she rode R.J. and kissed him and felt his hands on her, on her hips, caressing her breasts, and she rode him faster, and then she was coming, coming like crazy, and he was groaning and shooting up into her.
And then they were lying together, tight in one another's arms, catching their breath; and Maggie was as happy as she'd ever been in her life.
*******************
Five months. Five months of being happy, of watching R.J. get stronger every day, of the sweetness of having her prayers answered, having her husband safely returned to her.
Maggie was living up to the promises she'd made in her prayer. She was bathing R.J. in her love, being patient and affectionate, balling his brains out on a regular basis, and above all--above everything--keeping a lid on her anger.
She had reconnected with Roberta Simmons, her anger-management counselor, and met with her every week for private conversations. To R.J., Maggie had said only that she felt she "could benefit from a refresher course" in keeping herself under control.
Nothing he did would ever cause her to lose it, ever again, she told herself. At least three times he was shocked at how patiently she'd handled some minor infraction of his, and he told her so.
"Maggie, you almost seem like a different person--in that one way, I mean!" he said, smiling at her. "When I screw up you just take it in stride, you don't chew me out. And I appreciate it."
She came over, sat on his lap and gave him a long, sexy, open-mouthed kiss.
"After almost losing you, baby, I decided that I wouldn't go crazy about anything trivial ever again. Ever! And everything seems trivial, compared to what might have happened."
She kissed him again--and this time he surprised her by picking her up and carrying her straight into the bedroom, Maggie squealing and pretending to resist. Then he licked her pussy until she came twice, and fucked her for the rest of the afternoon.
********
"Dinner and dancing? You sure you're up to dancing again, honey, with that ankle?"
They were side by side, washing and drying the dishes.
"Course I am," R.J. replied, swinging around the kitchen with an imaginary woman in his arms. "Just look at me--another Fred Astaire!"
She laughed, and blew him a kiss. "Okay, Fred--I'll get myself all made-up to look like Ginger Rogers. When shall we go?"
"How about Saturday night? I'll make a reservation at Nicola's first, then Millions Café. Tommy told me he took Diana there last winter and they had a fabulous time."
********
At Nicola's they shared a bottle of red wine, and then R.J. insisted they have champagne at Millions, so Maggie was more than a little tipsy. They'd been having a great time, laughing and dancing and just enjoying each other's company. She felt like she was on her honeymoon again, and as she waited for R.J. to come back from the men's room she thought again, for the thousandth time, about how lucky she was.
She didn't even hear the voice at first, calling her name. It wasn't until she turned around, in response to his tap on her shoulder, that she knew he was there.
"Maggie!" he said, sounding both delighted and drunk, stumbling slightly as he gazed at her with a huge smile on her face.
"Oh my god--Michael!" she gasped. She recognized him instantly, and the shock of seeing him gave way to the horrified recollection of their drunken night together. "What are you doing here?" A stupid enough question, she belatedly realized.
"Jus' looking' for some compan..., some ... companionship, lovely lady--jus' like the night I met you. Damn, that was ... "
He broke off and looked over Maggie's shoulder, and said, "are you Maggie's lucky fella for tanight?"
Maggie swung around and saw R.J. returning, an uncertain smile on his face. She froze for a moment, her mind a blank--and then it was too late.
Michael moved forward unsteadily to shake R.J.'s hand. "Well, you're in for a treat! Our Maggie here's the hottest gal in town. Why, she'll suck your cock 'til your eyes pop outta your head, won't ya Maggie?"
Dropping the drunken man's hand, R.J. gazed at Maggie in shock and confusion. He waited for her explanation of who this man was and what he was talking about.
Then, watching her blush bright red and drop her gaze, his own expression hardened. After a long, long moment of staring at her, he silently turned on his heel and headed for the door.
Maggie jumped to her feet, bumping against Michael and knocking over her champagne, which spilled down the front of her dress. She frantically dabbed at it with her napkin, then grabbed her purse and ran off in pursuit of her husband.
She caught up to R.J. just as he was starting the car. She tried to get in but the passenger door was locked.
"R.J., let me in!" she cried desperately. "I can explain this, it was--"
"No explanation needed, darling," he said sarcastically. "I certainly know what a good little cock-sucker you can be."
He turned on the headlights, and she begged him again to unlock the door.
"Why don't you ask your friend inside for a ride? Although once you suck him 'til his eyes pop out, maybe you should do the driving!"
And without a glance back he lurched the car forward, out of the parking lot and down the street.
Maggie was sobbing, her face buried in her hands, all her tipsiness--and happiness--now a distant memory. After a few minutes she pulled herself together enough to go back into the café, pay the check and request a cab. She saw no sign of Michael, which was just as well--she might have killed him with her bare hands!
It was nearly an hour before Maggie got home, and the house was dark and quiet. R.J. had apparently decided to spend the night elsewhere. She fell onto the bed, great sobs forcing themselves up from her chest.
What could she do? What could she say to him? How could she ever explain this? Would he even listen? The questions whirled around and around in her head, as the sounds of her crying echoed in the bedroom. She cried and cried, until, thoroughly miserable, she fell into an exhausted sleep.
*******************
R.J. sat in a room at the Holiday Inn, his chin in his hand, ignoring the blaring of the TV, contemplating his marriage.
He absolutely couldn't believe that Maggie could ever have been unfaithful to him--but the evidence had been there, as plain as day. That fucking drunk, and the look on Maggie's face: her blushes, her inability to look R.J. in the eye, her silence.
And out at the car? She hadn't said, "listen R.J., he's full of shit, nothing happened!" No, she'd said, "I can explain this." Explain it? Sucking some other guy's cock? How do you explain that?
He would no more have thought Maggie would ever cheat on him than she would have robbed a bank. She had a temper, yes, but she was honest and loving and devoted and....
He looked up, staring unseeingly at himself in the mirror on the opposite wall. She had a temper....
Maybe something had pissed her off--maybe something had happened once and she'd gone nuts, gone out and fucked around on him--"I'll show you, R.J., you asshole!"--something like that.
It seemed crazy; but any other explanation seemed even more unlikely. That drunken guy in the Café certainly wouldn't have been a likely candidate for Maggie to have an affair with!
He turned it over in his mind for another hour, then finally stripped off his clothes and went to bed. He was exhausted, angry, and confused. Tomorrow would be soon enough to sort it all out.
*******************
When Maggie awoke it was no more than an instant before her misery struck her, like a giant wave breaking over her head. She remembered last night and everything that had happened. She couldn't believe it--she didn't want to believe it--but she may just have lost her husband.
Wearily, she went downstairs to start the coffee, looking around in vain for any sign of R.J. She had a shower, straightened up the bedroom, got dressed and made herself some breakfast, hoping all the time that R.J. would return or that the phone would ring. Nothing.



Of all the bad luck! She and R.J. went out to dance maybe once, twice a year? And of all the places they could go, it had to be Millions--on a night that that goddam Michael was there.
She sat over her coffee for another half-hour, staring out the kitchen window, silently willing R.J.'s car to turn into the driveway. Finally, around 11, she picked up the phone and called his cell.
"Hello, Maggie." His voice was cool, distant. He sounded tired.
Maggie gulped, suddenly realizing she had absolutely no idea what to say to him.
"R.J., I ... please come home! I know that I've hurt you, and I ... please come home and let me explain!"
There was a silence on the other end of the line, and she rushed on. "It's not what ... what you must be imagining. I mean, I did something awful, I know, but ... please, honey, it's not ... I'm so sorry!" Without meaning to, Maggie suddenly found herself crying, big sobs bursting out of her. She held the mouthpiece away from her so that R.J. wouldn't have to listen to them.
Finally he said, "I'll be home in an hour. We can talk then." Without waiting for her to reply, he hung up.
********
They were sitting in the living room, Maggie on the couch and R.J. on a chair opposite her. "Can I make you some breakfast, honey?" she'd asked him when he came into the house.
But he'd shaken his head, saying, "I got something at the motel. Let's just talk, all right?"
And now he was waiting for her to begin. He looked to her like a bored juror in a trial that had gone on too long. But she knew that behind that uninterested expression he had to be hurt, and absolutely furious. How different they were! When she was angry, she could no more conceal it than flap her arms and fly.
"Baby, I ... listen, you know how much I love you, right? I could never--"
"That's not what I want to hear, Maggie!" His voice was sharp. He'd leaned forward, looking at her intently.
"You love me, blah blah blah. Okay, I get it. Fuck all that!" She looked at him in shock--R.J. never ever swore.
"Just get to it: the cocks you've been sucking, the other men you've been fucking. Let me hear it all, and then I can figure out what the hell I'm going to do."
She nodded, tears sliding down her cheeks. "Okay, honey."
She took a breath. "It was only once. One time. And it was my temper."
She told him all about the day of his accident: of waiting, getting angry, calling the hospitals, checking the TV, then finally leaving the house in a rage. Without her cell phone, which she'd flung into the living room.
She told him about going to the Ultra Mynt, flirting and dancing and getting drunk. Quite drunk, because she hadn't eaten dinner. And getting taken off to a hotel room by Michael.
R.J. sat quietly, unmoving, listening to every word and watching her face.
"By then I was very drunk, honey." She was speaking quietly, sometimes looking down, sometimes right at her husband.
"I wasn't even that angry any more--just mellow and, I don't know, confused. When we got into the room he started taking my clothes off. I knew we were going to ... to have sex, but it just seemed ... it seemed fine.
"But when he started to ... when we ... he ... was too drunk to keep an erection. He ... put it inside me, but ... it kept slipping out. So he told me to ... take him in my mouth." She was staring at the floor, not daring to look up at R.J.
"So I did, and ... it never even got much harder, but it ... he suddenly came, right into my mouth, without even having ... without even having a real erection.
"And then he fell asleep, just like that." She laughed bitterly. "That was it, my great fling! It was horrible."
She looked up at her husband, seeing him gazing steadily at her.
"I pulled my clothes on, went back across the street to the bar, got a cab and came home. I fell fast asleep on the bed, in my clothes. It wasn't until the next morning that I checked the answering machine and found out about your accident."
She'd been calmer, telling the story, but suddenly she was crying again.
"I'm so sorry!" Her head was in her hands, and he could hardly understand her. "It was ... I was just so angry! I was sure you'd stood me up, after all your promises, and I ... and now I've ruined everything!"
She cried and cried, and he sat, waiting, watching her. He felt numb--and furious. He was calm, and yet at the same time he was burning inside, like something searing his guts.
Finally she calmed down, wiped her face, looked up at him. "I'm so sorry," she whispered.
"Is that the only time?" His voice was still cool, under control. "Is this asshole Michael the only guy you've ever fucked around with?"
She was hurt, even angry for a moment--then she thought, well of course he'd ask me that. No more than I deserve!
"He's the only one, R.J. That's the only time since I met you I've even ... anything. No other man has ever even kissed me."
She waited, watching as he stared at her, then looked away, gazing at the window looking out into their backyard.
He stood up, suddenly. "I'm going out. I need to ... walk around, to think. To get away from you for a while."
Frightened, she nodded her head. "Should I ... do you want me to make dinner?"
"I don't know. I'll call you. I don't know how long I'll need." Without another word he turned and left the house. She heard the sound of his car starting, then driving away. She sat on the couch, hugging herself, miserable, and very frightened.
********
On a sudden whim R.J. decided to drive up to Chicago to see his brother David. He'd take Monday off from work; his boss had been very understanding since the accident, and R.J. was sure it wouldn't be a problem. He used his cell to leave a message for his boss for Monday morning, then called David and Angela to tell them he was coming. Finally he texted Maggie, since he didn't want to speak to her: "going 2 David's 2nite. back probably 2morrow"
Part of the visit was great--relaxing even. R.J. loved his nephew and niece, who bounced around the house with that wonderful clueless enthusiasm that young children have. And he enjoyed the lively hour at the dinner table, with Angela urging him to have seconds, while he and David had a couple of beers and talked about growing up, sharing some of their funny recollections with Angela and the children.
But David could tell that R.J. had something on his mind--and when the two men sat together in the study after dinner, R.J. let it all come pouring out. That wasn't so great; that was painful.
David listened quietly, with obvious sympathy. He'd always liked Maggie a lot, but he was well-acquainted with her temper. The story surprised and disappointed him--and he was furious at her on his brother's behalf--but David could see how it might have happened.
When R.J. was done, David asked quietly, "do you have any idea what you want to do?"
R.J. shook his head. "It's just too soon. I know I love her--you know how happy we've been, David--but I just can't stop seeing her in that asshole's hotel room, naked, his ...
"The whole scene. I just can't get past 'How could she do such a thing?' All I've ever done is work hard, try to make a decent living, a nice life for us both, and love her with all my heart." David could tell he was near tears. They sat quietly for a while.
********
R.J. talked with David some more the next morning over breakfast before he drove back to Columbus. All R.J. knew was that he wasn't ready yet to go back home, to be around Maggie.
"I'm going to see about renting one of the apartments my company keeps for visitors. There are two of them and they're almost always empty. I can probably get one on a week-to-week basis. Beats the hell out of actually renting a place, and having to worry about a security deposit, and furniture, and all that nonsense."
David nodded. "And what will you say to Maggie?"
"I don't know, really." R.J. sighed. "I guess just, 'I don't know what's going to happen, but I need to be away from you right now.'
"I know it's going to upset her--but then, I guess I'm a wee bit upset myself right now!" He smiled ironically. "Pretty much everybody's upset in the ol' Renschert household...."
********
R.J. got back to Columbus in mid-afternoon. He went straight to the office, arranged to take the apartment on an open-ended basis (it wouldn't be needed by the company for at least a month), then headed home. Maggie's car wasn't there--she was presumably at work.
In 45 minutes R.J. had packed two suitcases with clothes and his Dopp kit, retrieved his laptop and some business files, and was headed to the company apartment. He paused on the way out the door to leave her a note.
"Maggie--
I can't be here right now. I'm staying in one of the company apartments.
R.J."
********
Maggie came in the door around 6:15 carrying two bags of groceries. She'd stopped off to get things for dinner, hoping to make R.J. his favorites. But his car wasn't there, and all her plans came crashing down around her when she saw his note.
She sat and cried, right there in the kitchen, cried until there were no tears left. Finally she mopped her face and sadly got up to put the groceries away. She pulled a TV dinner out of the freezer--she'd never felt less like cooking in her life--shoved it into the oven, and went to the bathroom to wash her face.
After eating her dinner without tasting a bite of it, Maggie picked up the phone.
"Roberta? Hi, it's Maggie Renschert. I'm so sorry to bother you at home, but I ... but I--" She broke off, and started to cry again.
********
On Tuesday after work Maggie sent her husband an email. She'd discussed with Roberta how to say what she wanted to say, and she took more than an hour to get it just right, even though it wasn't very long.
"Dear R.J.:
I know that I did something awful, and hurt you very badly.
I would give everything I have in this world to take it back, if only I could. I let my horrible temper get the best of me--that's why I've been seeing Roberta ever since your accident.
Please don't give up on me, and on our marriage. If you can find it in your heart to give me another chance, I swear that I'll never never do anything to make you regret it.
Being your wife has been the very best thing in my life.
I love you--
Your Maggie"
It made her cry just to re-read it; and out of silly superstition she closed her eyes and crossed her fingers as she hit the Send button.
********
R.J. was angry; and lonely; and sad. After a couple of solitary evenings in the apartment, he realized that he was in danger of going crazy. So the next night he joined a couple of co-workers at St. Basil's, a local bar that they often hung out at.
When they teasingly asked him how he'd "managed to get free from the old ball-and-chain" (they were still single), he just smiled and said, "my wife doesn't call ALL the shots." He had absolutely no desire to tell them what was really going on.
So he had a burger and a few beers, played a little darts with his friends, watched a few innings of the ball game on TV, and went home to a somewhat better night's sleep. His evening out certainly didn't solve all his problems, R.J. thought, but it had helped him feel a bit better. He'd made no reply to Maggie's email--he was letting it rattle around in his head, not rushing himself about deciding what to do.
On Thursday he sat at his tiny kitchen table and made a list: the Pros and Cons of staying with Maggie. The list of Pros was nearly four times as long; but the items in the Cons column were some big ones:
--she cheated on me --can I ever trust her again? --how do I know that her temper won't get out of control again sometime, and lead her to do something else awful?
At that moment his cell phone rang, and he saw he had a text message. It was from Maggie:
"Can u come 4 lunch on Sat? We can talk, or go 4 a walk, or whatever u like. Love M"
R.J. thought about it. One step at a time, he realized: I don't need to decide whether I'm going back to her, just whether I feel like seeing her on Saturday.
He decided that he did, and texted back: "I'll b there @ 12"
********
Over the next few weeks R.J. and Maggie got together several times--always at the house, always when she invited him for lunch or dinner.
They kept it low-key, friendly, even casual. Maggie quickly discovered that R.J. didn't want to hear "I love you so much, honey", didn't want to be told how sorry she was--didn't want to re-hash the whole thing at all. So she stayed away from the subject.
They talked about their jobs, about their niece and nephew, once even about possible vacation plans. Maggie was silently thrilled--if R.J. could talk about a trip to Aruba, then he surely wasn't planning to divorce her! Or so she hoped.
And once, Maggie carefully brought up the subject of Roberta Simmons. Treading very lightly, she made sure R.J. knew that she'd been seeing Roberta regularly. She was coming to understand more fully how her temper not only came from her Irish ancestors, but from the attitude in her family growing up.
And as soon as R.J. looked the least bit uncomfortable, perhaps remembering the close connection between Maggie's temper problems and her terrible, horrible mistake with Michael, she backed off and changed the subject.
As for R.J., he didn't quite know what to think. Several times when he was by himself--alone on the road, or in his office at work--he'd rage at Maggie, at the inexcusable thing she'd done, and vow to throw her cheating ass out.
But he kept accepting her invitations--pretending to himself that it was mostly out of kindness to Maggie, or because she was a terrific cook and he wasn't eating so well on his own. And when they were together, he had to admit that he had a good time.
He'd always loved being around Maggie, and their low-key, unpressured conversations about everything under the sun (except of course her adultery) reminded him so much of the blissful early days of their relationship. He'd loved everything about her! Her beauty, but also her laugh, her way of jumping in to interrupt him when she got excited, only to apologize with a coy look on her face. Her interest in him and everything he said. Her kindness and generosity about people.
Each time when he left, he'd say, "well, thanks for the dinner, Maggie." And she'd touch his arm, kiss him on the cheek, and say, "you're welcome, honey--thanks for coming."
That was it. No pressure, no emotional scene, no begging. It made it a lot easier to say yes the next time she invited him. Each time they were together, things got a little bit more relaxed, almost imperceptibly more friendly and intimate.
********
For her part, Maggie was just proceeding carefully; and hoping. But there were times when she couldn't help but fear the worst. It had been five weeks since that awful night when they'd run into Michael at the Café, the night that her happy life fell apart.
And while R.J. seemed content to see her a couple of times a week, perfectly willing to eat her meals and chat with her, he showed no signs of going any further. He said not a word about their future together, gave no indication he was thinking about moving back in, and wouldn't even let her steer the conversation gently towards her love for him.
She kept trying; kept seeing Roberta; kept inviting R.J.; kept her hopes up. Sometimes, though, it was just awfully hard, and she spent part of her evening crying quietly.
On a Tuesday evening just after work when was coming out of a CVS downtown, fumbling for her car keys, when she heard a man's voice say, "Maggie? Maggie Sullivan--is that really you?"
She looked up--and there, dressed in a suit and tie, his beard neatly trimmed, was Eric Horstedt. "Eric--my God, just look at you!"
They each took a step or two forward and suddenly they were hugging one another tightly, babbling at the same time about "what are you doing here?" and "how have you been?" and "do you live here now?"
Eric had been Maggie's one serious college boyfriend--the first true love of her life, in fact, long before she ever met R.J. She and Eric had been together for two years, and had even talked about marriage.
But he had graduated a year ahead of Maggie, and he knew he wanted to work overseas. In fact he'd committed to three years of Peace Corps work in Madagascar. So, with regret, they'd said goodbye to one another, vowing always to be friends.
For a couple of years they'd stayed in touch by mail, and an occasional email; then the correspondence had lapsed. It had been more than 12 years since Maggie had seen him.
She said, "yes, I live in Columbus now--how about you?"
"I'm just here for two days, for a conference on international food aid to Africa--I work for an NGO now. Mostly I live in Washington, when I'm not overseas."
She stepped back to look at him. He was so trim and tidy--a far cry from the hippie-looking guy with long hair and a scraggly beard she'd known more than a decade before.
"Listen," she said on impulse, "unless you're committed to a dinner or something, come on home with me and I'll make us something. It would be so great to catch up!"
He said, "well, uh--sure, why not? I was going to eat with some of the conference people, but I'd much rather spend time with you!"
********
They sat in her kitchen, talking and laughing, while Maggie whipped up some chicken breasts, pasta and a salad. Eric had a host of great stories to tell, about some of the wilder situations he'd faced in Africa, and Maggie had time to remember all the things she had once loved about this man: his energy, his sense of humor, and his desire to change the world for the better.
"And how about you?" he said. "I can tell that for all practical purposes you pretty much run that place where you work, but what about the rest of your life? Where's the lucky husband who goes with those rings on your hand?"
He could see in an instant, from the pain in Maggie's face, that he'd said something wrong. "Maggie--I'm sorry, what is it?"
She shook her head, and wiped a tear away quickly. "Eric--well, my husband isn't here right now. We're--we're having some problems at the moment, and he's moved out."
Eric immediately looked concerned. "I'm so sorry, Mags. Do you want to talk about it?"
She smiled up at him. "Not now--maybe later, thanks. Let's just have a nice dinner, and you can tell me more about the poisonous snakes and the black flies and all the other things that make life in Africa such a treat!"
They talked and laughed over dinner, finishing off most of an open bottle of wine, and then Maggie made some coffee and they sat in the living room to drink it. The stories flowed on; but then there was a pause; and Eric said, "not to pry, Maggie--but would it help to talk about it?"
She looked at him and nodded. "Well--you remember how I always had something of a temper?"
Eric laughed and said, "not easy to forget, Maggie!"
"Well, I got really, really mad, and I did something really, really stupid--and now..." she started to sniffle, "now R.J. is furious at me, and I'm afraid I've really lost him!"
Maggie broke down into sobbing, and Eric moved to the sofa next to her, taking her in his arms and letting her cry on his shoulder. When she'd finally calmed down, she told him the whole story--what she'd done the night of R.J.'s accident, about his rehabilitation, their happy months of his recovery, and then the horrible night they ran into Michael.
She and Eric talked until well after midnight; and, as befits a true friend, he was patient, kind, and supportive. He didn't try to deny that she'd done something foolish, but he praised everything she'd done since then to try to make it right, and he encouraged her not to give up.



"It sounds like R.J. is a great guy--and it also sounds like he's hanging in there. If he's still coming to have dinner with you, he hasn't given up on you. Just got to keep working at it, Maggie. Don't lose hope."
She sighed, and gave him a somewhat tear-stained smile. "Thank you, Eric. You are a true friend. I can't tell you how great it is to see you again!" She gave him another hug, and then stood up.
"Listen, it's really late--why don't you just stay here in the guest room? It's rainy and awful outside and both of us have had a fair amount of wine. I can get you a cab back in the morning."
In no time she had Eric comfortably settled in the guest room, and with one more affectionate hug they said good night.
********
It was the next morning, Wednesday, when R.J. awoke early; something was different. He couldn't tell if he'd had some significant dream--if so, he didn't remember any of it--but he felt as though he'd reached a decision.
Standing in the shower, the water pouring down on his head, he found himself thinking, "fuck it--I miss her. I'm sick of this lonely little apartment, and I'm ready to go home and put my marriage back together."
Being a man who thought things through, he argued with himself as he dried and dressed.
"Did she do something absolutely inexcusable? Yes. But she's freely admitted that, and apologized again and again. Do I think she'd ever do it again? No, I don't.
"And has she tried everything she can to make it up to me? Yes: she's been patient and loving, she hasn't rushed me, she's been seeing that Roberta to keep working on her temper.
"What else could I have asked her to do?"
R.J. looked at the clock as he drank his coffee. "If I hurry up and shave I can be at the house by 7:45; that should be early enough to catch her before she leaves for work. I'll leave all my junk here for now; I can come back and pack it up tonight."
With a smile on his face, R.J. grabbed his wallet and cell phone and headed out the door. What he was about to do felt good--it felt right.
********
Eric sat across the table from Maggie in her kitchen, as they drank their coffee. It was 7:25.
"Did you sleep okay?" she asked. "I called you a cab for 7:45, so you'll have plenty of time to get back and get yourself cleaned-up before your meetings."
Eric smiled back at her. "I slept great, Maggie. And I can't tell you how wonderful it's been, this chance to see you again and catch up on all those years."
They talked for a little while longer, and at 7:43 Maggie glanced out the window and saw that the cab was waiting.
On the front step, Eric in yesterday's suit but Maggie still in her bathrobe, they shared a kiss and a long hug. They agreed that they'd stay in touch now, having swapped email addresses. They wished each other well, and he said again he hoped everything worked out with her and R.J.
Then, as he turned to go, she said, "thanks so much for your support, Eric!" And she hugged him one more time.
It was just two dear friends saying goodbye. But that's not how it looked, certainly not how it would have looked to Irene Dunston, the widow who lived across the street. She was the unofficial gossip queen of the neighborhood--and it would have given her enormous pleasure to share the news of Maggie's "friend" seen leaving her house early in the morning, having clearly just spent the night.
But by bad luck--at least for Irene--she was away in Atlanta, staying with her younger daughter who had just had her first child. So there was no one who actually saw Maggie's goodbye to her friend.
********
Dammit! R.J. pounded on the steering wheel in frustration. It was 7:38 and his progress towards home was blocked by a Ryder truck double-parked in front of a store on North High St. Traffic was backed-up in both directions, as only one car at a time could squeeze by.
Of all the bad luck! Now that he'd made up his mind, R.J. was eager to see Maggie, to tell her his decision. At this rate he might miss her--she might be on her way to work by the time he got there.
********
Maggie went back into the house and got herself a bowl of cottage cheese and fruit to go with her second cup of coffee. She smiled to herself--it had been a lovely surprise to see Eric, and how nice that they were able to renew their friendship so easily.
She looked forward to telling R.J. all about it--and then suddenly her happiness was gone. She wondered whether she'd ever get the chance, whether she and R.J. would ever be together again. "Don't give up"--that was the advice both Eric and Roberta had given her. Well, she'd do her best.
She was surprised to hear the sound of the front door opening, and then before she could do more than stand up R.J. was coming into the kitchen, looking harried and angry.
"Goddam traffic," he said angrily. "I wanted to be here by 7:45; I was afraid I'd missed you."
"What is it, R.J.?" she asked, a little worried. He looked so upset, not at all like the calm, slightly distant person she'd been having meals with for a few weeks.
Looking at her concerned face made R.J. laugh--he shook himself, and smiled at her.
"Sorry, honey!" He laughed again. "I'm not angry at you--just annoyed about the traffic.
"Listen," he said, "can I have a cup of coffee? I'd like to talk to you."
"Of course," she replied, and poured him a mug, automatically bringing him the milk and sugar. They sat, and she regarded him warily.
Seeing her look, he smiled broadly again. Why wait?
"Honey, I want to come home. I want to be here with you again."
She gaped--and then smiled--and then started to cry.
"Really?" she said, tears sliding down her cheeks. "You're coming back to me?"
He nodded, and realized there were tears in his eyes as well. He got up and came around the table, pulling her up to her feet and into his arms.
They held each other tightly. "I just miss you," he said into her ear, his voice husky. "I don't want to be away from you any more."
Then they both cried a little, standing there together in the kitchen, swaying slightly as they held one another.
After a few minutes she whispered, "baby, I'm so sorry! I'm gonna--"
"Shh," he said, stroking her hair. "I know, honey."
He pulled back a little, so that he could see her face, shining with tears but smiling broadly up at him.
"Listen," he said, "do you think you could be a little late for work this morning?"
"Oh, baby, yes!" she cried; and in a moment they were hand in hand, on their way to the bedroom.
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As always, I came back from California on the Redeye, and I was exhausted by the time I pulled onto our street, around 8 am on Sunday. To my surprise, Sheila's car was parked in front of the house. Sheila was my wife Laurie's best friend, but not someone I approved of.
To put it bluntly, Sheila was a slut--an attractive one, but a slut--and I worried about Laurie spending too much time around her. Sheila was divorced, courtesy of being caught cheating on her husband, and she spent a lot of time at bars and clubs making new friends.
The kitchen was empty and I headed straight upstairs, surprised again to find my wife lying in bed with Sheila sitting next to her.
"Hi, baby," Laurie said weakly. "How was the trip?" She looked tired and pale.
"Are you all right, honey?" I asked, coming over to give her a kiss.
"Don't come too close!" she said, putting up a hand weakly to ward me off. "I've got some kind of nasty flu or something--that's why Sheila's here."
Sheila smiled at me, arching her back almost imperceptibly to push her big tits out. I always wondered whether she even knew she was doing it.
"Hi, Todd--Laurie and I spent part of the evening at Monroe's, but she started feeling really rotten so I brought her back here. Then she seemed feverish and she threw up a couple of times, so I just stayed over to make sure she'd be okay til you got back."
"Thanks, Sheila--I appreciate that. Do you want some coffee or breakfast or something?"
"No, thanks, I've had some coffee. Laurie just got off the phone with the doctor; he can see her in about a half hour, and I'll drive her over there."
I started to protest that I'd take her, but Laurie insisted that Sheila could do it. "You need to sleep, baby--I know you've been up for more than 24 hours."
We agreed that I'd sleep in the guest room for a couple of days, so I wouldn't catch anything from Laurie.
Ten minutes later I watched Sheila support Laurie as they walked out to her car. To my surprise, Sheila drove off towards Markham Ave., though my wife's doctor was in the other direction, back towards the center of town. I was too tired to wonder about it, though--I dove into bed and was fast asleep within minutes.
************************
For the next week I was a loving, supportive husband--but from a distance. According to Laurie, Dr. Simon said that she probably had some kind of flu; nothing serous, but I should avoid any close contact for at least five days or so.
So I called the clothing store where Laurie worked and said she'd be out for several days; I made Laurie's meals and took them to her on a tray; I cleaned up the kitchen; I did the laundry; and I spent the evenings with my wife, watching TV with her from a chair in the bedroom while she lay in bed.
But we didn't get closer than ten feet, and by the weekend I was even hornier than usual. We usually had sex at least twice a week on average, and with my California trip I had been 12 days without any of her sweet loving.
By Friday Laurie was up and around, able to shower and dress and take over the household chores. I arrived home that evening with an armful of roses, to be greeted by a hug and kiss from my cheerful wife.
I wasted no time telling her what I wanted for dessert--but to my dismay she looked down and said, "I'm so sorry, honey, but my period started just this afternoon. Bear with me a few days, okay?"
I considered asking for some oral instead, but decided that I'd be a saint and show her how patient I could be. At least we could touch one another, and that weekend we went to the movies, took a couple of long walks, and snuggled in bed each evening.
By the following Tuesday I figured my luck might have turned. I knocked off work at 4:30 to come home and surprise Laurie with a nice dinner. Instead, I got a couple of surprises myself: a pair of phone messages.
The first was her saying, "hi baby--sorry for the short notice, but we're going to have to do inventory tonight--a whole truckload of dresses came in mislabeled. I'll probably be here until nearly midnight. Sorry! Please just grab a sandwich, and I'll see you when I get done. Also--would you check and see if I left my cell phone on the dresser? I can't find it in my purse. Thanks--love you!"
Damn, I thought. So much for my hopes of a little loving. The second message was from the office of Laurie's gynecologist, Dr. Mahoney. His receptionist was calling to remind her of her appointment the next morning to have her stitches removed. What the hell?
I considered calling Laurie, but her cell phone was right in front of me on the kitchen counter. I could have called the store number, but I decided that she was probably swamped at the moment. Still, I was going to ask her about this the first moment she stepped in the door!
After a dinner of leftovers, flavored by three beers or so, I watched a little baseball and was in bed with the light out by 10 pm. I was awakened some time later by the sound of something sliding across the sheets, and then the delicious sensation of a pair of warm lips around my cock.
Always an alert fellow, he wasted no time coming to life and bringing me awake with him. I lay back in the dark, enjoying Laurie's mouth which seemed more talented and eager than ever. She had me nearly ready to empty my nuts when something made me reach over and turn on the bedside light--maybe just so I could enjoy the sight of what she was doing--and to my astonishment, the pair of lips wrapped around my dick belonged not to my wife but to Sheila!
The light startled her, but it didn't stop her from climbing on top of me, grabbing my joint to guide it into her. She was naked, and those tits were even more impressive without anything concealing them.
"Sheila, what the hell are you doing?" I cried out, pushing her away. I was very aroused, but not so much so that I was going to cheat on Laurie by letting her friend bounce on my dick.
"I've always wanted you, Todd," she cooed, using her hand to maintain cordial relations with my cock. "I know Laurie's working late--she'll never know just this once!"
"Are you nuts?" I jumped out of bed, ignoring the protests of my dick, which was bellowing in my ear, "ah c'mon, what's the harm?"
"I'm not going to have sex with you, Sheila!"
"Please, Todd, I'll make you feel so good!" She pursued me across the room and wrapped herself tightly around me, rubbing those tits across my chest and trapping my hard-on between her thighs.
God knows I was tempted--but I'd never cheated on Laurie and I never would. Fidelity was important to both of us, we had talked about it before we married, and I knew I could trust her just as much as she could trust me.
I was angry! And very aroused, which only made it worse. I pulled back from Sheila, grabbing her arm and turning her away from me.
"Put your clothes on NOW, you slut! You're getting dressed and getting the hell out of here!"
Ignoring Sheila's protests I pushed her into the bathroom, then picked up her clothes and threw them in after her. "If you're not dressed in three minutes, I'll march you out to your car stark naked."
Five minutes later I watched Sheila driving away. Shaking my head, I stumbled back upstairs to bed. I knew she was a horny bitch, but coming on to her best friend's husband? How the hell had she gotten into the house? (And, my dick piped up, did you see what a hot body she had?)
I was just about sound asleep again when the light suddenly went on and I heard Laurie shrieking at me.
"You son-of-a-bitch! Goddam you, how could you--oh!?"
Her voice shifted from rage to total confusion as I rolled over and swung out of bed.
"Laurie, what the hell is going on? Why on earth are you yelling at me?"
Her face was bright red--she looked shocked and bewildered. "I, uh--Todd--I'm sorry, I thought you were, uh ..."
She never did finish the sentence. I waited, and there was a long silence. Finally, I said, "honey, is there something going on I ought to know about?"
She sat in a chair, struggling to look at me. "Honey, it's, uh ..."
I waited some more.
"It's, well, some girls at work were talking crazy and ... and I got it into my head that maybe you were cheating on me." She looked at me timidly, just to see how I was taking this.
Calmly I said, "that's the biggest bunch of bullshit I've ever heard, Laurie. You know I'd never do that to you--and tonight? In our bed? I didn't even know until this afternoon that you'd be out late tonight! What did you think I'd do, run out to the nearest bar and pick someone up? Are you crazy?"
She shook her head, apologizing again and again, but I wasn't buying it. Finally I said, "okay, fine. Something's going on here that you won't tell me about. I'll just find somewhere else to stay until you're ready to tell me the truth."
While she cried and protested I threw some clothes on, pulled a suitcase out of the closet and started to pack. I didn't have any plan beyond finding a motel for a couple of days, but there had been enough "surprises" recently that I wasn't willing to play the dumb hubby any longer.
As I headed for the front door Laurie sobbed, "wait! please, Todd--okay, I'll ... tell you."
I turned and said, "all of it, Laurie--the whole truth, or I'm gone."
She nodded her head tearfully. We went into the kitchen and sat at the table.
"I ... I thought you would be ... in bed with a woman tonight, because ..." Here she started weeping again. "Because I ... I asked Sheila to come over and seduce you!"
"Why on earth would you do such a ridiculous thing, Laurie?"
She couldn't look at me. "I can't tell you, Todd. I ... I did something awful, and if I tell you you'll leave me.
"Please, please don't divorce me!" she sobbed.
"I don't suppose this might have anything to do with the stitches that Dr. Mahoney is going to be removing tomorrow?" I asked dryly.
Laurie stared at me in utter shock, then fell into such convulsive sobbing that it was more than ten minutes before she was calm enough to speak again.
It all came back to Sheila, not surprisingly, who'd been urging Laurie for months to loosen up, have a little fun, go out with her some evening when I was away on one of my business trips. And on Saturday Laurie had gone out with her to Monroe's, where they danced, drank, and ran into a couple of Sheila's "good friends."
By midnight four of them were back at Sheila's place, thoroughly drunk: the two girls and Sheila's buddies Andy and Martin. Sheila whispered to Laurie that "Martin's got the biggest cock you've ever seen," and he'd taken my wife into the extra bedroom and apparently proved it to her, quite energetically.
"And then he ..." she whispered, and stopped.
I was already furious, and in no mood to dance around the rest of it. "He what, you dumb bitch?"
She cowered. "He made me ... you know, get him hard again with my mouth, and then he wanted to ... to ..."
"To what?"
"He made me ... take it in my bottom. But it was too big, and he ... tore me. I screamed, and started to bleed all over the bed, and he just panicked and got the hell out of there. Sheila came in and saw what had happened, and she helped me clean up a little and got me home.
"She stayed all night, and the next morning took me over to Dr. Mahoney, who put in eight stitches and gave me antibiotics. And he, uh, insisted on testing me for STDs. Thank God the tests all came back negative."
I sat back in my chair, just gazing at the stupid cow I was married to, watching her cower in misery. "And that's it?" I asked coldly.
She nodded. "It was horrible, Todd--the worst experience of my life. I'm so sorry!" She looked at me pleadingly. "It was supposed to be just some dancing and flirting. I don't really know what happened."
I banged my fist on the table, making her jump. "What happened is you decided to sample another cock, you whore, a nice big one apparently!"
I thought a moment. "And that's why you set up Sheila to fuck me in our bed, I take it? So that when you caught me you'd have a nice little Get Out of Jail card for yourself?" She nodded without looking up.
I sat and thought, watching her weep. I'd never been so angry at the stupid cunt in all my life, and I was nearly as angry at Sheila, her so-called friend.
"I'm out of here," I said, standing up. "I'll find somewhere else to stay for a few days."
"No, baby, please," she cried, following me to the front door. "I'll never do it again, never, I swear! I've learned my lesson!"
"I'm sure you have, Laurie. But as for whether you get the chance to 'never do it again'--that's up to me." And without letting her reply I slammed the door behind me.
************************
"That stupid bitch!" was all I could tell myself, as I sat in a room at the Best Western, unable to sleep. Eight years of a faithful marriage and she lets her best friend talk her into fucking some stranger? Eight years of refusing even to try anal sex with me, saying it was disgusting, and then she lets this asshole shove his log up her asshole?
My first stop in the morning would have to be to my lawyer to get the divorce started--no sense in wasting time. But then why did the thought of it make me feel so empty?
After about 3 hours sleep, my first stop in the morning was actually to Sheila's apartment. I banged on the door until she came bleary-eyed to open it, and she absolutely blanched when she saw me.
As she sputtered at me I pushed my way into her living room, closed the door behind me and said, "all right, Sheila, we're going to have a little talk."
************************
Laurie tried all day to reach me, but I ignored all her calls and emails. So she was surely relieved to see my car in the driveway when she came home after work. But she didn't find me in the kitchen or the living room, so she came up the stairs hesitantly, calling out, "Todd, honey?" as she walked into our bedroom.
"Hello, Laurie," I grunted, not stopping my steady pounding into Sheila. We were fucking in missionary position, and Sheila was getting pretty close to coming, her moans and cries growing steadily louder.
"Oh My God," Laurie gasped, staring at us.
"We'll probably ... be, uh, done here in a few minutes," I said distractedly. "You can wait downstairs or stay and watch, it's up to you." And with that I turned my full attention back to Sheila, plunging harder into her hot cunt and sticking my tongue back in her mouth. Within another couple of minutes we were both coming, me for the first and her for the second time.
I rolled off her in satisfied exhaustion and we lay side-by-side, my hands idly stroking her terrific tits. Laurie had disappeared, but in a few minutes she returned and stood in the doorway, tears running down her cheeks.
Sadly she said, "I guess I can't say 'how could you?', can I Todd?"
"No Laurie, you can't. You and Sheila planned to get me to fuck her so you'd be off the hook, and I decided that's a perfect solution to our situation. In a little while Sheila's going to give me her ass--turns out she really likes it that way."
"Sheila!" Laurie cried. "I thought you were my friend!"
"I'm sorry," Sheila said, trying and failing to look apologetic. "But if it wasn't for me dragging you out to Monroe's, Todd wouldn't be on the verge of divorcing you. He made it clear that this was the only way he'd ever be willing to forgive you.
"And I don't mind telling you, if the last half-hour was any indication, I'm going to be enjoying the next few weeks."
"Weeks?" Laurie staggered and sat down hard in a chair. "What are you talking about?"
"It's simple, my dear faithful wife," I said. "It's the guest room for you. You've just had those stitches out, and I know your ass won't be available for a couple of weeks at least. So until that time I'm going to be enjoying Sheila's. I figure that by the time you're ready to do it with me, I'll have learned a lot about how to make you enjoy it!"
As I gently pushed on Sheila's head and she slid down to take my soft cock in her mouth, Laurie watched us morosely.
"And then ... and then it'll be just ... you and me, Todd?"
I nodded. "As long as you never pull another dumb-ass stunt like this one, no pun intended."
She shuddered--whether from the memory of Martin's big dick tearing her up or from watching my cock grow hard in Sheila's talented mouth, I don't know which. "Never, Todd--never again. I've learned my lesson, believe me."
"Okay then," I said, pulling away from Sheila's mouth and rolling her up on her hands and knees. Reaching for the KY, I thoroughly lubed up my dick and Sheila's asshole before pressing slowly and gently into her. She was tight and hot, and we both sighed with the pleasure.
Very gradually, following Sheila's instructions, I worked myself up to a steady plunging. To my surprise I noticed that Laurie was still sitting there watching us--she looked very unhappy.
"Baby, I know I deserve this--but really, I don't ... I mean, how can you just fuck another woman like this?"
Smiling broadly I said, "actually, Laurie, it's just like riding a bike--you never forget how."
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It was at a frat party that it all started; or, rather, that the second, longer chapter started.
It was February 2000, my senior year at Denison University, and I was hurt and angry. Sheila McGraw and I had been dating since sophomore year; we were in love, and the previous November I'd asked her to marry me. She'd squealed with joy and jumped into my arms, right there in the restaurant, as all the couples around us smiled and applauded.
Sounds great, right? She was the girl of my dreams and we'd be spending the rest of our lives together. Except that on the first Saturday in February, I'd borrowed her roommate's key to sneak into her dorm room and leave a present for her. It was a little box, marked "Do Not Open Until Valentine's Day." I wanted her to have the pleasure of anticipation, of having to wait a few days to see her surprise.
Great plan. But the surprise was on me. I opened the door to find Sheila being energetically fucked by Brian Haverson, her lab partner in her Chem class. She had told me she'd be off shopping somewhere, but I guess her plans had changed.
She looked at me, stunned and horrified, over Brian's shoulder as he continued to pump his pimply ass up and down on top of her. After a moment she shrieked and he rolled off her in shock, his hard cock bouncing in the air. Quite a lovely sight, I must say.
"Sorry," I said. "Didn't mean to interrupt your shopping." I waved the little box at her. "This was an early Valentine's Day present for you, but I think I've changed my mind." I turned and left, ignoring Sheila calling after me.
That was about two weeks earlier. I'd been alternating between crying alone in my room and being so angry I could kill someone--with Sheila at the top of the list. She'd called me several dozen times and left tearful, apologetic messages, but I wasn't in the least interested.
There simply wasn't a thing in the world she could tell me that would make it all right. She wasn't being raped, that was clear when I walked in the room. And no matter what her reasons were, I had no interest in marrying a girl who could cheat on me two months into our engagement.
Now here I was, standing around at a frat party and wondering what the hell I was doing there. I wasn't much of a frat guy, and while I'd been to a few parties freshman year, hoping to pick up a girl who might want to go to bed with me, I hadn't been back since I first met Sheila. I guess I sort of had the same idea that night, without having much hope of success.
I stood around the keg talking idly to a couple of football players I knew--unlike some of their teammates, they were pretty good students and okay guys--and having a beer or three, or maybe four.
I was beginning to think about leaving, not seeing much chance of picking anyone up, when I heard a commotion in the next room. I looked in to see a group of frat guys standing around, laughing and pointing at a girl in a bright green dress. She was absolutely beautiful, at least from the back. The tight dress showed off her legs, her great ass and her curvy figure, and her straight brown hair gleamed as she shook her head. From this angle she was a knockout!
As I moved towards the room I heard one of the guys say, mockingly, "if she'd only put a paper bag over her head we could all do her!" The others laughed uproariously, while the girl turned away from them, putting her hands up to her face. She seemed to be crying.
I couldn't tell everything that was going on, but it was clear enough that these assholes were making fun of her--why, I had no idea. I moved forward to tell them to shut the hell up, being just drunk enough not to realize what a bad idea that might be (there were six of them and one of me).
"What the hell is wrong with you guys?" I shouted, and they looked over at me without interest. Turning, I reached over to gently take the girl's arm.
"Come with me," I said in a quiet voice. "We'll find a bathroom and you can wash your face." Then I got the biggest shock of my life.
She took her hands away from her face and I got my first look at her. She was frightening--monstrously frightening. Her face had jagged scars running across it, the worst of them going from her forehead diagonally down across her right eye and down her cheek. This made the eye look tilted, and smaller than the other. Worst of all, her nose was unusually short and twisted slightly at the bottom, her nostrils horribly visible.
It was obvious, after a moment's thought, that she must have been in a bad accident. But my reaction was instantaneous and unavoidable--I said, "oh my God!" and stepped back from her, shocked and horrified.
Her expression was a mixture of sadness, hurt feelings, and resignation--I realized right away that she must be all-too-familiar with people's responses when they first saw her. But then she leaned forward, looking more closely at me, and I was stunned to hear her say, "Tommy? Tommy Lawrence?"
I gaped at her. Obviously she knew me, but I had no idea who she was--and I sure knew I had never seen THAT face before.
"It's Irina Adams, from Greenfield!" She was looking at me hopefully--and at the same time cringing a little, as though I would hit her, or run away screaming. She was obviously aware of the effect her face had on people.
"Irina?" I looked more closely, wondering if this could possibly true. I'd last seen Irina when we were both 14 years old, and it was virtually impossible to see my childhood friend behind that terrible, destroyed face.
Then she flung herself on me, hugging me tightly, crying, saying, "it IS you!" as she sobbed on my shoulder. I held her while she trembled and cried in my arms, and when she'd calmed down a little we went and found the kitchen, where I got her a couple of wet paper towels to wash off her face. Then I got us some beers and we headed outside and sat together on the porch of the frat house. I could see that she'd purposely led me to a dark corner, where I wouldn't be able to see her very well.
Irina and I had grown up together in Greenfield, Indiana, as neighbors and best friends. We did everything together: ride bikes, splash around in the stream behind her house, camp out in my back yard in the summer, argue about which TV shows were the best--everything.
As we grew older we did school projects together, gossiped about the kids in junior high, and talked about all the things we'd do when we grew up. We knew without even having to talk about it that we'd always be best friends. And then the summer after 8th grade it ended, suddenly, when her dad took a job in Arizona and her family moved away. We exchanged a couple of letters, and then, inevitably, lost track of one another. I occasionally asked my parents if they had heard from Mr. and Mrs. Adams, but they never had any news.
Now, sitting on a loveseat together on that dark porch, we talked and talked, catching one another up on the last eight years of our lives. Mine was a brief story: finished high school in Greenfield, had a girlfriend or two, came to Denison, majored in electrical engineering, fell in love with Sheila, caught her cheating on me. In four months I'd be graduating and moving to Madison, Wisconsin, where I'd landed a job in a software design company.
Irina's story was longer, and more tragic by far. She'd liked Tucson okay, though she had been lonely at first. Then when she was 15 she and her parents had been in a terrible wreck on the highway, heading for a brief visit to Las Vegas. Irina's kid brother Sam and both her parents had been killed; Irina had been badly injured.
She'd lain in a hospital for weeks while the doctors tried to put her back together. Finally, when she was healthy enough to be moved (except for her ruined face), she was taken in by her aunt and uncle near Sacramento. She did a lengthy rehab, in a hospital and then at their home, before she could go back to school.
"They were great, the doctors. Patient and kind with me. And they were able to fix everything except this--" she gestured to her face.
"Did they, uh, think about plastic surgery?" I felt awkward and embarrassed asking, but I couldn't help myself.
She laughed. "This is after plastic surgery, Tommy! This was the best they could do, if you can believe it. Irina the monster, Irina the girl who scares children and grown-ups alike!" She shook her head.
"But at least I'm alive. I have a life--well, some kind of life. I lost a couple of years of school, so I'm only a sophomore. I wanted to study nursing, but--" she laughed again, "let's just say they suggested that I do something else. Don't want to frighten the patients!"
I squeezed her hand and said nothing. I couldn't begin to imagine what Irina had been through, and what her life was like now. I went and got us two more beers, and we talked on into the night.
"What was going on back in there?" I asked, jerking my thumb in the direction of the frat party. "I came into the room because I heard some assholes making fun of a girl."
"Nothing I'm not used to," she said. "A guy in one of my classes asked me to come to the party with him. We've known each other for a couple of semesters, so he's gotten used to my face and doesn't cringe from it any more. I was stupid enough to think that he might actually like me!
"Anyway, when we got here it was clear he brought me along as the joke of the party--somebody to impress his friends with, you know, win the 'Ugly Girl' Competition or something. Maybe his plan was to get me really drunk and try to fuck me later--I don't have such a bad figure, you know, if you get past the face."
Poor Irina! "You do, actually--have a beautiful figure, Irina. And you look fantastic in that dress."
"Thank you, Tom." She stroked my cheek with one hand. "You were always a kind person, even when we were kids."
I got us some more beer. I couldn't understand why I hadn't run into Irina in the past two years on the Denison campus. But as we talked I realized how much she kept to herself and how little she went out in public--who could blame her, judging from my reaction? She told me about doing her grocery shopping late at night, about wearing a baseball cap low and pulling her hair around her face so her scars were less visible.
And I remembered that I'd vaguely heard some campus gossip about a frightfully ugly girl, though I'd never paid much attention to it. How could I have known it was Irina they were talking about?
Finally--it must have been nearly 3 am--Irina said she was tired, and I volunteered to walk her back to her apartment. "I don't live in the dorms--they couldn't find a roommate who'd live with me!" she said. I stood up, suddenly feeling the effects of the beer, and when I helped Irina stand she wobbled a bit as well. Holding on to one another for support, we stumbled down off the porch and walked away.
"Will you come in for a minute, Tom? Let me show you the place?" Irina asked me as we arrived at her apartment. I was tired and quite drunk but I agreed, and she showed me the tidy little place, with its eat-in kitchen, a little living room Irina had turned into a study, and a single bedroom in the back.
She went into the bedroom to change and in no time I fell fast asleep on her couch. I woke a few minutes later, disoriented, in total darkness. Irina was holding my hand and pulling me up, quietly saying, "Tom, come with me."
She led me by the hand and suddenly we were at her bed, where she gently pushed me down, settling me comfortably on my back, and took off my shoes.
"Irina, what--" I began, confused. She'd turned off every light in the apartment and I could barely see where she was.
"Shh," she said, and moved away from me. I could hear the swishing sound of her robe, and a moment later she was snuggling up against me; I realized she was naked.
"Irina?"
She put her finger to my lips. "Please, Tom, make love to me. I've never--done it, and I know you'll be gentle."
"But Irina, I--are you sure this is what you want?"
She took my hand and led it to one of her breasts. I couldn't help clasping it, caressing it, feeling its delicious firmness.
"Tom, I don't exactly get a lot of offers! Please don't say no. I've turned off all the lights so you won't have to--you know, look at me. And you said yourself that my body's not too bad."
I was uneasy, and drunk, and a little confused; but I couldn't see a good reason to refuse her. Irina had been my best friend; and she was hurting; and she did indeed have a fabulous body, part of which was currently filling one of my hands.
I turned towards her and we began to caress one another, slowly and lovingly. The total blackness made it especially pleasurable somehow, as I could concentrate on the sensations of touch and smell and sound, the quiet purrs and moans she made.
We started to kiss--it was a little creepy at first, remembering that horrible face, but her lips felt great--and we really got into it, swapping tongues just the way I had with Sheila and my other previous girlfriends. Irina helped me off with the rest of my clothes.
Once we were naked we lay side by side, my hard cock pressed up against her, while we touched and stroked each other. She adored me licking and sucking her breasts, and she arched her back to get them deeper into my mouth. As I suckled on them I stroked her pussy lips, feeling her heat and wetness; then she suddenly rolled onto her back and said, "now, Tom--come inside me!"
I said, "condom?"
"Uh-uh," she said, shaking her head and pulling me on top of her. Within a moment I'd aimed my cock into her and slid inside, encountering no resistance, only the delicious sensation of her tight pussy clasping around me.
"Ohhh," she sighed, sending shivers down my spine. When I was all the way inside her I waited, enjoying how it felt.
"Okay?" I asked, and she nodded against me shoulder, pulling on my hips to get me going.
Irina may have been inexperienced but I wasn't, and I took my time, really wanting to make it good for her. I gave her long, smooth, slow strokes for a while, enjoying the way she moved with me, her hips rising against me, her legs around my thighs, then coming up to circle my waist.
As her breathing quickened I got more excited; I sped up and fucked her harder, faster, and she started to groan rhythmically and then I lost it, and plunged into her at full speed, and she dug her nails into my back as I shot my cum up inside her, feeling her shuddering beneath me. A hot fuck, a great orgasm; and then I relaxed, exhausted, feeling her tired body beneath me.
I gently rolled off her, holding her tight against me. She reached down to pull the covers up over us, and within minutes we were both asleep. I think I remember her quietly saying, "thank you, Tom," into my ear.
****************
When I woke up the sun was streaming in through the window, lighting up part of the bed. The clock said 11:38 and I was alone.
I pulled on my pants and tottered into the kitchen, looking for Irina and thinking about aspirin. Lots of aspirin, and black coffee. There was a note.
"Dear Tom--
I've gone out to the library. I didn't want us to have an embarrassing scene today--you apologizing for taking advantage of me, me trying to reassure you it was just what I wanted.
It was, you know. And it was lovely, and you were nice to me, and I appreciate it so much!
But I wanted to be sure you know that there are no strings, no expectations. Just a friend doing something nice for another friend.
If you feel like getting together let me know--but if not, that's really okay too. I'll understand.
Best, Irina"
I headed back to my dorm room for the aspirin, grabbing some coffee in the cafeteria on the way. It seemed too weird to stay by myself in Irina's place, and I frankly had no idea how I felt about what we'd done.
Mostly I felt sad--sad for Irina, locked in a world of people who were afraid of her and shunned her. A perfectly normal, bright and kind person, stuck with a face that guaranteed her a life of loneliness.
I called her a couple of days later and we talked, a little awkwardly, for about half an hour. I wanted to make sure she was okay about what we'd done, and she assured me she was. If she had made the slightest suggestion about having sex again I would have been glad to--I had really enjoyed our drunken romp--but she never mentioned it.
We promised one another we'd talk again, maybe go out for a movie or something, and then we got off the phone.
And the weeks passed and I never got around to calling her again. It wasn't guilt, exactly--maybe confusion.
Because she was someone I knew so well--and yet didn't know at all. And I wasn't sure I knew how to be her friend, or even if she wanted me to be her friend. And in the end, I guess I was a bit cowardly. I didn't want to think about how it would be, walking around with her in public, having to endure the stares and the comments right along with her.
Besides, it was my last semester and I had a million things to do before graduation, right? Or so I told myself.
****************
On the 11th of May, about ten days before graduation, I got home to find a message from Irina, asking me to come over that evening if I could. I instantly felt guilty about not having ever taken her to the movies, so I headed over there right after dinner.
She greeted me seriously and I did everything I could not to flinch at her appearance. What must it be like to look at that face in the mirror every morning, I wondered? And know that it's you, and that you'll always look like that?
"Hi, Tom, thanks for coming. Would you like some peach pie? It just came out of the oven--baking is sort of a hobby of mine."
I was going to say no, but it actually smelled fantastic, so I said yes and she brought us two pieces, along with glasses of milk. The pie was incredible, and I told her so.
She thanked me, smiling a little; but then turned serious again and said, "Tom, I'm sorry but I've got to tell you something. I owe you a big apology, actually. I'm pregnant."
I looked at her, goggle-eyed, probably reacting the way untold millions of unlucky guys have reacted over the centuries. "You're--I mean, and--and it's mine?"
She nodded, looking apologetic. "You're the only one I've ever had sex with. The first and only. I'm so sorry."
"But--but we, I thought ... I asked you about a condom, and you said ..."
"I know. We were drunk, and I didn't have any--and to be honest, Tom, I didn't give a damn. I wanted to lose my virginity and I wasn't willing to wait. I was pretty sure it was a safe time of the month, but obviously I was wrong.
"It wasn't fair to you, I know that."
We sat for a few minutes. She looked a little fearful, but I wasn't angry with her. I don't know why not, but I felt--I don't know, quiet inside, and sympathetic. I reached out for her hand.
"What do you want to do? If you're thinking about an abortion, of course I will pay for it."
She shook her head. "I just can't. It's not--I'm not pro-life, Tom, or anything like that. I think women who need to should be able to end their pregnancies. I just know that I can't. I can feel this ... this life, growing inside me, and I just can't end it."
"What about adoption?"
She tried to smile, but I saw tears in her eyes. "Of course I've been thinking about that. But I just ... I can't give my baby away. It'll probably be the only one I ever have, and I--
"I just can't stand the thought of giving it up and then never having a child of my own." She cried a little, looking down at the table.



"Okay then." We sat some more, and thought. I kept hearing my father's voice in my head. He'd been dead for nearly three years, and I missed him every day. "The way you can tell a real man is the way he acts when the going gets tough."
"Irina," I said, "we need to get married."
"What?" she replied, shocked. "I could never do that to you, Tom. Saddle you with ... well, with me. And a baby. You're just starting your life."
"You are too, Irina. And raising a baby alone isn't anything you should be doing right now--you're only halfway through school, with not much money."
We talked--argued, sometimes--for hours. By midnight we were both exhausted, and I said I'd come back the next day for lunch and we'd talk some more.
Irina couldn't believe I was serious, couldn't believe I'd do something so hopelessly old-fashioned as marry her just because I'd gotten her pregnant. But I thought about my dad and the values I was raised with, and I knew it was right.
It took three days, but I talked her into it. We set a date for a quickie wedding the day after graduation, so my mother would still be in town and could attend. I called her and explained the whole story.
She was horrified, of course, worrying about my future and the financial burden. But she remembered Irina, what a nice person she was, and what a solid family she'd come from. She was very moved to hear about their terrible tragedy.
Thank God I had a good job lined up--I'd be able to support my sudden new family. Irina and I had agreed she'd transfer to the University of Wisconsin; she'd move with me at the beginning of June to the apartment I'd rented up in Madison.
I spoke quietly to my mom--and to my friend Adam, who would stand up for me as my best man in front of the Justice of the Peace--about Irina's face. Nothing could fully prepare them, but at least they were able to conceal their reaction somewhat. My mother, bless her heart, still managed to kiss and hug Irina, and tell her how happy she was that we would be together. I was really proud of her.
Irina's aunt and uncle couldn't afford to fly in for the wedding, but they wrote us a beautiful note and sent a check that would really help us with our moving costs.
We decided not to have a honeymoon, choosing instead to save every penny for our future life in Wisconsin, so we celebrated our marriage with a quiet restaurant dinner with Adam and my mom. Then Irina and I headed back to the apartment, shared some champagne--just half a glass for the expectant mom--and went to bed.
Not to sleep, though. Even a wedding as shotgun as this one deserved a sexy first night. Irina insisted again on complete darkness; and even though I'd grown pretty accustomed to looking at her face, I realized she felt more comfortable that way.
It was awkward at first, a lot more so than our first time. Of course, then we'd both been really drunk, while now we were no more than tipsy. And back in February it had just been a fuck--a first fuck, for her--while now it was the beginning of our marriage. Despite my conviction I had done the right thing--the only fair and decent thing for our child--I certainly had doubts about what the hell I'd gotten myself into.
But it quickly became evident that night that Irina really liked sex--liked it every bit as much as I did. She had this incredible body, and there wasn't a part of it that she didn't like having touched. Knowing that I would have years and years to play with those breasts, to stroke and lick her thighs and her pussy, to caress her beautiful tight ass, was a huge turn-on.
And when, after some increasingly exciting foreplay, she sat up, bent over and took my cock in her mouth for the first time, I nearly cried out with pleasure and excitement. She sucked me eagerly, and it was marvelous. When I could stand it no longer I pulled away from her mouth, kissed her, and maneuvered her so I could ride her from behind.
That first fuck of our married life was hot! It didn't last very long, because I was just too aroused, but it was intense and physical and very very satisfying. Knowing that Irina liked it too made it even better; she groaned and wiggled beneath me, and I could feel her pussy clutch around my cock as she orgasmed.
We lay together, breathing hard, and I said, "thanks, Mrs. Lawrence--that was fantastic."
She giggled. "You're welcome, Mr. Lawrence." And then after a minute she started to weep, and I held her gently against me.
"What is it, Irina?"
She looked up at me, barely visible in the darkness, tears on the cheeks of that dreadful, hellish face. "This isn't what you wanted, Tom--a life with me. With this ... this fright-mask of a face.
"And you don't love me. You deserve to be with a woman you love, a woman you've chosen to spend your life with. I'm just--"
I stopped her, and said, "sometimes life just surprises you, that's all. You and I grew up together. You were my best friend, Irina--do you know I've never had another friend as close as you were?
"This was meant to be, us getting back together again. Maybe it's not quite the typical romantic storybook version, but here we are. You are a lovely, terrific, very courageous lady. And I'm going to try to be the kind of husband you deserve."
I bent down to kiss her, smiling as she cried even harder for a few more minutes. And after that, we made love again--God it was sweet, making love with her! And then we slept.
****************
Irina was right, of course--at least at first. We didn't marry because she was the girl of my dreams, because I adored her and couldn't be without her. We married because she was pregnant with my child. And then--well, let's be honest--there was the matter of her horrendous appearance.
But a couple of interesting things happened, not quite at the same rate. First, you'd be surprised how quickly I got used to how Irina looked. This wasn't through any special effort on my part--I just got accustomed to it, and her poor scarred face with one weird eye and only part of a nose ceased to repulse me.
I'd had a high-school friend who had lost his voice-box after some kind of surgery for throat cancer, and the same thing had happened then: at first the whispery way he spoke was really creepy; then it was unusual but not so bad; and finally people stopped noticing it at all, it was just the way Julian spoke, and no one even thought twice about it.
So while I knew that Irina's face frightened other people, it became a non-issue for me. I could look at her while we talked, even gaze at her, without being bothered.
The other thing that happened, a bit more slowly, is that I fell in love with her. Irina had been a central part of my childhood--my best friend, the person I did everything with and told every secret to. We had built up a lot of trust over those years, even if it had come to a sudden end when she moved away at age 14.
Now, watching her make her way through a world that feared and shunned her, seeing her courage and determination on a daily basis, living with her constant kindness and generosity to me, her sweetness and optimistic nature--I really did begin to love her. I began to know that she was the woman for me and I wanted to spend my life with her.
I was not aware of these feelings, naturally, because I assumed that's what I'd be doing anyway. We were having a baby and we'd stay together to raise it; maybe have more, I guess, though we never talked about it.
So all through that summer--packing up and moving to Madison, setting up our new household, me starting my job, Irina beginning classes at Wisconsin--we lived as man and wife, and imperceptibly grew closer, our relationship and our trust in one another deepening.
Our sex life changed too, though not at a steady rate. Irina was always willing to accommodate me when I wanted her--which was pretty much every night at first. But it sometimes seemed as though she was doing it because she owed me, or just because that's what a good wife did for her husband.
I don't mean she was a boring lay--not at all. She always seemed to enjoy it, and some of the time she got energetic and eager, breathing hard, moaning, pulling at me as she approached orgasm. Naturally those times were the most fun.
But after about a month or two, Irina began to take the lead in bed some of the time. She'd come home with a Cosmo and ask me, giggling, whether we could try some of the crazy stuff she read about: a new position guaranteed to produce cosmic orgasms, or taking turns with lengthy massages.
I loved this, most of all because having a partner who desires you is the greatest turn-on there is. And I'm sure a part of our happy sex life was the trust we had--perhaps even greater than that of most newlywed couples--the trust that came from having spent years together as best friends.
One Saturday morning I brought two cups of coffee back to bed and we played for a while, kissing and stroking each other, getting ourselves worked-up. Then I rolled her up on her hands and knees, stood behind her at the edge of the bed, and entered her doggy-style.
We both liked this; actually I think one reason Irina liked it is that she was still self-conscious about her face, even though it didn't bother me any longer, and felt more relaxed when I couldn't see her. Also, of course, by August she was six months pregnant, and this was a comfortable position for her, with her swelling belly resting on a pillow or two.
Usually when we fucked doggy-style she would hold pretty still, letting me thrust into her, holding her by the hips. This time, though, I went slowly and I kept stopping, making her do more of the work by sliding herself backwards onto my cock. I started to tease her, backing away from the bed a little at a time so she needed to reach her ass back for me. It turned her on a lot, I could tell, so I kept doing it.
Her breathing quickened, and she said, "Tommy! Stop teasing me!" But I kept at it, sliding into her but then retreating, so that she pushed her beautiful ass back at me, further and further. Her body started to quiver and she started moaning rhythmically, reaching back for me, and then I lost it and pushed forward into her hard, and she cried out as she came, and I thrust a dozen more times and came myself, jerking frantically, crying out as I did.
We lay side by side, breathing hard, smiling at one another. She kissed me, her expression soft and loving, and said, "you tease! What a bad boy you are!" And then she slid her tongue right down my chest, through my pubic hair and over my cock, and she began sucking and licking all of our juices off it, the first time she'd ever done that.
She kept after me while I lay back in utter bliss, sometimes groaning gently to encourage her. I assumed when she got me hard she'd want to fuck again, so I moved to withdraw from her mouth; but she smiled up at me and said, "no, baby, I want to do this," and she went back to her delicious blowjob.
After about fifteen utterly pleasurable minutes she brought me off in her mouth, swallowed my cum (another first), and then sighed happily and snuggled in by my side, as we both dozed off for a little while.
I felt completely relaxed and blissfully happy; and as I lay there I realized that part of my happiness, beyond the pleasure of our lovemaking, was that she'd called me "baby" for the first time. We were always kind to one another, but the intimacy of endearments and pet names hadn't started to occur yet, and it seemed like a kind of milestone. A nice one.
****************
My job in Madison started only two weeks after our move, so I was a lot busier that summer than Irina. Her main jobs at first were to take care of her health and set up our apartment. She was delighted to do the at-home parts of that, but the shopping--all the choosing of furniture and rugs and drapes, all the wandering in and out of stores--made her very uneasy.
And I understood why. The couple of times I'd gone into a store with her back at Denison, I'd seen the shocked stares and the sudden silences from the people around us, customers and salespeople alike. And my heart ached for Irina, who had to bear that kind of response every day of her life.
So I made it a point to accompany her as much as possible when we needed to shop in Madison. We always went together to the furniture stores, and the runs to the supermarket were done either by me or by the two of us together. It seemed to give her strength to push the cart down the aisles with me right next to her--it made it easier to bear the stares and the whispered comments.
I wondered if she was feeling, "so what if my face is a wreck? As you can see, I've got myself a man." And then, if she went on to remember that she had a man only because I had gotten her pregnant.
The other thing I tried to do was "run interference" for her, in a way, by preparing people before they met her. The day before Irina's appointment with her new OB-Gyn in Madison, for instance, I stopped by the office and talked briefly to the nurses. I had brought a picture of Irina, and I explained to them that my wife, their new patient, had been disfigured in an accident. Showing them the picture--which shocked and frightened them, as her face always did--I said I just wanted them to be prepared a little, so that they could receive her with kindness.
Nancy, the main nurse, understood exactly what I had in mind--she even borrowed the photo for a minute to take to it show the OB, so that he'd be ready for Irina the following day as well.
And when Irina and I arrived for her appointment, my visit had clearly made a difference; the staff was kind and cordial to her, and much better able to look at her without visible discomfort.
I had the same success in early July when I made a "pre-visit" to a telephone call center where Irina had applied for a job. We'd agreed that with the baby expected in October there was no point in her starting school that fall, so she'd look for a job to bring in some money until the baby was born. And a call center was perfect: she could do her job without ever being visible to customers.
I spoke to the supervisor who'd be interviewing Irina, showed her the photo and explained the situation; and the next evening Irina came back to the apartment happy and excited: she'd gotten the job!
Even better, her job wasn't much out of the way for me to take her each day on the way to my office, so we could manage with our single car, an aging Toyota, and she didn't have to face riding the public bus to work.
My own work was going well, and I had every reason to believe my supervisors liked me and thought highly of me. So like every other person who is about to encounter a sudden tragedy, I went through life happy and oblivious of what was to come.
I specifically remember an evening when I smiled to myself, feeling as though everything was right in my world. It was the Thursday after Labor Day--I'd gone out after dinner to pick up a half-gallon of mint chocolate chip ice cream for Irina, who was having one of those cravings.
When I came back into the apartment, Irina was lying on the floor having some kind of seizure, twitching convulsively, her eyes rolled back in her head. I could see a puddle beneath her where she had urinated.
In a panic, I called 911 for an ambulance, then cradled her in my arms, trying to keep her head from banging on the floor as she writhed. In ten minutes we were in an ambulance on the way to the hospital; Irina was no longer convulsing, she was comatose; I was terrified.
There's no sense dragging out the story: we lost the baby, and I almost lost Irina. It was a particularly bad case of eclampsia, which has to do with high blood pressure in pregnancy. Usually there are warning signs, but this time there weren't any.
Irina's seizure was so severe they were afraid she'd die right in the emergency room. The usual procedure is to stabilize the mother, then deliver the baby right away by Caesarian; but in this case it took so long to stabilize Irina that the baby never had a chance. It was a little boy, dead by the time they got him out of her body.
****************
The doctors and nurses and the grief counselor at the hospital were wonderful. They encouraged us to name our poor little boy--we called him Walter Ivan Lawrence, after my father and her mother's father--and to have a funeral service for him. We were able to donate some of his organs to sick newborns who needed them, which was a tiny source of consolation. And the people at Irina's job and mine were supportive, gentle, and patient.
None of that prevented it from being horrible. I was stunned and depressed; Irina was far worse. Way back when she'd first told me about the pregnancy she said she knew this would be her only child. What she meant, then, is that no one would ever marry her or father another child with her.
But it turned out, tragically, that she was right for an entirely different reason. The desperate, rushed attempt to save our baby had left her unable to bear any more children.
For weeks the two of us staggered through life. Irina's aunt flew in and stayed in a local hotel for a couple of weeks to care for Irina, feeding her, giving her a shoulder to cry on. After ten days I went back to work but my heart wasn't in it--I felt like a zombie.
Everyone said that we needed time, that only time would allow us to recover, to begin to move past the grief. And of course, everyone was right--but it felt like it was taking forever. Irina needed about four weeks at home, after five days in the hospital, before she was strong enough to go back to work again. That was a kind of turning point; at least after that each of us had a routine, some path to trudge along each day that kept us from thinking too much.
Amazingly enough, we took care of each other. I was quietly warned by the grief counselor that this sort of loss sometimes drove a couple apart; she told me some of the warning signs, like if one of us got withdrawn and moody and didn't come out of it.
But Irina and I got through it. We kept communicating, and somehow we never let our own grief keep us from being sensitive to the other person's sadness. She was so generous to me, always looking out for my feelings, and I tried to do the same.
Everything made us cry, for a while. The first time we went to the movies after Walter's death, something in the plot of the movie got us both started, and we sobbed quietly together there in the theater, holding one another's hand. Getting a wedding announcement in the mail from a cousin brought us both to tears--probably because we each silently thought about his prospects for a house full of children.
The first time we made love again wasn't until nearly two months later--neither of us had had the slightest interest in sex for a while. And we didn't even finish! Part way through the foreplay, holding one another naked in bed, Irina just looked at me and started to sob, and before long I was crying right along with her, smiling and laughing together as we cried, realizing how ridiculous the whole situation was.
But two nights later we did better--we managed very routine but pleasurable sex--and after that things started to return to normal, inside and outside the bedroom.
In November Irina asked if we could plan a getaway for a few days, so we decided to spend Thanksgiving with my mother in Greenfield, then have a long weekend at a little (inexpensive!) resort on Lake Michigan before we headed back to work.
It was relaxing and romantic. We walked along the shore, letting the cold wind tear through us, then headed back inside to make love, which we must have done half a dozen times over the three days.
But I knew something was up--Irina was affectionate but distracted. There was something on her mind, and on the Sunday morning she finally got around to talking to me about it.



We'd made love early in the morning, gone downstairs for brunch, and then headed back to our room. To my surprise Irina wanted to make love again: she settled me on the bed and gave me a slow, loving blowjob that lasted a long time, then pulled me on top of her. We fucked in the missionary position--which surprised me, because Irina rarely felt comfortable that way.
But as we did it, lovingly, her eyes watched me intently, as if she were trying to memorize my face. And she smiled as I came, watching my face scrunch up with pleasure.
Afterwards, as we lay sleepily together and I dimly remembered the unpleasant fact that we needed to pack up and drive back to Madison, she sat up and said, quietly, "Tom, we need to talk."
I could tell this was important, so I gestured to her to continue. Her face was tight, contained--not frightened or angry, but very serious.
"When you asked me to marry you," she said, "it was to give our baby a family--a father and a mother. We both knew it wasn't for love, or that we'd chosen one another to be life partners.
"And you've been a wonderful husband to me--so kind, so supportive and understanding, so great during the pregnancy! But we lost our baby, and we're never going to have another, so--"
I may have been a bit slow but I suddenly realized where she was going; and I was thunderstruck. Was I the world's biggest moron?
"Wait, Irina, I--" But she shushed me with a sad smile and went on.
"The reason you married me is gone, Tom. I want you to be free to have the life you want, with the woman you love, when you meet her. It's time for us to talk about a divorce."
There was a long silence. I knew what I wanted--it was crystal-clear to me, in fact, but I wasn't sure how to go about saying it.
Carefully I asked, "is a divorce what YOU want, Irina, or is it something you feel you need to offer me?"
She looked away. "It's hard for me to know what I really want, Tom. I've had years to get used to the idea that no man would ever fall in love with me or want to marry me. I guess I still have the fantasy, but I know it's not going to happen.
"You've been my husband and my friend--and I'm so very glad we found one another again! But I know your idea of happiness isn't spending the rest of your life with someone who looks like this." She gestured at her face.
"Irina," I said slowly, making sure she was looking right at me. "I would never have dreamed we'd be in this position. Yes, I married you because you were carrying my child, not because I loved you.
"But the fact that you'd been my best friend made it an easy decision. I already knew what a great person you are, how good a friend you would always be, and what a great mother you would make.
"And you've left a couple of things out of the equation. First: scars or no scars, you are about the sexiest bombshell of a woman I have ever seen, let alone had the joy of making love with." She gave me a crooked half-smile, almost against her will, and I went on.
"And second--" I waited a moment, "I happen to love you."
She smiled again, this time almost dismissively, sympathetically. "You are a nice man, Tommy. And I know you care for me--we've been through a lot together.
"I know you love the sex too--so do I!
"But you don't love me, not the way a man wants to love the woman he spends his life with."
I sat back against the pillows, feeling stymied. There we were at the crux of the problem. I knew I loved Irina. I DID want to spend the rest of my life with her. But she didn't believe me, and I wondered if I could ever convince her.
We talked for another hour, without either of us making any progress with the other. She had in mind to stay in Madison--she liked her job okay, and she'd gotten used to the city. There was no family back in Greenfield any longer, and she didn't want to be in Sacramento where her aunt and uncle were.
But she wanted us to get a divorce, and she hoped I would move on with my life and find someone else. I couldn't make her see that I'd fallen in love with her, face or no face, and that I wanted to wake up next to her every morning.
We drove back to Madison, went back to work, got on with our lives. Nearly every day Irina brought up the divorce--calmly, never with any anger or resentment--and every day I tried and failed to persuade her that I wanted to be with her.
She printed up some pages from an Internet site about how easy it was to get an uncontested divorce in Wisconsin when there were no children--just a few months and a few hundred dollars, she said, and I could be free to start my new life.
"Maybe you won't get married right away. Maybe you'll enjoy being a hip single guy with a good job--maybe you'll spend a few years balling every cute young thing you meet!"
I laughed, and said, "but what good will that be to me, if I don't get to keep balling the one girl I really want to ball?"
Smiling, she replied, "you'll still have me around to ball for a few more months. That should be plenty!" And try as I might, nothing I said or did would change her mind.
Several days later I approached it a different way. I interrupted another monologue about no-hassle divorce to say, "But Irina, do you love me?"
She stopped, obviously taken aback. "It doesn't matter," she said.
"Of course it matters! It's about the only thing that DOES matter, since I love you.
"I want to know if you love me--if you would actually be happy to stay with me or whether you want to be single again to find some other man to love."
"Tommy," she said, "I'm hardly going to do that, unless they start having dances for people with bags over their heads!"
"You haven't answered my question. Do you love me?"
A long silence, while she gazed steadily out the window. Finally she said, "yes, Tom, I do. But it doesn't make a damn bit of difference."
****************
Weeks went by, and I didn't know how to break the impasse. How do you convince the woman you love that you love her? I did everything I knew how to do. I was an affectionate, kind, supportive husband, I sent her flowers to surprise her, I made love to her constantly (not exactly a sacrifice for me), and in every way tried to show her how I felt.
And Irina remained an affectionate partner and good friend; and steadfastly refused to believe me.
At the end of January 2001 I made a reservation at the best French restaurant in Madison, making sure to request a private table where we'd be largely invisible to the other patrons. And I wangled a salary advance out of my supervisor and promptly took it to a jewelry store. Swallowing hard, I spent an unconscionable amount on a diamond engagement ring eight times the size of the tiny one I'd bought Irina the summer before.
Then we got dressed up and went out to dinner; and we had some champagne and some good wine and some great food and a wonderful time. And as we sat over coffee, I leaned across the table and took both her hands.
"Listen, Irina," I said. "You did your research and found out how quickly we could get an uncontested divorce.
"Well, I did a little research too--and it turns out that a contested divorce takes a lot longer. I can hold onto you for months--years, even, unless you're willing to spend a ton of money neither of us can afford.
"So," I continued, smiling at her, "won't you just give up the whole idea? Let's save ourselves the time AND the money."
I moved around the table and kneeled down in front of her, enjoying the shocked look on her face. I pulled out the small box and opened it in front of her, so she could see the beautiful ring.
"Irina, would you do me the honor of staying my wife?"
There was a long, long silence. Irina gazed at the ring, then at my smiling, expectant face. I wasn't worried--I knew that no matter what she said, I wasn't going to give up.
Finally, something stirred in her eyes. She started to cry, and she said, "oh, Tommy!" and pulled me into her arms.
And as I held her and she cried on my shoulder she whispered, "yes--yes, I'll stay with you, Tommy!"
And then, when she'd wiped her eyes, we had the fun of taking off her old engagement ring and replacing it with the new one, and admiring it together, and even showing it off to the waiter when he came back with the check.
On the drive home we didn't say a word, but Irina held my hand tightly the entire way. When we got into the apartment she pushed me up against the door, kissed me hard, and said, "go use the bathroom quick, and then wait for me in bed."
That night Irina just about destroyed me. Not that we hadn't had passionate nights before, but she was unstoppable. After her turn in the bathroom she came out naked, for once leaving a bedside lamp on so I could see her body, and she ravished me.
She was aggressive and energetic and she wanted me over and over. We spent nearly two hours at it, fucking three times, and each time she pulled on me and bucked her hips at me and groaned and moaned and pushed her tongue halfway down my throat. It was like she'd just discovered sex for the first time and was scared there'd never be any more ever again after that night.
After the first time she almost ran to the bathroom to clean herself up; and then she came back and sat on my chest, smiling, and slid herself up to put her pussy over my mouth. She whispered, "do me, baby, please!"
I loved eating Irina out but she frequently wasn't that interested; so it was a huge turn-on for her to take the lead, and I went after her pussy and clit until she was humping and grinding herself on me so I could hardly breathe. As soon as she came and relaxed a little, I rolled her over and screwed her hard, while she groaned and squealed and pulled on my ass with both hands.
That was number two. The third time, after she woke up my tired cock with her lips, I was so beat that I just lay back and let her ride me, enjoying the sight of those gorgeous breasts bouncing and swaying in front of my eyes.
The next morning when I woke she was spooned behind me, gently kissing my ear and rubbing my cock, and we spent nearly an hour doing it again before I begged for mercy--and for breakfast!
In a way that Friday night was our real wedding night--the time when we first gave ourselves completely to one another, with love, knowing that we meant it. The true first night of our marriage.
It's a cliché to say that "everything changed" after that, but in a way it did. Or to be more accurate, everything that was good between us just got better. Irina became more and more comfortable with the idea that I actually loved her--I wasn't with her out of pity, or duty, or even inertia. I loved and desired her (which was certainly true) and loved having her around me.
So the friendship between us, which had always been strong, got stronger. And the energy in the romantic side of our relationship just kept increasing. We treated one another like lovers, in and out of bed.
All the romantic things that people do in the early stages of a love-affair--romantic walks, long intense make-out sessions, deep heartfelt talks about hopes and dreams for the future--we started do them now, nearly a year after we got married. The trust we had in each other grew deeper; and I have to say, the sex was fantastic.
Knowing how much I truly desired her opened Irina up to being much more confident in her own attractiveness. I've told you what a beautiful body she had, but she had always been too self-conscious of her face to appreciate her own sexiness. Now--at least alone with me--she would flaunt it and revel in it, tease me with lingerie or low-cut tops, be demanding sexually when she felt like it, whisper dirty things in my ears, and in every way enjoy how great our sexual connection could be.
I felt like the luckiest man on earth--and things just continued to get better. For a while.
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Irina sat sobbing, her face buried in her hands. Sitting across the room I just stared at her, too stunned to feel the anger and grief I knew would be coming.
I was vaguely aware of tears on my cheeks, as I gazed past her out the window to the beautiful sight of the sun sliding down into the Pacific. It was a spectacular sunset that couldn't have meant any less to me at that moment.
She lifted her head and I saw her face again--that gorgeous, perfect face, the face of the woman I had known since we were children, and had loved so deeply for the past eight years. She was saying, "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," in a choked voice, so that I could hardly hear her.
And all of a sudden I couldn't stand to be there--I literally couldn't bear it. I got to my feet and headed for the door, hearing her cry out behind me, "no, Tommy! Please don't go!"
The Porsche was still right in front of the house and I sped down the driveway to the canyon road, then tore down the road at a dangerous speed. I didn't know where I was heading--and then I remembered the cliff. Our favorite spot in Malibu, in all of California.
I was there in less than fifteen minutes. I parked the car and walked up the dirt path through the low brush until I reached the spot. I was on the edge of the American continent, maybe 250 feet up, looking out over a cliff that hung over the Pacific ocean.
Irina and I had joked, in one of our happy and loving moments, that this would be the perfect spot to commit suicide, with a picturesque jump to our deaths on the rocky shore below. We could laugh about it then, I thought--when we were both so contented that the very idea of suicide was an absurd joke. Now it didn't seem so funny.
I knew I wouldn't jump, though--I couldn't do that to the twins. If for no other reason than Earl and Lily, I knew that sooner or later I would get into the car, drive back up the hill, and face the nightmare that my life had just become.
I must have sat there for two hours or more, looking out at the Pacific as the sunset turned to dusk, then to darkness. How did I get here? How had Irina and I arrived at this point--this moment of such pain and despair?
****************
Nothing ever happens for just one reason--that's something I know. There are always a lot of factors that come together to lead to an important event, whether it's something wonderful or disastrous.
For nearly seven years Irina and I lived happily together in Madison. My work went well, and later on spectacularly well, as I'll tell you about in a minute. But even before then I was quickly making enough money for us to afford a small house south of the Arboretum, in a nice part of the city.
About a year after we lost our baby Irina started school again, majoring in accounting. It was difficult for her socially at first because of her face, just as it had been at Denison. But at least this time she had a husband to come home to. Academically she did brilliantly and finished in two years, graduating magna cum laude in May 2003.
She was looking at job offers from three good firms in Madison when one of life's big surprises fell into our lap. Irina had joined the congregation of the small Russian Orthodox Church in Madison, and had made a number of friends there. Her interest was not so much religious as cultural--before her mother's death Russian art and the Russian language had been part of her life, and she wanted to maintain a connection to it. I joined her occasionally, but for the most part she went to church on her own.
About a week after her graduation, Irina came home from Sunday morning services with a very strange look in her eye. She was somehow giddy and yet serious at the same time. She made us a beautiful lunch, then took my hand and led me into the bedroom for some lazy, mid-afternoon lovemaking.
And when we were done, lying relaxed in one another's arms, she finally let me know what was going on.
"Tommy, is it all right if we talk about something serious?"
"Of course," I said.
It turned out that the seventeen year-old daughter of Irina's friends the Lementovs, from the church, was pregnant with twins. Tatiana was a smart girl who had taken a couple of college courses at the University and been seduced by her (married) history professor. Terrified of what her parents would do, she hadn't told them about the pregnancy until the fourth month--and now it was far too late to consider an abortion.
"They're planning for her to give the children up for adoption, and--well, Tommy, do you think we could possibly consider taking them?"
Irina looked up at me, hopeful and worried. We had talked a little about adoption, in those grief-filled days after Walter's death, and agreed that it was something we might think about "sometime in the future". But now, nearly three years later, I realized we'd never returned to the subject.
How did I feel about it? I felt excited, judging by how fast my heart was beating. I loved Irina and our life together--but the prospect of children and a real family seemed marvelous to me.
"I don't ... really know," I said to Irina, keeping my face serious. "I've heard that an awful lot of mothers pretty much abandon their husbands once there are children in the house. You might move me into the guest room, or even stop cooking for me. I don't think I'm willing to take the risk."
She was on the verge of an angry reply when she saw my face broaden into a wide smile, and she laughed instead. "You stinker! For a moment I thought you were..."
Then she stopped, and looked into my eyes. "You would ... really do this, Tommy?"
"I would love to have children with you, sweetheart. And the idea that they'd be part Russian makes it even more wonderful. They'll probably be smart, too, even if their father was a son-of-a-bitch.
"I think we should do it. How much--"
But the rest of my question was smothered as Irina leapt upon me, filling my mouth with kisses and squeals of joy. We made love again, passionately, without another word being said.
Earl Lementov Lawrence and Lily Tatiana Lawrence were born on August 22, and became part of our family that very day. Giving up the children was hard for Tatiana, but she had gotten to know Irina and me and knew that we would be loving parents to them. She also knew that she could visit them whenever she wanted. And for the first year or so, Tatiana did come to see them at least once a month. After that, she went off to Duke University and we didn't hear from her much.
Irina had decided to put off taking an accounting job for at least a year--she was dying to be a full-time mother and nothing else. Everyone who's ever had a baby or two can imagine the chaos and confusion of our household for the first few months, as well as the joy in our hearts. Our babies were beautiful and smart, and we were fascinated by them. As they grew we were also amazed by the bond they seemed to have between them, as many pairs of twins do. We were perpetually sleep-deprived, and supremely happy.
****************
In my software design job in Madison, I was paired with a guy named Rick Torgerson, a recent graduate of Wisconsin who was a year older. It quickly turned out that we made a fantastic team. He was brilliantly imaginative but not always practical, and my down-to-earth approach helped provide pragmatic solutions to the creative ideas he dreamed up. Within a few months we were the stars of our department.
Even more than that, we liked each other and liked working together. I had introduced Rick and his girlfriend Lisa to Irina--after quietly explaining to them about her face--and the four of us got together frequently on the weekends for dinner or to go to the movies.
On one Saturday afternoon in June 2004,when the twins were about ten months old, the women were playing with the babies and Rick and I were idly talking shop--about some search algorithms our firm was working on, and how they might compare to what Google was up to.
Suddenly we looked at each other, as though lightning had struck us both at the same time. "It's a flaw, isn't it?" Rick said, and I nodded.
"Yup, I was thinking the same thing. The way they combine their searches isn't as efficient as it should be--as the rest of the structure is. I'll bet we could do better."
We sat at my dining room table and spent more than an hour sketching and scribbling and talking excitedly, dinner completely forgotten, while the long-suffering Lisa and Irina laughed at us and ate with the twins in the kitchen.
Rick and I got together the next day for several more hours, and by the end of the afternoon we thought we had something that might really be promising. We had a long discussion about whether to take this to our supervisor at work or keep it private and work on it only on our own, nights and weekends.
I argued that at least the birth of the idea came from work we'd done on company time, and that we needed to work out a deal with them. After some discussion, he agreed.
At the end of that week we sat down with Roger Handler, our project supervisor, to hash out an agreement. We gave him the bare bones of our idea and suggested that we'd share 20% of whatever profits resulted from our work, but that we would file for the patents and control the rest.
It took five more meetings, including two with lawyers for us and the company, but we got the deal worked-out. We agreed to let the company have 25% and to have first call on buying or licensing the software (rather than selling it to a larger company, which was the other likely possibility). They also agreed that Rick and I could use 50% of our work time on the project, but the rest of our hours had to go to our other responsibilities.
After 8 months we had our first patent in process; and after 21 months our improved search algorithm, by then protected by four different patents, was auctioned off. Not surprisingly, Google bought it--they didn't want any upstart company with a faster search engine competing with them.
I will never forget the day when I first knew that the deal, or something like it, was going to happen. It was 3-4 months before the actual sale, but Rick and I could see that what we'd created was going to make us a pile of money. I came home with flowers, a bottle of champagne and some strawberries, and said, "let's get the twins to bed--we need to do some celebrating tonight."
We ate a quick dinner, bathed and played with the twins, and had them in bed by 8:30. Then I pulled Irina into the shower and we washed and played with each other, just to get our motors running.
Then I brought the champagne and strawberries to bed. Proposing the first toast I said, "here's to my fantastic wife Irina, who is about to be a frightfully rich woman."
We'd been talking regularly about my work, of course, and Irina knew it was going well--but this was the first time I was absolutely sure that we were going to make a lot of money.
"How rich?" she teased. "Rich enough that I should stay with you? Rich enough that you're worth sharing this sexy body with?"
"I hope so," I said. "How does, say, $15 million sound--would you sleep with me for that?"
She just looked at me, her mouth wide open. "Oh my God, Tom--REALLY?" I smiled and nodded.
After a moment she poured the entire glass of champagne down her throat. Then, her eyes sparkling, she said, "okay. For $15 million I'll fuck you."
I laughed and grabbed her, and we fucked like two teenagers. As we did it we took turns whispering, "we're rich!" or "$15 million!" to one another, and giggling.
When we were done, lying together in bed, Irina stroking and kissing my chest, she said, "this is really going to happen? $15 million?"
"It could be a lot more, but yeah. Probably within two more months or so."
She nodded, looking serious. "Well, I haven't seen any money yet, but--
"I think I need to give my $15 million husband a million-dollar blowjob. After that, he can fuck me until he's had his $14 million worth."
We laughed again, and hugged, and made love for another two hours.
When the deal was finally concluded in March 2006 it was incredibly complicated, but it included an upfront payment of $120 million, plus yearly royalties based on the number of searches performed each year on Google's site. After the shares for the company and the various lawyers were deducted, Rick and I each received the staggering sum of $34 million. In addition, our royalties were likely to be $10-12 million a year each for the life of our algorithm--which would be until someone came up with a better one. That could be in one year or in five.
Either way, we were unbelievably rich. In March 2006, at the age of 28, Irina and I had more money than we could have ever dreamed of. Needless to say, my life and hers were about to change, in ways we couldn't begin to imagine.
A week after the deal was signed Rick and I hired a stretch limo and took our wives--Rick and Lisa were now married and the parents of a one year-old boy named Jake--to the fanciest restaurant in Madison. We drank too much, had a great meal, and repeatedly toasted one another and our good fortune. As Irina and I tipsily found our way to bed that night, we agreed that having good friends to share our joy with was one of the nicest parts of being happy.
****************
There were a million decisions to make, but really just two big ones: Where did we want to live and raise our children? And, did I want to keep working? It certainly wasn't a financial necessity any more.
We'd been talking about these things for weeks, ever since it became clear that we were about to be very rich, and it had taken a while to work out what we wanted. You'd be surprised how hard it is to decide what you want, when you have the money for absolutely anything! Buy a yacht and cruise around the world? Build houses in France, Italy, South Africa? Buy a penthouse apartment in New York? No problem!
In the end, though, we decided to move to California. Neither of us liked the Wisconsin weather, and we were both excited by the idea of living near the ocean. California was also an ideal place for me in terms of a future in the software business. That related to our second decision, or rather mine: I was going to take a year or so off, but after that I would probably go back to work. I liked what I did, and I couldn't see spending the rest of my life at home, however much I loved my wife and children.
I wanted Irina to go with me to California to look at houses. But at first she resisted, uncomfortable with all the new people she'd have to meet (and who would see her face). Now that we had money, though, it was easy to work something out.
By that time Elaine, our nanny, had been working for us for nearly a year. She was crazy about the children, so we were comfortable leaving them for a few days. I chartered a private plane to take Irina and me to California, and then around the state whenever we wanted. And, most important of all, I found an excellent real estate broker in LA named Angela Simon. She agreed to devote a week just to showing us around.
Once Irina was convinced she wouldn't have to see crowds of new people she came along on the trip, and we had a fantastic time. Angela showed us palatial houses from San Diego nearly to the Oregon border. Everything we looked at had a view of the Pacific, and the ones we liked best had both luxury and privacy.
In the end we settled on a large, airy four-bedroom house, very modern, on a private road in one of the canyons in Malibu, just north of Los Angeles. We were not far from where Johnny Carson had lived--not a bad neighborhood! There was a two-bedroom guesthouse in the back yard for a nanny to live in, and an excellent private school for the twins no more than ten minutes away.
Since money was no object we bought the house right away, even though we weren't ready to move yet. And I sat down with Irina to discuss another project--something I'd been thinking about for a long time.
****************
As I've said, I'd grown perfectly at ease with Irina's poor monstrous face, with its scars, its slanted eye and its horribly misshapen nose. But I also knew how much pain her appearance caused her, and how much it affected the way she led her life.
At the end of 2005, when it was becoming apparent that in a few months we'd be worth a great deal of money, I began quietly doing research on plastic surgeons. I got the name of the best guy in Madison and went to see him, bringing a few photographs of Irina. He thought he could help her, but said that there were a few high-tech people in Europe who were doing the most advanced work in the world--that's where he'd go, he said, if money were no object.
I pursued the leads he gave me, as well as a few others, and in the end had the names of three top people: two in London and one in Geneva. I wrote to them all, sending photographs and requesting their advice, and the answer I liked best by far came from Dr. Ingrid Mühlhausen in Geneva.
I did some more digging on Dr. Mühlhausen--everyone seemed to agree that she was about the world's best. So one day in April 2006, when Irina and I had had a few weeks to start getting used to the idea of how rich we were, I took her for a walk out to one of our favorite places, a quiet spot with a view of Lake Wingra.
"Baby, I want to ask you a question--I hope it won't sound silly."
She looked at me with interest, and I said, "if there were a way to--to do some more work on your face, to make it more--"
"Normal-looking?" she snapped at me. "To make me less of a freak, you mean?"
She got up and walked quickly away; surprised, I let her go. I knew this was a sensitive subject, but I still thought we'd be able to talk about it.
After about twenty minutes I watched her approach the bench I was sitting on, looking serious but calm.
"I'm sorry, Tom," she said, "for over-reacting like that."
"It's all right, honey. I know that you live with the pain of it every day. The last thing I'd ever want to do is hurt you more."
She smiled, and kissed my cheek. "I know that, and I'm sorry. Why were you asking me about it?"
Carefully, I said, "well, I really wanted to know whether you'd want to do something about it--if you could. I mean, if there turned out to be improvements in plastic surgery or something...."
I stopped, and watched her. "Have you been looking into this, Tom?"
I nodded; and she sat down abruptly on my lap, threw her arms around my neck, and started to cry noisily on my shoulder. I held her for several minutes until she grew calmer, and she sat up and looked at me. I took a tissue and gently wiped the tears from her cheeks.
"You are more than I deserve, you know that?"
I smiled and shook my head. "Sorry, Irina, you've got that one totally wrong. On my very best days I figure I'm just barely good enough to be what you deserve."
We kissed then, for a long time, and held one another.
Then she said, "okay--spill. What have you been up to?"
I told her about my research, my conversation with the doctor in Madison, and everything I'd learned about Ingrid Mühlhausen. "I hope you don't think I was presumptuous, Irina.
"And I hope you know that I love you--I adore you--just the way you are. If the idea of doing something about this angers you or upsets you, I'll--"
"No, honey," she said very quietly. "I think I might want to do it. Just give me a little time, okay?
"I've gotten so used to thinking that I will always have this face--I'm just going to need some time to get used the possibility that...that I might not have to look this way."
We stood up and strolled for a while, holding hands, not saying anything more.
****************
Ten days later we flew to Geneva for a consultation with Ingrid Mühlhausen, whom we found we liked a lot. She did a thorough examination of Irina and took numerous photographs and measurements, a process that lasted several hours. The next day we met in her office to talk.



"I can do a lot for you," she said. "There is one scar across your cheek that I think will always be slightly visible, at least up close--say, from less than a foot away.
"But I can restore your eye to its normal appearance and rebuild your nose. And the other scars will not be a problem.
"That's the good news. The bad news is, this will be a long and complex process. Three operations at least, and possibly four, with some skin grafting from your thigh. There will be a lot of pain, although we can control that with medication. And it would take at least seven months. It would be fastest if you could move to Geneva--but if that's not possible you could travel back and forth. But under those conditions the work might take up to a year.
"Oh, and finally, I will want you to provide all the pictures you can find of Irina before her accident--these will guide me in the reconstruction. Do you have any questions?"
We stayed in Geneva two more days, meeting with Dr. Mühlhausen and talking to one another. In the end we decided to move to Geneva. The kids were still in nursery school, and there was a fantastic international school there. Our nanny Elaine was unmarried and enthusiastic about the chance to live in Europe for several months--she had already expressed interest in moving to California when we went.
So in August 2006 the Lawrence family, plus Elaine, moved into a large apartment in the nice part of Geneva, overlooking the lake, and Irina started her treatment.
The operations went well but the suffering poor Irina went through was painful for both of us. She was remarkably brave, doing no more than quietly asking for more pain medication from time to time. There were times when the children had to be kept away, for fear of infection, and she missed them terribly. And her appearance during the initial stages of the work was sometimes just as alarming as it had been before she began.
But by early March of 2007, when Dr. Mühlhausen pronounced herself satisfied and told us we could return to the US, she had done something miraculous.
Irina didn't just look "normal," whatever that means--she was absolutely stunning. She already had a great figure, and now her face was that of a European supermodel. She was Irina, recognizably the pretty girl I'd known back in Indiana, but she was now a total, jaw-dropping knockout.
I was delighted, and so very happy for my wife. But Irina herself was stunned. She couldn't avoid gazing at herself in the mirror for long periods of time, turning this way and that, unable to believe the transformation.
And when we strolled together through Geneva she was utterly bewildered by the attention she received. So used to ducking her head and avoiding the shocked stares, she was nonplussed by the open admiration, the smiles, the bows and whistles from gentlemen, and the envious glances from the well-dressed women on the avenues of the city.
We would come back to the apartment and she'd be almost shell-shocked by the reactions she had received.
"I can't believe it, Tom!" she said over and over. "After so many years..."
I insisted that we stay another two weeks in Geneva and go out every day, either for a walk or to a restaurant or the theater, so that Irina could start to get used to the effect her beauty had on people. And we talked several times about her being ready for the responses from our friends and acquaintances back in Wisconsin.
The first people we got together with back home were Rick and Lisa Torgerson. When they came into our house and saw Irina their jaws dropped open. There was a stunned silence, and then Lisa ran to embrace Irina. "Oh my God, you're so beautiful!" she cried out, and Rick was quick to echo her admiration.
My eyes filled with tears to see their unselfish pleasure at Irina's transformation, and her joy at their reaction. It was a very special moment for all of us.
****************
In June 2007 we said our goodbyes to all our Madison friends and made the move to our new place in Malibu. Rick and Lisa, who were now also rich enough to live anywhere they wanted, had decided to stay in Madison. They'd both grown up in Wisconsin and wanted to be near their families. Rick was just getting a new software start-up off the ground and was having fun working with the young hotshots he'd hired. We promised to visit one another often.
I arranged for our realtor, Angela Simon, to meet us at the house when we arrived in Malibu. She was blown away by Irina's beauty, and kept saying that she couldn't wait to start introducing us around. That was exactly what I'd had in mind. Angela was well connected with the ritzy crowd in LA, and I thought she'd be an excellent person for us to have as a contact.
I was not exactly unknown, of course. Ever since the sale of our work to Google Rick and I had become minor celebrities in the tech world. Our faces had appeared in an article in Newsweek and on the covers of several computer-industry magazines, and there was even a short profile of us in the Wall Street Journal. It was called, "The Young Lions--A Threat to Google?" and it made us sound much more like geniuses than we actually were.
But Irina, not surprisingly, had absolutely refused to appear in any photographs--all that attention had come back before her surgeries. Now she was eager to go out and meet people, especially the some of the high-society types Angela knew, but she was also terrified.
"How will I talk to those people?" she asked me again and again. "I don't know anything about movies, or fashion--or computer software," she added, laughing a little.
I pulled her close and said, "you are the sanest, kindest, most well-balanced person I know. Plus you are staggeringly beautiful. You will have these people at your feet inside two minutes--especially the men!"
She giggled, looking delighted, and I added, "just promise me you won't let any of these movie-star types drag you off behind a bush, okay?"
To my surprise Irina turned utterly serious, all in an instant. She looked at me steadily and said, "no, Tom, never. There is just no way I could..."
She paused, still looking into my face. Then she flung her arms around me and pulled me tightly against her. Her mouth near my ear, she murmured, "you and the kids are my life--my everything. I would NEVER risk that!"
Pulling back a little to look into my eyes she said, "you believe me, don't you?"
"Of course, baby," I said, smiling at her. And then, "but you know, we have an hour or so until Elaine comes back with the twins--do you think that's enough time for you to reassure me a little?"
Smiling, never taking her eyes off me, she bent down and pulled off her sneakers, then her jeans and tee-shirt (we'd been sorting through boxes in the living room). When she was naked she pulled me over to the couch, saying, "right here--right here and right now, Tom."
We necked furiously while she helped me get my clothes off, and then she pushed me back on the couch and rode me vigorously, our mouths locked together, tongues pushing back and forth. Her eagerness excited me and I didn't last very long before I exploded inside her.
We lay together, panting a little, and I said, "sorry that was so quick."
She kissed me hard, looking at me with shining eyes. "Don't apologize, Tom. It's so exciting to me that you still want me so much, after all these years."
She hugged me tight, and rested her head on my chest. "I love you so much," she whispered. We dozed off, only to awake with a start when we heard the sound of Elaine's car returning. Jumping up, we grinned at each other as we hurried back into our clothes.
****************
It was our third week in California when Angela had a poolside party at her place to introduce us around. I can't begin to tell you what an impression Irina made!
The crowd was a mixture: movie people, some financial and business types whom Angela had bought or sold houses for, plus a couple of people in the news business. We saw more than a dozen faces we recognized from movies or TV--Benjamin Bratt, Anne Hathaway, Larry David, the guy who plays the District Attorney on "Medium", and a few others.
Irina was beside herself, equal parts thrilled and intimidated. She stuck very close to me, keeping her hand locked tight on my arm as we circulated, drinks in hand. "I can't believe we're here with these people!" she whispered to me several times.
Angela came up to us, and Irina nearly fell over when she saw the couple right behind her. "Irina, Tom, welcome! I'm so glad you could make it.
"Let me introduce two dear friends of mine. Catherine, Michael, this is Tom and Irina Lawrence. Tom is that software genius you've no doubt read about in the papers. They've just moved into a marvelous house up in the canyon."
Irina's hand clutched my arm convulsively. We were looking into the smiling faces of Michael Douglas and Catherine Zeta-Jones, shaking their hands, hearing them tell us how nice it was to meet us.
We stood chatting amiably for a few minutes. Catherine was far more beautiful in person than in the movies, almost frighteningly so. But I managed to make conversation about where we were living, how we liked LA so far, and so on. And I couldn't help watching Michael's face--he was simply bowled-over by Irina's beauty.
He and Irina seemed to be trading the same sort of chit-chat, but the look on his face was very intent. Even living where he lived, and working in the movie business, and married to the woman he was married to, you could tell he was strongly attracted to Irina.
After a few minutes they wandered off to get a drink, and Irina said, "oh my God, Tom, I can barely stand up--my knees are shaking! Did that really happen?"
As we strolled around I said, "did you notice the way he looked at you?"
"Oh don't be silly, honey--he was just being polite."
"I'm telling you, Irina, he thought you were gorgeous. He was looking at you like there was no other woman here."
She blushed a little and told me I was silly. But as we circulated, the same thing kept happening. We met the news anchor for the KNBC station in LA; a producer for SearchLight Pictures; a stunning woman whom I recognized from a movie she'd been in with Robert Redford some years ago; and two or three of the heavy-hitters in the California banking industry, one of whom I'd just read about in Fortune.
All of them, or at least all the men, looked at Irina with extraordinary interest. She was asked at least four times if she was a model, or perhaps an actress, and her blushing denials were met with the suggestion that "by all means you should try it--you certainly have the looks for it," which made her blush even more.
One potbellied guy in his fifties, who insisted he was the leading modeling talent manager on the West Coast, absolutely insisted on pressing his business card into Irina's hand.
"I'm telling you, young lady," he said in a gruff voice, "I could make you a lotta, lotta money--you could be a household name inside three months." Then he looked intently into her eyes, as though to persuade her by the force of his gaze, before nodding to me and walking away.
On the way home from the party, after we'd thanked Angela and said goodbye to some of our new acquaintances, Irina was in a daze. She was not used to the kind of attention she was getting, above all from people she'd never even dreamed she would meet.
As I stopped the car in our driveway she put a hand on my arm and said seriously, "Tom, please tell me the truth. Am I really that beautiful?"
I smiled at her. "Baby, you are THAT beautiful. There wasn't a woman at the party lovelier than you--as I'm sure you could tell from the attention you were getting."
I walked towards our door, only to turn around and see Irina just standing by the car, looking pensively out towards the ocean. "I--I just don't know if I'm really ready for this, you know?
"I mean, I spent fifteen years of my life thinking of myself as a monster--hiding my face from everyone but you. And now...
"Now I'm supposed to see myself as a beauty?" She started to cry a little. "How am I supposed to deal with that?"
We went inside and talked together for a long time--about her beauty, about LA, about what we wanted our lives to be now that we had money and freedom. We agreed that we'd take things slow--no need to dive into the social scene, no need to pretend to be anything other than the people we were.
"Honey, we're a couple of Midwestern kids who got real lucky. We're not in the movies, we didn't grow up with the glamorous life. Let's just be ourselves. And after a while we'll find friends out here who like us the way we are."
Irina nodded, her head on my shoulder. We sat a little while longer, enjoying the quiet, until she said, "let's go up and check on the twins."
****************
Our first few months in LA were full of adjustments. We had to learn a new city, figuring out where to shop and where to eat and so on. Lily and Earl began a new nursery school, to which Elaine or Irina or I would take them, depending on the day.
Our big house needed a full-time maid, so we had to get used to having another person around all day. Margarita Jimenez was a warm, perpetually smiling middle-aged woman; we liked her instantly, but we still weren't used to the lack of privacy. At first it greatly inhibited the spontaneity of our love life, but after a month or so we got more comfortable with just disappearing behind the locked door of our bedroom for a "nap" from time to time.
Irina was content to stay at home for the time being--with our newfound wealth she had absolutely no need to go to work, and she decided to wait at least until the twins started elementary school before deciding what she wanted to do.
I poked around in the software business for several months, doing short consulting gigs for a number of companies in California that wanted my input on projects they were developing. Irina and the kids got used to me being out of town once or twice a month, usually flying up to Silicon Valley and returning in a day or two.
At the suggestion of Angela and of Ted Friedman, our LA financial manager, I'd bought a time-share on a small private jet. I knew I didn't want the hassle of owning a plane, but the time-share meant that there would be one available at LAX pretty much whenever I needed one, complete with pilot and crew. We never needed to deal with the security and long lines of flying on a commercial flight.
Irina and I also hired Jayson Davidson to be our full-time driver, in a royal blue Escalade that Irina picked out. Jayson was a mellow guy in his late 40s, who came highly recommended by a number of celebrities he'd worked for over a nearly 20-year period. He was on call when we needed him, whether it was to take me to the airport, to take Irina shopping downtown, or to drive the whole family to Palm Springs for the weekend.
Jayson knew every street and highway in LA, it appeared, and he seemed to know all the celebrities too. He'd entertain us with funny stories about Ed McMahon or George Clooney or Steven Spielberg--and Irina never failed to be impressed that he'd actually met these people.
In January 2008, when we'd been in LA for about six months, Rick Torgerson flew in and stayed with us for a couple of days. It turned out, as he and I sat on the deck talking after dinner, that he had a proposition to make.
"Please let me finish before you say 'Hell no,' okay Tom? TSS is not going as well as I hoped it would, and I think I know the reason why."
Torgerson Software Systems was the name of Rick's start-up, a company he had put together in Madison after we both left our jobs.
"The guys I've hired are smart and eager, but there's nobody I can really work with. They're all terrified of me, for one thing; and none of them have the practical, pragmatic way of seeing through a problem that I always depended on you for. What's more, it's not been as easy raising the capital we need as I thought it would be.
"So, aside from the pleasure of seeing you and Irina and the twins, this is what I'm here for: I want you to join the business and be my co-principal."
He saw the look on my face and said, "whoa, hold on! I didn't say anything about moving back to Wisconsin. What I have in mind is a mostly long-distance collaboration. You know as well as I do how much we could get done via email and teleconferencing. I figure one or two trips a month would be enough, a couple of days each time; and some of those could be me coming out here."
I was reluctant and wary at first, but the more we talked about it the more sense it seemed to make. I'd never had a more satisfying work relationship than with Rick; our strengths and weaknesses fit perfectly together, and we'd successfully completed a number of projects, not just the big one we sold to Google.
Rick stayed another day and a half, talking with me and with Irina, whom I insisted in bringing into the conversation. By the time he left we'd agreed in principle on a new company: TLI (Torgerson Lawrence, Incorporated), which would take over Rick's existing firm. It would be based in Madison but we'd be equal partners, him as the "inside" managing director and me the "outside" director. I'd do some raising of venture capital in California--we were both confident that our combined names would make that easy to do.
And we agreed that I wouldn't have to come to Madison more than three days a month, with allowance made for emergencies or the run-up to an important deadline. All other work would be long-distance collaboration or Rick coming out to California.
We put it all in the hands of the lawyers, and within six weeks I was employed again, to my considerable pleasure. I had been getting a little bored in Malibu, even with the consulting, and working regularly with Rick again was stimulating and rewarding. I converted the lower level of our house into an office, so my daily commute was sixteen steps down the stairs. And I could come up every day for lunch with Irina and the kids, or even for a "nap" with my wife whenever we felt like it.
Our social life continued to astonish us. Irina's and my "debut" at Angela's party had led to a number of further invitations over the first couple of months. We must have been to nearly twenty parties, and met dozens of the most fashionable (and rich) people in LA.
Irina had begged for Angela's help in finding suitable dresses and outfits for all these occasions, and she'd quickly grown pretty comfortable shopping at the ritziest
stores in Beverly Hills. It helped that we were very rich; and it helped even more that she was so gorgeous it hardly mattered what she wore--she looked incredible in everything, with that face and that marvelous figure.
We'd made a number of friends and acquaintances. Among our closest friends, none were A-list celebrities, just people we liked and felt comfortable with. One couple were parents of a boy that Earl and Lily had made friends with at nursery school, and another were a family from Indiana who'd recently moved out to LA and bought a house with Angela's help. Being able to talk with them about the Midwest was sometimes a great way of unwinding and getting a little distance from the chic LA lifestyle.
But we'd also developed some friendships with the most glittering of LA's stars, people whose faces appeared on Glamour and GQ and People. They were TV actors or screenwriters or, in a few cases, genuine movie superstars.
Jamie Breland and Barbie Raynes were the hottest movie stars of the past few years. Jamie was talked about as the next Brad Pitt or Tom Cruise--he'd even taken the Cruise role in the last two "Mission Impossible" movies, and was People magazine's reigning "Sexiest Man Alive". Barbie was almost as famous, having opened big in several Meg Ryan-type romantic comedies. The two of them had been on the cover of People at least three times, and it appeared that the media was trying to make them into the next "Brangelina". Barbie joked that soon they'd be called "Jambie."



Jamie was tall and rangy, with wavy brown hair and an impish grin that seemed to make most women want to melt--or just lie down on their backs--while Barbie had black hair and dark eyes and almost impossibly high cheekbones, and a fabulous figure.
We met Jamie and Barbie at a party in November, at the Douglas/Zeta-Jones house, and were astonished when Barbie called a couple of weeks later to invite us to a small dinner party they were having. From there our relationship turned into a real friendship: Irina and I got over our initial sense of awe, and our amazement that two international celebrities would be the least bit interested in us, and began to enjoy their company.
It certainly helped that Barbie was from a farm in southern Ohio, where her real name was Jane Ann Stassky, and Jamie had grown up on a ranch in Texas--neither of them was LA-born and raised, and they were both pretty cynical about the overwhelming media coverage they constantly received. We went out to dinner with them, or sailed on their enormous sailboat (which Jamie had named the "Sweet Barbie"), or helicoptered out to Catalina Island for picnics with the twins. Barbie and Jamie didn't have any children, and they seemed to really enjoy being around Lily and Earl (at least for a few hours at a time).
Irina asked me several times why I thought they liked us. "I mean, they could have literally anybody in the world for friends--Julia Roberts, Arnold Schwarzenegger, probably even the president! What do they see in us?"
"I don't know for sure, honey, but I imagine they like the fact that we don't swoon all over them--we probably seem to them like a couple of reasonably level-headed, down to earth people, not all caught up in the Hollywood scene. And I'll bet they don't get a lot of that, surrounded by all the movie types and the media all the time.
"And then there's your looks." Irina regarded me blankly.
"Oh come on, Irina, haven't you noticed how Jamie looks at you?"
"Tom--he's married to Barbie! Why on earth would he bother looking at me that way?"
I laughed. "You're kidding, right? Okay, here are three reasons.
"One, you are breathtakingly gorgeous. Yes, Barbie's a beautiful movie star and all, but she doesn't have anything on you. The sight of you in that bikini you wore the last time we were out on their boat would have given the Pope a hard-on. And Jamie hardly took his eyes off you for four hours.
"Two--Jamie's a man. It doesn't matter that he has a beautiful woman; all men at least fantasize about other women, especially ones who look like you, and who are so much fun to be around.
"And three--you know he's a pussyhound, right?"
She looked at me, surprised. "Really? Who did you hear that from?"
"From Angela, and then from about six other people. They all say that he fucks around behind Barbie's back--always discreetly, never any long-term thing, but that he's dipped his wick quite a few places it doesn't belong."
"That's awful! Does she know about it?"
I shrugged. "I have no idea. Hard to believe she doesn't know anything, but...I don't know. Maybe they have an understanding, or maybe he just manages to keep the wool pulled over her eyes."
I pulled her close to me. "Not our business, in any case. They're our friends, but it's not something we've ever seen directly. And who knows? Maybe it's all just rumors. But I have to say, Irina--the way Jamie gazes at you, and the way he flirts with you--I believe it. I think there's something to it."
She scoffed at me, but I could see she was thinking about what I'd said. Then she kissed me and said, "well, it's a good thing I'm impervious to his charms, I guess.
"I mean, even if he is the Sexiest Man Alive, and even if there isn't a woman in the world who wouldn't drop her panties for him..."
She saw the look on my face, probably a cross between upset and amused, and she laughed with delight.
"You've got nothing to worry about, Tom." She kissed me on the nose. "He's way too sexy for me--I like my men thoroughly ordinary, nothing special, just like you, honey."
I growled at her. "I'll show you thoroughly ordinary!" I grabbed her and put her over my shoulder, Irina shrieking in surprise, and then I carried her straight down the hall into our bedroom and locked the door.
She was beating on my shoulders with her fists, not very hard, crying out "stop it, you brute!" and laughing.
****************
Jamie and Barbie didn't become our closest friends, but they seemed to enjoy our company and we saw a lot of them. We went to their formal New Year's Eve party, one of the hottest tickets in Hollywood. It was for about 150 people at their amazing modern house overlooking the ocean, and just about everybody there was somebody you've heard of or seen in the movies (except us).
When Irina and I arrived, all dolled-up and a little nervous, Barbie met us at the door with a big smile and a kiss for each of us. As she led us through the house she whispered, "will you both plan to stay over tonight, after the party breaks up? Jamie and I would love it if you'd hang around so the four of us can visit a little."
Stunned and flattered, we said we'd be delighted. It was our habit to have Elaine sleep in the spare bedroom next to the twins whenever we were planning to be out late, so there wouldn't be any problem about our not coming home until the next day. I stepped back outside for a moment and told Jayson he had the rest of the night off--to which he responded with a big grin and a tip of the cap.
The party was amazing. For me and Irina it was like a stroll through the pages of People magazine--we just watched, a bit starstruck, and enjoyed the champagne and the incredible food, chatting from time to time with a few people whom we'd gotten to know.
When the party wound down, around 2 am, and the last of the guests had left, Jamie grinned at us and said, "at last!" and led us to the comfortable patio that overlooked the swimming pool, with the dark Pacific in the distance beneath the stars. What a view!
He disappeared for a minute and returned with four champagne flutes filled to the brim, a final drink for the evening.
"To good friends!" he said, and we all drank, with us returning the toast by thanking them for an extraordinary evening.
Barbie rolled her eyes. "It's work," she said; and when Irina looked confused she added, "this is one of the things Jamie and I have to do from time to time--entertain the big people in the industry, put on a show, let everyone bask in everyone else's attention.
"But it's not what we do for fun."
Jamie added, "we'd much rather be off by ourselves, or with a couple of people we really like, like you guys."
We were touched, and said that we felt the same way. We chatted idly about the party and the people, and after a few minutes I began to feel incredibly mellow--and a little strange.
"I may have had a bit too much champagne," I said, and Jamie glanced at Barbie and grinned.
"Or something," he said. We continued to talk, and as I watched, dreamily, Barbie slid over next to Jamie on the couch and began to slide her hand under his open shirt, rubbing his chest. Before long they were trading open-mouthed kisses, right in front of us, and his arm was around her shoulder with one hand caressing her breast.
I looked over at Irina, expecting her to be embarrassed, and saw to my surprise that she was watching them with total absorption, a look of arousal on her face.
Jamie caught my confused look and smiled. "Ecstasy, man. Just a little X to top off the night."
"What does it do?" I asked. I realized that I should have been worried or concerned, but I wasn't. Just mellow, and sensual-feeling--aware of the light breeze on my face and the feeling of the sofa beneath me.
"Irina," Barbie said softly, "why don't you go sit on Tom's lap?"
Irina floated over to me, settled on my lap, looked at me with sleepy eyes and stuck her tongue right down my throat! I was shocked, but I realized right away that she was extremely turned-on.
We necked for a while, watching as Barbie and Jamie continued to fondle one another. Her hand slid over the bulge in his pants, while his hands caressed her breasts and teased her nipples through her flowing blouse.
Normally Irina would have been crimson with embarrassment, and I probably would have gotten up to leave the room. But the Ecstasy affected both of us, and for ten or fifteen minutes she and I continued to kiss as we watched Jamie and Barbie. Before long her blouse was off and her husband's big hands were caressing her gorgeous breasts, while she moaned or kissed him deeply.
When she started to fish his erect cock out of his pants, however, my dreamy arousal began to be overcome by discomfort. His dick stood up proud and tall while Barbie stroked it; then, licking her lips, she took it into her mouth, and I heard Irina gasp in excitement as she stared at them. After watching them for a minute or so I gently stood up, holding Irina, and said, "I think maybe it's time for us to turn in. Shall we head to the guest bedroom?"
Jamie pulled his lips away from Barbie's nipple; he looked disappointed but said only, "sure, man--but you're welcome to stay here a little longer."
I just shook my head and led Irina from the room. She was looking back, rapt, as Barbie lowered her head again to Jamie's straining dick and took it back in her mouth. I think she might have sat there all night and watched them if I hadn't led her away.
We were barely behind the closed door of the guest bedroom before Irina grabbed me and pulled my hands onto her ass. She was incredibly aroused, but in a kind of slow-motion way, the result of the Ecstasy and all the champagne.
We pulled off our clothes and devoured one another on the bed. It was very intense but very mellow too, unlike any sex we'd ever had before. I was rock hard, but in no hurry to slide my dick into her. Everything felt good: touching her hair, feeling the cool sheets beneath me, licking her nipples while she gasped and moaned.
We probably played together for nearly an hour before we came together to fuck, side-by-side, slowly, deliciously. Neither of us rushed towards an orgasm; I just slid in and out gently, feeling aroused but relaxed, as we kissed and touched and licked one another. We actually fell asleep that way, eventually--I don't remember if either one of us actually came.
When we awoke, around 11 the next morning, the house was quiet. Irina and I got dressed and decided just to leave, without disturbing our hosts. She wrote them a note of thanks as I called Jayson to pick us up.
All that afternoon we were quiet and thoughtful--I figured Irina was reflecting on the previous night's adventure, as was I. We finally talked about it that night after the kids were in bed.
"I guess it was, I don't know, fun--kind of exciting." Irina's voice sounded doubtful.
"You don't seem like you really believe that," I suggested.
"Well, the ... making love with you was delicious," she said, flashing me her beautiful smile. "So sensual, so relaxed. I never knew that that's what Ecstasy did."
But then she said, "but I don't know about what Jamie did."
"You mean the Ecstasy in our drinks?"
"Yes, that--without asking us or telling us. But also what he and Barbie started to do right in front of us."
I had wondered whether they'd been leading up to some sort of group sex or swinging, but I kept silent. It didn't matter, though, because Irina had been wondering the same thing.
"Do you think they were going to ... I don't know, ask us to swap or something?"
"It crossed my mind," I said. "How would you have felt about that?"
"If it hadn't been for the drug, the very idea would have made me jump up and storm right out of there. But I was feeling so mellow...
"I honestly don't know, Tom. If you hadn't led me off to the bedroom..."
We talked about it for a long while. In the end we agreed we weren't mad at Jamie and Barbie--exactly--but we were quite sure that extramarital sex wasn't anything we wanted to be part of.
****************
We had another adventure with Jamie and Barbie a few months later, on a 60-foot yacht in the Aegean. As you can imagine, it's almost impossible for them to get privacy on vacation without incredibly elaborate planning. They wanted to spend two weeks cruising the Aegean, and Jamie's assistant had done the research and located the boat they wanted.
But to conceal their plans they asked us to rent it under our names. They worked out involved plans to get there, and then they'd have the boat for the two weeks and we'd fly in to join them for the second week. (I was busy with Rick's and my start-up at that moment and couldn't afford more than a week away.)
In the end Jamie and Barbie's press people leaked the story that they were hiking in the Himalayas. They actually flew to New Delhi, then got on a chartered plane that was supposed to take them up to Nepal. After it took off, the pilot got revised instructions to fly to Istanbul--where they separated, donned disguises, and traveled separately to a small city on the east coast of Greece, where the boat picked them up.
What a lot of trouble! Irina and I were delighted not to have to go through such nonsense just to go away on a trip. But it worked--no one knew where "Jambie" really were.
When it was time for Irina and me to meet them we left Athens in a hired speedboat whose driver thought he was taking us to Santorini. Instead, we met up at a pre-arranged location with the yacht's dinghy, transferred to that, and were taken to the yacht.
When we came aboard, on a blindingly bright, sunny April afternoon, Jamie and Barbie were nowhere to be seen. The mate led us to our cabin, showed us all the amenities--it was amazingly luxurious--and told us that lunch would be served on deck in twenty minutes.
"Can you believe this, Tom?" Irina swirled around the cabin, marveling at the beautiful wood, the enormous bed, the mirrors, the decoration. It felt like a five-star hotel. The bathroom even had a sunken tub.
We quickly unpacked, pulled on our swimsuits and headed on deck--where the shock of the vacation greeted us. Irina was ahead of me on the stairway, and before I emerged I heard her gasp, "Jamie! My god!"
I came up behind her to see Jamie Breland stark naked, holding out a glass of champagne to Irina.
"Greetings!" he cried, utterly unabashed. "So glad you've made it. Here, have something to drink."
She was staring at his body, and I couldn't help doing the same. For one thing, he had a deep all-over tan; clearly he'd been naked for several days. And his body was impressive: strong, lean and muscular, with a well-defined six-pack, strong arms and legs, and his fat, impressive cock lolling between his thighs.
Irina turned around to me, her face bright red. "Tom, I'm sorry! I swear, I didn't mean to...."
"It's all right, honey," I said to her. And to Jamie, "buddy, I don't think we're quite ready for this."
"Are you sure, Tom? It feels so comfortable, so free out here like this." We turned towards the bow to see Barbie approaching, equally naked, equally tanned--and just as gorgeous. Her perfect breasts swayed as she moved, and the view of her carefully trimmed pubic hair between those shapely thighs was incredibly sexy.
Irina and I both stared at her for a moment; and then the spell broke and my wife buried her face in my shoulder. Again I said, "Barbie, Jamie--we're just not ready for this--sorry. We'll go back downstairs."
They looked at each other, exchanging some sort of meaningful glance, and Barbie quickly replied, "no, don't, Tom! Sorry! We'll get our suits on, wait just a moment." She moved to a nearby chair, picked up Jamie's trunks and tossed them to him, then quickly slipped into her own tiny bikini.
"There!" she said, when they were both covered up. "How's that?" Their suits were both very small, but at least they were decent. Irina and I smiled a bit wanly, and we joined them at the table near the stern, shaded by a canopy, where a luxurious lunch buffet had been set out.
"We are SO sorry," Jamie said with a smile, looking not the least bit sorry. "We almost never have this amount of privacy, and when we do it's such a pleasure not to have to wear clothes. Didn't mean to catch you by surprise!"
We told them it was fine, no big deal, don't say another word about it--though I could tell that Irina was really shaken. Later in the cabin she said, "I was so...I don't know, freaked out, Tom! I mean, there he is, the World's Sexiest Man, and I'm standing six feet from him, and he's stark naked!"
"And he's got one hell of a body too, don't you think?"
Irina blushed, looking sheepishly at me. "Yes, I guess he does. And Barbie--my God! Like Aphrodite in a Renaissance painting or something!"
"Yes, they are quite a pair. Jamie and Barbie, I mean! Not Barbie's..."
Irina whirled, saw the grin on my face, and threw a towel at me. "Oh, you! You are incorrigible, Tom Lawrence!"
We spent the afternoon napping, tired from a day and half of travel, and joined Jamie and Barbie on deck at sunset for dinner. We feasted on fish caught by the crew from the Aegean, on local produce, and had several glasses of champagne. Actually we began with ouzo, but Irina and I had to confess it tasted like antifreeze to us!
The evening was relaxing and delightful. We talked, laughed, drank until we were a bit tipsy, and watched the sky turn to a deep midnight blue and the millions of stars appear. It was magical.
Barbie said, "listen, we're both sorry about before. It wasn't fair to warn you that we wouldn't be wearing anything."
We both insisted it was no big deal; and she continued. "Are you sure you don't want to try it? There's no one for fifty miles in any direction except the crew, and they're used to it. We're all friends, and it just feels so great to have the sun and the breeze on your body...."
I sat quietly and let Irina reply. She looked thoughtful.
"Actually, Barbie, I sort of expected that you and I might go topless--we are in Europe, after all, and I know most women do that at the beach here." From the corner of my eye I noticed Jamie's face widen into a big grin.
"But I'm just ... I don't know. I just don't feel comfortable without something on."
"That's fine, Irina, really." Barbie was smiling reassuringly. "Bikini bottoms it is. And I'll make sure Mr. Stud over there--" she jerked her thumb at Jamie, "keeps something on as well. Though knowing him I imagine it will be a thong!"
"Just one thing, though," Jamie added. "We're still going to swim naked--Barbie and I, I mean. It just feels too damn good to do it without a suit. I hope you'll feel comfortable joining us, but whatever you like.
"But I promise we'll pull our suits back on when we're on board, okay?"
Irina and I looked at one another and reluctantly agreed.
****************
So Irina and I, at our insistence, avoided a week of complete nudity on a yacht with the world's sexiest couple. But not by much--Barbie's bikini bottoms were not much bigger than a pair of lacy panties, and Jamie did indeed spend the week in a thong that did little more than cover his cock and balls, with a thin string in back that left his ass completely exposed.
Irina's bikini bottoms were a bit more discreet but they still left a great deal of her gorgeous body on view for me and Jamie to enjoy. I was the most conservative, since I hadn't brought any tiny bathing suits, and Barbie enjoyed teasing me about my baggy trunks.
For parts of the week our near-nakedness seemed natural and comfortable, not sexually charged at all. The sun and the breeze DID feel great, especially early or late in the day when it wasn't quite so hot. Irina and I felt free, relaxed, and we had a marvelous time eating, talking, sometimes reading, and taking luxurious afternoon siestas that almost always included a lengthy session of lovemaking. Sex in the afternoon, on a quiet, rocking boat, with the light streaming in through a porthole--what in the world can be better than that?



All four of us swam naked, with Irina and I discreetly pulling off our suits at the last minute before diving in; and it was delicious. It felt so free with the refreshing water all over us, and Jamie and Barbie were always careful not to tease or do anything sexual around us.
But on a few occasions the sexual side came out, mostly because Jamie was always flirting, always teasing. Suntan lotion was essential under the dangerous sun of the Aegean, and he always tried to arrange it so that I was putting lotion on Barbie while he attended to Irina.
Stroking Barbie's smooth curves was certainly no hardship for me, and I won't deny how arousing I found it, especially when she sighed contentedly or told me how good it felt. But I maintained a certain degree of propriety--I never slid my fingers under her suit, and when she rolled over to let me do her front I insisted she attend to her breasts herself.
"Spoilsport!" she said, teasing me (I think) as she grabbed the lotion and greased up those beautiful tits. When it was her turn to do me she was a similar tease--her hands stayed out of my suit for the most part, but not without an occasional straying finger up my thigh to nudge my hard cock (how could I help it) or brush against my balls.
But Jamie was more blatant with Irina. He rubbed her sensually with the lotion, bending down near her ear to whisper how beautiful and sexy she was. He would have happily slid his hands right up under her bikini bottom to caress her ass and pussy, or stroke her beautiful breasts under the guise of lotioning them, if she hadn't kept stopping him.
One nice result of all this playing was how aroused Irina got each morning. Some days we'd barely put down our forks at lunch before she was rising from her seat, saying, "c'mon Tom, I really need a nap," and pulling me by the hand.
Barbie laughed out loud and Jamie grinned wolfishly, making Irina blush, but she didn't hesitate. And when we were in our cabin she tore the suits from our bodies, whispering, "god Tom, I'm so turned-on if you don't fuck me now I might explode!"
We coupled frantically, like animals, coming within just a few minutes. Then, as we lay together, Irina told me how Jamie had been teasing and caressing her, and what he'd been whispering in her ear.
"I can't help it, honey--I stop his hands from, you know, going where they shouldn't, but I can't keep from getting aroused."
I reassured her that Barbie was having the same effect on me. "It's okay, babe--as long as it's only me you're fucking, I don't mind a bit if you're imagining Jamie inside you."
I was mostly kidding, being light-hearted, but she rolled up on her elbow and looked at me very seriously. "Really, Tom? You don't mind if I'm ... I don't know, fantasizing?"
"Not at all," I said seriously. "He's incredibly sexy, he's a world famous movie star, and he's sitting there 95% naked running his hands all over your body. How could that NOT turn you on?"
She looked a little less uncomfortable. "Okay--I guess. But don't leave me alone with him, all right? Not even for a minute."
I wanted to tease her some more, and ask her, "is it Jamie you're worried about, or you?" But I didn't. I didn't want to hurt Irina's feelings.
On our third day aboard Jamie nearly managed to get Irina alone--or at least it seemed he tried to arrange it. He and I had put lotion on one another's wives, and now they were working on us. Our cocks were tented under our trunks, visible both in my baggy ones and his tight thong, but we were all pretending not to notice.
Jamie sat up and said, "Barbie, do you remember where we left that German fan mag?" He turned to me. "You guys have got to see this--there's such a ridiculous article about Barbie and me, how we're mountain climbing this week and supposedly squabbling up there at 15,000 feet."
"It's in the stateroom, babe--why don't Tom and I go to look for it?" And before I could react Barbie had grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the stairs. I caught a glimpse of Irina's worried face as I passed by her.
Thinking quickly, I waited until we reached the bottom of the stairs, then said, "wait Barbie, I need to leave my sunglasses on deck--I won't be able to see anything down here." And before she could stop me I headed back to the deck.
As I emerged I saw Irina sitting up with Jamie pressed against her from behind. He seemed to be sliding his hands over her shoulders and down towards her breasts--but he stopped at the sound of me returning and turned around again.
"That was quick." He looked a tiny bit annoyed.
"I thought I'd leave my sunglasses up here," I said. I moved slowly to the table, as if unsure where to leave my glasses. "Is the article in German? I'm not sure I'll be able to read it," I said, making conversation, delaying any attempt to send me below again.
I kept the conversation going another minute or so and to my relief Barbie emerged, holding the magazine in her hand. The moment passed--Irina read the article out loud to us, translating effortlessly from German, and we all laughed heartily.
The rest of the week brought no further attempts by Jamie or Barbie to separate us, and for the most part we had a wonderful, relaxed vacation. One night, though, Irina got up after midnight to go to the bathroom and was gone more than ten minutes. I was about to go see if she was all right when she returned to the cabin, a strange look on her face.
"Tom," she hissed softly, "they were doing it!"
"Barbie and Jamie?" I asked, somewhat stupidly, still not very awake.
Irina turned to lock the cabin door, then pulled off her nightie and dove onto the bed naked, taking me tightly in her arms. I could almost feel her pulse racing.
"As I walked back from the bathroom I passed their door--it had been closed when I went by the first time, but it was propped open, and they were...fucking!" Her voice was an excited whisper.
"And you watched them," I said, understanding now what had taken her so long.
"Oh Tom, I couldn't help it!" She was writhing against me, rubbing her thighs and her breasts against my body. She was obviously very turned-on.
"They must have done it on purpose," she said. "I mean, opened the door like that. I didn't mean to look, but..."
She slid down to take my cock in her mouth and sucked hard, energetically, until I was erect. Then she lay back and pulled me on top of her, grabbing my cock and sighing as I sank it deep into her. She was soaked.
As we began to couple she kept talking to me, her breath coming faster. "They were doing it doggie-style, with him standing on the floor and her on the bed. Her breasts were swaying, she was arching her back at him, pushing back with her ass, and she was moaning, gasping.
"And he was just plunging into her! Pulling back nearly all the way, then sliding forward so hard! Ooh, Tom, it was ... I'm ... it ... oh my God, don't stop!"
Suddenly Irina was jerking around beneath me, coming, not more than two minutes after I'd entered her, and I followed suit, unable to hold back, groaning as I bucked and humped and shot into her.
When we'd caught our breath, and were lying gently in each other's arms, Irina looked up at me. "I'm so sorry, Tom!"
"For what? Watching them?"
She looked down. "Not for...for watching, but for staying there so long. I was mesmerized! It wasn't until Barbie started coming that I realized what I was doing, and I tore myself away."
"Sweetheart." I kissed her. "You have nothing to apologize for! They undoubtedly opened the door in the hope that you'd watch. And who would be able to resist a show like that--certainly not me.
"Really, it's fine." I kissed her again, stroking her hair. To myself I thought, "I'm just glad you came back here to me, instead of going in there and joining them."
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Finally I walked back to the car. Night had fallen. I drove slowly back to the house, back to Irina and my two beautiful children, wondering whether we'd ever be a family again. Whether there was any way forward from this point.
When I got home the lights were out in the twins' rooms; only the master bedroom was illuminated. But as I reached the front steps the downstairs lights came on and Irina flung open the door.
"Tom--thank God!" She rushed down the steps and threw herself at me, holding me tight. I gently disengaged myself, peeling her arms from around me, and stepped back.
"Don't do that, Irina," I said very quietly, and at once she began to cry again, softly, her eyes fixed on me.
I walked back into the house, leaving her behind me crying on the steps, her shoulders heaving. I went straight upstairs, grabbed a few things from the bedroom and headed for the downstairs guest room. I locked the door behind me and listlessly got ready for bed.
I had no real hope of being able to sleep, but I knew I didn't want to be around Irina. She knocked gently on the door, asking for me in a tear-filled voice, but I didn't answer; finally she went away, and to my surprise I quickly fell into a dreamless sleep.
****************
As our second year in California began, Irina and I were happier than ever. She seemed to have grown more comfortable with everything: our wealth, our new home, and above all her own extraordinary beauty. I was so proud to watch the way she interacted with rich bankers or movie stars, as well as the less-famous but still wealthy parents of Lily and Earl's friends from nursery school.
Having Elaine, our near-perfect nanny, living in our guest house meant that Irina and I had all the freedom we wanted to take spontaneous trips to San Francisco or New York or even Paris for the weekend. Imagine--being rich enough to take a weekend trip to Paris!
We didn't behave like that often, of course. TLI, the company Rick Torgerson and I were developing, required a great deal of my time. I was in Madison at least three days a month, and at other times making quick flying visits to venture capitalists to raise money or to software firms in Silicon Valley, looking for the best talent.
The work was going well, and I found it so rewarding to be busily employed again--not to mention that Rick was the perfect partner, as he had been when we first worked together.
I flew back from a two-day trip on a Sunday afternoon in late October, and our driver Jayson picked me up at LAX around 5 pm. Usually chatty, he was surprisingly somber and quiet. He asked all the right questions about how my trip had been and so on, but he didn't have any of his usual gossipy stories to tell.
"Anything going on, Jayson? You seem a bit distracted today."
There was a silence. Then, sounding uncomfortable, he said, "I, uh--Tom, I don't really want to say too much. But Irina, uh, well, she's kind of upset. You'll see when I get you home."
I was instantly concerned. "Upset? What about? Is she sick? Are the twins okay?"
"No, no, everybody's fine--it's nothing like that. Look, I really don't want to get in the middle of anything. We'll be at the house in five minutes, okay?"
And I couldn't get another word out of him, try as I might.
When I ran into the house, I found Elaine supervising Lily and Earl, who were happily playing on the swings in the yard. We had a noisy, boisterous reunion, and it was more than fifteen minutes before I could get away to find Irina. Elaine gave me a serious look, but I had no idea what it meant.
I hurried up to the bedroom to find my wife lying on the bed in her bathrobe. She turned to me, her face full of grief, and I could see she'd been crying.
"Honey, what is it? What's wrong?" I ran to her, taking her in my arms, but she pushed me away.
"No! Don't touch me, Tom! You'll never want to touch me again, when I..."
She burst into loud sobbing, unable to finish her sentence.
I went to the other side of the bed, kneeling and taking her hands as she wept. She tried to pull away but I wouldn't let go.
"Irina. Honey. Talk to me--whatever it is, we can deal with it. As long as you and the twins are all right--"
"But I'm not all right!" she cried, interrupting me. "I'll never be all right again!"
She took a long, slow, shuddering breath.
"Tom--I ... he fucked me. Jamie. Last night--I had sex with Jamie."
****************
After she told me; after I fell back into a chair, stunned; after I ran out of the house and drove to the hill overlooking the Pacific; after I came back, hours later, and went to bed in the guest room; after all of that came the next day. Monday. The day I had to get up and face what was to be.
I awoke at 7:30 and headed straight for a long hot shower in the guest bathroom--with the door locked. When I emerged Irina was standing in the hallway waiting for me.
She looked terrible, as though she'd spent a sleepless night. Hair mussed, eyes puffy, her face ravaged from crying. That beautiful, perfect face.
"Tom?" she said quietly. Tentatively, as though she wasn't she sure she had the right to speak to me.
"We'll talk later," I said. I didn't even want to look at her. "I know we need to talk, but I'm not ready yet."
"But I--"
"I promise I won't do anything crazy, Irina. I won't kill anyone or file for divorce or run away to Argentina. But you need to leave me alone for a while first."
And without waiting for a reply I turned away to get dressed.
After a quiet breakfast by myself, during which I read the paper without really seeing a word, I sat in my office and called Jayson to come over. Time to start finding out what the fuck had happened.
When he came in, looking troubled, I locked the door and had him sit across from my desk. He'd probably never seen me looking so serious either.
"Jayson, Irina told me about it. Just the bare bones. Please fill me in on what you know."
He sighed, and looked down for a minute. "Okay, Tom. Well, you remember that Jamie and Barbie were having a big party the night before last, right?"
"Yes." I knew all about the party, to celebrate Jamie's new action movie that just opened, and both Irina and I were perfectly comfortable with her going without me. Jamie and Barbie were our good friends, after all.
"Well, I took Irina over there Saturday night, and figured I'd be bringing her home too. But about 11:30 Ned Compton, you remember he's Jamie and Barbie's driver, came outside and found me and told me I could take off. He said Barbie had invited Irina to stay over after the party, and she'd call the next day when she needed to be picked up."
This was completely plausible--Irina and I had stayed over at friends' houses before when parties ran late.
"So I went home," Jayson said, "and then Barbie called me a little before noon yesterday and asked me to come pick up Irina."
"Wait--Irina didn't call you herself? Why not?"
"No idea," he said. "So I went and got her, and she looked awful. Not just tired--like, I don't know, sad. Like somebody had died. She had the same party gown on, but she hadn't brushed her hair or done her make-up or, I guess, even washed her face.
"I asked her if she was okay and she just shook her head. 'No,' she said, 'I'm not okay. I don't think I'm ever going to be okay again.' "
Jayson told me she hadn't said anything else, just cried a little on the ride home.
"And what do you think happened?" I looked at him hard. He was silent.
"Listen, Jayson, I like you and I trust you. Please be honest with me--I can handle it."
He smiled unhappily. "If I had to guess, Tom ... Well, let's say that Jamie has quite a reputation with the ladies. If I had to guess I'd say that Irina ... that somehow, Jamie got Irina into bed."
I nodded. "Yeah--that's what she told me. But not that she sent you home--that makes it sound premeditated, doesn't it?"
Jayson didn't answer, and we sat silently for a couple of minutes.
"Okay, Jayson, thanks," I said, standing up. He walked to the door, and as he opened it he said, "listen, Tom, I'm sure sorry."
"Me too," I said, watching him go.
****************
I sat in my office and made some calls, re-scheduling a trip to Northern California that I hadn't planned to make for another ten days. I wanted to get out of the house.
I ran upstairs and packed an overnight bag. Then I wrote a short note to Irina and left it on the kitchen table.
"I'm going to be away for three days. We'll talk when I get back, I promise. But I need a little time right now. Please take good care of the twins, and don't panic.
Tom"
I tried to make myself write "Love, Tom," if only to reassure her, but I just couldn't do it. I did love her--of course I did, she was my whole life--but I couldn't put the word down on paper right then.
****************
The time away didn't help much, except that I was busy, too busy to think about Irina every moment. I got caught up in meetings and interviews and planning sessions--work that I was good at and knew how to concentrate on.
Sometimes I could forget about her and Jamie for as long as fifteen minutes or so--and then the thought would spring into my mind with stunning force. Once I must have winced visibly, right in the middle of a meeting, because the Vice-President for Strategic Planning of Optimal Software interrupted herself to ask if I was all right.
It took a minute before I could focus enough to answer her. I'd been in the middle of a waking nightmare: seeing Jamie's body on top of Irina's, his hard cock plunging into her, her arms clutching his back, their mouths pressed together.
Still, the days were generally almost bearable. The nights, in a luxury suite at the Hilton, not so much. I'd brought a couple of books but I couldn't read them. I watched some of the bad movies available on pay-per-view, and the second night I forced myself to drink enough Scotch be able to sleep. It wasn't worth it, of course--the next day I was not only preoccupied and unhappy, but afflicted with a pounding headache.
The visions were with me pretty much all the time. Irina's beautiful body in Jamie's arms, his dick in her mouth, her writhing beneath him or on top of him, their passionate deep kisses. It was a movie inside my head, one I couldn't turn off. How could I compete with the Sexiest Man on Earth? With those abs, those sculpted muscles, that impressive cock?
Not wanting to talk to Irina or even hear her voice, I texted her once a day just to say I was safe. On Thursday I sent a message that said, "I'll be home tomorrow night for dinner. Let's talk when the twins are in bed."
When I walked into my house on Friday, tired and depressed, Lily and Earl were all over me. Thank goodness they were too young, at 5 ½, to pick up on the unhappiness and tension their parents were feeling, though it was obvious enough to Elaine, who watched me with quiet concern.
I sat at dinner, letting them feed me pieces of their hot dogs and tell me about school and show me the crayon pictures they'd made. And since I'd been away they insisted that I be the one to give them their baths that night. It was a happy, if messy, hour. I loved my children, and the disaster Irina had gotten us into made my moments with them feel even more precious. I wasn't sure how much longer we'd all be living in the same house.
When I came into the bedroom Irina was sitting on the loveseat, watching me with an unhappy face. I ignored her and went into the closet to get dry clothes, tossing the ones the twins had soaked over the tub rail in the bathroom. Then, without eagerness, I went back in and sat down on the bed facing her.
"Okay. I'm back."
"Tom--it's ... none of this is ... what you probably think it is." Silence. I waited.
"I mean I ... I never--oh dammit!" She burst into tears, and came across to me with her arms outstretched.
"Hold me, please!" I let her embrace me, mechanically putting my arms around her, feeling cold and empty. She cried, tears flowing onto my neck and my shirt, while I patted her back, wishing I could be elsewhere. Wishing we didn't have to go through this.
Finally I got impatient. Before she had completely calmed down I stood up and led her back to the loveseat.
"Sit," I said. She did, looking shocked and a little afraid. "Now, Irina--talk to me. Tell me what happened."
Pulling herself together with a visible effort, she looked into my eyes--maybe hoping for reassurance, though I doubt she found any.
"Tom--I will tell you everything. I swear, everything I recall. But you have to know one thing first: I didn't want this. I didn't mean for it to happen, I don't really understand why it did happen."
She looked down. "I have always loved knowing that you would be my first, last, and only lover, for my whole life. And now that's--" she started to cry again, "now that's all ruined!"
"Stop crying!" I barked, startling her. She stared at me, wide-eyed; then wiped her face and sat up straight, as if ready to take her punishment.
"You can cry all you want later," I said, more gently. "I'll probably do my share too. But right now would you please just tell me what happened at the party?"
"Okay. Yes. You're right.
"It was a typical Jamie and Barbie party--fancy, glittering, all the beautiful people in LA. You know. I was a little nervous at first without you--but then I saw Barbie, and she introduced me to a couple of people, and I talked to Tony and Margaret and some other people we know, and ... well, I relaxed and just had a good time.
"Sometime during the evening, not too late I think, Barbie came and pulled me aside. She said her driver Ned had said that Jayson wasn't feeling well and thought he should go home, so she invited me to stay over after the party was finished."
"Wait a minute," I said, "Barbie told you that Jayson needed to leave? That's why you stayed over?"
She nodded, looking at me in puzzlement. "Yes, that's what she said Ned had told her. Why?"
"Never mind--just go on."
"Well, at the end of the party it was just like that other time last year, when you and I both stayed over. Jamie brought out the champagne--not that any of us needed any more, I was already pretty tipsy--and the three of us sat by the pool and laughed and joked about everything. I was feeling pretty mellow, and I teased him about whether he'd put Ecstasy in the champagne again, and he just winked at me.
"And then after a while I felt SO relaxed, and I wondered whether he really had put Ecstasy in--but I was just so comfortable that it didn't seem to matter, and I didn't say anything. And just like the other time, Jamie and Barbie started making out, and I watched for a while.
"She got his shirt off and was running her hands all over his chest, and he'd opened up her blouse and was ... licking her nipples, and she was moaning." Irina was looking away from me now, obviously uncomfortable.
"And you were getting turned-on," I said.
She looked at me sheepishly. "Yes, I was. I mean, their bodies are so beautiful! And Barbie was sighing and licking Jamie's chest, and he was pulling on her nipples, and...
"Anyway, she slid down between his legs and unzipped him and ... you know, started ... sucking him. I realized later that she was making sure I could see everything she did, like it was all a show for me. She pushed his legs apart and kneeled so that I could see what she did with her mouth and her hands."
Irina was struggling to tell the story. "I was aware that I was getting hot--I guess like when I watched them on the boat, you know, on our vacation. And Jamie was looking at me, saying that I should come over and join them, let him kiss me. And I didn't want to do that, I never moved, I was just mesmerized, watching her ... her mouth go up and down on him.
"I think I must have closed my eyes at some point, and started to ... to touch myself, my breasts, just listening to the sounds they were making. He must have given me a LOT of Ecstasy, because I was way more relaxed and out-of-it than last year when we both were there.
"And then I felt a light touch on my knee, gently pushing my legs apart. I wasn't even sure at first that it was there--and I was so relaxed, I couldn't manage to open my eyes, I was just touching my breasts... And then finally I realized it was actually happening, someone's hand was sliding up my thighs, pushing them apart, and it went on for a long long time, minutes probably, until the hand touched my ... my pussy, through my panties, and I realized I was totally wet."
She looked right at me now, pleading, and I waited for her to continue.
"And then while the hand was touching, caressing me, I felt kisses on the side of my neck, and I was aware of a body pressing against me. It had to be Jamie, but I still didn't even want to open my eyes. I was just feeling everything--the lips, the hand between my legs, my own hand...
"And slowly, very slowly I think, he caressed me and stroked me and I got more and more worked-up. Then he stood me up for a moment, just long enough to pull my dress up over my head, and he lay me back down on the couch, and slid my shoes and my panties off.
"Then I did open my eyes, though it felt like a huge effort. Barbie had disappeared, it was just me and Jamie left in the room. And I protested a little, I know I did, I said, 'no, where's Tom?' or something like that.
"And he smiled and said, 'I'm Tom tonight--just relax and enjoy.' "
I couldn't stop myself. "And you went along with that?!"
"Tom. Please. Don't you think I've been over it a million times? Don't you think I hate what I did, what he made me do? Don't you know I'd give anything--ANYTHING--to undo it?" She was crying, glaring at me, trembling with emotion.
We sat there. I didn't look at her, I didn't look at anything.
Finally, I made her go on. I made her tell me. I was harsh--I said, "okay, let me hear the rest. He fucked you--he mastered you, thrilled you, gave you orgasm after cosmic orgasm, right? Jamie Breland, the World's Sexiest Man, riding you! How could it not be thrilling?"
And she shouted at me to stop, she cried harder--and she told me.
He'd licked and sucked her pussy for a long time, until she cried out repeatedly in orgasm; then he'd climbed on top of her and fucked her, hard, in missionary position. She said it seemed to go on forever, because of the Ecstasy.
"And yes, dammit, yes, it was exciting! It was unbelievably exciting! Not because of Jamie, you jerk--because I was turned-on and full of drugs and I didn't know what I was doing!
"I didn't even know it was Jamie--part of my mind thought it was you!"
When it was finally over, she said, he'd taken her to the guest bedroom and she fell instantly asleep, stark naked, without even the strength to get under the covers.
"Sometime in the middle of the night I realized he was fucking me again. He had me up on my knees, my ass in the air, and he was fucking me from behind. I was still high from the Ecstasy, not really all there, and I just let him do it."
Irina was dry-eyed now--angry and beyond tears.
"I was still a mess--confused and out-of-it. It was dark. I didn't feel any pleasure at all. I didn't have the energy to even turn around and see who was behind me, whether it was you or Jamie. And then he must have come, and I fell asleep again."
When she woke up, it was 11 am and the sun was streaming in the window. Jamie was sitting by her side, wearing only boxer shorts, stroking her thighs.
"He was smiling at me, that prick, saying, 'morning Irina--boy, you were something last night! How about a little more loving before breakfast?' And he started to pull his shorts off and climb on the bed with me."
It took Irina a moment, woolly-headed and sleepy as she was, to remember what had happened. Then she started screaming, she said.



"I just shrieked at him, as loud as I could, over and over, 'GET OUT!' I must have scared him, because he jumped off the bed and disappeared. I started frantically looking around for my clothes and in a minute Barbie came running in and asked if I was all right.
"I just said I needed to go home, right away, and could she help me? She went and got my dress and underwear and shoes, and she called Jayson to come get me. I sat there in their guest room by myself until he arrived--I wouldn't talk to Jamie or Barbie, wouldn't eat or drink anything. I just wanted to get out of there!
"And when I got home, I went straight into the shower and stood in it for more than an hour. Washing, and crying."
Irina wasn't angry any more. All the defiance had gone out of her; she sat slumped on the loveseat, her head in her hands, looking at the floor.
"Now you know it all," she said, "the whole, sordid, horrible story. Now you can do whatever you want, Tom--divorce me, throw me out of the house, I don't know. I can't believe I did it, but I did it. I cheated on you."
And without another word, without looking at me, she got up and left the bedroom, closing the door behind her.
****************
I spent another night in the guest room, but this time I didn't fall asleep for hours. There were two things I understood clearly, two things I was going to have to come to terms with.
The first was that, if her story was true, Irina had essentially been raped. She hadn't chosen to have sex with Jamie, hadn't taken advantage of my absence to have a fling with a sexy movie star. She'd been seduced and manipulated and above all drugged--and not only by Jamie but by Barbie as well.
And I knew that I had to forgive her. You can't blame the woman you love for being the victim of a rapist, especially when it is a friend she trusted.
But the second thing is that I was beside myself with jealousy and insecurity. Intellectually, I could understand that this happened to Irina against her will. But in my guts I was tormented by the thoughts of my beautiful wife fucking him--writhing in bliss as he licked her pussy, then groaning with pleasure as they fucked, hard and long, on the couch.
I could see that lovely body that had always belonged only to me--and it was in Jamie's arms, it was Jamie's prick making her come, Jamie receiving her passionate kisses. And I didn't know if I could ever tame those visions.
****************
I got up late, after the twins had gone off to school, and had a quiet breakfast by myself; then I called Jayson and asked him to come over.
We sat in my study and I asked for his help, explaining what I wanted him to do. He agreed, and picked up the phone to call his buddy Ned Compton.
"Ned? Hey, what's going on? It's Jayson--got a minute?
"Yeah, a couple of little things. I just wanted to ask you about Saturday night, when you told me I could leave. Did Irina tell you she was staying over?
"Uh-huh. Yeah. So it was Barbie's idea? Yeah, okay. No, no particular reason, I was just curious.
"Listen, here's the main thing. Tom wants to find a way to speak to Barbie quietly--he's planning some kind of surprise for Irina and wants Barbie's advice. What's her schedule like today?
"Yeah, uh-huh. Yeah, I'll bet that would work. Great. So you wouldn't mind swinging by here about 12:15? Fantastic--I'll tell him. Thanks, man. Later."
Jayson hung up and turned to me, smiling.
"Ned said Barbie told him to send me home the other night--he never saw Irina at all. Also, Barbie's going in to the studio this afternoon for a script meeting; he offered to pick you up on his way to get her, so the two of you can talk in the car on the way into the studio. If you like, I'll come pick you up when you're done."
"Excellent, Jayson, thanks," I said.
****************
When Barbie bent down to get into the car she was surprised to see me. Surprised and a bit wary. "Tom? Oh, uh, hi--nice to see you! This is a surprise."
I gave her the kiss on the cheek that was our usual greeting. "Hello, Barbie--you look lovely as always. Yeah, I hoped I could talk with you for a few minutes while Ned is driving you in to the studio."
I pressed the button that raised the privacy glass between us and Ned. As soon as it was all the way up I turned to face her, not giving her much of a chance to prepare herself.
"Barbie, I'm not exactly happy that Jamie fucked Irina at your house the other night. I thought you were our friend--how could you let that happen?"
She looked unhappy, and wouldn't meet my gaze.
"I am sorry, Tom--really. If it were up to me, none of this would have happened."
"What the hell does that mean?" I replied--I was quickly growing angry. "Irina said you were a part of it. Maybe you'd better tell me just what happened."
She sighed. "What happened is what happens whenever Jamie takes a fancy to a new piece of ass--oh! I'm sorry, Tom. I love Irina, and I don't think of her that way.
"But when Jamie sees a woman he has the hots for .... Let's just say that what Jamie wants, Jamie gets."
She turned to me. "Remember a year ago after our big party, when we all drank champagne together and he and I started fooling around in front of you? That was supposed to be the beginning of a night of swapping: Jamie with Irina, me with you. Only you didn't want to play along."
I was shocked, not by the memory but by the matter-of-fact way she said it. "You wanted to have sex with me?"
Calmly she said, "not really, Tom. Oh, I like you a lot! But no, I'd be happy being with nobody but Jamie. You getting me was the price I would have had to pay so Jamie got what HE wanted.
"And once it didn't happen--and it didn't happen either on our vacation trip in the Aegean last spring, despite everything Jamie tried--he was more determined than ever."
My head was reeling a little. "So--what you're telling me is that when Jamie wants to have sex with a woman, you help make it happen by making yourself available to her husband or boyfriend?"
She nodded, looking unhappy. "It sounds pretty awful, doesn't it?"
I sat back. "So, Barbie--could you tell me what happened the other night?"
"Pretty much what happened a year ago, when it was the four of us. Jamie put Ecstasy in the champagne--this year I think he may have given Irina an extra-big dose--and then he and I started fooling around in front of her. He played around with my tits, and then I pulled out his cock and started giving him a blow-job, making sure Irina could see everything I was doing. She looked pretty turned-on, and the X made sure she didn't get embarrassed and leave the room.
"Then when Jamie thought she was ready, he sent me out of the room and he went over and fucked Irina, right there on the couch. I think he probably gave her a lot of foreplay first, then banged her for a while. That's what he usually does." She said this last part in a bitter tone.
"Did she try to stop him?" I asked.
"She couldn't have--not with all that Ecstasy in her. Jamie wouldn't have taken No for an answer. I don't mean he would have hit her or anything--but whatever she said wouldn't have stopped him. And she was feeling so mellow that she never could have fought him off."
We sat for a moment, me silently contemplating the treachery of my so-called friends.
"And after that? The next morning?"
"I'm really sorry, Tom," she said. "Usually women are absolutely thrilled to get laid by the great Jamie Breland, the World's Sexiest Man and all that. You know? It's a story they can tell their grandchildren: 'I fucked Jamie Breland! Jamie Breland licked my pussy!' The main problem is getting rid of them.
"But when Irina woke up and found Jamie in the room with her, she went crazy--started screaming at him to get out, to leave her alone. He was totally shocked, the asshole--the very idea that a woman would be upset about having had sex with him! So he went and hid in the bedroom, and I helped her get dressed and called your driver to come pick her up.
"She was a mess, Tom. After her screaming fit, she was practically catatonic--she wouldn't even talk to me."
Finally she looked me in the eye. "I am so very sorry about this."
I bit back the angry words I wanted to throw in her face. "How did Irina end up staying over in the first place?"
"Jamie's idea," she said. "He wanted another crack at fucking her, figuring he had a better chance with you away. So he had me send Ned to tell your driver to go home; and then I told Irina that he had felt sick and needed to leave, and she could stay over.
"Why wouldn't she believe me? We're friends! So she didn't think twice about it." Again Barbie sounded bitter.
"Why, Barbie? I just don't get it. I can see why Jamie might want to fuck every beautiful woman he comes across, even though he's married to you. But why on earth do you let him? Why are you willing to fuck other men to help him do it? How could you have pimped out Irina the way you did? We thought you were one of our closest friends!"
She sighed, and gave me a pleading look. "Try and understand, Tom. When Jamie and I first got together I was getting bit parts in unimportant movies. Now, married to the biggest star in Hollywood, I'm getting leads in big-budget romantic comedies. My last movie grossed $160 million, and studios are offering me nearly $10 million a picture.
"I know Jamie is the big draw, the one with the talent, the major sex symbol. If we break up my career will be back to nothing in a year.
"Do you think I like my husband screwing every little piece of fluff that catches his eye? Do you imagine I enjoy fucking random guys just to help Jamie get all the strange pussy he wants?" She shook her head.
"So," I said slowly. "It's all about your *career*." I let my sarcastic tone sink in.
"I don't know which one of you is the more pathetic--or the more despicable. You or Jamie--it's a toss-up."
I didn't want to be in the car with her a moment longer. I lowered the privacy window and asked Ned to let me out at the corner. I left the car without looking back; I think I heard Barbie say, "I'm sorry, Tom," as I closed the door.
I walked a block to a Dunkin' Donuts and called from there for Jayson to pick me up.
****************
I found Irina sitting in a chair in the back yard, gazing idly out at the pool.
"Will you come for a drive with me?"
She looked up at me, trying to read my expression. She looked tired and sad, and unsure what to expect.
"Of course, Tom. Let me get some shoes on."
I drove us to our favorite spot in Malibu, overlooking the ocean, and we walked out to the edge and sat together on a rock. I put my arm around her waist and gently pulled her close to me.
"I spoke to Barbie today," I said. "They set you up, you know."
"You checked up on me?" she said angrily. I just looked steadily at her; and after a moment her face softened into a sad expression, and she nodded.
"Yes, of course you did. I'm sorry, Tom. I don't suppose that you're feeling awfully trusting right now."
I said, "what matters is that he raped you, Irina." She looked at me, shocked, and I continued.
"They told Jayson you were staying over and then lied to you about his feeling sick. Then Jamie gave you a big dose of Ecstasy, and the two of them put on a sex show to get you turned-on. When he thought you were hot enough, Barbie disappeared and he came over and fucked you."
In an angry tone I said, "according to Barbie they pull this stunt quite regularly--whenever some woman catches Jamie's eye.
"And she also said that Jamie's wanted to screw you for a long time. The little act they put on for the two of us last year, after their party, was supposed to end in a night of wife-swapping. Jamie also tried everything he could think of to make it happen while we were vacationing with them on the boat."
"And Barbie went along with this? Why?" Irina sounded more confused than outraged.
"Are you ready for this? It's all about her career!" I said. "Married to Jamie, she's a big star--without him, she wouldn't be. So she pimps for him, and even fucks whoever she needs to so he can screw the girl of the moment."
I snorted. "I guess you should be flattered, honey. He's been after you for more than a year--he sure didn't give up easily."
Irina stood up and began to pace. I watched her fists clench and her face grow tight with anger. She came back and stood in front of me, looking down.
"Are you sure about this, Tom? Two people who we really thought were our friends set us up like this? Drugging me and all that--it was all because Jamie wanted to fuck me?"
I nodded. "They may or may not also like us--as friends. But at least some of it was about Jamie getting into your pants."
"Can we kill them?" she said. "Something slow and lingering?"
I laughed, pleased to see some of Irina's spunkiness returning. "Sounds like a good plan to me--of course, there may be a few logistical difficulties."
She paced some more, deep in thought. Finally she stopped and said, hesitantly, "and how are ... where does that leave us?"
"It leaves us with some recovering to do. You need to get over having been raped, by people you trusted. I need to get over the feeling of letting you down, of not being there to protect you."
"Oh, Tom!" she said, throwing her arms around me. "I know we can do that!" She clung to me, kissing my lips and my cheeks, tears in her eyes.
"There's more, though. I also need to get over the pictures in my head. You and Jamie, the man that billions of women fantasize about--him pleasuring you. Him fucking you, making you come over and over..."
"But Tom," she cried, "I was drugged, I didn't even know what I was doing! I was half-convinced it was you!"
"I know that. I know that, Irina--really.
"But it doesn't mean that the pictures go away. And the fear that I can never be the lover for you that he was."
Irina pulled back from me. She stood three feet away, looking up into my face with the most serious, intent expression I'd ever seen.
"Tom Lawrence, you listen to me. THAT ... IS ... RIDICULOUS. Total nonsense. In fact, total bullshit!
"I didn't want to fuck Jamie--I have never wanted to fuck Jamie--and the sex was hot because I was aroused, and full of Ecstasy, and confused. The ONLY man I've ever wanted to make love to is you--since the day we found each other at that frat party!"
I smiled at her. "Can you tell me you've never thought about Jamie's body? After the party last year--after seeing him naked on the boat, after watching him fuck Barbie in the cabin? You've never fantasized about stroking his chest, or his arms around you, or that big fat hard cock?"
She didn't look away from me. "Sure I have, from time to time. Everybody fantasizes, Tom. You've had daydreams about Barbie too, right? Those great tits? Imagined her riding you, bouncing up and down on you?
"So what? We all fantasize--it doesn't mean I WANTED to have sex with Jamie, or anyone else. Any more than I think you wanted to fuck Barbie! How is that any different?"
"How it's different," I said slowly, "is that you DID fuck him. I know you didn't intend to--but it happened. And it's going to take me a while to get over it."
Irina looked at me sadly, and finally nodded. I took her in my arms again and we held each other, silently, looking out at the Pacific Ocean.
****************
Ralph stood to shake my hand, then looked at me curiously as we settled into chairs on either side of his desk. "Well, Tom, to what do I owe the pleasure?"
I smiled at him. Ralph Elliot had been our attorney since Irina and I first moved to California. He initially seemed like a conservative, buttoned-down sort of guy, but I'd gotten to know him enough to see the slightly subversive sense of humor underneath. He took his job seriously but not himself--and certainly not the crazy Hollywood scene.
"First, Ralph, just to confirm--attorney-client privilege covers anything and everything we discuss, right?"
He raised an eyebrow in amusement. "Sure, Tom--planning to rob a bank? Not that you'd need to...
"Seriously--unless I become aware of criminal activity on your part, which I am obliged to report as an officer of the court, then yes, anything we discuss is completely confidential."
"Okay. Let's just say, Ralph, hypothetically, that a friend of mine wanted to have something a little shady done. Not illegal, mind you, but something he wanted taken care of discreetly and at arm's length from himself. Might it be possible for you, as my attorney, to recommend me to someone discreet and competent in, say, surreptitious activities, whom my friend could deal with over the phone, without ever meeting?"
Ralph's smile broadened. "Well, well. Tom Lawrence, the Boy Scout, whatever has happened to you? All right, let's see." He thought for a few minutes, his hands tented together on his chest.
"Yes, I could probably make arrangements for 'your friend' to speak discreetly to someone ... a friend of a friend, I guess you could call him. And the arrangement could proceed with confidentiality on both sides.
"There's the issue of trust, of course. Will the fellow I recommend do what he's hired to do? And will 'your friend' follow through on whatever financial commitments he makes?
"For that reason, I would suggest a step-by-step approach. Your 'friend' should work out a plan with many discrete steps, and with partial payments attached to each one. That way, as steps are taken and payments are made, each side can be increasingly confident of the other."
We talked for a while longer, and Ralph had many valuable suggestions about timing, modes of communication (throwaway cell phones, with calls made at pre-arranged times), and so on. I could tell he was incredibly curious but had the lawyer's gift of restraining himself.
We agreed that he'd contact the person he had in mind and, if he seemed interested in the job, Ralph would call me with a discreet contact number for him.
When I was getting ready to leave he said, "tell your 'friend' to be careful, Tom. I'd hate to see this blow up in your--or should I say 'his'--face. You're a successful businessman with a pretty high profile and a beautiful family."
I inwardly grimaced at this last remark but said nothing, just smiled and thanked him and left the office.
Four days later I made my first contact with Ralph's man. He suggested I call him "Moe" and I'd be "Larry." Without naming names I gave him the broad outlines of what I had in mind, and he decided our target would be "Curly." (I guess the guy watched a lot of old TV.)
As Ralph had suggested I'd broken down the project into nearly two dozen parts and worked out payments for the completion of each one. The total, after Moe and I had negotiated, was nearly $2.3 million, but that included over a million dollars for payoffs and expenses. This was a job I wanted done right.
I'd bought two phones and left the one for Moe taped underneath a bench in a suburban park, per his instructions, along with $10,000 in cash in an envelope. The money was to get things rolling and to demonstrate to Moe that I was serious--which I was. As serious as a heart attack.
As things went forward, further payments were made via electronic transfers through a set of dummy corporations that Ralph had helped me set up on behalf of my 'friend'. Such things were perfectly legal, and it meant that my connection to the whole business was virtually undetectable. (No, not completely--nothing's perfect. But Ralph assured me that there were enough layers to protect me from all but the most zealous investigator, and one with unlimited resources.)
It wasn't until Moe had put several parts of the plan into preparation that I told him who "Curly" actually was. I could almost hear him grin over the phone.



And what did I get for my $2.3 million, after more than six months? Well, the screaming headlines in the LA newspapers when the whole thing finally went down will give you the idea:
"MOVIE STAR IN HOMOSEXUAL LOVE-FEST"
"JAMIE 'BOY'LAND? BRELAND IN SEX WITH 18 YEAR-OLD BOY"
"STUDIOS MOVE TO CANCEL BRELAND CONTRACTS"
" 'WORLD'S SEXIEST MAN' IMAGE IN TATTERS"
The stories and accompanying photos were as entertaining as the headlines. A photographer had caught Jamie in a bedroom of a penthouse suite of the Drake Hotel in Chicago, buried up to the balls in the ass of an 18 year-old male model named Hank Werner. The pictures showed Jamie riding Werner doggie-style, his head thrown back, pulling hard on Werner's hips as he apparently ejaculated into the boy's anus.
The scandal made news for weeks--and for the various cable Entertainment channels it was the only story for days on end. Was Jamie Breland gay? Bi-sexual? What about his marriage to Barbie? Would this end his career? His lawyers threatened legal action to reinstate his movie contracts, but would they be successful? Would People magazine revoke his "Sexiest Man" status? And so on.
Jamie, of course, swore that he'd been set up, that he'd gone into a dark bedroom to have sex with an absolutely gorgeous brunette model named Nicole Chesnov whom he'd gotten to know several weeks earlier at a party in LA.
According to Jamie, Nicole had called him several times in the weeks after their first meeting, letting him know that she'd be staying in Chicago during the weekend he and Barbie were there doing a publicity tour for her latest movie. While Barbie was doing an evening of television interviews, Jamie and Nicole met for a drink in a private room at the back of the Drake's bar.
Then, he said, Nicole invited him up to her suite for, as he claimed, "regular, ordinary heterosexual sex." But she told him that she would only do it in pitch darkness, claiming she was more excited that way.
When he got to the room, Jamie insisted that Nicole whispered to him to come in and close the door tight. She then led him by the hand to the bed, "fellated him" until he was aroused, then arranged herself on hands and knees and pulled his penis into her. The room was utterly dark but he had no doubt it was Nicole, in part because of her perfume.
Then, he claimed, the lights suddenly went on and a photographer appeared from nowhere. To Jamie's horror, he said, he found himself having sex not with Nicole but with a young man he'd never seen before.
Jamie swore that he was a lifelong heterosexual, that he'd never had gay sex in his life. He even remembered, somewhere along the way, to apologize half-heartedly to Barbie for having cheated on her--what a classy guy!
Jamie and his publicity people seemed to think they had a chance of convincing the public of his somewhat unlikely version of events. At least they did until the tabloids started combing their photo archives.
The National Enquirer--and then People and Us and the TV networks--showed photo after photo of Jamie with Nicole at the LA party where they met. And in at least a dozen photos, Nicole could clearly be seen introducing Jamie to a slim, feminine-looking young man: Hank Werner.
To make it worse, Nicole Chesnov and Hank Werner energetically refuted Jamie's story, and his lawyer's threats couldn't budge them. Nicole confirmed she'd introduced Jamie to Hank, and said that Jamie was "obviously smitten" with him. She admitted she'd met Jamie in the bar at the Drake, but insisted that Jamie had asked her to set up a tryst for him with Hank.
Werner told the same story, and added that Jamie had been phoning and texting him for weeks. To the apparent mystification of Breland and his "people", cell-phone records were found that confirmed this record of communication, including lewd and detailed messages from Jamie to Hank.
At this point, Jamie Breland was cooked. The studios dropped all three of his pending projects, an outraged and humiliated Barbie filed for divorce as publicly as possible, and he became a larger-than-life joke overnight. Even in a world much more tolerant of homosexuality than in the past, the gap between Jamie's super-macho, studly image and his "actual" gay preferences was too much for his publicity flacks to overcome.
Breland still had his millions, though half of those would soon be Barbie's, but his career had disappeared down the toilet, never to be seen again.
Irina and I had followed every stage of this saga with great interest--Irina wonderingly, me with complete satisfaction. "You don't seem very surprised by any of this, Tom," she said to me at one point, regarding me appraisingly.
I smiled genially. "It's been my experience that bad people quite often get their comeuppance somewhere along the line, Irina. Maybe Jamie's karma just caught up with him."
Her look deepened to a suspicious glare. "But gay sex with a model? That sure doesn't seem like his style. Spill, Tom--you know something!"
Still smiling, I just said, "I guess you never really know what's inside a person, even if you think of him as a friend.
"I will say one thing, though--I sure feel bad for him!"
That broke us both up, and we laughed together with great pleasure. Try as she might, she couldn't get another word out of me.
****************
Because I'd proceeded carefully, the destruction of Jamie Breland took several months, and much of it was a difficult time for Irina and me. As I had predicted, forgiving her for her part in what had essentially been a rape was the simple part--getting the images of her and Jamie out of my head came much less easily.
The night we talked about what Jamie and Barbie had done to her, I moved back into our bedroom. I didn't feel at all ready but I knew I had to take the step. My sleeping in the guest room would start to raise questions for the twins; and more importantly I knew I needed to reassure Irina.
But I asked her for patience--I simply didn't know how soon I'd be ready to make love to her. It was a painful scene; she cried and cried, saying, "but Tom--it wasn't my fault, it wasn't my fault!"
And I knew that. But the enormous gap between plain, ordinary me and super-hunk Jamie Breland, which had never troubled me before, now loomed as an obstacle I simply couldn't overcome. I had doubts that I could truly satisfy and please Irina--even doubts that I had ever satisfied her, as ridiculous as I knew that was.
I could snuggle with her, to hold her close in my arms as we watched TV or when we went to sleep, and this seemed to help her. But the sorrowful look in her eyes tormented me as the days passed and I showed no interest in making love to her.
After a couple of weeks Irina sometimes tempted me, parading around the bedroom in her sexiest nighties or even naked--once wearing nothing but high heels and a string of pearls. I usually felt a momentary flurry of excitement, followed by a sense of dread and doubt, and I never took her up on the obvious offers.
And a few times when we were close together in bed, Irina stroked my hair or my back, then began to slide a hand down my chest towards my dick. As soon as her intention became obvious I always stopped her, usually saying, "sorry honey, I'm just not ready yet."
She was almost always loving and patient. But once I saw her face harden into a frown, and she said, "Tom, it's been over a month--I'm feeling pretty deprived!"
And without thinking I snapped, "why don't you call Jamie then?"
Her face went pale and I instantly apologized, feeling utterly terrible. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry--please, Irina, forgive me. I should never have said such a terrible thing."
She never cried, that time. She just looked away from me silently, her chin quivering, while I begged her to forgive me.
Early one morning about six weeks after "the incident", I came awake to find Irina kneeling over me, her mouth lovingly caressing my cock. It felt delicious, and I lay back drowsily as she smiled at me with her eyes. I gradually stiffened in her mouth, and I could tell she was preparing to climb up and sink herself down on me--when suddenly the picture of Jamie riding her filled my mind.
Almost instantly my erection softened, and I saw the pain on Irina's face as she realized she was losing me. Without a word she got up and ran into the bathroom, and I could hear her sobbing behind the closed door.
I wanted to get the hell out of there--but I waited, and when she finally emerged I took her in my arms and held her close. "I'm so sorry," I whispered. "It's not your fault."
That night when we were in bed side-by-side, watching some lame sitcom and holding hands, I turned to her. "Listen, honey, I know it's been a terribly long time. How about if you let me touch you?" She had always loved my hands and lips, and I knew I could at least give her some physical pleasure and the release of an orgasm.
"Thanks, Tom, but no." Her voice was firm. "That's not what I want--I can masturbate when I feel the need.
"I want you back--I want my man back. And until you're ready, I'll wait."
She turned her gaze back to the TV and I lay there, feeling worse than ever.
****************
What finally got us back together, oddly enough, was a dream. It was one of those nights where I woke up several times--Earl had a bit of a cold, and even though Elaine was sleeping in the room next to him and I didn't have to get up, I was awakened by his coughing.
Each time I managed to fall back to sleep I slipped into long, strange dreams. The first couple of them don't matter so much--they were about being chased by vaguely menacing, unknown people, about hiding, ducking behind cars and around buildings, with no end or resolution.
But the last one was an intricate and highly erotic dream--about Barbie Raynes. I'd hardly thought about her since our conversation, and when I did it was with loathing. But the dream was an off-the-charts erotic fantasy.
It began with a familiar scene: Irina and I were at Jamie and Barbie's house after a party, with us watching Barbie suck Jamie's dick. It all unfolded just as I remembered, with Irina and me startled and aroused by the show they were putting on.
But then there was a shift--that strange kind of abrupt change that happens all the time in dreams--and Jamie and Irina had disappeared. It was me on the couch with Barbie, and my straining cock in her mouth.
When she had me really hot, my cock as big and hard and throbbing as it had ever been, she stood in front of me and slowly, teasingly slid the rest of her clothes off. Her silky blouse first, then the pants, and finally, a bit at time, her flimsy little black thong. I could see it was soaking wet.
Without a word being spoken I pulled her to me, my hands on her ass, and plunged my tongue into her wet pussy, as she groaned and grabbed my head. I sucked and licked her forever--in the dream it felt like an hour--reveling in her taste and her wild excitement as she came several times, crying out in pleasure, and finally collapsed on top of me on the couch.
Then I arranged her on her back and climbed between her legs, teasing her by rubbing my cock all around her swollen pussy lips and over her clit, pulling on a nipple with my free hand. Her head was jerking back and forth and she was gasping like a fish out of water.
In the dream I felt in total control, the Master of the situation--like Jamie Breland, I guess. And when I plunged deep into Barbie she came again almost instantly, throwing her arms and legs around me and pulling my mouth down to hers, so that we were practically glued together from head to crotch.
I fucked her and fucked her; she came and came, and I rode her relentlessly until finally I built up with steady hard strokes to a sensational climax. I shot so hard into her I was sure I'd taste it in her mouth.
We collapsed together, utterly spent; and after a few minutes Barbie wiggled out from beneath me, gently pushed me back on the couch, and kneeled between my legs to clean my cock and balls lovingly with her tongue.
And as I lay there, enjoying Barbie's mouth on me, I glanced across the room. There in the doorway stood Jamie Breland. He was naked, but his flaccid penis was small and insignificant-looking. And he gazed at his wife and me with a hesitant, uncertain, even frightened look on his face. When I stared right at him he looked away, unable to meet my eyes.
A coughing fit from Earl must have awakened me then. It was not yet 6:00 am and Irina slept peacefully at my side, while I lay there and tried to reconstruct the dream.
At breakfast Irina noticed I was quiet and thoughtful, and asked what was going on.
"Just a dream," I said, "but I don't really remember much of it. Some running around, people chasing me, stuff like that." I'd already decided I wasn't going to tell Irina--no sense bringing up Jamie and Barbie when I didn't have to.
I was scheduled to leave that afternoon for a three-day trip to Madison to consult with the TLI engineers about our latest project. As it turned out, the time away was good for me. Instead of burying myself in reports and memos, I used the time on the plane to think: about the dream, about Irina and me, about the pain I still felt from her seduction/rape by Jamie.
I'd never thought about the "what if": what if it had been me seduced by Barbie with the help of Ecstasy and a sex show, rather than Irina seduced by Jamie? Never mind that I was not the hottie that my wife was, and it never would have happened--how would I have felt about it?
The dream seemed to give me my answer. I would have fucked the living hell out of Barbie and enjoyed every minute of it. I would have eaten her pussy, savored her mouth on my dick, and screwed her as long and as hard and as well as I could have.
And the next day I would have been horrified--distraught and guilty. Because I adore my wife, and cheating on her even in a situation that was out of my control would have felt like the worst sort of betrayal.
All these months I'd been carrying around the fear that what Jamie had done to Irina was what she really wanted; and that she secretly yearned for more of it, for more of him.
But I'd now had my passionate night with Barbie, if only in a dream, and it left me longing only for my wife. It had been hot sex, but so what? The fact that someone other than my wife could turn me on wasn't news--it's true for virtually every married person, male or female. Throw in some drugs and some exhibitionism and who could resist?
The fact was--and I realized with shame that I'd known this for more than a year--that Irina and I had considered and rejected the idea of swapping with Jamie and Barbie. We knew they were offering--it was certainly clear enough on the boat in the Aegean. And we were a bit tempted, as who wouldn't be by two of the sexiest movie stars in the world?
But we were clear, then and now, about wanting only one another. My dream night with Barbie helped me understand that, even if it had happened to me, I would never want to repeat it. What I would have felt was shame and regret.
So it finally began to sink in that Irina was in the same situation: full of shame at what had happened, guilt for having enjoyed being fucked by Jamie, and desperately eager to show me that it was only me that she wanted. What an idiot I'd been to take so long to see it!
Jayson picked me up on my return to California, and I reached home about 5:30 on Friday. I went straight into the bedroom to drop my bags and wash up, and then found Irina in the kitchen getting ready to start on dinner.
"I have a question for you," I said as she turned around, gave me a big smile and came over for a hug.
With a straight face I said, "I wonder whether you'd be free to go out to dinner tonight with a moron."
Without a smile, just a flicker of amusement in her eyes, she replied, "would this be a moron I'm familiar with, or a strange moron?"
"Just the same old moron, the one you know quite well. What do you think? Elaine could take over and feed the twins."
She looked thoughtful. "Would this moron be taking me to Cachet (her favorite restaurant in LA), so I could wear the beautiful new blue dress he bought me for my birthday--the one that goes so well with the sapphire necklace?"
"Yes indeed," I said, and she responded, "oh well, then, I suppose that would be all right." She turned away, but not before I could see the broad smile on her face.
****************
It's hard to say what the best part of the evening was. One highlight was watching the other patrons at Cachet stare at Irina as we were shown to our table; some of the men literally had their mouths hanging open. She looked glamorous, not slutty, but unbelievably sexy in her royal blue gown that showed off her shoulders.
Or it might have been Irina's unmistakable curiosity about what was going on in my mind--it was clearly something, but I didn't explain and she refrained from asking, I'm sure out of some instinct that it would be more fun that way.
Instead we chatted about friends and about the twins; I told her about how the latest TLI project was coming, and how much fun it continued to be to work with Rick; and we tossed around vacation ideas for the upcoming summer.
I'd given Jayson the night off, so after dinner I drove us up to our favorite scenic spot in Malibu. We sat side by side, her head against my shoulder, enjoying the stars over the Pacific, not saying much, just feeling close to one another.
When we got home we quietly checked on the twins and sent Elaine to bed, then walked arm-in-arm to our bedroom. Closing the door behind us I took Irina and kissed her hard, holding her tight in my arms, savoring the feeling of her body against me.
I spoke quietly in her ear. "Do you fuck morons?"
She chuckled, leaning back to look into my eyes. "Not usually--in fact, almost never.
"But I might be prepared to make an exception in this case, if the moron really wants to."
I kissed her again. "Trust me--this moron REALLY wants to."
We pretended not to be in a hurry, helping each other off with our clothes, hanging my suit and her dress up carefully in the closet, putting shoes and socks and stockings where they belonged--all the while bumping and touching and rubbing up against one another "accidentally". I was so desperate to have her I could hardly breathe, and I sensed that Irina felt the same way.
When she was stark naked she said with a smile, "I think I might just go brush my teeth," and started to stroll towards the bathroom. I lost it. I grabbed her arm and pulled her toward the bed.
"Baby, I'm sorry, but I just can't wait." We tumbled onto the bed together and I was all over her, kissing her face and her neck, sliding my hands over her breasts and between her legs.
"Oh sweetheart, I've missed you," she said, pulling me tight against her. She was very wet and I was achingly hard, and in no more than a minute she was spread beneath me and I was sliding into her, almost crying from the pleasure of it.
It had been nearly four months since we'd last made love.
We coupled fast and hard, locked together tightly, her arms pulling me close, my face buried in her neck. I knew I wasn't going to last long but just as my spasms started I could feel the clench of her orgasm and we finished up together, gasping and jerking and moaning. I could say it was bliss, but that doesn't begin to cover it.
Silence. Calm. We lay together, a little sweaty, arms around one another, totally content. It was probably a half hour before she rose up on an elbow, smiling sweetly, and started to kiss me--my lips, my eyes, all around my face.
Naturally this got us going again: to stroking, caressing, licking, and finally to a long, slow missionary fuck, with plenty of pauses for kisses and smiles--no hurry, just two lovers eager to be close and to please each other. Not a word was spoken.



I had thought we'd talk that evening, but when our love-making ended we were utterly spent. I pulled the sheet up over us and we were asleep almost instantly.
****************
So it wasn't until the next morning that we talked--and not until after we arose, full of smiles, got Earl and Lily dressed and fed and off for a picnic with Elaine, and took our cups of coffee out to the patio.
We sat next to one another at the table, elbows and shoulders just touching, and I told her about my dream.
She listened, smiling, and when I was done she said, "so you got to screw Barbie after all. Sounds like it was pretty hot, too."
I grinned. "It was. Very hot, very intense. And I woke up and realized I wouldn't want to do it ever again.
"And that's when I got it--finally."
I took her hand. "I'm sorry I've been such an idiot, sorry that I've held back from you for so long when what you needed was my love and reassurance.
"I couldn't stop thinking about 'Jamie Breland, super-stud,' and how I could never compete with him."
"Are you over that now?" she said, very seriously.
"You bet," I said, and smiled. "I finally figured out that, for whatever crazy reason, you prefer ordinary old me to the world's sexiest man."
"Yes I do," she said. "And if you don't know why, you're a lot less smart than I think you are."
She stood up and walked around the patio as I watched her, drinking in her beauty and her grace, thinking about all our years together--her poor ruined face, our lost baby, the joy of Lily and Earl in our lives, her transformation back into a lovely woman.
"All right then. How are you going to make it up to me?" I knew her well enough to know she was teasing me. She was looking at me in a mock-serious pose, one hip cocked, her arms crossed on her chest, like a teacher disappointed with her pupil.
"Well..." I said, trying to look thoughtful. "How about if I were to take you down to Cancun for a week, just the two of us?"
"And..." she said, maintaining her serious glare.
"And we stay at that fancy hotel we both love so much."
"And..."
"And we eat dinner each night at one of the best restaurants, and go out dancing afterwards."
"And..."
"And I take you shopping for a couple of new, really sexy bikinis, and maybe a dress or two."
"And..." A smile was starting to peek through now, though she was fighting it.
"And I charter us a boat to take us out to that little island, for a picnic and some nude swimming and sunbathing."
"And..."
"And we make love four times a day, at least until I drop dead of a heart attack."
"Okay," she said after thinking about it for a moment. "That sounds pretty good."
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Over dinner, while Julie was getting Tim more macaroni and cheese and I was wiping some of the ketchup off Will's face, I asked her if we could talk later.
"Just for a few minutes after the boys are in bed," I said.
"Sure, baby." She smiled at me from across the room. "What's up?"
"I don't want to get into it now," I smiled back, glancing at the boys.
So it wasn't until about 8:30, after Tim and Will had been bathed, put into pajamas, and had "Goodnight Moon" read to them for the 300th time, that Julie and I could sit down together in the living room. I brought in a couple of glasses and poured each of us some wine.
"You know how much I love you, right?" I began. Julie smiled and squeezed my hand affectionately.
"Of course, baby—and I love you. We are both pretty lucky."
"Okay," I said. "So, well—listen. Just, please, hear me out, okay? Let me say all of it before you jump in, so I can really explain."
She nodded, looking curious.
"I want to take a lover." Julie's mouth dropped open, and I could see she was about to say something, so I hurried on.
"Please, let me finish—not really a lover, just someone I'll be having sex with. It's Andrea Walden, the new assistant in Edward's office. We've gotten to be friends, had lunch a couple of times, and it turns out she's been divorced about eight months and is horny as hell. We both think we'd be great together, and she understands completely that I'm married and committed to you. So it wouldn't be a romance or anything like that.
"And the fact is, she's really hot. I think that fucking her will be great, and I'm looking forward to doing a lot of it."
Julie looked like she'd seen a ghost. I went on.
"Here's the thing, Jules—it would really be just for sex. I love you, you know that. And we have a great sex life. I love making love with you and I won't be giving up on that at all.
"It's just that, well, I'm feeling the need for some variety. I think it could help us, actually—maybe bring back some of the spark that we had when we first got together, that's been lost a bit after ten years.
"Whatever happens, you will always have my love—I will always be here with you, always fully committed to you and the boys. You won't be losing a thing, I promise.
"And I just couldn't do this behind your back—that would be cheating. So I figured the right thing was just to come out and talk to you about it. I felt sure you would see it my way."
I sat back. "So, honey—what do you think?"
I'd never seen Julie more at a loss. She looked shocked and disoriented, and I waited while she tried to figure out what to say.
"Dan, I—is this one of your jokes? You know, that dead-pan thing you do?"
Julie was referring to a frequent occurrence in our marriage: the times when she can't read my expression. I perfected a poker-face growing up, and in fact I won a great deal of money playing poker in college. So it's kind of a joke between us that she can't always tell if I'm angry, if I'm happy, if I'm kidding about something.
"Not at all, Julie," I said, "I'm completely serious."
"Well, I--wait, have you already...been with her?"
"No, sweetheart, I would never do that! I needed to talk to you first. But she and I are looking forward to spending Saturday afternoon together; I'm going to fuck her brains out!"
Another silence. Then she said, hesitantly: "Honey, I—I just don't...I mean, what about our wedding vows? You know, 'forsaking all others' and all that?"
I nodded my head. "Of course, Julie, we did both promise that. But this won't be like replacing you or anything. You will always be my wife, my lover, my partner, the mother of my children. This will just be a little fun I have on the side, something to keep me young, put a little spring in my step.
"And I promise, it will never affect anything between you and me."
Julie looked as uncomfortable as I'd ever seen her—pale, shaken, very uneasy.
"Dan, I—I just...Jesus, I have no idea what to say to you."
"How about if you think about it, sweetheart? Give it a day or two, and we'll talk about it again, okay?"
She nodded doubtfully. "That's...I guess that's all right," she said.
"Terrific!" I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. "Thanks, Jules—you're the best. I'm going to go see if I can catch the end of the Cardinals game. I'll be up to bed in a little while."
And with a smile, I got up and left the room.
****************
It was only a bit at a time that I had learned that Julie was cheating on me. Probably a good thing, because if I'd discovered it suddenly I might have just beaten the shit out of her, put Will and Tim in the car and gotten the hell out of town.
But as things happened it was gradual: a little doubt, a hint of suspicion, some looking around, more bits of evidence, and then finally the awful day when there was no longer any doubt about it.
I'm not even sure what first made me wonder. Was it noticing a couple of times when Julie came home from work and headed straight for the shower before even starting dinner? Or was it a subtle lessening of her interest in bed—not less frequent sex, but less enthusiasm?
In any case, once I started wondering I began seeing more things I wasn't happy about, and my wondering turned into worrying. One day she came into the house and went straight to the bedroom without taking off her coat. When she came back out a few minutes later she had changed her blouse.
So I waited until she was in the middle of cooking, then went and checked the laundry hamper in our bedroom. She'd pushed her blouse way down to the bottom, and I could see why: it had several stains on the front, droplets of what might have been vanilla milkshake but which smelled like semen.
Even then—and I guess I'm a cautious person—I didn't confront her. Julie and I had been happily married—very happily married—for eight years. Our two boys were five and three, and we both adored them. Julie was a terrific, loving mother; and I would have said a terrific, loving wife as well.
So I didn't confront her, not then, but I did invest in a small recorder for her car and a discreet tap for our home phone. I didn't have to worry about Julie using her cell at home, because our reception was terrible.
Within two days my worst fears were confirmed, and after another week of listening I pretty much knew the whole story. She'd been fucking Thomas Attlee, one of the other fourth-grade teachers at her elementary school, for about three months. And she'd been telling her best friend Ruth all about it.
It was easy for her and Attlee to arrange some motel time a couple of afternoons a week, because school ended by 2:30 and she didn't need to pick up the boys at day care until 5:00. Julie routinely stayed after school to work in her classroom a couple of days each week, so I had no reason to wonder where she was. And on the days they were off bouncing on a bed somewhere, the other teachers just assumed she'd gone home a little earlier.
From the phone calls between Ruth and Julie, it appeared that Attlee had pursued her, though she hadn't fought him off too hard. Within about two months of starting to flirt with Julie he'd gotten in her pants. Since then they'd been screwing regularly, with no sign of ending it.
And the excuses Julie made to Ruth for her behavior were classic—all the bullshit justifications that I suppose cheaters have been using since the dawn of history.
"It's not anything about Dan, Ruth, you know that—I adore him. And our sex life is great! It's just, I don't know, a little something extra for myself. Just for me—like a secret hot fudge sundae.
"What I'm doing will never hurt him. Dan knows how much I love him, and we make love just as much now as before. In fact I make sure of that. There's no way Dan could say I'm depriving him.
"Above all, it's just sex with Thomas. It's hot—really hot!—but it's just fucking. There's no romance, no 'darling let's run away together'." She giggled. "I just want his hard cock, and he just wants my pussy—" she giggled again, "or occasionally my ass, and that's fine. So there's no way it's a threat to anything between Dan and me.
"In a way, it's probably even good for us! Because being with Thomas is, you know, it's exciting. It makes me feel young again, and sexy, not like a schoolteacher-housewife who's getting up into her mid-thirties. And Dan gets the benefit of that."
I won't even try to describe the kind of pain I went through, listening to all that. She didn't say those things all at once, but in different conversations I recorded with Ruth. (Apparently she didn't talk on the phone with Attlee at all—they must have made all their arrangements in quick conversations at school.)
The worst was the happiness in her voice, the laughter and pleasure, the fun she was having: I have a great marriage, a great husband, and fucking another guy on the side just makes it all that much better!
I did want to kill her. I wanted to confront her at Thanksgiving in front of the whole family—or get pictures of her and Attlee fucking and give a slide show to the PTA. I wanted to drive away with Tim and Will and leave her in an empty house, wondering if she'd ever see us again.
I had some truly miserable days, and I couldn't entirely conceal my feelings. Even Julie noticed—she kept asking me why I was so down in the dumps, and trying to cheer me up. She made me a peach pie; she got a sitter and took me out to the movies; she even arranged for her mom to take the boys for a sleepover one Saturday night, and she bought a sexy black nightie and a bottle of champagne and gave me a night of seduction and sex.
My sore and angry heart didn't prevent me from enjoying the three rounds of fucking we did that night. I don't know what was in her head--what was in mine was "this is my whore of a wife, but she seems to still love me and want me to be happy, so I might as well enjoy what I'm getting."
But did it make me feel any better about what was going on? About being cuckolded? Fuck no.
****************
When I came down to breakfast the day after telling her about Andrea, Julie was a changed woman. She'd gotten up extra early and not only made the usual breakfast for the kids, but cooked eggs and bacon and pancakes for me.
She smiled at me when I came into the kitchen, brought me a cup of coffee and gave me a long, loving kiss. But the look in her eyes was tentative, even frightened.
"Morning, Julie--thanks for the coffee. What's with the big breakfast? It looks great!"
She smiled happily. "Oh, I just thought you needed a little fattening-up; I don't want you to waste away to nothing."
I thought she'd head upstairs and get the boys out of bed, but instead she plopped herself down on my lap and twined her arms around my neck.
"Got time for a quickie? I think you might like what's under this robe."
I opened it to find she was naked underneath, those pretty breasts and that dark bush right in front of my eyes. Without a word I picked her up in my arms and headed for the living room couch, where I laid her down on her back and pulled down my pants.
Julie giggled, then reached for my cock and took it into her mouth, sucking on me while I stroked her tits. As soon as she had me hard enough she dragged me on top of her and we fucked energetically, her hands pulling on my ass to get me deeper inside her.
This had to be the first weekday morning fuck we'd had in years, I thought--perhaps since the days before we had the boys. It didn't last long but I enjoyed every bit of it.
And the rest of the week was full of similar surprises. Julie was attentive and very affectionate. She made sure we made love every night--though to me, torn between my love for her and my rage, it felt like fucking. One night I got the longest and most sensual blowjob of my life.
Outside the bedroom, she was equally devoted: the dinners were delicious, she was doing more than her share of taking care of Will and Tim, and in every way I was being treated like a king. Clearly she was scared to death.
I hadn't brought up Andrea again, waiting to see if Julie would mention it; or, if not, what Saturday would bring.
When the weekend came, it didn't take long for her plan to be clear. Julie let me sleep an extra hour, fending off the boys when they wanted to come in and jump on our bed. By the time I came down for coffee, Will and Tim were off for the day with Arlene, their favorite babysitter.
Julie smiled at me, fed me another great breakfast, then dragged me back to the bedroom. Her intention was obviously to fuck me half to death so I couldn't go have sex with Andrea, and I let her do it. She was a wild woman: the menu included another great blowjob and a round of anal sex, something Julie does for me only rarely. I'd had three great orgasms by 11:30 am and there wasn't anything left.
So she was pretty shocked and unhappy when I appeared downstairs at 12:30, all shaved and showered and dressed for a date, the car keys in my hand.
"I should be back by around 4:30, babe," I said cheerfully, and she stared at me in dismay.
"But, but Dan--I thought that ... that, well, after this morning--" she smiled at me, "you wouldn't be...going to, uh, see Andrea today."
I chuckled. "It WAS great, baby--I don't think we'll be doing any fucking today, Andrea and I. But we made a date to get together, and it would be rude of me to cancel on her. We'll probably just have some lunch, maybe make out for a while, I don't know." And with that I gave her a big kiss and headed out the door.
I treated myself to lunch at Dominic's, where I caught up with the sports page, and then went to see an action flick that I knew wouldn't interest Julie. I was back home by 4:00 or so. Julie lifted her head from the Candyland game she was playing with the boys and looked at me reproachfully but said nothing; I could tell she'd been crying.
****************
It surprised me a little that Julie hadn't talked to me again about my plan to take Andrea as a lover; but I knew from her phone calls with Ruth that she was totally at a loss.
"How can he even think about fucking someone else? Don't I give him all the loving he wants, and more?"
Ruth laughed. "Says the girl who's been bonking Thomas Attlee for three months! How's that any different? Wouldn't Dan say he's been giving you all that YOU wanted?"
Julie whimpered, "I know, I know. But that was, I don't know, harmless. You know--casual fucking, it didn't mean anything. Just for fun.
"But if Dan starts having sex with Andrea--I mean, he said she's incredibly sexy! What if he prefers her to me? We've been together ten years, how can I compete with someone new like that?"
Ruth didn't let her off the hook. "You mean, like Dan not being able to compete with Thomas?"
"Dammit, Ruth, whose side are you on?" Julie cried. "I'm really suffering here, and I haven't got the slightest idea what to do!"
"Okay, okay, honey," Ruth said soothingly. "Of course I'm on your side. But you've got to see that what Dan is planning to do is pretty much what you've been doing."
"I know," Julie said morosely. There was a silence.
"Well, I have decided one thing--it's over with Thomas. I told him in the Teacher's Lounge yesterday. I sometimes can't even believe I let it happen in the first place."
Ruth snorted. "Let it happen? Julie, you make it sound like an accident, like a fender-bender or something. You've been balling the guy for three months!"
"Oh, shut the fuck up! What the hell kind of friend are you?" Julie yelled, and there was a loud bang as she slammed down the phone.
****************
On Monday at about 4:00 pm, I looked up to find a very angry Andrea Walden standing in front of my desk.
"Is your wife a fucking psychopath or what?" she demanded.
Startled, I got up to close my office door, then politely asked Andrea to sit down and tell me what was going on.
"About a half hour ago, a woman came into my office and asked if I was Andrea. When I said yes she leaned over my desk, stuck a finger in my face and told me she was your wife and to stay the hell away from you!"
I laughed aloud, then quickly stopped when I saw Andrea's furious glare.
"I'm sorry--I'll explain the whole thing. What did you say to her?"
"I said I had no idea what she was talking about--because I had no idea what she was talking about!"
"Did she leave?"
"No, she started screaming at me! You were HER husband, she loved you, and I had no right to fuck around in your marriage. After about a minute of that shit I picked up the phone and told her I'd call security if she wasn't out of my office in ten seconds.
"So she left, but not before giving me one last 'I'm warning you!'
"Just the what the FUCK is going on here, Dan?"
"I'm truly sorry, Andrea--I never dreamed anything like this would happen."
I quickly filled her in on my having discovered that Julie was cheating on me; and before I could continue she interrupted me.
"So what the hell are you playing at? Why don't you dump the bitch and go on with your life?"
I sighed. "It's complicated. My parents split up when I was a kid and it was an awful mess. My mom moved us far away, we had to start a new school, we hardly ever got to see my dad... Just take it from me, it sucked, and I really don't want to do that to Will and Tim, not if there's any way to avoid it.
"And then...well, to put it simply, I still love the stupid cunt. She's been a selfish little fool, but I know that she loves me." I told Andrea about the phone conversations that I'd been listening to for weeks.
"I don't know if we can get past this--sometimes I'm so angry I can't see straight. But I wasn't ready to just toss her ass out."
Andrea looked thoughtful. "And exactly how do I come into all of this?"
I laughed again. "Please forgive me. I decided to shake things up a bit. I told Julie last week that you and I were going to start an affair."
"What?!"
Smiling, I filled her in on the rest of that conversation.
"Okay," she said, "I guess...but why me?" She was smiling despite herself.
"Well, that question is easy. You're by far the most attractive woman in the building, Andrea. There's not a straight man here who wouldn't love to take you to bed. I'd already mentioned you a couple of times to Julie, and she had a pretty good idea of how hot you are."
Andrea smiled, and seemed to blush a little. "What a bullshitter you are, Dan! I don't mind hearing it, though.
"So what are you going to do now?"
"To tell the truth I don't have it completely worked out. I never thought she'd come in here and confront you like that--clearly the thought of me with someone else has got her pretty freaked out.
"She's already ended her own affair. And she'll obviously know that you would come tell me about her little visit today. So I imagine that when I get home she'll explain to me why you and me screwing would be bad for our marriage.
"Though how she'll be able to say it with a straight face is beyond me."
Still smiling, Andrea moved to the door. Just before she opened she turned and faced me.
"Well, keep me posted, okay? I seem to be in the middle of all this, thanks to your over-active imagination!
"And Dan?" She winked at me. "Let me know when we're starting our affair--I don't want to miss it."
****************
Julie had a half-defiant, half-frightened look on her face when I walked into the kitchen, but I ignored it.
"Hi sweetie," I said, and kissed her on the cheek. "How are the little guys?"
"They're fine--they're inside watching Barney."
"Listen Julie, I want to--"
She cut me off. "How about we save that conversation for later, all right?"



A couple of hours later, when I turned off the light in the boys' room and stepped into the hallway, I was greeted by Julie, wearing the sexiest of her nighties and a determined expression. Without a word she gave me a long hard kiss, pressing herself tightly against me, then led me by the hand to the bedroom.
When we got there, though, I wasn't as willing to play as she hoped. I kicked my shoes off, settled myself on the bed against the headboard, and said, "got anything to say about this afternoon's little escapade?"
"Oh, Dan, couldn't we talk about that later?" She slid alongside me and began to kiss my neck, while one hand tried to snake down into my pants.
"No," I said, "this seems like a good time to me." I pulled her hand off my dick and gently moved her away from me.
"Okay, honey," she said, obviously not happy. I waited.
"I guess that Andrea told you about, uh, my visit."
"Uh-huh." Another pause.
"Well, I've been thinking about it--about what you told me, last week. And I finally decided that I, that it was, that...I just couldn't do it. I couldn't let you start sleeping with someone else.
"So I went in there to tell Andrea to leave my man alone! That's all. And she pretended not to know what I was talking about, so I got pissed off."
"Why shouldn't I fuck Andrea?" I said calmly. "I thought I explained it all to you, how it would just be a little fun for me, and it wouldn't hurt you or change anything between us.
"You know I love you, Julie. So what's the big deal?"
I watched her struggle. She was in an impossible situation and I was loving every minute of it.
"Dan," she said seriously, looking imploringly at me, "it's just wrong, that's all. We're married, and the only person you should be having sex with is me. What if you fall in love with her? What if she...if the sex with her is hotter? God, she's gorgeous--I saw her today! Those boobs and those legs?"
"Honey, even if sex is better with her, that's not going to change anything between us! We have the kids, and a whole life we've built together. I just don't see what you're worrying about."
With a smile, I threw back at her some of the excuses I'd heard her express to Ruth over the phone weeks earlier.
"Above all, it's just sex. It'll be hot—really hot!—but it's just fucking. There's no romance, no 'darling let's run away together'. I just want her pussy, and she just wants my big hard cock. So there's no way it's a threat to anything between you and me.
"In a way, it's probably even good for us! Because being with Andrea is going to be exciting. It'll make me feel young again, and sexy, not like a businessman-father who's getting up into his late-thirties. And you'll get the benefit of that."
A flicker of something crossed Julie's face, and I knew that my carefully-chosen words had triggered her memory of things she'd said to Ruth, her own attempts at justifying what she'd been doing.
"Darling," she began again, her voice trembling a little, "this is hurting me--very much. I need to know that your wonderful loving is only for me, that I don't have to compete with another woman. That's the only way I can feel safe with you.
"We made each other a promise, the day we took our vows, a promise of faithfulness; and I need you to keep that promise."
I looked hard at her, and she couldn't hold my eyes. The lying, hypocritical bitch!
"And if I go ahead? If I have an affair with Andrea? Are you going to divorce me?"
She started to cry, noisily. "I don't know, I don't know! But I can't believe you'd be so cruel to me! To risk breaking up our family over...over some new piece of ass!"
I waited several minutes, watching until Julie was calmer. Then I said, "listen--before I go ahead with Andrea, how about if we consult an expert? I know a guy who knows all about adultery, what do you say we go see him and get his opinion?"
She nodded, looking slightly less devastated. "If you think it would help, Dan. I'm willing to talk to anyone who can help me persuade you what a bad idea this is. What's his name?"
"Thomas Attlee," I said, watching her face. Her jaw dropped open and she turned very pale, just staring at me.
Without another word I got up and walked out of the bedroom.
****************
I had a surprisingly good night's sleep in the guest room. And I was perfectly normal to Julie the next morning, completely calm and cheerful.
She, on the other hand, was a wreck. She looked awful, with deep circles under her eyes, and she moved around the kitchen like a ghost, unable to speak to me or even look me in the eye.
It was the same that night at dinner. I made no reference to Attlee or to any of our previous conversations; I was civil and friendly to Julie, and my usual loving self with the boys.
Julie spoke to me as little as possible, and in a hushed voice just above a whisper. She seemed absolutely terrified. Even Will started to notice; he said, "mommy, why are you talking so soft?" in an annoyed voice that startled her.
After the boys were in bed, I relaxed and watched a ballgame, noticing Julie poke her head into the room to stare at me when she didn't think I could see her. But she didn't say a word.
The following day at work, I came back from a mid-afternoon meeting to find an envelope on my desk, addressed to "My Dear Husband Dan" in Julie's neat, fourth-grade teacher handwriting. The letter was neatly written, too. Knowing my wife, she'd probably written several drafts before copying out a final version.
*****
Dear Dan:
I can't begin to say how ashamed I am of my selfish, unthinking behavior. Your conversation with me about having an affair with Andrea made me realize how very painful that would be for me--and how inexcusable my affair with Thomas has been.
You threw all my shallow rationalizations back in my face, and I see now how utterly false and ridiculous they are. There is NOTHING that can justify my having sex with anyone but you, ever. How stupid and short-sighted it was for me to think otherwise!
Now that it is too late to undo it, I understand how deeply I must have hurt you. I know that saying how sorry I am is utterly inadequate, but I am sorry--as sorry as I have ever been in my life.
I pray that I have not broken our marriage beyond repair--that you will be able to find a way to let me earn your forgiveness, so that we can once again be a happy family. I will do whatever you ask of me--anything--to show you how much I adore you, and how sorry I am for my wretched behavior.
I know that you love the boys with all your heart--do you think that there is any way you can love me again?
Your loving, foolish wife,
Julie
*****
As I sat in my chair, thinking about the letter, Andrea waltzed into my office and shut the door, a mysterious smile on her lips.
"Would you like an update?"
I put the letter aside. "Sure--what's up?"
Sitting down, she said, "I had a second visit from your wife this afternoon. Quite different from the first, I might add."
"Oh?"
"Instead of furious and accusatory she was humble and pleading. The poor thing could barely contain her weeping."
"You'd better tell me the whole story, Andrea."
"There's not that much to tell. She came in timidly and said, 'May I speak to you for a moment? I've come to apologize.'
"So I gestured her to come in and sit, and she said, 'I'll only take a minute of your time, Miss Walden. I had no right to yell at you the other day--there is no excuse, and I hope you'll accept my apology.
" 'I know now that Dan knows about...he knows that I...was having an affair myself. So I hardly have the right to preach to him about fidelity--or to order you to stay away from him.'
"And then she looked at me imploringly--she actually wrung her hands! And she said, 'but please, Miss Walden: don't take him away from me! You're so much more beautiful than I am, and there's no way I can compete with you. Only please, please just...just sleep with him, and send him home to his family.
" 'I know that if you want to break up our marriage, there's no way I'll be able to stop you.' By now she was weeping, and I had to hand her the tissues.
" 'He must be so angry with me, and I can't blame him. But I'm hoping that, maybe, that...you two can just have an affair, just for the sex, but that he won't divorce me. We need him so much! Not just me, but our boys, they're only 5 and 3!' And then she started sobbing so hard she couldn't say anything else.
"So I let her calm down, and before I could really answer her she tried to smile and said, 'thank you for listening,' and tiptoed out."
I tried to imagine the scene. Julie must have been beside herself to behave so submissively to Andrea. I didn't know whether it was guilt and shame, or just the fear of losing me, or some combination; but she was clearly suffering.
"Well, Andrea, you've certainly had more to do with my family than you would ever have wanted! I've got to apologize again for dragging you into the middle of this."
She smiled, and said, "actually it's started turning into a lot of fun, Dan. I can hardly wait to see what happens next! By the way, when ARE we beginning our affair?" Her gaze was bold, even challenging.
"Oh, we started last Saturday--only some necking, though. I told Julie I was meeting you in the afternoon, and she screwed me three times that morning to try to get me to cancel. But I still spent the afternoon with you."
"You did, eh?" Her grin widened. "Well, I'm sure I enjoyed the making out. But when is the screwing going to start?"
To my amazement, I could see that behind her teasing she was absolutely serious. "I'm not sure yet," I said, "but believe me, you'll be the first to know."
She came over to the desk, bent down and gave me a sizzling kiss, winding her arms around my neck. Then she stood up, said, "don't keep me waiting too long," and disappeared out the door.
****************
Here's the ironic thing: Andrea turns out to be a disappointing fuck. She does indeed have a hot body--young and tight and just gorgeous. My hard-on was like a steel rod the first time I saw her naked.
But she's just not that responsive, and it turns out she's a bit uptight beneath her sexy and somewhat aggressive façade. So we've fucked half a dozen times, and I have taught her to give a somewhat better blowjob, but it's not going to last much longer. It's just not worth the trouble, frankly.
But sex with Julie, on the other hand--it's never been better! Nothing like the combination of guilt and terror to turn your loving wife into a whore in bed. She clearly wants to make sure that Andrea isn't giving me anything better than what I'm getting at home, so she's going all out.
The kids have been spending a lot of nights and weekends with Julie's mom, and I've been getting my ashes hauled more than ever--maybe five times a week. There are special treats, too: several new negligees that she looks fantastic in, a bubble bath and massage one night, and one Sunday morning when she poured warm maple syrup all over my cock and balls and licked it all up.
Julie doesn't know anything about what I've been doing with Andrea--she's clearly too scared to ask. And I'm not about to tell her that it's not so great! I'll just let her keep working her ass off to please me.
I'm not over being pissed off at her, but I've got to tell you: there's nothing like seeing your wife just about kill herself to keep you happy, in and out of bed, to make you feel that she's probably worth keeping around. Above all, she knows she's still on probation, and I'm not in any hurry to change that.
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*
I had to laugh, when I thought about it. Life without Helen was almost the opposite of life with Helen: I was unhappy and lonely, instead of basically happy and contented. I mostly had to cook for myself and ate pretty badly, instead of enjoying Helen's wonderful meals. And I got laid a lot—whenever I wanted, in fact—instead of having to beg for it. The sex was usually damn good, too.
The last part of this perhaps calls for an explanation, though I suppose the rest of it is pretty obvious. Matilda Jacobson had a civilian job in the precinct I worked in. She was 38 and divorced, and she'd always flirted with me.
I was happy to flirt back, though it never meant anything. Matilda was tall and stacked, with platinum blonde hair, obviously dyed, and she showed plenty of that body off with her short skirts and tight sweaters. She wasn't actually very pretty—her face was rather plain—but she did have a great body. Most of the guys in the precinct, married or not, would have fucked her in a minute, but for some reason I was the guy she was interested in. When a couple of the other officers asked her out she always said, "sorry, you're a great guy but I don't date cops."
The day after I tossed Helen out on her ass my partner, Jim, asked me why I was so down in the dumps. We've been in a squad car together for almost ten years and we know each other very well, so I told him the story. Well, the outlines at least—all the details of how extensively that bitch had cuckolded me I kept to myself.
I knew the rest of the squadroom would know about it in no time—and sure enough, by the end of the week guys were patting me on the back with a somber look in their eyes, saying "sorry to hear about your bad break," and making sure I was joining them for a beer or two after every shift.
What I didn't expect was the doorbell to ring on Sunday afternoon two weeks later and to find Matilda standing on the front step. She had a casserole in her hands; and she was wearing white short-shorts, a tight pink top that showed off her fabulous tits, and a very determined look on her face.
"I thought you might need something," she said with a grin, not specifying what the something was that she had in mind. She followed me into the kitchen, put down the casserole, and gave me the hottest kiss I'd had in years, pulling my body tightly up against hers.
After about a minute I gently broke the kiss, holding her away from me, and said, "that was a nice surprise, Matilda, but what exactly is going on here?"
"Do you have to ask?" she said, smiling, gently stroking my cock through my pants.
I pulled away and sat down at the table. "Okay," I laughed, "I can see what you have in mind. But I'm not sure about why. I thought you didn't date cops."
I don't date cops," she said, "at least most of 'em. But I'm ready to date you any time, Rob. All that flirting all these years wasn't for nothing. But you've been a happily married guy, and I don't get in the middle of people's marriages.
"Now, however, it seems that Helen is gone and the marriage is over. So..." she licked her lips and blew me a very sexy kiss. "I thought it was time to get to know you better!"
Between her outfit, her kiss, and her words, I was developing a major hard-on. But that still didn't make me a total idiot. I said, "Matilda, not that I'm not flattered—and interested—but I'm hardly a good bet.
"I've just gotten done with throwing my cheating wife out of my life; there's no way I'm ready for any sort of new romance."
She smiled and kissed me again, this time gently. "I know that, Rob. This is not about romance. This is about no-strings fucking with a woman who has been attracted to you for years. Are you going to put the casserole back in my car and send me away?"
We spent nearly three hours in bed, and she fucked me four times. Well, actually three-and-a-half, as I just couldn't finish the last time. But every minute of it was a pleasure, and after the first little while I wasn't thinking about Helen any more.
Matilda had sex the way I had always wished Helen would: wildly, energetically, freely. She had big tits and she loved me stroking and licking and sucking them. The lips of her pussy were small and tight, and she went crazy when I ate her out and sucked on her clit. Her lips around my cock felt unbelievable, and she was perfectly happy to leave them there. And she fucked like a porn star—or at least close enough to wear me out.
Our first fuck must have barely lasted three minutes, but that was time enough for Matilda to come so hard she left teeth marks in my shoulder. The second time we did it doggie, my absolute favorite, and she purred and moaned and twisted around beneath me while I pumped in and out of her. We did a 69 with her on top, and I couldn't get enough of her—her hot mouth on my dick, her squeals as I licked her pussy, the feeling of her great big tits rubbing all over my chest. You get the picture—it was great.
After a shower, we dragged ourselves down to the kitchen and ate Matilda's casserole (edible, but not much better than that—a far cry from the great dinners that Helen always made), and then she kissed me and said she had to get home and feed her cats.
"Matilda," I said, hugging and kissing her, "that was unbelievable. You are the sexiest woman I've ever seen." (A polite exaggeration, but I thought it was the right thing to say under the circumstances.)
She smiled and said, "that was everything I dreamed it'd be, Rob. I'll be looking forward to a repeat performance."
Then she saw the hesitant look on my face.
"Don't worry, honey," she said. "I'm not making any promises and I'm not asking you for any. I know you just dumped Helen, and you must feel like you don't even know which way is up right now.
"So all I'm asking is that the next time you feel like bouncing around on the bed, you give me a call—okay?"
And with that she stuck her tongue down my throat one more time, grinned at me, and left.
****************
Since then I've been fucking Matilda pretty steady, at least a couple of times a week. It's been more than a year now and I haven't gotten tired of it in the least. To know that I can get laid whenever I want, and that the lady in bed with me wants to be there and loves what I'm doing—it's just fantastic.
She'll do me any way I like, though she likes riding me the best. I like it too, with those great tits bouncing around for me to squeeze. But she'll give me head when I want it, and do it doggie-style or try some crazy all-twisted-up thing if I want to get exotic. She just loves sex, and is ready to go whenever I feel like it.
You might think that that's all a guy needs to be happy—but those of you who have ever been happily married will know it's not true. Matilda was a terrific fuck, but we didn't have much to say to each other. She wasn't as bright as Helen, and not nearly as funny. When we went out to a movie or something, she didn't have the interesting things to say about it that Helen had always had--so our conversations got rather boring, to tell the truth. And, of course, she and I didn't have years of being together, with memories of raising two great kids and vacations and family adventures.
Above all, we simply weren't in love with each other. From time to time I'd hint at the fact that I didn't think we were destined to be soulmates, and she always reassured me.
"Listen, Rob—I have a great time with you, but you're not the man of my dreams either. You're a guy I like a lot, who treats me nice and who really knows what to do with this" (giving my dick a squeeze).
"I'm having fun and I'm pretty sure you're having fun too. After 12 years as a divorced lady, I'm not looking for more than that. Until George Clooney shows up on my doorstep, in any case."
****************
So, that was the good part of my life: screwing Matilda. And the one extra benefit that came with it: not having to chase women, hang out in bars or go out on dates in order to get laid. The sex was right there for me, one quick phone call away.
The rest of it pretty much sucked. I can't tell you how much I missed my life with Helen, back before I knew what a cheating cunt she was. Her great cooking, and her company. Just being around her, sharing all the smiles and the inside jokes that develop in a marriage over 25 years.
That doesn't mean I wanted her back. Even after my rage cooled down a little, I was constantly angry at her; and constantly curious, chewing on it incessantly, trying to figure out how a happily-married, basically undersexed woman could turn into an adulterous whore. Was it me, was there something about me? I never did get anywhere in trying to understand it.
Linda and Ronnie were great. Both of them were obviously devastated, and I'm sure they were furious with their mother, but they managed to be loving and attentive daughters to both of us. In fact, Ronnie was the one who saved Helen's life, though I only heard about it that later.
It happened on the Saturday after the Monday I threw Helen out. That Thursday my lawyer's process server found Helen at work and served her with divorce papers, charging her with adultery. I wasn't in the least interested in fucking around with any "irreconcilable differences."
In any event, sometime Saturday night Helen swallowed a bottle of sleeping pills; then she changed her mind and called Ronnie, terrified, and Ronnie hung up and called 911. They took Helen to the hospital and pumped her stomach and she pulled through, after a scary day or so in ICU with the girls asleep in chairs next to her bed.
A couple of weeks after Helen was out of the hospital my daughters came to see me for the weekend; and on Sunday before they left they sat me down for a little talk, which they'd obviously planned in advance.
"Daddy, Ronnie and I have a big favor to ask you," Linda began.
"As long as it doesn't have to do with ... with your mom, you know I'll do anything I can for you," I replied.
They glanced at each other. "Well, Dad, actually it does have to do with mom. She, uh, tried to kill herself three weeks ago."
"What?!" I shouted.
Linda told me the whole story, and then she said, "here's the thing. Until you divorce mom she's still on your health insurance. She's started seeing a therapist, to understand why she tried to commit suicide and why she, uh, did what she did with those other men.
"But if you divorce her, she'll lose her health insurance and won't be able to see the therapist. So Dad--would you be willing to wait on the divorce?"
I sighed to myself. Clearly I wasn't going to be able to win this one, not with both my daughters pleading for their mother's welfare. And I could see they were right.
So my lawyer drew up a legal separation agreement instead, and Helen got to keep her insurance and see the therapist. I didn't really give a shit--it wasn't my money, it was the insurance company's. And as much as I hated her, I didn't want Helen to try again and actually kill herself.
****************
The holidays were brutal--how could they not be? Nothing like Thanksgiving or Christmas to rub your nose in how your family has been torn apart.
For Thanksgiving, the girls and I agreed to have our meal with Stephanie Olderman and her kids--she'd thrown Joe out and he was living in an apartment in town. Their daughter Ariel and son Peter had been friends with our girls for years, so we were a family-like group of six at dinner in Stephanie's dining room.
But, needless to say, it wasn't the same. For one thing, neither Stephanie or any of the kids could cook like Helen did. And more important, all of us were so aware of who was missing and why. We tried to be thankful for what we had, and some of the evening was fun, but when Linda and Ronnie and I drove back to the house we were all silent and morose.
And Christmas was worse, at least for me. The girls felt they should be with Helen, since she hadn't had them at Thanksgiving, so I drove down to my brother's place and had the holiday with him and his family. I love my brother and his wife, and their kids are cute (they're all ten years younger than mine)--but again, I couldn't help thinking of what this holiday should have been like, and would have been, if not for my whore of a wife.
But when New Year's Day had come and gone, I began to feel a little bit better. It had been more than three months; I was still alive, I was getting laid, I still had my job and my wonderful daughters and my friends. I would be okay.
My partner Jim and his wife Patty were great. They had me to dinner at least once a month, laughed and joked with me, even teased me out of feeling too sorry for myself. I know they were both furious at Helen--and just as shocked as I had been--but we didn't talk about her much.
Stephanie Olderman and I had lunch or dinner quite regularly, and in April we fucked a couple of times. Unlike me, she didn't have a regular bed partner and she was horny as hell, in addition to feeling insecure and unattractive.
We talked about it for a while beforehand--did we really want to do this, messing around with a friendship that meant a lot to both of us? But in the end it felt right, so we spent a weekend in bed at her house, and again a couple of weeks later at my house.
And you know what? It wasn't so great. Stephanie was certainly attractive--less busty than Helen (let alone Matilda) but still shapely--but the complicated situation kept both of us from really relaxing and enjoying it. It felt just a little bit too much like sleeping with your sister (or your brother, in her case).
After the second weekend Steph said to me, "you know, I'm glad we did this, Rob--even grateful. Because having a guy in bed with me poking me with a big fat hard-on at least let me feel that I'm not an old, over-the-hill housewife.
"But at the same time, I don't think I want to do it again. I really want us to be friends, and I think it will work better if we drop the 'benefits' part."
I had to agree, and so we went back to being buddies and a mutual-support group, as she finished divorcing Joe and I kept trying to figure out the single life.
****************
The second time around--a year later, that is--the holidays without Helen were a lot easier. Linda and Ronnie had to divide their time between her and me, and the girls and I couldn't help thinking about what used to be, but we still had fun and it felt more like a family.
I guess I was finally getting used to the idea of being a single guy, at least for the foreseeable future. I was even thinking a little about starting to date. It was clear to me that Matilda and I had no real long-term future, as delightful as it was to have all the sex I could handle, so I wondered about whether I could find another real romance at my advanced age (I was less than two years away from turning 50).
And then Linda and Ronnie came for a weekend again, in the spring of that second year, and I knew something was up. Something I probably wouldn't like.
I was right--and it was Helen, of course. "Dad, she's starting to get her life back together a little and she wants to see you."
"What the hell for? She can't be in any possible doubt about how I feel about her!"
Ronnie sighed, and came over to sit next to me on the sofa, her shoulder pressed against me. "It's her therapy. It's going really well, she says, and Dr. Oliva says it's time for her to come talk with you--to explain, and apologize."
That made me snort. "Explain? Like I give a rat's ass what possessed that bitch to--
"Sorry, girls. I shouldn't have said that. But why should I care why your mother did what she did? She did it, she destroyed our family--end of story. I don't need to hear her apologies, and I don't need to listen to any lame-ass explanations either."
The girls patiently explained that the conversation wouldn't be for me, it would be for Helen. "She needs a chance to own up to what she did, Dad. I guess it's kind of a way of closing the door on it. Dr. Oliva told her that whether or not you forgive her is up to you--but that whether she takes responsibility for her mistakes is up to her. And she wants to do it."
"So I'm supposed to sit and listen while she gets all teary-eyed and tells me she never meant to hurt me? Fuck that!" I got off the sofa and walked out of the room.
But they wore me down in the end, of course. You have daughters? Then you know what I mean. I love them, and they still love their mother (which is as it should be, despite everything), and it's hard to say No to them when it's something they really want.
On the second Saturday in May, at 2 in the afternoon, Helen's beat-up old Volvo station wagon pulled into the driveway. I hadn't spoken to her or laid eyes on her in more than 17 months.
****************
I stood in the open front door and watched her as she looked around at the house and the yard, reminding herself of the place she'd lived for nearly 20 years. As she came up the walk she stopped, seeing me standing there. I could tell she was afraid to come any closer.
"Hello, Rob," she said quietly.
"Hello, Helen. Why don't you come sit in the back yard." For some reason I had decided I didn't want to let her see the inside of the house. So without a word I walked around the side of the garage to the back, assuming she would follow me.
We sat at the old wrought-iron table with chairs on the back patio. I'd gotten a couple of sodas and now I poured one for Helen, reaching over to put it in front of her. She looked thinner and older, a bit more worn than I remembered. But she was still a very attractive woman, something that pissed me off as soon as I noticed it.
"Thank you for letting me come, Rob," she said after a couple of silent minutes. "I'm sure that you weren't very enthusiastic about the idea, and I appreciate it."
"Just don't give me a lot of bullshit, all right? I'm willing to let you get things off your chest, like the girls said you needed to do. Just do me the fucking courtesy of not lying to me. Tell me the truth or shut up and get the hell out of here."
She nodded. "I will--no lies, no bullshit. And Rob? I'm sorry--more sorry than I can ever find a way to say. For everything I did."
"Yeah? Well, that's great. Everything's just peachy now, you know, Helen?" I realized I was getting angry--more upset than I had anticipated. I took a deep breath and said, "sorry. I'll be quiet--just go ahead."
Afte a few moments she said, "you need to know that what I did wasn't about you, Rob, or about our marriage. I'm sure you must have wondered about that--wondered what you did wrong.
"But it was me. A door got opened by mistake and I fell through it, and I wound up living in two worlds at once; the one with you and the girls, and another, crazy twisted-up one where I acted like a whore."
I snorted, but kept my mouth shut. Let her tell her goddam story, however ridiculous it sounded.
"You remember seven years, ago, the summer my mom and dad died?"
Of course I remembered. Her father had a sudden stroke and dropped dead in his back yard on a beautiful June afternoon. Her mother was beside herself with grief; she stopped wanting to live, and less than three months later she passed away in her sleep. It had been devastating to all of us, but especially to Helen, their only child.
"And then that fall, not more than a couple of weeks after my mom's funeral, Arlene was hit by a car?"
I nodded. All three of those deaths had been in the same short period of time. Arlene and Helen had been co-workers in the catering business and very close friends.



"Anyway, I just fell apart after all that, as I'm sure you remember. I felt lost, like I didn't even know what my life was for. I went through the motions--going to work, taking care of you and the girls--but I really wasn't in my right mind.
"And then in November, on a weekend you were in Tennessee hunting with Joe, I suddenly made up my mind to go out with Sandi (a divorced former neighbor of ours) and have a couple of drinks. I don't recall where the girls were, probably sleeping over at a friend's house.
"But I just had to get out, be on my own, do something different. We went to Pirozzi's and drank; and danced with some guys; and then it got late and one of the men we'd been dancing with offered to take Sandi home. I could see she wanted to sleep with the guy, and I'd driven us there, so I said okay.
"And then--" she stopped suddenly, and took a deep breath. Tears started to slide down her cheeks.
"And then a big, strong middle-aged man named Ted picked me up. Ted Archer, from Minneapolis. He chatted with me, got me to dance with him, bought me a couple more drinks--and I went to his hotel room with him.
"I can't explain it, Rob." She was looking steadily at me now, despite her tears.
"He was powerful and strong and self-assured, and somehow he brought out a submissive side of me that I didn't know I had. We went back to his room and he, he ... did whatever he wanted with me.
"Things I never agreed to with you, he just demanded--and I did them. He ... fucked me from behind until I came, and then he made me get down on my knees, suck him off and swallow him.
"It went on all night. He tied me to the bedposts and ... and licked me, until I was nearly screaming. He fucked me over and over, including anally. I did anything he wanted--I couldn't say no.
"And in the morning when I woke up I was horrified--just sick about what I'd done. I tried to get dressed quietly and sneak out of the room but he caught me and pulled me back to bed. He fucked me twice more before he let me leave.
"When I got home again I was hysterical--thank God you and the girls were still out! I showered over and over again, I threw my clothes away, I was beside myself. I couldn't understand how I could have betrayed you like that, and how Ted could have made me do things I told you I never wanted to do. I fell down on my knees and prayed to God to forgive me, to keep my secret and give me a chance to make it up to you.
"And that night--I can't imagine that you remember it now--I was clingy and affectionate and a little scared, as though we'd had a fight and I was sorry. I told you I didn't want to make love--because I was afraid you'd be able to tell what I'd been doing--but I clung to you and asked you to snuggle with me all night.
"And when I saw after a few days that my secret was safe, that you didn't realize what I'd done, I cried with relief and dedicated myself to making it up to you--to being the best, most perfect wife in the world. We even had more sex than usual for about a month, and I let you do it with me in a couple of positions you wanted to try, instead of refusing like I usually did."
She took a drink of her soda, looking at me with sorrow in her eyes. Her crying had stopped but she looked very sad--almost empty.
That's how it had started, she said. That one night with the guy from out of town. But the episode kept bothering her, it grew inside her mind until she was thinking about it all the time--wondering why she had let it happen, why that man's dominance had worked on her, and above all why the experience had been so exciting.
The desire for more of the same--more degrading, semi-forced sex--grew in her, a bit at a time. She fought it off for nearly two years, though she said she thought about it constantly; and then, when I was away visiting colleges with Linda and Ronnie, she did it again. She found a bar about half an hour out of town, got herself picked up, and spent the night with a truck driver being vigorously and repeatedly fucked.
"I can't begin to describe the shame to you Rob--or the excitement that went with it. I was horrified by what I was doing, truly horrified, I felt like a monster. And at the same time the sex was so exciting and the feelings were so powerful, so overwhelming, I just lost myself in them.
"I can see now, since I've been seeing Dr. Oliva, that the shame and the excitement fit together for me--almost like it HAD to be shameful and degrading for me to get pleasure like that out of sex.
"And also that my ... my sexual outbursts were a completely separate, completely compartmentalized part of my life. After the first couple of times, I started to build a little box in my head that held all the feelings about my ... my behavior.
"I still felt ashamed, even sickened, but the shame went into the box somehow, and it stayed apart from my everyday life."
She looked at you. "This must sound nuts to you. Or maybe just like a ridiculous self-justification, but it's not. I know that there is no justification for what I did, Rob.
"But it really did live in a little separate part of my brain, after a while. And with the rest of my brain I could go on loving you and the girls, and being a caterer and a housewife--and even continue being the repressed, resentful sexual partner who frustrated you so much."
After Helen's second one-night stand she stopped fighting her impulses so hard, and her hook-ups occurred more frequently, whenever the girls and I were away. "I think there were six of them altogether, or maybe seven, over two or three years. I've tried hard to remember but I'm not sure."
And then one of her customers at the catering business came on to her--forcefully, the way Ted Archer had--and she began an affair with him.
"It was like my night with Ted, except that it went on for nearly six months. We met once or sometimes twice a week, in the afternoons, and he just used me. He didn't beat me or hurt me, but he did whatever he wanted with me--anal, bondage, lots of blowjobs, sex in whatever position he wanted.
"And after that ended, I guess ... something changed. Maybe I should say something broke inside me, I don't know. But after that ... I went on to find another partner. And another after that."
Between the customer and her most recent playmate, Mark Malchek, there had been three other men over a couple of years, one of them our old friend Joe Olderman. And Helen found that she didn't need to be submissive; in fact she increasingly took the lead with each man in having sex the way she wanted to.
But it was always unbridled, unrestrained sex, just the kind I had wanted with her and that she had always denied me.
"I've thought about this a lot, Rob, and that must be the worst of all the ways I betrayed you. I am so sorry. Finding out that I'd ... been such a whore with Mark and Joe and the others, while I continued to be such an uptight bitch in bed with you....
"It can't possibly make sense to you, I guess, but the two worlds were totally separate in my head. There was Helen the wife--loving, devoted, responsible; and there was Helen the filthy slut, degrading herself and loving it.
"Because I never stopped feeling the shame; I always knew how inexcusable and destructive my behavior was. That was all part of its attraction, I guess, the whole reason for having that secret life in the first place."
*******************************
Helen stopped talking. She looked exhausted, drained. The day had clouded over and it was getting windy. She'd been speaking for nearly an hour and a half.
"Okay," I said after a bit. "Now what?" I didn't know what I was feeling. I was enraged, and saddened, and even a little bit sorry for her. How about that? But not as sorry for her as I was for me.
It was almost like she read my thoughts. She said, "I don't know, Rob. I can't even imagine how awful this is to you, and how angry I have made you."
She gave me a crooked sort of half-smile. "You're a really good man, you know that? Lots of guys would have simply killed me when they found out, not just thrown my ass out of the house."
She looked away, across the back yard, and said, "I sometimes almost wish you had. Except I wouldn't have wanted you to go to jail--not for what I had driven you to."
Turning back to me, she said, "the thing is, I know it's worse for you. I'm alone in a little apartment, without the only man I've ever loved, and I'm lonely and sad--but at least I deserve it. I look in the mirror and know that I brought this on myself.
"But you, Rob--I took our happy marriage and broke it into a million pieces, just like you did with that vase. And it's not your fault, there's nothing you did, and and nothing I can do to give it back to you.
"I would do anything--anything to atone for what I've done... But I know there's nothing I can do that would begin to make it up to you. I'm so sorry, honey."
Her head was down and she was crying steadily. I wanted to yell at her that she didn't have the right to call me "honey" anymore, but I didn't. I knew she knew that.
Helen cried for a few minutes, occasionally blowing her nose, and I watched her. I wondered why I didn't have a million questions for her--but I couldn't think of anything else I wanted to know. God knows I didn't need to hear any of the details of her adventures. What she had just told me and what I'd heard from Mark and Joe was more than enough.
"Why on earth did you pick Joe and Mark?" I suddenly burst out. "Two guys we know--one of them one of our oldest friends, for Christ's sake? What the fuck was that about?"
"I'm not sure," she said through her tears. "I've talked about that with Dr. Oliva. I guess it means I was getting even more out of control--so I wasn't being so careful any more about trying to keep my other life a safe distance from you and me.
"Maybe I was subconsciously trying to get found out--like I was so ashamed and so desperate about what I was doing, I knew the only way it would ever stop is if you caught me. So I ... I started fucking Joe, and when you didn't discover that I picked a guy who lived right around the corner.
"Pretty stupid, huh? It doesn't make much sense even to me." She kept crying, and I just sat there and watched her.
Finally she grew calm, and looked at me, managing a little smile. "Is there anything else you want to ask me, Rob? Or say to me? It's not too late to yell at me, to let me know what a disgusting whore I was, and how angry you are for everything I destroyed."
I got up and started to pace around the patio. "I don't really see the point, Helen. There's nothing I can say or do that will change anything. You took a fucking hand-grenade and threw it right into the middle of our marriage and blew it up. End of story.
"And now it's a year and a half later. Obviously I'm not angry the way I was at the time--just sad. And bitter, I guess.
"I hope that telling me the story was helpful to you--with your therapy. Frankly, it didn't do much for me. And I have to tell you that all that shit about two separate lives, and keeping one of them in a box--well, it sounds like elaborate psychological horseshit, to be honest."
She smiled. "I don't blame you. Dr. Oliva told me a lot about it--it's called 'schizoid sexuality', can you believe it actually has a name? But if it sounds like horseshit to you, that's fine.
"I wasn't trying to make excuses for what I did, Rob--there are no excuses. But I needed to own up to what I did--to you above all, the man I love, the person I hurt the most."
"Actually I do have another question," I said. "Why did you try to kill yourself?"
"After I got the divorce papers I just fell apart. I started drinking, and you know I don't hold my liquor very well. That Saturday night I went out to a bar, figuring to pick up a guy and--well, you can imagine. Let him use me.
"But the guy I went to a motel room with was so rough I got scared, and I tried to back out. He hit me and told me he was going to strangle me while he fucked me, and I started screaming. That made him back off for a minute and I ran out of the room.
"I got back to my car, jumped in it and drove away, the whole time just sobbing, scared out of my mind. And when I got back to the apartment I felt so ashamed--so horrified by what I had done. That night, and all the years before, with all those men....
"So I just swallowed the pills. At least I could make the pain stop, I thought. But after I'd done it I suddenly thought about the girls--I just couldn't do that to them. What I'd done to you was bad enough, but I couldn't deprive them of their mother. So I called Ronnie, and thank God she called 911 and--"
She shrugged. "They got me to hospital in time. I felt like such an awful person, lying there, while the nurses were all so nice to me. As if I weren't a selfish, cheating whore."
Helen sat there, just staring at the ground. Then she pulled herself together and stood up, looking at me seriously. "Thanks for letting me come talk to you--that was very generous of you."
She smiled again. "I guess the girls probably worked on you pretty hard, didn't they?" I nodded, and couldn't help but smile back.
"I will do anything I can to make amends, Rob, even though there's nothing in the world that can make up to you for what I've done. But I mean it--please--if there is ever anything, just let me know."
She headed around the garage towards her car; and when I started to follow she said, "no, don't come with me, okay? Just let me drive away." I could see that she was crying again. I let her go, just standing there in the back yard, and watched her disappear around the corner of the garage.
*******************************
I didn't know what I felt. I was angry and a little, I don't know, shaken up. Listening to Helen had brought back all the horrors of when I first found out about her and Mark--the rumpled bed, the smell of sex in our bedroom. All those visions I'd had of her being ridden by another man came back into my mind, and I couldn't chase them away.
I went inside and picked up the phone.
"Hey, Matilda? It's me. Listen, I know I was going to pick you up at 6:30 for the movie, but are you free right now?
"Great. Could you come over? I really need you.
"Terrific--see you in ten."
When Matilda arrived she could see I was upset; she gave me a big hug and looked at me carefully. "Conversation with Helen didn't go so well?"
I shook my head. "It was okay. A lot of fucking psychobabble, but nothing much I didn't expect. It's just ... I don't know, actually. I just don't feel very good."
She smiled and kissed me. "Poor baby--I have a couple of ideas about how to make you feel better."
She led me up to the bedroom, got our clothes off, and in no time we were kissing and stroking one another. I buried my face between her big tits and closed my eyes--it was like I needed to lose myself there.
When we were ready to fuck I pulled her up on her hands and knees and got behind her. I slid smoothly into her wet pussy and paused, as we both groaned. I started to stroke into her, slowly at first, and then I started to speed up.
"Baby?" I said. "I don't want to hurt you, but is it okay if ... if I fuck you really hard? I don't know why, but--"
"Sure, Rob," she said, smiling over her shoulder at me. "Just give it to me, hold onto my hips and give me a good ride. Really pound me!"
She put her shoulders down on the bed and braced herself, and I started fucking harder. Soon I was really slamming her, going as hard and as deep as I could. I felt angry and confused. I fucked her and fucked her, pulling her hips backwards to slam against me, aware of her moans, and then I was shouting and coming like crazy, shooting into her.
We collapsed together onto the bed, and Matilda turned over to hold me in her arms.
"Okay?" she asked, and suddenly I was crying, unable to stop--and she was holding my head on her shoulder, stroking my hair, whispering, "okay, baby, it's okay." She held me tenderly and I just kept crying.
Finally I was calm again, and I sat up against the headboard, still holding Matilda close.
"Shit," I said, looking at her. She smiled at me. "I have no idea what that was about."
"Doesn't matter," she said. "How do you feel now? Any chance we could do it again and still make the movie?"
I grinned at her. "Give me a few minutes of your fantastic mouth and I'll be ready to go."
"It's a deal!" she said. "And this time I'm gonna ride you until you beg for mercy."
*******************************
On Tuesday, three days later, there was a box by the front door when I came home from work. It had a note on it in Helen's handwriting. I just stared at it for a minute, then picked it up and took it inside, putting it on the kitchen table.
The box had a homemade apple pie in it. The note said
"Dear Rob:
Thank you for listening to me the other day. It was very generous of you--more than I deserved.
I know you always liked my apple pies, and I hope you'll enjoy this one.
Love, Helen"
I made myself some dinner and ate it, reading the paper, occasionally glancing at the pie. For some reason I wasn't sure I wanted to eat it. Finally I decided I was being ridiculous.
I went into the living room and turned the ballgame on. Then I went back into the kitchen, cut myself a piece of pie, got a glass of milk, and took them back to the living room.
The game was a snoozer, and I turned it off after a couple of innings; but the pie was fantastic. I had three pieces.
*******************************
Helen's apple pie left me even more mixed-up than I'd been on Saturday. I wanted to thank her, but I knew I didn't want to speak to her. So I waited until early afternoon when she'd be at work and then I called her apartment. It was the first time I'd ever called there; I didn't even have the number until Linda and Ronnie gave it to me ("just in case," they said).
When the machine picked up I said, "Helen? Hi, it's Rob. I, uh, wanted to thank you for the pie--it was delicious.
"So, uh, that's it I guess--thanks. Bye."
****************
It was lucky for me that, just at this time when seeing Helen got my head all twisted-up, I met a woman I wanted to date. At least I thought it was going to be lucky--turns out it wasn't so lucky after all.
Her name was Leanne, and I actually met her while working on a domestic violence case. Jim and I had hauled some jerkoff out of his house; he'd gotten drunk and slugged his wife a couple of times. The neighbors called the cops and when we got there she was locked in the bathroom--when she came out we could see the bruises on her face.
So the guy got to sleep it off in the cell at the station house, and the next day an attractive woman of about 40 showed up to bail him out. She was his sister and her name was Leanne. Tall and slim, dark hair, and divorced (as I learned later).
She didn't have much good to say about her brother--"but he's family," she said with a sigh. I nodded and said I knew what that was about. We chatted while she waited for the bail paperwork to go through; and then on a whim I asked her if I could buy her a cup of coffee.
She looked at me in surprise, then said, "I don't have time today--but I wouldn't mind having lunch sometime, if you like." We made a date for the next day, at a diner two blocks from the precinct. It turned out she worked in an office not far away.
Sounds great, right? We had lunch and we really hit it off. Leanne was cute, I liked her sense of humor, and she seemed interested in me. So I asked her out to the movies that Saturday.
Only when I told Matilda on Friday that I was busy the next night, and asked if we could get together on Sunday instead, she practically took my head off.
"You son of a bitch!" She hissed at me. We were in a quiet corner of the station house, so at least she kept her voice down. "I've been fucking your eyes out for nearly a year and a half, and now you've got a fuckin' DATE?"



I looked at her, utterly confused. "But Matilda, you were the one who--"
She rode right over me. "I was the one who picked you up off the floor when that whore knocked you down and drove a truck over you. I was the one who got you back in the game and gave you more good sex than you'd had in your whole miserable life--you said so yourself!"
She went on in like that for a few more minutes, and I just waited until she started to run out of steam. Then I said, "Matilda, I'm sorry, but you told me at the beginning you weren't the romance type--unless George Clooney came along, and I ain't him. You said exactly what you wanted was to be friends with benefits, some no-commitment fucking."
A little less furious, she said, "can't a girl change her mind? For Christ's sakes, Rob, we've been keeping company a long time now--didn't you ever notice I'm kinda fond of you?"
Alarm bells were ringing loud and clear in my head now. I said, "honestly, Matilda, you're a terrific person. You're a great lady, and the sexiest woman I've ever known--but I always thought we'd be, you know, fuckbuddies like we've been."
I couldn't imagine a real romance, let alone marriage, with Matilda in my wildest dreams, but I wasn't about to put it that way. Still, even the gentle way I did put it left her steaming.
"I get the picture, you prick! Matilda's good for some nice fuck-and-suck, but nothing more than that. Well listen up, buddy--you're cut off! No more of me in your bed, you can bet on that!" And she turned on her heel and stormed away from me.
That was no fun, but at least I knew where I stood. I was going to miss the screwing, at least until I had another woman in my life; but I wasn't going to miss the pretty awful cooking, and to tell the truth I wasn't going to miss Matilda's company all that much.
So I went out with Leanne on Saturday, feeling like a free-agent ready to start something new. And after a couple of weeks of dating I could see that "lucky" wasn't exactly the word to describe my situation.
Leanne was a prude. She made it clear that we wouldn't be going any further than some brief goodnight kisses until she had a ring on her finger. What's more, she was also a control freak. Her idea of fun was sitting in my kitchen telling me which cabinet the dishes should be moved to, instead of leaving them where I was happy with them. Or why my car was too old and needed replacing. Or which six other restaurants were better than the one I'd picked for us to have dinner.
So after four dates Leanne was history. And I never looked back, despite a handful of calls from her, the last one pretty angry. The mystery to me is not how she wound up divorced, but who would have been enough of a sap to marry her in the first place.
The next weekend Jim and Patty had me over to dinner, as they did from time to time; and to my surprise we were joined by Patty's younger sister Barbara, whom I had never met before. I suspected a set-up, but I played it straight, and we all had a relaxed, pleasant evening.
On Monday morning, though, I sure gave Jim a hard time about it. He kept trying to look apologetic but blowing it by breaking out in laughter.
"Not my fault, Rob," he said, chuckling. "What Patty wants, Patty gets. She knows you're dating again--finally--and she wants you to give Barb a shot."
Barb was pretty, actually, and I could easily imagine being interested. But I was also very wary. "And what happens if she and I don't hit it off--if she decides I'm an asshole or something? Then I end up looking like the bad guy to Patty. I don't want to be in that position."
Still smiling, Jim said, "Patty and I talked about that. She was very clear: all she wants is for you to go out with Barb once, if you're willing. After that, whatever happens happens. And she swore to me that if the two of you didn't click she would never hold it against you."
What the hell, I thought. So I called Barb and took her to dinner that Saturday. We had a perfectly nice time, kind of low-key, and when I dropped her off I thought I'd get a nice kiss and that would be it. But she took my hand and said, "will you come in for coffee, Rob? It's still early."
I'm no idiot. She made some coffee, excused herself to change, and came back wearing a see-through black lace nightie that got my complete attention. Then she kneeled down in front of me, pulled my pants down and blew me right there on the living room couch. It wasn't a world-class blowjob like Matilda's, but I certainly enjoyed it.
After that I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom, and we fucked enthusiastically. Three times, in fact. We fell asleep after the first, but she woke me up with her mouth in the middle of the night, then climbed on and rode me in the dark for a while. And the last time was first thing in the morning--after which she made us bacon and eggs and sat naked on my lap feeding them to me.
I drove away tired, dazed, and happy. The sex had been lots of fun, and there was clearly the prospect of more--as much as I wanted. Barb was lively and attractive, and while I hardly knew her I certainly didn't object to the idea of getting to know her better, while getting a lot of sex in the bargain.
But it wasn't long before I figured out why Barb was still single at 44, despite how pretty she was. On our second date we went to the movies, then back to my house--where we spent the night doing what we'd done on our previous date.
The next morning, over breakfast, Barb began hinting pretty obviously that she was ready to move in with me. She could see "how a woman's touch would really improve this place," she asked me what kinds of things I liked to eat for dinner, she complained about how small her apartment was and how high the rent was.
I was too shocked to respond, so I wisely kept my mouth shut (for once). But by our third date she was talking about marriage. She asked when I was going to introduce her to my daughters, saying it was important that she develop a good relationship with them.
Needless to say, this was about 90 mph faster than I was prepared to go. Marriage? For Christ's sakes, I'd spent three nights with this woman! But when I tried to point that out to her, carefully, things got worse.
First, she ignored or misunderstood all my gentle hints. So I finally said something more direct. "Barb, I feel like things are moving awful fast for us. I like you, but I am not anywhere near being ready to think about marrying again."
She looked at me coldly and said, "why buy the cow when the milk is free, eh Rob?"
"No, Barb, I--"
"If you weren't ready for marriage, then why the HELL have you been screwing me each time we get together? What is that about?"
"Barb, I guess we're both--"
"No, you son of a bitch," she said, icily. "You're just another jerk who's led around by his dick. Do anything to get a girl into bed, get another notch on his belt. Never mind how she feels, how lonely she is..." and at this point Barb suddenly dissolved into tears, sobbing at my kitchen table, her face buried in her hands.
I tried my best to comfort her but she stayed angry and tearful, refusing to talk to me. In the end I drove her back to her place, where she slammed the car door in my face and went into her apartment.
A bit mystified, I went home and called Jim. "Is your sister-in-law fuckin' nuts or is something wrong with me?"
He laughed. "Let me guess," he said. "You had a good time for a couple of dates and all of a sudden she's talking engagement rings and china patterns and where should we go on our honeymoon. Am I close?"
"On the nose, partner. I take it this has happened before?"
"I'm afraid so. Patty and I wondered if we should have warned you about it, but we decided just to let it play out. Barb gets overeager, to say the least. She's probably scared away a dozen guys or more.
"It's a shame, too, because she's a nice person. But based on past experience, Rob, she won't even talk to you now. You're history."
"Well," I said, "that's probably okay with me. That was one scary conversation we had! She was fun, but saying she jumped the gun a little doesn't begin to cover it.
"So are we okay? I mean, is Patty gonna hate my guts now?"
"Not at all, Rob. You gave it a shot, that's all she could have asked you to do."
*******************************
As the weeks went by my dating luck didn't improve any. I went out with a few other women--the cousin of a cop I knew, a really cute waitress at a diner I liked to have lunch in--but nothing ever went anywhere. Sometimes I got laid, mostly I didn't. I wasn't sure I was completely over Helen and ready to get serious, but it didn't matter anyway because I didn't click with any of the people I was dating.
In the meantime, Helen was bringing me food once a week. After the apple pie had come a peach pie--really good. And as before I left her a phone message to say thanks.
Then it turned into a regular thing. A roast chicken, a meat loaf, a big pasta salad. Suddenly I was eating well again, at least a couple of times a week, but without Matilda I was back to living a pretty sexless existence.
On a Saturday afternoon I was driving back from the hardware store when I saw Helen. She was in the parking lot at the Acme, loading her bags of groceries into the Volvo. I was sitting at a red light so I watched her, aware of all her familiar little mannerisms.
I drove home and went back to work on the bathroom tile I was re-grouting, but my mind was wandering. About an hour later I stood up, washed my face and hands and changed into clean clothes. I got into the car and somehow, without allowing myself to think about it, found myself in front of Helen's apartment building.
When she opened the door she was shocked to see me, but after a moment she gave me a smile--a kind of hesitant one. "Hi, Rob--please come in. This is a nice surprise."
She was wearing shorts and a green knit top. She looked good. Less upset than when she'd come to the house. Still shapely, the way she'd always been, though she was thinner than when we'd been together.
"Hi Helen." I walked in and sat down on the couch in her small living/dining room, still wondering what the hell I was doing there.
"I wanted to thank you for all the great food you've been bringing over. You're still the best cook I've ever known--it's been delicious."
She gave me a big smile, obviously very pleased. "I'm glad, Rob. I hoped that--well, I hoped you'd like it. I still like to cook for you."
We sat in silence for a minute. Her smile faded and she looked a bit uncertain. She must have been wondering what the hell I was doing there. I wondered that myself.
"Helen," I said suddenly. "I want you to suck me off." Until I said it I hadn't realized that was why I had driven over there.
She looked completely stunned for a moment. And then she smiled, shyly, and said, "okay, Rob."
She came over and kneeled in front of me, looking up at me very seriously. And she undid my belt and my zipper, and then slid my pants and boxers down around my ankles. Then, without any hesitation, she leaned forward and began kissing and licking all around my cock--my pubic hair, my thighs, and then, holding my soft penis out of the way, my balls.
I just sat back and let her do it--kind of amazed by what I'd just said, and her reaction. She lifted my cock and gently sucked all of it into her mouth--easily, since I didn't have an erection yet. But it grew quickly. Her mouth felt so hot and wet, and she swirled her tongue around my cock deliciously.
Within a minute or two I was hard and stiff, and then she began really working on me. She used her lips and lots of tongue, keeping her teeth well away from me, and she blew me slowly and lovingly--and skillfully, I had to admit. I couldn't help thinking how experienced she obviously was, and none of it with me. And rage mingled with my pleasure and excitement.
For a while Helen kept her eyes on my dick as she sucked it, then pulled back to lick up and down it like an ice-cream cone. When it was slick she stroked it gently while sucking on my balls--God that felt incredible! Then she went back to blowing me, sliding smoothly up and down my cock with her soft wet lips.
After several minutes I noticed she was watching my face, and I could see tears streaming down her cheeks. Our eyes met and we watched each other as she worked on me, getting me more and more excited. I started to grunt and push my hips at her and she got faster, sliding up and down, using one hand to cup my balls.
And suddenly I was seconds away from coming, and she sucked harder, and I shot up into her throat as she pushed her head down on me, taking my cum deep in the back of her throat. I gasped and cried out and she stayed with me; and as I relaxed, slumping back on the couch, she sucked and licked gently, cleaning me as I softened. She didn't let go until I was completely soft again.
Her eyes were red from crying, and her face was wet with her tears. I felt totally mixed-up: grateful, soothed, angry, bitter. I figured we were both thinking the same thing: all those years she did this for other men, when she could have been doing it for me!
We looked at each other, silently; and I pulled a handkerchief out of my pocket and handed it to her, so she could wipe her face. "Thanks, Rob," she said, very quietly. I think she wanted to say more, but she just sat back on her heels, still kneeling in front of me, and looked down at the floor.
"That ... felt really great, Helen," I said. There was a long, tense silence.
Suddenly I couldn't stand it anymore. "I gotta go," I said gruffly. I stood up, pulled up my boxers and pants, and left the apartment without looking back. I listened behind me, but Helen didn't say anything else.
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Driving home from Helen's apartment, I had no idea what had just happened and what it meant. Well, that's not right--I knew what had just happened: I asked her for a blowjob and she gave me one. And she seemed to get into it, too.
But what it meant, and what was going to happen next--that's where I was confused. Did I want to start having sex with her again? Did I even want to see her again?
I put it out of my mind and got on with my life, wondering idly whether the weekly food deliveries would stop. But on the following Tuesday, there was a casserole dish with Helen's chicken cacciatore in it--one of my favorites, as I'm sure she remembered. I made a big pot of rice and had it for three straight dinners.
I still didn't know what to say to her, though, so I left my thanks in a voice message as usual, during the day while she was out. The week after that she left me a pasta salad.
In the meantime I was busy with work, and with politics at work. A new desk sergeant had transferred into the precinct--he was a total pain in the ass, an arrogant jerk, and he seemed to take an instant dislike to Jim.
This was proof that the guy was an asshole; there wasn't a man or woman on earth who didn't like Jim, a gentle, cheerful and totally dependable guy. There's no one I ever knew in the department I'd rather have as a partner, and more than once other guys told me the same thing.
But this sergeant, Buster Rheedon, had it in for Jim for some reason--he even tried to get him docked a day's pay because his time-sheets were supposedly fucked-up. This crap went on for a couple of weeks, until 18 of us went to the captain and said that if Rheedon didn't transfer out, there were going to be some "Blue flu" days starting soon.
The captain was a good guy, and he'd already heard complaints about Rheedon. He gave a big sigh, pushed his cap back on his head, and said he'd take care of it. A week later we heard that Rheedon was moving to the 26th--and good riddance, was how we all felt.
Jim was genuinely touched by how all the guys stood up for him, and he arranged a big bowling night one Friday night for all of us at the local lanes--his treat, beer and all. We had a great time, bowling and drinking and just busting on each other, the usual way cops let down with other cops.
There was a cute waitress who kept bringing our beers and cleaning up our empties--in her mid-30s, with straight blonde hair and a cute figure--and it seemed like she smiled at me each time she passed by.
I wasn't too sure, though, having had a fair amount to drink by then, so I asked my buddy Simon if he noticed it. He just laughed and said, "sure, Rob, she's hot for you. In fact, most women are--you're just about God's gift, you know it?" And he laughed again. Half in the bag, just like me--he was no use.
But the next day, when I was raking leaves in the yard and trying to get over my hangover, I thought of her again, and decided she was attractive enough to be worth a shot. So I showered and cleaned myself up a little, and after dinner I went back to the bowling alley for a beer or two.
Her name was Alice, Alice Maynard. At first I couldn't tell whether her friendly manner, her willingness to laugh and joke around with me in between customers, was just a way of getting good tips. But when I was getting ready to leave and I asked whether I could take her out for dinner and a movie, she beamed at me and said she'd love to.
Was Alice going to be the one? I was a bit old to really believe in "the one," especially after what happened with Helen. But for a while it was all too good to be true. Alice was lively and fun, she loved to dance, and she certainly liked me.
And, it turned out after our second date, she liked to fuck. When I dropped her off after our first date she thanked me warmly and gave me a long kiss before slipping inside her apartment. But the next time she invited me in, and "coffee" turned into a couple of hours of wonderful screwing, and some more the next morning.
Alice had never married, but she'd had a couple of long-term relationships that she thought were going to lead to marriage. The first guy cheated on her: after four years of living together she caught him hammering away at his secretary, right on top of his desk, when she dropped in to surprise him for lunch. And the second guy bailed after she learned she couldn't have kids. (For some reason they'd decided to get pregnant before getting married; and after a year of trying they'd been tested and she turned up infertile.)
So Alice knew all about living with a man, and about pleasing one. Her preference was for a lot of foreplay, lots of touching and licking and stroking before getting down to the fucking. It was what I'd always been starved for with Helen, and I was happy to take my time. Alice loved to have her pussy licked and fingered--that first time I made her cum three straight times that way, while she groaned and cried and jerked around on the bed. And she was also a damn good cocksucker.
Her specialty was lots of licking, up and down my cock like it was an ice-cream cone. She'd suck for a minute or two, get me really worked-up, then back away and lick me for a while, then suck some more. After about twenty minutes of that I was groaning at her, desperate to come, but she eased back off me again and then we finally fucked.
Once I got inside her she was happy to go fast--a damn good thing, as I was ready to blow my nuts. We pounded each other until I shot my cum far up inside her. It was an unbelievable relief, after all that playing around.
The next morning she woke me by spooning up against me, pushing her cute butt back against my dick. It was asleep, but it woke up in no time, and we had a gentle fuck right like that, me slipping into her from behind and quietly rocking in and out, while I held her breasts and pulled on her nipples.
For a couple of months we saw each other at least twice a week, almost always staying the night, whether at her place or mine. She told me about her life--her family and her job, her previous boyfriends--and I told her about Helen and the girls, and my life on the force.
She liked the idea of dating a cop--a man with a gun, a guy who knew how to take care of things. I was more than ten years older but that didn't seem to bother her. I expressed a little concern about that once, as we were lying in bed, and she turned playful.
"You know what they say, right Rob? Age is just a number. You're as old as you feel. And you--" she said with a grin, fondling my half-erect cock, "feel damn good to me."
The sex those first few months was really great. With a new person there's so much excitement, so much eagerness to do everything. It made me remember how things had been when Helen and I first got married, before she turned into ... whatever she turned into.
I wanted to lick Alice everywhere, kiss and touch every part of her. We spent an afternoon stroking each other's legs and arms. I liked to kiss her armpits, run my tongue in there as she giggled. I had never found 69 all that satisfying in the past--too distracting, getting your joint sucked while you're trying to lick a pussy--but we did it often, going slow, no hurry to come or to make the other one come, just enjoying the feelings.
It wasn't just good sex, either. I'd had that with Melinda. In fact, it had probably been a little hotter with Melinda--not only because she was wild (and had those fantastic tits) but because it was only sex, no romance, just the wildest fucking we could manage.
But I liked Alice. She wasn't the cook Helen was, but she was lively and spunky and had a great, optimistic outlook on life. She'd had two broken relationships, and had to nurse her mom through more than a year of dying of cancer, and worked a pretty uninteresting job as a waitress in a bowling alley, but she was cheerful. She thought each day was going to bring something good, and I liked being around that attitude.
We used to get together with Jim and Patty every couple of weeks, and it was clear that they liked Alice too. I was in the kitchen once, helping Patty with the plates while Alice and Jim were outside, and she said, "how's it going with Alice, Rob?"
I said that we were having a good time, and she replied, "this one's a keeper, I think."
I glanced at her and she smiled. "Jim thinks so too. She's smart, cute, has a good head on her shoulders. And she seems to like you, for whatever crazy reason!"
"Thanks, Patty--I appreciate that. Your opinion and Jim's mean a lot to me."
*******************************
So things were good. Alice and I made a nice couple, the sex was good and the company was good--no complaints. For about five months.
During that time I thought about Helen less and less. She was still leaving me dinners once a week, and I was still calling her machine to thank her. We didn't see each other, though, or even talk on the phone. Linda and Ronnie kept me up to date, letting me know that Helen was doing okay, the catering business was picking up.
I wondered occasionally about the blowjob she'd given me--what made me go over there, why she agreed to do it, what it meant to her. But I didn't think about it a lot, and Alice was keeping me too busy and too satisfied to worry about it.
Until Ted came back into town.
Ted was the asshole ex-boyfriend she'd caught cheating with his secretary. That had been eight years earlier, and he'd moved away to North Carolina at some point. Now he was back, although I didn't hear about it right away.
Alice and I came back to my house on Saturday night from the movies. We'd gone out for a couple of beers afterwards, and I was feeling relaxed and horny. I put my arm around her and started for the stairs, but she stopped me and said, "babe, can we sit in the kitchen for a minute?"
Her look was serious, even concerned, and it stopped me in my tracks. We sat at the kitchen table and she said, "I've got to tell you about ... about something. I haven't said anything until now because there wasn't really anything to say, but ... but now I..."
"Alice," I said, a little impatient, "can you get to the fuckin' point? What do you want to tell me?" I was eager to get this over with and go on up to bed.
"You remember Ted, right? My ex-boyfriend?"
I nodded.
"I've been emailing with him, a little, for a couple of weeks. He wrote to tell me he was moving back here, and would I be willing to have lunch with him.
"So I thought about it, and finally said okay. And last Wednesday we had lunch, over at the Benton Grill."
I certainly didn't like the sound of this--and I had a sinking feeling that we weren't going to be headed on up to the bedroom any time soon.
"Okay," I said, "and...?"
She ducked her head, then looked back at me. "And he ... he wants to get back together. He knows he fucked up when he cheated on me. He married that bitch, that secretary of his, but it didn't last more than a couple of years before she was playing around behind his back.
"And he's dated some other people, but he says he realized that I'm the love of his life. So he took a job downtown and asked me whether there's any way I could forgive him--any way I'd be willing to give him another chance."
Silence.
"And I'm guessing," I said finally, "that you didn't tell him to take a hike."
"No," she said, "I told him I'd think about it."
My face tightened, and she said, "Rob, look. I am very fond of you, and you've been real good to me. The last few months have been terrific.
"But it's just ... I don't know, exactly... I was in love with Ted. Completely. And he broke my heart with what he did. I hated him for it. But all these years I've ... I don't know, wondered about it. Because I really did think he was the one.
"And now he's back, and he wants me again. And it feels like the right thing to give it another try."
"With a guy who cheated on you like that?" My voice sounded gruff to me. I wasn't angry, exactly--but my throat was tight.
"That's the thing," she said, "I can tell he's changed. It's been nearly nine years. He's quieter--more thoughtful. He's grown up a lot from when he did what he did to me."
There were tears in her eyes. "Listen, Rob, I don't know if it's gonna work out. It might be crazy, what I'm doing. But the fact is, it feels to me like I still love him--in a way I've never loved anyone else."
More silence. She looked at the table, I looked at her.
"Okay," I said. "Should I give you a lift home?"
She raised her face to me, and there were tears on her cheeks. "Rob, I'm so sorry. But I would never ever do this behind your back. You've been so sweet to me, and ..." She never finished the sentence, and started to cry instead.
After a minute she said, "I know this may not work out, with Ted; it may be the dumbest thing I've ever done. But as great as things have been with you, it's not...."
"I get it, Alice. I'm not the love of your life. That's okay," I said. "I never really thought I was." I was unhappy, but what was the point of making her feel worse? Alice was a nice person, and she was being straight with me.
So I drove her to her apartment--nice and slow, because of the beers--and she hugged me for a long time, and gave me a tender kiss, and said thank you and I'm so sorry and a few other nice things, and then she went inside and I drove home again.
*******************************
I spent a couple of weeks without dating anybody, or even thinking of dating anybody. I worked my shift with Jim, and came home and ate and watched TV, or went out for a couple of beers at the bar the cops hang out in. Once each week I found my dinner on the porch waiting for me, and I left Helen a message the next day saying thanks.
My daughter Linda called to catch up a bit, and she asked how Alice was. They'd met a couple of times and my girls liked her.
"She's fine, I guess, but she's not with me," and I told her the story.
"Oh, daddy, I'm sorry! You deserve to be with someone nice."
I laughed. "I don't disagree with that, honey! But I'm not mad at her--she was honest with me about it, and this guy is her one true love, or at least that's what she thinks."
We got off the phone and I went back to the game. I was watching a car ad a couple of innings later and suddenly thought to myself, "and who's YOUR one true love, Rob?"
I knew what the answer was, but it didn't make me feel any better.
*******************************
Helen always brought me a dinner on Tuesdays--it was waiting on the porch when I came home from work. One Monday night Jim and I had to work late for back-up on a drug arrest that got complicated, and they wanted every extra car. I didn't get home until after 3 am, so the next day I clocked out at lunch time and went home for a nap. All that middle of the night stuff gets pretty tiring for a guy approaching 50.
I woke up around 4:30, had a shower and got dressed, then went downstairs to read the paper. When I heard Helen's car stop in the driveway I opened the front door and watched her approach, carrying a big bowl covered with tin foil.
She was surprised to see me--shocked really. "Rob! I, uh--I didn't expect to see you. I was just..."
"It's fine, Helen. I was on duty late last night so I took this afternoon off. Would you like to come in for a minute?"
"I, um--thanks, Rob, that would be nice." I held the door for her as she passed by me into the kitchen. She looked nice--hair brushed, a pretty blouse--and she smelled good too.
Turning to me, she said, "it's a paella, with shrimp and chicken and sausage."
"Sounds great," I said, taking the bowl from her and putting it on the table. "Can I get you some coffee?"
Unlike me, Helen had always been able to drink coffee at any time of day. Me, it kept me up half the night if I drank it in the afternoon.
Warily, she said, "yes, thank you." I brought her a cup and got the milk and sugar, remembering how she took it. She watched me the entire time, not saying a word, just following me with her eyes.
I kind of wondered how strange this must be for her--the two of us back in our kitchen again, like we'd been thousands of times--just not in the last couple of years. Not since I'd found about her cheating and thrown her out of the house.
I began talking to her about the kids: about Linda and the latest with her boyfriend, about Ronnie's plans for after college, and she gradually relaxed. Ronnie was finishing a degree in accounting and wanted to move to a big city--either to Chicago to be near Linda, or maybe LA or San Francisco. I figured she was a big girl, she could choose. Helen didn't disagree, exactly, but she worried about Ronnie all alone out on the West coast.
I couldn't stop looking at Helen, while we sat there calmly and talked about our daughters. How great she looked. How weird it was to be sitting here like this, as if our family hadn't been torn apart. As if she hadn't torn it apart.
"Helen, would you like to fuck?" I said it quietly, without getting up or moving towards her. Her eyes went wide and she looked at me for a long moment--a bit frightened, I thought.
"Rob, I--" She stopped. "What ... what would this mean?"
I shrugged. "I don't know. Nothing, maybe. I want to have sex with you, if you want to. If not, you're welcome to say no. I'll still thank you for the food, and enjoy it."
She looked at the table, her cheeks flushing a little.
"I'd like to have sex with you, Rob." Looking into my eyes. "But ... can I ask you to be gentle? It's been nearly two years since ... since anything has been inside me besides a vibrator."
I raised my eyebrows but said nothing. That was a surprise.
"I won't hurt you," I said. After a minute I stood up and offered her my hand. She got up and we walked together up the stairs.
*******************************
I don't know what I was expecting, but the sex wasn't all that great, or at least not at first. Maybe I was thinking that I'd get "slut Helen," the one who'd been spreading 'em for half the town all those years, rather than "wife Helen," but it didn't work out that way.
Or maybe it was just that it was too emotional, especially for her. But fucking her--I won't say "making love," because it certainly wasn't that--started off pretty disappointing. Helen was very shy; she went into the bathroom, took off her clothes, then came out and went straight for the bed, pulling the covers up over herself.
I wanted to just yank them off and make her let me look at her--but I didn't want to punish her. It was obvious she was nervous.
So I took off my clothes and got into bed, and Helen just rolled towards me and hugged me, burying her head against my neck. We held one another and kissed a little, and after a while I started caressing her back while she worked on my cock with her hands; and then after that her mouth. She absolutely knew how to blow me, though thinking about where she'd learned it still pissed me off.
When she had me nice and hard she looked up and said, almost shyly, "do you want to come on top of me, Rob? Or..."
"Why don't you ride me?" I said. I could tell she was reluctant but I didn't really care all that much. She climbed on and I held her hips as I carefully pushed into her. She was really tight, and not that wet yet, and it took her several tries, sliding partway down and then back up, before she was able to relax down on me, her ass resting against my thighs.
I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feelings. I tried not to think about Helen and me and everything that had happened. Instead I thought, "cunt. I'm inside a nice hot tight cunt and it feels good." I gently pushed up with my hips to get every last inch into her, groaning, and she started to move on me.
I lay back then, eyes still closed, and let Helen grind and swivel around on my cock. I liked hearing her breathing, which got faster when I slid my hands up her sides and held her big breasts. God they felt good! And I realized I hadn't seen them or felt them in something like two years.



I enjoyed the feeling of Helen's pussy on my dick and her delicious tits in my hands, and we just fucked. Until I heard a whimper from her throat. I opened my eyes and saw that Helen was crying, tears running down her cheeks.
I stopped moving and just looked at her. "Sorry," she said, "I didn't mean to...I just..."
I waited, and finally she said, "I can't stop thinking about...what I did to you, how awful I was, and what I lost...."
She fell forward onto my neck, my dick still stuck up her, her tits rubbing against my chest, and sobbed in my arms as I held her, thinking "well this is a hell of a thing." Like I said, not quite the fuck I'd expected, though I didn't really know what I had expected.
After a few minutes she calmed down, and she sat up and wiped her eyes. My cock was still inside her but it had pretty much softened by then.
"I'm sorry, Rob," she said again. "How about if I...?" And she lifted herself up off me and slid her mouth right back down over my cock, the first time she'd ever done that to me with her juices on it--though I bet she did it enough times with other guys.
She really worked me over this time, teasing, getting me very excited, bringing me pretty close to coming. Finally I pulled out of her mouth and got her lying on her left side, with her left leg straight and her right knee pulled up. I lay on top of her and pushed my way into her so I could fuck her in this sideways position. I'd loved doing this with Matilda, but I couldn't remember if I'd ever done it with Helen--even once, in our whole marriage.
Helen seemed to like it. Maybe the crying had relaxed her, I don't know--or sucking me that second time had gotten her more aroused, but this time we both really got into it. I was hard as a rock, and Helen moved with me, her own eyes tight shut, swiveling her hips around to bang against me when I pushed into her. I held myself up with one hand while I used the other to play with her tits, and when I was ready to come I pinched one nipple gently and her cunt tightened around me.
That did it for me--I cried out as I shot into her and I think she came at the same time, moaning my name a couple of times.
We lay there for quite a while without speaking, me sort of half on top of her, my upper body pressed against her back. Then she sat up, smiled at me kind of tentatively, leaned down, and once again started licking and sucking on my cock.
"You don't have to do that," I said.
She raised her head and said, "I thought maybe you'd want to, uh, go again after a little while. God knows I owe you, Rob."
"Do YOU want to fuck again, Helen?"
She paused, seriously considering the question. "I think I do, actually. I know I'll be a little sore tomorrow, but... it's worth it.
"But actually, Rob--what I really, really want is for you to tell me we'll be doing this again after today. I don't ... I think I would feel very sad, knowing that this was the last time I'd ever be back in your bed again."
I didn't want to think about the future--it was too confusing. I pulled her head to me and kissed her hard, swirling my tongue around against hers, stroking her tits with both hands. Then I lay back, pointed to my dick and said, "more."
She grinned at me and went back to her sucking--and this time was even better. She was more relaxed, more confident. It took her longer to get me all the way back up, but I enjoyed every minute of it. And when I was ready I said, "I want you from behind," and she smiled and nodded.
For a moment as she got into position I remembered all the times, the thousands of times she'd refused me this, and the anger came roaring back. But I fought it off; I put my hands on her hips and pushed smoothly into her, bottoming out with a groan. She gasped and said, "my God, you're so deep!"
"I don't want to hurt you," I said, and she said, "no, it's wonderful--just don't push too hard."
So we fucked, slowly, steadily, with me giving her deep strokes but not pushing hard at the end. It was mindless, just pure fucking, not thinking about anything but how my dick felt inside her, how her thighs and ass felt against me, how much I loved holding and weighing her tits in my hands.
I lost myself in it, vaguely aware of Helen's gasps and sighs, and even when I knew my orgasm was coming I managed to keep my strokes steady, until suddenly the pleasure of the climax hit me and I pulled her hips back to me hard. I couldn't help it, I needed to be inside her as deep as I could, and I may have hurt her for a minute but I couldn't stop. I came and came, pushing into her forcefully, and then I pulled her gently over sideways so that we lay on our sides, relaxed, spooning, with my dick still inside her.
"That was a good fuck," I thought, and I held her, kissing her neck, as we lay quietly, catching our breath.
*******************************
"Has it really been two years?"
We'd slept for an hour or two and now we were back down in the kitchen. Helen was warming up some of the paella and making a salad, while I set the table and worked on a beer.
"Yes. That guy I picked up after you threw me out, the night I swallowed the pills? He was the last one. A pretty horrible memory to carry around--I'm glad I have a new one to replace it with." She smiled at me warmly, and I couldn't help smiling back.
"I can't believe there haven't been...opportunities," I said. "You're a very attractive lady, Helen. Haven't you been dating at all?"
"Not for the first year or so--I was just too screwed-up. Occasionally someone would ask, but I was too busy working and seeing Dr. Oliva and trying just to put my life back together.
"Since then, I briefly dated a couple of guys. But going to bed with them seemed like a very serious matter, like something I would need to be pretty committed to do, and I just wasn't.
"They were nice and all, but there wasn't any--spark. And casual sex with a guy I didn't care about much wasn't very appealing to me."
We had our dinner, chatting about the girls, and a little about work. I made Helen laugh with the story of how we'd stood up for Jim and gotten Buster Rheedon tossed out on his ass. She told me that the catering business had added a couple of steady customers--small conference centers that gave them a lot of regular work, and that she was making better money than ever before.
"I even started to think about buying a house, but...." Her voice trailed off.
"But what?"
"I realized that what I really wanted was a home, not a house. And that buying a house wouldn't make it a home, not if I was there without...by myself."
I didn't have anything to say to that, so I let it go. The whole time with Helen had been curious: mostly it was comfortable--familiar and pleasant. We knew each other so well, after all.
And then there were brief moments, a few of them, when the memory of what she had done filled me with rage, almost like electricity jolting through me. But I'd had so many of those jolts over the past couple of years that they didn't stay with me very long. You know, nothing can hurt that much after two years, not as much as when it was fresh. It doesn't matter what it is.
I still recall my grief when my dad dropped dead of a heart attack, in the cafeteria at the factory where he worked. I was only 24. I can remember the feelings, but I don't still feel them the same anymore. I loved him and I miss him, of course--but without that blinding pain, the tears rushing to my eyes.
He's gone, that's all. And I guess it's the same with my marriage.
When Helen left we both avoided any discussion of what had happened, or consideration of what was next. The closest we came was at the door, when she hugged me.
She said, "thanks, Rob--I enjoyed that," almost in a whisper, like she was afraid to say it out loud.
I smiled and kissed her and said, "me too," and she went out to her car without looking back. I'm sure she was dying to say, "now what?" but she had the good sense not to push it.
And I grabbed a beer, went straight into the living room and turned on the ball game. I didn't want to think about "now what" either.
*******************************
I was just finishing up the dinner dishes on Friday when Ronnie called from school. This was nothing unusual, we talked every week or so, but I was instantly suspicious. My very first thought was, "shit--Helen's told her about our little get-together this week." Not the sex part, presumably, but something.
But Ronnie didn't mention a word about it--just told me about her courses, and looking forward to graduation, and sending out her resume, and all the other stuff on her mind. And she asked about Alice, was I missing her and all that.
Carefully, I said, "so, what do you hear from your mom?"
"Oh, she's okay I guess. She still really enjoys her job. I wish she'd get out more, dad, y'know? I mean, she understands she's not going to be with you, but she doesn't seem to do much dating with anybody else."
The conversation meandered on, and I was relieved. Somehow I'd assumed that Helen would tell the girls, and the very idea of it pissed me off--so I was glad to be wrong.
*******************************
Over the next few days I found myself thinking about Helen a lot, at random times when nothing else was going on. Fucking her had been nice--not great at first, but then exciting--and having her around the house had been more of a pleasure than I thought it would be.
So on Tuesday afternoon I suddenly picked up the phone and called her at work.
"Hi Helen, it's Rob."
There was a pause, and then she said, "oh, hi Rob! How are you? I didn't expect you to call." She sounded pleased.
"Yeah, well I--listen, I thought you might be dropping off food today? Well, why don't you come a little later and we can have dinner together? I can be home by about 5:30, quarter to six."
"That would be great," she said. "I've got a shepherd's pie, and I'll throw together a salad before I come over."
We talked for another minute and then got off the phone. To my surprise, I found I had a hard-on. Guess I wasn't just looking forward to Helen's cooking!
I clocked out a little early so I could get to the house before Helen, and I was able to set the table and straighten up the kitchen a little before she rang the bell. She looked nice--not wearing anything special, but her hair looked pretty and she looked glad to see me.
"I'm having a beer--you want something?" I asked as we brought the food into the kitchen.
"A diet coke, please, if you have one." I filled a glass with ice and poured the soda for her; then, smiling, we toasted each other and drank.
A little nervously, she started telling me some story about her friend Gloria at work--something about an amusing mix-up with three-bean salad and lobster salad. I wasn't really listening, I was just watching her, seeing all the familiar gestures and expressions I knew so well.
Without saying anything I crossed the room, took the glass from her hand, and gently pulled her into my arms, kissing her. Helen look surprised but didn't resist me. I leaned her back against the counter and kept kissing, as our bodies pressed tightly against one another. My hard-on had returned.
When I pulled away from her a little, Helen's face was flushed. She started to say something but I just put a finger on her lips and she stopped, looking at me with wide eyes.
I gently cupped her breasts in my hands and began caressing them through her blouse. She looked shocked but didn't resist me. After a minute her face relaxed, and she slid her hands up into my hair to pull my head back down for more kisses.
When I felt her nipples harden through her clothing, I unbuttoned her blouse and reached around to unhook her bra; then I returned my hands to her bare breasts, caressing and teasing the nipples, still enjoying Helen's lips and our tongues dueling together.
Her breathing quickened as I lowered my head and took a nipple into my mouth, sucking gently on it while my hand played with her other one. I reached for the side zipper of her skirt, unzipped it and pushed the skirt to the floor; then I stepped back and smoothly slid her panties down her legs. All the while neither of us said a word.
She looked hot, standing there naked from the waist down, her blouse open and her bra hanging loosely on her chest. I bent down, picked her up under her thighs and lifted her up onto the counter.
It caught Helen by surprise--she gasped, then giggled. "I forgot how strong you are," she said into my ear as I set her down.
Then I stepped in between her legs and we kissed some more, my hands returning to her breasts again. She was very excited, pushing her tongue hard into my mouth and arching her breasts out towards me.
I bent to her breasts again, taking a nipple in my mouth, and I slid a hand down into her pussy, which was already hot and wet--I could smell her arousal strongly. I wasn't thinking about anything, just doing whatever I wanted with her. The combination of my mouth on her tit and my fingers diddling her pussy had her panting.
Helen growled in her throat as I nibbled her hard nipple and slid two fingers in and out of her cunt, and she started rocking her hips back and forth to get me deeper. I pulled her hips to the edge of the counter, then bent down and stuck my face right in between her legs--suddenly I was wild to lick her pussy.
She cried out as I stabbed my tongue into her cunt, then I started licking up from there right over her clit, again and again, my hands still pulling on her breasts.
"Rob, oh--Rob, it's, ohh--" She was gasping, bucking her pussy against my face, pulling my head against her with both hands, and her cries got louder and higher as I worked on her. I wanted to make her come, and when she did I stayed at her, licking and sucking, rubbing her with my tongue, and she jerked and bounced against me, moaning.
Finally she pushed my face away from her and pulled me up to kiss her. Her eyes were wild, and she pushed her tongue into my mouth excitedly.
I stepped back, kicked my sneakers off and pulled off my pants and boxers. My cock was aimed right at her box, a loaded weapon, and I slid it straight into her, groaning at her heat.
Right away we were fucking hard, but the angle wasn't right and I couldn't go deep. I pulled out, and without a word picked her up by the thighs again, as she wrapped her legs around me and her arms around my neck.
Leaning back a little to balance her weight, I carried her into the living room and laid her down on the rug, where I immediately fell on her and slammed my cock back inside her.
"Oooohh," she moaned, a rising note as I pushed into her, and we fucked hard. Or maybe I should say I fucked her hard, as she wrapped her legs around my waist and urged me onwards.
"Oh--yes--baby--take me--yes," she gasped out rhythmically as I slammed into her. I wasn't angry, but it was kind of an angry fuck, very intense, no subtlety. She was hot and very wet, and I was as hard as a 50-year old guy gets. We humped and pushed at each other, me taking hard, deep strokes, and when my orgasm came I shoved myself in as deep as I could get, raising up on my toes to push, push at her, reveling in the feelings. It was the furthest thing from making love--it was pure fucking. It was great.
I collapsed on top of her, and then after a minute I rolled to my side but pulled her with me, keeping her tight against me, my shrinking dick still inside her. I lay there with my eyes closed and Helen kissed me, all over my face, gently, little kisses. I wondered if she was tasting her own pussy juices on me.
Finally she stopped, settling against me, and we rested, eyes closed, dreamily. Just relaxing. After maybe a half hour she stood up and reached down for me. "Come with me?" she said, smiling.
I got up and she led me by the hand up to the bedroom, where she unbuttoned my shirt and got it off me, then arranged me face down on the bed. "Just relax," she said quietly.
She took off the rest of her clothes, climbed on top of me and started to massage and stroke me, all over, using her hands, her body and her breasts to rub against me. She slid up and down my arms, rubbed my shoulders and neck, dragged her breasts over my back and my ass, turned around and rubbed up and down my legs.
She took her time, and I just lay there and enjoyed it. After a while she started to concentrate on my thighs and ass, rubbing and massaging harder. She pushed my legs apart and bent over to start kissing my thighs and my ass cheeks, and soon my cock was hardening again underneath me.
Helen slid her hand under me to pull my cock down flat, so that it protruded out between my thighs. Then she did something that totally caught me by surprise: she lay on me face-down as if in 69-position, her crotch up against the back of my neck, her chest and tits rubbing against my back, and she lowered her head into the space between my legs and started licking and kissing my cock.
She kept alternating between my dick, the tops of my thighs, and my ass. She could only reach the back of my cock since the front of it was pressed against the bed, and the partial contact was teasing and exciting. After a while I was groaning and rolling my hips a little to rub my dick against the bed.
She played with me this way for a long time, and when she could tell I was getting desperate she climbed off me and gently rolled me over on my back. With a big smile, Helen gave me a quick kiss on the lips; then she climbed back on me in true 69-position, her knees on either side of my head, and took my joint in her mouth, sliding her lips several inches down it.
By then I wanted to come. I pushed my hips up at her, wanting to stroke in and out of her mouth, and I buried my face into her wet pussy. We licked and kissed and sucked each other and it got frantic pretty quickly, and then Helen sucked hard while using one hand to caress my balls and I shot a load down her throat. It was intense--I gasped and cried out and pushed myself as deep into her as I could, while she kept sucking, until I relaxed back down onto the bed, spent.
Helen turned herself around so she was cuddled up against me on her side, our arms around each other. I thought she would lay her head on my shoulder but she propped herself up on one arm so she could look down at my face.
I was wondering something that I didn't like thinking about; and as if she could read my mind she said, "what I did before? where I was massaging you, and then kissing and licking, you know, your ... dick, while you were on your stomach?
"I never did that before, Rob--I didn't learn that from anyone. I just, I don't know, thought of it and really wanted to do it."
How had she known what I was thinking? I gave her a big smile and she smiled back at me, happy, relieved. I pulled her down to me for a long kiss, and then she relaxed against me and we dozed for a while.
*******************************
We had a couple more Tuesdays like that--Helen came over with food, we fucked, we had a nice dinner, sometimes we fucked some more, and then she went home. I didn't want to say a word about what it meant, and she seemed content not to ask.
One Saturday there was a movie I wanted to see that I thought she would like, so I called her in the afternoon and asked if she wanted to go. She was delighted, so we had a quick sandwich at a diner we used to go to, then to the movie, and then she came back to the house with me and stayed overnight.
That time we had a long session--for some reason I got it into my head I wanted to screw her for an hour, so we took our time and did it in two or three positions. I was starting to get used to the idea that Helen would do whatever I wanted, but it was a big adjustment after so many years of being turned down. We did it missionary, then she rode me for a while.



I loved holding her breasts in my hands while we fucked--it seemed like after so many years of being denied the chance, I couldn't get enough of them. And when I pinched her nipples I could feel her cunt tighten on me. Then at the end I turned her over and fucked her hard in doggie position until I came.
Helen didn't always seem to have orgasms, but she was invariably happy and relaxed after we fucked--grateful even. We snuggled and she kissed me a lot--my neck, my face--but we avoided any lovey-dovey words. I didn't know if I felt them, and I guess she was smart enough not to say them even if she was feeling them.
The next morning she woke me up with my cock in her mouth. We fucked, then cooked breakfast together, and then did it once more in the shower before she went home. That left me pretty tuckered-out for the rest of Sunday!
*******************************
It had been more than six weeks since Helen and I started seeing each other again, and I hadn't told a soul about it, not even Jim. But the next time he and Patty had me over to dinner, I decided it felt too weird keeping it a secret.
"Can I tell you something crazy?" I asked them, while we had our coffee. "You guys are the sanest friends I have, and I guess I want to know what you think."
With a serious look Jim said, "you're coming out of the closet, Rob? Patty and I have known about it for years--we just wondered when you'd face up to it."
I didn't even crack a smile--just said, "you saw right through me, Jim. The thing is, well--I'd like yours to be the first dick I suck. Would that be all right, Patty?"
Patty spit out her mouthful of coffee and started choking, while Jim and I just laughed our asses off. When she finally stopped coughing she said, "no problem with me, Rob--I'd just like to be there when you do it!"
We all laughed some more, and then I said, "actually Jim, you didn't guess right--but it does have to do with my sex life."
For some reason I was hesitant to just spit it out. "I've actually, uh, been seeing--well, seeing Helen again. She's been bringing me food once a week and leaving it for me--you guys knew about that, right?"
They nodded, looking a bit stunned, and I went on to tell them the rest of it. "I have no idea what's going on, to tell the truth. After all this time, to be getting great sex from Helen. I suppose I should still be so fucking angry at her that I want to kill her, but I'm having a good time."
Patty squeezed my hand. "Wow!" she said. "I can't say I saw that coming, Rob. I don't think about Helen that much, and every time I do I'm so pissed at her for what she did to you!
"But the thing is, you should do what will make you happy. If seeing Helen again feels good, then by all means see her."
Jim had been just sitting there, looking thoughtful. Now he nodded and said, "I think so too, Rob. My loyalty is to you, as you know. As long as you're having a good time, and she's not hurting you, I'd say go for it."
We talked a little longer, and Patty asked, "do you think you guys are going to get back together?"
"I have no idea. I can't imagine ever marrying her again, that's for sure! Been there, done that, bought the fuckin' tee-shirt.
"But on the other hand... I don't know. She cooks great, you know that. And I'm getting all the sex I want whenever she's around. And there's that ... that comfort, you know? That familiarity. We know each other so well, we work together well. All that 'good marriage' stuff that I used to appreciate, back when our sex-life was driving me crazy.
"So I guess I really have no idea. I have thought a couple of times about having her move back in--but I keep backing away from it. So I guess I'm not ready for that yet."
We talked for a while more, about this and that, and when I was leaving Patty brought the subject up again.
"Whatever you do, Rob, it should be what YOU want. You're entitled to be happy--with or without Helen. Just be careful, okay? Take your time with it."
She surprised me by giving me a big hug, and said into my ear, "we both love you, Rob."
"Thanks, Patty. I feel just the same way about you and Jim."
*******************************
I was sitting in the precinct house, doing some annoying paperwork on a burglary case, when Alice walked in. She looked great--happy, healthy. "Buy a girl a cup of coffee?" she asked.
I stood up and gave her a hug. "This is a nice surprise. I'll do better than that--I'm off to lunch in five minutes, and if you're nice to me I might even buy you a sandwich."
We had Greek salads and coffee at Angelo's (I was busy watching my weight, finding it a little harder to fit into my uniform these days) and I listened to Alice tell me how she was. My first impression was right--things were going great with the old boyfriend.
"Ted has really changed, you know?" she said. "I certainly had my doubts at first, and we've been taking it really slow. But he's thoughtful, considerate, and ... it's just been terrific, actually."
Her face changed, suddenly, from a bright cheerful smile to uncertainty. She reached over and put her hand on my arm.
"I'm so sorry, Rob--maybe I'm being a big jerk, talking about him like this. It's--"
"No, Alice, it's fine." I smiled at her. "Really. I'm happy for you. You didn't know if it would work out, but you needed to see--and it's working out. That's great!"
She looked relieved. "I'm so glad you feel that way, Rob. You have always ...you always treated me great. Can we still be friends?"
"Of course," I said, wondering what the hell that would actually mean.
"Well, then," she smiled again, "can I tell you a little secret? We're engaged!"
I did all the congratulations, and "how did he ask you?" and all that shit. I actually was happy for her--just not all that interested in every little fucking detail. But I let her tell me all about it, and I said, "really?" and "that's so terrific!" at the appropriate moments.
After we parted, with a big hug and more congratulations, I went back into Angelo's and treated myself to more coffee and a piece of cherry pie. How did I feel about Alice's news? To my surprise, I wasn't very upset. We'd been good together, but we'd never "fallen in love," at least not the way young kids do.
I imagine we could easily have wound up together, married or at least living together, and it might have been great. On the other hand, I realized I hadn't missed her much--certainly not after the first couple of weeks. I'd thought of her, and remembered our having fun together. And I'd missed the sex--until Helen and I had started up again. But I hadn't really missed Alice, and it was silly to make more out of this than was actually there.
So I finished my pie and went back to work. I can't even say it was a bad day--it was just a door getting closed, the period at the end of the sentence.
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[Here's another short story in homage to Harddaysknight--as before, I can't do it as well as he can, but neither can anyone else! Also as before, the real title is something other than what I've named it--a Beatles song, of course.]
*
I suppose there aren't that many ways to find out about a cheating wife. I was dancing with Marcie Blaine at the Harvest Moon Dance, at the club my wife and I belong to. It's the South Side Golf & Country Club, one of the fanciest clubs in Chicago. Fancy things like that make Lucinda happy, and I've got the money to keep her happy. At least I thought I was keeping her happy.
Anyway, Marcie is one of Lucinda's closest friends. She and her husband Charlie were sharing our table, and he wasn't much of a dancer so I was being a nice guy and giving Marcie a chance to get out on the dance floor.
We were gliding around the floor, both of us a little tipsy, just relaxed, and I said, "you and Lucinda are certainly spending a lot of time at the gym these days. Are you two training for the marathon, or just trying to get even better-looking than you already are?"
I was just chatting, just paying a compliment. Marcie and Lucinda are in fact both great-looking women: early 30s (compared to my mid-40s), with long legs and terrific figures.
But Marcie surprised me. She hadn't been paying attention, and without thinking she said, "God no, Dave--I haven't been to the gym in weeks! I don't know why you..."
Then, belatedly, she must have realized she'd put her foot in it. I imagine she and Lucinda had worked out a story and Marcie had simply forgotten about it. I saw her look up at me in horror, so I pretended not to be paying attention.
I said, "huh? Oh, sorry, Marcie, I thought I spotted Jack Yellenick across the room. I haven't seen him at one of these dances in years. You were saying?"
On purpose I gave Marcie that second chance and she took it, watching me carefully. "Oh, I just said that Lucinda is really working me hard--she's the one who's determined to stay young-looking forever. I'd rather relax in the steam room!"
She laughed, and I chuckled along with her. I could see that she was pretty sure she'd gotten away with it, which is just what I wanted her to think. Inside, of course, I had a predictably sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. If Lucinda wasn't spending several hours at the gym 2-3 times a week, then where exactly was she?
**********
I've never liked the term "trophy wife" too much, but I had to admit that Lucinda fit the bill. My first marriage, right after college, ended within a few years, and I spent the rest of my 20s and 30s being single and working my ass off. I dated some, but mostly I devoted myself to learning the financial services business and started my own firm. We hit the $100 million billing mark when I was 38, and by the time I hit 40 I was worth about $12 million myself.
Lucinda and I met at a party, and hit it off right away. Not surprising, at least from my side--she's very beautiful and full of life, funny, confident, and smart. Far less obvious why she was interested in me--though someone may have told her about my money--but she seemed to like me from the very beginning.
We dated for six months or so before I asked her to marry me; and even though I made clear that marriage to me came with an ironclad prenuptial agreement, she was happy to say yes. At her urging we had a big, fancy, Chicago society-page wedding, then a honeymoon for three weeks in Bali where she basically tried to fuck me to death.
Have I mentioned Lucinda likes sex? Either that, or she likes pleasing me and knows I like sex. Either way, all the bed-bouncing we were doing (before and after the wedding) kept me a very happy man.
Now, however, Marcie's accidental slip made me wonder if I wasn't about to be a cliché: the cuckolded husband of a trophy wife.
It didn't take more than two weeks to get the dirty details. Lucinda had been banging Chris Remington, the staff director for Chicago Serves, a charitable organization she volunteers for. (Lucinda didn't want a regular job once we got married, and that was fine with me.)
Apparently they'd been sweating up the bedrooms of various fancy hotels for several months--God knows how they paid for the rooms, because Lucinda was careful to make sure no surprise charges turned up on her platinum Amex card.
All that fun hadn't kept Lucinda from keeping my bed warm, however. Our own sex life was as vigorous as it had been. I didn't know whether she still genuinely cared for me, or whether coming home from banging her boyfriend and jumping in bed with me turned her on somehow. And it didn't really matter. Now that I knew I was sharing her, our marriage was about to be over.
But you don't succeed in business by being a hothead and acting out of emotion--and I was quite successful in business. I decided to take at least two weeks to think about my options before I lowered the boom on my pretty, straying wife. She was gone, that was a done deal. But first I needed to know more.
And the "more" had to do with a conversation on one of the audio tapes that my PI firm told me about. They had all the audio and photos I would ever need, but I hadn't looked at or listened to any of it. She was cheating on me--our marriage was over--and that was that. No need to torture myself.
But apparently the pillow talk had been going beyond the usual, straying into the realm of "I can hardly wait until we can be together all the time," and "when you get all the money together and leave your husband." That got my attention!
So I had a little discreet investigating and auditing done. Over the past four months, it turned out, my loving bride had managed to squirrel away over $230,000 of my money. She was making the usual ATM withdrawals, never all that much at a time, but much more often than before. And she was buying dresses and shoes and accessories on her Amex card--I'd never limited her budget at all--and then quietly returning them for cash.
(I know, I know--stores won't let you do this. I assume that Lucinda was quietly working a deal with them, either because she was such a good customer or because somebody was getting a cut. Either way, she was getting away with it.)
So I had Lucinda dead to rights--but I didn't know where the money was. And I knew that $230,000 wouldn't be nearly enough to keep her happy for long, so I wondered what the rest of the plan was, and vowed to sit tight a little longer until I figured it out.
**********
Only three days later I got my answer. A young woman from the First United Bank called my office to discuss my safe-deposit box. Actually "our" safe-deposit box, because it was a joint account with Lucinda.
The young woman, Judy Stengberg, was obviously a good employee--attentive and full of initiative. She'd only been at the bank a few weeks, having gotten the job when she returned from Sweden where she'd worked for several years (and acquired a husband.)
And she was calling to let me know that my wife had made quite a scene earlier that day. She'd tried to access our box, but Judy had informed her that she couldn't open it unless I was also present and signed the bank's ledger. It seems Lucinda had gotten rather demonstrative, and Judy had needed the assistance of two security men to get her to leave.
It took no more than a few moments before I realized that I now knew the rest of Lucinda's plans. Our safe-deposit box contained, among the various legal papers of no financial value, nearly $2 million of jewelry that I had bought for my lovely wife: a dazzling diamond choker, some diamond-stud earrings, and a sapphire-and-diamond bracelet.
I had always thought that, whatever my other charms, it was these expensive purchases that convinced Lucinda of my potential as a husband. And it now seemed that she viewed these trinkets as getaway money for her and Chris the boy-toy.
A few more days of audio surveillance gave me the rest of what I needed. Lucinda had already given Chris the cash (seems like she was pretty trusting for an adulterer!). They'd bought their plane tickets, for two separate and elaborately indirect trips to Rio de Janeiro. All that remained was for Chris to impersonate me at the bank and help Lucinda remove the jewels from the safe-deposit box. After that they'd be on their way.
Whoever said "knowledge is power" is absolutely right. The rest was child's play.
**********
On the morning of Thursday, November 19 Lucinda made a point of waking me up a little early. She had a nice way of doing it, too--with her mouth on my cock, followed by an energetic cowgirl ride until we both came hard. Then she dragged me into the shower where we played a little more while we washed each other.
"That was quite a start to the day, honey," I said. "Is today a special occasion?"
She smiled back, and passed me the coffee. "Not at all, Dave--I just felt like making sure you knew how I felt about you." She came around and sat down in my lap, snuggling up and feeding me a piece of bacon.
We cuddled and kissed through the rest of breakfast, and then I went off to get dressed for work. As I was putting on my coat she came down into the hall and said, casually, "oh, by the way, honey? That damn board meeting got moved to tonight, so I may be out rather late. It's a big nuisance, but I promised I'd go. D'you forgive me?"
I got another big hug and kiss along with the question, and of course I told her it was all right. Not hard to see what she had in mind. She was setting me up not to worry, giving herself a few extra hours before I wondered where she had disappeared to.
**********
I was smiling as I sat at my desk. Today was the day and everything was in place. Lucinda's flight was scheduled to leave at 2:35, and Chris's on another airline at 3:15. My people would be at the airport by 12 noon, and when Chris tried to board he'd be arrested for concealing more than $10,000 in cash in violation of Federal currency regulations. I had the evidence to show that the money was mine--well, mine and Lucinda's--and there was little doubt that he'd be in jail for some time to come.
But no one was going to bother Lucinda. She'd check her bags, board the plane, and be on her way. After about 19 hours and four flights she'd be landing in Rio, ready to start her new life with Chris, a lot of cash, and a great wad of valuable jewelry. The only trouble was, there wouldn't be any Chris, or any cash.
My phone rang just after 11:30--as expected, it was Judy Stengberg.
"They were just here," she said. "As you predicted, your wife came in with someone else--a tall guy, a bit younger than her. He signed your name and they spent a few minutes with the safe-deposit box, then they left."
I smiled broadly. "Thanks, Judy. You've been a terrific help. And I really appreciate your letting me quietly get into my box the other day, once I explained the situation."
I leaned back in my chair, relishing the vision of Lucinda on the plane holding her big purse on her lap with $2 million of jewels--not knowing they were fakes, worth about $150. Somehow I doubted that would be quite enough money to give Lucinda the life she was hoping for.
"Listen," I said. "I'd like to express my appreciation personally. How about if I take you and Hendrik out to dinner this Saturday? Someplace really fancy, like La Rondine?"
Judy giggled and said, "thanks, Uncle Dave--that would be great!"



        

  
    The Blonde Ch.  01
  
  The Blonde Ch.  01

        Is there such a thing as being TOO sexy?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-blonde-ch-01

Title: The Blonde Ch. 01

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Is there such a thing as being TOO sexy?

Tags: romantic, courtship, cheating, sexy wife

Series: The Blonde


[Author's Note: This is Part 1 of a three-part story. The next two parts will each appear in a day or two.]
The Akropolis Diner probably doesn't serve the very best breakfast in Indianapolis, but the waitresses are cute and friendly, the coffee is excellent and it's only eight blocks from my apartment, and right on my way to work.
About a year earlier I had discovered that Amy, my ex-wife, was more interested in riding our neighbor's dick than she was in being married to me. Actually, she seemed to want both; she was pretty upset when I yanked her off Stuart's cock, slugged him in the jaw, packed a bag and left the house. We were divorced about four months later, despite all her best efforts to tell me "it didn't mean anything, I was the only man she loved, she'd just gotten a little bored," etc.
Once I got over the rage of being betrayed by someone I really loved--and once I got laid a few times and figured out that her cheating was her problem, rather than something wrong with me--it turned out I didn't miss her that much. But I'd gotten used to somebody else cooking me a nice hot breakfast, which is why the Akropolis became part of my morning routine every day before work.
I would have my daily cholesterol and coffee, read the Sports pages and the Op-Eds in the Star, and flirt a little with Iris and Debbie, the two morning waitresses. They were both cute, both married, and both happy enough to flirt right back. We all knew it didn't mean anything.
One morning my contemplation of the woes of the Reds, the team I'd rooted for against my better judgement ever since my childhood in Cincinnati, was interrupted by a hushed but intense conversation from the booth behind me. One woman sounded pretty distraught, and her friend was trying to cheer her up.
"You just don't know what it's like, Katie." Her voice sounded choked, like she was about to cry. "A procession of guys thinking I'm nothing but a cunt--not even a human being. I get hit on fifty times a day, and I'm the loneliest person in Indiana."
"C'mon, Tommie, it's not that bad. You've had more boyfriends than all the rest of my friends put together! And some cute ones, too--what about that guy Scott? He's really hunky, and he sure was into you that time we went out to dinner."
"That bastard! Do you know what he did? He was so nice to me, so loving and sweet--until he got me into bed. And then all he wanted to do was fuck me, day and night. Did he want to go out? See a movie, take a walk in the park? No, he wanted to bend me over his kitchen table!" Her voice was bitter, angry.
"He loved to talk dirty to me--'babe, you've got the best tits and the hottest pussy I've ever seen, I could fuck you forever,' crap like that. Not 'you're a lovely person, I really care about you'."
Katie said, "oh Tommie, I didn't know it was so--"
"And then one night he brought two friends over. He was coming over for a nice dinner at my apartment, and we were supposed to go out to a movie, 'cause I insisted?
"And he walks in with these two asshole buddies of his and wants the four of us to do it together on my bed. 'Darlin', I told Jim and Andy how hot you are, and they would really like to fuck you too.' "
Her friend sat silent for a minute--probably shocked. I know I was. Then she said quietly, "God Tommie, that's awful. What did you do?"
"I threw all three of them out of my apartment, and I lay down and cried for two hours. And, needless to say, I hung up on Scott every time he called for the next two weeks. That ASSHOLE!"
She cried for a couple of minutes before she began to speak again. "It's always been like this Katie--ever since high school. Guys think I'm hot, but all they want to do is fuck me. No one ever takes even a minute to treat me like a person.
"You don't know how lucky you are to have Eric. He loves you AND he wants your body." She laughed briefly. "Even after six years. I am so envious of you guys."
I listened with complete fascination to this conversation going on right behind my head. All thoughts of baseball were forgotten. Needless to say it had never occurred to me that being seen as incredibly sexy could be a bad thing for a woman.
After a couple of minutes I heard Tommie say, "let me go wash my face before we go, okay? I must look like a sight." And then she emerged from the booth behind me and walked down the aisle past me to the Lady's room.
From the back she looked attractive but not unusual. Medium height, blond hair worn a bit past her shoulders, nice figure in a casual summer dress that came down nearly to her knees. I went back to the paper, only to look up again a couple of minutes later at the sound of her returning to her table.
It was mesmerizing. Truly. I was aroused by the sight of her like I'd never been before in my life. Tommie was very pretty, but no supermodel. As some of my friends might put it, she was an 8 or an 8.5, but no 10. She had lovely medium-size breasts, but certainly not the body of a Playboy playmate.
But in some way I can't explain she was the sexiest, most desirable woman I had ever seen. In an instant I was imagining having her down on my table and burying my head between her thighs, or of laying her down right in the aisle and fucking her, of rolling her over on her hands and knees...
Yet a moment later I was embarrassed, ashamed. I'd reacted just the way all the men she'd been complaining about had obviously reacted to her. I forced myself to look back down at my newspaper, afraid that she'd read the obvious desire in my face, and I didn't look up again until she'd passed. A couple of minutes later, she and her friend paid their bill and left the diner.
I thought about Tommie all the way to work, and several times during the day. About the way I'd responded to the sight of her. To tell the truth I felt a bit ashamed, because it was clear that all the men in her life had been assholes and, given the chance, I probably would have done just the same. Treated her like a piece of meat, like a potential hot fuck.
And it especially bothered me because I'd heard her tearfully describing how unhappy that brand of male attention made her. I was left with the uneasy feeling that most men were jerks--and I wondered if that included me.
****************
After a couple of weeks I pretty much forgot about Tommie, though I vowed to be more respectful to the women I met. And I had a chance to live up to my vow, because about four months later I met her face to face.
I was at my desk at Minestra Business Systems, where I'm the head IT maintenance guy, when Irene Simmons came down the hall introducing a new employee. She was stopping at each cubicle, saying, "Tommie Parker? This is Hank Olson, our marketing blah blah," and before she got closer than 60 feet I could see it was the unbelievably sexy blonde from the Akropolis Diner.
So I had a couple of minutes to prepare myself. When Irene got to my cubicle I stood up and cordially greeted Tommie with a handshake and a warm smile, being sure not to let my gaze drop lower than her face.
"Welcome," I said. "Minestra is really a great place to work--I hope you'll be happy here."
"Thank you, " she said, smiling back at me. She seemed a little shy. Irene said, "Tommie will be taking over as Ben's administrative assistant in the Sales Division."
"Oh, you'll like working for Ben," I said. "He's a wonderful guy. Now, it's a good thing you won't be in Irene's office--boy, is she impossible! Why the stories I could tell you..."
Irene chuckled and punched my shoulder lightly. I glanced at Tommie and was relieved to see she could tell I was joking.
I made another brief comment, about how I was the guy to call if she needed any IT help, and then I said goodbye and turned back towards my desk. I was working as hard as I could to be warm, welcoming, and unthreatening.
To my delight I heard Irene say to Tommie as they moved down the hall, "Jack is such a kidder, but he's a really great guy."
I plopped down in my chair and took a deep breath. Seeing Tommie had just the same effect on me as the first time. She was SO sexy, in a way I couldn't rationally understand. If she'd come back up the hall and whispered to me, "quit your job right now and I'll take you home and ball your eyes out," I would have been unemployed in about five seconds.
But I kept remembering the conversation I'd overheard, Tommie's absolute misery at being seen as nothing more than a sex object--and I was determined to show her that I was a different kind of guy. I might never be anything but a casual friend, but I was going to try to be the kindest and most nonthreatening friend I could be.
Ben's office was at the other end of the floor from mine, so I didn't see Tommie again that day or the next. I waited until her third day at work, figuring she'd be feeling a little less overwhelmed by then, and around 11:00 I wandered down to where Ben's assistant's desk was.
"Hi, it's Tommie, right?" I asked--as though I hadn't quite remembered her name. "I'm Jack, from IT. How are you settling in so far?"
Her smile was friendly but wary, and I could almost hear her thoughts. But we chatted amiably enough for a minute or two.
Then I said, "there's a very nice lunch place called Armando's over on Fletcher Ave., just a couple of blocks from here, if you'd like to have lunch today."
I saw the wary look deepen, her eyebrows start to knit, and before she could reply I quickly said, "oh--sorry! That came out wrong. I didn't mean to make it sound like I was asking you out.
"There's a group of six or seven of us who eat there most days--Hank Olson, whom you met, and two of the women who work with him in Marketing, and Irene sometimes comes, and a couple of others.
"We'd love to have one more--but only if you don't have other plans."
She visibly relaxed, and after a few seconds of thought she said, "that sounds nice, actually. I don't know this part of downtown so well."
"Great!" I said. "We usually meet by the elevators around 12:15. See you then?"
"Okay," she said, giving me a beautiful smile. I walked back to my office feeling like I'd made a good start.
****************
Tommie joined our lunch group most days, and within a couple of weeks she fit right in. Shy at first, she didn't talk much but laughed at the mutual teasing and joking among the others; and as she began to get more comfortable she started to hold her own, offering an occasional barb or putdown of her own.
Only one thing bothered me, though no one else seemed as aware of it: the men in the group all turned into total horndogs around her. Morty and Ted from the Accounting office could barely keep their tongues from hanging out. Even Hank Olson, about as happily married as a man could be, stared at her discreetly whenever he thought no one would notice.
Because we all knew each other pretty well there was no overt flirting--it just would have been weirdly out-of-place for anyone to come on to anyone else in that setting--but the other guys clearly felt the same lust for Tommie that had nearly overpowered me the first time I saw her.
As for me, the feelings hadn't gone away but they were dramatically changed by what I'd overheard that day in the diner. I felt bad for her--a pretty, friendly and nice person who couldn't help how the male half of the world reacted to her. She absolutely NEVER flirted herself; any teasing she did was about work, or about little things like somebody wearing a blue sock and a brown one, as Morty had managed to do one day.
She must have known very well aware what the men in the group were feeling. I wondered if the women noticed it as well; and one day I overheard Irene and Leanne talking quietly near the watercooler.
"I just don't see what's so special about her, that's all," Leanne hissed. "She's pretty, I guess, but why does that have every guy's dick tied in a knot?"
Leanne was 42 and unmarried, and a bit of a harpie. Irene said, soothingly, "I know what you mean, Leanne, but it's not Tommie's fault that I can see. She's friendly, but she dresses so conservatively, and I've never seen her even once flirt with any of them. And did you notice how she always sits on the side of the table facing the wall, so she doesn't have to get leered at by every guy who comes into the place?"
Leanne reluctantly agreed, and they began talking about something else as I passed by.
A couple of days later I came into the men's room to find Morty and Ted washing their hands side by side, and it was obvious who they were talking about.
"...just can't believe how much she turns me on. It's like I'd never seen a woman before, for God's sakes!"
"I know," Morty agreed. "It's almost embarrassing. You had any luck?"
"None. She's always nice about it, but she's turned me down four times. No dinner, no movie, no walk after work--nada. Maybe she's a Lesbian!"
They both chuckled at this, and Morty said, "Christ, would that ever be a waste.
"Hey Jack," he said, turning to me, "you had any luck with Tommie?"
"No," I said casually, "I haven't asked her out. She is kinda pretty, I have to admit."
"Pretty?! She's a walking wet dream!" Ted almost shouted at me. "She's the hottest piece of fuck I've ever seen. God, but I'd wash her panties with my mouth any day."
I laughed and said, "thanks for sharing that image, Ted. Maybe you should make the offer, and she can save on her laundry bills."
When I left the men's room they were still talking about her.
****************
The fact that I was determined to be a nice guy, to let Tommie see that a man could be friendly and warm without doing all he could to get in her pants, didn't mean that I didn't want to get in her pants.
But as time went on that changed somewhat. She wasn't any less sexy, but after a few weeks I got more used to it and the feelings of desperate lust didn't affect me so much.
More and more, actually, I found myself thinking about what a nice person Tommie was, how considerate and sweet she seemed to be, and how much I enjoyed just being around her. Would I have felt that way if she were unattractive? I asked myself that question more than once, but I never came to an answer.
I noticed how thoughtful and sympathetic she was when Irene's mother died suddenly, how willingly she interrupted her own work to take Irene out for a cup of coffee. And how patient she was with Connie, whose long-winded stories about her boyfriend sometimes threatened to take over our group lunches. Apparently Connie was dating a guy who "couldn't commit," as women like to say, and she frequently bent our ears about him.
More than once, Ted or Morty or I was ready to say, "enough already, Connie! Dump the guy or marry him, won't you?" But Tommie listened and sympathized--she always made Connie feel better somehow, when the rest of us had pretty much lost our patience.
It was nearly seven months after she came to work at Minestra before I began to think seriously about asking Tommie out. I'd just about killed myself to be a nice guy. I never allowed myself to gawk at her at lunch, like the other guys, and I never made a single remark that was sexual or flirtatious in any way.
At the same time, I casually mentioned from time to time a date I'd had with this woman or that one, indicating that I had a social life but that there wasn't anyone special. And if Morty teased me with a question about whether I was "getting any," I looked a little offended and quietly replied that Ruth or Alison or Lily was a nice person and we really enjoyed our time together.
I didn't come off sounding like a monk, I don't think, but I tried to come across as a thoroughly decent and discreet person--not a typical horny guy, in other words. And I wanted to make sure that that impression didn't change.
I waited for an opportunity to do something out of the ordinary. Tommie had mentioned at lunch one day that she'd played the violin growing up, and that while she'd dropped it after college she still really liked music.
So I emailed my friend Nick, who lived in Minneapolis and was a total classical-music nut, and asked him to look at the Indianapolis Symphony web page and tell me what concert he thought a former violinist might like.
He emailed me back recommending a concert that featured a Brahms Symphony and the Tchaikovsky Violin Concerto. He said that any violinist would be dazzled by the concerto, and that most classical-music lovers adored Brahms.
That sounded good to me. So I took his advice, got two good tickets for the concert, and then went to chat to Tommie and told her a little white lie.
She gave me the usual friendly smile when I approached her desk, signaling me to wait while she finished a call. Then she said, "hey Jack, what's up? Do you need to get in to see Ben today?"
"No, actually, Tommie, I was hoping you might be willing to do me a favor." I said it in a very low-key way--no leering, not a hint of any sort of innuendo.
"I have this aunt in Phoenix, she's retired and doesn't have much to do, and now that she's discovered the Internet she keeps herself busy staying in touch with her nephews and nieces, and giving us useful advice via email--you know, carry an umbrella in case it rains, that kind of thing."
Tommie chuckled, and I went on, "so for my birthday, feeling I was in need of culture, I guess, she sent me two tickets to the Indianapolis Symphony, and the concert is a week from Friday. It's the Brahms Second Symphony, a Mendelssohn piece, and the Tchaikovsky Violin Concerto.
"I know you really like classical music, and I was hoping you'd come to the concert with me and be my tutor. I know I'd get a lot more out of it."
I watched her eyes narrow a little as she thought it over; then she said, "I think I'd like that, Jack. A week from Friday?" She pulled a little datebook out of her purse and looked at it. "That should work. Who's playing the concerto?"
I pulled the tickets out of my shirt pocket. "A guy named Joshua Bell--he any good?"
"Oh my God," she gushed, "he's unbelievable! I heard him play at Carnegie Hall in New York once, and he... Well, anyway, he's really terrific," she concluded, looking a little embarrassed about her enthusiasm. I'd actually Googled Joshua Bell, and found out that he was not only a phenomenal violinist but something of a dreamboat. It appeared that Tommie was aware of that too!
We chatted another couple of moments, agreeing that we'd meet at the Hilbert Circle Theatre, and I headed back to my desk. I hadn't invited her to dinner, and
I'd been very careful not to say the word "date" or make it sound like anything more than just a concert.
And we had a great time. I knew a little more about classical music than I let on to Tommie, having grown up with an amateur piano player for a mother and been taken to a lot of concerts. Tommie was very enthusiastic about the concert, especially about Joshua Bell, who absolutely played the ass off his violin, and she told me a lot about the composers and the music before we heard each piece.
What pleased me the most is that Tommie seemed comfortable with me. As she always did at work, she wore conservative, unrevealing clothing--never a low bodice or tight slacks or a short skirt. And as I always did, I maintained a strictly friendly demeanor. I continued to desire her like mad, but I'm pretty sure it never showed.
When the concert was over we had a quick cup of coffee at a place around the corner, and I walked her to her apartment. I wasn't going to try for anything more than a handshake, so I was pleased when she leaned over, kissed me on the cheek, and said, "thanks, Jack--that was really a lot of fun."
"I had a great time too, Tommie--maybe we can do it again sometime. See you tomorrow!" And with a smile and a wave, I watched her let herself into her building, then strolled off with a grin on my face.



Thinking carefully about it, I waited a full two weeks before I talked to her about another concert. I wanted her to see that I had no expectations, and that I could be totally discreet. I never breathed a word to anyone in our lunch group, or indeed anybody at Minestra, that Tommie and I had gone to a concert.
I wondered if she might bring it up the next day--you know, just to say, "that was fun, Jack" or something--but she also behaved with the lunch group as though it had never happened.
So after two weeks, I wandered down to her desk and said, "Tommie, I really enjoyed the Symphony concert--would you be interested in doing it again?"
And when she smiled and said she would, I pulled out the Symphony calendar I'd printed out and said, "well it just so happens that I have their schedule right here..."
Tommie laughed, and then I pulled up a chair and we looked at it and decided on the following week, when they were playing Prokofiev and a Beethoven symphony.
Our second visit to the orchestra was a lot like the first one: Tommie told me about the composers and the music, we both really enjoyed the concert, and we chatted away comfortably and easily. I learned a little more about her big sister Alice, who'd married a Canadian guy and lived in Toronto, and I told her some funny stories about working my way through college as a lifeguard at a YMCA pool, and some of the crazy things that went on there.
And during intermission something else interesting happened. I left Tommie for a couple of minutes to stand in line to get us a couple of cokes; and when I had them in my hands I looked back across the crowded lobby and there was an extremely handsome guy chatting away with her.
Since she and I were not officially "dating" or anything, I realized that I had to play it cool. I watched the two of them as I negotiated my way through the crowd--he was being as charming as fuck, but I couldn't tell how Tommie was reacting to him.
When I finally reached them I handed Tommie her soda and said to the guy in a pleasant voice, "hi, I'm Jack."
"Uh, hello, I'm Rene," he said, clearly not the least bit happy to have me join the conversation. There was an uncomfortable silence for a moment, and then Rene picked back up on some story he had been telling Tommie, presumably to impress her with how marvelous he was.
But now that he could see Tommie was with somebody his heart wasn't really in it, and after a couple more minutes he nodded to me, told Tommie in a really sincere voice how much he'd enjoyed meeting her, and moved away.
I wasn't going to say a word about it, but Tommie just rolled her eyes at me and said, "somebody seems awfully impressed by himself!"
I laughed out loud and said, "and interested in you, I'd say--he certainly wasn't pleased to see me turn up."
She just sighed, looking a little unhappy, and said, "you know, sometimes I just get so TIRED of guys trying to pick me up all the time. It's flattering, I guess, but it gets really old after a while."
I had a quick decision to make. My first instinct would have been to say, "well, I'm not surprised that guys try to pick you up, Tommie--you're gorgeous!" But I really didn't want to be flirtatious. I wanted to be sincere and warm and kind--and above all non-threatening.
So I went for funny instead. "That's strange," I said, trying to look thoughtful. "Guys don't really hit on me much at all! I guess a few times at the gym...."
I let my voice trail off, looking puzzled, and Tommie cracked up. She laughed so hard she nearly spilled her soda, and I laughed with her. It was a nice moment.
At the end of the night I left her at her apartment, and like the first time she gave me a kiss on the cheek. I don't know if I'd ever ended a second date without a real kiss before--maybe when I was 15 or something. But things were going my way, and I wasn't going to push it or rush Tommie at all.
And I knew three days later that I'd done the right thing. Tommie called me during the morning and asked me to stop by her desk before we all met for lunch. When I got there she had the Symphony schedule out.
"How would you feel about 'The Rite of Spring' this time?" she asked me right away.
"That's Stravinsky, right?"
"Good for you!" she replied. "And there's a Bartok piano concerto that's kind of dissonant, but really exciting."
We agreed on the date and I said, "I'll order the tickets right after lunch."
"And listen, Jack?" Tommie suddenly looked a bit unsure. "You've been paying for all the tickets--"
"Well," I laughed, "my aunt paid for the first set!"
"Okay, but you've bought them since then. So I thought ... well, how about if I made us dinner this time?"
"Sure," I said. "That would be great! I eat anything: filet mignon, caviar, fresh lobster..."
She laughed and smacked me on the arm. "I was thinking pork and beans out of a can."
"Fine with me--will you have the sauerkraut or should I bring some?"
****************
When I arrived at Tommie's apartment I could see she was a little nervous, which made me feel good in a way. I figured that if she saw me as nothing more than a casual friend and concert-buddy, she wouldn't be nervous having me in her place.
I'd thought about bringing flowers but decided on a big gooey chocolate cake instead, as flowers suggested a guy courting a girl and I was trying not to give that impression. She opened the box and said, "wow! This looks delicious--and fattening. An extra hour at the gym this weekend for sure, but worth it. Thank you, Jack."
She'd made us chicken cacciatore over linguine and a beautiful Greek salad. It was very good, and obvious that she'd put a lot of effort into it. Another good sign!
As soon as we sat down I started asking her questions about Bartok and Stravinsky, and that seemed to relax her. We chattered away and ate and laughed--and before we knew it we were in danger of missing the concert.
"Oh darn!" Tommie said, glancing up at the clock. "We'd better dash. I'm sorry, Jack--we never even got to that cake. How about if we come back and have dessert afterwards?"
Fantastic, I thought to myself. "Sure, Tommie. Just grab your coat." I cleared the dishes, leaving them by the sink in her kitchen, and we headed out the door.
Stravinsky's "Rite of Spring" was not my cup of tea, exactly. Imagine 100 musicians on stage, all angry at each other, all playing as if determined to piss each other off--now imagine that going on for just over a half hour. I won't mind if I don't have to listen to that again any time soon.
But the Bartok piano concerto was cool, and being with Tommie--which for me was the main point, of course--was just terrific. She seemed more relaxed and comfortable with me than ever, laughing and joking, occasionally putting a hand on my arm.
At intermission when I went for sodas again, I watched her. In the first two minutes at least three guys went over to talk to her, but she shooed them all away. And then to my surprise she came and joined me on the line, and we talked about the music while we waited.
On the walk back to her apartment after the concert Tommie's cheerful mood seemed to change. She grew quiet and a little withdrawn, and I had an idea what was bothering her.
When we were half a block away I said, "listen, Tommie, it's getting kind of late. Shall we skip the dessert for tonight, and maybe do it another time?"
She stopped walking and looked up at me seriously. "No, Jack, I--it's..."
Taking my hand in hers she said, "I'd like you to come up. But we--I'm not--
"Jack, I'm not going to bed with you."
Again my instincts fought a quick battle with my better judgment. I wanted to pretend to scowl at her and say, "go to bed with me? What sort of guy do you think I am? Do you only like me for my body?"
But I controlled myself. Instead I just smiled and said, "that's fine, Tommie."
Then I waited a beat and added, "I would just be really disappointed to go home without a piece of that cake."
That made her laugh, thank goodness, and the awkwardness passed. When we got inside I immediately headed for the sink and started washing the dishes. Tommie looked at me in shock, then grinned and said, "well, you certainly are full of surprises!"
While I finished the dishes she put the left-overs away, made some coffee, and cut us some of the cake, and then we sat together at the table and ate it. We talked some more about Bartok and Stravinsky, and then about some of our more colorful co-workers.
But then the conversation trailed off and Tommie looked uncertain again. Determined not to push things, I stood up and said, "thank you again for dinner, Tommie. It was terrific, and the whole evening was fun."
I went around the table and gently lifted her to her feet. Looking into her eyes I said, "I'd like to cook for you next time--would that be all right?"
And I moved towards the door, pleased that she'd taken my hand and was moving with me. "Yes, Jack--and you know, I like filet mignon and lobster too!"
The smile on her face told me that a goodnight kiss would be welcomed, so I took her in my arms and gave her a good one. But gently, nothing forceful or scary, no tongue--just affectionate.
When I let her go she smiled at me and said, "good night Jack," and kissed me back, and squeezed my hand once more before letting me go.
As I walked back to my apartment I was smiling broadly to myself. On the one hand, this was the slowest courtship I could possibly imagine, especially for two adults. It was like being back in high school. In the Midwest. In the 50s!
But on the other hand, I was having a great time. Tommie was beautiful and intelligent and had a great sense of humor. And she was sexy as hell, and seemed to be interested in me, if a little wary. What was not to smile about?
****************
Our next date was just a Friday night dinner, at my place. There wasn't anything at the Symphony that Tommie wanted to hear, and I guess she was beginning to feel comfortable that we were actually dating--we didn't need to pretend it was just her teaching me about music.
I'm actually a pretty good cook; I did more than half of the cooking when Amy and I were married. So I prepared some marinated grilled lamb chops and a risotto and an avocado salad, as well as a sort of joke.
When Tommie arrived I showed her around the place--it was just a two-bedroom condo, but very comfortable, and I kept it nice and clean. And then she came and sat at the kitchen table while I finished stirring the risotto and dressing the salad, and we carried the food out to the table in my little dining room.
"This looks very nice, Jack," she said. "I'm impressed!"
"Oh, I almost forgot--sit down and close your eyes a minute. I remembered what you said."
She looked at me quizzically but I just waited, so she smiled and closed her eyes obediently. I reached into my pocket for two little slips of paper and put them on her plate.
"Okay, open up."
She looked at her plate, puzzled for a moment, and then burst into a big belly-laugh.
There in front of her were two small photos clipped from a cooking magazine: pictures of a gorgeous filet mignon and a pair of cooked lobsters.
She caught her breath and said, "well, that looks delicious," still giggling, and I said, "you know what they pay us at Minestra doesn't buy a lot of filet and lobster.
"But while I'm on the subject, when's your birthday?"
"June 28th," she said, and I said, "okay, for your birthday I'm taking you out for surf and turf. Deal?"
"Deal," she said. And she stood up and gave me a gentle kiss on the lips.
"I like your surprises, Jack," she said. And then we sat down and had our dinner, talking and joking and having a wonderful time. I was beginning to feel more confident that something might really be happening here, with this amazingly sexy and fun woman, and it made me very happy.
After dessert, which was an apple pie Tommie brought, we stood side-by-side washing and drying the dishes, gently bumping each other every once in a while. She said yes to another cup of coffee, so I poured us each a cup and took them into the living room.
We sat close together on the sofa, talking, and when we grew quiet I looked at her. She was looking back at me, smiling slightly, and I leaned over to kiss her--ready to retreat at any moment if she seemed reluctant. But she wasn't, and we gently kissed and necked and held each other for a delicious half-hour.
Holding her made me desire her more than I ever had--she would have seen my hard-on clearly if she'd glanced down--but I was so worried about scaring her that I took it really, really slow.
Still, it finally seemed like the right time, so I gently slid my hand down her arm to caress one of her breasts through her blouse. At first she seemed to like it--she made a little "mmm" sound and kissed me harder--but then after a minute she pulled back, a worried look on her face.
I waited, and tears started to well up in her eyes. "Jack, I'm sorry, I--"
"Shh," I said, pulling her back to me, her head on my shoulder. "It's okay. I like just being here, holding you. In fact I love it."
She relaxed after a minute, and then I started to rub her scalp. I learned this from my dad, actually, when I was a kid. There's almost nothing that feels better than a gentle scalp massage, someone using his fingers to rub your head through your hair. I used to love it when he did it, especially on nights when I was keyed-up and couldn't sleep.
And I'd learned over the years that women loved it too. I wouldn't say that I used it as a seduction technique, exactly, but I did find that it was a non-threatening, non-sexual but very intimate way of touching a woman. It never hurt, let's put it that way!
I rubbed Tommie's scalp for a few minutes with one hand, feeling her relax against me. And then I shifted her so she was lying down with her head on my thigh and I could use both hands, moving from the top of her head to the back, and then to the sides, above and around her ears, while she made little happy sounds in her throat.
I kept it up for a long time, and when I slowed and stopped she was virtually asleep, lying peacefully against me with her head on my leg. Did I still want to screw her? Oh my God yes--but at that moment I was extremely happy.
We stayed there, not moving, for a long while, why I idly stroked her hair. Around 10:45 I said quietly, "Tommie? It's getting a little late."
And she sat up, looking vague, and said, "wow, I think I fell asleep."
She stretched, and patted her hair into place, and looked at me very seriously. "Jack, that was--
"That was the nicest thing any man has ever done for me. C'mere." And she reached for me and pulled me into her arms, kissing me hard, her tongue searching for mine.
Within a couple of minutes we were necking again, frantically this time, and I had an iron bar in my pants. She stood up and pulled me to my feet and we continued to kiss, pressed tightly against one another, until she said, "uh, when you showed me around the place, Jack?"
"Yes?" I had no idea what she was getting at; and then she smiled and said, "I didn't really get much of a look at your bedroom--think I could see it again?"
****************
What can I tell you about Tommie's first night in my bed? On the one hand, it was pretty much like what most first nights are like, I guess. And on the other hand it was unbelievably wonderful.
We didn't do anything out of the ordinary; we took off each other's clothes, we lay on the bed touching and kissing and caressing, and we had sex. I wouldn't even say it was particularly wild sex. But I had been desiring Tommie for so long that I was absolutely desperate to have her. When I'd stroked her pussy and sucked on her breasts and she was breathing hard and she pulled me up on top of her, the feeling of her heat as I pushed into her the first time was like a miracle. We'd stopped for a minute for a condom, which can sometimes really break the mood, but this time it was fine.
I was hard as steel and I groaned with joy, and she smiled and kissed me, and then we just did it. We stroked and rocked and pushed and pulled at each other and it was nothing but sensations and heat and feeling. And I came, like crazy, not that soon but far sooner than I wanted to, and it felt like the greatest orgasm of my life.
And when it was over and I was lying next to her, catching my breath, looking joyfully at her relaxed, smiling face, I wanted to say, "you have no idea how long I've been wanting to do that!"
But again, that didn't seem like the right thing to say. So I said, "Tommie, you are so beautiful. I'm so glad you're here with me!"
And she smiled and kissed my shoulder and snuggled up closer against me.
Tommie stayed over that night and we did it once more, sometime in the middle of the night. That one was kind of sleepy, not fast and furious, but it was just as terrific as the first time, and we just kissed and kissed before falling back to sleep.
The next morning I was bringing cups of coffee back into the bedroom, wearing only a pair of boxers, when Tommie opened one eye and smiled at me.
"Oh my God, does that look good," she said, and I replied, "me or the coffee?"
"Both, actually--but I meant the coffee," she said. We drank our cups sitting companionably side by side against the headboard. I said, "what have you got going on today--feel like putting together a picnic and going out to Brookside Park?"
Tommie got a funny look on her face, one I couldn't read, and she said, "can I take a shower, Jack? Then we can talk."
I got her a towel and gave her my bathrobe and took her breakfast order; and when she came out, looking and smelling wonderful, there were fried eggs and English muffins and orange juice and more coffee. I hoped she'd ask me to marry her on the spot, but she didn't--just smiled a little and said, "wow, that looks nice."
"Go ahead and start, I'll just be a second." I took a three-minute shower and jumped into some shorts and a tee-shirt and hurried back into the kitchen.
"So," I said, as we were eating, "how about that picnic? Or do you want to do something else? Rent some bikes and ride around, or go to a movie?"
The funny look returned, and Tommie said, "I'm ... not sure I'm ready for that, Jack. Spending another day together, I mean."
I'm sure I looked baffled. She sighed and said, "it's kind of a long story--not one I'm ready to tell right now, if that's okay. Let's just say that ... that I'm a little gun-shy. I've been burned by moving too fast, or by guys who weren't what they appeared to be, and--"
She stopped, as though she didn't know how to finish the sentence. I smiled at her.
"It's all right, Tommie. I'd much rather we go slow and get it right. But you have to listen to me for a minute, okay?"
She could tell that I was serious, and she looked into my face.
"Yes Jack, of course--what?"
"This was no one-night stand, at least not for me, and I wasn't just angling to get you into bed. I really like you, I really like spending time with you, and I'm hoping to do a lot more of it. Got it?" I said the last two words with a mock-serious scowl, and she gave me a beautiful smile.
"Yes, sir!" she replied, giving me a military salute. "And Jack--it's not that I thought any of that about you. It's ... well, I could say that I don't really trust my instincts too much any more."
"As long as you don't give up on me," I said. "I can go as slow as you need."
She came around the table, sat down on my lap and put an arm around me. "Thank you, Jack," she said, and we kissed.
****************
I can't say I was completely happy about her putting me off. In fact I was a little bit frustrated. Knowing about Tommie's past, thanks to what I'd heard in the diner, I understood what she was feeling. Still, I'd really hoped that our wonderful night together would have broken down her barriers faster.



I called Alison to see if she was free that night; she was a woman I'd known for a couple of years, divorced like me, and we got together casually from time to time. Usually our get-togethers included sex. That Saturday night we went out for dinner, had drinks at her place, and fucked a couple of times. I enjoyed it too--one night with Tommie certainly hadn't blinded me to the appeal of other women--but it felt a little bit empty. I guess it felt the way "friends with benefits" sex usually feels, certainly no worse; but I'd just had something much better the night before.
To my pleasant surprise Tommie called me on Sunday, while I was haphazardly cleaning my apartment and listening to a Reds game on the Internet.
"Hey Jack, it's Tommie. How are you?"
"In a good mood now that I'm talking to you. How's your weekend been?"
We chatted amiably for a few minutes, and then she said, "do you think you might be free next Saturday night? I'm having dinner at Prestissimo with some good friends of mine, Katie and Eric, and it would be great if you could join us."
When Saturday came we had a very nice evening. Katie and Eric were both friendly and easy to talk to. Between me asking about how Katie and Tommie had met--they'd been in the same econ class in college--and Tommie and me regaling them with life at Minestra, we had a nonstop conversation, full of laughter.
Naturally I knew that Tommie had invited me at least partly so her friends could check me out. And, of course Katie had been the woman I'd overheard talking to Tommie in the Akropolis diner, though I never brought that up.
After dinner Eric invited us out to their place in the suburbs for coffee, promising to drive us back in later, and we agreed. They had a beautiful ranch house in a quiet neighborhood, and we sat out on their deck enjoying the calm evening.
Katie asked Tommie to join her in the kitchen "to help with the coffee," and as they walked away Eric caught me chuckling.
"What?" he said, smiling.
I said, "it's not like I claim to always understand women--far from it!--but I'd have to be pretty dumb not to know what's going on."
He grinned and said, "oh--discussing the new guy, you mean?"
"Exactly. And presumably you and I are supposed to have some incredibly revealing man-to-man talk out here, so that you can give Katie your impressions of me to pass along to Tommie later."
He laughed out loud and said, "I guess it was a little obvious, wasn't it? Okay quick: tell me all your deep dark secrets."
I leaned forward and lowered my voice. In a mock-serious tone I said, "well, when I was nine years old I threw a banana peel into a US mailbox."
Eric cracked up. "Really?" I nodded, and in no time we were chatting about stupid and/or dangerous stunts we'd pulled when we were kids. He was a very mellow guy, and funny--I found that I enjoyed him a lot.
When Eric dropped me and Tommie off at her apartment, we stood and talked for a minute after he drove away.
"How'd I do?"
She looked a little embarrassed. "Was it that obvious?"
"No, but I'm pretty sure you wanted to know what they thought of me. Frankly, Tommie, I feel really flattered that you invited me along to meet them--I can tell they're really close friends of yours, and I liked them a lot. I think they're terrific, in fact."
She put her arms around me. "Well, they liked you too--and so do I." She gave me a kiss, and then another one. "Want to come up?"
Carefully, I said, "only if you want me to. If tonight doesn't feel right, let's wait."
In a quiet voice she said, "wow, was that ever the right answer. Yeah, it feels right to me."
We made love half the night, and it was even better than the first time. We were more relaxed, more sure of one another. The joy of having her in my arms, of being inside her, was unlike anything I'd ever experienced in my life.
In the morning we showered together, then Tommie made us some breakfast and we talked and ate until about 1 pm. I was getting ready to leave, because she had a date to meet a friend in the afternoon, when she came up behind me while I was buttoning my shirt and put her arms around me.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Sure," I said, and turned around. She had a tentative look on her face. I kissed her on the forehead and we sat down together on the bed.
"We--Jack, I haven't--"
I waited, and she said, "we haven't really talked at all about what we're doing here, what we mean to each other."
I said, "well, I think we're 'keeping company,' to use an old-fashioned phrase, and I'm loving every minute of it. I think you're terrific, Tommie, in case I haven't already made that clear."
She smiled, but the worried look didn't entirely disappear. "So then, are you comfortable ... I mean ...
"Oh Jesus, Jack--what I'm trying to say is, are we getting to be a couple? And are we exclusive?"
Before I could reply she rushed onward. "Because I just don't ... I mean I can't handle a casual, sleeping-together kind of relationship. Opening up to someone doesn't come easy for me, and I--"
I took her hand. "If you're asking what I'd like, I'd like us to be a couple. And exclusive."
I laughed, and got down on one knee and said, "how about if we say we're going steady? Tommie, will you go steady with me?"
"Don't tease, Jack."
"I'm sorry--I was being playful, but I didn't mean to tease you. I want to be the man in your life, for as long as you'll have me. And there won't be any other women in mine."
"That's the way I want it too," she said, very seriously, looking intently into my eyes. And we kissed for a few minutes, just to seal the deal.
****************
On Monday at lunch things were different. Tommie seemed to have come to some sort of decision. She gave me an extra-warm smile when we all met at the elevators, and when we got to Armando's she made sure we were sitting next to one another.
I liked what I was seeing, but at first neither of us said anything to the others. The conversation was the usual joking and complaining about work: the bonuses might be canceled this year because of the economy, none of the upper management had a clue about how hard we worked, etc.
And then Connie started complaining about how boring Indianapolis was, how there was nothing to do, we should all move to Chicago or New York, blah blah blah. This was a familiar lament of hers. But Tommie just said, "oh, I don't know--I really don't think it's so bad.
"The Symphony is great, for instance. Jack and I have been to several concerts and they were terrific."
There was a surprised silence, and then everyone started speaking at once--mostly teasing. "Oh my God, they're a couple!" "Are you guys really going out?" "How did you ever get her to date you, Jack?" "Why would you waste your time on a loser like him?" And so on.
Tommie just took my hand in hers and we grinned at them, bearing the good-natured abuse patiently (most of it aimed at me, of course). Finally I said, "what can I tell you guys? I just swept her off her feet!" (Tommie smacked my arm when I said that.)
"You all have somehow failed to see my many fine inner qualities, but Tommie is obviously more perceptive than the rest of you!" (Loud booing and Bronx cheers, while Tommie kissed me on the cheek.)
After that day I had to endure a few weeks of shit from my male co-workers. Monty cornered me in the men's room the next day and wouldn't let up.
"You're really fucking her? My God, that must be good pussy. What's it like, Jack? How does she like doing it?" And on and on. "How can you even make yourself stop, when it's time to come to work?"
"Jesus, Monty," I said, "do you really think I'm going to talk to you about any of that? Tommie is a wonderful person and I care for her a lot, not that it's any of your fucking business. I'm certainly not going to talk to you about our private life."
"Is she really as hot as she looks? God, she must be an absolute firecracker, Jack--is she?" What an asshole. He didn't slow down for a minute, and it didn't matter what I said to him. I got similar crap from several of my other male co-workers, though I never told them a thing.
****************
I can tell you exactly how long things were great: seven weeks. They were better than great, they were fantastic. Tommie and I saw a lot of each other, probably spending three or four nights a week together at her place or mine. Most weekends we were together all the time.
We went out to eat, we rented bikes and rode around, we got together with Eric and Katie or with other friends, we went to the movies, we sat and talked. We did all the stuff you do when you're with somebody you're crazy about--somebody you're falling in love with. We might have even held hands and run through a field in slow motion with our hair blowing behind us, but I don't exactly remember.
We had a lot of sex, too. Tommie was not a wild woman; she didn't scream "fuck me harder with that big hard log, you stud!" or anything like that. (Are there any women who do shit like that? Outside of porn, I mean? Maybe there are a few, but I've never met any of them.)
Our lovemaking was sometimes gentle, sometimes energetic and frantic, but always there was a sweetness to it. For her I think it's because that's the kind of person she is; for me it was above all because I was falling in love with her: I wanted to be sweet with her, careful with her.
It didn't matter if I was rubbing her scalp, if we were fucking with her legs over my shoulders, or if I was going down on her, using my tongue and fingers to get her very wild--it was all great. Touching her, feeling her around me, smelling the scent of her arousal, everything was fantastic.
I've always been a nickname person (except with Amy, for some reason--and maybe there's some significance in that), and I found myself calling her "Tap," for Tommie Ann Parker. I wouldn't have done it if she didn't like it, but she seemed to. Sometimes I even turned it into "Tappy" or "Tapster," but she usually rolled her eyes at stuff like that.
On her birthday I did take her out for surf and turf. Eric and Katie joined us, we had two bottles of champagne, ate until we were stuffed, and went home by taxi. That night Tommie gave me the first blow job she'd ever given me, and while it may not have been the best I ever received from a technical point of view (whatever that means), it was loving and slow and it made me crazy--the good kind of crazy.
After that I licked and sucked on her pussy and clit until she came a couple of times, and was yelling and pulling me up by the ears. Then I climbed on top of her and we fucked like a couple of drunk people--which we were. It was sloppy and uninhibited and fantastic.
A couple of times we hung out at my favorite bar with Rudy and Cliff, two buddies I'd known ever since college. I'd warned them in advance to tone down the horndog routine, that Tommie was special and a little uncomfortable with that stuff, but it didn't make a bit of difference.
As soon as we'd sat down and I'd introduced her Cliff said, "wow! our boy sure is moving up in the world. Tell me, Tommie, how much is this stiff paying you for your time? I'll double it!"
Tommie blushed, and I said, "Jesus, Cliff, will you shut the hell up? I guess it's been so long since you saw a lady, you've forgotten how to talk to one.
"Sorry, Tap," I said, turning to her. "These guys aren't so bad, really, but they're a little rough around the edges."
"No rougher than you, Jack!" said Rudy, laughing. "You remember those Tri-Delts we knew junior year? They were--"
"Shut it, Rudy!" Now I was blushing. There never had been any Tri-Delts, but I couldn't tell if Tommie knew that. "We're going to change the tone here--let's talk about the ballet, shall we? Did you fellows get to see this year's production of 'The Nutcracker'? I felt that the Sugarplum Fairy's performance was absolutely divine!"
To my great relief Tommie had relaxed and was laughing along with us. Rudy and Cliff cut out the raunchier parts of their teasing--though they never really let up on me--and we had a fun evening. On the way home Tommie was joking about how "charming" my friends were, so I guess everything was all right.
****************
So, like I said, seven weeks. Until a Sunday afternoon in early August, around 2:00. We'd slept late at my apartment, made love, cooked some breakfast, then gone out to do the grocery shopping. We thought we'd lie around and read the paper for a while (I was hoping we'd have a "nap"), then Tommie was going to cook me dinner--she found a recipe in the Star she wanted to try.
As I unlocked the door, our arms full of grocery bags, we could hear the phone ringing. Tommie wanted to hurry and get it, but I just said, "forget it, honey--the machine will pick up." I put the bags down and went downstairs to get the last two which were by the front door of the building.
As I got back Tommie was rushing out the door of my apartment, tears on her face.
"Tap, what the--"
"You BASTARD!" she shouted, glaring at me furiously. She ran straight for the stairs and disappeared. I put the bags down on the floor and raced after her, but by the time I got to the front door she was pulling away in a cab.
What the hell?! I went back upstairs and let myself in. It had to be the phone call, so I pushed the button on the answering machine.
"Hey baby, it's Alison! Sunday's maybe a strange time for a booty call, but I feel like spending the afternoon bouncing up and down on something big and hard--ya think you've got time for me? I'd love to squeeze you in, heh heh. Gimme a call!"
Shit. Shit shit shit. I hadn't talked to Alison in two months, since our night together the week before Tommie and I got serious. I hadn't spoken to her, missed her, or even thought about her. But Tommie had no way to know that.
I called Tommie five or six times that afternoon and evening but she wouldn't pick up the phone. So after the third or fourth time I left a brief, careful message.
"Tommie, I swear Alison is just a casual friend, somebody I used to have sex with once in a while. I haven't seen her in more than two months--not since you and I had our conversation about being exclusive. Please, I'm telling you the complete truth. Please give me a call."
She never called back, and my instinct on Monday morning was to race down the hall to her desk and confront her, but I decided not to. I also skipped the lunch group that day and ate by myself. But that night I called Katie and had a long, serious conversation with her. Thank goodness she liked me, and I'm pretty sure she believed my story.
"I'm so sorry this happened, Jack. As you probably know, Tommie's been badly hurt by guys in the past, and she's sometimes quick to believe the worst."
"I know that, Katie, and I feel terrible--but I really didn't do anything wrong. I love Tommie. I haven't quite come out and said it yet, but that was mainly because I didn't want to pressure her."
She sighed. "Let me see what I can do, okay Jack? I'll try to meet her for lunch, and I'll give you a call after I see her. It may take me a few days though."
"Thanks, Katie--I really owe you. I don't want to lose her, and I don't want her to be hurt because of a simple misunderstanding."
On Tuesday I thought I'd risk having lunch with the usual group, but Tommie wasn't there. And she didn't show up on Wednesday, either. Irene must have seen the look on my face--she asked me if something was going on, but I just shook my head and she didn't press it any further.
Thursday I decided to eat on my own again, and as I came out of the building I saw Tommie walking by herself, maybe 50 yards in front of me. I just followed to see where she was headed--I wasn't going to bother her until Katie had talked to her.
I was astonished at how many guys tried to hit on her! It was lunchtime, so the streets were crowded, but in three blocks I swear there must have been eight or ten guys who tried to strike up a conversation with her. I couldn't see what she said or did but she managed to chase them away--though one guy kept at it for a block and a half, until she actually stuck a finger in his face and shouted at him.
I saw her go into a little café, so I went off and had lunch by myself, thinking about Tommie and what it must be like to get that kind of attention from men all the time. Jesus, no wonder she was gun-shy.
That night after dinner Katie called me. "She's better, Jack. We had lunch today downtown. She's calmed down a lot and I can tell she misses you, though she wouldn't exactly admit it.
"She started off crying to me about how you were just the same as all the other guys who've fucked her over, and I let her go on for a few minutes. Then when we'd eaten I told her about my conversation with you, and tried to get her to see that it wasn't what she thought.
"What really helped is that she trusts my opinion a lot, and she knows I like you. Anyway, the long and short of it is you should call her--I think she's ready to hear your side of things in person."
"God, thank you, Katie! I don't know what I would have done without you--that's corny but it's true. I've really been trying to be patient, but I was afraid she'd just give up on me without even giving me a chance."
We got off the phone and I called Tommie right away. When she answered I said, "hi, Tommie--please don't hang up! Do you think you could give me a chance to explain that message, before you just drop out of my life?"
"Okay, Jack," she said--sounding sad and discouraged. "Katie convinced me I have to at least talk to you. Why don't we have lunch somewhere tomorrow?"
"If you want to I could be over in ten minutes," I said, but she just sighed and said, "no, I don't think so. I don't want you in my place right now. I'll meet you for lunch at 12:15, all right?"
"Could we make it dinner instead? I don't want us to have to interrupt our conversation and rush back to work."
There was a silence, and then she reluctantly agreed.
"Thanks, Tommie--I appreciate it. How about we meet at the Akropolis diner?"
****************
I didn't see Tommie at all the next day, and I skipped the lunch group at Armando's. When I got to the Akropolis at 5:45 she was waiting for me in a booth, looking tired and unhappy. I bent down to kiss her cheek but she pulled away and shook her head, so I just sat down on the seat across from her.
"Hello Jack," she said without much energy. "Let's order first, okay?"
After we'd looked through the menu and given the waitress our orders, I said, "I'd like to speak first, Tommie, is that okay?"
She nodded. "But I'm not in the mood for bullshit, Jack. If you don't want to be straight with me, we can just stand up and walk out of here and go our separate ways." I saw her eyes starting to fill with tears.
I reached across the table to take her hands--she tried to pull away, but I gently held on and she relaxed, letting me hold them.
"Tap--Tommie. I love you. I haven't said it before, because I didn't want to come on too strong and freak you out, but I do. I want to explain Alison's message. I will tell you the absolute, complete truth, and answer any questions you have.
"If after that you want to tell me to take a hike---
"Well, I hope you won't! Let's leave it at that!" I grinned at her, and she smiled a little despite herself.
"Before you and I started seeing each other I went out from time to time with a couple of women, including Alison. All of them were casual, non-exclusive relationships. Alison and I were basically 'friends with benefits,' except we're not even especially close friends. We used to see each other maybe every other month or so, when one of us was lonely or horny.
"I haven't seen her since May--since the night after the first Friday night you stayed with me." Tommie's face tightened but she didn't say anything, and I went right on.



"I wanted to spend the next day with you, you remember? But you were afraid things were moving too fast, and you took off. I was disappointed, and a little hurt; so I called Alison and we got together that night. We had dinner and went to bed together.
"And when it was over, I missed you. That's the truth--I didn't feel guilty, because you and I hadn't made any promises to each other, but I wished I was still with you instead of with Alison.
"I swear to God, I have not spoken to her or seen her even once since that night. The message you heard was the typical kind of 'booty call' we used to make; she had no idea I was in a relationship now."
I stopped, and sat back. Tommie was gazing intently at me, her brows furrowed, tears on her cheeks. She said, "is this really the truth, Jack? Can I trust you?"
I said, "as God is my witness. On my mother's grave, I swear to you."
She looked at me a while longer; then she stood up and came around to my side of the booth. "Move over," she said in a shaky voice, and then she had her arms around me, hugging me and crying, while I said, "shh" and "it's okay" and felt the joy of holding her again.
We did that for about ten minutes, ignoring the smiling faces of the people around us, and then I said, "how about if you sit right next to me while we eat? I don't want to let you get away again."
She giggled and nodded. We ate side-by-side, happily bumping thighs and elbows and shoulders, talking about what had happened and how we'd missed each other and how silly it was to let a misunderstanding like that make us both so miserable.
When it was time for dessert Tommie said she was full, but I insisted on ordering two pieces of a big gooey chocolate cake like the one I'd brought her on our first dinner date. "Now go sit across from me, honey, because I have a couple of other things to tell you."
She looked alarmed and I said, "just little things, I swear!"
I took her hands in mine and said, "I promise I will never lie to you--but I did tell you a little fib once, and I want to get it off my chest."
With a sorrowful look I said, "my aunt didn't actually send me those orchestra tickets. I bought them because I hoped you would go out with me."
Tommie smiled and said, "that's terrible, Jack! What an evil man you are. Your punishment is that you have to pay the check."
"I was going to do that anyway--how about if my punishment is I've got to take you out somewhere really expensive for dinner this weekend?"
She agreed, and I went on, "that was my first and only lie to you. But I do have something else to tell you. When we met at Minestra, when Irene was showing you around that first day--that's not the first time I ever saw you."
"Really? I don't remember another time."
"It was here, at the Akropolis. That's why I wanted to come back here with you tonight." I told her the whole story, of being so attracted to her and of the conversation I'd overheard between her and Katie.
"I'd just listened to you talk about how miserable it was to be treated like a sex object, and how badly the men in your life behaved--and then when I saw you I was overwhelmed--really. I wanted you, and I felt ashamed of myself.
"After that day I vowed to myself I would never be the kind of asshole who treated women the way you'd been treated. And when we met at Minestra I did everything I could to show you I was a decent, honest guy--not just some pussyhound who was determined to get you into bed.
"I didn't know if we'd ever go out, or if we'd even be friends, but at least I could behave like a pleasant, respectful, kind colleague."
She smiled at me. "Is that why it took so long for you to ask me out? And why you came up with that cockamamie story about your aunt?"
"Pretty lame, wasn't it? But yes, absolutely. I wanted you to know me as a friend first, to have an idea of what I was like. And I hoped that a concert together would feel a little less like a 'date,' a little less like just one more guy hitting on you."
Tommie pulled one of my hands to her lips and kissed it. "Well, it seems to have worked, baby. I never realized what a player you were until it was too late, and now I'm in love with you so I guess I'm stuck."
"Well, it was ... wait a minute. In love with me?"
She nodded silently, a mock-solemn look on her face. I waited a minute and then said, "I think we need to get the check and get the hell out of here!"
****************
We were lying in my bed, Tommie curled up against me, and I wondered whether it was possible to be any happier. We'd come running back to my place from the Akropolis and jumped into bed, tearing off our clothes as fast as we could, and we'd fucked like a couple of teenagers alone in mom and dad's house for the first time: fast and furious, desperate to have each other.
And then we'd rested, and snuggled, and kissed; and made love again slowly, with whispers and sighs and promises. Tonight was the first time we'd said "I love you" to each other, and it meant a lot to both of us.
"Hey," she said quietly, "are you asleep?"
"Snxxxx," I replied, pretending to be snoring, and she poked me. "I'm serious, Jack. I need to talk to you, but it can wait until the morning if you want."
"No, I'm awake." I disentangled myself from Tommie and sat up against the headboard, putting a pillow behind me. "This sounds serious."
"It is. Well, not bad serious. But it's just ... you need to know some things about my past. I guess you know a little already, from that conversation between me and Katie. But I need to tell you the rest of it. And then I think you'll understand why I went so crazy when I heard the message on your machine."
I kissed her forehead. "I'll listen to anything you want to tell me, but you don't have to unless you want to. I already know that you're sexy as hell and that men have treated you badly--I assume that's what this is about?"
"Yeah. I guess some of it you can imagine, but I want you to know about all of it. Tonight, if that's okay. Because the way I feel about you is serious, and ... and I want you to know, that's all."
Some of what she told me I might have been able to predict. By the time she was 13 Tommie had already been sexier-looking than her 16 year-old sister Alice, and she had no idea how to cope with male attention. What made it worse is that Alice was jealous of her, and not the least bit protective or helpful.
"And my parents were clueless--I couldn't tell them anything about what was going on. I was pretty much on my own."
Like every teenage girl she'd been desperate to fit in, and flattered by male attention.
Predictably, what that had led to was being taken advantage of by several members of the high school football team. But what happened after that was perhaps less predictable, and more devastating.
"During senior year I was seduced by my friend Rita's father. He was tall and handsome and all of us had a bit of a crush on him. He was always friendly to all of Rita's friends, and her house was our main hang-out; we had pizza parties there, and occasional sleepovers.
"Anyway, during one of those sleepovers he sat around drinking beer with us girls, there were about five of us staying over. Rita's mom was away seeing her grandma.
"And we all went to sleep eventually--and in the middle of the night Rita's dad came and woke me, said he needed to talk to me. So we went back into his bedroom--I was pretty sleepy and still a bit drunk--and he sat next to me on the bed, put his arm around me, and told me how special I was. Not only beautiful, you know, but intelligent and sensitive. I was the only person who understood him, he said--his wife was so focused on her own work, she barely paid attention to him anymore."
Tommie looked at me. "I know all of this is the usual bullshit, Jack, but I was 18 then and I'd never heard it before, and he was this handsome older man I had a crush on. Anyway, he started touching me and kissing me, and we made out for a while, and I was in heaven. And pretty soon he had my nightie up to my shoulders and his boxers off and he was fucking the hell out of me.
"It didn't hurt, because my virginity was long gone, and he was a grown man and knew what he was doing, so the sex was wonderful. We made love for hours--I guess I should say 'fucked,' but I thought we were making love. And in the early morning I sneaked back into the room the girls were in.
"After that we started meeting whenever we could, for about four months. I thought I was in love. Arthur had sort of hinted that he wanted to be with me, and maybe he'd get a divorce, you know? He never promised anything, but just a hint was more than enough for me. I was such an idiot! Thank God he'd had a vasectomy, because I never even thought about birth control.
"We kept it completely secret, not only from his wife of course but from Rita. We used to meet in motels, or sometimes at his house when Rita and her mom went on college visits. He loved being the 'sex guide' for a young, inexperienced woman; we fucked in lots of different positions, he taught me all about oral sex, and we did anal a few times because he really liked it, even though I didn't.
"And then one day I went over there after school, to do some studying with Rita, and when I rang the bell her mom came to the door, stared furiously at me, and slapped me across the face. She called me a 'fucking slut' and told me to never come back.
"At school the next day Rita wouldn't talk to me--and even worse, she told everyone we knew that I'd been a whore with her father. She was devastated, of course, but she took it out on me instead of her dad. I heard her mom threw him out of the house; they got divorced about a year later.
"This time even my parents heard about it, because Rita's mom called and yelled at them. They were furious with me. I tried to explain that Arthur had seduced me--I think my mom sort of understood but my father was so angry he wouldn't speak to me for a month.
"And of course the rest of my senior year at school was a total nightmare. The kids made my life miserable, and even some of the male teachers saw me as fair game. I got propositioned by several of them and they wouldn't leave me alone until I threatened to tell the principal."
Tommie was dry-eyed and calm as she told me this terrible story. I guess she'd long ago done all the crying about it that she would ever do. I hugged her to me and said, "I'm so sorry, baby. It sounds completely awful."
She smiled and said, "yeah, well, it wasn't so great. You've heard most of it, I can tell you the rest pretty quickly."
"There's MORE?"
"Oh, yeah--college."
She sat silently for a minute before continuing. "You remember I transferred, right? I did a year and a half at Ball State, and then finished at IU?"
I nodded.
"Well, there was a reason for that. There were several professors at Ball State who wanted to sleep with me--they tried the usual seduction stuff, but after Arthur I had no trouble seeing through their bullshit.
"But there was also an accounting professor who tried to blackmail me, sophomore year. He gave me two Ds and an F on our first three problem sets, and when I went to his Office Hours to talk to him he told me straight out that I "made his dick hard" and he wanted to sleep with me.
"And he said unless I fucked him he'd fail me for the course and I'd lose my scholarship."
"Jesus," I said. "I know stuff like that goes on, but ... fuck."
"Yeah--fuck. Anyway, by this time I was a little bit smarter. I told him I had to think about it, and I'd come back the next week at the same time. When I went back, I had a tape recorder hidden in my purse and two girlfriends standing just outside his door, which I left open a crack.
"I got him to talk about it again, to make him say that he was blackmailing me for sex, and then I busted him. I went to the Dean of the Faculty with my recording and my girlfriends to back me up, and they fired him within a week."
"Good for you--that scumbag."
"Yeah, but it was still a big mess. They tried to keep my name out of it, but word spread fast and the student newspaper published a big article with my name and picture. So it was pretty obvious I had to get the hell out of there.
"My grades were good enough to transfer, so I applied to Indiana and left the next semester."
She gave me a little kiss and said, "almost done--we're almost at the end of Tommie's tale of woe."
"I could listen to you forever, honey. I'm just so sorry you had to live through all of this."
"By the time I got settled at IU I figured I'd seen it all. I was as wary and suspicious as a person could possibly be. I was still getting hit on by guys all the time, but I just blew them off. I probably didn't have more than five dates the first two years I was there. If it seemed like the guy just wanted to get into my pants--if I got even a little hint of that--he was history.
"I never went out alone, always with girlfriends. Once I was at a party with my friend Monica and she saved me. Some guy put something in my beer, roofies or something. She was dancing with somebody, but she happened to look over and see two guys kind of leading me towards the door, looking half-asleep. She screamed really loud and ran towards me, and the assholes just dropped me and hightailed it out of there. Thank God she was there! Ever since then I've been super-careful about watching my drink, any time I'm out in a public place."
I just shook my head. Who would drug a woman and then have sex with her while she was unconscious? What kind of scumbag do you have to be, to think that anything about that is okay?
"But even with all that caution, I got burned one more time. Senior year there was this grad student in chemistry, Rick. I was introduced to him in the Student Center by my roommate--he'd been her TA and she thought he was a fantastic guy. We dated for a couple of months and he didn't push me for sex at all, kept saying 'whenever you're ready, honey.'
"So I finally let my guard down and we started fucking. And it was all he wanted to do, day and night; I could hardly get any studying done. He had an off-campus apartment and I basically lived there.
"And after about two months of nonstop blowjobs and fucking he just dumped me. He broke my heart, told me 'it had been fun' but he didn't think we were meant for each other. Two weeks later I saw him in the campus pub being all lovey-dovey with somebody else, a brunette with big tits."
Again I pulled her gently to me and comforted her silently, just holding her.
"Nothing so special about that last story, I guess," she said. "Just another guy being an asshole--it happens every day. But it had happened to me so many times....
"Since college I've dated a lot, had a few 'boyfriends,' but no one seriously. A lot of men just dropped me when I wouldn't fuck them after two or three dates. I'm 27 years old and I've only had two real relationships before you--Rick, and another dickwad named Scott, about a year ago."
"I know about him," I said. "You were telling Katie about him in the diner."
"It is such a fucking CURSE being sexy!" she burst out. "I look at myself in the mirror, and I can see I'm attractive, you know, reasonably pretty.
"But I'm not a supermodel, I'm not Angelina Jolie. Why the hell don't men leave me alone? Why do they think it's okay to come up to me and say, 'the moment I saw you I got stiff in my pants,' or 'I want to fly you to Las Vegas and have you sit on my face for a whole weekend,' or 'I'll bet you can suck a golfball through a straw'?"
"Really?" I said.
"Really. I've heard every one of those, and plenty of others that are equally crude--if less inventive."
"Well you know, Tap," I said carefully, "I think you're beautiful and sexy too. But I also think you're funny and smart and thoughtful and incredibly fun to be with.
"And I like the way you cook, and the way you talk about music, and the ridiculous way you load my dishwasher..." I was pausing after each phrase to kiss her neck. "And the way you leave your socks on in bed, and the way you laugh at my stupid jokes..."
I stopped talking because Tommie was giggling, and I turned her head and we started kissing. We kissed for a long time.
"I love you," I said. "And I am not one of those assholes, and I will never ever treat you like that."
"I know that," she said.
****************
After that dinner at the Akropolis, and our wonderful make-up sex, and Tommie's long story about all that she'd been through, things just got better and better. It felt like she trusted me more, and every minute we spent together made me happy--it didn't even matter what we were doing.
I started thinking seriously about marriage; but I knew I would never take that step again without talking to my brother David. He was almost never around so I had to wait awhile before he'd visited enough times to get to know Tommie.
And when I'd gotten his approval, she and I got married.
In light of everything that's happened since ... if I knew then what I know now, would I still have married her? Ah, there's a question.
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My big brother David has been my idol ever since I was a kid. Not just because he was eight years older, but because he was the golden boy: All-State in lacrosse at our high school in Ohio, girlfriends galore, and top of his class at MIT, double-majoring in electrical engineering and international relations.
I played lacrosse too, but I didn't even crack the starting line-up until senior year. I had only a couple of dates--and one serious girlfriend, Darlene Brouwer, for about two months. And I was an honor student at Ohio State, graduating with a degree in Computer Science. I did fine, in short, but I was no David.
After college I worked in several IT jobs--first in Columbus, Ohio, and later in Indiana, ending up at Minestra. When he graduated David immediately landed a training internship and then a job flying all over the world for IBM.
Except it wasn't really for IBM. David never talked much about his work, but knowing him as well as I did it was clear that he was really doing some kind of undercover stuff--CIA, NSA, some other government agency, I had no idea. I didn't ask, and I didn't really want to know. He always had a vague yet plausible answer when somebody asked him what he did, exactly. All I knew is that he was home in the US no more than a few times every year, and you never knew where an email would reach him.
But all of that was only part of the reason I looked up to him so much. The rest was simple: he had always been a fantastic big brother: an advisor, protector, and friend. We were far enough apart in years that we didn't feel competitive. Quite the contrary, he looked out for me, gave me tips at every stage of my life--about girls, about school, about handling mom and dad--even about marrying Amy, though I wasn't smart enough to listen.
David had met Amy a few times and we'd all hung out together on a couple of his infrequent visits home. He never came out and told me not to marry her, but his lack of enthusiasm came through in a subtle way. I picked up on it--but I ignored it. What the hell, I was only 24 and I was in love.
When I caught her cheating on me and the marriage came apart, David managed to be a terrific friend without ever once saying, or even hinting, "I told you so." He visited several times and just hung around, letting me cry and vent and curse about what an evil bitch she was. He helped me pick myself back up and dust myself off, and then he pretty much went back overseas to do whatever it was he did.
And now I was in love again, five years after the end of my first marriage--and I wanted to marry Tap but I knew that I needed David to meet her first. I trusted his judgment completely.
So I emailed him in August and he managed a quick visit to Indianapolis in late September. Tommie and David and I spent all day Saturday together and went out to dinner, and then the next day we met again for brunch before I had to take him to the airport.
"Wow, little brother, that is one sexy woman," is the first thing he said to me when we were alone in the car.
"I know," I said. "Almost scary sexy. I want her so much it kind of freaks me out--and I know that every other guy within a mile is feeling the same way, which is a little disturbing."
"But," he said, "she is clearly crazy about you. And she's sweet, and thoughtful, and funny--hell, man, she's quite a package!"
"Do you think so? I really need to know, David. I know what you thought about Amy--or at least I know you weren't so high on her, and you were right."
He sighed. "Yeah, I was--sorry about that. There wasn't much I could have done, though. You were going to marry her no matter what I said.
"But Tommie, she's different. I hardly know her, of course--but I get a really different feeling there."
He laughed. "Tell me again: WHY does she love you, exactly?"
"Beats me, but I'm not complaining. I guess she thinks I'm a nice guy. As long as you don't tell her otherwise..."
****************
Because I pretty much begged him to, David managed another visit for Thanksgiving. Our parents were dead so we were the only family we had, aside from a few distant cousins.
Tommie and I made the Thanksgiving dinner at my apartment; she asked Alice and her husband Trevor to come down from Toronto, and the five of us had a wonderful day together.
David was charming and funny, as he always is, and I watched how smoothly he deflected questions about his work without ever letting anyone notice he hadn't given them a straight answer. Alice seemed impressed that I did half the cooking and serving and cleaning-up--it appeared that Trevor was more of an old-fashioned, "that's your job, honey" type of guy, so that earned me points with her.
When I took David to the airport on Saturday, we went early so we had time for a long lunch and a serious talk. I got right to it.
"You've met her twice now, David, and spent more time with us both--you even met her sister. Tell me what you think, honestly."
"I like her a lot, Jack--but I told you that the last time. What else do you want me to say?
"I don't know, to tell the truth. But I want to marry her, and I guess I want your ... it's not 'blessing' exactly, but I want you to tell me you think I'm doing the right thing this time."
My brother is a very shrewd guy. He just looked at me for a long time. "Okay, Jack. Well. Tommie is devoted to you, and the two of you are very good together. I watched you getting Thanksgiving dinner on the table: you shared the jobs, you communicated well, you were sweet and supportive with each other, lots of little compliments and warm looks and little touches.
"I can tell that she's smart, in addition to being such a bombshell. And she has a great sense of humor, except that she seems to think YOU'RE funny, which I'd ordinarily consider a bad sign!"
I punched him lightly in the shoulder. Typical brotherly teasing.
"So here's the real question: what's bothering you?"
"Me?" I was caught by surprise.
"Yeah. You guys love each other, it's clear there's not only a huge sexual attraction but lots of other solid stuff there as well--friendship, mutual respect--so why are you so worried?"
I sat back and just looked at him. "Fuck, I always forget how perceptive you are.
"Okay. I really, REALLY want to marry Tommie. I want to be around her for the rest of my life. But yeah, I am worried.
"First, I think it's just that my marriage to Amy was such a disaster. It would hurt like a son-of-a-bitch to have that happen again."
"Let me set your mind at rest about that one," David said with a smile. "Tommie is not Amy--she's not selfish or shallow, and as far as I can see she really cares about you. What else?"
"Three things," I said. "I've been making a list in my head for weeks, but everything on the list except the top three is trivial stuff, so it's down to three.
"First, I'm afraid that she'll stop wanting sex as much as I do, after a few years. That was one of the problems with Amy, you know. At first we were like bunnies, doing it all the time. But after a couple of years of marriage I was the only one who kept wanting it--she would have been happy with once a week or so.
"I figured okay, she just doesn't have as high a sex drive as I do; and I put up with it, but I didn't like it. Until I found her with dickhead... Anyway, I would hate to go through that again.
"Second, I'm a little afraid of how suspicious she is--I've told you a bit about how badly men have treated her in the past, but you have no idea how awful it was. We nearly broke up after about two months because of a phone message she heard from an old fuck-buddy of mine. It took an intervention from her friend Katie to even calm her down enough to hear my side of it.
"And I worry a little that something like that might happen again--some innocent thing that could send her off the deep end. So that's two.
"The last one is how sexy she is. Men are universally attracted to her, it's almost unbelievable. I once followed her down the street and was amazed how many guys tried to pick her up.
"It's not that I don't trust her, because I do. I know she loves me, and I know she's not looking around. It's just....
"It's just that, if after a few years she gets a little bored with me, or we fight about something and she gets pissed-off, there's always going to be some really hot-looking guy waiting in the wings to try his luck."
One of the things I love about my brother is that he thinks before he speaks. I watched him take all this in and reflect on it. We ate for several minutes in silence before he replied.
"Well," he said. "About the first one. I'm the last guy in the world who can help you there--I've never had been married, never had a relationship last longer than a few months."
"Really? There's no Natasha tucked away in Smolensk, or Anna in Azerbaijan, or maybe a Luisa in Venice?"
"I'm impressed, Jack--that's more geography than I ever would have expected out of you! But no, no long-term honeys in my life.
"But I guess I think, if two people are married and they love each other, and they communicate well--I guess I figure they ought to be able to work it out. It's just compromising, isn't it? Like, somebody likes to sleep with the window open, the other one likes it shut? I mean, you work out some sort of deal.
"I don't know, sometimes you have to jerk yourself off, or she helps or something. And other times, maybe she has sex with you even though she's tired or doesn't really want to--just because she loves you."
He sat some more. "I guess I don't see the third one as a deal-breaker either. I mean, I admit that Tommie is amazingly sexy."
He looked at me. "There's just something unique about her. If she weren't with you, I could easily imagine going after her myself. So I get what you're talking about.
"But as long she loves you and is happy with you ... well, she's probably already seen every kind of horny guy trick there is, and gotten pretty damn good at fending them off.
"So like you say, unless the marriage goes south or you do some typical 'Jack-the-dickhead' thing to fuck it up"--he grinned at me--"the fact that other guys are turned on by her shouldn't be an issue.
"But her suspicions ... that seems like a harder one. She needs to trust you, Jack, really totally trust you, if the marriage is going to work. That's true for everyone, and probably way more true for Tommie.
"So I'd for sure marry her--my God, don't let her get away. But plan to do a lot of talking, a lot of staying in touch with what's on her mind, and be sure that the two of you never let any problems fester between you. I guess I'd tell that to anybody who's thinking about getting married, but especially to you and her.
"And can you please schedule the wedding for when I'm in town?"
****************
We did, too. We were married at the end of April. Katie and Tap's sister Alice were the two matrons of honor, and I asked Eric to be my co-best man along with David, who flew in from overseas for three days.
Everything about it was wonderful, except that Tommie scowled at the minister when he said, "do you, Thomasina Ann Parker..." She hates her given name, just HATES it, and won't let me ever use it, even to tease her.
My absolute favorite moment of the whole day came late in the evening, at the post-reception party, when just about a dozen of our closest friends were hanging out in our honeymoon suite for a couple more bottles of champagne. Everyone gave a toast, most of them razzing me in one way or another, and then it was my turn.
I stood up, more than a little tipsy, and grinned at everyone. "I know you all know what I'm going to say. I'm going to give you some sappy, mushy words about my new bride--about how gorgeous and lovable and sweet and generous and smart and funny and irresistible she is, and about how I will spend all the rest of my days on this planet trying to make her as happy as she makes me..."
Groans, and "awww"s, and mocking laughter greeted this.
"But before I get to that part I want to raise a glass to Katie and Eric--Tommie's friends and now mine, two people I really admire and whose good sense I will always trust.
"They're kind of an unusual couple, though, very different from one another, so it's hard to imagine how they stay together." I had a grin on my face, and my listeners began to sense that something funny was coming.
"Just in the last two days each of them took me aside to speak to me about Tommie--but Katie's words were so vague, while Eric's were incredibly specific. It was kind of funny, actually.
"Katie said to me--what was it? oh, yes. Katie said I'd better take good care of Tommie or she'd kill me. Awfully general, right? But Eric said, 'Jack, if you ever hurt Tommie I'll cut your balls off with a rusty hunting knife.' "
Roars of laughter from around the room, and I raised my glass over the din to say, "here's to Tommie's two great friends and protectors!"
****************
Were we happily married? Yes and no. Yes we were, for about the first four years. At least I was happy--almost beyond my wildest dreams--but I really believe Tommie was too. But after that, over a period of a year and half or two years, it just seemed to slip away. Gradually, inexorably, and I couldn't make it stop.
Our honeymoon in Cancun was fabulous. Coming home and living together as man and wife was fabulous. Buying a house in the suburbs, just a few blocks from Katie and Eric, and getting settled in it together was fabulous.
I don't know how to say it without invoking all the boring clichés. Tommie made me feel complete. I woke up every day smiling to myself, seeing her head on the pillow next to me, knowing that we'd have breakfast together and drive into work together, eat lunch together many days, and then come home and have the evening together.
She was funny and supportive and surprising and tender. She loved me and she made sure to let me know it all the time. And our sex life was fantastic.
It wasn't that she was some sort of sexual athlete--nor was I--or that everything was dildos and handcuffs and trapezes. Our lovemaking was probably like that of many married couples: fun and energetic sometimes, relaxed and intimate other times.
But Tommie was so sexy, just looking at her standing in the kitchen cooking spaghetti turned me on. Seeing her smile when we clinked beer bottles together and said "cheers" turned me on. Reading the occasional flirty email from her turned me on.
And my fears that our libidos would be badly matched--as mine had been with Amy--turned out to be quite unfounded. I initiated sex more than Tommie, but there were lots of times when she was eager to jump my bones and made that very clear. From time to time when I wanted to play she was tired or distracted, but she never said "no" without a gentle smile and a promise that later, or the next day, she'd be coming after me. And she lived up to it, too.
Even after the first few months, there'd be times on weekends when we'd spend hours in bed, touching and licking and fucking, then napping for a while and starting over. I could never get enough of her, but I never felt deprived either.
A couple of months after our second anniversary Tap turned 30 and the alarm on her biological clock starting ringing, loudly. I was nearly 34 and more than ready myself, so we began the fun process of making a baby.
And it was fun, for a while, with the scheduling and the jokes about when and how often and in what position. But after a year, with no results, it started to be less fun--and more like a duty to have sex at just the right times. Another six months without a pregnancy, and it was time to get tested.
The news was pretty devastating: while I was shooting lots of baby-makers, Tommie had some rare type of uterine malformation that meant she couldn't carry a baby to term--she had perfectly healthy eggs, but her uterus couldn't grow them. Sometimes problems like that can be addressed by surgery, but in her case three different doctors said it couldn't.
I got us a few days off from work and we flew to the Outer Banks of North Carolina for a quiet vacation. We slept a lot--especially Tommie, who was terribly depressed--and walked on the beach, and talked. Sometimes she would just sit and cry, while I held her in my arms.
When she was feeling calmer I raised the possibility of adoption. "I don't know, Jack," she said, after a long silence.
"I've thought of it too--but I just don't know if ... if that's what I want for us. I so much wanted to have your babies...."
She started to cry again, and I rocked her in my arms. I was disappointed too, but nowhere near as upset as Tommie. We talked some more that evening and decided that we'd put off the question of adoption for a few months, and see how we felt after time had passed.
****************
It wouldn't be right to say that "everything changed" after we found out we couldn't have children, but something definitely changed in Tommie. We gradually recovered from the initial sadness, we went back to our great life together--but she was quieter, more thoughtful, and sometimes very distant from me.
We still talked openly, and I knew that there wasn't anything she was hiding; it was just that the sadness sometimes rolled over her like a wave, and I pretty much had to just wait it out. Sometimes for a few hours, sometimes for 3-4 days.
One October day on our ride home from work she said, "Jack, I've been thinking about looking for another job."
"Oh?"
"I like Minestra fine, and it's really great seeing you during the day so much." She smiled and squeezed my hand. "But I'm a little bored, and with the whole baby thing... I think it would be good for me to have a change. Something new and different, a new set of challenges to focus on."
So Tap spoke to Ben, who told her he'd miss her but he'd give her a terrific recommendation, and she started looking around. She had four or five interviews for Executive Secretary/Personal Assistant type jobs, and got three callbacks. In the end the offer she was leaning towards taking came from a guy named Damon Ebberson, who ran an enormous furniture retail and wholesale business based in Indianapolis called Grand Valley, Limited. He had about a hundred and eighty stores all over the Midwest, as well as a bunch of factories scattered around the country.
As you might expect, interviewing for jobs--for somebody who looked like Tommie--meant trying to judge whether she was getting hired for her looks. Even more, it meant working out whether the guy hiring her was going to be putting the moves on her all the time. Tommie was more experienced in dealing with this crap than anyone should have to be, and she told me a lot of stories.
One guy, the managing partner of a law firm, did everything but drool onto her blouse during the interview. And when she told him straight out that she was happily married and didn't sleep around, he made clear that the interview was over. "Fuckhead" was her concise description of that guy.
"So, tell me about this Ebberson," I said. "You think he'd be a good person to work for?"
"Well, I didn't even meet him in the first round of interviews--that struck me as a good sign, actually. A guy named Don Harrington talked to me, one of his two vice-presidents, and I thought it went okay.
"On the second round I met Damon and had lunch with him. He's a dapper guy, maybe mid-40s, really tan and fit. Like he plays two sets of tennis four times a week. On the short side--several inches shorter than you. And very straightforward--told me right away to call him Damon and that he didn't like a lot of formality.
"We talked about what he needed a Personal Assistant to do and there's nothing there I didn't do for Ben, or couldn't learn to do for him. And they're offering me about 20% more than Minestra's paying me." She grinned. "Enough to spruce up your wardrobe a bit, sweetie."



This was a running joke between us--I didn't care much for clothes shopping, and I wore the same stuff all the time. Tommie was always eager to drag me into a few stores and get some new things.
"So did you say yes to him?"
"Not yet." She looked at me. "There's one thing, Jack--and we need to talk about it. Damon travels a fair amount and he would want me along on some of the trips--mostly to take notes during meetings and make logistical arrangements and stuff. It would mean 2-3 nights away at a time, maybe every other month or so. And I told him I couldn't agree to that without talking to you first."
I was instantly suspicious. Not of Tommie, not in the least--but of this guy I'd never met. I knew how men looked at her, and what they thought about.
"Okay--can you tell me how the conversation went?"
"Well, I'd been watching him closely, of course. There's no doubt that he thinks I'm attractive, but he was perfectly professional--no leering, no flirting or inappropriate jokes.
"When he mentioned the traveling I said, 'Damon, just to be clear--I'm a married woman and I'm totally faithful to my husband.'
"And he looked shocked for a minute, and then he smiled and shook his head and said, 'no no, Tommie, nothing like that. These are business trips only. In fact, your husband would be welcome to come along anytime and stay in the hotel with you, if he's willing to pay his own way. I wouldn't need you most evenings so you and he could enjoy a bit of a vacation.' "
That eased my mind quite a bit. "Wow, that sounds like an okay deal."
"I thought so too." She smiled at me. "I'm inclined to take the job, Jack, unless you think I shouldn't."
We talked about it for a while longer and agreed it sounded like a nice opportunity.
"Can I take you out for a fancy dinner to celebrate? Maybe spend a little of that 20% raise?"
She kissed me and said, "absolutely. But first we're stopping at Richard Avery's and buying you some new clothes!"
****************
Tommie's first several months working for Damon went very well. He treated her with respect, she liked the other people in the office, and the work was interesting and challenging. I met him for the first time at Grand Valley's lavish Christmas party and I liked him.
My mind was also set at ease a little by meeting his wife, Elena. She was at least ten years younger than he was, and a total knockout. She seemed to be of Mexican or Latin American descent, and spoke with a charming accent. As far as I could tell they were devoted to each other.
In early January Tommie made her first business trip with Damon, to Asheville, North Carolina, and I took a couple of days off and went along.
We had a lot of fun. As promised, Damon didn't need her in the evenings except for one dinner meeting, and the other nights Tommie and I had time on our own. I joined for the next trip as well, to Las Vegas in April, and for two more during the summer.
As for the other trips, when I couldn't go because of work, Tap and I spoke every night on the phone. She seemed happy, and her normally high level of wariness where men were concerned didn't seem to be picking up anything inappropriate.
In November, though, that all changed. I couldn't reach her on Saturday night for our usual evening phone call--she was in Tucson with Damon and several other people from the company--and on Sunday morning Damon called me.
"Jack, I'm sorry to call out of the blue like this. Everything's okay, Tommie's fine, but--well, someone slipped something into her drink last night."
"What?" I was frantic. "Is she okay? Should I fly out there?"
"No no, it's really fine. It was Don Harrington, that son-of-a-bitch! He was trying to hustle her out of the restaurant but I spotted them and stopped it in time. I got a cab and took her to the hospital, she was there all night. Tommie's back at the hotel now getting packed, one of the female staff from the hotel is helping her, and we'll be flying back in an hour. If you want to meet us at the airport we'll be getting in around 5:45."
"I'll call her," I said, and he replied, "no, you probably shouldn't. She's still a little vague. We can both tell you about it when we get back."
Needless to say I was beside myself all afternoon, and got to the airport almost an hour before the plane landed. Tommie ran into my arms, looking tired, and we hugged each other tightly.
"I'm really okay, honey--I'm bushed but I'm fine. Damon was there at the right time, thank God!"
Damon greeted me and I thanked him, shaking his hand like he was my long-lost father or something. He just smiled and said, "no problem, Jack. I'm just glad everything is okay. I've got to get home to Elena, so I'll let Tommie tell you all about it.
"Tommie, if you need a day or two, by all means take some time. Let me know when you're ready to come back in, all right?"
On the way home I finally got the story from Tommie. She'd been having dinner with Don Harrington, one of Damon's VPs, in the hotel restaurant when all of a sudden she felt very woozy. She never drank alcohol when I wasn't with her, so she had no idea what had happened. Don got her up from her chair and started to guide her towards the elevators, telling her she "needed to lie down for a little while."
"But while we were waiting--I guess I must have been draped all over Don, I could barely stand up--Damon came over from the lobby and asked what the problem was. The next thing I knew, I was sliding to the floor and Don was running out of the hotel as fast as he could.
"I only vaguely remember the rest. Damon must have gotten me to the hospital. I sort of recall a nice old white-haired man in a lab coat who came and took my pulse, and then I must have slept.
"When I woke up this morning Damon was sitting in the chair next to my bed. They brought me some oatmeal and toast, and after I ate they said I could check out, so Damon took me back to the hotel and one of the receptionists helped me change my clothes and pack, and then Damon came back and took me to the airport. I slept some more on the plane, and by the time we landed I felt more normal."
I took Tommie inside and made her some soup and put her to bed; she slept for 13 hours, and the next morning she wouldn't even think about staying home.
"No, baby, I really feel okay--and I'm damned if I'm going to let that prick Don Harrington cost me a day of work. Besides, I want to see if he even has the nerve to show up, and what Damon will do to him if he does."
She said one more thing to me. "You know, it's strange--I'm not so naïve that I don't think stuff like this goes on--you remember some asshole tried it on me in college--but I never would have thought it would be Harrington. When I first interviewed with him, he--well, to be honest, I wondered if he might be gay. And he'd certainly never made any sort of move on me before that, or even flirted with me."
That evening when I picked up Tap at her office she was triumphant.
"He canned him, Jack--you should have seen it! Damon called me into his office and Don was standing there, looking miserable, and Damon just tore into him. He said that he could only assume that Don had planned to rape me, and he told Don he had ten minutes to collect his things and get out.
" 'If I thought they'd convict you I'd make sure you were charged with rape, you son of a bitch,' he said. And he told him that he'd never get a recommendation from him or anyone else at Grand Valley.
" 'You'd best find yourself another place to live, Don,' he told him. 'Because I have a fair number of connections in Indianapolis, and no one who knows me is ever going to hire you.' And Don just stood there looking at the floor, never saying a word--and when Damon was done Don turned on his heel and disappeared, without looking at him or me.
"And Damon said, 'I wanted you to be here for that, Tommie. I am so sorry for what happened, and I feel responsible somehow. I would never have imagined he'd ... well, that he'd ever do anything like that.' "
**************************
For a few weeks after that I was afraid to let Tommie out of my sight, silly though it may have been. She kept reassuring me that she was fine, that Harrington was long gone, that she was being very careful. And I gradually calmed down, though on her next two trips, to Miami and to Asheville again, I insisted on coming along.
By around Christmas I thought we were back to our normal selves. We'd had a wonderful holiday, with a trip up to Toronto to stay with Alice and Trevor, and then a quick visit from my brother David over New Year's.
What I liked best, though, were the three days in between: me and Tap, alone together, snow on the ground, a fire in the fireplace each evening, cuddling and talking and making love.
Things were great. And I thought that in a couple of weeks I'd find a time to bring up the question of adopting children. We'd left it alone for a long while, and it seemed like it was the right time to at least talk about it. I'd be happy either way--but if Tommie felt she wanted children, I wanted them too.
So I planned for the conversation--but we didn't have it. Somewhere in January, almost imperceptibly, things started to slip away from us. Tommie grew quieter, she talked to me less, she spent more time by herself in the evenings, or on the phone.
I asked her several times if there were a problem at work, or between us, but all she would say is that she was "tired." Once or twice, she got annoyed and told me to stop pestering her.
**************************
On the spur of the moment I walked over to Katie and Eric's house, about six blocks away. It was after dinner on a Thursday in late February--Tommie was in New York with Damon. It was her first trip without me since the time when Don Harrington had drugged her.
"Hey Jack, what's going on?" said Eric when he answered the door. He seemed surprised to see me, but not unfriendly. But when Katie came up behind him and saw me, her voice positively dripped with icicles.
"What are you doing here?"
I was stunned. "I, uh ... well, actually, I--Katie, are you mad at me about something?"
A silence. Then without a word she turned and walked away from me, into the back of the house.
"Jesus Christ, Eric," I said, "what's wrong? Did I kill her pet cat without knowing it?"
Eric looked embarrassed; he took my arm and guided me through the house, so we could sit together in his study.
"Listen, Jack, it's--
"I don't know exactly what's going on, but Katie's upset with you because Tommie's upset with you."
"But why, for Chrissakes? That's actually why I wandered over tonight, Eric. I don't mean to impose on you, but I have no idea what's going on with her and I thought you guys might be able to help."
He looked intently into my face, while I wondered what the hell was up. Finally he said, "let me go get Katie and we'll talk."
They came back into the room together and sat side-by-side on the loveseat, facing me. Katie's face was serious but not angry.
"Katie, can you help me out here? Tommie is upset with me and she won't tell me why--now it seems you're pissed at me too."
She looked over at Eric and he nodded. "I really don't think he knows, babe," he said.
She leaned forward and said, "Tommie is worried about your marriage, Jack. She thinks you're ... well, that you're stepping out on her. Maybe you haven't slept with anyone else yet, but she thinks you're headed in that direction."
"What?" I jumped up. "Why? What have I done? I haven't done a Goddam thing! I love her more now than the day we married! What on earth is this about?"
"Back in January, Jack, three weeks ago, Tommie and I went to Cincinnati for Emily's bridal shower, remember? We were gone Saturday and Sunday?" She was talking to me as though I were a child.
"Of course."
"What did you do that Saturday night?"
I thought back. "That must have been the night I hung out with my friend Rudy. We went to Pizzeria Uno, and then to a bar in his neighborhood and had a couple of beers. Why--"
"And what about the hot brunette in a slinky red dress you were making out with? You're not going to tell me that was Rudy, are you?"
"You don't--oh for God's sake, is that what this is about? How did you--" I was suddenly furious. I had to take a couple of deep breaths to calm down.
"I was sitting at the bar--Rudy had gone to the men's room. All of a sudden this babe in a red dress says, "there you are, honey!" or something like that, throws her arms around me and starts kissing me like I'm her lover or something.
"I take her by the shoulders to push her away--at first she doesn't let go but I push hard, and then when I'm looking into her face she said, "oh my God, you're not Brent!" and backs several feet away from me, looking incredibly embarrassed.
"So it turns out she only saw me from across the room, and thought I was her boyfriend and came up to give me a big wet one. She apologized like three times, and we laughed about it for a minute, and then she left. I think she found a booth to wait for him or something. I remember her saying, 'it's a good thing he's not here yet--he sure wouldn't have liked seeing me smooch you like that!'
"But what does this have to do with me and Tommie? It was nothing! I remember thinking, here's a funny story I can tell her. And then I thought, no, all it will do is upset her, no point in mentioning it. I haven't even particularly thought about it since then."
Katie said, "somebody saw you and told Tommie about it, Jack. She didn't tell me who, or what they said--just that you'd been necking with some really hot woman in a bar while you were out on the town."
"And she never mentioned it to me? She believed that story--and never asked me about it? Jesus, Katie!"
I looked at Eric. "You don't believe this, do you, man? I swear to God, I would never, ever--"
He shook his head, looking unhappy. "No, I don't believe it. I don't think Katie really does either--but she's talked to Tommie several times in the last few weeks and I guess Tommie's going crazy."
Katie nodded, and said, "she doesn't know what to think, Jack. She figures that if it was something innocent, you would have told her about it. And apparently, this is not the first time."
"What?"
She held her hands up, as if to placate me. "I'm just telling you what I heard from Tommie. According to her, you've been seen other times with good-looking women, having drinks or dinner or stuff."
I got up and walked around, a little dazed. "I thought we had a ... honestly, I thought we talked about everything. I would never have imagined that she'd get so upset and keep it secret from me.
"Well, not exactly secret--she keeps giving me these dark looks, but she just shakes her head when I ask what's bothering her. That's why I came over tonight!"
I sat down and looked at them. "Guys, what should I do?"
We talked for another hour. Their advice was simple: talk to Tommie, tell her everything, reassure her, don't give up. Easy advice to give, not so easy to achieve.
I went home and wrote her a long email explaining everything that happened in the bar and asking her to call me that night. But she didn't--and when we talked the next night she was distant and cool, not interested in hearing my explanations or asking me any questions.
On Saturday when I picked her up at the airport it was the same. Damon was cordial and friendly but Tommie looked exhausted and upset. After dinner I insisted that we sit and talk, and I told her the whole story once again.
"And why didn't you tell me about this right away, Jack?" She sounded more like an attorney than my wife.
"It just wasn't a big deal, honey. It never occurred to me that you'd hear about it and be upset. Even if somebody we know had been there, if he'd seen the whole incident it would have been completely clear that it was an innocent mistake--this woman and I weren't anywhere near each other for more than 45 seconds!"
She just sighed, and looked over my shoulder. She said, "okay Jack, let's let it drop."
"No! Not if you don't believe me! I would never, ever cheat on you, Tommie."
I kneeled down in front of her and took her hands. "Never!"
She smiled and squeezed my hands, looking wan and unhappy. "Okay, Jack. I believe you."
She stood up. "I'm feeling really tired from the trip--I think I'm going to go to bed, okay?" And without looking back she headed off to the bedroom.
I sat up for a long time that night, wondering how things had gotten away from us so fast.
****************
Things got better--a little--over the next few weeks. We weren't back to normal, but if Tommie was still worried she hid it better. She wasn't relaxed and loving with me, but she wasn't so distant and suspicious either. Somewhere in between, I guess.
We made love when I asked her to, but her heart wasn't really in it most of the time. It kind of varied from day to day: sometimes I felt like she'd gotten over it and trusted me again; and other days she'd come home from work and be cold and distant all evening. I never knew who I'd be getting from one day to the next.
But I was working as hard as I could: I was talking to her about everything, making sure that she knew what I was up to every minute we were apart, checking in with her to make sure there were no misunderstandings.
And then came my trip to Chicago.
Minestra sent me up there to meet with someone from a company interested in investing in us and expanding throughout the Great Lakes region. I'd done meetings like this before--but this one turned out to be with a beautiful woman named Karen, tall and willowy with blond hair and amazing blue eyes.
If I weren't married to the sexiest woman I'd ever seen I would surely have been interested, at least theoretically--but all I really did was say to myself "wow, she's a beauty" and get back to thinking about business.
We met on a Wednesday afternoon at 4:30 in a conference room in a big office building downtown and worked for nearly two hours. It was an odd meeting, because Karen didn't seem to be as well-informed about some aspects of the transaction as she should have been. I politely refrained from saying anything, but it made me wonder. Was she in over her head? Was this a case of a hottie having gotten a job she wasn't really qualified for?
The end of the meeting was inconclusive, but that didn't bother me--deals like this usually took half-a-dozen meetings at least, and this was just the first. Karen asked what hotel I was staying at and insisted on taking me to dinner in the restaurant there. She was friendly but not particularly flirtatious, and as we had our coffee after the meal I was already anticipating getting upstairs and giving Tommie a call.
Suddenly, it seemed, I was so sleepy I could barely keep my head up. I saw Karen gazing at me but my vision seemed blurry. I started to say, "Karen, I don't know what's happening to me," and then I think I just closed my eyes.
When I awoke, still groggy, morning light was streaming in the windows. Tommie was snuggled up behind me spoon-fashion. I smiled to myself, enjoying the feeling of her body against me. I turned over to kiss her and there, to my horror, was Karen!
She was naked and smiling. "Oh goodie, you're finally awake." Her hand reached for my cock.
"You were fantastic last night, Jack--I've got to have some more of that right now."
She stroked my dick for a minute while I stared at her, utterly baffled. Then I leapt out of bed and backed away from her.
"What are you doing here? How did you get into my room?"
"Don't you remember, baby?" She gave me a sexy smile and shook her tits at me. "You brought me up here after dinner and fucked the daylights out of me--we were at it half the night.



"You're about the best I've ever had, too. Come back to bed, Jack."
I looked wildly around the room. Her clothes and mine were scattered all over the floor and the chairs. Bewildered, I put my hand on my dick. It felt dry--certainly not sticky the way I'd expect it to be after a night of fucking.
"You need to go," I said. "Put your clothes on."
"But Jack, we can--"
Ignoring her, I grabbed the phone on the desk. "This is Jack Hitchcock in Room 721. I need a doctor sent to my room as soon as possible--right away! Make sure he brings a kit for a blood test. It's a matter of life and death."
Turning back to Karen I said, " I mean it, Karen--you need to go. I don't know what your game is, but there's no way I had sex with you last night, and I'm certainly not about to do it now." Ignoring her squawks of protest I gathered up her clothes, took her by the arm and pushed her into the bathroom to dress. Then I found my boxers and tee shirt and pulled them on.
A minute or two later Karen emerged with her clothes on, saying, "honestly, Jack, I don't know what you're--"
"Just can it, Karen--or whoever the hell you are." I grabbed her purse and put it in her hands, walked her to the door and pushed her out into the hall, closing the door behind her. It didn't occur to me until a few minutes afterwards that I should have looked at her driver's license.
An agonizing 20 minutes later I heard a knock on the door. I opened it and a gray-haired man with a doctor's bag said, "I'm Dr. Rogers--what's the emergency?"
"I was having dinner in the restaurant downstairs last night and things went woozy. The next thing I know I woke up in bed this morning. I'm positive I've been drugged and I want you to take a blood sample for testing."
He tried several times to talk me out of it but I was adamant, and finally Dr. Rogers took my blood and spent twenty minutes examining me. Afterwards he said, reluctantly, "well, it's possible. Your story is kind of crazy, but some of your vitals are a little odd. I wouldn't do any driving for a few hours, and have your doctor at home check you out in a couple of days. Give me your address and I'll arrange for the lab results to be sent to you--it will be a few days."
On the plane home I thought hard. As crazy as it seemed, there was no doubt that someone had set me up--and it didn't make sense that it could be anything besides an attempt to convince Tommie I'd been cheating on her. Which of course must be what that stupid episode in the bar had been. My first suspect would have been Damon--except for the fact that he'd been the one to rescue her when Don Harrington drugged her.
When I got back to Indianapolis I called in and took the rest of the day off, then I phoned Tommie and asked her to come home early. Her first question was "where were you last night? Why didn't you call me?"
"Please, honey--something bizarre happened. Can you leave now and come home?"
When Tommie arrived I asked her to sit down and I told her the whole story.
She was incredulous--and frankly suspicious. "You're telling me a beautiful client drugged you, and then the next morning you woke up in bed with her, both of you naked--but nothing happened?"
I spoke slowly and firmly, looking right into her face. "Tap--I love you. More than I have ever loved anyone. I have NEVER cheated on you, never touched another woman since we've been married--and I never would.
"This may sound like the world's most preposterous story--but I swear to you it's true.
"Please, please trust me. I am not an asshole like some of the guys in your past."
I stopped; and we gazed at one another for a long minute. Suddenly her eyes filled with tears, and Tommie threw her arms around me and started to sob.
"I'm sorry, Jack," she cried, her head on my shoulder. "I do believe you--I've just been hurt so many times..."
She cried, and I held her, and after awhile she felt a little better. We talked about it, and agreed that someone had to be setting me up.
"I've already had Minestra look into 'Karen,' or whoever the fuck she actually is. They called the company in Chicago--it turned out the entire business meeting was a hoax. They have no interest in buying a piece of Minestra, and nobody named Karen working for them.
"Is there anybody at Grand Valley you don't trust? Anyone who's come onto you?"
She laughed, and said, "only about twenty guys! That's just how it is, Jack. But no one I can think of who's been especially persistent about it.
"Let me give it some thought--and maybe I'll ask Damon if there's anyone who occurs to him."
****************
We had a good weekend, a couple of quiet days together. Tommie seemed reassured, somehow, closer to me than before. We made love several times and spent a lot of time talking together. In light not only of my drugging but of the crazy business with that woman in the bar, she finally seemed to believe that somebody was targeting me--or us.
On Tuesday the lab report came in the mail showing that I'd had traces of rohypnol and some other barbiturate in my system; and I showed it to Tommie as soon as she came home.
She read it very carefully, frowning. And then to my relief she laughed with me about it. And she said, "I'm going to speak to Damon about it tomorrow, Jack. Now that we know for sure that you were drugged, maybe he'll be able to have someone investigate."
But Wednesday night everything was different. Tommie came home with a haunted look and didn't want to talk to me.
"What? What's wrong? Did you have a bad day?"
"It's nothing, Jack," she said, not even looking at me. "I just need some time to be alone." And she skipped dinner and went into the bedroom to watch TV. I went in around 8:00 but she wouldn't talk to me, and when I went back around 9:30 to check on her, Tommie was already asleep.
On Thursday she left for work before I was even out of the shower--and during the day she emailed to say she was working late and wouldn't be home until around 9:00. When she came in she was quiet, just like the night before.
I followed her into the bedroom after a few minutes, took the TV remote from her and switched the set off.
"Tap--what's going on?"
"Nothing, Jack, I'm just tired. I need to relax, just let me watch a little TV, okay?"
"No, honey, it's not okay. It seems like one day you and I are fine, and the next you're suspicious and distant and don't trust me anymore. Has something happened?"
She gazed at me. I could tell she didn't want to talk to me, but I wasn't about to let her off the hook.
"Listen, Jack. You have to admit that a lot of weird stuff has happened lately, and frankly--well, it's hard to believe that there could be this much smoke and no fire."
I stared at her. "But Tap--I've told you everything, explained everything that's happened. I am NOT cheating on you! I am not doing ANYTHING wrong, or anything that would undermine our marriage."
"I'm trying to believe that--I really am. But it's not so easy, Jack.
"Listen," she said. "It's been a long week. Let's get through tomorrow, and this weekend we'll sit down and talk through it again--all of it. And we'll decide what to do. Maybe we need counseling or something. But we'll work it out together."
I agreed instantly. "It's a deal. Counseling, anything you want. I need you to trust me, honey. And I'll do whatever it takes."
"Okay," she said--and she picked up the remote and turned the TV back on. I'd been dismissed.
Friday morning, not much had changed--she was quiet and uncommunicative, despite all my efforts to talk to her. I left for work feeling deeply concerned, and thinking that I'd make us a nice dinner that night and see if we couldn't just have a relaxing evening together.
But Tommie never came home Friday night.
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Actually that's not quite accurate. She'd clearly been home during the day. The bedroom closet was missing some of her clothes, the dresser drawers were wide-open, and two suitcases were missing from the closet.
Downstairs on the kitchen table were her wedding ring and her engagement ring, which had been my great-grandmother's. And a note, which said, "I trusted you. I loved you. And I still can't believe you would do this."
Shocked and frantic, I did what anybody would have done. I called her cell, but it was turned off. I left a message: "Tommie, I don't know what you think I did, but I didn't cheat on you. I SWEAR. Please call me so we can talk about this. I love you!"
I knew I couldn't call the police--it was far too soon, and in any case Tommie seemed to have left of her own volition. I called her office but it was after 6:00; everyone at Grand Valley had gone home for the weekend. So I called Damon at home.
"Hello?" I recognized the slight lilt of Elena's voice.
"Elena, hi, it's Jack Hitchcock, Tommie's husband."
"Oh yes Jack, how are you?"
"I, uh, fine, thank you. Could I talk to Damon for a minute please?"
"Oh, I'm sorry, Jack, Damon's off on a trip. He left this afternoon; he called and said he'd be away probably for a couple of weeks."
A couple of weeks? I stared at the phone in horror. "Did he tell you where he was going? And whether Tommie was with him?"
"I know it was out to the West Coast at first, Los Angeles maybe? But I think he's going several places after that, I don't really know. He didn't mention anything about Tommie, but doesn't she usually go with him?"
"Uh, I guess so, most of the time. Listen, Elena--may I ask you please to have Damon call me as soon as you hear from him?"
"Sure, Jack--and I can give you his cell number too, if that would help."
I gratefully took down the number, said goodbye, and called Damon's cell. No answer. I left him a short message, just asking him to call me back.
And then I called Katie and Eric. They had no idea where Tommie was--neither of them had heard from her in more than a week. Katie must have heard from my voice how distraught I was--she asked what was going on and I told her: about the missing clothes, the rings, the note.
"Jack, we'll be right there," she said, and hung up the phone.
We sat in my living room and talked for an hour without making much progress.
"What's so crazy," I said, "is the way her feelings kept changing. We'd have these good talks, I'd reassure her and she seemed to feel better, to trust me--and then she'd come home from work a day or two later and everything would have turned to shit. She was cold and suspicious, and she wouldn't even talk to me!
"I have absolutely no idea what happened since last night, when she suggested that we would talk this weekend."
Thank God Katie and Eric seemed to believe me this time. Tommie had already told them the whole crazy story about my being drugged, but there wasn't any hint that they thought I was up to something. In the end we agreed that Katie would get in touch with Alice, in case she had heard from Tommie, and call me if there was any news.
As soon as they'd left I emailed David. "Call me as soon as you can--urgent, matter of life and death."
The phone rang around 12:30 in the morning, not that I was sleeping. "What's up, Jack--are you okay?"
I filled him in on the whole story: just the headlines first and then, when he asked, the back-story: all the suspicions and odd events of the past few months.
"It seems obvious now that somebody was setting me and Tommie up," I said. "And the fact that she kept feeling better, and then coming home from work and being upset, makes me pretty sure it had to be somebody at Grand Valley."
"Her boss?" he asked.
"I've thought about it, but I don't think so. He's always been very respectful of her; and he was the one who saved her when that asshole tried to drug her."
There was a silence, and I knew David was thinking.
"I don't have any good ideas right now," he said finally. "Let me think about it. I do have some, uh, resources that might be helpful in locating Tommie. It may or may not pan out. I'll give you a call if I hear anything, and you do likewise, okay?"
"Of course, David. Thanks."
"And listen, man. You've got to keep your head. Don't drive yourself crazy, don't do anything stupid. Be careful and smart, all right?"
We agreed we'd talk again in a couple of days, and got off the phone.
****************
I didn't sleep much that night, not surprisingly. I got up to check my email about five times, hoping against hope I'd hear from Tommie--or anybody.
The next afternoon, after calling Tommie's and Damon's cell phones again and leaving two more messages, I dragged myself to the supermarket--we were pretty much out of food and I knew I'd have to eat, even though I didn't have much interest in it.
I was waiting at a red light when I glanced at the driver in the car next to me--and Jesus Christ, it was Don fucking Harrington! He didn't notice me, and he probably wouldn't have recognized me anyway; we'd only met a couple of times.
Without hesitation I followed him, all the way across town, and watched as he parked in the lot of a bar named "Divine" and went inside. What do I do now, I thought--wait until he comes out and beat the shit out of him?
No, I said to myself, I can't. David's right: don't do anything crazy. If I land in jail it will only make things worse.
After half an hour of just sitting there I decided to go in and talk to him. I'd be calm but persistent.
Just inside the doorway of the bar I waited for my eyes to adjust to the dim light. Finally I saw Harrington, sitting in a booth partway back with another man--a boyish-looking guy in leather pants and a muscle shirt. I gazed around the place and realized I was in what had to be a gay bar.
Okay, I said to myself--polite, be polite. And calm. I went over to Harrington's both and quietly said, "excuse me--you're Don Harrington, aren't you?"
"Yes," he said, looking up without recognition. I said, "I'm Jack Hitchcock--Tommie's husband."
His eyes widened and he kind of shrank back away from me, almost involuntarily, though he was considerably bigger than I was. His companion looked at him in alarm and said, "what is it, baby? You want me to have them throw this guy out of here?"
I quickly said, "I'm just here to talk. I don't want any trouble. Can we speak for a minute or two?"
Harrington nodded, looking unhappy, and I pulled a chair up to the booth and sat down.
"I know what you want to know," he said right away, "and I'm really sorry. REALLY sorry. But it wasn't me at all, it was Ebberson. It was all a set up.
"I'm not even--" he gestured across the booth to his companion and said, "I'm gay. And I'm with Adrian."
I nodded. "Okay. So can you tell me about it?"
"Ebberson fucks all his PAs, or at least he did the whole time I was at Grand Valley. Most of them are pretty easy, but I could see as soon as I met Tommie that she was different. But Ebberson was obsessed with her; I think he'd seen her before, maybe at her previous job, and he was determined to have her.
"He twisted my arm to put something in her drink to make her sleepy, so that he could swoop in and rescue her, make her think she could trust him. I didn't much want to do it, but he didn't give me a lot of choice."
"But--but didn't it cost you your job? Your whole career at Grand Valley? Why would you ever agree to it?"
He sighed. "I was offered a job in New York that Damon had recommended me for--a real good career move for me. I was getting ready to announce my resignation to the rest of the staff. And then he came up with this fucked-up plan; he said if I didn't go along he'd call the people in New York and make some shit up so they'd cancel the job offer.
"I've seen Damon do things like that before--I had no doubt that he'd do it. So I went along with it. Damon said he'd have to fire me publicly, and humiliate me--but he'd give me a $50,000 bonus. And I'd be moving to New York anyway, so it wouldn't really matter.
"I'm only back this weekend to see Adrian--he can't join me in NY for a few more weeks until one of his projects is finished."
The whole time Adrian is holding Don's hand across the table and nodding sympathetically--you poor baby. Like he's the one who's had to suffer.
"You know you--" I sat back. "Fuck. You realize that you played a big part in the destruction of my marriage. Tommie's vanished, and I assume she's off somewhere with Damon."
"I'm ... I'm really sorry. It was a shitty thing to do. I was afraid I'd lose my job in New York."
"And you couldn't have told her? Or me? Just quietly gotten in touch and let us know afterwards what was really going on?"
He looked at the table. "I know. You're right.
"I'm really sorry."
There was nothing more to be said. I sat there, staring at him--and then I got up and walked out.
****************
I immediately raced home and emailed David. "It was her boss, Damon Ebberson, who was behind all of this, so he could screw Tommie. The drugging by her former co-worker was a set-up, planned so Damon could rescue her and make her trust him.
"So she's probably with him now. His wife doesn't know where he went: she told me he'd be away a couple of weeks, and that he was headed to the West coast. She thought."
He emailed me back two hours later. "I'm on it. The additional information helps. Sit tight, don't freak out. I'll let you know if I find anything out."
****************
Sitting tight was easier than not freaking out. I talked to Katie and Eric every day, but they'd heard nothing from Tommie, and Alice had nothing to report. I had dinner with them on Sunday and Monday--anything was better than just roaming around my empty house, beside myself with worry and rage.
And I kept calling Damon and Tommie, though they never answered their phones, and sending email messages to Tommie.
I had a thousand fantasies about what I was going to do to Damon, most of them filled with satisfyingly violent details. But I also cried when I thought of Tommie and what she might be doing with him--and how she'd feel when she found out it was all a hoax.
When I woke up Tuesday morning I found an email from my brother, sent in the middle of the night. "She's okay--she's in Fiji with Damon. I don't know much more. I'm working on getting her out of there and back home. I'll be in touch."
This made me more frantic, but I knew that if David knew anything else he would have told me. So I just replied "thanks--please let me know when you find out anything else."
On Wednesday afternoon another email from David reached me at work. I'd been going through the motions, because it was better than sitting at home tearing my hair out, but I wasn't much use to Minestra. And I'd kept my situation secret--no one knew about it besides Katie and Eric.
"She's okay. Coming back to Indianapolis later today, staying in Grand Valley's suite at the Conrad Hotel. DO NOT go there or call her. I'll call you tonight at 10 pm your time."
Jesus fucking Christ, how could I not call her or go see her? If anybody in the entire world besides David had told me that I would have ignored it completely. But I trusted him--so I fretted and chewed a pencil and tried to work, and went home and made myself dinner; and at 10 pm the phone rang.
"Yes?"
"Jack, it's me. She's okay. She's back in Indianapolis."
"Jesus! Thank God, David--how is she? What happened?"
"I only have a minute, I've got to get on a plane. There will be a DVD in your mailbox by 6 am tomorrow morning. When you play that you'll have the whole story. Tommie will be getting a copy too. Give her maybe until noon, then you can go over there--but she's going to be really upset. REALLY upset. Maybe take her friend Katie with you, if you can."
"Oh my God, is she hurt?"
"No she's not hurt, but it appears she slept with him. Once, anyway. He got her really drunk, and filled her head with lies."
I didn't know what to say. She was safe--she was okay--she was back. But she'd been fucked--by that lying, scheming piece of shit.
"Are you all right, Jack? You've got to hang in there."
"Yes ... yeah, I'm okay. Relieved, mostly. And furious. Thanks, David--I don't begin to know how to thank you."
"Just keep yourself under control, and be patient with her, okay? I gotta run. Call me after you've seen the DVD."
****************
Could you have slept that night, if you'd been me? No fucking way. I wanted to call Katie, but I didn't know how to tell her what I knew and keep David out of it, so I decided to wait.
I watched four old movies back-to-back, and I couldn't tell you what any of them was about. At 5:30 am I checked my mailbox for the sixth time and found a DVD in an envelope, unlabeled. I took it and ran back inside the house.
I put the DVD into the player and sat back. Abruptly a room appeared: what looked like a small basement or storeroom, with gray walls and no windows. In the center of the scene, against the far wall, Damon Ebberson sat strapped to a chair, naked and unconscious. There was nothing else in the room except a small rickety table with an animal cage on it.
Unexpectedly an extremely tall man dressed all in black and wearing a Darth Vader mask appeared from one side, out of the camera's view. He walked toward Damon holding a bucket of water and poured it over his head. Damon sputtered, shook his head, and seemed to wake up. Startled, he jerked his arms and legs, quickly realizing he was unable to move.
"What the hell? What are you--" He stopped suddenly as he looked up at the man before him.
"Glad you're awake, Damon," the man in the mask said in a deep voice. It sounded electronically altered. "Now we can begin."
"What the hell is going on here?" Damon blustered. "Do you know who I am? One phone call and I can--"
The tall man reached down and slapped Damon hard across the face, almost casually. He was wearing thick work gloves that extended nearly to his elbows. "Be silent," he said. "I want you to see something."
He pulled the table closer to Damon and moved the cage so it was right in front of him. The cage contained a brown mouse. The tall man took a small vial from his pocket. Very carefully he removed the top, which contained an eyedropper, drew some of the liquid into the dropper, and dropped a single drop of clear liquid onto the skin of the mouse's back. The mouse seemed unaffected.
"Watch now," he said. "It will happen in about three minutes."
Damon looked worried, but he wouldn't give up. "Listen. I don't know what this is about, but I'm a very rich man. I'm sure we can--"
"Do you want me to hit you again?" the tall man asked. "I can keep hitting you if you like. Or you can be silent."
Damon shook his head and stopped speaking. The two men waited in silence for at least another two minutes.
Suddenly the mouse emitted a terrifying shriek, one signaling intense and unbearable pain. It fell over and its body convulsed spastically, while the mouse continued to shriek and wail in obvious agony. The terrible sounds lasted nearly a minute--then the mouse fell silent, too weak to continue, though it lay on its side panting, still twitching in violent pain. After another 30 seconds it was completely still.
Damon's eyes had widened, and he'd reflexively pushed his chair back against the wall, as far from the table as he could get. He stared at the dead mouse, then up at the tall man.
"Now we will talk," the tall man said. "You've seen what that liquid can do. For you it would probably take several drops on your skin, and it might take up to 5 minutes to have its effect, but the result would be just the same."
Damon was pale and sweaty, leaning back in the chair away from the tall man. He shuddered and said, "what do you want? I have a lot of money. I can--"
"I don't want your money!" the tall man snapped. He pulled another chair over in front of Damon and sat down. "I know all about you and Tommie Parker. How you lied to her, how you arranged to have your toady Don Harrington drug her, how you kept sending women after her husband. All of this so you could get her into your own bed, you scumbag.
"Now here are your choices. Choice 1: you smile into the camera and tell the whole story. Every bit of it, every loathsome detail. You leave out nothing, do you understand? I already know nearly all of it, so it would be quite unwise to omit anything or we might have to move to Choice 2.
"Choice 2 is what the mouse got."
Unwillingly Damon's eyes flicked to the mouse lying dead in its cage, and then back to the mask of the tall man. He was trembling, breathing fast out of his mouth.
"I'll tell you! I'll tell you all of it. Only don't ... promise you won't ...."
There was a silence, as Damon looked at the tall man beseechingly.
"Tell the story."
Damon took a deep breath. "I ... I wanted her. That's all, really. She's about the sexiest woman I've ever seen in my life--have you seen her?
"If you have, then you know what I mean. I saw her once at Minestra Business Systems, where she used to work, and I knew I absolutely had to fu--, uh, to have sex with her.
"And then about a month later I was amazed to get her resume from an employment service that works for me--she was looking for a new job. So I arranged for her to be interviewed for a job as my personal assistant. When she came for the interview I could see right away she was a straight arrow, totally faithful to her husband. So I knew it would take some planning.
"I could tell she'd been hit on a lot--how could she not be, looking like that? So I took my time and worked out different ways to earn her trust, and to undermine her relationship with her husband."
Damon was talking rapidly, fluently. He didn't even seem terrified any more, just intent on telling his story as completely as possible.
"The PA job meant Tommie would have to travel with me from time to time. She was worried about that, so I assured her it was all on the up-and-up, she could trust me, and her husband could even come on the trips and share her room if he wanted to.
"So they did that several times, and then I started scheduling some of my trips for times he couldn't come."
"How did you know her husband's schedule?" the man in the mask asked.
"I paid off somebody at Minestra, a guy named Daniel who worked for the vice president overseeing Jack's division--Jack is Tommie's husband. Daniel would let me know what Jack's work schedule was like, especially when he needed to go out of town or when he was working on a big project with a deadline.
"And I had my tech guys hack into Tommie's email account--I saw every message back and forth between her and Jack. I could plan my business trips pretty much whenever I wanted, so I arranged some of them when Jack couldn't come along."
Damon paused for a moment and sneaked a glance back at the dead mouse, perhaps reminding himself what was at stake.
"Anyway, I knew I had to get Tommie to trust me, to see me as a good guy. And she was very suspicious. So on one of the trips when one of my vice presidents was along, I arranged for him to have dinner alone with Tommie in the hotel restaurant and put roofies in her water glass. Then when she got very woozy, he started to guide her towards the elevator and I just 'happened' to come along, catch him in the act of apparently taking her upstairs to rape her, and stop him.
"She fell for the whole thing. I yelled at Don, he ran out of the hotel, and I got a taxi and took Tommie to the hospital. They admitted her, and I made sure to be at her bedside when she woke up.
"I told Tommie what had happened and she was furious at Don but ridiculously grateful to me. She told me what a great friend I was."



"What happened to the vice president?"
"Oh, I made a big production of going back home and firing him, telling him publicly he'd never get a recommendation from me, humiliating him in front of everyone. It was all a set-up. He already had a better job lined-up at a firm in New York--he's a senior vice president there, making a lot more than I paid him. But no one back in Indianapolis knows anything about it.
"Anyway, after that Tommie saw me as a friend--she trusted me and she didn't have her guard up so much. And I'd been working on her husband Jack the whole time--first I got some suspicious-looking pictures of him and a couple of women, in different bars and restaurants while Tommie and I were out of town.
"In one bar this woman fell all over him, hugging him and kissing him like he was her boyfriend. Jack got away from her but my photographer got 3-4 shots that looked kind of bad, like he was embracing her.
"I made sure Tommie saw the pictures. I went to talk to her, all concerned, and said that I heard some rumors that her husband might be stepping out, so I'd arranged to have him tailed and my photographer had come up with these pictures.
"And then I set him up to get caught in bed with another woman."
"How?"
"It was pretty complicated, actually." Damon started to smile for a moment, then remembered the situation he was in. "Through Daniel from Minestra I set up a phony meeting in Chicago with a potential client, and designed the account so that the company would send Jack as their representative.
"Then when Jack got to Chicago, the 'client' he met with was a plant--a very upscale escort I'd hired. She faked her way through the business meeting, then insisted on taking Jack out to dinner.
"At dinner she had to spike Jack's coffee, since he wasn't drinking any alcohol. He got woozy and the hooker took him upstairs to bed. She was supposed to fuck him so a couple of cameras in his room could get it on film, and I would show it to Tommie. But the drugs put him totally to sleep; so she went to Plan B. She stripped herself and him, and made things look like they'd been fucking all night.
"When Jack woke up the next morning she was cooing and playing with his dick and saying, 'oh baby, you were fantastic--I want some more this morning.' And she was going to fuck him then. Better late than never."
"Did Jack fall for it?"
Damon frowned. "No, actually, he didn't. He went crazy, threw the girl out of the hotel room and immediately called for the hotel doctor. When the doctor came Jack made him test him for drugs. Then he flew home and told Tommie the whole crazy story, and four days later when the drug test results came in he could prove to her that he'd been given some kind of crazy barbiturate cocktail that knocked him out.
"That might have fucked up my entire plan, since I didn't get any film out of it that I could use. But I knew all about what was going on, because I could see all her email messages. So any time Jack told Tommie something reassuring, I could speak to her and casually offer a different interpretation, one that made Jack look like a lying cheat.
"With this one, I waited for her to tell me the whole story: how Jack had woke up in bed with a woman, but he swore he'd been drugged, and how he had a drug test to prove it. Then I frowned and pretended to look thoughtful, and said, 'something about that seems fishy, Tommie--let me see what I can find out.'
"And two days later I talked to her, all hesitant and sad. I told her that I'd hired a PI firm in Chicago to do some checking. They found out that the doctor was an old college buddy of Jack's; and the lab that supposedly had done the drug testing didn't actually exist. It must have been all faked, I said, with Jack's friend helping him make up a complicated lie so Tommie wouldn't think he'd actually cheated.
"Even then she didn't believe me--not all the way. So I gave her the PI's report I'd had done--it was very convincing, on fancy letterhead and full of details about what happened, interviews with the woman and the hotel staff.
"That did it. She dissolved in tears, furiously cursed her husband, let me console her like a true friend with an arm around her. I told her she had to break with him completely, no giving him another chance to make up some lying story.
"So I took her home to pack some stuff and then away to Fiji for a week--just to get away from it all, I said, give her some time to sort things out. My wife and I have a house on the beach there, very private.
"I knew I could get in her pants, but even as upset as she was it took me four days. I walked with her on the beach, we had long talks, she cried and vented and told me she'd never ever trust a man again. And I was the perfect friend, the shoulder to cry on, the guy she didn't have to worry about."
He stopped, perhaps wondering if that was enough.
"And the sex?" the tall man said. "Tell me about that--not the details, just the bare outline."
Damon looked uneasy again. "Well, I ... each night I saw to it that we had a lot to drink at dinner, and each time she got very emotional. So the first three nights I was a complete gentleman, just listened to her cry and rage, then escorted her to her room and left her.
"The fourth night I pushed harder, made sure that all of her drinks were doubles. And I kept carefully working the conversation around to revenge, to the need for Tommie not to take what her asshole husband had done lying down.
"I'm pretty good at this--I've been seducing women for a long time. By the time we got upstairs she was pretty sure that inviting me into her room was HER idea. So we fucked a couple of times and then fell asleep. It wasn't so great, because she was really drunk--and to tell the truth she pretty much cried all through it, about Jack and how she couldn't believe he would do that to her.
"But she has an amazing body, and I didn't care that the sex wasn't so good--I was sure it would get better when she calmed down in a couple of days.
"So I thought I was in like Flynn, but the next morning she was all weepy again, said that even though her marriage was over she hadn't wanted to do this, and she asked me to leave. And I didn't push her, I figured I'd give her a day or so to get over feeling remorseful before I tried to get back in her pants again.
"And that afternoon I took a nap before dinner, and the next thing I know I'm tied to this chair." He thought a few moments more and said, "that's it, really--that's the whole entire story. Anything else you need me to tell you, just ask."
The tall man stood silently, apparently gazing at Damon though you couldn't really tell because of his mask.
"Have you done this before?"
"Well, I ... no, nothing like this." Damon licked his lips nervously. "I mean, I fucked a lot of women I've hired, my Personal Assistants. That was why I hired them, mainly.
"But nothing like this, no screwing around with their husbands. I never needed to. Putting a few moves on 'em, offering fancy vacations, that's all I ever had to do with the other ones."
"Are you sorry for what you did? Ruining Tommie and Jack's marriage, putting them both through hell, just because you wanted to fuck her?"
Damon looked truly startled, as though the thought had never before crossed his mind. After a moment he pulled himself together and said, "uh, sure. Of course! I realize now, it was a terrible thing to do. Awful."
He looked up expectantly but the tall man made no reply. Damon looked uneasy, and he said, "I ... I ... obviously I have to make it up to her somehow. And I will. Of course.
"Yeah, I'll talk to her as soon as I get out of here--I'll tell her the whole story, and beg her forgiveness. And I'll give her and Jack a lot of money, I don't know, several million, so they'll never have to work again. That'll be--"
"Shut up," the tall man said. He went out of the picture for a moment and returned carrying a laptop computer.
"I'm going to log onto your email for you and send a message," he said. He worked on the computer for a minute and then said, "what's your password?"
Damon looked unhappy, but he hesitated for only a moment. "Studman22," he said.
The tall man entered it, waited, then typed a few sentences, pressed a couple more keys, and closed the laptop.
He stood up and towered over Damon, gazing down at him. Then he said, "I was never here. You were never here. You've never seen this room in your life."
"Got it--sure--I understand," said Damon, nodding vigorously.
"And you'll never contact Tommie or Jack again, nor will anyone you know or anyone who works for you."
"Yes, absolutely. Of course."
"If you happen to hear from Tommie--only if SHE contacts YOU--then you will respond. You will give her anything she might ask for: the truth, or money, or a recommendation for a new job. Anything. If she asks you for twin solid-gold Ferrari convertibles, they'll be in her driveway in a week, do you understand?
"Because I found you once--and I'll find you again. Is that perfectly clear?"
"Yes--I understand completely." Damon nodded his head rapidly, eager to show his agreement.
The tall man looked at Damon--then he nodded, apparently to himself. He removed the vial from his pocket again, filled the dropper from it, and stepped over to Damon.
"I've changed my mind--let's make it Choice 2," he said.
Damon started to struggle as soon as he saw what the tall man was doing. "Wait, no, I told you, I did everything you--"
"Doesn't matter, Damon. You're a dog. A beast. A total piece of shit. And you deserve to die like one."
"No, no, please, I can--anything, I can pay you--" Damon's voice rose to a shriek as he twisted desperately in his chair, trying to free himself.
Ignoring his captive's struggles, the tall man squeezed the dropper and let a dozen drops land on Damon's bare chest, Damon yelping and twisting violently in a vain attempt to avoid letting the liquid touch him.
"Please, no!" he screamed, "I'll do anything--please!!" Damon continued to contort his body violently, absolute terror showing on his face. He spit several times onto his chest, hoping to douse the liquid from the vial, then shook his body as he tried frantically to get it off his skin.
Without paying any attention to Damon's gyrations and pleading, the tall man carefully closed the vial and returned it to his pocket. Then he picked up the animal cage and laptop and walked towards the camera that had recorded the entire scene. He reached his arm towards the image and the screen suddenly went black.
****************
I sat there for a long time, staring at the dark screen without seeing it. Thinking it all through, noticing how what I'd just heard from Damon put so many of the mysterious pieces together. Above all, the way Tommie and I would be okay, and then later or the next day she'd come home from work upset and distant.
It was nearly 7:00 am. I picked up the phone and called David.
"Yes?" He seemed half-asleep.
"It's me--sorry to wake you. I just watched it."
"I'm awake, it's okay." He yawned.
"Jesus, David. Is he dead? And was that you?"
David chuckled. "No and no. I'm on the other side of the world right now. It was a ... colleague, who was not too far from Fiji and had the time to do a big favor for me. And no, he didn't kill Ebberson. I haven't seen the DVD, but I imagine he took along two vials and did a switcheroo. He did kill the mouse, but Ebberson just got some water. My colleague seems to have felt that he deserved a few minutes of total terror, as partial punishment for what he did."
"My God..." I thought some more. "How on earth did you find them? And kidnap Damon and everything?"
"Those are questions I'm not going to answer, little brother. No offense."
"Of course--none taken. But can you tell me how Tommie got back, and what's up with her?"
"My colleague sent her an email from Ebberson's account. It said something like 'sorry, an emergency came up and I had to run out. Please book yourself a first-class flight back to Indianapolis and check in to Grand Valley's suite at the Conrad. I'll be in touch in a few days.'
"The DVD will be delivered to her door around 9:00 this morning. That's why I want you to wait until noon to go see her--and take Katie along if you can."
"Okay," I said. My head was whirling. "David, how can I ever--"
"Forget it," he said. "Take care of Tommie, all right? None of this was her fault. I'll come see you, maybe in a couple of weeks."
I hung up and called the Conrad. "Uh, good morning--could you tell me whether a Ms. Tommie Hitchcock has checked into the Grand Valley suite?"
"Just a moment ... yes she has, shall I connect you?"
"No thanks, it's a bit early. I'll call again later, thank you."
Thank God thank God. I sat a few minutes, then called Katie.
"Katie, it's Jack. Tommie's back, she's staying at the Conrad. I haven't talked to her yet but I'm going to go over around noon. Is there any way you could come with me?
Katie started to cry. "Ohmygod, Jack, that's ... I'm so relieved! Hang on a minute ... " I could hear her blowing her nose. "Sorry, I just burst into tears, I've been so worried! Do you want to go over right now?"
"No, it's ... a little complicated, and I think waiting until noon is better."
"Okay--do you want to pick me up at work at 11:30? My God, Jack, how do you know she's there if you haven't talked to her?"
"I got an email, and then I called the hotel to confirm that she'd checked in. Look, it's a long story...how about if I tell you later?"
I got off the phone and found myself weeping. From relief? Despair? Exhaustion? It didn't really matter. I made some coffee, had a long hot shower, tried to make myself eat some eggs and toast. I couldn't turn off my thoughts, couldn't make my mind go less than 100 mph. No surprise there, I guess.
****************
When I picked up Katie she was full of questions, asking them all at virtually the same time. I had tried to think through what to tell her and what to hold back.
"Hang on, hang on, Katie--I'll tell you what I know." I paused.
"Tommie's boss Damon Ebberson is behind everything that's been going on. He wanted to ... to sleep with her, that's what this is all about. And he finally convinced her once and for all that I'd been cheating--so last Friday he whisked her away to Fiji with him. He's got a house there.
"And ... and I'm pretty sure he had sex with her. But someone ... I don't know who, intervened and got her back here. And by now she's probably seen a DVD, the same one that was sent to me, that makes clear what Damon was doing."
Katie was staring at me aghast, her mouth hanging open.
"Oh ... my God," she said slowly. "Jack, I'm ... God, you must be going crazy!"
"Yeah, well, it's been a pretty rotten week. A rotten six months, now that I think about it. But at least she's back now."
"Was she ... I mean, did you have to watch her ..."
"Oh no, nothing like that. It's a DVD of Damon confessing what he did; how he worked on her all these months, how he set me up to be photographed or filmed with other women, all the lies he's been telling her."
"My God my God." She closed her eyes for a minute. "I can't begin to imagine what Tommie is going through right now--or you either, Jack! How are you holding it together?"
I laughed. "I'm not sure I am. But I think it makes sense for you to go in to see Tommie first. I don't know if she'll be angry, or suicidal, or ... I don't know, mad at me for somehow having let this happen."
We walked into the Conrad; Katie went straight to the front desk and asked them to call the Grand Valley suite. She spoke briefly into the phone, then came over to me. "She sounded awful, Jack--but she told me to come up."
"Thanks Katie. I'm going to wait down here until you think she's ready to see me--just call my cell."
****************
It was a long half-hour. I was sleep-deprived, angry, frightened for me and Tommie, and full of regrets. If only ... if only we'd seen what that bastard was up to, if only Tommie had been more honest with me about her suspicions, if ... if.
My phone finally rang. "Jack, come on up. Suite 1501."
"Is she all right?" I asked urgently, but Katie only replied, "just come up, okay?"
When I knocked on the door Katie let me in. Tommie sat on a couch across the room looking at me with a neutral expression on her face. She looked utterly exhausted and drained--my beautiful wife, but without any of her usual energy and warmth.
"Tommie--are you all right?" I walked towards her but slowly, as if afraid she'd run from me.
"I'm ... I'm ok, Jack," she said quietly. "Angry, sad, ashamed ... afraid. I don't know what I am, actually."
I reached her and took her by the hands, pulling her gently to her feet and into my arms. She hugged me back mechanically, without feeling, as I held her tightly to me.
"Thank God, thank God you're here," I whispered, and she pulled back, looking into my eyes doubtfully.
"You really mean that? You still want to be with me, after...?" She shuddered and looked away from me. "After what I did?"
I kissed her forehead. "You didn't do anything. It was what HE did. And it's over now."
"Don't say that, Jack!" She pulled away from me and walked to the other side of the room. "Don't say I didn't do anything. You don't ...." Her voice trailed off.
I glanced at Katie, who was watching us unhappily. "How about we get Tommie's things and get out of here?" I said.
Katie nodded. "Tommie, c'mon, I'll help you pack up." She took Tommie's hand and led her into the bedroom, while I slumped down on the couch to wait. I don't know what I'd expected out of this reunion, but this was certainly far less than I'd hoped for.
****************
We dropped Katie back at work, after she promised to check in with us again that evening, and drove home largely in silence. Tommie gazed steadily out the window and responded to all my attempts at conversation with one or two-word answers.
I carried the suitcases to the door and unlocked it for Tommie. As we went inside I said, "have you eaten, honey? How about if I make us some lunch, and we can talk?"
"Lunch sounds good, thanks," she said, and sat down wearily at the kitchen table. "I haven't had much sleep in the last 36 hours, Jack--do you mind if I just sit here?"
I smiled and kissed her cheek. "No, it'll be a pleasure to wait on you, ma'am."
I quickly pulled together a couple of sandwiches and we ate in silence. I smiled at Tommie but she couldn't muster up much of a response. When we were done I took her hand and led us towards the living room, sitting with her on the couch. I wanted to put my arm around her, but instead left a couple of feet between us.
"I'm so glad you're back," I said. "And I guess we have a lot to talk about."
She regarded me expressionlessly. Then, to my shock, she stood up and said, "I know, Jack--but I'm just not ready for that yet. I'm going to go lie down for a while, okay?" And without waiting for my reply she started towards the bedroom.
"No. No, goddammit that's not okay." I stood up too, and faced her, my eyes suddenly full of tears. She turned around and looked at me, startled.
"I know you're tired, Tommie, I know you've been through a horrible ordeal, but--"
I was crying now. "--but it's been a nightmare for me too, you just disappearing like that, with that note...
"And now that you're back and the one thing I need most in the world is to reconnect with you, to start getting past everything that's happened, you ... you push me away--because you're 'not ready for that yet.'
"Well, fine!" I sobbed. "The hell with it! You can let me know when you ARE ready!"
I pulled the car keys out of my pocket and headed for the front door, crying hard. I had no idea where I was going--I just knew I needed to get out of there.



"No! Jack, no, wait!" I heard her voice behind me as I hurried down the path to my car, but I didn't stop. I heard her running footsteps and her voice again: "please! Jack!"
As I opened the car door she grabbed me from behind, tightly, pressing her whole body up against me. "No honey, please don't go! I'm sorry, you're right, I'm sorry!"
She was crying too. I turned around and she clung to me, sobbing, "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry!"
I let her pull me back towards the house, holding my arm tightly in her two hands, still apologizing tearfully.
"It's just all been ... so awful, I've been so ashamed, and angry--and afraid of what you'd say to me, whether you'd even speak to me--"
I interrupted her with a kiss, saying, "shh, I'm not angry."
"You're ... you mean you're not going to throw me out?"
I stared at her, shocked. "No, of course not! I love you, Tommie. This wasn't your fault!"
She stared into my eyes, as if she didn't believe what I was saying. Then she said quietly, "You don't know what I did, Jack. I let him fuck me. That bastard--Damon. He fed me lies and got me drunk, and I let him fuck me."
"I already know, honey," I said. "It's not your fault. I saw the DVD too." Her eyes grew wide, and then she started crying again.
"I'm so sorry, Jack..."
I picked her up and carried her into the bedroom, lying down next to her on the bed, rolling her into my arms, holding her, soothing her... I hoped she'd sleep, and we'd both be calmer in a few hours.
But Tommie just cried and cried, inconsolable; and then suddenly she opened her eyes and kissed me, hard. "Make love to me, Jack--please!"
She started tearing off my clothes, and within a minute or two we were both naked and she was pulling me on top of her and inside her, groaning, and humping up at me frantically, kissing me, pulling me to her as hard as she could, all the while saying, "please love me, baby, please," over and over.
It was more desperate and intense than it was pleasurable--but it was what she needed. When I felt myself begin to get close I tried to slow down but she said, "no! come in me! I need you to come in me!" thrusting at me harder, and moments later I ejaculated hard into her, shuddering, while she clutched me tight, saying, "yes, baby, yes Jack, thank God!"
After that we lay quietly together, relaxing, kissing each other on the lips and cheeks and eyes, gently; and fell asleep in each other's arms. "Thank God, thank God" is what I was thinking as I drifted off.
****************
When my eyes fluttered open, I reached for Tommie but she was no longer in bed. I listened hard, preparing to get up and find her, and heard her footsteps coming back down the hall. She came into the room and smiled at me, holding a tray. She'd put on my boxer shorts and a tee shirt.
"A little something to keep your strength up." She put it down on the bed between us and sat across from me. She'd made grilled-cheese sandwiches and a couple of bowls of tomato soup.
" 'Comfort food,' my mom used to call it. This is what she gave me and Alice when we were sick, or were having a bad day. I think that the last week qualifies, don't you?"
I leaned over and gave her a kiss. "Yeah, but it's over now. You're back, I'm here with you--it's just over."
After we'd eaten we moved the tray and lay down together, Tommie nestled in my arm, and we talked. Very carefully at first, just in bits and pieces about what had happened.
I didn't learn much that I didn't already know, but Tommie described how Damon gradually and systematically undermined her trust in me.
"He was such an actor, Jack. He'd listen to me tell him what was going on, or what you said, and then he'd nod and say, 'that sounds reasonable ... I guess.' And then he get this doubtful look on his face, and I'd say 'what?' and he'd look reluctant, and say 'no, it's nothing, I don't want to worry you.'
"And of course that only made me push him harder, and he'd tell me that Daniel Hattman at Minestra was a friend of his, and had mentioned that you seemed to be quite the ladies' man. Or that your explanation of that woman kissing you in the bar was, 'I don't know, Tommie, maybe a bit TOO convenient?'
"Crap like that--he never failed to get me worried, and to undo all the reasonable explanations you'd given me the night before. Once I learned he'd been reading my emails, it made a lot more sense--he always had time to prepare."
I told Tommie about everything I'd done since she disappeared: my calls to Katie and Eric, contacting David and all the help he'd been, spotting Don Harrington and getting the real story out of him.
"After that I finally realized who'd been doing all this to us. I called David and he did the rest. It was some 'colleague' of his who kidnapped Damon and made that recording."
Tommie nodded. "When I thought about it I realized it had to have something to do with David. He doesn't work for IBM, does he?"
"I'm pretty sure he doesn't, but he's never told me anything about who he really does work for, and I've never asked. We really owe him a lot."
We were silent for a while.
Then I said, "can I ask? About coming back to Indianapolis, and how ... how it was, to see the DVD?"
Tommie sat up and propped herself up with a pillow against the headboard. She looked away from me, out the window.
"I got to the Conrad and went straight to sleep. I was exhausted from the flight and just emotionally torn-up. Your betrayal, 4-5 days alone with Damon, having slept with him ... I just felt empty. I had no idea what I was going to do next.
"And then in the morning there was a knock on the door, and when I looked through the peephole there was no one. I opened it carefully, with the chain on, and saw an envelope marked 'Tommie.' Inside was the DVD, with a note that said 'WATCH THIS IF YOU WANT TO KNOW THE TRUTH.'
"It almost killed me, Jack. I had to stop it and cry about five times before I could even get through all of it."
Her tone hardened. "That BASTARD! That absolute shit!"
She turned to me. "He's dead now, isn't he?"
I shook my head. "David says No--the guy just dripped water on him, to give him a few miserable minutes of terror.
"We're going to have to figure out what to do about him."
"I've got a few ideas," she says. She was looking away from me again. "Most of them painful."
"When I realized what he'd done to me, to us--when I realized that he'd done all of that just to, to fuck me--and that I'd let him--
"I wanted to jump out the window. I actually sat and thought about it. I couldn't imagine that you'd ever take me back, after ... and I didn't see any reason why I should keep living."
She swung around to face me, giving me a wry smile. "I might have done it, you know? I sat there for a long time and thought, 'well, there's no hurry, I can spend the day here, get some food from room service, maybe I'll do it tonight. Jumping in the dark would be easier, not so scary...' "
She shuddered. "Thank God you and Katie came over. And thank God you sent her up first, Jack--I couldn't have faced you. I mean it. It took everything she had to convince me to let you come up."
"I was never mad at you, Tommie." I hugged her gently, kissing her forehead and her cheek.
"I was terrified, frantic, worried--and then when I saw the DVD I was furious at that asshole, of course, but mainly I was just sad. Sad at what he'd put you through--both of us, but especially you. And afraid of all the pain you'd be in."
She turned to look directly into my face. "I don't get it. How can you not be angry at me? Why don't you want to call me a cheating cunt--why don't you yell at me for not trusting you, for believing a scumbag like Damon instead of you?"
"Because you were tricked," I said. "And I was too. We both bought his 'good friend' act, that's all. We were wary, but not wary enough.
"Listen, Tommie, there's nothing I blame you for." My voice was firm. "And nothing you should blame yourself for." I stood up and reached for her hand. "Come with me, okay?"
I led her into the bathroom and she followed me, looking curious. I got the water running in our big stall shower, then gently took her tee shirt and shorts off and guided us both underneath the warm spray.
I held her there, holding her gently as the water warmed and soothed us, and then I got the soap and began to wash her. Gently and slowly I did every inch of her: her fingers and hands, then her arms and shoulders, her back and her breasts; then I got on my knees and did each of her feet and legs in turn, Tommie resting her hands on my back for balance. Then I carefully but thoroughly washed her mound of golden pubic hair, her pussy and her ass, holding one of her legs up and to the side so I could reach every spot.
All this time Tommie was passive and quiet, her eyes closed, letting me move her as I needed to. When I was done with her body I got the shampoo and washed her hair, giving her a loving scalp massage before I was done. Last thing of all I got a little more soap and washed her face gently with my fingers, tracing across her lips, her nose, even her eyelids.
Finally I was done. I took her in my arms again, her head resting on my shoulder.
"He's gone now," I said, "completely gone. It's like he never touched you--every trace of him is gone forever. You're clean again."
She looked up at me and kissed me, and then she started to cry; and I held her under the water as she sobbed and trembled, and I soothed her with my hands for a long time until she was calm again.
She stepped back and smiled at me and said, "and now I'm going to wash you too--but faster, before all the hot water is gone! And then I want you to take me back to bed and let me sleep in your arms for about 14 hours. And when we wake up, all this--this SHIT will be in the past."
So she washed me, and we dried off, and I turned the ringer off the phone. And we slept.
****************
We were sitting on the back deck with Katie and Eric. They'd brought over some deli sandwiches and I'd gotten us all some beers.
"I'm so glad you called!" Katie said. "When you didn't answer the phone last night, I thought ... well, I figured probably you just wanted some privacy." She grinned.
"But I'm happy you're ... shit, Tommie, I'm just happy you're back."
Eric said pretty much the same thing, and we thanked them. Tommie said, "listen, we really wanted to see you, just hang out and, I don't know, have a normal day, okay? I mean, you must have a million questions but Jack and I just want to put all that stuff aside for a little while."
Eric and Katie said of course, we understand. And then there was an odd little silence, and Tommie smiled and said, "sooo ... what've you guys been up to lately?"
And we all cracked up. We laughed for a while, and then we brought our beer bottles together in a silent toast, and smiled. And somehow found our way into a nice conversation about other things.
****************
On Monday I went back in to work. Tommie was never going back to Grand Valley, of course; we'd decided to take a little time before making up our minds what we were going to do about Damon. Tommie sent him an email that said:
"Have all my things carefully packed up and sent to me--don't contact me in any way--I'll be in touch. Darth Vader says hello."
With a grim smile she said to me, "that'll keep him worried!"
And then in a completely different voice, she said, "I'm so sorry Jack. I'm so sorry I didn't trust you."
I gathered her up in my arms and we sat together, quietly. Nothing else to say.
She spent that first couple of weeks at home, enjoying the quiet and the feeling of getting all the way back into our domestic life. She made a beautiful dinner for us every night, and we sat and talked in the evenings or just watched TV--happy to be together.
Both of us felt that we ought to see a counselor, to work through everything and completely put it behind us.
Tommie said, "but I think it ought to be a woman," at the exact moment I said, "it has to be a woman." We looked at each other in surprise and broke into laughter.
"You first," I said, still chuckling. "Why do you think so?"
"Because I guess I feel like I'd trust a woman to understand better what it's like to be me--being hit on all the time, and finding it so hard to trust men. Why did you say it should be a woman?"
"Almost the same reason, I guess," I said. "Any male counselor is going to find you very attractive, and it will be distracting. I want whoever we work with to be thinking about helping you--and me--and not thinking about how he can understand how that bastard Damon could have desired you so much."
I talked to Irene in Human Resources at Minestra and got a couple of names, and on Thursday Tommie and I met with Dr. Diane McInerny. She was a tall middle-aged woman with a smile and a nice manner that put us both at ease, and we agreed on the way home from our appointment that we should keep seeing her.
After about three weeks Tommie started to feel antsy and decided to start looking for a new job. She emailed Damon again:
"I'm job-hunting. If anyone contacts Grand Valley for a reference, make sure it's a very positive one. Nothing over-the-top, just solid and favorable. Don't reply to this message."
That weekend David flew in for a visit. It was low-key but wonderful; we both had a lot to thank him for, and he was happy to see how well Tommie was doing--how well both of us were doing.
Every time either one of us tried to thank him he just waved it off, ducking his head a little and mumbling that he was "just glad he could help." We talked with him about the plans we were working on for dealing with Damon, and he smiled at some of them! And he also had a few of his own suggestions to make, all of which were good ones.
After another few weeks, Tommie said to me, "I think I'm ready--let's do it this weekend." By then she'd taken another job, as an Executive Secretary to a female Vice President of a small software company, and it seemed to be working out well. And we'd talked extensively about what would be our final meeting with Damon, and what we wanted out of it.
Tommie emailed him on Tuesday:
"Come to our house on Saturday night at 8 pm and bring Elena. Both of you be here on time without fail. Darth Vader doesn't want you to be late. Don't reply to this message."
****************
When they rang the bell, precisely at 8 pm on Saturday, I ushered Damon and his beautiful wife into the living room, greeting them politely. Damon looked pale and nervous, Elena a little annoyed.
I guided them to a sofa where they sat, as Tommie came into the room. No one offered to shake hands.
"What is this about?" Elena asked, a little brusquely. "Damon and I were supposed to go to Atlanta this weekend for our niece's First Communion. Then at the last minute he insisted we absolutely HAD to be here."
"I'm sorry for the inconvenience, Elena. Did Damon tell you what to expect tonight?"
She looked even more irritated. "He wouldn't say a word until on the drive over; and then he warned me that you two might try to give me some ridiculous story about him cheating on me, or pursuing Tommie or something."
She glared at both of us. "I certainly hope you're not going to waste my time with any nonsense like that!"
"I'm very sorry, Elena, but I'm afraid it's true. Please come with me into the study," Tommie said. "I have something you need to see."
Damon jumped up in alarm, but I gestured him to sit back down.
As the ladies left the room I said, "it's just a video recording, Damon, nothing you need to see--you're the star of it."
"Goddam it, you can't--"
"Darth Vader told us just how to get in touch with him again if necessary, Damon. Do you really think he wouldn't be able to find you again?" He glared at me, but after a minute turned away in frustration and sat back down on the couch.
Tommie returned. "She's watching it now. I don't have any desire to see it again."
We sat in silence for nearly 30 minutes, a silence broken only by two or three shouts of outrage from Elena in the other room. When she stalked back into the living room she was breathing fire. She went straight over to Damon and began slapping him across the face hard, back and forth, while he cowered away from her.
"You PRICK! You MONSTER! To think that I ever loved you, ever believed in you...!
Still furious, she turned away from her husband to stare at me and Tommie. "I hope you ruin him--I hope you DESTROY him! That ... that lying, deceitful shit ..."
"I'm sorry, Elena," Damon said very quietly. Then he sat silently looking at the floor. She ignored him.
"Elena, I took the liberty of calling a cab to take you home. I figured you wouldn't want to be here any longer, while we work out some, uh, details with your husband."
"My soon-to-be EX-husband, you mean!"
Then she softened. "Tommie, I am so very sorry about this--about what Damon has done. I had no idea ... no idea he was ..." She walked over to Tommie and the two women hugged briefly. Then she turned back to me.
"Jack, my apologies to you as well. And I think I will take you up on that cab, if you don't mind."
"Elena, here's a copy of what you just watched, in case you might find it useful."
I handed her a copy of the DVD, then ushered her outside to the waiting taxi and returned to the silent living room. Damon didn't look up.
"Okay, you scumbag," Tommie hissed quietly. "Time to pay the piper."
Damon raised his eyes to look at us. He looked old, and very tired. "I'm ... sorry," he said. "I know that isn't--"
"Shut up!" Tommie was breathing fire. "Do you think I want to hear a single word out of your lying mouth?"
I went over and stood behind her to rub her shoulders, calm her down a little. She was breathing fast--I really thought she wasn't far from braining him with a lamp or something.
"Damon," I said, "we're going to tell you exactly what you need to do. And you're going to do all of it, precisely as we tell you. And there are two good reasons why--would you like to hear them?
"The first is Darth Vader, of course. And the second is that recording. How do you suppose that would affect your standing in the business world--or at your fancy golf club?"
He looked down again, with nothing to say. Tommie went to the table and picked up a pen and a yellow legal pad.
"First," she said. "You will give me the names of all the Grand Valley employees you've fucked, or tried to fuck." Damon glanced up at her in alarm as she tossed him the pad and a pen.
"But, I ... they--"
"Just do it! And you'd best be sure you don't leave anyone out."
Unwillingly, he wrote out a list of names. There were seven of them.
"I'm going to have a private conversation with each one of these ladies," Tommie said as she took the pad back. "And when that's done, you'll be writing compensation checks to them in whatever amounts I feel are appropriate."
Damon said nothing.
"Next. You'll conduct a national job search for a new Vice President in Grand Valley's Human Resources office, in charge of formulating and enforcing a Sexual Harassment policy throughout the company. That will be done in the next two months."
"Third. You'll send a check for $2 million to Jack and me, from your personal account. By Monday. Actually, it will be more than $2 million, because it will include enough extra to cover the tax we'll have to pay on that 'gift'. Your accountant can figure it out."
"Look at me, Damon. LOOK AT ME!" Tommie shouted; startled, Damon looked up into her face, shrinking back into the couch a little as he did.
"There's just one more item on my list, you lowlife. After that you're going to get up and walk out of here and disappear from our lives. Except for doing what we've told you to do, you're never going to contact us or come anywhere near either of us ever again. Is that perfectly clear?"



Looking down again, Damon nodded. "Yeah ... yes. It's clear."
"Okay then. Here's the last thing ..."
****************
We walked together hand in hand, letting the cool water flow over our feet as it came hissing up the sand. I stopped, pulling Tommie to me gently, and we kissed. I felt the softness of her body against me and I bent to kiss her bare belly as she giggled.
"That reminds me, Tap--you promised to tell me the minute Susie calls and says she's kicking--don't forget!"
Susie Bastien was back in Indianapolis. She was the woman who was carrying our baby--my sperm, Tommie's egg. It's a complicated and expensive procedure, the in vitro fertilization and implantation of the fertilized egg; that's what the money from Damon was for. It also goes to support Susie during the pregnancy. When we're done having our children, we're going to donate whatever's left to an Infertility Clinic to help other families that can't conceive on their own.
Tommie laughed. "When HE kicks, I will."
"How can you be so sure it's a he?" I asked.
"Women's intuition, of course. You wanna bet on it?"
"Okay," I said. "What are the terms?"
"If I'm right, we name him after your brother David. And, you have to stay with me for the rest of our lives."
"You drive a hard bargain, but okay. How about if I win?"
"Hmm," she said, smiling, "that's a tough one, because it's so unlikely. You choose the prize."
"All right--we have at least one more, to give her a sister or brother. And you have to stay with ME for the rest of our lives."
"That's an easy one. I figured you'd probably say I had to be your sex slave or something."
"You already are." I smiled. "You read my mind, you give me everything I want. You're perfect."
Tommie stopped, looked at me, and kissed me, almost solemnly. "Thank you, Jack," she said.
"And now, my little sex-slave, read my mind."
"Hmm," she said, putting her arm around my waist. "Well ... you don't want to make love yet, because we just had a big lunch. So--I'd say you'd like to walk a little more. Then we'll be hot, so a quick dip to cool off. Then we lie in the sun for a little while, to warm back up, and then ... I take you inside the house and wear you out."
"I love how you think."
****************
And she had read my mind--that's pretty much how I would've designed the afternoon. An hour or so later I was sitting naked on our bed, the Tahitian sun streaming in through the windows, watching Tommie gracefully slide her bikini bottoms down her legs as she watched me gazing at her.
"You are the sexiest creature I've ever seen, Tap, you know that?"
"Oh, I'll bet you say that to all the ladies who strip naked in your bedroom so that you can have your wicked way with them."
"Every one, every single one," I said, taking her in my arms, holding her close and kissing her neck. "But you're my favorite one of all of them."
I got her facedown on the bed and told her I was going to play with her for a while, just to see how crazy I could make her. She smiled and closed her eyes, saying, "I guess that doesn't sound too bad."
So I took some lotion and rubbed her back, firmly but gently, and then her shoulders and arms. I gave lots of attention to the fingers of each hand, as she groaned a little, and then moved on to her feet and legs. When I did her beautiful ass my fingers "accidentally" strayed a little bit to stroke her pussy lips or just a little way into her rosebud. By this time her hips were moving around a little, reaching up for more of my hands.
When I turned her over her eyes were shining with excitement and she reached for my hard cock, but I pulled it back away from her. "I don't think you're quite crazy enough yet, honey."
I lay next to her on the bed and we kissed for a while, sweetly, her arms around me; and then I moved down her body with my hands, my lips, and my tongue. I visited her breasts and made her nipples happy, and then I licked my way down right between her legs and into her wet pussy.
Taking lots of time, enjoying her sighs and gasps and little shifts of her hips, I worked up to the grand finale: one hand on a breast, pulling gently on a nipple, the other with two fingers inside her stroking her G spot, and my tongue going up and down her pussy, then making figure-eights on her clit. She growled and roared and hunched up against my fingers. And after I'd gotten her close twice and backed away, I built her up a third time and let her shriek and yell and close her legs hard around my head while I made her come and come. And come.
When she finally relaxed her legs with a giant sigh and lay back, I kissed my way back up her body until I was poised above her, my cock aiming at her soaking cunt. She smiled vaguely at me and said, "you nasty fucker--you've reduced me to jelly and now you're going to ravish me, aren't you?"
"Well, since you asked--" and I slid into her, reveling in her smoothness and heat.
"How--dare--you--do--such--oh, God, fuck me Jack!" She gasped out a word after each thrust, until she suddenly gave up her "resistance" and threw her legs up over my ass, locking her ankles around me and pulling me hard into her.
We fucked and fucked--it probably wasn't that long but it felt joyous and timeless. We kissed hard, until we needed to pull away to breathe, and thrust at one another until a huge climax welled up inside me and I shouted as I pumped my come into her.
Then I sighed happily and rolled off her to one side, now aware of the scratches she'd left on my back.
"You've wounded me, Tap," I said, and rolled over so she could see my back.
Kissing the scratches gently and stroking them with her hand, she said, "you'll live. Anyway, I plead not guilty on the grounds of you were making me crazy."
She moved so I could see her face and said, "you're the best, you know that? The best lover, the best man ... just the best."
"Thank you, baby." I was very moved. This was the simplest, most direct expression of her feelings I think I'd ever heard. "And you are everything I have ever wanted. I feel so very blessed...."
We kissed a few times, and fell asleep.
****************
Three hours later we were just finishing our dinner--grilled fish, a salad, and a terrific Australian wine--and watching the sun slide down towards the horizon, getting ready to take its nightly bath in the Pacific.
"Do you feel we're done, baby? With Diane, I mean?"
I took her hand and said, "I think I am if you are. She's been great, but the last few sessions before we left felt like we were beginning to repeat ourselves. Or, maybe, more like there just wasn't much left we needed to work through. Eleven months seems like it's been enough."
"I agree. I'd sort of been thinking we could have one or two more appointments when we get back, just to tie up loose ends. Maybe talk about being parents a little--I know I feel a little nervous about that."
"You are going to be a terrific mom." I leaned over and kissed her nose. "I am going be the husband of a terrific mom."
We sat a little longer, enjoying the breeze. All of a sudden, it seemed, half of the orange sun was gone, dipping below the horizon.
"When you first suggested making Damon give us his Fiji house, I didn't get it. I thought, 'why would Tap ever want to go there, given the terrible memories she must have of the place?'
"But it was a great idea, you know. I could see it in his face. It broke his heart to lose that house, if that motherfucker has a heart."
Tommie smiled at me. "I actually felt pretty good about that. You're right, I would never have wanted to go back there--but I knew that we could sell it in a minute, it's unbelievably fancy and very private, in a fantastic location. And we could use the money to get something terrific like this here in Tahiti, or really wherever we wanted.
"And I knew it would hurt him more to lose that house than just to give us the money--another $3 million wouldn't have meant much to him."
"Well you were right. As always." I got up and we went to the deck railing together, looking out at the remains of the light in the western sky. I put my arm around Tommie and felt her lean her head against my shoulder.
"You know what? The luckiest day of my life wasn't the day you came to work at Minestra--it was the day I overheard you talking to Katie in the Akropolis diner.
"Because I never would have understood otherwise--what it's been like to be you, what you've had to face in your life. I would have been like every other guy, knocked off my feet by how much I wanted you, and blind to how smart, thoughtful, funny ... and about a thousand other great adjectives you are."
"I agree with you, Jack--" How did I know a joke was coming? Something subtle in her tone? "--that WAS the luckiest day of your life."
She looked at me and laughed, a carefree laugh that was the most wonderful thing I had ever heard. And she didn't stop until I kissed her.
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[Author's Note: Here's another story in modest homage to Harddaysknight, the master of the genre. Like my others of this type, the real actual title, not given here, is a Beatles song--in this case one that HDK has already used as well.]
No man will ever be able to understand women. Trust me on this.
If a man tells you he understands women, there are only four possibilities:
1) He's wrong.
2) He's a liar.
3) He's a fucking liar.
4) He's actually not a man at all, but a woman himself.
****************
When you work in an office job for a large firm that develops and markets educational software, the days are not that exciting. Trust me on this. I like my work and I'm good at it, but "exciting" is not the most common description of my workdays.
But one particular Friday back in September was quite unusual. First, around 10 am I got a call from Arianna Lendler, whom I hadn't seen in nearly 20 years.
Ari Lendler and I were second cousins, and we grew up on the same street until I was 12, when her family moved to the west coast. We hung out together constantly--riding bikes, playing Frisbee and kickball, typical kid things--and while we'd totally lost touch over the years, I was delighted to hear from her.
"Are you one of these fitness freaks who eats a yogurt while he's working out on the Stairmaster, Tommy, or can I buy you an actual lunch?"
I laughed and said, "how about an extremely greasy, guaranteed-to-clog-your-arteries cheeseburger? With a large order of onion rings?"
I picked her up at the Hyatt out by the highway, where she was staying for two-day business seminar, and we spent a wonderful hour eating our burgers and just reminiscing. Like me, Ari was happily married, though unlike me and Lisa she and her husband already had a couple of kids. I oohed and aahed over her pictures, we swapped stories of the joys and struggles of married life, and generally just had a terrific time.
When I dropped her off back at the Hyatt we shared a big hug and kiss, along with solemn promises to stay in better touch from now on. I told her that Lisa and I were hoping to take a trip to Chicago next summer, and we'd get together with Ari's family for sure.
I smiled to myself most of the afternoon, looking forward to telling Lisa about my nice visit with someone who had been such an important part of my childhood. But at about 5:15 any thoughts of Ari were completely driven out of my head.
The building's fire alarm went off, and all up and down the hallway people groaned. Another false alarm, we assumed. But when Hank Thomas shouted out that he smelled smoke, we hustled out of our offices and towards the stairs. We were on the ninth floor, but everyone knew to stay away from the elevators.
In the stairway we encountered a panicked secretary coming down from 11, shouting and crying that a co-worker and fallen and broken her leg and couldn't move.
Hank and I headed up to 11, where we found a heavy middle-aged woman sitting on the landing sobbing in pain. Her foot stuck out at an odd angle and her ankle was beginning to swell. We asked her name and calmed her down a little, and then Hank and I together lifted Irene into our arms and carried her down the stairs.
By the time we came out the fire doors, we were happy and relieved to see an ambulance waiting and two paramedics ready to take Irene off our hands. A couple of co-workers gathered around to congratulate us, and in another few minutes the fire crews who were already on the scene had put out the fire.
It had started in a copy room on 6, apparently because some brain-dead asshole had tossed a cigarette butt into a wastebasket. Hard to believe, but then you can never go wrong betting the "over" on human stupidity.
When I got home, Lisa was in the kitchen making a salad and I could smell something like lasagna in the oven.
"Smells great!" I said, coming up and kissing her neck from behind. "You'll never believe what I did today!" I was cheerful and relaxed, and I hardly noticed that Lisa's face looked strained and drawn when she turned to look at me. When I thought about it later, I realized that she'd been crying.
"Oh?" she said, trying to smile and looking a bit less unhappy. She sat down at the table and gazed at me intently. "Something out of the ordinary?"
"You bet--I'm a hero! Well, me and Hank." I went on to tell her the whole story--of course my lunch with Ari had dropped completely out of my mind.
When I was done, I expected a "congratulations," or a kiss and a hug, or a joke about "my hero"--something, anyway.
Instead, Lisa just glared at me. "THAT'S your news today? That's what you wanted to tell me?" Tears came to her eyes, and without another word she jumped up from the table and headed to the bedroom.
"Honey? What's the matter?" I followed, utterly baffled; but when I got there she'd locked the door and refused to let me in.
"Go away! Leave me alone!" was all I could get out of her. I eventually went back to the kitchen, finished making the salad, and took the lasagna out of the oven when the timer went off.
"Lisa? Dinner's ready." I knocked gently and spoke as warmly as I could. But all I got in reply was "I'm not hungry."
So I opened a Corona and had dinner by myself, half-listening to the TV news and wondering what was troubling my usually cheerful and loving wife.
Lisa eventually came out of the bedroom, a couple of hours later, and had some dinner. But she steadfastly refused to talk to me, let alone explain what was bothering her. When I climbed into bed I gave it one last try.
"Honey, I have no idea what you're unhappy about--did I do something to make you angry? Please tell me so I can try to make it right."
"Just leave me alone!" was all she said, in a voice full of tears. And when I heard her a few minutes later crying in the darkness and I reached out to her, she angrily pushed my arm away and cried out "don't touch me!"
So I didn't. But I went to sleep wondering, for the thousandth time, why it was utterly impossible for a man to understand women.
****************
On Saturday I rolled out of bed early, determined to make Lisa a nice breakfast and try to cheer her up--or at least get her to talk to me. We'd been married just under four years and I was totally in love with her. Lisa was gentle, funny, a little shy, and very pretty. She was a lot more "proper" than I was--no doubt the result of being a preacher's daughter from a small Texas town west of San Antonio--but intelligent and sensitive and devoted to me.
I have to say, in fact, that no woman I'd ever dated before, and I'd had a few serious girlfriends, ever made me feel loved like Lisa did. If it sounds like bragging to say that she adored me, then so be it: she adored me. She made me feel every day like I was the ray of sunshine in her life, and I did all I could to make her feel the same way. I was a happier husband than anyone I knew.
So I was pretty baffled by last night's behavior--and it was clear from her face when she came down to breakfast that whatever was going on was still going on.
Lisa accepted my offer of coffee with nothing more than a silent nod, nor did she comment when I filled a plate for each of us with blueberry pancakes and sausages--her favorite breakfast, and something I liked to make for a special treat. She looked like hell: circles under her eyes and a drawn, unhappy expression frozen on her face.
She usually enjoyed it when I read her bits of news from the paper,so I tried that. Nothing. Not a grin, not a snort, not a flicker. She seemed less angry than the night before, but more sad.
"Lisa, honey--please, can't we talk about it? Won't you let me know what's bothering you?" She glared at me and shook her head. I could almost hear the words: "if you don't know, you moron, I'm certainly not going to tell you."
Sighing, I got up to get us each some more coffee. Then I tried again. I asked what was new at her work. Lisa was co-manager of a specialty florist shop in town. She was an absolute genius at floral arranging, and her shop did a good business with the local hotels and the two nearby hospitals.
Lisa said, "nothing's new."
I asked if she'd heard from her parents lately, and wondered whether they'd come for a summer visit.
"I don't know."
I went back through the paper until I found a tiny story on page 3 of the Metro section about the fire at my office, and I read it to her. Jokingly I said, "I can't believe Hank and I didn't get mentioned--we saved that lady's life! They ought to give us keys to the city!"
"Very funny," she said.
More baffled than ever, I was determined not to give up. I racked my brain for something to entertain her with.
"Oh, I almost forgot!" I said. "I was going to tell you about this last night, but then the whole thing with the fire pushed it right out of my mind. My cousin Ari Lendler--you remember the one who grew up on my street? She called me out of the blue yesterday. She was in town for some conference out at the Hyatt, and we had a great visit over lunch. She lives in Chicago now, she's married and has two little girls, 7 and 4--the cutest kids, judging by the pictures. They're--"
I glanced at Lisa and stopped, astonished. There were tears streaming down her face but she was smiling radiantly. Before I could say another word she came around the table, plopped herself in my lap with her arms around my neck, and started planting kisses on my face.
"Oh, Tommy, I love you so much!" she said, pausing to look right into my eyes. Then she kissed me some more, moving to my lips and getting my complete attention.
After a couple of minutes she got up, still beaming at me, and took me by the hand. "I think I need something..." she said, and led me into the bedroom.
When we got there she dropped her robe, pulled her nightie over her head--not without a little blush, as Lisa was quite modest and not used to being naked in the daylight--and said, "make love to me, Tommy."
She came back into my arms, kissing me again as she got the pajamas and bathrobe off me, and in no time we were passionately making love. Lisa was as enthusiastic as I'd ever seen her; as I've said, she was a preacher's daughter and not exactly what you'd call uninhibited.
In fact, when we got married I learned that she didn't know too much about sex beyond the missionary position, and her acquaintance with oral sex or such things as sex outside the bedroom was purely theoretical.
Certainly our sex life was pretty vanilla. Lisa seemed to be much more concerned about pleasing me than about exploring her own sexuality. But we still made love at least a couple of times a week, and she was affectionate and receptive. If it wasn't hot like most guys' fantasy lives, and if the blowjobs were a rare occurrence (and timidly performed), I was still pretty happy about what I was getting.
And that Saturday morning it was still vanilla--just hot vanilla. Lisa was all over me, kissing and touching, stroking my back as we fucked (in missionary position, of course), rubbing her legs on mine, telling me how much she loved me. It was some of the sweetest lovemaking we'd ever had.
And if I was still totally, 100% baffled about what the hell was going on with her--well, I certainly knew enough not to initiate a discussion!
When it was over we lay together, sweaty, and dozed in each other's arms. It wasn't until she roused herself after awhile and started kissing my neck that I ventured a question.
"Lisa? What just happened here? Why were you so upset last night, and then suddenly so--" I laughed--"so amorous?
"Not that I'm complaining, mind you! I just--"
She shut me up with another long kiss and then sat back, smiling, looking loving and abashed.
"Promise me you won't laugh at me, okay Tommy?"
I nodded, and she said, "I was doing a delivery yesterday at the Hyatt, around lunchtime. They'd ordered six big arrangements for a late-afternoon wedding, and it was a rather complicated set-up. I was ... wait, all that's beside the point.
"Anyway, I'd just pulled in and parked the van when I looked toward the entrance. And there you were, in the arms of this beautiful brunette! You hugged her for a long time, and then gave her a big kiss; and then the two of you talked and laughed for another minute. Then you kissed her again, and she went back into the hotel and you got in your car and drove away.
"I couldn't believe it! I mean, I love you so much and I thought we were both so happy--and there you were, cheating on me with some, some, bombshell! I started to cry, and it took me almost twenty minutes to pull myself together.
"I finally managed to take the flowers in, and then I went back to the shop and said I had to leave early, and I came home and cried all afternoon."
By now of course I understood the story, and I was holding her hand and looking lovingly at Lisa as she continued.
"I didn't know what I was going to do. I love you so much, but how could I stay with you if you were having an affair?
"When you came home and said something special happened that day, for a split second I thought, 'thank God, I'm wrong--it's not what I thought!' But then you told me about you and Hank and the fire, and I figured you were just making a big deal about something else and I was right all along.
"And then this morning--" she broke off to look at me, a little sheepish, "when you made that nice breakfast and tried so hard to cheer me up, I thought, 'well, he still must want to be married to me, or why else would he be so nice?'
"But I knew I just couldn't stand letting you ... letting you see that other woman. And then you told me it was your cousin, the one I've heard you tell me so many stories about...
"And I felt so happy! And like the biggest fool, both at the same time..."
Lisa broke off, tears in her eyes again, and I comforted her and we laughed together and then we made love again, sweetly; and I felt like a very, very happy man.
****************
Sounds great, right? A little marital miscommunication with a happy ending and some great make-up sex. Nothing to worry about--actually a happy memory to joke and tease Lisa about as the years go by.
So why is it that five months later I'm sitting in a rented Ford Taurus parked across the street from Lisa's shop, waiting to see what she's up to today? How the FUCK did we get from there to here?
As I told you, I couldn't imagine being better treated by a wife than I was by Lisa, so I was hardly a suspicious husband. But about a month after that little mix-up about Ari, things started to happen.
Good things, at least at first. To put it bluntly, my sex life started improving. And it wasn't my doing, it was Lisa's.
One Saturday night we went out to dinner, but when we were ready for dessert Lisa said she wanted to have it at home. "I have a surprise for you," she said quietly, smiling at me. And when we got home she told me to sit in the living room for a few minutes. "Watch a ballgame or something, honey, until I come back."
Well, this sounded mysterious, but promising! I caught about an inning of the Reds giving up eight runs to the Cubs (only two of them earned--don't ask), until Lisa walked into the room carrying a tray.
What a sight! On the tray was some kind of fruit tart, plus a bottle of champagne and two fluted glasses. But I hardly noticed that, because Lisa was a vision. Her hair was swept up around her head so that her graceful neck showed; and she was wearing only a short red nightie that barely covered her pubes. It was nearly transparent, and a pair of red lacy underpants were clearly visible underneath. When she turned around I could see that it was a thong, the first one I'd ever seen Lisa wear.
"You like?" she asked. My jaw dropped and I just stared at her. Lisa was blushing and even trembling a little, as though she was trying hard not to give in to the urge to cover herself with her hands.
After a moment I recovered enough to say, "damn right I like. That tart looks delicious!"
Lisa made a mock-angry face, but I said, "and you don't look so bad either, baby. Turn around and let me get the whole effect."
She modeled the outfit for me, then cut the tart and poured us each a fizzy glass of champagne. I insisted she sit on my lap while we ate and drank, and we toasted each other with one arm around each other. She wriggled her butt gently against the hard cock tenting the front of my pants.
When we'd eaten the dessert I said, "this sure is a nice surprise," nuzzling and kissing her neck; and Lisa said, "let's take the champagne upstairs."
She grabbed the bottle and let me follow her, enjoying the view of her shapely ass through the nightie as we headed for the bedroom. When we got there she undressed me without a word, then sat me down on the edge of the bed and knelt in between my legs, holding her champagne glass in one hand and staring right at my hard-on.
"Tommy, I want to...could I, uh..."
"Sure, honey--I'd love that." I grinned at her; who cares if Lisa feels too shy to say "give you a blowjob," as long as I get the blowjob? Hers were always a little hesitant, but I still enjoyed them.
This one was a corker, though, with tricks that nearly took my head off. She began by taking it into her mouth and getting the top five inches or so wet--that was as far as she could take me. But then Lisa backed off and started licking me from base to tip, like an ice-cream cone. I'd seen this in porn, but she'd sure never done it to me before and I loved every minute.
The whole time Lisa was watching me, making sure I was enjoying it. She alternated the licking with the usual sucking. Then she broke off to take a mouthful of her champagne and sucked my cock back into her mouth. Wow! The fizzy, bubbly feeling around my dick was tremendous, and I groaned and arched my hips towards her.
She pulled off me, swallowed the champagne and said, "you like that, baby?"
"Unbelievable," I said. "Where did you--?"
But she just took another mouthful of champagne and did me again. She gave me this treat about 4-5 times, then started sucking me intently, stroking my balls with her hand, sliding down my cock as far as she could go and then backing off, building me up to a monster climax.
I knew Lisa didn't like it when I came in her mouth, so as I got close I said, "baby, I'm gonna cum..." But she didn't back off, just kept working on me, and I groaned and jerked my hips and pumped a half-dozen shots right into her mouth.
It was awesome, the best blowjob she'd ever given me. I leaned back on my elbows, drained, expecting her to jump up and run to the bathroom sink to spit. Instead, she smiled at me, looking a little uncomfortable, and I watched her throat working as she swallowed all of the cum in her mouth. Then she took a long drink of champagne, grinning at me, and said, "how was that?"
I pulled her up and took her in my arms, lying with me on the bed. "That was fantastic, honey--unbelievable. Awesome! Where did you get the idea about the champagne?"
She giggled. "Oh, one of the girls at work was talking about special things she does for her boyfriend. But I'm not telling you which one--I don't want you chasing after her!"
I kissed her and said, "nothing to worry about. But tell her thanks for me, okay?"
We laughed, and rested, and pretty soon we were touching and caressing and pretty soon after that we were fucking. Lisa assumed I'd want her to take her nightie and thong off but I asked her to leave them on. I got her up on all fours and did her from behind, pulling the crotch of the thong to one side so I could slide into her, and we had a terrific fuck.
Usually when I try to caress her clit while we're fucking she stops me, says it's distracting--but this time when I slid one hand around her and down into her thong she just groaned and pushed back against me harder. I was able to last a long time, thanks to the blowjob, and she came at least twice before I got so worked up I had to come into her.



It was the hottest night of sex we'd ever had, and I made sure to thank her, both that night as we fell asleep and the next morning, over a nice relaxed brunch. She beamed and blushed a little, and said, "just trying to keep my man happy!"
****************
Again--what's the problem, right? The wife in sexy lingerie, her best blowjob ever, a hot night of fucking, and the problem is ... what?
That's certainly how I felt at the time. But ... things kept happening.
About two weeks after the champagne blowjob, Lisa surprised me in the shower. I'd spent most of Sunday doing yard work and I was tired and sweaty. My hair was full of shampoo and my eyes were closed when I felt a momentary draft, and then my wife was holding me from behind, pressing her lovely breasts against me, kissing my neck.
"Okay if I help?"
Needless to say, I didn't seriously consider replying, "no, I'd rather shower alone." We hugged and kissed, and soaped each other up, and played and giggled. And when we were clean, and I had a big honking erection, she bent forwards and put her hands on the wall and said, "could we try it this way, Tommy?"
Again, do you think I said, "no thanks?" I used my hands to find her opening and slid my cock slowly into her, all the way to the hilt, as we both groaned at the same time. And then we fucked, and it was fantastic. Intense, almost animal, unlike anything Lisa and I had done before. She started pushing her ass back, slamming against me. For awhile I didn't push too hard, afraid of hurting her; but then she got me so worked-up I grabbed her hips and thrust into her as hard as I could, and we both came at nearly the same time, staggering.
I was wiped, and I had to lean against the wall to keep from falling. I could feel Lisa's legs trembling. I pulled out of her and turned her around and held her, her face against my chest, kissing her hair. We rinsed off without a word, and then I dried her gently with a big bath towel, picked her up in my arms, and carried her to bed, where we lay down and fell asleep, sweetly locked in each others' arms.
A few days after that, I started hugging and kissing Lisa after dinner and said, "up for a little fun?"
"Sorry, Tommy, my period started this morning."
I started to say, "okay, honey, that's fine," because she never wanted anything to do with sex during her period. But to my surprise she continued, "how about if I take care of you tonight?"
She led me into the bedroom, got us both stripped down, and gave me a wonderful massage, culminating in a gentle hand-job that had me panting. I thought she'd finish me that way; instead she gave me another blowjob. No fancy tricks like champagne or anything, but she took her time, showed plenty of enthusiasm, watching my face to see how I liked it, and again she let me shoot my cum into her mouth and swallowed it all, grinning proudly at me when she was finished.
About two weeks after that, we were doing it in missionary position when Lisa's fingers started roaming around my ass, tentatively dipping into my asshole. We'd never gone anywhere near ass-play, either hers or mine, because it had made her very uncomfortable. She didn't even like to talk about it.
So I was surprised--and aroused--by her exploring fingers. As I pumped harder, getting ready to come, she continued to tease me there, and at the last few strokes she slid a finger a couple of inches inside me. I bellowed and shot my sperm about nine miles up into her. And as I lay there, gasping on top of my sweet, sexy wife, I began to wonder: what the hell is going on here?
On my way to work the next morning I thought hard about it. The frequency of our love-making hadn't changed dramatically--it might be up a little bit. But Lisa's openness to new things was startling. It wasn't just openness, either--she was the one taking the lead.
Our sex life had recently featured 3-4 new pieces of lingerie, after Lisa saw how much I loved the red nightie. One time when we were getting ready to fuck and I assumed we'd do it in missionary position, she rolled onto her right side, pulled her left knee up towards her chest and said, "can we try it this way, Tommy?" So I slid into her that way, my chest against her side, and fucked her hard. We both liked it a lot.
I also realized that Lisa wasn't as quiet as she used to be in bed. In our first few months as a couple I had to listen carefully for the changes in her breathing, or the little gasps, to learn what excited her. But lately she'd been sighing, groaning out loud a little, saying "oh, Tommy" or even "yes, YES!" as she approached a climax.
I started making a mental list of all the tricks Lisa had introduced. She'd given me a reverse blowjob, lying on her back on the bed with her head hanging over the edge while I stood on the floor. That gave me a fantastic angle into her throat, and it was a weird thrill to feel my balls rubbing across her face while I gently thrust into her mouth.
Okay, I thought, we'd been a little drunk that night--maybe that explained it. But what about the night we were fooling around and she suddenly led me outside to the patio, and had me do her bent over the table? It was a dark night, but the neighbors on either side could have easily heard us. That was hardly the behavior of my wife the preacher's daughter!
By the time I got to work I'd started to be worried. What might better sex at home mean? It could be that Lisa was just loosening up, as she got more comfortable being my wife and the ties that bound her to her upbringing weakened. But why now? Why so suddenly? We'd been together more than four years, with a pretty limited sexual repertoire, and I hadn't been complaining. Then within a period of a couple of months, Lisa was making a high-speed transition from "girl next door" to "sex kitten."
As unlikely as it seemed, and as much as I knew she loved me, I couldn't get past the possibility of an affair. It seemed crazy--I kept telling myself that. But then another part of me responded, "yeah, well, but her new sexual adventurousness is pretty crazy too, isn't it?"
I had broached the question with her once or twice, after she suggested something new and wild. A week or so after she explored my ass I tried the same thing with her--carefully. We were making love on our sides and I caressed her ass, then experimentally touched her rosebud, expecting her to tense up. And she did, a little--but then she moaned and pushed her ass back towards my fingers, inviting me to go further. I worked my pinky all the way inside her and used it like a little dildo as we humped each other, and Lisa seemed to love it.
When I brought it up, later that evening, Lisa's reaction seemed a little too chirpy.
"Just trying to keep my baby happy!" she said, smiling at me; but I sensed some tension behind her eyes, something she wasn't saying to me.
"I'm already happy, Lisa--you know that, right?" I said. "I mean, you don't have to do anything special for me."
She came and sat on my lap, kissing me. "I know I used to be kind of a stick-in-the-mud, in bed I mean. And you've been so sweet with me, so patient. I guess I just decided it was time for me to, I don't know, spread my wings a little."
Something wasn't right--I could tell. But I didn't push her any further, just kissed her and told her how much I loved her.
****************
But I was uneasy. Uneasy enough to do something about it. I began by paying more attention--to Lisa's schedule, to the things she told me about work each day, to what she said about her friends or co-workers. I kept track of who she had lunch with, which days of the week she tended to be out of the shop a lot, and what days she seemed to be more or less into sex, or more or less "experimental."
And after nearly two months I'd come up with: zero, pretty much. Lisa was never home late from work--or not more than about once or twice a month, and then it was only a half-hour or so. We always hugged when we first saw each other, and she never smelled either of sex or of a recent shower. I'd quietly checked 2-3 months of our phone records and hadn't found any mysterious numbers she'd been calling. I went through her purse one night, and the address book she kept in it, and came up with nothing that shouldn't have been there.
It DID seem that Tuesdays were sexier than our other weekdays--like many working couples we had most of our sex, or at least our more relaxed sex, on the weekends. Weekday sex tended to be more routine and sometimes just a quickie. But Lisa had initiated sex on most Tuesday nights for the past few weeks, while I couldn't remember that having been a pattern in the past.
Moreover, some of her "tricks" had made their first appearance on Tuesdays. So for lack of anything better to try, I focused on that day. I casually asked her as much as I could about her schedule on Tuesdays, without tipping her off to my suspicions. I called the shop several times on Tuesdays--to ask her to an impromptu lunch, or discuss dinner plans, or even just to say hi. And I dropped by once in a while, with the excuse that I'd been running an errand nearby.
Once when I came in and Lisa was out on a delivery I chatted with Angela, the other manager of the store. I was very discreet, just asked "how's business," and so on; and I learned that in the past couple of months Lisa's delivery schedule on Tuesdays seemed to have picked up.
"I never thought about it before," she said casually. "Tuesday's not usually that big a day, you know? Lots of things right at the end of the week. But lately it seems as though she's been doing a lot of running around on Tuesdays."
On my way back to work that day I wrestled with my feelings. It still seemed absolutely crazy that Lisa could be stepping out on me. Nothing in her behavior or attitude suggested that she was bored; or angry; or felt contempt for me. She was still the loving, even adoring girl I'd married.
On the other hand ... SOMETHING was going on. And I certainly wouldn't have been the first unsuspecting husband to learn that his wife had been hanging horns on him.
Near the end of the day I knocked on the office door of Bob Mathis, my supervisor, and spoke to him for a few minutes about my schedule. Basically, I asked if I could take some half-days off on Tuesdays, and make up the hours by staying late on other days or coming in for half of Saturday.
I explained that I was doing some kitchen remodeling and it was hard to do on the weekend when Lisa was home--much easier during the week when I was alone.
I didn't want to push it and ask for the whole day--but I was a valued employee and Bob accepted my request without a second thought. I figured I'd watch Lisa some mornings and some afternoons, until I figured out when (if ever) she was up to something I needed to know about.
****************
I hated to rent a car every seven days, but I didn't see any other way for Lisa not to spot me; so I bit the bullet and paid the $35 each week, hoping I wouldn't have to do it for too long. I didn't.
Trying Tuesday afternoons first, I followed Lisa for three weeks. At least half the time she was in the shop, working on arrangements. And when she did leave in the truck it was for routine deliveries: hotels, the hospitals, occasionally a private home. I made careful note of the addresses, but she never went to the same house twice and was never out of the truck for more than five minutes.
Was this good news or bad? Was I crazy, a foolish suspicious husband who saw Bigfoot lurking behind every tree? Was I chasing the Loch Ness monster?
I had no idea--but I was in too deep to stop. Besides, on the second Tuesday afternoon I'd spied on Lisa--and found nothing--I came home at dinnertime to the biggest shock yet.
The kitchen was empty, except for a note that said "waiting for you upstairs." And what I found in the bedroom was Lisa, stark naked, sliding a vibrator slowly in and out of her pussy while stroking one nipple with her other hand. (Needless to say we'd never had a sex toy in the house before--and I'd NEVER seen her masturbate. Just talking about the subject in the past had embarrassed her.) Her eyes were a little glazed and her hips were making small circling motions as she gazed at me.
"Sorry, baby, I wasn't gonna start without you but you're a little late..."
I wasted no time getting my clothes off and Lisa into my arms. We kissed and touched while she kept playing with the vibrator. She wanted me to plunge it into and out of her pussy while she blew me--that took a little re-arranging, with my feet up near the headboard, but it was worth it! As my vibrator work got her more and more excited her sucking got more and more intense. Finally she pulled away from my dick, panting and gasping, as the vibrator and my tongue on her clit brought her off in a screaming orgasm. It was the most intense one I'd ever seen her have.
"Come here," she said, pulling me on top of her, and I started to fuck the hell out of her. We were doing it missionary, banging against each other, when she surprised me again. "Hang on a minute, baby," she said, pushing me gently off her.
She arranged herself with her ass right at the edge of the bed and moved me around to stand between her legs. "Now come inside me again," she said, and handed me the vibrator.
So I went back to fucking her, rubbing the vibrator all around her clit, and she went crazy. She bucked and humped and cried out and her pussy spasmed around my dick, and I fucked her like mad for as long as I could--which wasn't very long--before shooting into her with a loud cry of my own, and collapsing on top of her.
"That was intense," I murmured, and she just kissed my neck and squeezed me in her arms.
I raised up on an elbow, after a few minutes, and said, "Lisa--is there anything ... I mean, you've been so ... "
And her face seemed to tighten, just a tiny bit, almost imperceptible, and she said, "just trying to make things fun, honey. I really love you." And she pulled me back down, my face against her neck--as if to make sure I couldn't keep looking into her eyes.
Holding me like that she said, "it IS fun, isn't it? I mean, you don't mind ..."
"Baby, it's been unbelievable!" I kissed her neck. "I have always loved making love with you, but you've been ... it's been fabulous!"
She giggled happily, and held me tighter.
So I switched to following her on Tuesday mornings. I mean, you can see why I didn't give up checking on her, right?
****************
And, sadly, it didn't take long. Much of her Tuesday mornings was spent in the usual way: at the shop, or making deliveries to the hospitals or the hotels, or occasionally a house.
But there was one house--at 238 Sanderson Lane--that she visited for four consecutive Tuesdays. And she was there at least an hour each time, sometimes an hour and a half.
And she didn't deliver any flowers--just rang the doorbell, waited until the door opened, and stepped inside.
****************
Probably three times would have been enough for me, or even twice. But I just couldn't believe it. I kept thinking it had to be something else, something innocent. And I kept going back.
After the fourth time I just sat there, watching from a few houses away as Lisa's delivery van drive away. I just sat--and thought.
My wife was cheating on me.
But she loved me--was crazy about me!--and I loved her.
But she was cheating on me. An hour a week with some guy--or woman?!--in a house on Sanderson Lane.
It had to be something else! But what? Why would she be going there every week and keeping it a total secret? I mentioned that I'd been keeping careful track of her life, asking her lots of casual questions about her schedule, friends, work--and she'd given not the least hint of this regular "appointment."
My mind cycled through a variety of possibilities: an aerobics class. She's taking dance lessons. Meeting an old boyfriend. Shit, no! Making a quilt as a surprise for my birthday. Being blackmailed for sex. Why?! Visiting the child she gave up for adoption when she was 16, or with a long-lost sister she never knew she had.
The trouble was, none of the innocent explanations convinced me. And the fact that my once-repressed wife was now stretching our sexual boundaries with such zeal kept pointing me back towards the worst possible conclusion: she was fucking someone else.
And out of guilt, or some desire to make it up to me, she was bringing home all the new tricks her lover was teaching her and teaching them to me.
How do you think I felt about THAT? To say the least, it made me view all the fun we'd been having in a different, much more humiliating light.
****************
I realized I'd been sitting there more than an hour after Lisa left, lost in my unhappy thoughts. A red Miata pulled up to the house, and a tall, long-legged, gorgeous brunette in tight jeans and a Miami Heat jersey strode up to the door, rang the bell, and disappeared inside.
Motherfucker! Some guy wasn't content to just bang my Lisa every Tuesday morning, he had another cookie lined up as well?
Suddenly all my confusion, all my drifting thoughts and indecisiveness were gone. I was pissed. I was fucking furious!
I drove straight back to Lisa's shop, roaring through some yellow lights and even a couple of just-red ones. Lisa was at the back when I entered, adjusting some cut flowers in the refrigerated case. She turned and smiled broadly at me.
"Hi, baby, what's--"
I strode forward and took her by the arm, ignoring her startled look. "We're going for a ride. Angela, please excuse Lisa for a little while, it's kind of an emergency."
"Tommy, wait, what's going on?" She resisted me a little as I pulled her towards the door.
"You'll see, just come on."
"But--" she resisted me, and I pulled harder. "NOW, Lisa!"
Confused and frightened, she came along with me. I opened the door of the rental car and she turned, saying, "Tommy, where's your car?"
"This is a rental--I'll explain later. Just get in." She complied, watching me with fear in her eyes.
I swung the car out into traffic and headed back towards Sanderson Lane, my jaw set tight in anger. Lisa made several attempts to speak to me, to get me to tell her what was going on, but all I would say was, "you'll see soon enough."
She gave up and sat back, making sure her seatbelt was on--I was driving pretty aggressively. It wasn't until I turned onto Sanderson that she stared at me and tried again.
"Honey?"
"Oh, now you know where we're going, do you? I guess you've been down this street often enough!"
She started to whimper. "Baby, I'm sorry, I know I should have told you. It was just that--"
"That what? That maybe I wouldn't be so happy about you getting a little on the side? That I don't really see myself as the cuckold type?"
"What?" She stared at me, utterly dumbfounded. "Tommy, I ... I don't think you understand what ..."
"Oh really?" I shouted. "I think I do, actually! And you're about to see that you're not this scumbag's only plaything, either, in case you had any illusions about that!"
The red Miata was still in front of the house, and I swerved in to park right behind it. I jumped out of the car, ran around to Lisa's side to pull her out, and walked her briskly up the path to the front door.
"Tommy, you're making a big mistake--it isn't what you think at all!"
"Oh, isn't it? Well, we'll get to the bottom of this soon enough!" I rang the doorbell, waited five seconds and rang it again. I did this seven times, bursting with rage and impatience, before the door opened and an attractive Latina woman in her late 30s looked at me curiously. I could see the tall brunette from the Miata standing just behind her. They were both fully dressed.
"Yes, what do you--Lisa! Hi honey, is this your husband?" She smiled at me warmly, not the least apologetic or abashed. Then she turned back to the brunette and said, "I'll see you next week, okay Monica?"



"Sure, Eva." The brunette gave Eva a quick kiss on the cheek and, giving me a wary look, moved past us, down the path and back to her Miata.
"Now then," said Eva, turning back to me with a smile. "I'm Eva Cantorella and you must be Tommy. I've heard so much about you from Lisa--how can I help you?"
I was pretty floored. I'd run through a number of ways this scene might play out, but I hadn't come up with this one! Next to me, Lisa giggled a little, her face a mix of amusement and fear.
"Uh, perhaps I've made a mistake here," I said hesitantly. "I had the impression that, that, uh ... that you and Lisa ..." I stopped, at a loss, and Eva said, "why don't you both come in and sit down?"
She led us into a room at the back, got us seated, and without a word disappeared, returning almost instantly with glasses of water for each of us. Then she sat down gracefully in a chair across from us, smiled at me and said, "Lisa, it seems you ... haven't told your husband yet?"
My fists clenched, and Lisa reached out tentatively to take my arm. "Baby, I'm so sorry--I know shouldn't have kept Eva a secret from you. But I was embarrassed, you know?"
I jumped up, fighting back the impulse to scream. Controlling myself with difficulty I said, "Lisa--what ... is ... going ... on ... here? Exactly what have you and this woman been doing in this house every Tuesday morning?"
Lisa looked down at the floor, silent. But before I could yell at her, or storm out of the house, or think of what else I should do, Eva said, "I've been giving your wife sex lessons."
****************
As they say in the theater, "a lengthy silence ensued."
Now, you may think I'm the world's stupidest husband. Perhaps you saw this coming a mile away. But there were lots of reasons it hadn't occurred to me--first among them that Lisa, the uptight daughter of two extremely uptight and religious parents, could no more have gone out and signed up for sex lessons than she could have taken a part-time job as a stripper. It was, as they say, unimaginable.
So I sat there, slack-jawed, until Lisa finally raised her face to look at me and said, in a tiny voice, "it's true, honey. I just wanted to make you happy..."
****************
And when we were back home--when the conversation with Eva was over, when she'd made clear that the "lessons" had involved talking only, when I'd made my apologies and she'd laughingly forgiven me, and she'd wished us good luck, and we'd made our silent way back to the rental car office and then home in my car, all without saying a word--I led the way into the living room, stopping only to open two bottles of beer from the refrigerator, and I sat Lisa down across from me and said, "okay. Talk to me."
Lisa blushed. And she said, "I'm so sorry, Tommy--I've never kept a secret from you, and I hated keeping this one. But I was so embarrassed ..."
I waited. She said, "remember when you ran into your cousin Ari, and I saw you two together and took it the wrong way, and got so upset?"
I nodded, and she went on. "Well after that, I couldn't stop thinking about it. About--about how upset I was, when I thought you had cheated on me.
"I mean, I'd just die if I lost you. If anyone took you away from me. And I realized that--"
She got up and burrowed in next to me on the sofa, pulling my arm around her and resting her head on my chest. I think she was finding it hard to look at me.
"--that I wasn't exactly the world's wildest, most exciting lover. I was so repressed! Everything made me blush, or embarrassed me. And I didn't want you to get bored with me ...
"So I went on-line and poked around for sex therapists and counselors, and I found Eva. I can show you her website, if you like. She's got a MSW degree and specializes in, uh, sexual issues. And I called and talked to her for a long time, and she seemed so nice! So patient and understanding.
"So I ... I started seeing her, once a week. And it was, I don't know, kind of like a mixture of therapy and "how-to" lessons. I mean, we talked about my upbringing, of course, and things that I did and didn't feel comfortable with.
"And after about a month we started talking about, about 'things' I could do--I mean sex things, like champagne in my mouth while I, uh, blew you--or sexy lingerie. And positions and stuff, and even ... toys."
During this whole recitation, or confession, Lisa had her face pressed into my chest. I knew how hard it was for her to talk about this stuff, and in my enormous relief I just held her close to me, smiling broadly.
Suddenly she looked up at me, an appeal in her eyes. "And didn't you like it? I mean, the things I ... we did? Wasn't I being a ... more sexy lover for you?"
"Yes, you were--you are." I kissed her. "And I've loved all of it--every minute of it.
"But you know, I also spent a couple of really unhappy months worrying ... and today I made a first-class fool of myself in front of a perfectly nice woman I've never met before."
Lisa squeezed me harder. "I know, and I am SO sorry. For all of it. But I never thought you'd ... I mean, how could you possibly think I would ever cheat on you, Tommy? Me? The way I feel about you?"
"I know, I know. But the sex kept getting wilder and wilder, and I couldn't figure it out. It was so unlike you ... both to be willing to try this stuff, and even to know about it."
We sat, holding one another. And then after a few minutes Lisa stood up, took my hand, and said, "come with me."
She led me into the bedroom, stripped us both, flung herself on the bed and pulled me down next to her, where we kissed, touched, whispered and, ultimately, fucked. It was pure vanilla, no tricks, and it was wonderful.
And when we were done and we lay together, smiling, she said, "do you want me to stop?"
I raised an eyebrow at her and she said, "with the tricks, I mean. There are a bunch more I've talked about with Eva that we haven't gotten to yet. Do you want me to just forget about them?"
I pulled her back down on me, kissing her for a long time. And then I said, "no--I don't think you need to do that.
"How about if we start taking turns with our 'tricks'? I have a couple of things I'd like us to try, and we can mix them in with your ideas, okay?"
"Sounds good!" she said. "But no other people, okay?" looking serious, and I said, "no other people--ever."
"Good!" she said, and snuggled down closer to me. We dozed for a while.
And then she nudged me and I opened my eyes. She was blushing, and she said, quietly, "Tommy? Do you want to do it in, I mean ... would you like to put it in my, uh, my bottom?"
"You mean fuck your ass?" I said loudly. She giggled and blushed some more; and then she said, "yeah, my ass. Tommy, come and fuck my ass! I want my husband to fuck my ass!"
So I said okay.
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SCENE 1
His name was Carl. Carl Montefiore. He was a tall, angular guy--good-looking, I guess--with a smug look. Even if he hadn't been fucking my wife I would probably have wanted to kick the shit out of him.
But at the moment his look wasn't smug--it was stunned. When I came into his office he thought he was meeting a prospective client for his software firm, not coming face-to-face with a cuckolded husband. He stood to greet me with an affable smile, and I could see he didn't even remember my face, though we had met several times.
"Good morning, Mr. ... Regan, is it? Nice to meet you--please have a seat." His handshake was firm and confident, the mark of an accomplished salesman.
I sat; looked at him coldly for a few moments; then spoke.
"Actually it's not Regan, Carl--it's Proctor. David Proctor--as in, husband of Lauren? Lauren Proctor from your Human Resources Department, the one you've been banging for a couple of months now?"
His face got very tight and he just looked at me, not saying anything. I pulled a bunch of photographs out of an envelope and dropped them in front of him.
"That's you and her at the Best Western Kenwood Inn, on Montgomery Road. Room 128, right around the back. You guys seem to like the same room every time."
More silence. "Who pays for the room, Carl--you or my charming wife?" I knew the answer, but I wanted to see what he'd say.
"I pay," he said, finally, his eyes looking past me to the far wall. "I have an ... an arrangement with the manager there--we do their bookkeeping and reservation software."
More silence. I was in no hurry. I was angry, of course--fucking furious. But I'd been that way for nearly five weeks, so I was in no rush.
"Okay," he said finally. "So you know--what do you want?" He looked older all of a sudden, like the energy had gone out of him. "What do you want from me?"
"Outside in my car, Carl, is a big manila envelope addressed to your wife's office. I'm going to be dropping by the FedEx office as soon as I leave here, unless I get a great deal of cooperation from you during this visit."
His face turned pale but he managed not to jump out of his chair. I admired his composure, in a funny kind of way.
"I don't ... it would be pretty bad if Emily found out about this."
He looked at me. "What do you want me to do?"
I passed a sheet of paper over to him. "Read this over. Then call my wife, right now, and have this conversation with her. You can change the wording, change whatever fucking pet name you use with her, whatever--make it sound natural, like she'd expect you to sound. But set it up just the way I've written it."
He read it through carefully, then looked up. "I don't know if Laur... if she's going to go for this."
I laughed. "Carl, I've heard the audio of a half-dozen of your little get-togethers with my wife. You guys have been doing things a lot kinkier than that."
He actually blushed when I said I'd heard them together. He thought some more, frowning. Then he said, "and if I do this? What then?"
I shrugged. "Then you're rid of me. And whatever you and Lauren do, after today, I don't give a shit."
"And that FedEx envelope for my wife?"
I shrugged again. "I'll throw it away."
"You give me your word on that, Mr. Proctor?"
I leaned forward. "You're hardly in a position to bargain, Carl. But yeah--you've got my word."
He read my script once more; then he looked back at me, and when I didn't move a muscle he sighed and picked up the phone.
SCENE 2
Me and Lauren? Mostly the same old story--no need to draw it out. We met when she was in college and I had my first job. It was a blind date--she was a good friend of my cousin Marie, who thought we'd really hit it off, and we did.
Our courtship was utterly typical, but that doesn't mean it wasn't terrific. I loved Lauren by about the fifth date, and she seemed to feel the same way about me. The sex was a little vanilla at first, a little careful, but we really opened up to one another and it got better and better. We were married after about 14 months, with Marie as her maid of honor and my brother Bobby my best man.
We had Tina almost right away, an unplanned but wonderful event. She's a tennis star, a great student, and a talented artist--a fantastic, energetic, lovable girl, and I adore her. Lauren and I always used to say we only had one but we got the very best kid around.
I would have said Lauren and I had a great marriage and a great life; in fact I did say it, all the time, whenever anybody asked how things were going. She was sometimes a little bit of a flirt with our friends, at parties, but she always reassured me afterwards--in fact our love-making was never better than after we'd been out with other people and she'd confirmed for herself how attractive she was to men.
There was never any doubt in my mind about Lauren's devotion to me, not once in 19 years. No tell-tale signs, no vague looks or sudden rushing home for a shower, no late nights at work, no hickeys or scratches on her body. Nothing. We didn't have more sex, or less. We didn't have better sex, or worse. I would never have known.
Oh I guess, in retrospect, that Lauren was maybe a little happier that spring, a tiny bit more lively and fun. But it wasn't much, and I would never ever have noticed, if not for learning about her affair.
It was Tina who found out. That was one of the worst things about it, though all of it was bad. On a Saturday afternoon in early April of her senior year. I was out helping my brother move some furniture, and Tina was supposed to be gone for the day at a tennis tournament. But the courts were flooded from a downpour the day before and the tournament got canceled. Tina's teammate Avery dropped her off back at the house around 11 am, hours before she was expected home.
Tina dropped her bag, got a Diet Coke out of the fridge, and reached for the phone to call a friend about a party that night. She hit "speaker" without realizing her mom was on the phone, and heard a man's voice say, "... your tight little pussy again."
Stunned, Tina quickly switched off the phone. After a minute or two she quietly crept down the hall and peered into the master bedroom. Lauren was lying back on the bed, wearing only a pair of panties. One hand was inside those panties, stroking herself lazily, and the other was holding the phone. Tina heard her say, "oh yes, baby, I can hardly wait too! Can we do Monday this week, or do I have to wait until Wednesday for that nice big hard cock?"
Backing away from the door, Tina retreated to the kitchen, grabbed her tennis bag and left the house. She walked over to the playground at the nearby elementary school and sat there crying for two hours. Then she pulled herself together, wiped her face, and walked back home.
I didn't hear anything about this for nearly two weeks. All I knew is that Tina was withdrawn, morose, and sullen. Like a typical teenager, I suppose, except that she'd always been so sunny and cheerful. I asked Lauren if something was going on, and she was as mystified as I was.
When Tina finally broke down and told me, it was on the way back from the sectionals. She'd played much worse than usual and lost to a girl from Lockland High School whom she'd beaten four times in the past two years--and I could tell she wasn't herself.
So I made a detour to a Starbucks, bought us each something from the drive-through, and parked the car in the big lot of a nearby Walmarts. And I said, "baby, tell me what's going on."
She shrugged. "Nothing. I played lousy, that's all."
I reached over and touched her shoulder. "Tina, you know I don't care about that. It's just one tennis match. But...but you've been unhappy for a couple of weeks now. Please, talk to me. Talk to your old clueless dad who loves you."
Then I waited. I'd learned over the years that Tina could never stand the silence.
She just looked out the window, not moving, and suddenly I saw tears on her cheeks. Without turning her head she said, "daddy, mom's cheating on you."
"What?!" I was on the verge of yelling at her that it was ridiculous, it was insane, was she crazy? Instead I held back. I bit my tongue and I waited. And she told me the whole story. Coming home early, what she'd heard and what she'd seen.
SCENE 3
Of course it was impossible for me to believe. I believed what Tina was saying, but I couldn't begin to believe what it meant, what it had to mean. We cried together for a little while, and then I asked her to keep the secret while I looked into it a little.
So we made a kind of pact, Tina and I, a little private deal to keep all our suspicions and our feelings from Lauren. It brought us closer together, actually, though we'd always had a great relationship.
And I did what the poor sucker husband (or wife, I guess) always does in such situations--spent several grand on a private investigator and let him do his thing. Three weeks later I had the report, the photos, the audio.
I went to work that Thursday, locked my door, turned the ringer off on the phone, and dealt with it. I read it all and listened to it all. I cried, and I cursed. I took off my shoe and threw it across the room, knocking my framed college diploma off the wall. I banged my fist on my desk. I walked around the room and sobbed. I sat at my desk and stared blankly out the window. When I was calmer, about 1:30, I went out for a late lunch at a diner. Over a Reuben sandwich and two cups of coffee I started making some plans.
We may have had a perfectly ordinary married life, but it still meant the world to me. I had loved Lauren passionately for nearly 20 years, had never had any reason to doubt my great good fortune in getting her to marry me. We enjoyed talking and just being together, we were friends, we valued the same things and wanted the same things out of life. I would have said we were the happiest couple in the strongest marriage I knew.
I guess not, huh?
Once I'd seen the PI's report I knew we were done. I might have been able--MIGHT have been able--to get over a brief fling, but she and Carl Montefiore had been enjoying one another's company for weeks. With great pleasure on both sides, from everything I could see.
And they were intimate--they were long past the rushed fucking stage. They played games, she dressed up in sexy lingerie for him, they used toys, they fooled around with blindfolds and handcuffs. A lot of stuff much wilder than anything that had taken place inside our bedroom.
So I picked up Tina early from school one day and we went out to lunch, just the two of us. I spared her all the details, but I told her it was a real affair and that I was going to leave her mom. Tina was angry and miserable--she wanted to go straight home and tear into Lauren, but I calmed her down.
"Listen, honey--you know your mother loves you. She adores you. She didn't do this to you, she did it to me. Maybe not on purpose, to hurt me--I'm sure she figures I'll never find out. But she betrayed me, not you, and it's up to me to deal with it.
"Do you think you can win an Academy Award for just a few more weeks? Be a typical daughter, don't act out of the ordinary, until after graduation?"
She nodded unhappily. "I guess so, Daddy. I mean, if you want me to. It's just that..." She started to sniffle again. "It's just that, how could she DO this to you--to us? You're so wonderful to her, and..." Her voice faded out into weeping, and I came around to her side of the booth and held her in my arms as she cried.
In the end Tina promised to act the loving daughter until her high school graduation. Three days later she was leaving for a ten-week junior development tennis camp in Colorado, and then--after a week at home--she'd be off to USC.
I made it clear to her that I was going to end the marriage after she left for the summer. "And then I'll take some time off and travel, honey--how about if I come stay in Denver for a few days and visit?"
She blew her noise and wiped her eyes and tried to smile, and said, "yeah daddy, that would be great!"
SCENE 4
I'd taken care of all the routine crap ahead of time. Found an apartment, made financial arrangements about credit cards and our checking account, gotten time off from work so I could fly out to the West coast. I was going to visit my college roommate in San Francisco for a few days, then rent a car, drive through the Rockies, hang out with Tina for a little while in Colorado, and then fly home.
As soon as Lauren left for work that morning I waited for the movers to come pick up my share of the furniture and take it over to my new apartment, along with my clothes and computer and the rest of my stuff.
Then I went and had my nice visit with Carl Montefiore--I've already told you about that. And I went and got some lunch, and dropped my envelope for Mrs. Montefiore into the FedEx box by the court house.
What--you thought I was going to keep my word to that asshole? After he'd been fucking my wife for weeks?
And at 1:45 I parked my car in back of a restaurant across the street from the Best Western, found a hidden vantage-point, and watched. Lauren drove in and parked right in front of Room 128, went around to the main office, came back a minute or two later, put a key card under the mat outside the door to 128, used the other one to let herself in, and closed the door behind her. She had a shopping bag with her, so I assumed she'd brought everything Carl had asked her for in their little phone conversation.
I waited about ten minutes; then I strolled over to the door, got the card from under the mat and let myself in. There was Lauren--there was my wife, the woman I'd loved and cherished and been faithful to for twenty years.
She was lying on the bed, wearing a very sexy black teddie and nothing else. She was on her stomach, her hips propped up by two pillows under her middle, so that her open pussy was visible from across the room. And she was wearing the sleepmask--she couldn't see a thing.
I saw her stiffen when she heard the room door open and shut. "Carl? God, you scared me baby. I was just lying here, and..."
"Shh." I whispered it. I moved to the bed and bent down to whisper in her ear. "You're a good little slut, aren't you? My little peach." (That was what he called her in some of the recordings I'd heard--God knows why.) I'd put on a bit of Carl's cologne, so there was no reason she wouldn't think I was her lover.
"And now I'm here and I'm gonna drive you crazy!" I kept my voice at a whisper, knowing she wouldn't be able to tell it was me. Without another word I found the shopping bag on a chair and got the handcuffs. I handcuffed Lauren's hands together over her head, then pulled a long rope out of my pocket.
Tying one end to the handcuffs, I reached down and slid the rest of the rope under the bed, then went around to get it on the other side, brought it up and tied the other end to the handcuffs on the other side. Taking two shorter pieces of rope, I tied one end of each to one of her ankles and the other to a leg at the foot of the bed.
She was now pinned down in the middle of the bed--she couldn't pull her arms down, she couldn't sit up, she couldn't pull her legs together and she couldn't turn over.
"You're a bad girl, aren't you?" I whispered. She giggled, and I swatted her ass. It made her jump, and she squealed. I hadn't hit her hard, certainly not with the anger I was feeling.
"Oh, yes, baby, I'm a very bad girl. Are you gonna punish me?" She was smiling, arching her bare ass up off the bed and moving it around a little, tempting me.
Without another word I took my clothes off and put them on a chair by the door. Then I waited, silently, knowing she didn't know where I was.
"Carl? Baby?" She sounded excited, but a little nervous. I made her wait another couple of minutes, while she called to me (or him, I guess) a few more times. Then without warning I started swatting her ass, hard, giving her twenty alternating smacks on her two cheeks.
"Oh! ... Carl! ... what? .... that ... OUCH! ... hurts, baby, what....?"
When I finished she just said, "damn, baby, that hurt! What the hell was that for?"
I lay down on top of her, pressing my hard-on against her ass, and whispered into her ear. "Aren't you a bad girl? A little slut? A slut who cheats on her husband?"
She frowned and said, "no talking about him, remember?"
Ignoring her I continued. "What do you think he'd say if he saw you like this, little peach? Tied down on the bed, your ass and pussy wide open for me--what would he say?"
"Stop it, baby!" Lauren whined. "Just ... just touch, me, okay? Fuck me!"
In a breathy voice she continued, "I know I'm bad, baby--be my bad man and punish me!"
So I did. I punished her just the way I planned, knowing that it would be the last time I'd ever touch her, the last time I'd ever see her naked.
I lay down between her spread legs and I kissed and licked her pussy until she was panting and gasping and jerking her hips around. And when she was moments away from coming I stopped.
Remember, this was the woman I'd been having sex with for two decades--I knew her responses pretty well, and I waited until the very last minute.
"You bastard!" she cried, "finish me. Please, baby!" But I sat back, watching her move her hips as if to draw my tongue back inside her, until she'd calmed down a little. Then I did it again. And again. Each time more slowly, more gently.
By the third time Lauren was drenched in sweat, she was moaning and talking, panting, "please Carl--PLEASE baby! Let me come, please! You've got me so crazy..." Her hips were rolling, her back was arching as she strained backwards, hoping my mouth would return and give her the long-awaited orgasm.
Instead I went and sat at the head of the bed and guided my cock to her face. It was only partly erect, and I wiped it against her cheeks until she opened her mouth greedily to take it in. She moaned, swirling her tongue around the head.
I pulled it out for a second, whispering, "you like that, baby? You like my dick, you little slut? Is it better than Dave's?" And before she could reply I jammed it back inside her mouth, forcing her to gag a little.
I let her work on me, sometimes lying passively and sometimes moving my hips back and forth to get it deeper. It made her uncomfortable, since her hands were bound and she couldn't fend me off, but I didn't give a shit.
Occasionally I reached down to swat her already-red ass, just to encourage her. And when she had my dick as hard as it had ever been I pulled it out of her mouth, went around behind her, climbed on the bed, and jammed it into her wet cunt.
"OOH, baby," she gasped. I lay flat on top of her, pushing her down onto the pillows, enjoying the feeling of her hot cunt for what would be the last time in my life. And then without a word I began fucking her.
I wanted to give Lauren something to remember me by, so I stroked slowly and powerfully, intending to make her come several times before I finished. She moaned and rolled her hips and cooed at me, but I didn't make a sound. I simply fucked the shit out of her, thrusting steadily until she'd come at least three times, and then I pounded her hard until the cum jetted out of me and I collapsed on her back.
There was silence. I might have been squeezing the breath out of her a little, but I didn't give a fuck. Finally she said in a little-girl voice, "that was awesome, baby. You outdid yourself today." She giggled and added, "what got into you? Or should I say, what got into me?"
Without replying I got up, lay down by her head and gently pushed my wet cock against her mouth. After a minute she opened up and took me in, gently sucking and cleaning my dick as it softened. When I was completely soft I pulled it out, stood up, and without a word began getting dressed. She had a dreamy smile on her face--she looked thoroughly pleased with herself.



"That was great, Carl," she said again. And when I didn't answer she said, "baby? Carl? Where are you?"
Fully dressed, I sat back down on the bed next to her. "Right here, little peach," I said in my own voice, and pulled the sleepmask off her face. Her eyes fluttered open and she smiled at me, a little dazedly, as they started to focus.
Then she cried, "ohh!"--a single short sound, instantly cut off. I gazed at her, and her face took on a terrified expression, her eyes wide and her mouth tightened into a frightened grimace.
I had all sorts of angry words ready--weeks of rage and misery I was ready to unload on her--but instead I said nothing, just watched her face as she processed what had taken place in that motel room over the previous two hours.
Lauren turned very pale. She licked her lips nervously, looking at my impassive face. "David, I--
"Oh my God. David. I can't think what you--
"Honey. It isn't, I mean it wasn't what--"
She couldn't finish a sentence. Perhaps not surprising under the circumstances. I silently watched her, and tears started to fall from the corners of her eyes. She lay there, naked except for the teddie bunched up around her chest, sweaty, cum dripping from her pussy, hands bound above her head, and began to cry, shaking her head, still looking at me but shaking her head, saying, "no, no, it isn't--you can't, it's not--"
I stood up and watched her, still saying nothing, as her sobbing grew louder. Then I pulled out a prepaid cellphone and hit a pre-set number. When the voice at the other end said, "EyeWitness News Tip Line," I said, "yeah, I'm at the Best Western Kenwood on Montgomery Road and there's some sort of domestic dispute or sex thing going on in the next room, Room 128.
"Yeah," I continued. "I can't tell if a lady is being raped or what, but there's a lot of screaming and yelling. I already called 911, but I figured I'd call you guys too."
Without waiting for a reply I hung up the phone. Lauren had stopped crying--she was twisting her head to look up at me, a horrified expression on her face.
"No baby, please, don't let them, don't let anybody see me, please, baby I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to hurt you, please Dave ..."
Looking right into her eyes I dialed the phone again. "911, what is your emergency?" the voice asked.
"Yeah, I'm at the Best Western Kenwood and some guy is fucking, I mean excuse me, a man is having sex with a woman in Room 128 and the door is wide open, I mean you can see everything. I walked by with my kids and I mean, my God, he's got her tied down on the bed and everything!" I hung up the phone.
Lauren was crying out wildly now, twisting to try to free herself. "Please baby, please, please you're not going to leave me here, I'm begging you, please--"
I bent down and covered her mouth with my hand, holding her face tightly so she couldn't twist away from me. Her eyes held a panicked look as she stared back at me. I held her that way for a couple of minutes, just looking at her. Looking at the face of the woman I'd loved nearly my entire adult life.
And then I let her go and walked out of the room, ignoring her desperate cries and pleas from behind me. I used a cushion from the couch to prop the door wide open and I walked out into the parking lot, going over to sit on a bench near the street.
In about four minutes a big EyeWitness News van pulled into the lot. I waited until I saw two guys, one with a big camera, head towards the open door of Room 128, and then I crossed the street, got into my car, and drove away.
SCENE 5
There has to be one more scene, doesn't there? I mean, it would be nice to end it right there, Lauren tied to the bed, the news crew headed into the room, the police on the way? But there's always an aftermath, whether you like it or not. Unless someone's dead, I guess. Then there's no aftermath--for them at least.
It was a Saturday in mid-September and I was driving back to the house, the house that Lauren and Tina and I used to live in together. Only now I lived in an apartment downtown, Tina was in her dorm at USC, and the house was on the market--Lauren couldn't afford the mortgage on her own.
After my little marriage-ending adventure with Lauren I'd flown out to San Francisco for my vacation: saw my brother, drove through the Rockies, and had a great visit with my daughter. Then I'd come back home and started to build a new life: the life of a single guy.
I'd had my lawyer start the divorce, and I'd avoided all contact with Lauren except to leave a message saying that I'd give her until November 1st to buy my half of the house--after that I was going to sell it. She'd called and emailed me for weeks but I never responded--nothing I wanted to say to her, and nothing I wanted to hear, either.
I'd had a friend keep track of the press coverage of my little escapade. It got a couple of articles in the local paper--no pictures, alas!--and three days worth of nudge-nudge, wink-wink stories on the local Eyewitness News channel at 11:00. They'd shot a little footage they could use: the camera approaching the open door of the motel, then a partial shot of a bound woman on a bed. Unfortunately, no shots of Lauren's face, and the news station never mentioned any names, undoubtedly to avoid a lawsuit. Ah, well.
But Mrs. Montefiore was in the process of taking her husband to the cleaners, as they say, and she'd made enough of a fuss at the company to get Lauren fired. The word had gotten around among our friends who the anonymous lady in that crazy motel room story was--that was good enough for me.
Lauren had had to take an administrative job 20 miles away, at a lower salary. I knew she'd never be able to keep the house. And from what Tina told me, she'd been miserable and apologetic the whole week that Tina was back, before leaving again for college. Tina was still so angry she was barely talking to her mother.
I pulled into the driveway, parked, and walked into the house. Lauren had agreed to sign the divorce papers and the power of attorney on the house if I'd come talk to her.
She was sitting at the kitchen table over a cup of coffee, watching me as I walked in.
"Hello David," she said quietly.
"Lauren." She looked older, a little smaller. She hadn't been sleeping well, and maybe not eating too well either. I didn't find my heart overflowing with much sympathy.
"You want coffee?"
"No thanks." I got myself a glass of water and sat down.
She gestured toward the counter and said, "the papers are all there. I signed them. How long do I have before I'll need to find a place?"
"Probably at least 2-3 months. Even if it sells instantly, people usually need a couple of months before closing. I'll let you know."
There was a silence.
"I know we're done," she said suddenly. "I have spent a long time thinking about this, as you can probably imagine. I thought--in addition to asking myself why I was such a fool, I mean--I thought about how I would feel if the situation was reversed, if you'd been having an affair behind my back.
"And I couldn't even begin to imagine taking you back, under any circumstances. The feeling of betrayal, the shock and humiliation, the anger at being cheated on and lied to and treated with such, such contempt ..."
She looked at me, unhappy but dry-eyed. "I'm just trying to say that 'I get it,' David. Or at least I sort of get it. I won't claim I can really know what it felt like for you.
"If there were any chance, any way at all you could ... I don't know, find a way to give me another chance .... I would do anything, give you every ounce of devotion and love within me, to make up for what I've done.
"But I don't expect there's any possibility of that." Her eyes flicked up to glance at my face, but all she could have seen there was a blank stare.
"So what I really wanted to say is, I'm sorry. Sorry I cheated on you, sorry I acted like a whore, sorry I disrespected all the love and loyalty and support you've given me since the day we met.
"I'm sure my apology doesn't mean much of anything to you--but you still deserve it, and I still wanted to give it to you."
She gazed at me, no doubt hoping I'd say something even a little bit comforting, but I didn't. I just looked back at her--no nod, no "uh-huh." Just looked.
"Did Tina tell you how we found out?"
She nodded, her face tight with pain. "I asked her several times and she finally did. I feel so terrible about that.
"For what it's worth, David, it was never about humiliating you or hurting you. I know I was an idiot to think I could keep it secret, but that's what I was trying to do. We were ... at least we thought we were being very careful."
She started to tell me about how it had started, and I put up my hand.
"I don't want to hear it. I don't care how it started, I don't care why you did it, or how long it went on, or any of that.
"You wanted to tell me you're sorry--okay, you told me. Anything else?"
I knew I was being a cold-hearted bastard, and it was a bit surprising that I found it so easy to do. She was suffering, and I found I wasn't the least bit interested in being consoling or even decent to her. You do the crime, you do the time. And it was my marriage she'd destroyed, my happy life she'd blown into a million pieces.
As I waited a tear slid down her cheek. "No, David, I guess there isn't anything else."
Without another word I picked up the signed papers, turned and walked out of the house.
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On Tuesday Marc Zoumakis was doing what he usually did, pushing proposals and amendments and prospectuses around on his desk, checking figures on his computer, making calculations. It seemed boring to other people--and occasionally to him--but there was a side of the insurance business that meant dealing with people, sometimes helping them, and that appealed to Marc.
But when the phone rang at 11:10 and it was his daughter Allison on the other end, his face lit up in a big smile.
"Allie! This is a surprise--aren't you supposed to be in school?
She sounded upset. "Dad, it's--it's the car. Bren and Shelly and I were running an errand for the Athletics Council and it just died on us."
"You're okay, nobody hurt?"
"No no, nothing like that. The motor just quit, so I pulled off into a parking lot. We're on 561, like a couple of miles from the mall."
Marc was relieved. "Okay, as long as you're all right. Give me oh, 20 minutes and I'll be there. What on earth made you take 561?" It was a road filled with shoe outlets, strip malls full of dollar stores, car muffler places, and so on. And it wasn't the direct route to the mall, certainly not from the high school.
"Shelly said there was a new shoe place, we figured we could take a few minutes to check it out--but then the engine quit. Can you come right now?"
Allison sounded stressed but not too shaken. "Sure, honey, be right there," he said. "What's the address?"
*****
Marc had worked in an auto repair shop for his last two years of high school and most of the way through college, and it never even occurred to him to have Allison call AAA. He kept a close eye on all the family's cars, including Allie's 06 Corolla, and he was pretty sure it was nothing he couldn't take care of.
When he got out there, the car was in the parking lot of the Paloma Diner, and Allie and her friends were having hot chocolate inside. Marc went in, gave Allie a kiss and got the keys. Within about five minutes he had located and taken care of the problem--one of the battery cables had corrosion on it and was slipping off the battery post.
"Thanks a million, Daddy!" Allie beamed at her dad and gave him a big hug, while Brenda and Shelly said, "way to go, Mr. Z.!"
"Drive safely back to school, okay Al? I'll see you tonight."
Looking at his watch after the girls drove away, Marc figured he might as well have some lunch. He went back outside to get a copy of the Enquirer out of a coin-operated box; and as he stood back up he glanced across the street. There in the parking lot of the Hi-Ho Motel was Sheryl's black Nissan Altima.
It couldn't be, but it was. The plate read KOA-5682; it was hers. The car was parked right in front of one of the rooms, and next to it was a red Corvette with a plate that said "PRINS".
Marc felt sick. He stood frozen in place for what felt like hours, though it was probably no more than a minute. Then he went back into the diner with his paper, sat in a booth where he could watch his wife's car, and had a muffin and a cup of coffee. His mind was a whirling blizzard of thoughts, none of them pleasant.
Ignoring the waitress's polite attempts at chitchat, he focused grimly on the scene across the street, as though his uninterrupted vigilance could prevent the worst from coming true.
Just after 12:35 the door to the motel room in front of the Corvette opened and Sheryl stepped out, smiling and looking back. She was followed by a tall, open-faced guy who was just finishing tucking his shirt back into his pants, his coat held over one arm. They talked and laughed together for a minute; then he bent down in an attempt to kiss her and she laughingly pushed him away. Then they each climbed into their cars; Sheryl drove off immediately and the Corvette followed a moment later.
Marc sat, gazing out the window, seeing nothing. He suddenly stood up, pulled some bills out of his wallet and left them on the table, and headed back to his car. He drove south along the river, crossed it on I-275, and got off at the exit for Northern Kentucky University, where he'd been a student. There was a wooded area at the south end of campus that he'd always loved to walk in, and he parked in a nearby lot.
It was well below 20 degrees, but Marc barely noticed it as he walked. "Nineteen years!" was his only conscious thought. "Nineteen years I've been married to Sheryl--nineteen years I've loved and cherished her, raised our kids with her, been faithful and devoted to her.
"Nineteen fucking years!"
******************
Sheryl didn't know what she felt--embarrassed, a little, but satisfied and excited too. Anthony's cum oozed into her panties, despite the tissues she'd stuffed into them, and she was eager to get home and have a quick shower. Both kids would be at school, Marc was at the office, and the house would be empty.
She giggled to herself. A 42-year old woman, sneaking off to a sleazy motel for a tryst with a co-worker! And not just any co-worker, but a hot 31-year old co-worker; a handsome, single, younger guy who'd pursued her relentlessly for months, flirting and teasing, making easily-repelled but nonetheless flattering passes.
And then, finally, the bet. The silly, foolish, crazy bet she'd accepted, and lost. And there she was, on her back on a bed in the Hi-Ho Motel, taking a delicious pounding from the first and only man besides her husband she'd fucked in 20 years. (And not only on her back, she reflected; that had just been the first time. On top of him too, and then on her knees, with that hard cock driving remorselessly into her from behind.)
Sheryl liked sex. She always liked it with Marc, and not surprisingly she'd liked the hell out of it with Anthony, who was strong and forceful with her. Not too rough, but intense, very excited and eager, and that made it exciting for her too.
It took nearly 45 minutes to get home to their house in West Price Hill, on the far side of Cincinnati; and by the time she pulled into the driveway Sheryl was feeling far less good about herself. The tingling feeling, the afterglow from some lovely sex, was fading.
And growing in its place was a sense of regret and shame. What the HELL had she been doing? Sure, it was flattering to have Anthony Prins as an admirer, pursuing, flattering, teasing, telling her she was sexier than any of the women his own age she told him he ought to be chasing.
But she'd only accepted that bet to shut him down. She knew there was no way he could win--and when he lost she knew he would pay up, and she would have the great pleasure of taking his $1000 and treating herself and Marc to a romantic weekend in a fancy hotel.
That had been the best part, as Sheryl had thought about it. The idea that his money, the money of the guy who was so horny for her that he'd risk $1000, would pay for her to have a hot night of sex with her husband was simply too delicious to resist.
When she'd lost the bet Sheryl had been shocked, disbelieving. And for a few days she'd simply avoided Anthony, kept away from him. She couldn't sleep with another man, break her marriage vows, over a stupid BET!
But it had eaten away at her, the idea of it. No matter how silly it was, they'd both made the bet in good faith--how could she back out? And the fact that Anthony was tall and broad-shouldered and a full decade younger--Sheryl was too honest with herself to deny that the thought of sex with him was kind of exciting.
Anthony had been smart enough not to hound her, not to remind her that she owed him something. He just smiled whenever he saw her, and said "Good morning" or "can I get you some coffee?", and gave her a big grin that was full of unspoken meanings.
And finally, after nearly three weeks of thinking about it, she'd gone right up to him, when he was alone in the break room for a minute, and just stood there gazing at him, saying nothing.
Anthony's face had broken out into such a delighted smile that her nipples hardened; and he said, "how about Tuesday morning? There's a place called the Hi-Ho Motel on Route 561, way over on the other side of Cincinnati. I'll take the morning off and get a room; meet me there at 10."
He watched her, waiting. She couldn't even breathe. Finally she just nodded, once. And he'd leaned forward, very carefully, and given her a gentle kiss on the lips. It was electric--it terrified Sheryl how exciting it was--and then he was gone, leaving her alone there in the break room to wonder what on earth she had just agreed to. Or, rather, why on earth she had agreed to it.
*****
The hot shower felt good, but that afterglow was long gone. Sheryl felt stupid--stupid and guilty. She couldn't help wondering what would happen to her marriage--and then she stamped her foot.
"Get ahold of yourself!" she thought. This was ridiculous! She'd done something awful, made a horrendous mistake. It had felt great at the time, true, but it was an idiotic, selfish thing--fucking around behind Marc's back.
But he'd never know, no one would ever know, unless Sheryl lost her mind and told him. All she had to do was be herself, her normal self. Not guilty, not scared, not clingy--just a loving wife of 19 years, glad to see her man when he walked in the door.
And maybe a little amorous that night, surprise him by reaching for him in bed, offering a little Tuesday-night fun. The idea made her pussy tingle--before she could stop herself she was thinking "two men in one day!" She'd never done anything like that in her life, not even in college. She couldn't help it--it made her smile.
******************
Sheryl heard Marc's car pull into the garage and she felt a sudden quiver of nervousness. She listened for the door, making sure that she was busy with pots on the stove as Marc stepped into the room.
"Hi, honey," she called out brightly, her back to him momentarily, feeling a slight blush on her cheeks and cursing herself. "Calm down!" she said inside her head.
Then she turned to give him the usual kiss; but to her surprise Marc was already past her, on his way into the hallway to hang up his coat. He hadn't said a word.
"Honey?" she called out. She heard the closet door open, then close; and then the sound of Marc's feet on the stairs.
Sheryl's nervousness returned. Marc never failed to say hello, never skipped a kiss when he came in at dinner time. What could be wrong? He couldn't possibly know ... anything. Could he? No, it was ridiculous! It was just that once, just that day--and way the hell on the other side of Cincinnati, on 561.
*****
At dinner the kids chattered away, Alison about the upcoming junior prom and her worries about who would ask her, Jeff--when he could get a word in edgewise--about baseball tryouts and his hopes of making the team as a sophomore. Sheryl smiled and nodded, passed the food around, and watched Marc with feverish attention. She was absolutely terrified.
Marc seemed almost normal--almost. He was his usual self with the kids, teasing them affectionately, listening to their stories, asking questions, being the involved father that she was so used to. But Sheryl noticed--couldn't help but notice--that he wouldn't look at her, and didn't send a single word in her direction.
When dinner was over and the kids had dashed off to do their homework, Sheryl began carrying the serving dishes back into the kitchen. She expected Marc to follow her with the plates--they always cleaned up together after dinner--but when she returned to the dining room he was gone, and the dishes were scattered around the table where the family had left them.
Even more concerned, she hastily did the clean-up herself and then went in search of her husband. After she'd tried their bedroom, the living room, and his study, it occurred to her to look into the garage. His car was gone.
Sheryl slumped down into a kitchen chair. Marc had never gone out without telling her in all the years of her marriage. It could only mean the one awful, unthinkable thing she didn't have the courage to contemplate. But how? How could he possibly know?
*****
The Celtics were pounding the Bulls by nearly 30 in the third quarter, not that Marc gave a shit. He drank some more of his beer, then put his elbows back on the bar and watched the game. Jesus, half the players were guys he'd never heard of. He realized how long it had been since had had the time to focus on the NBA, though he used to love it. As the busy father of two teenagers, and the husband of a woman with her own career, watching sports had slid down to the bottom of the priority list.
He idly chatted with the guys on either side of him--yeah the Bulls had really gone to hell--no, it would never again be like in the old Michael Jordan days--yeah, I suppose that kid Rose is pretty good--without paying much attention.
Marc was not a drinker, and he left the second beer unfinished and headed home. He had no idea what his plans were, beyond knowing that Sheryl was going to get the silent treatment for a while. He didn't want to speak to her--shit, he didn't even want to have to look at her face, and see her inside his head smiling up at that asshole as they came out of the motel room.
It bothered him that the kids would inevitably notice, but he didn't see any way around that. "Spread the unhappiness," he thought, and laughed to himself. Sheryl would find that she hadn't just shat on her husband, she'd dropped a load on her children as well.
How long had she been fucking that guy? Who else had gotten into her pants in the two decades of their marriage? What else didn't he know about, and how long had he been a clueless cuckold? He clenched his hands tight around the steering wheel.
Marc considered sleeping in the guest room with the door locked, but he knew he'd toss and turn for hours, raging and wondering about his life. So instead he went straight into the master bathroom and took a sleeping pill; then he undressed, brushed his teeth and climbed into bed. It was only 10:15, but the pills were strong--Marc had a prescription for his occasional insomnia--and he knew he'd be asleep in minutes.
"Marc? Honey?" Sheryl spoke timidly from the door of the bedroom. She'd been talking to Allie when she thought she heard the garage door, and came to find Marc as soon as she and her daughter had finished their conversation. But there he was in bed, the lights out, turned away from her.
Marc stiffened but didn't answer. "Marc--is everything all right?" She didn't know which would be worse: silence or an angry outburst. What she got was silence.
She walked around to the bed and sat on the other side, facing him. "Honey? Can we talk about what's bothering you? Can I help?"
Marc opened his eyes and looked at her, keeping his face totally blank. Then he rolled over and faced the other way, putting his back to her. Sheryl's heart froze in her chest. She gazed at him for a long time, and then quietly left the room.
******************
Who had the worse day Wednesday? It would be hard to say. Marc was angry and distracted, though thanks to the pill he'd at least had a decent night's sleep. Good thing it was a day of paperwork rather than seeing clients, because he would've had a tough time being cordial and patient.
He tried to bury himself in his work, but every few minutes he found himself gazing out the window, thinking about what he'd seen; wondering what his life would become now. Divorce? How could he live with her, after... But how could he move out and not see the kids every day?
His thoughts went nowhere, or at least nowhere constructive, so he gritted his teeth and went back to actuarial tables and liability waivers.
Sheryl was fortunate not to have an accident on the way to work. She was so distracted that she nearly ran a red light; and she paused at a stop sign so long the cars behind her honked impatiently. Marc had gotten up early and left the house without breakfast, without even waiting to see the kids. And without a word to her.
When she got to her office she closed her door and just sat at her desk for a while, her head in her hands. Thinking, wondering, fearing. What did Marc know? HOW could he possibly know? What would he do? Had her stupidity ended her marriage? Or was it possible that somehow, someway, it was something else that was bothering him? She had no idea what it might be, but that's what she was hoping for.
Thank God she didn't see Anthony until later that day--he was making a sales call down in Louisville or Lexington or somewhere. When he poked his head in around 3:30, a big smile on his face, the look she gave him froze him in his tracks.
"Hey Sheryl, I'm---what's the matter?"
"Something's wrong at home--something bad." Her voice was quiet. "I think maybe Marc knows what ... what happened yesterday."
He looked utterly shocked. "But how--"
"I haven't any idea. But he's furious about something--furious at me."
She waved her hand at Anthony. "Just go back to work, okay? I don't really feel much like talking."
Shaken, Anthony retreated back down the hall. He liked Sheryl, and he certainly didn't want anything to happen to her marriage. And, he admitted to himself, he wasn't very happy about the idea of having to watch over his shoulder for a seriously pissed-off husband.
She turned back to her work, dimly aware of the fear that pressed down on her. She did her work, went and bought groceries, drove home, and started on dinner.
The evening was a repeat of the one before: the kids chattered, she and Marc responded to them, but he steadfastly refused to speak to her. He barely even looked at her. When he needed the salt that was at her end of the table, he got up and retrieved it rather than ask her to pass it. In despair, Sheryl was also amazed that Allie and Jeff still didn't seem to have noticed.
After dinner he disappeared, leaving Sheryl with the dishes. He spent the evening in his study; and when she came in around 10:30 he made no move to turn around and look at her.
Sheryl said quietly, "Honey? Are you coming to bed soon?"
Then he did respond, spinning slowly in his desk chair. He gazed at her coldly, silently, his face a complete blank. She could feel his distance from her--it was as though an icy wind was blowing across the room towards her. After a minute he turned back to his desk, without a word.
******************
By Friday it was obvious even to the kids that something was wrong. Marc made no effort to conceal from Allie and Jeff that he wasn't speaking to Sheryl, and they looked at their parents uncomfortably, not quite ready to ask what the hell was going on. Both had evening plans with friends, and they fled the dinner table as quickly as they could.
Not a minute after they'd gone, Marc stood up, got his coat and headed out the door himself. Sheryl spent a miserable night in front of the TV, worrying and occasionally crying. When Marc came into the bedroom around 11:30, smelling faintly of beer and cigarette smoke, she was wide awake, lying in the dark on her side of the bed, but she didn't try to touch him or speak to him.
******************
"So what's going on, Mom?" Sheryl and Allie were making banana muffins and a fruit salad in the kitchen, as they often did on weekends. It was Saturday morning around 10--Jeff was still fast asleep, and Marc had already left the house without a word.
"What do you mean, honey?" Sheryl replied, though she knew. She was not looking forward to this conversation.
"You and Dad. I mean, something's up--he hasn't talked to you for like, five days? He gets up from the dinner table without a word? I can tell it's not about me or Jeff, 'cause he's fine with us. Did you guys have a major fight about something?"
Sheryl sighed. "To be honest, honey" (well, not totally honest, she thought) I'm not sure what's bothering your father. I can't get him to talk to me about it, which is certainly not like him--we're usually really good about talking things through together."



"Okay, mom, let's figure this out. Let's be logical about it. When did it start?" Allie adored CSI, and fancied herself something of a detective.
"I'm not sure," said Sheryl, already afraid of where this might lead. "One day this week, but I'm not sure when."
"I remember!" Allie clapped her hands together, looking pleased. "It was the day my car died--that had to be Tuesday! I called Dad and he came and fixed it."
Sheryl hadn't heard any of this story. "Fixed your car? Where and when?"
"We were over on 561, near that mall? Shelly and Bren and I were running an errand, and..." Allie chattered away, telling Sheryl all about what happened that morning, and Sheryl felt a chill run down the length of her body.
Route 561, the mall ... that's where the Hi-Ho Motel was. Where her car was parked out in front, visible from the street....
Squeezing her fingers tight to keep her voice from trembling, Sheryl said, "and how was Dad then? Was he angry, or was everything okay?"
"No, he was fine! He took care of the car in like no time, you know how great he is--and we just got into it and drove back to school."
"So," Sheryl said, pretending to think, "something must have happened to Dad later that day to upset him--but I didn't see him or talk to him until he came home for dinner. I wonder what it could be?"
Allie didn't have any ideas, and they discussed it for a couple of minutes until her phone chirped and she began a lengthy exchange of texts with her girlfriends, planning their afternoon. Sheryl breathed a sigh of relief. At least her secret was safe from the kids--for now.
But Marc.... Marc had to know. He had to have seen her car at the motel, and drawn the same conclusion anyone would have. Or, worse: did he see her with Anthony? God help her, did he peek in through the drapes or something?
She quietly left the kitchen, went up to her bedroom and shut the door. In a moment she was lying on the bed, sobbing desperately into the pillow. She was terrified.
******************
Marc's silence continued through the weekend, and Allie and Jeff were increasingly mystified. He continued to be the same as always with them: funny, teasing, interested in their lives. But his obvious rage at Sheryl and his total refusal to speak to her made them uneasy. And it was making their Mom miserable too, as they could plainly see.
They talked about it in Jeff's room. "I guess I just think it's not our business, Al--it's weird, but it's between them."
"It's just so crazy, though. I mean, they're the lovey-doveyest couple I know; WAY more than Shelly's or Brenda's parents. Like, Brenda's mom thinks her dad is an idiot--she treats him like dirt.
"And then this? A sudden freeze, out of nowhere? I just think we--"
"Not me, sis. If you want to butt into it, go ahead, but I'm staying out of it."
Jeff stood up. "I gotta go over to Eric's--see ya later."
Allie sat a few minutes longer; and then stood up, determined to ask her dad what was going on. But when she found him in the garage, sweeping and cleaning up, he calmly refused to talk to her about it.
"Your mom and I are just going through...through something, honey. All married couples do, now and then. Nothing to do with you, okay?"
"But dad, you haven't like said a word to her in a week--I mean, that's just weird!"
He smiled, patiently. "Sorry it's bothering you, honey." He leaned over and kissed her forehead. "But we'll work it out. No need for you to be upset about it."
And Marc changed the subject to Allie's upcoming SATs, something she had no particular interest in talking about. Frustrated, she gave up and headed off to her friend's house.
******************
On Monday night, Sheryl came into Marc's study and said, "Marc, I'd like to talk to you for a minute, please."
He stiffened but didn't turn around. She waited.
"Will you turn around and listen to me please?"
After a minute, when he still didn't move, she said, "okay. I didn't know if you would listen, so I wrote a note to you. Please read this some time tonight." She put a sealed envelope in front of him. It had the words "To my Dear Husband" written on the front. Without waiting to see if he would open it, Sheryl left the room.
When she came to bed later that night, Marc was already asleep, or pretending to be. The envelope was lying unopened on top of her pillow.
******************
The next morning at 9:45 Marc looked up from his desk at work as his office door opened. Before he could do more than stand up Sheryl had come into the room, closing and locking the door behind her. He stared at her silently--then slowly sat back down in his chair. He rotated it away from her, until he was looking at the window.
"I can tell you're not going to speak to me, Marc," Sheryl said quietly. "But unless you're willing to knock me over to get out of the room, I'm going to speak to you."
She pulled a sheet of paper out of her purse. "This is the note I asked you to read last night. I'm going to read it to you."
She watched him, but Marc made no move. She began to read.
"Dear Marc--
"I did something incredibly stupid, something that you seem to have found out about.
"I had sex with another man--once. Once only, never before and I swear to you--never again.
"This was a horrible mistake. I am so sorry that I did this, so sorry that I broke the vows I made to you before God. So sorry that I have hurt you in this way.
"There is no excuse whatsoever. But I do want you to know that this was a one-time thing, a one-time idiotic decision on my part. And I hope you will listen to the circumstances, so that you can understand that I will NEVER let anything like this happen ever again.
"If you will give me the chance, I will prove to you that I love and value you and our marriage more than anything in the world. That I am truly sorry. That I want to make this horrible thing up to you, and win back your love and your trust.
"Through Barbara Jenkins I got the name of a good therapist, Dr. Fisher, and I'm going to see him tomorrow afternoon. I'm hoping that you would be willing to come with me, so that we can work on things together. But if you don't, I will go in any case.
"I am so sorry, Marc. I don't deserve your forgiveness right now, but I hope that I can earn it back, in time. And I hope you'll give me that chance.
"I love you very much."
Sheryl read in a serious, calm tone, though her voice nearly broke as she neared the end of the letter. When she finished she watched Marc, his back turned to her. He didn't move, didn't make any sound, and she finally turned and left the office.
Marc waited a full five minutes after her exit before he swung back around to his desk. He was virtually trembling with rage--it took all his self-control not to throw a book through the window, or sweep all the papers off his desk.
The fucking CUNT! The selfish, lying, unfaithful BITCH!
Until he'd heard her confession, there'd been a hope--just a faint, tiny one--that she hadn't really done it. He knew she had, he was absolutely sure she had--not just because of what he'd seen that day but because of the way she'd behaved during his weeklong silence. She'd acted guilty as hell, not like an innocent wife who didn't know why her husband was pissed at her.
Yet there had still been a smidgen of his brain that thought it was possible, somehow, that he'd been wrong. And now that was gone.
Marc got up and started to pace around his office. Then, changing his mind suddenly, he grabbed his coat and headed out for a walk. The cold wind felt good on his face as he strode through the downtown streets, scowling at the world.
A few of his jumbled thoughts were hopeful, but most of them were angry and vengeful. She'd only done it once? That was a good thing....IF he could believe her, the lying cunt! Why wouldn't she say that? Why not try to minimize her affair?
If it was an affair.... Maybe it really was only once, and she was desperately sorry. But maybe she'd loved it, maybe it had been hot and exciting and much better than sex with her old boring dependable husband--and all she was regretting was being caught! And maybe it had been going on for weeks, or months! How the fuck would he ever know? How could he EVER trust her again, the cunt?
He walked, turning a corner and feeling the wind blow straight into his face.
Could he ever imagine staying married to the cheating bitch? After she'd shat on him, shat on their marriage like that? What would he want her to do, if he'd been the one to cheat, to slip once and fuck another woman? He'd want her to forgive him, wouldn't he? If he loved her, and was really sorry, and it was just some dumb fucked-up one-time mistake?
But Goddammit, he HADN'T fucked up, he hadn't laid a hand on another woman in two decades! He'd kept his pecker in his pants where it belonged! So it didn't really matter what she would have done, did it?
Marc walked for nearly an hour, until his legs ached and his face was virtually frozen stiff. Did he want to divorce her and live in a downtown apartment by himself--seeing the kids once or twice a week, and trying to rebuild his life, find someone else to love? Could he find someone he cared about as much as Sheryl, someone as beautiful, funny, loving as she was? Someone who made him feel as good in bed, someone who was as good a companion?
But FUCK--she'd cheated on him! At least if he started over, he'd have a chance of finding someone he could trust.... Yeah, a chance. But no sure thing, not for a guy in his mid-40s, beginning to spread around the middle, not exactly a movie-star.
And if he didn't, did he want to spend the next 30 years alone, or trying to date, pathetically seeking a life's companion like the great one he'd dumped?
But how could he take her back? How could he look himself in the mirror, and say, "my wife cuckolded me--she fucked another guy, probably enjoyed the hell out of it too, but we're still together." What kind of pussy could live with himself if he did that?
One thing's for sure, he told himself as he headed back to his office. Go to counseling with her? Fuck no. She did this, she fucked up our marriage, let's see her try to make it right. If she can. This is HER fucking problem, not mine.
If he'd been able to be more honest, he would have thought: she may have made this problem, but it's not just hers--it's ours.
******************
The next seven weeks were the most painful of Marc's adult life. He went to work, he came home. He sat at the dinner table and joked with the kids, ignoring his obviously devastated wife. He helped with their homework, discussed their college plans and social life, and tried as best he could to be the same old dad.
Most evenings he went straight to his study after dinner and worked--he'd actually never been so caught up on his paperwork in his life. When he didn't feel like doing that he headed down to the bar and watched basketball, chatting casually with the regulars.
He didn't say a word to his wife--didn't give her a nod or a meaningful glance. Just silence, and blank looks or no looks at all.
She had stopped approaching him with questions, or speaking to him at all in front of the kids. Occasionally she'd make statements that didn't need a response: "my car's engine light came on this morning, I'm hoping you can take a look at it this weekend;" or "on Thursday there's a farewell party for Alice Deane at work, so I won't be home until about 7:30--maybe you'd be willing to pick up some dinner that night."
In the bedroom there was nothing--no sex, obviously, not even any touching. They moved around the room and in and out of the bathroom silently, as if each of them were completely alone. Sheryl's face was usually drawn and sad, occasionally with tears on her cheeks; Marc's was tense and angry.
Two or three times, in the first weeks, she'd reached across to where he lay, on his side facing away from her, and squeezed his shoulder gently, or stroked his hair. But he brusquely shrugged her hand away each time; and she quickly got the message.
Driving Jeff back from the batting cages one Saturday afternoon he had to face some difficult questions. Jeff dove right in: "Dad, what's going on with you and mom? I mean, it's obvious you're pissed, but have you even spoken to her in the last few weeks? Like at all?"
Slowly Marc said, "we're going through a ... a rough patch, Jeff. It happens, in marriages. This one is worse than some--longer--but we'll get through it." Marc actually doubted that was true, but no sense worrying Jeff any sooner than he had to.
"Listen, remember when you and Brandon argued about baseball cards or something, back in the 8th grade, and you didn't talk to each other for two weeks? Best friends, and you totally ignored each other? And then you got over it, and got back to being friends again. It happens."
"But Dad, Brandon and I were like 13, right? Dumb little kids. You and mom are supposed to be grown-ups! And I mean, Jesus--not even speaking to her? For like a month now? She must have REALLY pissed you off--I'm almost scared to think about what she did."
In the silence that followed that remark, Marc winced at what Jeff might be thinking. If he'd figured it out, though, he didn't say--and Marc certainly wasn't going to enlighten him.
"I don't want you and Allie in the middle of it, Jeff--that's not fair to you guys at all. Mom loves you, I love you. I'm sorry this is going on right now but we're both going to keep on being the best parents we can be for you both."
"But Dad, it's--"
"I don't really see what else I can say, Jeff. I'm sorry. But some things are just private."
Jeff sat, apparently sulking, for a few minutes, but Marc had the sense that he was digesting what his father had said. After a little while the mood passed, and they began talking about the baseball team. It looked like Jeff had a good chance of being the starting second baseman, unless Ted Dover picked up his hitting. Ted was a senior, but Jeff was faster on the bases and better with the glove, he said, so he was hopeful.
At work, people could tell Marc was on edge, but he didn't talk about it. Jim and Alex, the guys he frequently had lunch with, had broached the subject, but all Marc had said was, "oh, some tension with Sheryl--you know how it is when you've been married forever."
They were both married--and both could tell it was far worse than the usual, to get Marc this way, but they followed his lead and let it alone.
Marc got into the habit of taking a long walk in the middle of the day, several days a week. He thought of it as his "angry walk," because he always spent it reflecting on his situation and feeling his body swell with anger at Sheryl and what she had done.
He hoped, without quite being aware of it, that these walks--that the weeks of silence--would somehow start to fix things. Or if not fix them, then at least clarify his thinking. But he never got beyond "divorce? not terribly appealing," and "forgive her, and just go back to the status quo? are you fucking kidding me?!?"
He knew he was stuck. And at times it even felt a little silly, this silent treatment, after so many weeks. But he kept it up, mostly because he didn't have any better ideas.
******************
Those seven weeks were the most painful of Sheryl's adult life. She grieved for a marriage that might be over--that was certainly over in the short run. She ached for Marc's pain--pain she had selfishly caused him, pain he'd done nothing to deserve. She shrank under the onslaught of his silent fury, feeling every cold look, dreading every moment when it was obvious to her and the children that he wasn't speaking to her.
She didn't push him, didn't beg him to talk to her, to forgive her, to make love to her. She occasionally told him things without expecting a reply, and he seemed to listen to them. She reached for him once or twice in bed but his brusque rejections brought a quick end to her attempts.
Mostly she stayed out of his way--she tried to be a loving wife, run the house, make great dinners, get the shopping done. Just show him she was holding up her end, doing all she could, and not letting his silence make her resentful. She wasn't giving up, that's about the best that could be said for it.
The counseling sessions with Dr. Fisher were brutal. He was kind and professional, but he didn't let her get away with anything. She told him all about it--her marriage, her feelings for Marc and the children, her life at work, and then the flirtation with Anthony, and the bet. That goddamned bet!
But Dr. Fisher, a mild-mannered guy who looked like a college professor, with his trimmed beard and his tweed sport coats, didn't just listen. He challenged her.
"Okay, Sheryl," he said quietly. "You made this bet; and then when you lost you felt you had to follow through on it. But that leaves us with a couple of questions, doesn't it? Why you allowed yourself to be drawn into such a bet--and why you felt that keeping the promise you'd made to Anthony outweighed keeping the vows you made to Marc when you married him."
"I know, I know," she said, starting to cry. "When I look back on it, it's just ... it's just ridiculous! I mean, committing adultery because of a bet?"
"So we have to talk about why you were open to that--what was going on in the relationship with Anthony, and in the relationship with your husband, that led to these choices.
"And, of course, you've said that the sex with Anthony was exciting and pleasurable. There was clearly more there than just paying off on a bet you lost."
Sheryl nodded, her face in her hands, her tears coming faster.
******************
About five weeks into her work with Dr. Fisher, when they'd agreed it was time, Sheryl asked Marc a question.
She was in bed, and he'd just finished brushing his teeth and was climbing into bed on his side, ignoring her as always.
"Marc?" she said. "Dr. Fisher and I think ... well, he thinks that we've gotten to the point in my work with him where ... where it would make sense for you to come in as well. At least for one appointment. So I could talk to you about ... what happened. Please.
"Would you be willing to come in for my appointment on Thursday at 5? The address is on the fridge."
She watched him. He'd stopped still when she started to talk, obviously listening, but didn't turn around or acknowledge her words in any way. When she was done he waited a moment longer, then got into bed and turned out the light.
On Thursday at 5:15, when it was clear both to the doctor and to Sheryl that Marc wasn't coming, she started to cry.
He said, "this was only our first request, Sheryl. It's too soon to give up--let's talk together about what to try next."
That night when Marc went into his study after dinner he found a note from Sheryl taped to his desk.
"Marc--sorry you weren't able to come to the appointment with Dr. Fisher today. My next appointment is Monday at 5 pm. I really hope you will be able to come to that one."
She's not giving up, is she? Marc thought to himself. He wasn't really surprised--and in fact he figured that sooner or later he'd pretty much have to go to one of the fucking appointments. Certainly the status quo wasn't getting them anywhere--Marc wasn't any closer than he'd been weeks before to figuring out what the hell he wanted.
But every time he thought about going to see Dr. Fisher he got furious--all the rage and humiliation of the day he'd seen Sheryl coming out of the motel room with that asshole Anthony came surging back.
"Fuck her!" he thought, stomping out of his study, grabbing his keys, and heading for the bar. "Fuck her, fuck her, fuck her! She was the one that fucked up our marriage, the stupid cunt--let her fucking fix it!"



Needless to say, Marc never turned up for the Monday appointment either.
******************
One day the following week, Marc looked up from his desk when his administrative assistant knocked on the door.
"Marc, your 10 o'clock is here."
"Thanks, Audrey," he said, glancing at his calendar. It showed a two-hour appointment with a new client to discuss what would supposedly be a complicated family insurance matter. He sighed to himself; two-hour appointments were invariably boring, but they paid well. Even if the client didn't buy insurance, he still had to pay for Marc's time.
Marc stood as a middle-aged guy in a tweed sport coat walked in. "Good morning," he said, offering his hand, "I'm Marc Zoumakis. Please come in, Mr. Klein."
Marc's visitor sat, looking him over speculatively. Then he said, "Mr. Zoumakis, I have to begin with an apology. I'm here under false pretenses."
"I, uh, don't quite understand."
"Mr. Zoumakis, my real name is Alan Fisher. I'm the counselor who has been working with your wife Sheryl." And with that, Fisher went to the door, opened it, and beckoned in a sheepish-looking Sheryl. He closed the door again and the two of them sat in Marc's client chairs.
Marc reddened. "Just what the fu-- what the hell is going on here?"
Sheryl looked scared. "Marc, Dr. Fisher and I couldn't get you to meet with us. So we're ambushing you. I know it may not be fair, but I couldn't see any other way. And I'll pay for the two hours, whatever happens," she added.
Angrily Marc said, "Dr. ... Fisher, is it? And how does this sort of thing jibe with the ethics of your profession?"
Fisher smiled. "That's a fair question, Mr. Zoumakis. I know this is ... unusual. But there's nothing coercive about it. You can walk out of here right now and not come back for two hours. You'll still be paid for the appointment.
"However, in my professional judgment it's high time that you and Sheryl--Mrs. Zoumakis--began working together to deal with the problems in your marriage."
"The only 'problem' is that my wife turns out to be a cheating, lying cunt." Marc was furious, but he kept his voice down.
"I understand why you feel that way." Fisher's voice was calm. "And I understand that you haven't spoken to her since you learned of her ... cheating, is that right?"
Marc nodded, still fuming.
"Well, it seems to me that, whatever resolution you and Sheryl come to of the situation between you, further silence is unlikely to help you get there. You haven't thrown her out of the house, right? Nor, so far as I know, have you filed for divorce."
Marc shook his head.
"Well, that appears to mean that you haven't yet given up on the marriage, whatever your thoughts and plans may be. Why not give Sheryl a chance to talk to you about what happened? I know it won't be much fun--but at least then you'll have a clearer sense of what you're both dealing with."
"I know what I'm dealing with," Marc snapped. "A lying bitch who--" He stopped, and took a deep breath.
"Okay," he said, finally, looking only at Fisher. "I'll listen. But don't expect anything more out of me than that. I'm not having some touchy-feely 'healing session' or something," he said in a scornful tone.
"That's fine," said Fisher, quite unruffled. "Sheryl, why don't you tell Marc--may I call you Marc?--about the bet, what led up to it, and what happened after?"
At the word "bet" Marc's eyes widened and he stared at Sheryl, but said nothing.
She leaned forward, an imploring look on her face. "Honey, I'm so sorry--I know I did a horrible--"
She stopped, watching as Marc spun suddenly in his chair to face out the window, his back to her.
Fisher said, "Sheryl, I think it would be best if you just told the story, okay? I'm not sure that apologies are helpful right now. And Marc, would you be willing to turn back around so that you can see your wife as she talks?"
Slowly, Marc rotated his chair back to face his wife and the doctor, his gaze aggressively blank and neutral.
"It happened because of a bet, Marc. I mean--that's not the whole story. But Anthony and I chatted all the time at work, and he's kind of a big flirt. Every once in a while he'd make a light pass, always kidding, like 'hey, are you free after work tonight? Want to come see the view from my apartment?' It was always a joke, and I always shot him down, you know, rolled my eyes and told him to get his adolescent fantasies under control."
She was speaking quietly, carefully, watching her husband. He was silent and motionless, watching her, listening. She had to tell this horrible story, she'd been practicing in her head for weeks--but she was scared to death.
"Anyway, there's a game he plays in his office with some of the other guys. He's got an empty coffee can nailed to the wall, lying on its side on the floor. And he and the other guys stand across the room and try to roll ping-pong balls into it. It's impossible to do, they always curve away, no one can ever get one in.
"So one day a bunch of us had just finished a big report and we were hanging around in Anthony's office for a few minutes, drinking coffee and letting off some steam. And when everyone else wandered away he made another joking pass, you know, like 'tonight would be a good night for you and me, Sheryl--how about it?'
"And I laughed and said, 'in your dreams, Anthony' or something like that. And then he said, 'well, how about a bet then?'
"He said, 'I'll give you ten chances to roll a ping-pong ball into the can, and if you make any of them you win. And if not, I get one chance. And if you miss all ten, and mine goes in, then I get my night with you.'
"And I said, just playing along, 'and what if you lose, big shot?' And he said, 'I'll put up $1000.'
"It was completely crazy, and I knew he was kidding. I just looked at him and said, 'you'd really risk $1000 just to have a shot at me?' And he pulled out his checkbook from his desk and wrote me a thousand-dollar check, right there on the spot, and laid it in front of me.
"And I swear, Marc--the very first thing I thought of was, 'how cool would it be to take Anthony's money and treat my husband to a romantic weekend in the Cincinnatian or the Hilton Netherland Plaza--fancy dinners, a hot tub, lots of sex.'
"I loved the idea, Anthony paying for you and me to have a sexy little getaway."
She watched him, his face utterly still. She went on with her story.
"And I'd seen him and the guys in the office with those ping-pong balls. No one EVER got one in the can--nobody even got close.
"So I thought about it, still thinking it was just a crazy lark; and I said, 'I'm a married woman--I couldn't spend the night with you.' And he said, 'okay then, an afternoon or a morning. A couple of hours with you, alone, in private.' And he tapped the check. 'I'm completely serious, Sheryl.'
"It was so ridiculous, Marc! I just laughed and said 'gimme the damn ping-pong balls!'"
Marc glanced over at Fisher, who was sitting calmly, watching Sheryl tell a story he had clearly heard before. Marc's own pulse was racing, but he simply looked back at Sheryl.
"So Anthony went and closed the door, and then he got ten balls out of his desk, smiling at me the whole time, and I took them, and-- Well, you can guess what happened. One or two ended up a couple of feet from the can, but none of them went in, and most of them were all over the place.
"So I helped Anthony pick them all up, and he dumped them back in his desk drawer and picked up one of them. I knew he wasn't going to make it but I was still a tiny bit nervous, and--
"Anyway, he-- he just rolled it and went straight in. Straight into the back of the can."
She looked down at her hands. "I couldn't believe it. I just stood there, staring at that damned coffee can. And he smiled at me and said, 'let me know when would be a good time for you,' or something like that. And he put the check away, and I walked back to my office in a daze."
She was afraid to stop now, to slow down before she'd finished. But the next part was the hardest, and she hesitated.
Fisher saw it and said, "So you'd lost the bet, and you felt you had to keep your promise?"
Sheryl nodded, her eyes on the floor. "Yes. I know it's utterly ridiculous--I mean, a stupid bet with a co-worker is going to make me cheat on my husband?
"So I guess, I mean ... I guess, I sort of must have ... wanted to do it--a little." Her voice had diminished to a near-whisper.
"I mean, he'd been flirting with me for a long time, and it ... felt good. The flirting. Thinking that a young guy like Anthony could actually have the hots for me.
"So you don't have to say it, Marc--" She stopped, almost smiling to herself for a moment at the idea that he was about to say something. "You don't have to say the obvious. I know it. I could have just told Anthony to fucking forget about it, that I would never sleep around on my husband, and that would have been that. He might have been pissed off a little but tough shit, right?
"I mean, he was the guy who was trying to screw a married woman, with his stupid bet, so he gets what he deserves. So I must have ... I must have wanted to do it. Some. At least a little. And it was like losing the bet made it easier, gave me some sort of permission. Because I'd made him a promise--and he'd put up the $1000, actually wrote out the check.
"So I met up with him--once--a few weeks later. The day you saw me, at that damn motel on 651. We spent a couple of hours together and we ... we had sex. Intercourse. Twice. It was only that day--never before and never since. And no one else, ever, since our second date."
She looked imploringly at Marc. "I'm so sorry, honey. I know that it was--"
Fisher stopped her, putting a hand on her arm gently. The three of them sat in silence.
Marc was flushed with anger--he had to restrain himself from throwing something. He got up and went to the window, putting his back to the two others in the room, and he stood there for a long time. Finally he turned back, looking only at Fisher, and said, "great--a lovely story.
"Okay, I sat here, I listened--now get the fuck out of my office."
Sheryl gasped, but Fisher just nodded and indicated to Sheryl to stand, and the two of them moved to the door. "Thank you for your time," he said to Marc.
As they were leaving Marc surprised himself. "Wait," he said. "Dr. Fisher, uh, would you come back in for a moment?"
Fisher took a couple of steps back into the room and Marc closed the door behind him.
"I'd like to come talk to you--without Sheryl, just you and me."
"That would be fine, Marc. Let's set it up." They pulled out their appointment books and found a time.
"Just one thing, though--what we talk about is private, okay? You don't repeat any of it to Sheryl. Not a word."
"Agreed," said Fisher, and he went out of the room.
******************
Nothing changed right away, but after a couple of weeks Marc noticed that he felt a little different. His appointments with Dr. Fisher gave him an outlet to talk about his anger, his hurt feelings, the insecurities that any man would feel when his wife screwed someone else--a younger, good-looking guy.
Fisher listened carefully, asked questions, shared his own views occasionally. He took Marc's feelings seriously, never giving the sense that Marc was over-reacting or that his pain and anger weren't fully justified. To his own surprise, Marc began to realize that he trusted the guy.
At their fifth appointment Fisher said, "do you think it's too soon to start talking about the future, Marc--about what you want, going forward?"
Marc thought about it. "You mean, besides tossing her ass out of the house and making her sleep on the porch for a month?" He gave a sour grin. "That sounds appealing, actually."
"Would it help? Because it wouldn't surprise me a bit if she went along with it. She feels terrible, Marc. I know that you're bitter and angry, and you have every right to be. But Sheryl is suffering too. She blew up her marriage and hurt you very badly, and she knows it, and she has no idea how to make it right."
"Yeah, well, life's a bitch, isn't it?" Marc growled. Then he sat up and said, "okay--good question: what do I want?
"Besides wanting all this never to have happened--which I can't have. I guess I want to try to find a way back. As you know, I haven't been to a lawyer to start a divorce. I was very happy with Sheryl for 20 years--I just ....
"I want some ... some sort of ... atonement, I guess. Beyond a fucking 'apology'," he said, making ironic quotation marks in the air. "I want her to have to make up for it, somehow.
"That must be what the silence has been about, at least partly. At first it was just because I was so angry--I wanted to hurt her, and I thought that silence would do that even better than screaming and yelling. I was looking to punish her, and I guess I have."
Fisher said, "do you worry that she'll do it again? Is that a big part of it, wanting to make sure that she has to pay such a high price that she won't ever cheat again?"
Marc sighed. "I don't think she will. I think she's paying a pretty high price now, actually--not just with me but with the kids. They're baffled by what's going on, and that really disturbs her, she feels like she's hurt them too. Which I guess she has."
******************
Usually when Sheryl went up to their bedroom Marc was already in bed, on his side facing away from her. Some nights it was the other way around--he stayed away from the bedroom until after she was asleep. They hadn't touched each other, in bed or out, in more than three months.
So Sheryl was utterly shocked when she walked into the bedroom around 10:45 on Thursday night to see Marc there, sitting quite naked on the bed, leaning back against the headboard. His legs were a little spread and his half-erect cock lay sprawled across one thigh. He looked at her without saying anything.
"Marc, what--." Sheryl stopped herself; she knew he wouldn't speak to her. Watching him, knowing he was watching her, she undressed quickly and pulled on one of her sexiest nighties. Then she went over and kneeled down next to his side of the bed. Looking up at him, she began stroking her hands up and down her husband's thighs.
He just watched her, enjoying the sensations as her hands slid up and down, his penis lengthening and thickening. When it began to stand up she moved her hands up higher, stroking it, caressing his balls. And when he had a full erection she leaned forward and took it between her lips.
Oral sex had always been part of the pleasurable routine of their bedroom life, and Sheryl knew what Marc liked. She sucked and licked him slowly, watching his eyes, wondering if he would pull her up onto the bed and fuck her. But he was totally passive, lying back and letting her bring him off.
When she knew he was very close, rock-hard and ready to shoot, she paused, glancing at his face; but he gave no signal, and after a few moments she returned to work, bringing him to an intense climax as he jerked and groaned, shooting what felt like months of cum into her mouth. She wondered if he'd even masturbated since the last time they'd had sex--she had, but only once or twice, without much pleasure. She hadn't been feeling very sexy these days.
She swallowed his cum and continued to suck him gently as he softened. When she could feel his body totally relaxed she sat back, smiling at him. She knew she had pleased him but was disappointed that he wouldn't give her the slightest smile, not even a little nod of recognition.
Still, she said, "thanks, honey--that was nice." Getting no reply, she went into the bathroom to take off her makeup and brush her teeth.
When she returned to bed his light was out and he was, as always, turned on his side away from her. Turning out her own light, she snuggled up to spoon him, but he shifted his body away from her. With a sigh, she went back on her own side. She'd hoped for something in return for her blow-job, and her pussy felt moist and swollen.
Instead she waited, and after his breathing told her he was completely asleep she masturbated quietly, trying not to shudder or moan. She was so aroused that she came within minutes, then turned over and fell quickly asleep.
******************
Nothing was different after that night--at least not right away. Marc presented himself for blowjobs twice more in the next week or so, and Sheryl obliged him, again without getting any response or any sexual satisfaction herself. When she found herself feeling resentful, she reminded herself of what she had done, how she had betrayed and hurt Marc. And it redoubled her determination to be patient and loving, and to show her devotion to her husband in any way she could.
By now it had been so long that Allie and Jeff were oddly used to the totally strange dynamic in their family. Dad would act quite normally around them, be his usual funny and loving and supportive self; and so would mom. He just ignored her, and she never spoke to him except when absolutely necessary.
It was beyond obvious that this couldn't go on forever; but the kids were busy enough that they didn't worry about it much. The family didn't seem to be breaking up, that was good enough for them.
A few days after the third blowjob, Sheryl made a special dinner. It had crossed her mind the day before that their 20th wedding anniversary was less than four months away. Who knew if they'd even be married then, let alone in a mood to celebrate? It made her sad, and more determined than ever to do what she could to save her marriage.
So she did the necessary shopping and cooked Marc's very favorite dinner: lamb chops in duck sauce, green beans amandine, rice pilaf and a salad. The meal had a history: she'd made it for a number of special occasions, like important birthdays, once to celebrate a big promotion, and once to thank Marc for being very loving and supportive after her mother had died.
Neither Allie or Jeff even noticed, but she could see Marc take an extra second to look over the table before they began to eat. The kids vanished to do their homework the moment they put down their forks; and as had become his habit Marc got up to leave about two minutes later, making no effort to help clear the table.
Behind him Marc heard Sheryl say, "I hope you enjoyed the dinner, honey--I made it special."
Before he could stop himself Marc said, "it sucked," and continued out of the room. He grinned to himself in surprise.
Alone at the table Sheryl sat, utterly shocked. Then she laughed to herself. "The first two words I get out of him in more than three months, and that's what he has to say?"
She was thrilled, actually. She knew he liked the dinner. What mattered was that he'd spoken to her--even unkindly. She listened to him heading out of the house, and felt more hopeful than she had in a long time.
******************
Marc sat at the bar, half-listening to the drone of the announcers. Early season baseball, what could be more boring. He drank a little of his beer, but he was pretty full from the lamb chops.
He hadn't meant to speak to her--not a word. It wasn't anything he'd planned, it just slipped out. The dinner was his favorite, and it was delicious, and he knew she'd made it on purpose. He thought about how patient she'd been with him.
Not that he didn't have it coming, the fucking bitch had cheated on him!
But she'd taken everything he'd dished out, all the silence, all the rejections, and kept things going. Kept running the house, taking care of him and the kids, doing all the things she always did.
Even the blowjobs. Damn, that had been cold of him. Well, wait a minute--didn't the cunt deserve it? But she'd stroked him, sucked him off lovingly, without a word from him--a word or a gesture--and smiled at him. And done it a couple of more times, the next week.



He got up from his barstool, left a few bucks, and drove home. Sheryl looked up from the TV in surprise--it was only 9:30--but didn't say anything. Marc searched out the kids. He talked with Jeff about geometry homework for a few minutes, helped him with the problems, then went and found Allie who was writing a paper, swaying to the music coming in through her ear buds. He gave her a smile and a quick kiss and headed for his study.
At 11:00 he checked that both the kids' lights were out, then went upstairs to the bedroom. Sheryl was sitting up in bed reading; she smiled at him when he came in. Marc brushed his teeth, then came back into the bedroom and took all his clothes off, slowly, letting Sheryl see him.
He sat down naked on his side and spread his legs, the way he'd done before, inviting her to come suck his cock. She looked at him, considering, and then put her book down, came around to his side, kneeled down and began working on him. Lovingly, patiently. Watching him.
Marc let himself groan with the pleasure. His sex drive had been turned off for so long, after her adultery. Now, in the last ten days, since the first blowjob, he was like a teenager again, constantly horny.
Sheryl worked on him steadily, assuming that he'd want to come in her mouth again. But when he was hard as a rock he stopped her, reaching for her shoulder. She lifted her mouth off him, surprised, and he gently pulled her up onto the bed. Without a word he drew her nightie up over her head, then moved her onto her back.
Then Marc took her. Carefully, not frighteningly, but decisively. His hands were all over her, caressing, and his mouth teased and bit her nipples and his fingers sought out her pussy lips and her clit. She was very wet, and she groaned as he touched her.
He pushed her legs apart and climbed between them, his cock hot and eager, and he slid into her, making her sigh. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pulling him down to her, reveling in his weight; and he buried his face in her neck and humped her hard.
They fucked each other that way, fast, intense, building up to it. She was so excited that her climax came in no time and she cried out, trying not to be too loud and let the kids hear her. Marc didn't stop, just gave in to his own excitement and need, kept plunging into her, and a couple of minutes later he groaned over and over as he shot into her, squeezing her almost breathless with his arms around her, thrusting again and again, as far into her as he could get.
They lay still, relaxed, and Sheryl kissed him, his cheek, his hair, his neck, wherever she could reach, little gentle kisses. After a couple of minutes he rolled off her, reached to turn out the lights, and then took her back into his arms, holding her close to him, side by side, listening to each other's breathing.
Sheryl was relaxed, and incredibly happy. After some time she began to drift off to sleep, smiling, feeling him against her. Then she became aware that Marc's body was shaking, jerking; that he was crying, silently at first and then audibly, sobbing.
"You hurt me so bad!" he said quietly, crying, almost like he didn't want her to hear him. "It hurt me so bad, what you did!"
Stunned, Sheryl started to cry. "I'm sorry, baby! I'm so sorry!" she whispered to him, over and over, stroking him with her arms, feeling his tears wetting her neck. "I'm so sorry!"
They cried together. Marc tried to pull away but she wouldn't let go, and he gave in, sobbing against her until finally he grew quiet. A long time after that, they slept.
******************
"It's just embarrassing, you know?" Marc wasn't looking at Fisher; he was standing, looking out of the doctor's window.
"That you cried? I don't see why. She hurt you, badly. It was an awful thing she did, Marc. You were angry, but you were hurt too. I'm sure I would have cried, if it had been me."
Marc paced. "I mean, I love her--I know that, and I know she loves me. And she's sorry. And she's been really patient with me, taken this silence thing for a long time now.
"It's just ... I don't know, exactly."
"You need ... revenge?" Dr. Fisher asked.
"No, not exactly, but ... something. Closure. I don't know. Something has to happen, something more, between us. I've thought about going out and fucking somebody, just so she could see what it feels like--but my heart isn't in it.
"I'm just going to have to keep thinking about it."
"That seems reasonable," the doctor said. "There's no hurry--she isn't going anywhere. I see her every week too, Marc. She is desperate to have you back, desperate to make this up to you somehow."
******************
After that first night of sex, Sheryl and Marc were all over each other. For nearly a week they fucked every night, wildly; and a couple of mornings they waited until Allie and Jeff left for school, then raced back upstairs into bed.
Mostly it wasn't love-making--just hard sex, raw, like two teenagers, or like a couple just reunited after a long separation. A few times, though, it was more relaxed. On Saturday night when both the kids were out they lay in bed with the radio on and fed each other strawberries with whipped cream, drank champagne, played and fooled around. Laughing, putting whipped cream on each other. Then they made love slowly, looking at each other, kissing a lot.
And when they were done, and cleaned up, and ready to sleep, Sheryl pulled Marc into her arms and held him as tightly as she could, squeezing him against her with all her strength. He found himself hoping that she wouldn't say anything--and she didn't, just hugged him and hugged him without a word.
The next morning they had a serious talk after the kids left for school.
******************
Sheryl stayed late at work on a Wednesday, and at about 6:50 she strolled down to find Doris Schwartz, the office manager.
"Hey Sheryl, what's up? You're here kind of late."
"Hi Doris--yeah, Marc and the kids are out tonight so I've been trying to catch up a little."
They chatted idly for a couple of minutes and then Sheryl said, "listen, I left a copy of a report I need for tomorrow in Anthony's office, would you mind letting me borrow the key?"
"Sure," Doris replied, searching in her desk. "But I need to get going--how about if you give it back to me tomorrow?"
"Perfect! Thanks, Doris."
Sheryl went back to her office and worked a little longer, until everyone had left. Then she sent a quick text message and went down to the main door of the building. Marc was waiting there and she let him in. Smiling at him, she led him back inside and upstairs to the locked door of Anthony's room where, using the key Doris had given her, she led Marc inside. They were there about ten minutes before they emerged. After Sheryl locked the door, she went back to her own office to get her things and they left the building.
******************
Anthony Prins was whistling as he strolled down the hall, around 8:45 on Thursday morning. As he approached his office door he was surprised to see it standing ajar. Cautiously he pushed it open, and was startled by what he saw.
More than a dozen ping-pong balls, crushed, lay in random locations around the floor of the room. Confused, Anthony stepped inside.
"Good morning, Anthony." He was startled to see Sheryl Zoumakis sitting at his desk, looking at him seriously. Standing next to her was a sandy-haired man with his arms folded and an equally serious expression.
"Sheryl, hi, uh, what's up?"
"Anthony, this is my husband Marc--he has something to say to you."
Instinctively Anthony took a step back, feeling extremely uneasy.
"Mr. Prins, I believe you owe my wife $1000." Marc said it in a cold voice. As he did so he picked up a ping-pong ball that was lying on the desk. It had been sliced open, and Marc pulled the shell of the ball apart to reveal a large magnet.
There was a very long silence. Finally, Anthony moved to the desk, watching Marc carefully and standing as far from him as possible. He took out his checkbook, wrote a check, and handed it to Sheryl. Then he moved back to the other side of the room.
"I'm sorry," he said quietly, avoiding her eyes.
Sheryl and Marc went to the door. Just before they left Sheryl turned back and said, "Anthony, that was a really shitty thing to do." And she disappeared, pulling the door gently shut behind her.
******************
Now that they were talking again, they talked about it. Two long conversations on successive nights, getting it all out. What she'd done, how she'd felt, how he'd felt, how each of them felt now.
At times Marc was angry and bitter, not surprisingly. "Was he better than I am? He's a big, good-looking guy, Anthony. Did he drill you with that big fat cock and make you go crazy, til you were climbing the walls? Do you wish you could have him again?"
She said, "it was fun, Marc. You know me--I like sex. It was exciting being with someone new, and it was fun while I was doing it. But nothing special. He's not bigger than you, if it matters, and certainly not better. He was a horny guy fucking a woman he had the hots for."
"And you were a horny woman fucking a guy she had the hots for!"
After a moment she said, "yes. Yes I was, and I'm so sorry.
"But I'll tell you something." She looked up at him. "I never once thought about doing it again. Even before you found out, even before I realized ... how badly I'd screwed things up, I didn't have any plans to see Anthony again.
"And now, after everything ... to say that the price is too high doesn't begin to cover it. I'd sooner stick my hand down the garbage disposal and turn it on."
Marc shuddered. "Jesus, Sheryl."
"And you, Marc? Where are you now? Thank God you're talking to me, and ... well, we're fucking again. I don't know that ever I've come so many times in a week, not even on our honeymoon."
They smiled at each other, thinking about it.
"But I know you're not 'over it,' whatever that means, and I can hardly blame you.
"Do you want to go out and ... have sex with someone else?" she asked. She looked very uneasy, saying it.
"How would you feel about that?" he asked.
"I'd hate it. I'd probably sit at home and cry, and be scared, and feel insecure about my sagging tits and my cellulite thighs. And wonder what you'd do if you found that you liked it better with someone else."
He looked at her. "I've thought about it, you know." She stopped breathing. "I mean, every married guy thinks about it anyway, idly, just as a fantasy.
"You know Angela, from the office? She's always been a flirt--and since her divorce it's worse than ever. I sort of have the feeling that if I asked, she'd be up for it."
Now Sheryl felt her gut twisting. It was hard for her to sit still and listen. Angela couldn't be more than about 28, her tits were fantastic, and she had beautiful long legs.
"But ... y'know, in the end it's not what I want." Marc looked thoughtful. "I was tempted, just to hurt you, you know, make you go through what I went through? It would probably be hot, too.
"But I-- I guess I know it's just wrong, that's all. It was wrong when you did it, and it wouldn't be any less wrong if I did it.
"I even thought about faking it--staying out late one night, and coming home with my clothes rumpled and somebody's perfume smell on me. But it just seemed ... childish, you know? Playing some bullshit game like that just to make you miserable. How would that get us anywhere?"
Sheryl came and stood beside his chair, bending over and putting her arms around him. He could feel her trembling, and he pulled her onto his lap and let her cry on his shoulder.
When she was calmer she sat up, wiped her eyes, smiled, and gave him a big kiss, her arms around his neck.
He said, "but there is something I want to do--a ritual if you like, to, I don't know, mark the end of all this. Close the book.
"I was thinking about Saturday, because Jeff will be at an away game and Allie's got that amusement park trip."
He told her what he had in mind and Sheryl's eyes widened. But she listened in silence until he was done; and she sat and thought; and then she looked at him and said, "okay, Marc," and gave him a quick kiss.
******************
He was sitting on the bed when she came into the room. He looked serious, intent. One of the kitchen chairs sat in the middle of the room. She was wearing a skirt and a tee shirt.
Sheryl was nervous. She didn't like pain, had never been brave about it, and she knew what was coming. But she also knew why Marc wanted to do it.
Marc looked at her, then went and sat down on the chair. She started to approach him but he said, "take the skirt off first. And the panties."
When she was bare from the waist down she lay down across his lap, her hands and feet touching the floor. He pushed her tee shirt partway up her back, out of the way.
In a hard, almost metallic voice he said, "you cheated on me, on our marriage. You broke your vows to me, the vows you made before God and before everyone we knew, all our friends and family.
"You hurt me very much. You took away my trust in you and you made me doubt your love for me.
"And now I'm going to hurt you--punish you. And then we will be done with this. Then we can work on being husband and wife again."
He paused and took a deep breath. This might have been playful, a game between the two of them, but it wasn't. It was very serious. He could feel the tension in her body, and the fear.
He began to spank her, slowly and hard, a few smacks on each cheek before switching to the other. At first Sheryl was silent, then she started to emit tiny squeaks of pain with each blow.
Marc's hand began to sting and Sheryl's ass grew fiery red. She was making "oh" sounds now; and when he looked at her face he saw her eyes screwed tight shut, and tears on her cheeks. Her fists were clenched on the floor.
Finally he stopped. Sheryl was sobbing in pain, and maybe in fear. It wasn't like a sexy fantasy--he wasn't aroused at all. Marc gently lifted Sheryl up off his lap and stood up. There were tears on his face, too. Her sobs redoubled as he took her in his arms. She threw her arms around his shoulders and collapsed on him, weeping piteously as he held her up.
"I'm sorry," she cried out, "so sorry, Marc!" He held her and let her cry.
When Sheryl was calmer Marc led her to the bed and got her to lie face-down, her head on a pillow. Her crying had almost stopped. He went to the bathroom, returned with a bottle of aloe lotion, and sat on the bed next to her.
Sheryl's ass was bright red. He began spreading the aloe on her, very gently, beginning with her thighs below where he had spanked her, then slowly moving up over her bruised ass. She shrank away slightly at first, then relaxed, feeling him touch her as lightly as possible. After about five minutes he was finished, and Sheryl's body had relaxed.
He put the lotion down and just sat, looking at her tear-streaked face. She opened her eyes and looked at him sadly. He reached to take her hand and she said, "I'm so sorry, honey."
"I know," he said. "It's over now."
She closed her eyes again, and after a few minutes she seemed to be asleep. Marc took off his shoes and lay down on the other side of the bed next to her. He closed his eyes and began to drift off to sleep himself--and then he heard Sheryl's voice, and felt her hand gently squeezing his.
"After this nap I'm gonna really wear you out--but I've gotta be on top, okay?" He heard the smile in her voice.
He smiled back, his eyes still closed. "You got it, babe."
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The doctor's name was Elizabeth Sandoval. Michael sat watching her as she glanced through the form the receptionist had given him to fill out. She was a slightly plump dark-haired woman, probably around 40. She wore a wedding band and a diamond and sapphire engagement ring.
Looking up, she gave him a warm smile. "Okay, Mr. Metcalf. Welcome to Westside Social Services. Why don't you tell me a little about why you've come in to see us--and of course, anything you and I talk about here is completely confidential."
It was hard not to hesitate, hard in fact not to get up and say "never mind" and head for the door; but Michael took a deep breath and plunged forward.
"Dr. Sandoval, I'm--I, uh, have a problem with premature ejaculation."
The doctor nodded slightly, inviting him to continue.
"I did a little, uh, looking around, and I learned that Westside has surrogates who work with men with my, um, with problems like mine, so I decided to make an appointment."
Silence. Dr. Sandoval gave Michael plenty of time to say more, but he didn't continue. Finally she said, "well, we do indeed use surrogates in our work here, and in fact we have had a great deal of success in treating PE issues. Shall I tell you a little about how we normally work with men in your situation?"
Her voice was calm and pleasant--Michael could tell she was good at her job. He was already feeling a lot less uncomfortable. He nodded. "Yes, please."
"All right. PE issues and ED--erectile dysfunction problems--are the two primary sorts of male sexual difficulties that we treat. They are very different from one another, of course, but in both cases our treatment involves appointments with a therapist and work with a surrogate, if it seems that the latter would be helpful."
"So I would be seeing a therapist also?"
"Yes. We would begin by setting up weekly or twice-weekly therapy appointments, in which we would assess your situation. Then if it seemed appropriate you would also begin sessions with one of our surrogates. That also might be once or twice weekly."
"I, uh, didn't anticipate the therapy part--"
"Well," she smiled easily, "it's almost always the case that PE or ED difficulties have a psychological or emotional component. It's rarely a purely physical problem, in fact virtually never. Even if it began with a physical issue, we have found that the effects of the problem on a man can be emotionally difficult--and the therapy sessions are enormously helpful in making progress with it."
Michael nodded--he hadn't anticipated this but it made sense to him. "And about how long, uh, would this work be likely to take?"
"I can't give you much of an answer that this point, since we haven't begun getting to know one another yet. It's likely that the work might last for a period of anywhere from a few months, say four or five, to a year or two. Almost always the problem begins to improve within a couple of months--but I want to stress that every case is different.
"I should also mention that, for married men, the participation of the spouse is crucial. We will want to involve your wife at an early--"
"No." Michael leaned forward. "Absolutely not. My wife is not going to be part of this in any way." His voice was intent.
Dr. Sandoval was startled, though her face remained calm. "Okay," she said, equably. "That is of course entirely your decision, although I anticipate we will want to talk about that during the therapy, if you decide to go ahead with it."
Still looking right at her Michael said, "she cheated on me. She had an affair with another man--and right now I don't imagine that the marriage will survive."
After a pause, she said, "I'm very sorry. Was this a ... recent event?"
He nodded. "I found out three weeks ago."
Silence. Gently, she said, "this must be a very painful time for you, and I'm sorry."
Then she continued, "do you have questions for me, or do you want to take some time to decide whether to go forward?"
"No," he said, almost visibly shaking off his pain. "I want to get started, as soon as possible. Will you be the, uh, therapist I work with?"
She smiled and said, "yes, unless you have any reason not to feel comfortable with me."
"No, that would be fine, actually." He managed a small smile in return. Without having any idea why, he had an okay feeling about Dr. Sandoval.
********************
Dinner was pretty much the way it had been for the past three weeks. Michael made a real effort not to let his pain and anger show to the children. Since Amy was 7 and Will only 3, this was not too difficult. It was easy to be his normal self with them--and when it came to Joanna he displayed his usual kind, affectionate manner, though with an expression that would have revealed his true feelings to anyone looking carefully.
He and Joanna hadn't talked much since he found out--that was his choice. He'd made clear that he didn't want to wreck the family, so neither he nor Joanna had moved out. But Michael was sleeping in the guest room, and they were barely speaking to one another beyond the minimum to keep the children's lives running smoothly: the details of school pick-ups and presents for birthday parties and visits to the grandparents.
Joanna had tried several times to get Michael to talk with her privately: to go beyond her initial apologies when he'd confronted her, to explain the circumstances of her adultery, to reassure and comfort him. But she'd gotten nowhere. His responses ranged from a cold "no, I'm not talking about this with you" to simply getting up and walking out of the room.
In fact their only conversation had been short and brutal. It was the day after that horrible Friday night, the night when Michael had stunned her by saying, "so--you and Trev. Tell me about it, will you Jo? How long've you been fucking him? Is it good? Does he make you come, unlike me? Do you love him? Are you going to dump me? What?"
She'd been too stunned and terrified, too ashamed, to manage anything more than tearful and incoherent apologies. And in any case he'd stormed out of the house before she'd had a chance to say much of anything, and he'd slept on the sofa downstairs.
But the next day, calmer although still terribly frightened, she'd found Michael watching a ball game on TV in the living room while the kids were playing out in the back yard, and she'd tried to talk to him, kneeling down in front of him.
"Michael--I am SO sorry. I've hurt you terribly, I've done an awful thing. It was selfish and stupid and I regret it with every part of me.
"Please, please, let me explain what happened. All I want is to earn your forgiveness, to take away the pain I've caused you. Please, can we talk about it?"
She'd waited, kneeling there, watching his eyes drift from the TV screen down to her face, staring at her coldly.
She'd waited for over a minute, watching his silent face. And then in a very quiet, icy voice he'd said, "fuck you!"
She gasped, drew herself back. He'd never talked to her that way, not once in the 12 years since they'd met. His cold rage brought tears to her eyes--and then he was gone, quickly standing up and striding out of the room, out of the house, going out to play with the kids.
********************
Ordinarily in a first session Dr. Sandoval would begin somewhere safe, with some aspect of the patient's life other than his problem. With his marriage and children, usually. But clearly that was not a good idea in this case.
So when they were seated she smiled and said, "first, Mr. Metcalf--how about if we were just Michael and Elizabeth? Would that be all right with you?"
He managed a nervous smile and said, "sure, that would be fine."
"Okay then. Michael, as I told you before everything we discuss is totally confidential. Can you tell me a little bit about your premature ejaculation issue? How long you have felt it to be a problem, how it has affected your sexual life?"
Michael swallowed hard, then plunged in.
"I, uh, I guess I've always had a problem with it. I only had two girlfriends before Joanna--that's my wife. We met when we were both juniors at Ohio State.
"Anyway, the first girl I ever had sex with was Carrie Adamson, my senior year girlfriend in high school. She was a virgin too, neither of us had any idea what we were doing, and I came right away--probably within 15 seconds of uh, getting inside her.
"We only did it a couple more times before she broke up with me." He grimaced a little, saying, "she decided the school's star basketball player was more interesting."
"Anyway, it was the same each time--some foreplay, then maybe 8 or 10 strokes inside her, and I couldn't hold back.
"Then there was a girl at OSU. She was a lot more experienced, and when we started having sex my--my uh, control problem really annoyed her. After about five times of having sex, she simply told me I wasn't any good and she dumped me. She made it clear that I wasn't, uh, pleasing her in bed--and she wasn't very nice about it."
He stopped. Elizabeth said, "that must have been very painful for you."
He nodded. "Yeah, I sort of gave up dating for almost a year after that. Then I met Joanna in a physics class, we were both ... we both had to take it for a distribution requirement, and we both hated it!"
He laughed a little, remembering. "I was a lot better at physics than she was, so we had regular study sessions, and then that sort of turned into dating.... Anyway, we've been together ever since, we got married the year after we graduated."
"And how has the sex been with her? In the beginning, and then over the years of your marriage?"
"Always pretty much the same," he replied. "I could never last more than about a minute--maybe two or three minutes if we were doing it for a second time.
"Joanna was less experienced than I was--she was a virgin when we started dating, and she comes from a very conservative family. So it wasn't like she knew that anything was wrong. In fact I was pretty amazed at how little she knew about sex when we started going out together.
"Over the years, though, I guess she's read stuff, or talked to her girlfriends. Because things have really changed. In the first few years when I mentioned my, uh, wishing I could go longer, she always smiled and hugged me and said she loved the way we made love.
"But more recently she's mentioned it occasionally; or sometimes when I've said 'sorry I didn't last longer' she hasn't reassured me or said it doesn't matter. She's acted more like, yeah, it's a problem and she doesn't like it."
Elizabeth was pleased and a little bit surprised that Michael was so forthright with her. Many men took weeks to open up about their problem--even though they had come for help with it, they tried hard to deny it.
As they talked that day and in the following sessions, the story she heard was one that was very familiar among men with PE problems. Michael's parents had been quite uptight about sex, and uncomfortable about discussing any aspect of it with their children.
Michael had discovered masturbation but had always done it furtively and as quickly as possible for fear of discovery. After once being scolded by his mother who found dried semen on his bed sheets, he learned to use tissues and then flush them down the toilet. He'd never moved beyond feeling that masturbation was pleasurable but wrong, and he'd never learned to slow down and enjoy it.
As is very common, that attitude carried over to his early attempts at intercourse. Because he had not learned to monitor his arousal and change the way he stroked himself so as to delay his ejaculation, he had no idea how to do the same thing with a woman: his excitement simply increased without his being able to control it, until he'd passed the point of no return.
Near the end of their fourth session Elizabeth said, "Michael, I think we're doing very well so far. I admire your openness with me: it takes a lot of courage to be so honest about an embarrassing problem, and I'm very optimistic about our work.
"I'm going to bring in Marina Sultis, who will be the surrogate working with you starting next week, and we can talk a little bit about what you and she will be doing."
As she stood up and went to the door Elizabeth noted Michael's sudden alarm, a very common reaction when this moment came. She opened the door and beckoned in a tall, slim, brunette in her mid-30s, just a few years older than Michael.
"Michael Metcalf, please say hello to Marina Sultis. Marina, this is Michael."
He immediately jumped to his feet and shook her hand, saying "so nice to meet you," being grateful for Marina's warm smile and firm handshake. He realized he was terribly nervous.
"Hi, Michael, I'm glad to meet you." Michael didn't quite know what he'd been expecting, but Marina was no sex-bomb. She was an attractive dark-haired woman with slightly olive skin--he wondered whether she might be from a Greek or Italian background. She didn't have huge breasts or blowjob lips or look anything like a porn star. She rather gave the impression of an ordinary housewife (though she didn't wear a ring), or rather an ordinary housewife with a nice figure.
"At first, Michael, you and Marina will be meeting once a week--we'll work out the schedule before we finish up today. Basically your work with her will have three phases. First, she will be giving you some exercises which she'll teach you to practice regularly on your own, while she monitors your progress."
"Exercises?" Michael interrupted uncertainly.
"Yes, masturbation exercises," Elizabeth responded blandly. "They will help you pay attention to and control your own responses--basically learn how to slow yourself down, to enjoy your pleasure but stop short of the point of no return."
"After that, Marina will work with you on sexual stimulation other than intercourse: manual first, and then oral stimulation. And then, when you are ready, you will move on to intercourse."
Michael was a little aroused and quite embarrassed; he was grateful for Dr. Sandoval's calm and professional manner. He glanced at Marina, who gave him a smile.
"I've been doing this for about six years now, Michael," she said. "Dr. Sandoval and I make a really good team--you'll see," she added.
Elizabeth said, "normally we would be bringing your wife into the process as well, but I've explained to Marina why that won't be appropriate in this case." She noted Michael tensing at the mention of his wife and quickly went on, "there shouldn't be any reason why the work won't go very well.
"In the meantime, Michael, you and I will continue to meet on a twice-weekly basis. Do you have any questions now for me or Marina?
********************
Joanna sat on a bench in the park, watching Amy on a swing and Will happily playing in the sandbox. None of the moms she often visited with were around today, and she had time to think. More time than she wanted, actually.
"How do you spell 'idiot'?" That was the thought that kept circling around in her head, like a scrap of a melody that you can't get rid of, a silly commercial jingle or pop song. She'd had a great marriage, one that wasn't far from perfect, and she'd pretty well messed it up.
And now she didn't know how much longer she'd have it; or whether within a year she'd be a single mom, struggling to raise her kids alone, having to deal with an angry and bitter ex-husband, and wondering whether she'd ever meet another man she could love. Or whether she'd be alone for the rest of her life.
It hurt her that Michael was so angry, that he wouldn't even talk to her; but she couldn't really blame him. She'd seen the other side of it first-hand: her cousin Margaret had caught her husband in an affair and been absolutely devastated by it.
It was while Joanna was in college. She'd flown to Colorado for spring break and spent a week with Margaret, her favorite cousin, while Margaret had wept and raged and tried to figure out what she was going to do.
Margaret and Eric had only been married four years and didn't have any kids, so the logistics of divorcing the son-of-a-bitch hadn't been the problem. The problem was that Margaret loved him desperately--and she hated him and wanted to kill him, and she felt humiliated and betrayed and just furious.
Now, sitting on the bench alone, Joanna was punishing herself, as she'd been doing for weeks. Having seen what Eric's cheating had done to Margaret--seeing the pain and emptiness up-close and in person--how, HOW could she have done the same thing to Michael?
Margaret had thrown Eric out and divorced him, despite his pleas for her to talk to him, to let him apologize and make it up to her. She'd moved to Oregon, found a new job, tried to start her life over. And she'd dated a couple of great guys but hadn't settled down with any of them. When she talked to Joanna on the phone she made clear she was still full of suspicion, not ready to trust a new guy enough to open her heart all the way.
It made Joanna very sad to think about it: wonderful, loving, beautiful Margaret, who could have nearly any guy she wanted, still living alone, dating carefully, warily, scared to death of being hurt again. And this was ten years later!
What could I have done differently? Joanna asked herself the question for the millionth time. Besides not being a selfish moron, you mean? Besides accepting that my sexual frustration and curiosity didn't give me permission to break my marriage vows and shatter my husband?
The only thing she could think of was, I shouldn't have listened to my friends. What I did was MY fault, not theirs--not anybody else's--but if I hadn't listened to them, I'd sure as hell be better off.
********************
When Elizabeth said, "Marina tells me things are going very well," Michael was startled. He didn't know why--of course Marina and Elizabeth would have been in touch, that was the whole point--but it still caught him by surprise.
He'd met with Marina three times and they hadn't even touched yet. Nor had either of them undressed in the first two meetings. They just talked at first. Marina had given him the name of a book to buy about male sexuality, by a guy named Zilbergeld, and they'd talked about masturbation.
That was kind of embarrassing, but Marina had been so relaxed and professional that Michael could handle it. She said things so clearly.
"What we'll be doing, Michael, is simply retraining you--to be more aware of your feelings during any sort of sexual activity, to sense where you are on the road to ejaculation, and to control it better.
"Most men never learn this as teenagers, because their experiences with masturbation tend to be quick--and frequently secretive. They don't find out how to slow down and keep themselves from coming.
"Later on, many men make the adjustment but a substantial number don't. So that's what we'll be working on together. I'll give you some masturbation exercises to do, which are described in the Zilbergeld book. The point of each of them is to work up to a goal of masturbating for 15 minutes without ejaculating. If you can hold back for 15 minutes, then you've got all the control you'll need."
She described the exercises and told him he should do them as often as he wanted, but at least 2-3 times a week. At their second appointment they discussed how it was going so far, and at their third she upped the ante.
"Okay Michael, today I'd like you to undress from the waist down and masturbate for me, all right?"
"I, uh--okay." He took his clothes off clumsily, nervously, his back to her. When he turned around she was utterly professional, smiling and gesturing to him to lie on the bed. The room they used for their meetings was furnished like a room at a Holiday Inn, not at all like a therapist's office.



"I know this must feel really strange," she said, grinning. "But it's okay. Each time it's going to get more comfortable.
"I'd like you to do your masturbation exercise, just as you do when you're alone, using the clock to make it to 15 minutes. Of course it will be different with me here--some men find that exciting, others just get nervous. But it will allow me to see how you're doing, and make suggestions that might be helpful.
"You can either look at me, watch me, or simply turn away and forget I'm here--whatever works for you."
Michael had gratefully looked away. He masturbated trying to pretend she was not even in the room. It didn't work, of course, but he made it to 15 minutes.
When he was cleaning up Marina said, "that was great, Michael--I'll bet you never lasted that long before the last couple of weeks, right?"
He nodded, finding himself smiling, and she said, "I'll just mention a couple of things and then we're done for today." And she talked about technique, about being aware of his breathing, focusing on his arousal level and when he needed to back off on the stimulation a little--all the things he'd read in the book, but it was helpful to be reminded of them.
Now, sitting in the therapy office with Elizabeth, Michael heard her say, "pretty soon Marina will begin on the next steps with you. The basic principle is simple: as you are increasingly able to control your ejaculation during masturbation, we'll add more excitement to the situation.
"Marina will begin by taking her top off and letting you see her breasts. Later on, she'll be completely naked. She may have you touch her at some point; and she will certainly take over the masturbation herself, which for most men is much more exciting than doing it themselves. That adjustment usually takes a little while to master."
Elizabeth didn't say any more, but Michael knew what lay beyond: actual sex with Marina. The idea gave him intense but conflicting feelings: excitement, embarrassment, terror. Terror that his premature ejaculation would return. Masturbation was one thing, but actual intercourse with a beautiful young woman? It intimidated the hell out of him.
"I can imagine that you're feeling some unease about all this." Elizabeth was right, of course. "But I want to reassure you, Michael, that you're right on track. Everything so far is going just as we hope it would, and there's no reason to think that the rest of the therapy won't go just as well. We're actually pretty good at this stuff, you know."
She smiled broadly, and Michael found himself smiling back.
"Thanks," he said. "That really does help. I was feeling a little...worried, I guess. Intimidated."
She nodded. "That's okay--perfectly understandable. But we're going to get there."
Then she looked at him more seriously. "We're about done for today. But next time you and I need to start talking about your marriage, and what happened to it."
Michael nodded. "Okay," he said. He knew that this was coming. Elizabeth had been patient and kind, but it was the elephant in the room that couldn't be ignored any longer.
********************
"She called me 'Trev'. We were making love, and she called me by her lover's name."
Michael had walked in for his next session with Elizabeth, plopped himself down in the chair, and launched into the story without even saying "Good morning." It was obvious he was worked up--he'd been preparing to get this off his chest.
Elizabeth would have preferred to hear the story in order, but she just nodded, letting Michael tell it his way. They could always backtrack later.
"We were--I was going down on her. Joanna's ... not all that open, sexually. I guess I've told you she's from a pretty conservative religious family, and.... Well anyway, mostly our sex life is pretty vanilla, I guess you'd say. Only a few positions, and I've never once had ... oral sex from her.
"But once in a while, if we get a sitter for the kids and we go out on a Saturday night, she'll have a couple of drinks, loosen up a little? And when we get home the sex is ... well, she'll let me, uh, lick her.
"Since I never last very long inside her and I can never make her come that way, I'm always trying to find ways to give her an orgasm before we ... have sex."
Elizabeth smiled. "You mean 'fuck'?"
"Yeah." He smiled back, shrugging. "I guess 'fuck' is a simpler way to say it.
"Anyway, I'll...touch her, you know, use my fingers. And I love giving her head, though she won't let me do it unless she's a little drunk. And I got a, you know, a vibrating, uh, dildo? I bought one once and brought it home, but she looked at me in horror and said Absolutely Not! So we've never used it.
"But when she's tipsy and I eat her out she just loves it. I mean, she starts to roll her hips around and moan, and she clutches the sheets or grabs my head or my arms--it's great! I mean, I feel like I'm actually turning her on, really really getting her off for once. So I do that whenever she'll let me.
"So I was eating her, you know, and she was close to coming, gasping, 'Oh God! Oh God!' the way she does, and she went, 'Yes! That's it! Oh God, Trev, just like that!' "
Michael sat back. Elizabeth waited, looking at him attentively.
"So of course I noticed it--I mean, I couldn't fucking believe it!--but I saw right away that she hadn't realized she'd said it. And somehow I managed to keep licking, and I had two fingers in her, uh, up inside her, and a few seconds later she had a big intense orgasm.
"And when she'd relaxed after maybe half a minute she gave me this gorgeous smile and said, 'c'mere, baby,' and pulled me up on top of her like she usually does, and so we...I just fucked her. Like always, except my mind was going a million miles an hour. I barely remember the fucking."
He laughed bitterly. "I probably even lasted longer than usual, because I was so distracted and upset. Anyway, when it was over Joanna snuggled up to me and was asleep in three minutes, like she usually is after she gets tipsy and has a good orgasm. But needless to say, I couldn't sleep--so I got up and went and sat in the living room for a while, just thinking about things."
Now that he'd gotten it out, Michael was calmer, and he filled in some of the blanks.
"Joanna works in the main office of a big pharmaceutical company, as an administrative assistant to a couple of Vice-Presidents. It's an okay job, and she has always liked the people. Well, maybe six months ago they hired this guy named Trevor McDonald. Joanna doesn't work for him, but he replaced one of the VPs that her friend Barbara reported to.
"So for awhile I heard a lot about him: he's much younger than Frank, brings a lot of new ideas, the staff all seem to like him a lot. And a couple of times she called him 'Trev', which kind of surprised me, you know? Like, rather informal for a relationship with one of your superiors. But I didn't really think about it that much.
"And then I realized that she didn't talk about him any more--for about the last three months or so his name just didn't come up. And now she's calling me 'Trev' while I'm eating her out?" Michael stopped talking and looked out the window. Elizabeth waited. She could see the strain on his face, the pain he was feeling.
"So--so I wasn't sure, you know? I mean, it could have been a fantasy, just some crazy thing going on in her head, she was a little drunk.... But I had to know.
"And I thought of all the other stuff you think of, when--
"I mean, days she was a little late getting home from work, or I called her office in the afternoon and no one could find her, that happened once. And a couple of times she just seemed flustered, you know? Like I asked her some routine question about work or her schedule and she looked startled or frightened for a moment.
"So the next day I called my oldest friend Artie, who works in IT security over at the University. We talked about it, and I asked him to help me hack Joanna's email, which took him all of about two hours, with me helping with possible passwords and stuff.
"And I didn't find a lot--no treasure-trove with dozens of messages or anything. It looked like she deleted stuff from her Inbox and her Sent folder pretty regularly. But I found enough. A couple of messages confirming times and places to meet. One of them was a Saturday, a day we'd planned to take the kids to the zoo. The day before, she'd told me there was a big emergency deadline for an FDA report and she'd have to work that Saturday, she was so sorry, and why didn't I take them to the zoo without her?
"Well it turns out she spent the day in his condo. Probably not working on an FDA report, you know what I mean?" Michael's voice was sardonic. He was in a lot of pain, Elizabeth thought. Who wouldn't be?
"You haven't told me about ... confronting her. And how it's been since then."
He sighed, looked down at the floor. "I got ahold of the emails on Thursday, the week after the night when she called me by his name. And I waited for her on Friday night. Usually after she tucks the kids in she comes downstairs and we watch TV, or just talk--sometimes fool around." He smiled sadly.
"So when she came down I just said something like, 'tell me about you and Trev, honey. How long have you been fucking him? Do you come a lot? What's it like?' You know, really hit her with it.
"And she got this shocked look, she turned all pale, and then a lot of tears, and 'I'm so sorry,' and 'it didn't mean anything' and 'you're the only one I love'. You know, blah blah blah. Just about what you'd expect.
"Although I suppose it could have been, 'yeah, I'm fucking him, and we love each other and I'm leaving you.' It wasn't that. It was all 'oh I'm so sorry!' So I got up and walked out of the house, just went for a drive, you know, thinking and fuming and wondering what to do next.
"And the next day she got me alone and started giving me this heartfelt apology, kneeling down and looking me in the eye and everything. And I just told her to fuck off. I never speak to her like that, not ever, and I know it really hurt her. But that's what I was trying to do, I guess."
"And since then? What's the state of things at home?" Elizabeth asked.
"Armed truce, maybe?" Michael laughed--not happily. "I've let her know I don't want a divorce because of the kids. I'm trying to keep it normal for them, and they don't seem to be upset. Yet. I'm sleeping in the guest room, and we told them it's because I have a little cold and don't want mommy to get it. They're only 7 and 3, so they don't pay much attention.
"And we both play with them and take care of them like always, and I'm never cold or rude to Joanna in front of them. When they're not around we pretty much don't talk, beyond 'we need milk' and 'can you take them to the dentist on Tuesday' and 'don't forget the party at the Pearsons' house next week'."
He and Elizabeth talked about it more, then and in his next session. About how their marriage and their sex life were before the affair. The short answers there were, really good and not so good. Michael was deeply ashamed about his premature ejaculation problem--it made him feel like less than a man. As an inexperienced bride Joanna hadn't known any better, and since he tried hard to please her with his fingers and with his mouth (when she let him), she always seemed satisfied--at first.
Later on, Michael said, it had definitely changed. "Like I told you before--I don't know whether it was because she'd read things, or talked to her girlfriends about their sex lives, or what. I just know that she became much more aware that most guys could, uh, go longer--and I could tell it disappointed her.
"She didn't say anything harsh, but she didn't reassure me either. Mainly just changed the subject. I tried things, read up on PE, brought home a vibrator--I told you about that, she flat-out rejected it, didn't even want to see the thing."
When Elizabeth asked him about the future, how he saw it, Michael got angry.
"I'll be damned if I know. I mean, I just refuse to be a divorced dad who never sees his kids. I adore Amy and Will and I'm a good father. I'm not doing that 'Wednesday night plus every other weekend' crap! And me living in some dingy apartment, while she keeps the house and gets to have boyfriends sleep over? FUCK that!"
He sat back, looking across the room at nothing. She could sense the anguish he was feeling.
"On the other hand.... I mean, right now we're living like roommates. Tense ones. We don't touch, there's no affection or trust, at least not from me. I'm pissed-off all the time, and Joanna's walking around on egg-shells, looking at me with these fucking sorrowful eyes.
"I can't see this continuing--not until the kids are out of the house!" He laughed. "For Will, that's like fifteen years! No, it can't go on like this."
Looking at Elizabeth he said, "I was hoping you could tell me what to do." It was a joke, but she could tell that he partly meant it. It was a common wish of therapy patients, an unconscious or semi-conscious wish that the therapist would just "fix things." A wish that could never come true.
********************
Joanna caught him on a Sunday afternoon, just after he put Will down for a nap. Their little boy still took naps many days, and he loved it when his daddy tucked him into bed. Amy was at her friend Iris's pool party.
"Michael, could we talk for a minute?"
He didn't have any good reason to refuse, so they went out and sat on the deck.
"Back when this all ... when you--" she stopped, and tried again.
"When you found out about my affair, you said that you weren't going to move out, that you weren't ready to divorce me. And you haven't said anything about it since then, and it's been nearly three months, so I guess that hasn't changed.
"But you're still in the guest room, and we're still ... not touching, let alone anything more than that. And you're still furious at me, and I still feel awful about what I did."
He was looking away but listening to her, not saying anything.
"So I was thinking--we're still here living together, maybe we could start trying to talk a little bit, see if we can't make it easier for each other, maybe a little less strained.
"I know you--you're not ready to forgive me or anything, and I don't blame you. But if we could at least talk--"
"I guess that's okay." He interrupted her. "But not about whatever you want, whenever you want. If there's something I don't want to talk about, that's it--I'm not talking about it." He was looking at her now, not angrily but seriously.
"Thank you, Michael--that's fine," she said. "And I want to start by telling you something. I've begun seeing a therapist. Her name is Agnes Lufield, and I've been going twice a week for a couple of months now. I knew I had to figure out why--"
Her voice suddenly broke, and she took a deep breath. "Why I could do such a terrible thing, betray our marriage the way I did."
"Is it helping?" he asked. He was thinking of his own therapy, of his sessions with Elizabeth and the surrogate work with Marina. Joanna didn't know anything about that, and he had no intention of telling her.
She laughed a little. "Yes and no. It certainly hasn't made me feel better about myself--worse, if anything. But I'm starting to understand a few things--one of them is how screwed-up I was in my attitudes about sex, thanks to my parents."
He nodded. That was certainly no surprise.
"Anyway, I just ... I wanted you to know. To know that I wasn't just sitting around feeling guilty, I was trying to do something about it."
She turned to him and took his hand, looking imploringly at him. "Michael, I'm so sorry! I know that what I did--"
He pulled away. "Joanna, I don't want to hear your apologies. They only make me angrier, okay?" He got up and paced around for a minute, then returned.
"You're right about us talking. That's a good idea. Let's try to talk more, about the kids, and vacation plans--stuff like that. But spare me the 'oh I'm so sorry honey', okay?"
She nodded and said, "okay, Michael."
"Good." He sat back. "Actually, I've been thinking about our vacation. Way back around Christmas we talked about a week at Disney World. Do you still want to do that? I think the kids would love it."
She smiled broadly and said, "oh yes, that would be terrific!" They talked about it for a few minutes, then went inside to get the Daily Planners each of them carried for work.
When they returned to the deck Joanna said, "Michael, I have to tell you one other thing. I don't want to wait."
He looked at her and she said, "Trevor is gone. He left the company, took a job out west. Barbara said it was in Colorado, I think, but I don't know for sure and I don't care."
Very quietly he said, "when did this happen?"
"About a month ago. But I hadn't ... I stopped having any contact with him after you ... found out. I sent him an email saying I wouldn't see him or talk to him any more, and I didn't want him to contact me."
Michael knew this was true. He was still checking Joanna's email account and he'd seen the message. It was short and blunt, along the lines of "This was a mistake, and I can't see you anymore. I'm sorry. Please don't contact me ever again. Joanna"
Joanna was still talking to him. "I thought that maybe ... maybe you'd tell me I had to quit my job, so I wouldn't be around him anymore. But you didn't say anything about it; and I was afraid if you divorced me I'd really need the job.
"And then I found out he was leaving, so..."
She waited. Finally Michael shrugged and said, "well I'm glad he's gone. Saves me the trouble of having to go out and run him over with my car."
She knew he was kidding, but maybe not quite 100%. He had a tight, closed look on his face, as though he was actually thinking about doing it.
Suddenly he said, "so when was the last time you fucked him?"
Joanna gasped, both at the question and at his use of the crude word.
"A few days before you told me you knew about it. I swear, Michael, since then I was never alone with him, not even for five seconds!"
She looked at him imploringly, squeezing her hands together. And he stared hard at her, some of the anger he was carrying around inside him visible in his eyes.
And then he shook it off, and said, "okay--Disney World. I was thinking that either of the first two weeks of August might work...."
They talked about it for another fifteen minutes, having the kind of conversation any ordinary married couple might have. It made Joanna happy--so happy she almost started to cry. But she also knew not to make too much of it. Michael still wasn't kissing or holding her, and he'd still be sleeping in the guest room.
And in two weeks or a month or three months, he might decide the Hell with it and tell her he was divorcing her.
********************
The work with Marina went on, with occasional set-backs but overall steady progress. When Michael could comfortably masturbate on his own for 15 minutes, she had him do it in front of her while she undressed; at first she was topless, then totally naked.
He handled that surprisingly well. But the first time she lay on the bed and masturbated next to him, his come shot into the air almost right away. He was embarrassed and disheartened, and Marina cheered him up.
"Don't give it another thought, Michael. Really--a hot chick lying next to you, playing with her pussy and moaning? You're supposed to get excited!" She grinned at him.
Smiling back, he said, "you are hot, you know--you have the most beautiful body. Your breasts are--" He stopped, looking unhappy.
She took his hand gently. "You were going to compare them to your wife's, right?" He nodded, looking away.
"That's okay, Michael--I'm flattered. You find her exciting, don't you?"



"I did. Until I found out what she'd been doing. Now I can't even think about sex with her without wanting to strangle her. When I masturbate I never fantasize about her. It's hot movie stars or a couple of women at work, or--" ducking his head, "well, you, actually."
She smiled again. "I should hope so! I'm a pretty good-looking lady, and you get to see me naked every week, and now playing with myself! You'd better fantasize about me, buster!"
They both laughed, and went to get cleaned up. He liked her and trusted her, and realized that he didn't feel so ashamed with her. She was good at her job, he thought.
In about a month he got so he could watch her play with herself and still maintain control, shortening or slowing his strokes or changing his grip, and go the full 15 minutes. It was hot as hell watching her get herself off. Once or twice when he imagined himself fucking her he still came too soon, but about 90% of the time he was fine.
When they moved to her jerking him off it was a big jump, and he had some quick ejaculations at first. She was back to being fully dressed, but her soft hands were still incredibly exciting. But with her steady encouragement and his practice at home, he was soon lasting 15 minutes, and enjoying the incredible pleasure of what she did to him.
Things progressed steadily after that. Her clothes came off again and she masturbated him naked. Then, for the first time, he touched her, playing with her breasts while she did him. THAT set him off within a minute the first time--but she reassured him, told him not to be surprised or unhappy.
They kept working on it; and by the six-month mark of his treatment, Marina and Michael were lying side by side, masturbating each other, their bodies rubbing against one another. It felt like the most exciting sex he'd ever had in his life. A few times he only lasted two or three minutes, but he was getting better and better at making it all the way to 15. And he adored making Marina come with his fingers, hearing her little whimpers, quite different from the sounds he was used to with Joanna.
She'd always say, "thank you baby, that was great," and give him a kiss on the cheek when he was ready to leave. One time she made sure they had "the conversation."
"Michael, I need to say something, though I'm sure you know it already."
"Okay?"
"Well, it's just... You can tell I have fun with you, right? I mean, I get very excited, and that's for real, nothing fake about it?"
He nodded, smiling, and she said, "and I'm fond of you. I think you're a really good person, and it makes me very happy that I'm helping you feel better about yourself, sexually.
"But ... but this isn't any sort of romance, okay? You're a client I like a lot, but you're still a client, not a boyfriend or a future boyfriend. And the sex we have can be fun, it can be really hot, but it's work, it's therapy."
She stopped, looking at him. He said, "I get it, Marina.
"Not that I couldn't ... I mean, I could certainly imagine falling in love with you. But I know that's not what's going on here. I like you, and you're sexy as hell! And you always treat me so, with such respect, you're so supportive.
"But I know what you're saying. I won't fall for you, I promise."
"Okay, Michael." She grinned at him. "Thanks for that. Now give me a hug, and off you go."
********************
Agnes Lufield said, "Joanna, you've told me parts of it--you've certainly said over and over again how sorry you are, how much you wish you hadn't had sex with Trevor, that you know you've hurt your husband terribly, that you're worried about your marriage.
"But we've been dancing around the real question a bit, the question of why you did it."
Joanna nodded, looking unhappy. Agnes was tall and skinny, with somewhat pursed lips that made her look a little prune-faced. She was probably in her early 50s and unmarried, judging from her bare left hand. She was not a very pleasant-looking person, but Joanna had realized nearly at once how smart she was.
"I've been thinking about this, Agnes. I know I've been ... kind of ducking it. And I guess I think it was ...
"Well, don't take this the wrong way--I'm not trying to dodge responsibility. I did this, I messed up my marriage. But it was kind of, well, almost the Perfect Storm. A bunch of things all came together at the same time and, I don't know, pushed me over the edge."
Agnes nodded. She was a good listener. She gave Joanna time, she paid close attention, and she didn't let her patient get away with anything.
"One thing was those conversations I've told you about with Lucy and Christine. They've been my best friends since high school and we tell each other pretty much everything. Only, they're both unmarried, and much less--I guess I should say much less uptight than I am.
"They love to talk about sex, like I've told you: their latest boyfriends, and who's good in bed, or uh ... you know, large?"
Agnes smiled. "Well-hung?"
Joanna nodded, obviously uncomfortable. "So, anyway, they love to tease me too, about how I'm the married lady who's getting all the sex I can handle, how great it must be to never be without a ... a hard penis--"
"You can say 'cock,' Joanna. I've heard it before.
"In fact we've talked about this, you and I. About how part of feeling more comfortable sexually is allowing yourself to talk about it the way adults do. Penis and vagina are perfectly nice words, and so is sexual intercourse. But it's okay for grown men and women to say cock and cunt, and fuck. And asshole and pussy. And blowjob..."
Joanna's face was beet-red, but she was laughing. "I know, I know! Okay, I'll try.
"So both Lucy and Christine have met Michael, of course, and they think he's a really nice guy. In fact all my friends love him, they're always telling me how lucky I am.
"But Christine started seeing a new guy named Dell, who apparently can, uh, go for a really long time? Without, you know, coming. And she just couldn't stop talking about him.
"She'd say, 'you know what I mean, right Joanna? That DELICIOUS feeling, when you KNOW you're gonna get off, because the guy is able to last forever. So you don't have to worry about 'ohmyGod I better hurry up and get my orgasm because he's gonna come any second!' You can just lie back and ENJOY it. I'm sure you know what I mean, with Michael? I mean, you old married guys are so used to each other....
" 'Anyway, Dell can fuck me for, I don't know, like half an hour! Nothing makes him come until he's ready! So I can twist and hump and move just the way I need to, and know that sooner or later I'm gonna get off like CRAZY!'
"And then Lucy just laughs and says, 'stop it Christine, we're both getting our panties wet here, aren't we Joanna?' And we all laugh--and I'm thinking, 'wow, I've never had anything like that in my life.' "
She leaned forward. "Because you know, Agnes, I've told you--Michael is just the opposite. He usually lasts about a minute; maybe longer if we do it a second time, but never longer than a few minutes. And I never once had an orgasm while we were, uh--"
"Fucking."
"Yes, fucking. Like I told you, he's always been great about making me come with his hands, or his ... with his mouth whenever I let him, which was usually only after I had a few drinks. Otherwise I was always too embarrassed to ...
"Let him lick your cunt." Agnes smiled.
"Yeah. I mean, I know it's ridiculous. When he, uh, licks me--when I let him--I always have a terrific orgasm. But it just feels dirty to me, and unless I'm a little drunk I'm always too ..." She shrugged her shoulders.
"Anyway--he's considerate and loving, and always satisfies me during foreplay, one way or another. But he ... comes so quickly, that I never even came close to having an orgasm while we were ... fucking. And listening to Christine go on and on about Dell, it made me wonder.
"It made me more than wonder--it made me feel cheated. I wanted some of that! I don't mean Dell, but orgasms from fucking. And so I was a little more impatient with Michael, not so supportive when he fretted about his premature ejaculation. I wasn't exactly mean or anything, but ... I stopped being so understanding."
Agnes said, "you mentioned a Perfect Storm. So, that was one thing: listening to Christine talk about her lover Dell. What else was there?"
Joanna said, "Michael brought home a, a penis-shaped vibrator once. A long time ago, maybe a couple of years. Because, like I said, he always wanted to please me, and he worried about ... about his not satisfying me during intercourse.
"But when I saw it just freaked! I mean, you know about my family and my upbringing--something like that is so far beyond the pale. And I was sort of mean to Michael about it, I felt bad afterwards. I acted like he was some sort of pervert for even bringing it home. And he got very quiet and just put it away somewhere, and we tried to make love that night but it didn't go very well.
"I apologized to him a couple of days later, but I know I hurt his feelings.
"Anyway, after all these conversations with Christine I remembered the vibrator, and one day when I was home alone I searched until I found where Michael had hidden it, wrapped up in a bag at the very back of a desk drawer, and I ..."
She looked abashed. "I tried it out. I pretended it was Dell, or some fantasy guy who could ... go for a long time, and I uh, fucked myself with it. I probably did it for an hour, and had a couple of the most amazing orgasms of my life!
"I've told you, I didn't know anything about masturbation growing up, and even as an adult I'd only done it a few times, feeling really embarrassed about it. But the vibrator just blew my mind! I mean I love the orgasms that Michael gave me, but to be able to come with this hard thing thrusting in and out, steadily, filling me...
"So for a few weeks I went sort of crazy. I kept it a total secret from Michael, and we were still having our regular sex a couple of times a week--but in secret I was making myself come with the vibrator at least that often, whenever I could sneak an hour. Sometimes when Amy was at school and Will was napping. And I was always fantasizing about some ... anonymous man, usually, like Christine's Dell, who could go and go and go ...."
"And during that time sex with Michael was more and more disappointing, as you can imagine. He'd use his fingers and make me come, and it was nice; and then we'd fuck and it would be over in such a short time, before I could get anywhere near working up to another orgasm. And I'd lie there and think about the vibrator, and my mystery man, and just wish that Michael could last longer.
"It had been that way for our whole relationship, but now it was bothering me much more than it ever had before."
Joanna went on to tell Agnes about how Trevor McDonald had joined the company at exactly that time. He was handsome and funny, very informal, and within a couple of weeks a lot of the women at work had the hots for him.
"So for a while he became my mystery man, when I was using the vibrator. And then I started to notice that he was flirting with me sometimes at work. We didn't work directly together so I didn't see him all that much, but there was no doubt--he'd wink at me or make a joke, or look into my eyes and tell me how the color of my blouse was perfect for my complexion. You know--not a pass exactly, but making no doubt he was interested.
"And nothing else happened, but I have to admit I loved it! I felt like a tired old married lady most of the time, with work and the two kids and the house and all, and here was this hot guy making clear how attractive he thought I was.
"And then came the week of the Company Retreat to Kentucky Lake. The founder of the company owns a big resort hotel down there, and every two years the entire company goes for a four-day weekend, with spouses but no children. It's really fun and a great getaway. Michael and I have been three times, and it's always really relaxed and romantic. We hang out with my coworkers but there's lots of time for, uh, private time. Making love, I mean.
"So we were planning to go, like always, and my parents were coming to stay with the kids. And then the Monday before, Michael came home and told me he couldn't go. His company got an emergency order from Japan, the biggest order in their history--like enough to triple their annual sales. And everyone was on 12-hour shifts and no days off for the next two weeks, including supervisors.
"I got kind of angry and we had a nasty fight about it. He was disappointed but didn't understand why I was so upset--it was his job and there wasn't anything he could do about it! So things got a little cold. And we didn't have sex, or cuddle or anything, between that day and Thursday when I left."
"And I'm guessing that your affair with Trevor started at the Retreat?"
Joanna nodded unhappily. "I was angry, and determined to have a good time. So I drank kind of a lot, and danced and flirted way more than I usually do. Nothing outrageous or slutty, but I guess I acted like a single woman.
"When I think back on it, I realize Trevor was very deliberate about it. At the Friday night dance he danced several times with me, but never too close, never took any liberties that I or anyone else would think were over the line. And I danced with a lot of other guys too.
"But he was always around, and he got me another drink a couple of times. And when a bunch of us were ready to go to bed, around maybe 1 am, he was part of a group of six or so that wandered back to where the hotel rooms were, and a couple of times he bumped his hand against my hip, just casually."
Joanna looked at Agnes. "And it felt electric. I still remember it. It was a turn-on, those casual touches.
"Anyway, when we got to my door there were still four of us, and Trevor and the other two people said good night and went on their way, and I kind of stumbled inside and sat on the bed for a minute. I was drunk, and a little turned-on. I finally stood up again and got undressed and brushed my teeth, and I was just coming out of the bathroom when there was a knock on the door.
"I looked through the peephole and it was Trevor. So I opened the door, a little confused, and he just stepped inside, closed the door and took me in his arms. He gave me a big kiss, holding me tightly, powerfully. And I was drunk and I just melted into it. We kissed and kissed.
"And then he just picked me up in his arms and carried me over to the bed and put me down. He stood over me and said, 'you want this too, Joanna, don't you?' And in no time he had his shoes and pants and shirt off and his big, uh, hard-on was sticking straight out at me.
"He got on the bed and took me in his arms and I could feel it pressing against my thigh, through my nightie. It was so hot! And he said, 'do you want me as much as I want you? You have to tell me, you have to say yes.' "
Joanna was looking down at the floor. "And I said, 'yes, yes I want you!' At that moment, I did. I was drunk, and his body turned me on, and I wanted to have sex with him. I wanted to fuck him!" She said it almost defiantly, lifting her head to look at Agnes.
"So I fucked him, or I guess he fucked me. He pulled my nightie off me and ran his hands all over me, and in no time he was up on top of me and his, his cock was pushing inside me.
"And I was so excited! He was the only man besides Michael that I'd ever been with. And he fucked me for a long time, just like my mystery vibrator man. I don't know how long, but I realized pretty soon that he wasn't like Michael, he wasn't going to come right away, so I relaxed and really got into it. And I had a fantastic orgasm with him--it built and built and then it just exploded all through me.
"And even then he didn't come! He rode me through it, and when I relaxed he smiled down at me, and we kissed, and then he fucked me for another little while until he came.
"And when he was done he lay with me for a little while, and then got dressed and kissed me goodnight and quietly left the room. And I lay there, exhausted and still pretty drunk and unbelievably satisfied. Not guilty yet, just sort of stunned.
"It wasn't until the next morning that the guilt started. I felt ashamed--dirty. I showered and scrubbed myself, I cried so hard I could barely cover it with my make-up. I was a slut! I was exactly the kind of woman my parents had always lectured me about!"
For the rest of the weekend Joanna had been pretty miserable. She was terrified of how Trevor would act when he saw her, but he smiled in the usual way and made no reference, however subtle, to what they'd done the night before. That eased her mind, and she somehow made it through the rest of the retreat.
When she got home she had a tearful reunion with Michael, apologizing for being so cold the previous week. They made love three nights in a row and she was sure that he was happy and unsuspecting, though for her the fucking was frustratingly brief, as always.
Agnes said, "you've always used the word 'affair', Joanna, not 'fling' or 'one-night stand.' So I'm assuming that your relationship with Trevor resumed at some point?"
"That's what I feel really ashamed about. A one-night thing, away from your spouse, too much to drink--all that is bad, but not nearly as bad as ... as what I did.
"I didn't have any intention of ever letting Trevor near me again. But I was, I was masturbating constantly, with the vibrator, reliving what we'd done and having amazing orgasms. I felt guilty about even doing that, but it didn't make me stop.
"And about five weeks later there was a sales conference downtown and nearly everybody in the company was there. I didn't go because I had some contracts to finish for one of the guys I report to, so I was working in what I thought was a completely empty office--nobody else around at all.
"And about 2:30 I looked up at the sound of footsteps and there was Trevor, giving me a big smile. He said he needed help with something in his office and asked me to come back there with him.
"I was suspicious, but ... but a little excited too, I guess. Even though I swore I wouldn't let anything happen. But when I came into his office he closed and locked the door behind me, and undid his pants. Just let them drop, and there was his ... cock, as big and hard as before.
"And he said, 'the last time was amazing, Joanna--I know it and you know it. You can walk out of here now and I won't stop you, or we can see if it will be even better this time.' And he came over and kissed me, but real gently, his dick poking me.
"I didn't say anything--but I didn't say No. I didn't unlock the door and run out of there. And I let him lead me over to the couch. He undressed me and pulled his shirt off and..."
She shrugged. "We fucked again. I was there with him maybe an hour and a half and we did it twice. And each time it was as incredible as the night on the retreat--it went on and on and I came really, really hard."
There were tears on Joanna's face. "And after that I was just lost. I felt guilty and awful; I felt like a prostitute. But I didn't stop.
"I saw him maybe six more times before Michael found out. We'd separately schedule long lunches outside the office and meet at his condo, which was only ten minutes away. Once or twice I told Michael I had to do some overtime and spent a couple of hours with Trev."
She grimaced. "The absolute worst was a Saturday. Trev talked me into it, but I didn't say no. Michael and I had planned a trip to the zoo with the kids, and the day before I lied to him, told him an FDA emergency report was due and a lot of money was riding on it and I had to work all day.
"And then I went to Trevor's condo and we had sex for six hours. We probably did it five times--in the shower, on his bed, once on his kitchen table. I was a total slut. It was like my honeymoon with Michael, except that I was a terrified virgin then, not open to trying much.



"But I let Trevor do whatever he wanted. I even sucked his, uh, his cock. He taught me how to ride him cowgirl style--both ways, facing him and the other way. I'd done that once with Michael, but he came so fast that neither of us ever wanted to try it again. But with Trevor..."
She shook her head. "With Trev, I could just dance on it, dance and plunge around on his cock, and he could last forever. My orgasms were really, really strong."
She stopped, and Agnes could see she looked exhausted.
"I was out of control," she said. "After that Saturday I realized that things were totally out of control, and I knew I had to end it. But before I could figure out what to do, Michael ... confronted me."
"How did he find out?" Agnes asked.
"I have no idea. He's never talked about it with me. But he knew it wasn't just a one-time thing. He was brutal--not that I can blame him. Fired questions at me, like 'Does he make you come better than I do? Are you in love with him? Are you going to leave me?' And I didn't know what to say, I just cried and said how sorry I was."
In a gentle voice, Agnes said, "we're nearly out of time for today, Joanna. Can you tell me just a little about how things are now, between the two of you?"
Joanna reached for the tissues and wiped the tears off her cheeks. "Calm, I guess, but weird. I've already told you about how Michael said he didn't want a divorce, he wasn't willing to be away from the kids. And he's never nasty to me in front of them. But he's still sleeping in the guest room--for five months now!" She grimaced.
"I went to him a few weeks ago and suggested that we try to, to start talking again. So we've been better at, I don't know, handling the routine things. We talk about the kids, and work. Oh, and I told him about how Trevor had taken a job in Colorado and moved away.
"But he won't let me talk about our relationship. He doesn't want to hear me apologize any more about the affair--it just makes him furious. And he won't let me tell him what happened. He's never told me how much he knows or how he found out.
"So it's hard--really hard. Every day he hasn't left I think, 'okay, this is okay. Things will calm down, and we'll get our marriage back together.' But then I think, 'maybe every day he loves me a little less.' Or just that his anger is eating away at his love for me.
"We don't touch, you know? At all. No kisses, hugs, he won't even take my hand. I'm horny as hell!" She grinned crookedly.
"I'd give anything to be in bed with Michael again, if he'd just hold me; and I'd thank God for some of that ... fucking that only lasted one minute! And he must be feeling it too--I mean, five months without any sex?
"Unless ... he's getting it somewhere else."
Agnes asked, "do you think that's likely?"
"Before ... all this I would have said Never, absolutely not. Michael is so loyal, and such a decent person. But now .... I could hardly blame him for feeling he deserved it. And it does make me wonder what he's doing to uh, take care of his needs. He could be masturbating a lot, but .... I just don't know."
"Are you masturbating a lot, Joanna?"
She blushed a little, and nodded. "Not for a while. For a month or more I was completely turned-off. Just so guilty, and so horrified at what I'd done, and so afraid for my marriage.
"But more recently ... I've been using the vibrator again. I can't help it!" She looked a little defiant, staring across at Agnes.
"I'm only 31 years old, I'm a healthy woman, I need sex! And my husband won't touch me!" She started to cry again.
"Not that it's anyone's fault but mine ..."
**********************
"You're still practicing at home, right Michael?"
Marina was casually taking off her clothes and laying them across a chair; Michael was doing the same thing on the other side of the bed.
"Yeah, at least three times a week. And I make it to 15 minutes pretty much every time."
"Okay," she said, "do you have your computer in the room?" He nodded and she said, "start doing it while watching porn. That will make it more exciting, and raise the level of challenge a bit."
She grinned and said, "you DO know how to find porn on the internet, don't you?"
With a straight face he said, "no, I have no idea. Can you tell me how to look?"
They both laughed, and rolled together on the bed, pressing closely together. They never kissed on the lips, but in pretty much every other respect they behaved like lovers, kissing and stroking, rubbing together, enjoying each other.
Michael assumed they would masturbate each other again, but after they'd been caressing for a few minutes Marina sat up, grinned at him, and swung around so her head was near his groin.
"Tell me if this feels nice, okay Michael?" She held his cock in one hand and began licking it, sliding her tongue from the base up over the head.
He groaned and threw his head back. "OhmyGod. Oh, that's terrible. My God, I hate it--it's awful."
She laughed and smacked him lightly on the stomach. "Behave, you!"
She looked at him and said, more seriously, "just relax and enjoy it, okay? Don't try to fight your orgasm, just relax and breathe and feel the sensations."
She licked him a while longer and then moved to sucking him; and although she backed off as she felt him get stiffer and bigger, he still blew a load of come into the air after about five minutes.
Getting a cloth off the night table, she wiped the come off his chest. Michael was looking unhappy and she said, "it's fine, Michael--really. Men are SUPPOSED to be really excited by blow-jobs.
"And this was your first one in quite a while, wasn't it?"
"My first ever, if you can believe it. Joanna ... well, I've told you. Repressed upbringing and all, she'd never go anywhere near it with her mouth."
Marina smiled. "Then for goodness sakes, give yourself a break! Your first one ever? Believe me, by the time I've given you eight or ten more of these you'll be so bored you'll be reading the newspaper while I do it!"
They laughed together, and then got up to get dressed.
"Marina, can I ... would you mind if I asked you something?"
She smiled. "Like, 'what's a nice girl like me doing in a job like this?' "
"Uh, I guess some version of that," he said, feeling a little embarrassed.
She pulled her blouse over her head and adjusted her hair, glancing in the mirror.
"It's fine, baby. Everyone asks, sooner or later." She sat down in a chair and looked at him.
"Short version: I went to OSU, majored in psychology, thought about maybe being a doctor. But I fell in love, married my college boyfriend right after graduation and stayed home being a housewife because that's what he wanted.
"He turned out to be a controlling, abusive jerk. It took me nearly five years and a couple of beatings to get the hell out of there, and a year or two after that to put myself back together. I got a job in a clothing store and did some serious therapy--with Dr. Sandoval, actually.
"And then I started back to school, to get an MSW in counseling, because I really admired the work she did. I was interested in sexual problems, and a sex surrogate came to school to give a presentation on her work and I was fascinated.
"So I talked to Dr. Sandoval about it, since I knew the Center used surrogates."
She smiled at him. "I've always liked sex--except near the end of my marriage when I was being abused. So with Dr. Sandoval's help I applied to a training program in California, spent about a year out there, and then came back and took a job at the Center. I'm still working part-time on my degree, and at some point I'll stop doing this and become a therapist."
She laughed. "Probably in a couple more years when my tits start drooping so much that no man will want to touch me!"
Michael knew she was just kidding, but he still looked at her seriously and said, "Marina, you are absolutely beautiful. Inside and out. Men are gonna want to be with you when you're 75, trust me!"
"Thank you, Michael," she replied quietly. "That was a very, very nice thing to say."
"Can I, uh, ask one more question?"
She chuckled. "About my love life? Sure. There hasn't been a serious guy in my life in a while. I dated a little after my marriage broke up, but I wasn't at all ready to get serious about anyone. And doing the surrogate work makes it kind of difficult.
"To tell the truth, I'm getting a lot of sex and a lot of intimate connections with men, and it feels like there's no room in my life for a boyfriend right now. I figure when I give this up and start doing regular therapy there'll be plenty of time to find someone. I know I don't want to have kids, so I'm not in a hurry."
Tying his shoes he said, "when the time comes, there's going to be a line around the block."
Marina laughed again and said, "you really are a sweetie, you know that? I'm really looking forward to swallowing a lot of your come over the next few weeks."
And she giggled triumphantly at the blush that spread across his face.
****************************
Joanna was terrified but determined. She kept saying to herself, "what's the worst that can happen? He'll say No, that's all." But she knew it could be worse that that.
She'd bought a pretty new nightie--not totally slutty but certainly attractive, and sheer enough that her nipples and her pubic hair could be glimpsed a little bit. She waited until about 10:30--he'd been in the guest room about ten minutes and she heard him come out of the bathroom, so she figured he was in bed. She knocked lightly on the door, then opened it and slipped inside without waiting for a reply.
"What is it?" He looked surprised and maybe a little annoyed. Joanna's heart was in her throat, but she wouldn't give up. He was sitting in bed in his pajamas, propped up against some pillows, reading the newspaper. Trying hard to keep her smile, she came straight around to his side of the bed, knelt down and put her hand on his chest, stroking gently.
"Michael, I've really missed you," she said. He looked stunned, and before he could stop her she'd lifted his pajama top and slid her hand onto his bare chest, still rubbing and stroking gently. She'd planned this out a thousand times: she wanted to touch him in a way that would feel good but without being too overtly sexual--no sloppy kisses, no grabbing for his penis.
Michael was totally taken by surprise. He could have expected Joanna might try this, but why now, after seven months? So he had no plan for how to respond, though he knew that if she'd done it right after their confrontation he would have thrown her the hell out of the room.
Her heart pounding, Joanna kept smiling at her husband as her hand made circles under his pajama top. He looked uncertain, but made no move to stop her. She leaned forward and kissed him gently. Sensing no resistance, she kissed harder, more urgently, and slipped her tongue between his lips.
Michael felt that he ought to be thinking through what he should do; he felt annoyed that he wasn't prepared for this, and his hardening cock was complicating things. Having his wife's lips on his and her hand caressing his chest felt really good.
What would it mean if he went ahead and fucked her? Should he stop her and send her away, undoubtedly in tears? Why deny himself something that would feel really good?
Was he ready for intercourse yet? His work with Marina hadn't gotten that far--what if his old problem cropped up and he came after just two minutes? On the other hand, so what? It would feel good--and didn't he deserve a little pleasure from his wife, after the absolute hell she had put him through?
But would she read his giving in as forgiveness--as "okay baby, we're fine now?" Because that's sure as hell not how he was feeling!
As thoughts swirled rapidly through his head he found himself kissing Joanna back, giving her his tongue in return; and before he had made any conscious decision he was holding her by the arms, pulling her up on top of him.
It went through his mind to pull back, to say, "now listen Joanna, this doesn't mean all is forgiven or anything," but he didn't bother. They'd deal with it later. He just groaned, feeling her warm body pressing down on his hard cock. He pulled the hem of her nightie up and slipped his hands beneath it, running them up and down her back and over her ass, grinning at her absence of underwear.
Joanna was thrilled, and relieved, and excited. He hadn't yelled at her, stopped her hand, thrown her out of the room. They were going to have sex, finally! And his hands on her body felt fantastic.
Without a word Michael sat up, pulled off his pajama top and slid Joanna's nightie up over her head. He rolled her over on her back and began caressing her breasts, using his fingers and his lips on her nipples. She lay back joyfully, her eyes closed, thanking God for her husband's excited response to her advances.
Joanna was already wet, and his touches and kisses and bites increased the moisture between her legs. She caressed her husband's back and shoulders, then slid her hands down under his pajama pants to stroke his ass. A moment later one hand moved around his hip and reached under him, between their bodies, to grab his cock.
Michael was again caught by surprise--his wife had never been so aggressive before. In the past she would only touch his dick when she was very aroused and when he actually led her hand to it. He slid his pajama bottoms off and arranged himself on his side, still enjoying her breasts but giving her more room to play with his cock, which amazingly enough she continued to do.
His head was still swimming with thoughts--about forgiveness, anger, and fears about his own performance. But he was also really excited, and so pushing the thoughts aside he slid one hand down over her pussy hair, pleased to find her as wet as she had ever been.
One finger slid over her lips and curled up inside her, and Joanna groaned voluptuously. He stroked it in and out, using the rest of his palm to massage her cunt, and she rolled her hips against his hand. Without waiting any longer to think about it Michael climbed up on top of her, pushing her thighs apart. He grabbed his erect cock and stroked the head of it back and forth over her cunt lips, getting himself nice and wet; then, watching her face, he slid himself smoothly inside her.
"Ohh," she groaned, smiling up at him, her hands clutching his shoulders tightly. There were a couple of tears on her cheeks. He lay flat on her, his face against her neck, reveling in the heat of her pussy. As he had practiced he took a few deep, relaxing breaths, in no hurry to start thrusting too soon.
And then he began, slowly, trying to empty his mind, let go of anger, and fantasies, and everything but the feeling. The intense pleasure of that sucking glove of a cunt around his hard cock as he withdrew and pushed in, withdrew and pushed in.
To his delight he felt very much in control, not at all close to coming. He fucked her strongly but kept it slow, his head on her shoulder, his eyes closed, thinking of nothing beyond the sensations. His cock inside her hot channel, the softness of her body beneath his.
Michael gradually built it up, letting it grow more intense, hearing her familiar gasps and feeling her arms around him. It must have been more than five minutes before Joanna began to respond more actively, pushing her hips up at him, then grabbing his ass (she grabbed my ass! he thought to himself in amazement), pulling him harder into her.
It thrilled him, her response, made him think she might reach orgasm with him; and then almost as soon as he had that thought he felt the excitement cresting, felt his control slipping away. After another dozen strokes it was too late, and his intense pleasure mixed with dismay as the sperm leaped out of his cock. He shuddered, trying hard to enjoy the feelings and not worry about coming sooner than he'd hoped.
It was a fantastic orgasm, no doubt made even more fantastic by the fact that it was the first one he'd had with Joanna, and the first one inside a woman, in more than 7 months. He lay on her, breathing hard, feeling her rapid breathing beneath him, as her hands stroked his back lovingly. After a minute or two he rolled off her but pulled her close against him, his chest against her side, his arms around her.
It was okay, he thought. It was good. He hadn't had unlimited control, but he'd gone far longer than ever before in his life. It had been very exciting and pleasurable and he'd kept it under control, until the end when Joanna's eager response pushed him over the edge.
He felt an unexpected tenderness towards his wife. He'd missed her. He'd certainly missed physical intimacy with her--not only the sex but her scent, the feeling of her hair and her wonderfully soft body against him.
It happened in an instant, a single terrible moment. Even as the words left her mouth Joanna had a shudder of dismay--without knowing why, she wished them back, wished she'd stayed silent.
"Honey, that was fantastic! You've never lasted so long before!" She punctuated her words by kissing him lovingly on the cheek--but to her absolute horror, he reared back away from her like a cobra.
"Oh really?" His voice was cold, sarcastic, furious. "So glad you liked it! But not as long as 'Trev,' I'll bet! I'm sure he could go for hours, pumping you until you came like a freight train. Guess you really miss that guy, I imagine he rang your chimes like nobody's business!"
"No honey, I--"
"Just get out of here, okay Joanna?" He turned away from her, and his voice was disgusted. "I don't want to see your disappointed face. So sorry I couldn't give you a Trevor-worthy performance!" Without another word, without looking back at her, he stomped into the bathroom and shut the door behind him.
Joanna was devastated. She wept, sobbing onto Michael's pillow, her fists clenched, her heart tightened in despair. It had been so good, so wonderful, they'd taken such a huge first step--and then this! Ten words, poorly chosen or at the wrong moment, and he'd stuck a knife in her heart!
She cried until she was out of tears, empty, hollow. Then she arose and went to the bathroom, knocking gently. "Michael? Honey?"
"Go away, Jo. This was a mistake. Just leave me alone."
With renewed despair she tried the door but it was locked. She pleaded with him to come out, but he was silent. Finally, in an agony of regret, she returned to the master bedroom alone.



        

  
    The Surrogate Ch. 02
  
  The Surrogate Ch. 02

        Is divorce the only solution?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-surrogate-ch-02-1

Title: The Surrogate Ch. 02

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Is divorce the only solution?

Tags: reconciliation, surrogate, adultery, premature ejaculation, trevor, cheating

Series: The Surrogate


[Author's Note: I neglected to include "Ch. 01" on the previous installment of this story. I apologize for misleading readers into thinking that it would be a complete story. There will be three chapters in all.]
*
"That fucking bitch!" Michael said it quietly, almost in an undertone, but he was furious. He'd barely settled in the chair before the words came hissing out. Elizabeth had never seen him so upset.
She waited, then prompted, "want to tell me about it?"
He looked at her--his eyes looked haunted. "She came in and seduced me last night--caught me by surprise, or I probably would have turned her down."
He told her all about it: the nightie, Joanna kneeling before him, her words, her hands. About the sex, how pleasant and exciting it had been. About how long he'd lasted. And then about what she'd said.
"She fucking congratulated me! Oh baby, that was terrific, you lasted so long! Like I was a child, like I was a little kid who'd made it to the bathroom instead of peeing himself in bed or something!"
Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. "Do you really think that's what she meant, Michael?"
He made himself think before he replied, though he was still livid. "No, I guess--no, of course not. She must have meant it as a compliment, as praise or encouragement or something.
"Still, after the ... whole thing with Trevor ... you know, she's never told me about that. And I can't help thinking that he had plenty of stamina, you know, made her come every time. And here she is patting me on the head like a little boy because I lasted five or six minutes instead of one or two! Fuck her--FUCK her!"
He was steaming, and Elizabeth just let him get it out. He ranted on for another five minutes--Joanna was such a bitch, she just thought she could fuck her way back into his bed, he'd be damned if he was going to compete with her lover, this was the end.
When he was a little calmer Michael looked at her sheepishly and said, "well. I seem to have been a little angry there."
Elizabeth broke up, laughing out loud, and he joined her. They smiled at each other--two people, therapist and patient, who liked each other. She said, "yes, I think maybe you were a little angry.
"But can you talk about why? What aspect of what happened made you so furious?"
He considered. "I think--I think that at first it felt like she was reaching out to me, in a good way. To reconnect, maybe even to apologize in a way. She was saying 'I'm so sorry, I miss you, can we be together again?'
"And I wasn't sure what I wanted, she caught me by surprise. So I went with it, we made love and it was really good, you know? I felt close to her, like we'd taken a real step towards picking up the pieces, towards maybe getting our marriage back.
"Just one step, but a step. And then--" He looked away, his face tightening.
"As soon as she said that, about how I lasted longer--then Trevor was in the room. Her affair was right out there on the table, right in the middle between us. Because, you know, why did she have the damn affair, if it wasn't about my ... my problem? I know she loves me--so sleeping with that bastard, it had to be about finding some guy who could make her come with his dick. What else could it be about?
"So instead of it being a positive thing, it was a fucking slap in the face. 'Trevor is still better, honey, he gets me off, but you're improving!' Fuck that!!"
He had clenched his fists, and sat staring across the room at nothing.
"I know that's not what she meant, it couldn't have been. But that's exactly how it sounded to me.
"And now I'm sorry I ever let her touch me. I'm not going near her again with a ten-foot pole, that's for sure. Maybe it's time to think about a divorce."
Elizabeth was caught off-guard by this. "Why now?" she asked in a neutral tone.
"Well, there's still the kids... That's why I've stayed there all this time. I just didn't want to be away from them, and I sort of figured that sooner or later we could ... work it out."
He shook his head. "But after this... All I know is, I will be DAMNED if I'm going to compete with that asshole!"
Elizabeth had no trouble seeing how deeply upset Michael was--how the ego blow of discovering Joanna's affair in the first place had been recreated by what had happened between them. For the rest of the session she talked quietly with him, trying to lead him to the point that he shouldn't let one bad interaction push him into an irrevocable decision about his marriage.
But when Michael got up to leave, she knew she hadn't reached him; and she feared that his mind was made up.
****************************
When Joanna came into the office Agnes could see the tear-streaks on her cheeks; and she began to cry again almost as soon as the door was closed.
"We were so close! We were doing so well, and we made love, and then--I don't even know how, it all went to hell! And now he's furious with me again, and I..." Her voice broke down into sobs, and she buried her face in her hands.
Agnes waited, and when Joanna was a bit calmer Agnes asked her to tell the story.
"After we got back from the week at Disney World, and we'd had such a nice time with the kids and everything, I decided to ... to seduce him, if I could. I got a really pretty nightie..." She told Agnes what had happened, how well it had gone, how the love-making was warm and exciting, how Michael had lasted far longer than ever before.
"I didn't come or anything, but I felt great! Just terrific! And we were lying there after, holding each other close ... I was so happy I could have turned somersaults!"
"And then...?"
"And then I said something, I praised him for lasting so long, said he'd never done so well--and he went crazy! His eyes got angry and he chewed me out, threw Trevor back in my face--and then he went and locked himself in the bathroom. And I could tell this was serious, this wasn't any little spat. He was as cold as ice." She cried again, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue.
"All I meant was to say something nice! To build on the good feelings! And he..."
Carefully, Agnes said, "maybe we need to back up a little bit. Joanna, when Michael thinks about your affair with Trevor, what do you imagine he feels about it?"
She looked down. "I--well, he's angry. And hurt, I guess. And he feels that he can't trust me any more, the way he used to.
"And I guess--I guess he wonders why I did it. Whether there was ... what was lacking between us, that made me sleep with another man."
"Let's talk about that for a minute, okay?" Agnes said. "Presumably any man in Michael's situation would feel very hurt, would feel he'd been 'replaced' in some way. Because he was--because his wife had chosen someone else for sex, rather than limiting her sexual activities to just him.
"So any man, Michael or anyone else, would ask 'what did I do wrong? What did I do, or not do--in what way do I fail to satisfy my wife, so that she would consider betraying me in this way?' "
Joanna shuddered at the word 'betraying,' but she forced herself to consider the question. "I guess that ... Well--I guess that any man would wonder whether he was a satisfying, uh, lover for his wife."
Agnes nodded. "And in Michael's case?"
Joanna stared at her--and then the tears started to come again. "In Michael's case," she said hesitantly, not eager to face it, "it would be worse. Much worse. Because he ... because he always comes so fast, and he knows I don't have an orgasm, and he ... he worries that he disappoints me.
"And I used to ... reassure him about it, tell him it didn't matter at all and I loved the way he made love to me, but I pretty much stopped doing that." She was crying hard.
"Oh my God, he must think I went out and found myself a better lover because he wasn't good enough!"
Agnes waited a minute for Joanna's crying to subside. Then she said, quietly, "well, would he be wrong in thinking that? Isn't that exactly what you did?"
.....
It was a painful and difficult session--and the ending was no easier than the rest.
Agnes said, "I don't want to be pessimistic, Joanna, but you need to face the realities.
"In the wake of an affair, the cheated-upon spouse fears the worst, sees the rejection as a devastating judgment about his or her own worth. And it's the job of the one who had the affair to provide not just apologies, but reassurance.
"In some situations that's possible--sometimes a spouse can be brought to understand that the affair didn't result from any lack or weakness on his or her part. But in this case...
"In this case, it seems likely that Michael feels you cheated on him because he wasn't satisfying you sexually. Maybe that's not the whole reason, but he probably sees it as the main one. So your rejection of him hits directly at a most sensitive place: at his manhood, his sense of adequacy as a man and a lover.
"Normally I would urge you to reassure him about this point, to explain that your sexual relationship was great, that it had nothing to do with your unfortunate decision to get involved sexually with another man. But you really can't do that, I'm afraid, because it did. Because sex WAS the reason, or at least the prime reason, for your involvement with Trevor.
"Maybe not for the one-night stand that began the affair, but certainly for the continuation of it." She stopped. Joanna looked at her bleakly.
"So it's hopeless then."
"No, I didn't say that. You and Michael have had a great marriage, and you still have two children you both care about very much. Until this ... setback, it sounds as though your reaching out to him sexually was very successful.
"It's not hopeless. But it is likely to be difficult, and to take a long time. One way or another, Michael is going to have to come to believe that, despite your affair, he is not a failure, not sexually inadequate." Agnes left unspoken just how that was to take place.
"Should I ... try to talk to him about, about me and Trevor?"
"Again, Joanna, normally I'd say yes. Normally a spouse's fears about an affair turn out to be much worse than the reality--hearing the truth is painful but can be a kind of relief. But in this situation...." She stopped, looking thoughtful.
"In this situation I'm not sure it would help. I guess my advice would be to wait until Michael asks, if he does. And then you'll have a very fine line to walk. You need to be totally honest and straightforward, but at the same time you have to find a way to reassure him. It will be very hard for him to believe that he pleases and satisfies you sexually. But he needs to believe that, or ..."
"Or it will be hard for my marriage to survive."
Agnes nodded.
****************************
On the plane Michael thought about Joanna, and he thought about Marina. His work with Marina continued to go well. He masturbated regularly in the privacy of the guest room, and even with the wildest porn on the computer he could usually last the full fifteen minutes. In their sessions together, he was on the receiving end of the first blowjobs of his life--sometimes only a few minutes long but once or twice the full fifteen.
Part of it had to do with how hard Marina tried to make him come. If she went after him with her full effort he knew he couldn't resist. But a lot of it had to do with him clearing his mind, breathing easily, relaxing and enjoying the sensations rather than fantasizing or worrying about how he was doing.
She'd given him "The Inner Game of Tennis" to read, and he'd learned about not dividing himself into the Michael who was doing something and the other Michael who was watching and criticizing. Just be one Michael, the one who was getting his cock sucked! And it worked, more and more of the time.
Things with Joanna were another story entirely. They were back to where they'd been a month ago, before the night she seduced him--even worse, actually, since he was more suspicious and resentful than ever. Every time he thought about that night he felt humiliated. It had been great, even healing, until her "praise" had brought the specter of her lover into the room with them. Then he had felt condescended to, and it continued to make him wild with anger and bitterness.
So, as before, they gave their love to Amy and Will. They ran the house and their lives together. They were polite to each other in front of the kids, and largely separate otherwise. And with each day it seemed more and more possible to imagine a life away from her--except for the kids. Except for the kids.
Michael was on his way to San Diego. His great-aunt Jane had died at the age of 91. She was his paternal grandfather's last surviving sibling, and he'd known her well when he was a boy. She'd been spunky and fun, and he cared about her a lot. Michael never even considered not flying out for the funeral.
****************************
Three days later Michael flew home with an entirely different set of thoughts in his mind. He'd enjoyed the visit--enjoyed seeing his cousins and aunts and uncles, enjoyed the funeral which had been sad but also full of great stories about Jane and her adventures, enjoyed being once again immersed in the life of his extended family after so many years.
That morning before heading to the airport he'd met with Jane's attorney and learned to his shock that he'd be receiving a part of her substantial estate. As impossible as it was to get his head around, in about a week a check for $481,000 was going to show up in his mailbox.
So Michael's mind on the return flight wasn't filled with reflections about Marina at all, and not really about Joanna either. It was about what that money might mean--how he could use it, how it might be a key to the resolution of his unhappy situation.
When he got home Michael dumped his bags, accepted excited hugs from Amy and Will, traded smiles with Joanna--she didn't dare come embrace him--and sat down to a noisy, festive reunion dinner for the four of them. Then he got up from the table, told Joanna that "I need to take a walk," and headed out for an inspection of the neighborhood before it got too dark.
****************************
"It's only six houses down, around a corner but on the same side of the street." Michael was excited, talking quickly. "So Amy could ride her bike there now, and Will too in a few years. It would be a perfect solution!"
"Back up a little, okay Michael?" she said.
"Sorry, Elizabeth," he said, grinning. "My aunt Jane died last week, I just got back from her funeral. And she left me nearly $500,000! So on the way I home it occurred to me. The main reason I haven't left my marriage is the kids, being afraid that I'd never see them.
"But if I found a house close by it would be easy! We could share custody, or even if Joanna had custody I could still see them all the time. So I looked around my neighborhood, and there's a three-bedroom place for sale just down the street!"
He was happier than she'd seen before--lighter somehow, straighter in his chair, as though a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. Not surprising, Elizabeth thought. For the first time he saw a way out. But she wasn't sure it was the right way.
"I can tell you're excited, Michael," she said. "But the situation you're in--I wouldn't exactly describe it as a 'real estate' problem. Are you so sure that the best solution is a 'real estate' solution?"
"I think so," he said, smiling. Her question didn't appear to raise any doubts in his mind. She decided to be more blunt.
"Are you sure, really sure, that your marriage is over? A great, loving marriage that has lasted for nearly nine years? One with two fantastic kids you both adore? Has Joanna's affair really destroyed it beyond any possibility of putting it back together?"
Michael took his time before he answered. "It's always been the kids. That was the only issue.
"At first--after I found out--I would have been out of there like a shot, except for Amy and Will. But I stuck it out, because I couldn't stand the idea of not seeing them all the time. You know all this.
"So we settled down into a kind of truce--and I guess I was treading water. I didn't see any way out, so I was willing to wait. And do the work with you and Marina--at least I've been making progress on that front.
"And when Joanna seduced me ... well, at the time it seemed like it might be a good thing, moving forward, getting close again. God knows I'd missed her, missed holding her and loving her.
"But then after what she said..." Michael stopped and was silent. She waited.
"She cut my balls off. She wasn't happy with the way I fucked her, so she found some other guy who did it better. And she went on fucking him until I caught her."
Elizabeth said, "you don't know the story, Michael. You don't know how it really was, what it was really about--and you won't unless you talk about it with Joanna."
"Yeah, well, I know enough. I know she liked him enough to blow off a family day, our Saturday at the zoo, blow off me and Will and Amy to spend the day screwing someone else! How'm I supposed to get past that? Why should I want to?"
Elizabeth took a deep breath, and then pushed harder. "So you're prepared to get a divorce, break up your kids' family--because of what you THINK she did? Michael, let me ask you a couple of questions.
"Hasn't Joanna been devastated by your anger and your withdrawal? Hasn't she reached out to you any number of ways? Hasn't she been patient, tried to be loving while still respecting your boundaries? Do you really have any doubt that she loves you and wants to make this up to you?"
He sighed. "Yes. Yes she loves me, and yes she's been trying."
"Then think about this, okay? You can always get divorced. You've got the money now, you can buy a house nearby--maybe not the one you saw, but some house.
"But you can't put this back together once you've smashed it. You need to be sure, really sure that there's no way back, before you take the baseball bat to it."
He looked unhappy, but he nodded. "Yeah, I know." Silence.
"I've got to talk to her. Hear the story."
She nodded. "Yes, you do."
****************************
"I think we should talk about it." Joanna's mouth dropped open in shock. Michael was standing in the doorway of the master bedroom, watching her as she sat in bed with a book. The kids were asleep.
"I ... okay, of course, Michael. But--but now? After nearly ten months you want to talk?"
He nodded, and closed the door before coming to sit down in a chair across from her side of the bed. "I need to know. What it was all about, why you ... why you fucked him.
"Why you fucked him and kept on fucking him. Why you lied to me and skipped our family day at the zoo to spend the whole day fucking him in his condo. Why you--"
He stopped suddenly. His voice had risen and he felt himself getting angry, losing control. He took a deep breath.
"Sorry. I'll stay calm. But I have to know about it."
She said, "of course I'll tell you, Michael. I am so, so sorry for what I did. For hurting you, for--for cheating on you, on our marriage. I am sorry and ashamed, and I wish every day that I could take it back."
He waved a hand impatiently. "Yeah, I get it. You're sorry--blah, blah, blah.
"Let me tell you, Joanna, that doesn't do a great deal for me, you know? It doesn't take the feelings away--the betrayal, the emptiness in the pit of my stomach. You know how I found out?"
She shook her heard, terrified at what she was about to hear.
"You called me 'Trev'. I was eating your pussy, one Saturday night after we'd been out dancing, and you said, 'oh God yes, Trev, just like that.' "
She stared at him in horror. Finally, in a tiny voice she said, "I really did that?"
He nodded. "Yes indeed you did. So I started digging around and found a few of the emails between you and lover-boy, those nice quick messages to plan your get-togethers. Including the Saturday one, when you passed on zoo-day with me and the kids."



She put her hands over her face, rocking back and forth slightly. He waited. Finally she looked up again, looked into his cold, set, angry face, and said, "I am so sorry, Michael.
"I had no idea I--"
"No, of course you didn't! But what did you think would happen? Did you think you could go on fucking another man indefinitely and not get found out? It never works, Jo, don't you know that?"
Another silence. "I ... didn't think about it. I had no idea what would happen, I was just ... lost."
He watched her, as she looked down at her own hands, absorbed in her guilt, ashamed of the pain she had caused him.
"So? Tell me," he said.
And she did. She told him about her friends Lucy and Christine--about their ribald conversations, about Dell and his stamina. She told him about searching for the vibrator and what she'd been doing with it and he stared hard at her while she blushed.
She told him about the retreat, reminded him how angry they'd been at one another that week, explained about giving in to Trev's seduction. And then, hardest of all, she told him about how the affair continued. She apologized again, above all for that Saturday, but Michael was unmoved. Finally she was done and the room was quiet again.
"How many times?"
"Maybe ... eight, altogether. Six or eight. I'm not exactly sure."
Michael leaned forward. "And just so we're clear: why, Jo? Why did you stab me in the back and fuck another guy, over and over again?"
Joanna's feeling of sad resignation gave way to renewed fear. She had to be honest, absolutely had to be, but....
"The first time was just--just being drunk and stupid. And thinking about Dell, I guess. Thinking about what Christine had told me, and what I'd been doing with the vibrator.
"After that I swore I'd never see him again, never be alone with him. But when it started up again... It was like being infected with something, feeling out-of-control all the time, all feverish. And terrible too--guilty and ashamed. Every minute of the day."
She sighed. "It was exciting, Michael. It was very exciting. He had a lot of ... of control, he could ... keep going for a while, as I said. I had an orgasm during intercourse with him. Sometimes more than one."
She stopped, thinking Well, that's it. I've done it now. It's over.
He sat thinking. She was surprised that he didn't seem to be angrier.
"And now? You act like you want me back, Joanna, like you want to save our marriage, but why? Why would you want to go back to the two-minute man, go back to never having an orgasm from fucking for the rest of your life?
"And for that matter, why should I possibly believe that you'd do any better this time at being faithful? What happens when the next guy comes along who has a reputation for lasting a long time, huh? Why wouldn't you be hopping in a flash right into his bed?"
"Honey, I love you. More than I can say. I found out the hard way that our love and our marriage mean infinitely more to me than ... than anything sexual."
He snickered but she went right on talking. "If you told me you'd come back to me but I'd never have another orgasm in my life I'd say, 'where do I sign?' I was a fool, I got tempted by something and did something I'll regret for the rest of my life--but it was worth so much less, so much less than what I've lost. And so much less than the pain I've caused you."
She wanted to keep talking--wanted to say "I don't care if you come inside me in 15 seconds, after 6 strokes, every time--I just want you back." But she didn't dare; she was sure that would only make things worse.
"And as for the second question, the answer is the same. Don't you think I've learned--a little sex on the side isn't worth it. The pain it has caused, to you above all but to me too, the threat to our whole marriage. I could never, NEVER do that again, knowing what it cost us this time."
Thoughtfully, almost contemplatively he said, "but it's not that you wouldn't be tempted, right? I mean, you had sex with Trevor that was better than any we ever had, why wouldn't you be tempted? Even if you never gave in--you'd think about it all the time.
"I guess you'd have the vibrator, though," he went on, sarcasm creeping into his voice, "so it wouldn't be a total loss. So glad that something good came out of all this!"
"And where would that leave me? With a wife who knows, who just KNOWS that there're guys out there who can get her off better than I ever can. Who knows it because she spent a few weeks playing with one.
"How do you think that would be for me? Knowing that, having to live with that?" He wasn't sarcastic now--it was almost like he really wanted her answer. "Do you think I could live with that, and still feel like a man rather than some sort of cuckold loser?"
I've lost him, she thought. This is it--Agnes is right, this is what he'll never be able to get past. I've lost my husband.
She said, "you'd be MY man, honey. The man I chose over every other man in the world. Over Trevor, over anyone else who might be out there. Who I love and cherish, and want to make this up to."
"Yeah, well I remember you committing yourself to that choice a long time ago, Joanna. We had a little ceremony, they call it a wedding? And it doesn't seem like your commitment held up so well."
He got up heavily from the chair. He didn't seem that angry to her--mainly just tired and defeated. "Thanks for talking tonight. I guess we both have a lot to think about."
Michael left the room without looking back.
****************************
Marina could see he was nervous and she teased him. "What's the matter, Michael? You never do this before? I know you have two kids, so you've got to have a LITTLE bit of experience."
He smiled, but the nervousness didn't go away. They were about to have intercourse for the first time. He'd been working with Marina for nearly 11 months, making steady progress. Still, this felt like the biggest test of all.
She unbuttoned his shirt, slid it off his arms, and ran her hands across his chest. "This is just the first time, Michael. If you go 15 minutes, great. If you last 30 seconds, great. You know that each new step is challenging at first.
"Besides," she smiled, "you've been acting like you like my body. I thought that the prospect of being inside me would be worth a little nervousness!"
He smiled back. "You are such a flirt, Marina!" He shook his head. "This isn't ... I mean I never--"
"You never thought your surrogate would be funny or a tease, right?" She stuck her tongue out at him. "You thought she'd be a sex-bomb robot or something?"
Putting on a monotone mechanical voice she said, "please prepare erect penis for intra-vaginal penetration. Insert penis and wait for the beep."
They both cracked up. Then they finished getting undressed and lay on the bed.
For a first time it was just fine. They lay together touching, caressing each other, and when he was ready she said, "okay, honey, just come on top of me. I've been looking forward to this!"
He penetrated her smoothly, and her happy groan gave him a thrill of excitement right down his spine.
"Now do whatever you want, Michael. Stop whenever you need to, and don't forget to breathe."
They fucked for about eight minutes before he lost control. She lay passively, her arms lightly on his shoulders, smiling at him, moving with him but not pushing back. Michael tried to empty his mind, to do nothing but feel the pleasure of her hot pussy and her delicious soft body. He only had to stop twice; the rest of the time he was able to slow down slightly or change his motion when he felt himself getting close to coming.
When he lost it, ironically, was when he had a thought about how well he was doing. That made him fantasize about 15 minutes or more of hard-driving sex, pumping fast and deep into a gasping, writhing Marina--and it brought him to his ejaculation within about 20 seconds.
When he rolled off her and lay by her side, Marina sat up on one elbow and said, "way to go, Michael! That was terrific."
They talked about it for a few minutes. She reminded him of some of the things he'd learned--above all about being attentive to his own feelings and responses, so that he could anticipate his approaching climax and adjust what he was doing.
"And as you know, Michael, every man is different. If you find that putting your hands on a woman's breasts brings on your orgasm, then don't do that. Or looking into her eyes, or grabbing her hips if you're doing it doggie-style--whatever.
"And with practice, you'll learn what your triggers are and get good at staying away from them."
"The last thing, of course," she said more seriously, "is that maintaining control when your partner gets active and excited is more difficult. That's what we'll be working towards."
They took turns showering and then got dressed, chatting easily. She said, "you really are doing well, Michael. I don't know what your plans are, but if you want to you'll be able to give your wife a pretty terrific surprise in a couple more months."
He shook his head. "It won't be her, Marina. I'm pretty sure it's over--so it will have to be somebody new."
Seeing the pain on his face she came over and embraced him. "I'm sorry, Michael." She kissed his cheek. "Then we'll just have to finish making you the perfect stud for some other lucky woman!"
Again they laughed, and headed out the door.
****************************
"It's going to be tonight," he said.
"Are you sure, Michael--really sure? Because once you take this step, going back will be pretty much impossible."
"Elizabeth, we've been through this over and over. It's been four weeks since Joanna and I talked all through her affair, the what and the how and the why of it. You and I have discussed it how many times since then?
"I'm ready--it's time. I didn't tell you, but the Hendriksons accepted my revised offer on the house. I'm going to close on it in about 3 months, and then I can get it ready for me and the kids.
"And you know as well as I do why I can't live with her anymore."
Elizabeth nodded. She had known this was coming, and while divorce saddened her she didn't really feel that Michael was making a mistake. Given who he was, she doubted that he could ever have been happy with Joanna again.
"All right then," she said. "Let's talk about the future, and how you see it."
****************************
Michael was sadder than usual at dinner. Amy and Will were oblivious but Joanna noticed, and she wondered about it. She was fearful--everything made her fearful, since that awful night when she'd told Michael all about her and Trevor. She was holding on for dear life, hoping that time would start to heal the pain and he'd see how much she loved him, how much he'd be losing by ending the marriage.
But when he came into her bedroom that night she took one look at him and started to cry, even before he opened his mouth.
"Joanna, I'm going to file for divorce," he said. As he sat down in the chair his face was pale and unhappy, though she didn't see it. She had her face in her hands.
She nodded and tried to respond. "I, uh ... give me a minute, Michael. I'm sorry." She cried a few minutes longer, then grew calm, wiped her tears away with her hands, and looked back at him.
"Is there--is there anything I could do, baby, anything at all? I know I hurt you terribly, but you have to know how much I love you.
"I could quit my job--I'd do that in a minute if you said so. We could move away, start over somewhere else. I'd even try to be more ... you know, adventurous, in bed. I know I haven't .... "
She blushed and looked down. "I could learn to, uh, suck your cock ..."
He had to laugh at that, even though it was a sad situation.
"No, Jo, it's not about that.
"It's about trust, and about how I feel as a man, and how I would always feel, if we stayed together. I haven't mentioned this to you, but I've also been seeing a therapist--for months. I've talked about it nonstop, as you can imagine. This is how it has to be for me."
They were silent, both of them sad. She didn't try to talk him out of it any further.
"I'm sorry," he said, and got up to leave. He didn't know why he'd said that--shouldn't SHE be the one who was sorry?--but he still felt it.
He heard her behind him whisper, "I'm sorry too, Michael."
****************************
Joanna called into work and told them she was sick. Then she called Christine, sobbing; and Christine called Lucy and said "emergency," and by 10 am the three of them were sitting together in Joanna's kitchen. She was crying, and her friends were sitting unhappily next to her, their chairs pulled close to hers, their arms around her shoulders.
"I'm such an IDIOT," she kept saying; and when she was calmer she told her friends the rest of the story. They had known she and Michael were having a rough time but she'd kept all the specifics to herself. Now she poured it out: Michael's premature ejaculation problem, Dell, her fantasies, the vibrator--and the affair.
"God, Joanna, I feel terrible. If I hadn't told you all about Dell and his .... And the thing is, I didn't even go out with him that long. He was good at sex, but not at much else. Like being a boyfriend or even holding a job."
Joanna shook her head. "It's not your fault, Christine. If I'd--what's that expression? If I'd 'kept it in my pants' I'd still be happily married. Maybe I wouldn't be as satisfied in bed as some women, but I'd still have my husband."
They talked for a long time. Lucy and Christine had been through break-ups, of course, but neither had ever been married. They did what they could, but they hardly had any good answers for their unhappy friend. There was some talk about "better times ahead," and of "getting back in the game, sweetie--you're still young and beautiful"--but it was far too soon for Joanna to feel much consoled by the prospect.
****************************
He thought he'd wait a few days to talk with her about the arrangements, let her have some time to get used to the idea, but Joanna came and found him two nights later.
"Can we talk?"
Michael nodded and said, "why don't we go into the bedroom."
Joanna had a piece of paper in her hand with some notes written on it. She said, "first, Michael, just so you know--I don't want the divorce. I don't want to lose you, and if there's the slightest chance, any chance at all, of us staying together I want to take it. I'll do anything you say."
She waited, knowing the answer, and sighed when he shook his head and said, "sorry, Joanna, but no." She was too cried-out to weep anymore. She said, "okay then. I thought we should talk about the kids, and custody, and money and all those things."
He shocked her then. He smiled and said, "well, I've got one piece of good news for you. I bought the house around the corner that was for sale, the Hendricksons', and I'm having it fixed-up and repainted. That way Amy and Will can go back and forth easily--she can even ride her bike there now, she can stay on the sidewalk and doesn't need to cross the street."
"A house? You bought a house? My God, Michael, what were you thinking? where did the money come from?"
He told her about Aunt Jane's bequest, about how it covered the new house and the needed repairs and still left nearly $80,000 for a college trust fund, and she just stared at him.
"So this happened what, three months ago and you didn't bother to mention it to me?" She was pissed. He stared right back and said, "yes, well, I believe you were the first one in this marriage to start doing things secretly."
That stung, and Joanna had to look away. "Yes, you're right," she said. "It's just--No, I see your point." She shook herself, tried to let go of her anger.
"Okay, so ... so we'll be living really close together. I can see that will be good for the kids. That was one of my biggest worries."
They talked for a long time, about custody and visits and privacy; even about dating and sleep-overs. In the end they settled tentatively on joint legal custody but with Amy and Will continuing to live mostly in the current house with Joanna. They'd visit freely with Michael at his house, and have bedrooms for whenever they wanted to stay over, but letting them have the stability of one primary home seemed like a good idea.
They went on to money--to pension plans and child support and alimony. Michael earned somewhat more than Joanna so he'd be paying something, but not a lot.
At the end of the conversation they talked about lawyers, and about keeping it civil and non-confrontational. Michael said, "I want to thank you, Jo. You're being really great about this; I was afraid of a fight."
Looking right at him she said, "I'm not going to contest this, Michael, if a divorce is what you really want. I'm not going to make it ugly, so we end up hating each other."
With a little smile she said, "and if my reasonable behavior gives you second thoughts at all, makes you wonder if you're really doing the right thing, that would be okay with me too!"
He smiled back at her. It was a nice moment.
****************************
Michael was behind Marina, pumping her vigorously on the bed, holding onto her hips. He was elated at his control. Doggie-style was his favorite, just thinking about it always got him excited, and to be doing it without coming instantly was thrilling.
Not to mention that Marina's pussy felt fantastic, and she was squirming her ass back against him in an unbelievably erotic way. He could feel her starting to pick it up, whispering at him to "fuck me harder," pushing back at him, acting like her own orgasm was coming.
He thrust harder and faster, joining his groans to her gasping voice, and in another minute they both came, practically at the same time, banging together frantically. He collapsed, pulling her gently over on her side, still spooned in behind her so that his dick stayed inside her. He glanced at the clock: 17 minutes.
They lay there relaxing, sweaty. Michael stroked and kissed Marina's neck and shoulders gently. He couldn't help it--he knew he was just a patient, a client, but he was so grateful to Marina, and fond of her too.
"Okay, okay baby," she murmured, pulling away from him. She rolled over and smiled. "Don't get too lovey-dovey on me--but that was pretty good, wasn't it?"
She grinned as she said, "you're making ME come these days, rather than me getting you to shoot whenever I want." In a teasing, sing-song voice she said, "some girl's gonna be awfully lucky...." They both laughed, and she climbed off the bed and went into the bathroom. Marina nearly always took a quick shower after sex, leaving Michael to do the same when she was finished.
When they were both dressed, she said, "I think you're just about done with me, Michael." She chuckled and said, "it's kind of ironic, my work--the more my clients make me feel good, the sooner I have to cut them loose!
"And honey, you have been making me feel really, really good lately."
Michael knew she was laying it on a bit thick, but he still liked it. And the fact was, he did seem to be pleasing her, consistently lasting long enough for her to reach her own orgasm if she wanted, pushing and twisting against him, moaning or talking to him.
More seriously, she said, "I actually think the next half-dozen appointments should be our last ones. We haven't done it cowgirl style, though I think you're not going to have any trouble with that one. And I want to review a few of the things we've talked about, okay?"
He nodded. "I don't know how I'm going to be able to thank you, Marina."
With a dead-pan expression he said, "would it be all right if I bought you a Mercedes?" He enjoyed her whoop of laughter, and laughed right along with her.



****************************
Elizabeth said, "from what you're telling me, it seems that things with Joanna are going very well."
"Amazingly so," he said. "I'm surprised, actually. She's made it clear she doesn't want a divorce, of course, but she's not fighting me. We've both got our lawyers keeping it very low-key, very civil, not letting them stir anything up.
"And the fact that my new house is right down the street is a big relief--there are so many fewer issues about Amy and Will, and how we'll handle that. We can be flexible about it, whenever either one of us needs to be away or anything.
"Joanna has even come over to help me with the house--looking at paint colors, talking with me about how to set up the kids' rooms. I know she wanted to see it, so she could imagine where they'd be when they were with me, but she's been really generous with advice about it.
He sat back, looking thoughtful. "What's amazing to me is that my anger at her is mostly gone. Ever since I told her I wanted a divorce, a lot of it just drained away.
"What I mostly feel is, I don't know, melancholy I guess--wistful. I remember the good parts of our marriage, all the stuff we did together, as a couple and with the kids. Even sex, or the good parts of it."
He looked at Elizabeth. "When I think about what she did--about her with that asshole Trevor--the anger is still there; but it doesn't tear at me so much anymore."
"And what do you think are the reasons for that?"
"Well, one is that I demanded the divorce--I decided what I wanted and took control of the situation. I'm not the poor cuckolded victim anymore.
"And, I guess--I see how unhappy Joanna is. That doesn't exactly make me happy, but ... at least it makes me feel like I'm not the only one whose life she ruined. She ruined her own, and it's killing her."
"And ... Marina?" Elizabeth asked.
He smiled and said, "oh yeah, she's made a HUGE difference. I'm not sure I really believed I could do it, you know? So many years of ... Anyway, I feel like a man again. Or maybe like a man for the first time ever, really. Knowing that I won't come in two minutes, like a damn teenager."
He leaned forward and said, "I can't even begin to say how grateful I am to you and her. When I came here I was--I don't know how to say it. Furious, of course. But lost. I was in a 20-foot deep hole and had no idea how to climb out of it.
"And now I'm ... well, I'll be divorced in a couple more months, but I'll still be seeing my kids, and living in a great house that will be just the way I want it, and ...
"And if I meet someone new, a new woman in my life, I won't have to be terrified that I'll never be able to satisfy her. I'll be nervous at first, I'm sure ... " He stopped, looking thoughtful.
"Nervous at first ..." she prompted him.
"But I think it'll be okay," he said, smiling. "Even if I come too soon the first time or something, I have the feeling I'll get it together after that."
"Good," she said. "And from what Marina tells me, I think you're right. She says you're really ready, she doesn't have any doubts at all."
"Can I--does it still make sense for me to keep coming to see you?"
"Of course, Michael," she said, smiling at him. "I think it does, especially since you're still in the middle of the divorce; but maybe cutting back to once every two weeks? I have the feeling that we won't need more than that, and we can always change it if necessary."
He shifted in his chair, and in a very different voice said, "I need to get your advice about something else, okay? Joanna ... she, uh, wants to have sex with me."
Elizabeth raised her eyebrows. "How do you know? Has she asked you directly?"
"Not yet--but she's been dressing very, uh, provocatively, and the way she looks at me ... I can tell she's putting it out there; and I wouldn't be surprised if one of these days she comes right out and suggests it.
"Part of me thinks it's a terrible idea, I mean we're getting a divorce, right? She cheated on me, I don't trust her, the marriage is over?
"But, I don't know--she's still a very sexy woman. It's kind of flattering that she wants to do it, and to tell the truth a part of me wants to show her what I can do, really knock her socks off."
"You've never told her about your work with Marina, right?"
"Right--and I don't intend to. That feels private to me--I'm not ashamed of it or anything, but it's something like 'you cheated on me, and you lost the right to know everything about my life.' "
He grinned. "Plus, I know that if I told her now, if she knew I'd overcome my PE once and for all, she'd probably feel even worse about what she did. About losing me.
"And believe it or not, I don't want to do that to her. I don't want to hurt her any further."
Elizabeth said, "won't she figure it out? I mean, if you have sex and you last for ... a long time? She's sure going to know something has changed."
"Yes, but she won't know what it is, and I don't plan to tell her. Let it be a mystery--somehow that seems less cruel than telling her the whole story."
Looking thoughtful, she said, "so ... back to the original question. What are your thoughts about having sex with Joanna again?"
"About 85% of me wants to. I like sex, I always used to love sex with her--except for my problem. It'll feel good. Maybe it'll even feel like I'm getting something back, some part of what she took away from me with her affair.
"The only downside is, I need to make sure she really understands that this doesn't mean we're getting back together. It's sex, not reconciliation. But I figure if I say that very clearly and very firmly, then I've done my duty, so to speak. And if she still fantasizes about some happy reunion, it's not my problem."
They talked about it some more. More than Michael realized, this would be about revenge--reminding Joanna of what she was losing. At least that's how Elizabeth saw it. But that wasn't a reason not to do it, if he wanted to. She couldn't see how it would be bad for Michael, and he was her patient. It might make Joanna feel a lot worse--but that was for Joanna to deal with.
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"You did WHAT?" Lucy spoke so loudly that people in all the surrounding tables turned their heads to look at them.
"Shh!" Joanna said, blushing. In a near-whisper she said, "I slept with Michael. Twice, in fact. A week ago and again last night. And it was amazing!"
"Details, babe!" Christine said. "Spill."
"Well, it was my idea. I've been ... pursuing him a little, actually. Things are going very smoothly with the divorce, I promised myself I'd behave like an adult for once. I owe him that. So no fighting over money or custody or anything. I've even been over to his house and given him advice about how to set it up for Amy and Will.
"But I've also been, well, horny! And part of me can't help thinking, God, we're getting along so well, we've loved each other a long time, maybe there's still some chance ..."
"Anyway, I dressed sexy for him a few times, when we were going to be meeting. And I know he noticed, but he didn't do anything about it. So last week I just propositioned him. The kids were in bed and I said, 'I can tell you like this outfit, Michael--wanna help me take it off?'
"And he looked at me for a long time. Then he said, 'sure!' I was thrilled. But first he gave me this long spiel about how this didn't mean we were getting back together or anything. It would be sex between two people who still cared for one another but who were getting divorced, understood?
"So of course I said yeah, and then we went and did it!" Her face looked a little dreamy, and Lucy and Christine glanced at one another and raised their eyebrows.
"It was ... well, it's like he's a different person. First of all, he lasted a long time. But even more than that, he was, I don't know, just different. Confident, relaxed. He took his time, got me really excited, and then when we did it he was ... in control."
Her eyes filled with tears. "What kills me is that it was every bit as good as with Trevor--better even, because I love Michael, it wasn't just sex. He made love to me, and I kept thinking ...."
She started to cry a little, and Lucy squeezed her hand. "I kept thinking, if only he could have been like this a year ago ..."
They talked some more, and Joanna dried her eyes. Lucy said, "are you going to keep on doing it?"
"I don't know. Both times he gave me the speech first, you know, 'we're not getting back together.' So I try not to get my hopes up. I've been telling myself, even if nothing comes of this it's still good sex, and you've been celibate for pretty much a year, so enjoy it while it lasts.
"I guess I think that once the divorce is really final it'll stop. Not because I want it to, but because Michael does. God help me, I suppose he'll start dating..."
****************************
The phone rang while Joanna was stirring a pot of soup. She checked the caller ID, picked up the phone and said, "hi Michael--how are they doing?"
"They're great! Amy is so excited she can't figure out what to do. She keeps running back and forth between her room and her new 'big-girl' bike in the driveway. She rides for about two minutes, then runs back inside to look at all the stars we put on the ceiling and the pictures of horses on the wall.
"And Will hasn't put down that big truck in hours. I've never seen him play with one toy for so long. So they're both doing fine."
He said, "thanks again for all this, Jo. Somehow they've both got the idea that having a mommy-house and a daddy-house will be fun and exciting, rather than a bad thing. Amy keeps saying she can hardly wait to get to school and tell all her friends that she can ride her bike from mommy's house to daddy's house all by herself."
Despite herself Joanna smiled. "I'm glad we managed it okay. And I have to say thank-you to you too. It was really fun that I could be there today, and watch them dash around the house and say 'wow' and 'cool!' and 'hey look at this!' "
They chatted another couple of minutes and got off the phone. Joanna poured out some soup into a bowl and sat in front of it, thinking.
"I've got to deal with this!" she said to herself. "It's really happening--we have two houses, we'll be divorced in three weeks, this is real! He's not coming back to you, Jo--get over it!"
She could have cried, but instead she wiped her eyes and ate her soup, glancing at the newspaper without much interest. She was really glad she'd be seeing Agnes the next day.
****************************
When she said, "I have a date," Michael was taken aback.
"Really? I mean, uh, sure--okay. Well, uh, I've got the kids Friday night anyway, so no problem. You want me to put them to bed here?"
They were sitting at his kitchen counter while the kids played in the living room. She could see he was startled, and it made her a tiny bit hopeful.
"I don't have to go, Michael. I'd cancel it in a minute if you asked me to."
"No no, I just--" He gathered his thoughts. "No, it's fine. I mean, we're divorced, of course guys would be asking you out. It just took me by surprise, is all." He couldn't help glancing again at her left hand, without the familiar rings.
She looked a little disappointed.
He almost said, "who's the guy?" but stopped himself. Thank God I didn't ask, he thought. They talked idly for a few more minutes before she and the kids headed back home.
Was he upset? Jealous? He thought about it for a long time, while the Reds game played silently on the TV. He didn't think so.
They'd stopped having sex when the divorce became official. His choice, not hers. Not that it hadn't been great--Michael's control was just what he had always hoped it would be, and he was certainly getting her off--but he had to start making his own life without her, including his own sex life. And it wasn't fair to her either--he knew that she still had hopes of a reconciliation, and he didn't want to string her along.
So did it bother him, Joanna dating? And, sooner or later, fucking somebody else? He laughed. She'd already done that, after all! And it had hurt one hell of a lot at the time. Now, it just felt like 'time to move on.' He was okay with it.
****************************
Michael had two idle thoughts in his head, besides trying to hold onto his umbrella as it blew around in the wind. One was about Betsy. He'd seen her for the third time the night before, and slept with her, and he didn't see much future there. She was perfectly nice but rather dull, and he could tell she wouldn't have the slightest interest in his kids.
The other thought was, it's my 17th anniversary. I've been divorced 17 weeks today. For some reason he found that he kept track of it.
He was coming down Third Street, thinking his idle thoughts and struggling with his umbrella, when he heard her--or saw her. He could never figure out, later, whether he saw her or heard her first.
A young woman was calling out, "help! Can somebody help me?" She was a slim woman of medium height, but he didn't have time to notice any more than that. She was standing next to the left rear door of a parked car, a blue Camry, quite soaked from the rain, and she appeared to be struggling with something. Dozens of passersby hurried past, paying her no attention, and the cars whizzed by her dangerously close.
Michael ran over and saw tears on her face. She had to be in her mid-twenties, and she was very pretty. He saw her skirt was caught in the door.
"Please! It's locked, and I can't get my skirt free!" She was in a panic. He reached for the driver's door and found it locked as well.
"Where are your keys?"
"I locked them in the car--I'm such an idiot!"
He glanced around and saw that the car's right front window was open a couple of inches. A car roared by, splashing them both, and she screamed. He raced to the other side of the car and slid his arm into the narrow opening, twisting awkwardly until he reached the door latch and pulled it up. Yanking the door open, he hit the unlock button, then came back around to open her door and free her skirt.
She was shivering--she looked terrified. He noticed she had a big cake box in her arms. Holding the umbrella over both of them, he took her by the arm and guided her gently to the sidewalk.
"Now," he said, "where are your keys? In the ignition?"
She shook her head. "No, I put them in my purse."
He opened the right front door again, picked up her purse, then pressed the lock button and slammed the door. "Okay, let's get you somewhere a little bit dryer."
Michael glanced around, then walked them twenty feet down and into the Metropolitan Diner, where they found a booth near the back. "Do you drink coffee?"
She nodded, and he gestured to the waitress and said, "two coffees." Then he ran to the men's room and returned with a big handful of paper towels.
"Here, you can dry yourself a little. Although I have to say, the drowned rat look works pretty well for you."
She managed a smile at his weak joke, and began wiping her face and hair with the towels. Michael sat back and looked at her--she was extraordinarily pretty. Her dark hair framed a delicate face, with high cheekbones and an unusually beautiful complexion. He wasn't sure he'd ever seen such lovely skin. She had deep brown eyes, which at the moment looked troubled and upset.
The waitress brought their coffees and they sipped for a minute in silence.
"Thank you so much for--"
"I hope you--"
They both stopped, startled, and then laughed together. "You first," Michael said with a smile.
"I wanted to thank you for getting me loose--I'm afraid I lost it a little out there. The rain, the cars racing by, I had this stupid cake in my arms--I kind of freaked out."
"My pleasure," Michael said. "Are you feeling a little better now?"
She nodded. "I'm Teresa, by the way."
"Michael." They shook hands, smiling. He said, "if you're not in a huge hurry, about how if we get a sandwich or something? We're already both sitting here, and it will give us a chance to dry out a little."
Over sandwiches and more coffee they talked for nearly an hour. Teresa was an ER nurse at St. Dominick's Hospital, where she'd worked since getting her nursing degree at Brown Mackie College. She was the younger of two sisters and lived with her mother in an apartment not far from the hospital. She'd grown up in southern Ohio and had never traveled further than New York (with a high school class), though she was eager to visit Europe one day.
In response to Teresa's questions Michael told her that he was a plant supervisor in a manufacturing company, recently divorced, with two fantastic children. He pulled out Amy and Will's pictures from his wallet and was delighted to see her eager interest. She made him tell her all about each of his kids, and laughed along with him at the stories.
Michael found her enchanting--he couldn't help comparing the pleasure he felt in her company to the relative dullness of Betsy, his recent date. He almost hated to see the waitress bring their check, especially when Teresa glanced at the wall clock and said, "oh my goodness, I really have to get going."
Gesturing at the cake box she said, "this is for a surprise birthday party for a nurse in the ER this afternoon--I've really got to get over there."
Determined not to miss his opportunity he said, "Teresa, I wonder if--well, uh--would it be-- Would you like to have dinner with me, maybe Friday night?"
Smiling, she said, "how can I say no to my rescuer? But there are two things..."
He looked expectant. "First, my friends all call me Teri."
"Teri, then."
"And second, I'm afraid I need to take my mother to her bingo night on Friday. She hasn't missed more than two of them in the last five years. So would Saturday be all right with you?"
They made the date, he got Teri's address and phone number, and he walked her back to her car, holding the door open for her. It had stopped raining, and he lingered just a moment as she put her seatbelt on and got her key into the ignition.
"Thank you, Michael." She smiled up at him, and reached to take his hand. "You were my knight in shining armor--I've never had one of those before!"
"Well, I've never had the chance to rescue a princess before either, so we're even!" He was afraid it sounded hopelessly corny, but she squeezed his hand and smiled some more at him before backing out of the space and heading off towards the hospital.
Michael walked for 15 minutes, his head filled with thoughts of Teri, before he realized that he'd entirely forgotten the errand that had brought him downtown in the first place. Grinning to himself, he turned around and headed back the way he came.
****************************
"Yes, I guess it's flattering, but it's also pretty awful." Joanna looked unhappily over at Agnes, who waited patiently for her to continue.
"I mean sure, I like it that men notice me, that they're interested." No fewer than four men at work had asked her out in the weeks since the divorce, when she'd finally had to take off her wedding band. Not to mention two more guys who were divorced fathers of some of Amy's school friends.
"So I've been out on, I guess five dates, with three different guys. And there's not a single one of them I feel any spark with--no one I particularly care if I see ever again, let alone try to have a relationship with.
"And as much as I miss sex, I never even considered doing it with any of them."
Agnes raised an eyebrow.
Joanna shrugged. "When I thought about it--you know, sitting at dinner with them or whatever, I ... I realized I'd rather just go home to my vibrator." She laughed, a little embarrassed, but said, "it's true.
"I miss sex with Michael, rather than just sex in general. Those last few weeks before the divorce, he was so terrific! It was incredible, Agnes--his stamina problem was completely gone, he was relaxed and powerful and the sex was just wonderful!"
Tears came to her eyes. "I have no idea why--maybe it was because he knew he was dumping me and he just didn't care anymore. But he was never cold or mean. I kept thinking that it meant something, all this great sex, that he wouldn't really go through with the divorce."
Dabbing at her eyes she said, "I'm sorry. I know we've been over this before. I just kept hoping .... Because, you know, what got us into trouble was his PE problem, and--"
Agnes interrupted her. "Is that really right, Joanna?"
"No," she replied quietly, looking down. "No, that's not right. What got us into trouble was me cheating on him.
"And I guess that ... that even though we were having sex again, it didn't mean he'd forgiven me. As much as I hoped ..."
****************************
"Michael, do you feel as though it's time for us to set a date to stop meeting?"
He looked thoughtful, then nodded. "I feel a tiny bit nervous about it, but yeah, I do."
Elizabeth said, "I would suggest maybe four more sessions, every other week the way we've been doing. Sometimes things come up in the last few sessions when a patient knows he's going to be stopping, and it's nice to leave a little time for that."
Michael said, "that's fine;" and then, "can I ask how you know I'm ready?"
She smiled. "Well, over the past year or so you've been through a lot, and we've talked about some difficult issues, things in your life that have caused you a lot of pain.
"But what have you spent the last two sessions talking about?"
He thought a minute. "Well, last time it was a little about how Amy and Will are doing with the whole 'divorced parents, two-house thing'; but mostly it was stuff about work, I guess."
"Right--nothing about Joanna, no bitterness about her betrayal, no regrets about the divorce, nothing like that. And what have you spent the last half-hour talking about today?"
He grinned and said, "the beautiful new woman in my life. How even though I've only seen Teri twice, I have this amazing feeling that I could easily spend the rest of my life with her."
Startled, Elizabeth leaned forward and said, "Teri? Her name is Teri?"
"Yes, why?"
Elizabeth composed herself. Calmly she said, "it was just that you hadn't mentioned her name. You just told me about this beautiful nurse, how you rescued her last week in the rain, and how much fun you had taking her out last weekend.
"Anyway, my real point is that you seem to be moving on, Michael, very successfully. Looking forward, feeling and behaving like a man who isn't carrying around a load of pain that still needs to be dealt with. That's why I suggested you're ready for us to stop meeting."
They talked a few more minutes about this and that; and Elizabeth focused on their conversation as best she could, though her mind was busily revolving around the question of Teri. There couldn't be two ER nurses at St. Dominick's with that name, could there? Who were slim and lovely and dark-haired?
****************************
As Marina sat back, watching, Elizabeth closed the last of the folders and put it on the pile. She smiled at her colleague, and said, "everything looks great, Marina--as always."
Marina said, "I don't know whether this is just a good group of clients, or whether, pardon the modesty, I've gotten to be pretty damn good at what I do. But I see steady progress with all of them. Ralph is still struggling emotionally, but even with him I'm optimistic."
"I agree. His wife leaving hit him really hard, and my reading is that his self-esteem was low even before that. But I think he's coming along okay."
Elizabeth looked thoughtful; then she said, "since we're done with all the cases for today, Marina, can we talk for a minute about something else?"
"Sure--what's on your mind?"
"Tell me, how is your sister doing these days?"
Marina smiled. "She's wonderful! I actually talked to her just two days ago--there's a new man in her life, and she sounds like she's head over heels. He's cute, he's sensitive, he's caring, they can talk about everything." She chuckled. "If you believe her he's even a terrific kisser.
"I am just so happy for her, Liz. Since that asshole Jake broke her heart she's been so cautious about men--skittish, really. This is the first time in a couple of years she seems ready to open up to someone."
"Did she tell you her new guy's name, and what he does?"
"All I know is his name is Michael; he's recently divorced, and has a couple of young kids he's ...." Marina stopped suddenly, staring at Elizabeth.
"Oh my God, Liz--it's not..."
"I think it is, Marina. At his last session Michael went on and on about a beautiful ER nurse named Teri who works at St. Dominick's. You can see why I needed to talk to you about this."
The women sat looking at one another. Finally Marina said, "well, what the hell do we do about it?"
"Believe me, it's practically all I've been thinking about."
Elizabeth leaned forward. "First, you and I are both bound absolutely by confidentiality. We cannot speak to anyone about Michael's treatment, or even acknowledge that we treated him. So the only person who can ever tell Teri that Michael was your patient is Michael."
"Agreed--I can see that." Marina was nodding, thinking. "And neither of them knows anything about the connection?"
"Well, I assume that Teri doesn't--why would she?
"And Michael clearly doesn't know either, because it didn't come up at all in our session. But he's going to figure it out, Marina. If he keeps dating Teri she'll tell him all about her big sister, or even bring him over to meet you.
"I can hardly imagine the look on his face at that moment!" She chuckled a little; then said, more seriously, "but I don't want him to be blindsided that way.
"What I think would be best is for us to tell him, and to discuss with him how he wants to handle it."
"Jesus..." Marina said. "Poor guy."
She said, "you know, I've always liked Michael. I like most of the men I've worked with, but him in particular. He's kind and thoughtful, considerate of other people. I think he'd be great for Teri.



"I only hope this doesn't screw up their relationship."
Elizabeth nodded. She had the same hope, and the same worries.
****************************
As Michael came back out into the backyard, carrying four drinks on a tray, he watched Teri kicking the soccer ball with Amy and Will. Their level of skill was pretty comical; especially the little boy, who missed the ball or fell on his butt at least 50% of the time. Amy was not bad, however--her season on a kiddie soccer team had already given her a few skills--and Teri was smiling and patient as she retrieved each errant kick.
Michael had never been so happy in his life--he thought his heart might burst. The night before had been his sixth date with Teri, and it had ended with her spending the night in his bedroom, where they'd passionately made love for the first time.
Undressing her, then holding her in his arms was more exciting than anything Michael could remember--even his honeymoon with Joanna. And Teri gave herself to him with an eagerness that surprised and delighted him. The first time they did it she pushed her hips up at him and buried her tongue in his mouth with a kind of desperation, arousing him so much that he didn't last more than five minutes or so.
But he didn't care, because it had been so wild and because Teri was obviously so happy. As they relaxed afterwards she twined her body around his, kissing his cheek and his neck, making happy little murmurs.
Twenty minutes after that he'd gone to the kitchen and returned with cheese and crackers and two more glasses of wine. Twenty minutes after that, Teri was up on her knees, caressing and then sucking his dick until it pointed proudly up at the ceiling. And she then proceeded to climb on top of him and ride him energetically, almost frantically, until she came hard with a loud scream and he responded with his second intense orgasm of the night.
When they were finally calm and quiet again, snuggled up in bed drifting towards sleep, she said, "that was so wonderful, Michael--thank you."
Surprised and pleased he said, "Teri, my God, I should be thanking you. Tonight has been just fantastic!" He held her close, kissing the top of her head.
"I was so nervous tonight," she went on. "I mean, I really wanted to ... to do what we just did," she added, giggling. "But I was afraid you might think--"
She sat up suddenly, looking at him. "I can be, uh, kind of a freak in bed, when I get going, and I thought you might--"
"You mean it gets even wilder than this?" He laughed, pulling her down to him and kissing her over and over. "Teri, that was so exciting!"
"For me too, Michael. But ... but sometimes I know I can get a little carried away, you know, loud and everything. I didn't want to scare you off."
Quietly he said, "you are the most beautiful, the most exciting, the most ... everything woman I have ever known. And there's no way you're going to scare me off, not even with a shotgun."
He almost said, "because I love you," but bit his tongue. Not too soon, he thought--don't scare her away. Instead he said, "and I intend to prove it to you again, first thing in the morning--unless you'd rather have breakfast first."
"Breakfast first, then you for dessert," she said, smiling; and with that they went happily to sleep.
Now, watching her play with Amy and Will, he was even more certain about how he felt. The kids had taken to her from the moment he'd first introduced his "friend Teri" the previous weekend, when they'd gone to McDonalds for lunch. Now they were behaving as though they'd known her for years. From the moment they'd come down the street and into the house it was "where's Teri?" and "can we play with Teri?" and "Teri, would you come play soccer with us?"
He called out, "time for a break!" and they all ran over, shouting and laughing. They sat together and had their sodas, and then the two kids ran back to the yard and resumed kicking the ball around.
"They are adorable." Teri was smiling broadly, her face shining. Michael leaned forward and discreetly gave her a quick kiss, making sure the kids weren't watching you.
"They're crazy about you," he said, "you're just a natural with them."
"Oh, I've always loved kids. I did a ton of babysitting in high school, and even once in a while in college, for a professor's family. But sometimes kids can be real brats--yours are terrific, Michael."
He laughed and said, "oh, give them time--they can be brats too!"
A couple of hours later, after they'd walked the kids back to Joanna's house, Michael drove Teri home. Outside the door to her apartment building he took her hand and said, "thank you, Teri. This has been one of the best dates of my life."
She kissed him. "Me too. But I better get inside so my mother doesn't worry that I've been abducted by aliens. When I called her last night to say I was staying over with you, she didn't seem too surprised--just told me to have a good time! Still, I think she'll be glad to see me."
They talked for a minute about the coming week and made plans to get together, before parting with a couple more lingering kisses.
****************************
Agnes said, "do you think you were a little unfair to him, letting him have it like that over the phone?"
"Yes, I realized that afterwards," Joanna said. "But I was so upset! What was I to think? The kids come in the door and Amy starts going on about 'daddy's friend Teri' and how nice she was, how good she was at soccer, how much fun they all had.
"I told that you Michael and I had agreed to be real careful about who we introduced to the kids, not just expose them to whoever we might be dating. So after they were in bed I called him up and .... Well, I was angry."
"What did he say?" Agnes asked.
"He waited for me to calm down a little, and then he said, 'listen, Jo--I remember our deal. Teri is the only new person I've ever introduced to Will and Amy. She's not just a casual date, she's somebody special; and I expect to be seeing a lot more of her.'
"Well, THAT shut me down! I didn't really know what to say, so I just sort of said, 'well, okay' and got off the phone."
She looked unhappily at Agnes. "All this time, I've been sort of thinking--or hoping, anyway--that he was going through what I was going through. You know, dating some people but not really finding anyone interesting. And maybe beginning to wonder whether the person you used to be married to might be the right one after all. But now...." She stopped, gazing out the window.
"Now I guess I really have to face it, the fact that I might lose him." She stood up and paced around the room.
"That sounds idiotic, doesn't it? I mean, Michael divorced me, five months ago! But I guess I thought that as long as he hadn't found someone else ...." She stopped, not bothering to finish the sentence.
****************************
Michael was stunned. Literally frozen in his chair, unaware that his mouth was hanging open.
He'd been surprised, but not unpleasantly, when he came into Elizabeth's office and found Marina there as well. They said hello and hugged one another warmly. It had been several months since they'd stopped working together.
"Michael, Marina's here today because we need to talk to you about something."
"Okay, sure ..." he said, not particularly concerned.
Leaning forward, looking carefully at him, Elizabeth said, "you know that Marina has a younger sister; but you don't seem to know that that her sister is Teresa Giordano."
What ensued was a shocked, tense silence.
Finally, very slowly, Michael began to feel his brain working, however creakily. He said, "but ... Marina's last name is--"
"Sultis, yes," she said. "I kept my ex-husband's name, Michael. My maiden name is Giordano."
More silence. The women waited.
"Okay, then, so ... she ... oh, Jesus."
He suddenly looked hard at the two women. "Does Teri know? Did either of you--"
"No, Michael." Elizabeth smiled at him. "Absolutely not. We are both completely bound by confidentiality. Neither of us would ever breathe a word to her about your treatment, or even that we know you."
Reassured but still shaken, he nodded a little and sat back in his chair. They could see him processing it, a bit at a time.
When she thought he was ready Elizabeth said, "frankly, Michael, if you and Teri had just been casually dating it wouldn't be a big deal at all. We still would have told you, just to avoid an awkward surprise if you ever met Marina, but ..."
"But since things between you and Teri seem to be getting serious--"
"I was going to ask her to marry me," he said, and both women looked shocked.
"I know it's kind of soon, and I wasn't going to do it for a couple more months at least. I mean, I know I'm just seven months past a divorce, and I've only known Teri for three months or so. But I love her. I love her a lot, and I've seen how much she and the kids enjoy one another.
"She's beautiful and loving and sexy and she ..." He broke off. "Christ, this is one hell of a mess, isn't it?"
Marina stood up and said, "I'll let you guys have the rest of your session together. Michael, I'm so sorry about this. For what it's worth, I think you're great for Teri--I've never seen her happier. Don't give up on her, okay?"
She kissed him on the cheek. "If I get a vote, I'll be dancing at your wedding!" She smiled and left the room.
After some more time in silent thought, Michael said, "well--we ... I mean, Jesus, Elizabeth, what the hell do I do now?"
"Broadly speaking there are two possibilities, Michael--you can let her know, or not let her know. I see two potential difficulties if you tell Teri: first, that will mean revealing to her that you used to have a PE problem. She--"
"That wouldn't bother me a bit," he said, brushing it away with a gesture. He smiled and said, "I can report to you that I don't have a PE problem any more, so I don't mind Teri knowing that I used to have one. In fact, I've thought from time to time about mentioning it to her."
"Okay," Elizabeth said. "Well, the other difficulty is that Teri obviously might find it upsetting that her ... that the man in her life has had sex repeatedly with her older sister, even in a therapeutic rather than any sort of romantic context."
"That's the biggie," he agreed, nodding. "I have no idea how she'd react--whether she'd feel jealous or just creeped-out, or simply decide she couldn't possibly see me ever again."
He thought some more. "And if I don't tell her?"
"Then it would be your and Marina's secret--for the rest of your lives, if you and Teri actually got married.
"And there's no way Marina or I would ever reveal that secret, but you'd have to consider how comfortable you'd feel keeping it from the woman you love. Would that trouble you?
"Further, if she ever DID find out, however unlikely that is, would the fact that you hadn't told her upfront about it cause an even larger problem between you?"
They talked about it for the rest of the session, and scheduled an extra session the following day to discuss it some more. Michael kept coming back to, "well, what do you think I should do?" Elizabeth's response was, "how do you feel about it? What course of action seems the best to you?"
"Typical therapist!" he shot at her at one point, with a smile--to which she smiled back and stuck out her tongue at him.
****************************
They'd gone for a long walk around the reservoir, and were now sitting comfortably together on a park bench in the shade. It had been a wonderful date, beginning the previous evening with dinner and a little dancing, then a hot night of love-making in Michael's bed.
Every time they made love together he was more and more entranced by Teri's uninhibited eagerness, the happy intensity with which she shared her beautiful body with him. She was much more familiar with ass-play than he was, and had taught him to use his middle finger in her anus to heighten her pleasure as she was climaxing. The first time she returned the favor he nearly jumped out of the bed, but he had come to understand how arousing it could be.
That morning she'd sneaked into the kitchen early to make breakfast, then brought it back to the bedroom where they'd giggled as they fed each other scrambled eggs and bacon and toast with their fingers. Then it was time to make love again, followed by a long shower together, then their walk.
Michael bit his lip. He hated that he had to do this, but there was no way around it. He kissed her and said, "Teri, I need to talk to you about something. Something that might upset you."
"Okay, honey." She looked concerned but not upset. "You're not sick or anything, are you? Or the kids?"
"No no, nothing like that. Listen: I, uh, back when I was married I used to--well, I had a problem with premature ejaculation."
She laughed and hugged him. "Well, you don't have one anymore, baby, that's for sure!" She laughed again. "You turn me inside-out, Michael, and that's--"
"Teri, wait." He looked serious. "That's not ... what I mean to say is, the way I got rid of the problem was to work with a surrogate. A sexual surrogate."
"You mean you ... wait. No--no, wait, you didn't ..." She stood up suddenly and backed away from him a couple of steps, staring at him, her hand covering her mouth.
"You and ... my sister? Marina? You--you're having sex with my SISTER??"
"Teri, no, it's all over now, it ended months ago. But yes, I did ... she was the surrogate I worked with, and we ... had sex together.
"Please, honey, just sit down--let me tell you about it." Looking deeply shocked, Teri allowed him to guide her back down to the bench.
Michael told her: the therapy, working with both Elizabeth and Marina; the practice exercises; and the sex, beginning with masturbation and progressing to oral sex and actual intercourse. She listened numbly, without much expression.
"I'm very grateful to your sister, Teri," he concluded. "She helped me with something I'd been struggling with my whole life. But it was never anything romantic--it was therapist and patient. And it's been over for months. It stopped long before we--before I ever met you."
Teri sat, looking at nothing, while he watched her and worried. Nothing else I can do about it now, he thought. Finally she said, "Michael this is ... it's a lot to absorb, a lot to think about. I guess I'd like you to take me home please."
They drove in silence, and at her apartment building she said, "please--Michael, please give me some time with this, okay? I really care for you, but ...
"But I am just having a lot of trouble dealing with this right now." She squeezed his hand sadly and went inside, leaving him on the front step with a boatload full of worries.
****************************
Marina checked the peephole, then opened her door and there was Teri storming in and yelling, "how COULD you?" before breaking into tears and hugging her sister tightly.
Marina led her to the couch, said, "sit!" and went to get two cups of coffee. She made Teri drink some and waited for her to calm down a little.
"So Michael told you," she said finally. Teri nodded, and Marina said, "I figured he would. He really loves you, Ter--too much to be able to keep any secrets from you."
Teri didn't seem ready to speak, so Marina continued. "Listen, honey. Michael was my client and my friend. I helped him with a problem, the way a therapist does. We weren't lovers, we didn't have a romance.
"If I'd been his tennis instructor, or his massage therapist to rehabilitate an injury to his spine, this would be no big deal, right?" Teri nodded, looking morose.
"Okay, then. This was no different. I know society sees it differently, but it's not."
She waited, knowing her sister well enough to anticipate the outburst that was coming. One of the ways Teri processed things was emotionally--she yelled, she cried, and then (usually) she felt better.
Teri stared across the room gloomily. Then suddenly: "But you fucked him! You fucked him, or he fucked you, or ...
"And you--you probably sucked him off too, right? My Michael had his dick in your mouth and you swallowed his come? What am I supposed to do about that, Marina--how do I get that picture out of my head? My big sister slurping on my husband's dick? Or his tongue in your pussy, and you squirming around--"
"Husband?" Marina raised her eyebrows, and Teri blushed bright red.
"Oh, I didn't ... well, I guess--" She looked incredibly sheepish. "I mean, he hasn't asked me or anything, but I sort of figured ...."
"You figured he was going to be asking sometime soon, right?" Marina was grinning. Teri nodded without looking up.
"Do you love him?"
She nodded again. "I've never felt like this about anyone."
"Okay then," Marina said, thinking, We need to work this through. We need to get it all out, let her have her outburst of anger and jealousy or whatever it is.
She said, "Teri, I've never told you much about my work, I mean what I actually do with clients, so I'm going to tell you now. Not a word about me and Michael, because that's confidential, but about what I typically do in helping a man with a PE problem.
"And you're going to listen and ask whatever questions you want. And if you want to scream and yell, go ahead--I can handle it. I just want to say two things first.
"One is that neither you nor Michael were virgins when you met. He'd been married for a long time, and you certainly had boyfriends in the past, and your own interesting sex-life, right? So neither of you should be bothered by what happened before--it's past, it's over with.
"And second: I never kiss any of my clients on the lips, ever. I'm not their girlfriend, I'm their therapist. My relationship with them is friendly but professional.
"Now--are you ready to listen?"
The sisters talked for more than two hours. Marina told her all about her practice, and about the work she did with men. Teri heard every bit of it, from the masturbation exercises men did alone through mutual masturbation, oral sex, and intercourse in various positions.
Teri mostly just listened, though at one point she burst out, "My God, Marina, how can you do all that with different guys? Like it's a job or something, all in a day's work? Don't you feel like a whore?"
"No baby, I don't. I feel like a therapist who's helping men with problems that have tormented them with years--and I feel just great when I see them get better, when their confidence returns and they walk out of my office ready to take on the world. I feel like a doctor who's saved somebody's life!
"Plus," she added with a mischievous smile, "I like sex, and I get to have a lot of it. You'd probably like that part of my job too!"
She laughed and ducked as Teri grabbed a sofa pillow and began whacking her with it.
At the end of their conversation Marina got up and made some sandwiches, and the sisters sat and ate them in silence. Marina had been sure that their talk would ease Teri's mind, but she could see that her sister was still troubled.
"Honey, why is this still eating at you? You know he adores you, right? And that he'd never even seen you, back when he and I were working together?"
Teri nodded, then suddenly shouted, "I know, I KNOW all that, okay? I don't know why I'm still upset, I just AM!
"You can tell me that all those weeks of you rolling around on a bed with Michael shouldn't matter to me, but it does--it makes me crazy! And I don't have any idea what the hell to do about it!"
She jumped up and, grabbing her handbag, headed for the door. And before Marina had time to say, "Teri, remember how much he loves you," she was gone.
****************************
Michael didn't think it was possible to feel this way--this empty. He hadn't seen or spoken to Teri in three weeks. Several calls had gone unanswered, and then after about five days he'd come home to a short message on his machine.



"Michael, it's me, Teri. Please don't call me anymore right now, okay? Give me some time to figure all this out. I miss you too, but I--I don't know if I can handle this, and I need some time. I promise I'll call again when I'm ready."
He'd honored her request, though it was making him crazy. He went to work, came home, saw the children whenever he could. He even made an appointment to go see Elizabeth, whose advice was "be patient, give her time."
Shit--that's what he was doing; what goddam choice did he have? But it sure pissed him off, being blamed for something totally innocent! For Chrissakes, he hadn't even MET Teri when he worked with Marina! Didn't she ....
His thoughts went around and around in his head, aimlessly and pointlessly. He finished his beer, tossed the can into the recycling bin and went up to bed.
Michael was just drifting off to sleep when the doorbell rang. He sat up, glancing at the clock: 11:20. Could it be ...?
He dashed downstairs in his boxer shorts and looked out through the glass panel on the door. A dark figure stood on the porch. He threw open the door but before he could say, "Teri?" a woman flung herself into his arms.
"Michael I'm sorry but I miss you so much!" she cried, twining herself around him. "My life is just empty!" She dropped her coat, revealing that all she was wearing was a thin nightie, and pressed herself hard against him, kissing him fiercely.
"What the ...! Jo?!" After a momentary response to her warm body against him, Michael pulled back, holding her at arm's length.
"Baby, please! Just for tonight! Just one more time!" She reached out again to pull him into her arms, to press her breasts and body against him.
"Jo, no!" He held her by the arms and steered her into the living room, guiding her down onto the sofa. "Sit!" he said, and took a chair across from her.
"Now--what's going on?"
"Michael, I--I know I screwed everything up, but ... can't we try again? I love you so much, and we have the kids, and ..." She lost the thread of her words a little, and he realized that she must be a little drunk. He could smell the alcohol on her breath.
Sighing, he took both her hands in his. "Jo, we're divorced, and we are not going to get back together. I'm sorry. We will always share Amy and Will, but that's it. You need to make a new life for yourself."
Almost frantically she said, "but baby could you just ... take me, just tonight? I'm so desperate to feel you inside me one more time..."
He realized he had an erection. Joanna's breasts showed clearly through her nightie, and the tears on her face somehow turned him on too. It would be so easy to just take her into his bedroom, to relieve the sexual tension he'd been feeling for weeks ....
Forcing himself to get up, he turned away and went to the kitchen, returning with a glass of cold water. "Drink some of this," he commanded, handing Joanna the glass. He sat down again, further away from her this time.
"Jo," he said, "you have to go home. We can't do this. We're divorced and I'm in love with someone else."
"Is it that ... Teri?" He nodded, and she began to cry again. "But baby, I always thought ..." She sobbed, not bothering to finish the sentence.
"Jo, did you leave the kids at home alone?"
She nodded. "Yes, but they're fine--they were both fast asleep."
Grimacing, Michael ran into the bedroom and quickly put on jeans, a T-shirt and sandals. Returning, he got Joanna to her feet and said, "c'mon, Jo, I'm taking you home."
She continued to cry, but made no effort to resist him as he walked her back down the street to her house--to what used to be the home they shared.
Ten minutes later, Joanna was alone in her bed, snoring, and Michael was back in his own house. He shook his head as he climbed into bed. Not quite the late-night surprise he'd been hoping for ....
****************************
5:30 on a Thursday afternoon and they were sitting at a small table in a noisy, crowded Starbucks four blocks from the hospital. This is what Teri wanted, and he hadn't dared to suggest something different.
Teri stared down into her caramel latte; she'd hardly looked at him since they'd sat down together. This was NOT good. Michael sipped his own coffee without tasting it.
"Michael, I've been--it's been ... just hard, I guess."
She looked up now, into his face. "I've tried so hard to be logical about this. Yes, we both had sexual lives before we met--there's no reason to be bothered about that. Yes, you stopped seeing Marina before you and I ever knew each other. Yes, it was a professional relationship, nothing romantic about it.
"But it's ... I'm just not that logical a person, I guess, not about this. I keep seeing you with her, on top of her, or thrusting into her from behind ..." Her voice had dropped to a whisper, and he had to lean far forward to hear her.
"And it's not just some anonymous woman, it's my big sister, the person I've looked up to and admired for so long! And she's so sexy ...
"And she's making you come, and you're making her come--the two of you fucking each other wildly, crying and shouting ..." She stopped talking, and tears appeared on her cheeks.
"Let's take a walk," Michael said. He stood up and offered her his hand. After a long moment, she took it, and they left the shop together.
They walked in silence for seven blocks, all the way to the park south of Main St. where he found them an empty bench across from the duck pond. There were a handful of small children playing, under the watchful eyes of their parents, tossing rocks into the pond or chasing the pigeons around.
Michael wasn't sure what to say, so he figured silence was still the best strategy. The next hour figured to be crucial, one way or the other.
"Was it better? With her?"
He was startled for a moment. "No, Teri, not at all. Of course not!"
"But she's a professional, she knows all the tricks..."
"Listen," he said. Time to proceed carefully. "Marina saved my life, okay? Before her, I'd never had intercourse for more than about two minutes in my whole life. My confidence was zero--especially after Joanna went out and cheated on me.
"Marina worked with me, she taught me. The happiness I felt when I was able to last for 15 minutes for the first time, you have no idea what that was like.
"And of course the sex felt good--it always feels good. But it's nothing to what you and I have. It was physical pleasure, like a good massage.
"With you, it's ... everything, it's love and sharing and closeness. And you are so exciting, Teri! The way you touch me, the way you move, the way you sound, it's ..."
He stopped. He found himself getting a hard-on, which didn't quite seem right for this situation.
"I've never been with anyone who makes me feel the way you do." He left it at that, hoping it would be enough. They sat for another long period in silence, her staring out moodily across the lake, him discreetly watching her face.
"Walk with me some more." She jumped up suddenly and he hurried to follow. They walked twice around the lake, slowly. He didn't dare to speak.
"Can we go back to your place?" she said.
"Of course--come on. I'll make us some dinner."
When they got there Teri lay down on the couch in the living room while he cooked some spaghetti and threw a salad together. When the food was ready he poked his head into the room; he could see she'd fallen asleep.
"C'mon, honey, dinner's ready," he said gently, helping her to her feet. She went to use the bathroom and wash up, and they ate together silently. Michael was worried and watchful. Keeping his mouth shut still seemed like the right choice.
When they were finished Michael stood up and cleared the table. He noticed that Teri hadn't eaten very much. When he returned she was crying.
She said, "I can't stand this! Every time I look at you I see you with her! I can't get the pictures out of my mind--all the positions, the two of you all over each other, going wild. Your cock in her mouth, you shouting as you come down her throat ...
"And I tell myself 'well, that's it--this isn't going to work, with him. You need to find someone else, where there won't be this ... this past to deal with.'
"But I love you, Michael! I love you and I can't even imagine letting you go, going back to my life and not seeing you anymore ... I can't do it!"
She was crying hard, her face in her hands. He picked her up without resistance and carried her to the bedroom. Putting her down gently on the bed he took her in his arms, kissing her, murmuring to her as he held her.
She began kissing him back, hard, and then pulling at his shirt. In a few moments they were tearing each other's clothes off, and then she yanked him on top of her, between her legs. He tried to go slow, to caress her, but she said, "no--I want you now!"
She grabbed his cock and pulled him to her cunt, pushing him in with a hand on his ass. She was surprisingly wet, and they both groaned as he slid smoothly all the way in, his hips pressing against her spread thighs.
They fucked hard and fast, no subtlety. She clung to him like a drowning woman, and as her orgasm approached she wrapped her legs tightly around his ass and squeezed him into her frantically.
"Oh God, oh, Michael, yes!" She came, digging her nails into his shoulders, and he roared as he came into her a moment later.
They collapsed together; and when he moved to roll off to the side she said, "no no, stay there." She held him tightly on top of her for a long time. Finally she shifted a little and he moved next to her, turning sideways to hold her in his arms.
He wanted to say, "are you okay?" but he kept his mouth shut. Finally, she turned her head to him and said, "thank you, Michael."
"I love you, Teri."
After about a half hour he got her up and they took a quiet shower together, washing each other but gently, no laughing or horseplay. Then they dried each other and he took her back to bed, where he loved her for a long time.
She held his head while he licked and nipped and caressed her breasts, and then slid down to lick and suck on her pussy. He sucked her clit and slid two fingers inside her, his other hand twisting a nipple gently, until she cried out and came. Then she said, "oh, baby," in a breathy voice, and pulled him up to her.
They fucked then, in the missionary position again but slowly, lovingly, their eyes open to one another. Michael felt the joy of being in control, but most of all he felt the closeness to this amazing woman and the incredible gift of her openness to him.
When he finally came, stroking steadily into her until his come jetted out of him, they kissed and snuggled for a few minutes, then fell asleep.
****************************
Michael woke up at 6:55 and turned the alarm off before it rang. He knew Teri's shift didn't start until noon that day. He slipped downstairs to make the coffee and start on breakfast.
He'd hoped to bring her breakfast in bed, but as he was taking the eggs off the stove she walked into the kitchen, looking unbearably adorable with her sleepy eyes and her mussed-up hair. She was wearing his shirt from the night before, which just managed to conceal her pussy.
She smilingly approached and gave him a long kiss, then gratefully accepted a cup of coffee. They ate together, holding hands, not saying much--both of them very very happy.
She said, "last night was wonderful, Michael--thank you!"
Very carefully he said, "you know, that was all you and me. Marina's not in bed with us--not in my head, not anywhere."
"I know. It's still gonna bother me, sometimes--but I'm just going to have to deal with it." She smiled. "Because I'm not letting you go."
"And I'm not going to let you get away," he said. He stood up and reached for something up on top of a cabinet. Coming back to the table, he knelt down in front of her and opened up his hand. There was a little square box, which he popped open to show her a ring with two beautifully matched small diamonds.
She gasped, and he said, "Teresa, will you marry me?"
There were tears in her eyes but the smile on her face was the brightest one he'd ever seen.



        

  
    Ari Ch. 02
  
  Ari Ch. 02

        She would do anything to make it up to him. 

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

Title: Ari Ch. 02

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: She would do anything to make it up to him. 

Tags: adultery, divorce, corporate whore, cheating wife, reconciliation?

Series: Ari


[Author's Note: This is a sequel to "Ari", one of my favorite stories by Just Plain Bob, a story that stayed with me long after I first read it. Like a number of his shorter stories, it builds the bomb, lights the fuse and sets off the explosion, but without going on to show what happens after the dust settles.
I am deeply grateful to JPB for giving me his permission to post my own continuation, which will have two parts. If you hate what I've written, be sure to blame me and not JPB.]
Shit. Shit, shit, shit. He wouldn't stop and he wouldn't listen to me. I was crying, calling after him, begging for him to wait and let me explain. But he didn't even look back, he just strode off towards his car. Out of my life.
I cried for a solid hour, wept like I'd never wept before in my life—even when my mother died. You know the saying "you don't know what you've got til it's gone?" That's all I could think about.
Finally I pulled myself together, washed my face, went into Charlie's kitchen to make some coffee, and sat and thought. I had always been a good problem-solver; in fact, that's what had made me an indispensable assistant to Charlie, long before I started fucking him, long before I became a part-time whore for the company.
So now I tried to look at my situation as just another problem to be solved. A big one, sure—but just another problem. I loved Bobby, and I wanted to be with him for the rest of my life.
Bobby had worked hard to win me, and it had taken some real doing. When we met I'd been working for Charlie for about four years. For the first year or so I was just his executive assistant; then I became his part-time mistress as well.
Charlie is about fifteen years older than I am, but we were a lot alike. Neither of us was attached at the time (I'd recently broken up with a boyfriend who couldn't handle how much I was away because of work), and we both liked sex. My initial reluctance to jump in bed with him was solely because I was afraid it might complicate our work relationship, maybe even cost me my job.
On the contrary, it made things better. We were good together sexually, for one thing. Charlie was a no-frills, suck and fuck guy; he had lots of energy and a nice-sized cock, and we had a great time. And I found it made working together much better: he trusted me more, taught me more about the business, and gave me more responsibility (and a nice raise).
We both understood that the sex was purely recreational; there was never any romance or long-term commitment. When Charlie was dating a woman, he'd slow down with me—even stop completely if things got serious. And when he was unattached again, he'd be all over me, once a day at least. He had a private suite in our main office building, and I was in and out of it ten times a day anyway, so no one at the company ever saw anything compromising.
And as for my love life, nothing ever seemed to get serious enough with a man to get in the way. I was committed to my job, I made that clear to each new potential boyfriend right away, and none of them lasted more than a couple of months.
The first time I fucked a client happened about a year after Charlie and I had started sleeping together. We were in bed in Denver one evening after a tough meeting with a potental client, and as we rested after a lengthy 69 he said, "you know, that Jeremy Robinson from Altratech is awfully taken with you. You could probably save us two more days of difficult negotiating if you'd just let him jump on your bones."
I looked at him, surprised but not angry. "You want me to whore myself out for the company?"
"Totally up to you, Ari. We're already making a lot of money. I have no doubt that we'll eventually get Robinson to sign with us—maybe not for the number I'm hoping for, but for something we can make a nice profit on.
"It's just that I've watched him looking at you during our meetings. Like a fat kid eyeing the last jelly-doughnut on the plate. If you let him know you might be interested, he'd think his birthday and Christmas had arrived at the same time."
I was silent for a few minutes, thinking about it. Jeremy Robinson was a tall, good-looking guy in his late 30s; certainly a man I would have dated, had I met him under other circumstances. He was single. And he was in a position to make us a lot of money.
I pulled Charlie into the shower, then came back to bed and fucked him again. When we were done I said, "how exactly would this work?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well, say I go ahead and fuck Jeremy Robinson to get his business. What's in it for me, beyond whatever fun I have while I'm doing it?"
Charlie thought for a minute. "Well, our top sales people usually get an 8% commission on the first $1 million of a deal, plus 2% of everything on top of that. Robinson's contract will probably be worth $10-12 million, so you'd be looking at a check for about $280,000."
"But you just said that we'll get his business anyway. You'd pay me the whole commission?"
Charlie smiled at me and licked a nipple, making me shiver. "Sure thing. First of all, it'll save us a couple of days of haggling and we'll probably get a better price. And second, it turns me on to think of him banging you. But you have to promise to come straight to my bed when you've taken the starch out of him."
So it was Jeremy Robinson who made a true whore out of me. Somehow in my mind fucking Charlie didn't count—I mean, I was working for him already. Sex with him was something we both enjoyed, but we both knew that's not why he paid me.
But I fucked Jeremy for the money—or, rather, for the business he'd give our company. Which meant, in turn, for the commission Charlie paid me. Jeremy was greedy and energetic. He was all over me from the moment I arrived in his hotel room, and we did it for half the night. He liked to be sucked, and he liked me riding him, and we did a lot of both.
And when I slipped out of the room early the next morning and into bed with Charlie, I was almost too tired to enjoy my triumph. I did say "almost"—I have always liked a lot of sex, and Charlie was so turned-on by having sloppy seconds (or fourths) that his enthusiastic fucking brought me to one of my best orgasms ever.
After Jeremy Robinson, there were a few more—never more than 3-4 times a year, and never anyone but an important client. Charlie was fine with it. In fact it turned him on, and I found it incredibly exciting, the idea that men wanted to fuck me so much that they'd give our company their business.
Naturally I was careful. I was on the pill, to begin with. And I made the men use condoms (all except Charlie—he absolutely refused); and both Charlie and I got tested regularly, just to be sure we were healthy.
Charlie and I soon worked out a system for my commissions: I'd take some of it in cash, and the majority in company stock. This was on top of my very good salary, so I was well on my way to building up a major nest-egg.
And then Bobby came into my life. We met in a fancy restaurant when I stumbled into a waiter, who poured half a bottle of expensive red wine all over Bobby's suit! I was incredibly apologetic, and before we went our separate ways Bobby had wormed my phone number out of me.
I figured our relationship would go pretty much like the affairs I'd had in the past: hot and heavy for a while, and then he'd get tired of my work schedule and my frequent traveling and we'd say goodbye. But several things were different with Bobby.
First of all, I found I cared for him a lot. He was smart and funny, but so were many of the other men I'd dated. But Bobby was also sweet and attentive and a terrific listener. My high-powered job didn't threaten him, it interested him. He loved to hear about Charlie and the company and the work I did (though needless to say I never breathed a word about the sex part). When I had to be away he was patient and affectionate; he'd arrange for flowers to show up in my hotel room, along with cute little love-notes. He missed me, but he never tried to make me feel guilty about my traveling. Instead he would come pick me up at the airport, take me to his apartment and make me a delicious dinner.
And sex with Bobby was the best I'd ever had. I'd always been a girl who liked it hard and fast—intense and energetic, and frequently if possible. Bobby could do it that way, and he'd fuck me as hard as I wanted if I asked him to. But the gentle side of him came out in bed too: he loved just to hold me and caress me, to kiss my hair and stroke my breasts, to tease me with his fingers and his lips until I was shaking with desire. Nobody had ever made me feel so loved in bed before—I guess because nobody had ever really loved me before.
After four months I knew I was in love and it scared me to death. I wasn't about to give up my career, and I felt sure that Bobby would demand that I quit. But he surprised me. A couple of months later he took me hiking, and at the top of a mountain in the bright sunshine he got down on one knee, pulled out a ring, and asked me to marry him.
And then, when we had "the talk", he surprised me again. I made it very clear that I was keeping my job—that I loved my work and was good at it, and I had no intention of quitting or even of traveling less.
"I know that, Ari," he said. "Your work is #1 in your life right now. I'm just hoping you'll let me be #2. And that some day—no hurry—we'll find a way to bring some kids into the picture."
I surprised him then. I threw myself into his arms, and said, "yes Bobby, yes I'll marry you". And I cried.
Our married life was happy, even joyful. Unlike many couples, we somehow found a way to keep the same spark we'd had when we were dating. I think that my traveling was part of it, actually. Being away from one another 10-12 days each month meant that we really treasured the time we had together. Every reunion meant a romantic evening together, and some energetic reconnecting in the bedroom. And our time together always seemed too precious to waste on arguing, so we almost never fought. To sum it up, I pretty much felt like the luckiest woman on earth.
And what about my whoring? In my mind, it was simple. My recreational sex with Charlie, and my occasional romps with customers of the company, were all part of my work. I'd made very clear to Bobby that I wasn't giving up my work, and he'd agreed. So to me, what I was doing never felt like cheating (or at least not much). It was part of my job, and—needless to say—I left it all at the office. When I was at home with Bobby, I was entirely his, and thoughts of Charlie or the other men I'd screwed didn't even enter my mind.
Did I feel guilty? Did I think Bobby was getting a raw deal? From time to time, yes, it bothered me. That's where the twelve-hour rule came from, and saving my ass just for my husband. But I also found a very simple way to justify things to myself. Did Bobby know I loved him? Did I make him happy? Yes and yes. Was there any way that my fucking other men for work hurt him or denied him anything, so long as he never found out? No. Case closed.
Except that now, after more than three years of a very happy marriage, he HAD found out. And I had a major problem to solve.
***************
By the time Charlie got out of bed and wandered downstairs, I had dressed, packed and called for a cab. He saw the suitcases and said, "Ari? What's going on?"
I filled him in on everything that had happened since Bobby arrived. "I don't know if there's any chance at all I can save my marriage, Charlie, but I'm going to try. Consider this my resignation. I've really enjoyed working for you, but it's over."
I've never seen him look so shaken. "Ari, no! Please, don't rush into anything. How about if you just take a couple of weeks off?"
"No, Charlie. There's absolutely no way Bobby would ever even speak to me again if I were still working for you. This is the end."
"And what if you can't get him back? From what you've told me, he was pretty furious."
"To say the least! I don't know if I can get him back—I just know that I'm not working for you, or anybody else, until I've tried everything I can think of."
The cab ride home took nearly an hour, and when I got there a locksmith's truck was just pulling away. Not surprisingly, I found that my key no longer opened the door. I rang the bell, rang again, and kept ringing until the door finally opened and I was face to face with my husband.
"What do you want, whore?"
"Bobby, please, can't we talk? Won't you let me tell you how sorry I am?"
"Sorry for what—that I finally found out about your lucrative side-job? Just go away, Ari."
I felt the tears welling up again. "Please, honey—I love you."
He snorted. "If what you've been doing fits into your definition of love, then I guess I don't want any, thanks."
He started to close the door again. Desperately I cried, "wait, Bobby!"
He stopped and looked at me, and I said, "can I at least get some of my things?"
"I'll give you fifteen minutes. One moment longer and I'm throwing your cheating ass out the front door." He turned on his heel and headed down the hall to his study. A moment later I heard the door close and lock.
I cried as I hurriedly packed my computer and some clothes and my cosmetics; I cried as I dragged my boxes to the front door; and I cried as the cab carried me away, downtown to an anonymous room in a Hyatt Hotel—my new home, I thought.
And I cried most of that night, like I'd never cried before in my life. But by the next morning the other side of Ari was back in charge: the problem solver, the girl who knew what she wanted and needed only to decide how to go after it.
For six or seven years my job had been priority #1—I'd been damn good at it, and made a success of it. Now my marriage to Bobby was priority #1, as grim as things looked, and I was going to give it everything I had.
I spent part of Monday arranging to invest my money from Charlie's company. I had about $600 thousand in a cash account, and about another $2.5 million in stock options that had vested. I put those into a brokerage account. Clearly money wouldn't be a worry for a while. In the afternoon I rented a comfortable two-bedroom apartment, just so I could get the hell out of the Hyatt. And I made some phone calls.
The phone calls were to a number of male friends and acquaintances, to locate the best male shrink in the city. (I said it was for a troubled friend.) My plan was simple: To get past Bobby's anger at me and back into his heart, I was going to need a lot of help. And since Bobby clearly wasn't going to talk to me right away (if ever), I'd need someone else to give me the male perspective—to tell me what Bobby was thinking and I how I should proceed.
I saw Jonathan Erickson on Thursday morning. He was a slim, tweedy-looking guy with a scraggly beard, but he seemed pretty sharp, and I got right to the point.
"My husband has left me, and it's my fault, and I want your help getting him back."
"Is he willing to come see me with you, Ms...."
"It's Arrington Boswell--call me Ari. No, at least not right now. But what I'm hoping is that I can tell you all about him—we've known each other more than four years—and that you can help me understand what he must be thinking and feeling, and how I can reach him."
Dr. Erickson pointed out that this was a rather odd way of doing business, but he let me explain the circumstances of the case. I told him the whole long story—it took the better part of three sessions, and it was Monday when I finally finished. He sat back and looked at me in silence for a long time.
Finally he said, "Ari, you've been a prostitute behind your husband's back. He's just learned that everything important he believed about your marriage is a complete lie—that, far from being faithful to him, you've been banging several other men for money, not least (and on a regular basis) your boss, whom he knows personally.
"To be honest, why should I help you get him back? Why would he WANT you back? I almost feel like calling to offer him my services to help him get over you."
Ouch. I felt the tears come to my eyes. I said, "okay, that was pretty damn blunt. But Dr. Erickson, Bobby isn't your patient—I am. I'm the one sitting here and I'm the one paying you. You should help me get him back because that's what I'm asking you to do. I still think I can make Bobby happy, even if you don't."
Another long silence. Then he said, slowly, "all right. Let's begin with you telling me about your husband, everything you know about him."
********************
Dr. Erickson and I met every weekday for more than seven months. I told him about Bobby's childhood and his rivalry with his big brother, now an Air Force captain; about his football career in high school, his two dogs, his first crush on a girl, everything I could think of. And of course we talked about our relationship and my career, how we had balanced things, the "rules" and lies I'd used to keep Bobby unaware of my whoring.
Gradually I could see a picture of Bobby taking shape in the doctor's mind—more and more as he spoke of Bobby he seemed to have a handle on what my husband would have been thinking or feeling.
And I began to grow a little more hopeful that, with Dr. Erickson's help, I could find ways to reach out to Bobby and get past his defenses. To get him to see what he meant to me, and that I would do anything for him.
"That's going to be the key," Dr. Erickson said one day. "He will need to know that you'll do absolutely ANYTHING for him, anything to get him back. From what you've told me, the important relationships in his life involved competitiveness, struggle, but also mutual respect and trust. With his brother; with his father, who sounds overbearing and forceful but extremely fair; and with the football coach.
"Bobby has thrived in situations where everyone knows what the rules are and everyone plays fair. He doesn't seem to like ambiguity or gray areas. In fact, one of the interesting things about your pre-marital conversations is how well he understood that your job would be priority #1, and your marriage #2. Most men would balk at that. But for Bobby it was clear, well-defined; it gave him security, something to hold onto.
"Now, of course, everything has been blown sky-high. At this point he probably sees your relationship as utterly false from the beginning, one in which you were never truthful about anything."
I started to protest, and he said, "I know, Ari. From your perspective you told the truth, just without one key set of facts—'by the way, I'm a whore for the company for time to time, and I have sex with Charlie regularly too; but otherwise I'm your faithful wife.' I've known you more than six months now, and I can see that that is how it worked for you.
"But for Bobby it feels like everything was one big lie. There is absolutely ZERO trust left in him, whatever love there may still be. And if we can even get him to start talking to you, you will have to prove yourself to him over and over again.
"He will test you and push you and try to trap you, in every way he can think of. That is, if he's willing to bother with you at all. The other possibility is that his anger and pain will simply fade into indifference, and he'll move on with his life. We'll just have to see."
It may have sounded grim, but I was elated. Like I said, I'm a problem-solver. As long as I can see a way forward and have some kind of plan, I feel like I've got a chance.
*******************
It wasn't that Bobby and I had had no contact during these seven months—just not much. At Dr. Erickson's suggestion, I'd done just enough to let Bobby know I still loved him, but without bugging him. No tearful phone calls every night, no oceans of letters or deliveries of flowers.



I did leave phone messages about once or twice a week; at first simply saying that I loved him and how very sorry I was for hurting him, later saying that I'd meet with him whenever he wanted to talk about the house and our things. I mentioned that I'd quit working for Charlie and was living full-time in Columbus now.
I heard not a word for over two months; then a lawyer sent a letter serving me with divorce papers and demanding that I produce a list of all financial assets. I sat in Dr. Erickson's office and cried, while we discussed what to do.
"It's simple," he said. "You have to play along. You have to be the submissive, apologetic wife who screwed up and is willing to take the consequences.
"Get your own lawyer and make sure he or she sets up a settlement conference at which Bobby will be there. Then go in dressed modestly, nothing flashy. Be totally cooperative, completely forthcoming about your financials. Make clear that you're willing to let him have the divorce and that he will get half your assets, no argument.
"I'm betting this will shock him. Good, that's the point. 'Why is she doing this?' he'll be thinking. 'Ari sure has changed!' That's the goal."
It all went beautifully, though it was still about the saddest day of my life. Four of us in a room for nearly an hour, and Bobby never spoke to me. He looked, though—and I could tell that my modest look—conservative outfit, hair down, no make-up—had an effect on him.
When Bobby's lawyer started blustering about "hidden assets" and so on, I just interrupted him and spoke directly to my husband.
"Bobby, here on this sheet is a list of everything I've earned from my years working with Charlie, right up until the day I quit. You can see that there's a cash balance and a stock position that together are worth about $3.1 million. That should be split 50/50 when we divide our marital assets, because it belongs to the marriage. I couldn't have earned that money without your love and support."
Bobby's jaw dropped, and his face turned a little red. I knew that my cooperation, and the offer of half my assets, was the last thing he would have expected.
He and his lawyer huddled for a few minutes, and then the lawyer came at me again. "In light of your client's flagrant marital misconduct, my client accepts the 50/50 split of your client's assets, but insists that the marital home and belongings and the contents of my client's retirement account remain his."
It was a ludicrously unfair settlement, and everyone in the room knew it. Before anyone else could speak I said, "I agree."
Bobby looked at me in shock, and I knew I had a brief window. "Bobby, I'm totally to blame here and I know it. I still love you, more than you know—and all I want is to be your wife. But since I know you want to divorce me, I'm not going to stand in your way. Take the money. It was never about the money for me anyway."
I watched him, and I saw his face soften and a tear start to appear. Then he looked away, wiped his eye with his finger, and grumbled to his lawyer, "are we done here? Can we just go?"
The lawyers murmured their "we'll be in touch" remarks and then Bobby was out the door, without another look back. My lawyer thought I was crazy, and told me so for the next twenty minutes; but I remembered the look on Bobby's face and I clung to it.
************************
About three weeks later the lawyer called to say that Bobby wanted me to go through the house one more time, so I could have a chance to take any possessions that were special to me before he sold them all.
Dr. Erickson said, "this is an opportunity you can't miss. You need to be in the house with Bobby, to have a chance to reminisce with him, to remind him of some of the good things in your marriage. After all these months, the heat of his rage has cooled a bit. He's still full of pain and confusion, but it's easier now for him to remember how much he loved you."
At first I couldn't make it happen. Bobby insisted he not be present when I went through the house. So I did it his way, I went back and spent a painful hour, looking at the pictures and the vases and the housewares we'd bought together, reminding myself of the life we'd built.
But I left without taking a thing. I wrote a short note telling Bobby that some of the items were very meaningful to me, but that I simply couldn't take any of them without his approval. Then I just waited. I knew he wanted to sell the house, so I hoped that time would be on my side.
After another two weeks, his lawyer called again and told me to go over to the house on Saturday afternoon. Bobby would give me an hour.
Dr. Erickson and I had two dress-rehearsals that week. I knew this was a big chance, and I wanted all the advice he could give me.
"No recriminations, no disputes, no anger! That's first," he said. "You are the guilty party, you are sorry beyond measure for the wonderful marriage you ruined, and you're taking your punishment.
"Beyond that, be wistful. Look for ways to remind him of happier times—the sculpture you bought together in Tuscany, the portrait of you both from a trip to the Southwest, whatever. Try to get him to smile and reminisce with you.
"Most likely, a happy memory will bring out his rage and his hurt all over again. Don't be surprised by that—expect it! Thanking of how much he loved you will remind him again of what you did to him, and he may lash out. All you can do is take it, and apologize again.
"If you get lucky—and it's a big if—he might say something like, 'Jesus, Ari, how could you have done this to me?' That's a big opportunity—grab it! All this time he has never let you tell your side of the story, and you have no hope of ever getting him back until he's heard it and understood it.
"So tell it, and for God's sake be totally honest! You don't have to puff up the sex, but don't minimize or excuse anything. This will be your ONE chance to lay it all out, to begin the process of Bobby getting over it."
When I got to the house that Saturday the door was open, but I rang the bell anyway. I wanted to make sure that Bobby saw me. He came into the front hall and gestured me in without a word; he kept his face blank, but I could see him devouring me with his eyes. He still cared about me!
He said, "I'll be in the den--let me know when you've assembled the things you want, and I'll come out and look through them. If there's nothing important to me you can just take it all."
As he turned away I said, "Bobby, please wait. I already have the list--let's just walk through the house together. I can point things out to you room-by-room and we'll be done much more quickly."
He looked resistant, and I said, "I know you want me out of here, and this will be the fastest way to do it."
He shrugged, and so we did it my way. The living room, the kitchen, the dining room... In each room I pointed to the one or two things I wanted to take, though my aim was really just to get him talking to me. I said, "that flowered bowl, could I have that? It reminds me so much of when we were on our honeymoon..."
I tried the same trick five or six times, and each time he just said, "sure, okay," and walked on in front of me. Finally I said, "there's just the photo albums left, Bobby--let's sit and quickly go through those."
Before he could stop me I'd pulled them off the living room bookshelves and sat down with them on the sofa. He reluctantly joined me, sitting several feet away, but I just shifted over closer to him so he could look on as I paged through the book.
I half-expected him to say, "fuck you, Ari, just take the whole goddam pile of albums, I don't give a shit about them anymore," but he didn't. He let me turn the pages and reminisce about our happy times together--our wedding, vacations, parties with friends in the back yard--and then suddenly he jumped up and started pacing around the room, his fists clenched.
"All those good times," he said, his voice harsh. "All those times when I was so happy, Ari--so sure I was the luckiest man on earth.
"How could you do it to me? How could you stab me in the heart like that? Make a fool out of me? I really thought you loved me, almost as much as I loved you!" There was agony on his face. I started to cry.
"Honey, I do love you--and I'm so sorry! I know I've ruined everything."
Before he could interrupt me I launched into the story, just the way I'd told it to Dr. Erickson. I made sure to stress that my sexual relationship with Charlie had been part of my job from long before I ever met Bobby--it just felt like something entirely separate from my personal life. The same thing with my occasional whoring with customers. I knew he would never see it the way I had, but it had been of no emotional significance to me at all. It simply had nothing to do with my marriage or my love for him.
And I reminded Bobby about my own personal history, which I'd shared with him when we were falling in love. My parents had a pretty unsuccessful marriage, though they did their best to make a good home for me and my younger sister Sarah. My dad slept around relentlessly, and after awhile it was so obvious to my mom that she stopped even fighting it. She had affairs of her own, and by the time Sarah and I were teenagers we realized that both our parents were adulterers.
In their own twisted way, mom and dad loved each other; but they sure never taught us about the importance of a loving sexual relationship within a marriage! On the contrary--we saw from their behavior that sex was something casual and not particularly emotional. It was pleasurable and sometimes exciting, but it didn't have anything to do with marriage or love.
I'd lost my own virginity at 16 to one of the stars on the high school basketball team, and had my share of partners (I didn't think of them as "lovers") after that. I guess I had almost a typical male attitude: sex was for fun, and there was no need to care for one's partner beyond feeling a sexual attraction.
In college there were four occasions when a professor or a graduate assistant came on to me, offering a better grade in exchange for sex, and in three cases I went along with it. Why not? The sex was fun, and I had a couple of Bs and a probable C turn into A's that helped me stay on the honor roll. (The fourth guy was just too old and gross for me to ever let him touch me.)
With a history like that, it was a perfectly logical step to have a sexual relationship with my boss at work--pleasurable, profitable, mutually rewarding, and in no way romantic or deep. And the same thing with fucking an occasional client. That began when there wasn't a man in my life, and it simply continued, a couple of times a year.
I watched Bobby as I talked. He gradually calmed down, and plopped himself down in a chair across from me. I could see him trying to make sense of it, trying to put what I was telling him together with the picture of me he'd formed over the years we'd been together. He looked puzzled and concerned, but not furious.
When I was done there was a long silence. I waited, and finally I said once more, "I am so, so very sorry, Bobby. I would give anything not to have done this, not to have hurt you. I love you very much, and I was a total fool."
"A fool, or just a cheating, lying, whoring cunt?" The words hurt, but he said them calmly, almost thoughtfully. His white-hot rage had been months earlier.
"Okay, then. A cheating, lying, whoring cunt--but not because I don't love you. Because I was an idiot, and because of what I'd learned growing up about what sex meant. Until I fell in love with you I didn't even know it could mean anything else."
More silence. "Okay," he said. "Thanks for telling me all that, Ari. It doesn't change anything, but it ... it helps, a little. I think.
"At least I won't spend the rest of my life thinking I was a rotten husband, or a lousy sex partner, or something."
"Oh, no, baby," I cried, "it was never any--"
"But that doesn't mean all is forgiven," he rode right over my words. "You are a whore--okay, you were a whore," he said, seeing me start to protest, "and you lived a lie with me, and now you're losing me. And that's that."
I looked at his face, through my tears that were starting to come again, and I could see that he was sad too. He didn't look angry, just very sad.
"I'm sorry, Bobby. I can't say it enough, even though I know it doesn't do much to make things better."
"I'm going to go," he said abruptly. "You can take the things we talked about--just pull the front door closed when you leave." And before I could say another word he'd gone into the kitchen, grabbed his car keys, and disappeared out the front door.
************************
"It doesn't sound like it went so badly," Dr. Erickson said. I was sitting in his office, crying a little as I told him about Saturday.
"He told me I'd lost him!"
"Yes, Ari, but we knew that already. You HAVE lost him. What we're working on is finding you a way to get him back--and you're far too smart to think that it's going to be easy.
"The strategy now is just to stay in touch. An occasional call, and maybe in a month or two a possible lunch date. Finding a way for you to stay in his life, even a little bit.
"Because he's pretty much over the worst of his rage and his hurt. He's sad, and he's thinking about what he's lost. And he's still angry, because it's your fault--but now that he's heard your side of it he can't hate you as much, partly because you're so miserable too.
"Which in turn makes him more angry! It's always easier when you can just hate the person who's hurt you; now that he can't, he'll have a new round of anger to work through."
"Jesus," I said, "nothing complicated about this, is there?" I was feeling a little better.
"The human mind is complicated, Ari. That's why these things take time."
************************
I left Bobby a low-key phone message, thanking him for letting me come to the house and talk to him, apologizing yet again for what I'd done to our marriage; and then I left him alone for a while.
Five weeks later the divorce papers had to be signed. I hoped I'd see him at the lawyer's office, but he'd signed them the day before. I didn't even cry. After more than eight months without Bobby, this was just a formality.
Since I had less need of Dr. Erickson I cut back to two appointments a week, and I went back to work. With a strong recommendation from Charlie I had no trouble landing a good position without travel responsibilities, at a large pharmaceutical firm in Columbus. The job was in the financial side of things, a great deal less interesting than my work with Charlie, but it gave me a reason to get up in the morning.
I still called Bobby about every other week, following Dr. Erickson's advice. Usually I got his machine, but once he picked up and, to my surprise, didn't hang up on me. We had a pretty civil conversation--he told me about his work, and seemed mildly interested in my new job.
He also told me all about the new house he'd bought, a little further out of town than the one we'd shared, and how great it was to live in a quiet, wooded area. He seemed really happy about it, and I was thrilled to be hearing about it.
But he also made a point of telling me about a new woman in his life, whom he'd met at a client meeting about two weeks after the divorce came through. Laura was young and blonde and very sexy, he said, and I knew he was telling me all this on purpose.
"She sounds great, Bobby," I replied; "I'm happy for you." I don't know if that surprised him, but I was thinking about what Dr. Erickson had predicted: "he's going to test you, and you have to be ready."
We continued to have an occasional phone conversation, always when I called him; and after another few weeks he even agreed to meet me for lunch.
"It's going to be about his new girlfriend," Dr. Erickson said. "He's going to rub her in your face, so don't be surprised."
Dr. Erickson was right. Bobby showed me several pictures, so I could see that she was short and pretty and very stacked, and he talked about her non-stop--she was so bright, so devoted to him, so kind and affectionate. And the sex, he said, was out of this world.
"I didn't know it could be so great," he told me, with a straight face; and I gave him a warm smile and said, "I am so glad it's working out--she sounds terrific!"
Did I mean it? Hell no! But I knew that there was absolutely no point in crying "but she'll never love you like I do!" or anything like that. There were two possibilities. One was that he'd really found his next true love, in which case there was nothing I could do.
And the other was that he was using Laura to get back at me--which meant that there was still hope. That he still cared enough to want to punish me, rather than just putting me in his rear-view mirror.
************************
Life went on. Bobby and I met for an occasional lunch, or a cup of coffee, and it started to feel a little like a real, if casual, friendship. Not what I wanted, of course, but far better than no contact at all. We chatted about our jobs, about local politics, and the rest. I was actually pretty amazed he was willing to see me.
But a part of every get-together was devoted to his singing the praises of his Laura, his beautiful and devoted new girlfriend. And I never failed to sound interested, pleased, delighted for his good fortune.
To my surprise he invited me to his house for dinner, making clear that Laura would be doing the cooking. I knew what I'd be getting, but of course I went anyway.
Laura turned out to be brash, dumb, and a bit silly. She WAS quite attractive--a bottle blonde but nicely built, with tits that were almost too big (if such a thing is possible for the average man). But she was clearly much less intelligent than Bobby or I, and I couldn't believe he didn't find her syrupy devotion a bit cloying.
Dinner was marked by her hanging all over him, smiling at me as she told me how marvelous he was, and giving him big hugs and long soulful kisses at every opportunity. Bobby seemed to bask in all this unsubtle attention, though I wondered how much of their lovefest was a show put on for my benefit.
So I took my medicine: I smiled and praised the food and told Bobby how lovely and charming Laura was, and how happy I was that they'd found each other. I even put up with her dull conversation about shoe-shopping and her frequent sly references to my failed marriage to Bobby--even to my whoring for Charlie. I was the soul of politeness.
And I went home, a smile still firmly pasted on my face, wondering how Bobby could possibly sustain a relationship with such a twit. Sexy, yes--but he needed far more than that to be happy--I knew him!
I talked all this over with Dr. Erickson, and he suggested that the relationship (at least on Bobby's side) might really be more about getting back at me than about true love.
"Or," he said, "Bobby is still licking his wounds about being betrayed and cuckolded by you" (I shuddered at those awful words) "and what he really needs right now is unconditional devotion and lots of sex, even if the woman providing them is not remotely his equal."
This made sense to me, and helped me keep my hopes up. I had two more dinners with them, once at a nice Greek restaurant and another one at the house (where Laura seemed to be more-or-less living), and I never let my good manners slip.
"They're going to up the ante," Dr. Erickson warned me. "Just wait and see."
Again, he called it exactly right. About three weeks later they invited me over again for a Friday night dinner, and when I arrived precisely at 7:30, a nice bottle of white wine in my hand, the front door was standing wide open.



I poked my head in tentatively, calling out, "hello? Bobby? Laura?"
"Back here!" came Laura's reply from the back of the house where the bedrooms were. I put the wine on the side table and headed down the hall, with a strong suspicion about what I was about to see.
I was right. The master bedroom door was wide open, and there on the bed were Bobby and Laura, naked. He was on his back and she was energetically riding him cowgirl-style, those huge knockers bouncing around on her chest.
"Sorry," she said breathlessly when she saw me, a big smile on her face, "we knew it was almost time but we, y'know, just got too excited to stop!"
Bobby said nothing as he continued to thrust upwards into Laura. He also had a smile on his face but a rather strange look in his eye. It wasn't pleasure or excitement, more like a kind of curiosity about what I'd do.
Thank God I wasn't caught by surprise! It might have been incredibly painful, coming upon the man I loved fucking someone else. Not that I hadn't done it to him, God knows.... In any event, I'd seen it coming. So I just looked on from the doorway, then after a moment I stepped back into the hall and said, "oops--didn't mean to barge in on you. Maybe I should just go."
"No no," Laura called out gleefully, somewhat out of breath. "Why don't you, uh, have a drink, Ari, we'll be out in, umm, just a few minutes!"
So I retreated to the kitchen, got myself a glass of water, and let them entertain me for another ten minutes. I got to listen to more than just their moans and groans--Laura apparently liked to talk dirty (something Bobby had never particularly enjoyed with me).
"Ohh, baby, oh baby oh baby yes, just like that--oooh!
"Harder, push harder baby, oh yeah, oh yeah, stick your finger up my ass. Yeah, stick that big finger up my tiny butt while your hard cock is reaming my pussy, oh, oh yeah just like that just like that!"
There was quite a bit more in that vein, before I heard the couple finally reaching their orgasms (Laura was apparently a screecher as well as a talker.)
When they emerged a few minutes later, flushed but fully dressed, Laura looked spitefully triumphant but Bobby had a rather sheepish look on his face. He seemed to be a little embarrassed about the childish stunt they'd pulled, and I was delighted to see it.
"So sorry about that, Ari," Laura gloated. "I guess YOU would know how easily Bobby can get me all worked-up, when he wants to!"
Bobby positively winced, and I gracefully murmured that it was nothing, no problem, of course I understood. We went on to have our nice dinner as though nothing had happened, as though they hadn't arranged to have me walk in on them fucking just a half hour earlier.
************************
That stupid stunt gave me hope--though maybe it shouldn't have. I told Jon--by then he wasn't "Dr. Erickson" anymore--that if Bobby really just loved Laura and wanted to be with her, they wouldn't have gone to such lengths to rub it in my face, and he agreed.
So I was feeling more cheerful than ever for about six weeks--my co-workers at my new job even commented on how much I was smiling around the office.
And then the wedding invitation came.
"Robert Norton and Laura Van Geldt request the honour of your presence...." in beautiful engraved lettering. I didn't have the heart to read the rest.
At my next visit to Jon's office I cried and cried. I let go like I hadn't done since the first days after Bobby had found me out.
"It's over," I said. "I can't believe he really wants her, but he does. What the hell am I going to do?"
Jon handed me the tissues, and he gently said, "you're going to go on. You're going to find a way to make a different life for yourself, one without Bobby in it, and you're going to be happy."
He looked at me seriously and said, "you know, you're a remarkable person, Ari. You have courage and determination and a loving heart.
"I still remember my first impression of you--when you told me about the whoring you'd been doing with Charlie and with your customers--and I was almost completely wrong. I judged you too soon, and I apologize."
We talked for another few sessions, with him helping me unburden myself of the grief I was feeling, and then we agreed to stop.
"I'll always be glad to see you if you want to come back, Ari--but I don't think you really need me right now."
We'd discussed the wedding and I concluded I really couldn't bear to go. So I sent them a gorgeous, ridiculously expensive set of crystal wine glasses and a warm note, wishing them a lifetime of happiness together.
And on the night of the wedding, my good friend Felicia from work took me out and let me get drunk, really good and stinking drunk; and she listened to me cry and tell my story, though she'd already heard every word of it, and then she took me home and put me to bed.
************************
A month later, Felicia and I flew down to Cancun for a ten-day vacation. She'd ended a long relationship only a couple of months before, so she was as much in need of a change as I was. The agenda was sun, lots of drinking, and some no-strings fucking with handsome strangers.
At first it seemed to be just what I needed. We went out dancing the very first night, got picked up by Thad and Walter from Miami, and took them back to our two-bedroom suite. I fucked Walter three times that night and once more in the shower in the morning. It was casual and unemotional and it felt great!
It was also the first time in over a year I'd had sex with anyone besides myself and a vibrator.
On the next two nights I slept with Tim from Iowa (he got a second night because I'd enjoyed the first one so much), and after an evening off where Felicia and I just danced a little and gave ourselves a break, the fifth night I screwed Gary, who'd just finished playing linebacker at USC and was on his way to the NFL.
Gary was years younger than I was. He was also big and strong and he tossed me around like I weighed no more than a pillow. It was the hardest fucking I'd had in a decade or more--nothing subtle or tender, just pound the girl until she's coming and coming. I had to send him away in the morning, though he wanted some more, because I was just too tender between my legs.
The trip turned sour for me (though not for Felicia, who enjoyed every minute of her flirtations and hook-ups) after about a week. I'd fucked a tall slim guy named Marco, one of the tennis pros at the resort, and we'd fallen asleep with him spooned behind me in bed.
I awoke in the morning to the feel of a man's body holding me firmly, gently in his arms, and I felt warm and safe and happy. I love Bobby so much, I thought dreamily, and snuggled back into him a little bit closer.
And then as I came awake I remembered it all. It wasn't Bobby--I'd lost Bobby. It was a perfectly nice, remarkably handsome guy I didn't care about at all, somebody I'd fucked and spent the night with because I was lonely and horny and Bobby was gone forever.
So poor Marco awoke to a sobbing woman in his arms, with absolutely no idea what was bothering her or what he had done. I have to give the guy credit--when I calmed down enough to talk to him, he was incredibly gentle and soothing.
He even said to me in his wonderful lilting accent, "I can't be the man you lost, Ari, but I can still hold you and make you feel warm and safe." And he did, he rocked me like a little girl until all my hysterical crying was over, and stayed with me another hour even though it was clear he wasn't going to get laid again.
When I felt better and I got up to walk him to the door, I gave him a big hug and said, "thank you, Marco--you are the second-nicest man I ever met!" And he grinned and kissed me softly and said, "good luck to you, Ari."
After that, I was done with casual fucking. I read a couple of books, worked on my tan, swam in the pool, and fought the men off when Felicia and I hit the clubs in the evening. She was happy to keep having fun, so I made sure nobody took advantage of her or dragged her off someplace.
And when we got back to town I made a vow that I'd get on with my life. Bobby was gone--I'd lost him, he was remarried, that was that. Time to think about my own life and what I wanted it to be.
************************
When I checked my answering machine after work one day, I was surprised to hear a message that said, "Hi, it's Jon--Erickson. Hoping you're okay. Give me a call when you have a chance."
Turned out he'd called to ask me out! I never saw that coming. We had lunch together, very casual, and he told me a lot of things I'd never realized.
"I hope you don't mind my saying this, Ari, it may seem a little weird. But I'm very attracted to you--and I hope we could, uh, go out, get to know each other.
"I mean, differently--obviously! I already know you, and....shit. This isn't coming out very well.
"I would never date a patient--period. But that's over now, and--well, you get the picture."
I was taken aback, along with being flattered. "Jon, I think I need to think about this. I mean, you've been such a great help to me, and I really trust you. But I never--I mean I never thought about you that way at all."
In the end I decided, what the hell? I wasn't going to have Bobby, and Jon was attractive and smart. So we dated for a few weeks, until I realized it was never going to go anywhere.
The problem wasn't him, it was me. Jon was a charming, interesting man, and he was as devoted a would-be boyfriend as you could find. But when he wanted to get physical, to go beyond a couple of warm, lingering good-night kisses--I found I just couldn't do it.
"I'm sorry, Jon," I finally told him; and I meant it. "I know that going to bed together is the logical next step for us, but I just can't.
"I don't know whether it's me still holding a torch for Bobby, or... In fact I don't think it's that, actually. Maybe it's just that for me you're still my therapist, my trusted advisor. I can't turn that off and turn on something that means 'boyfriend,' you know?"
He sighed, and kissed my forehead. "I do know, Ari. It's what I was afraid of; but I like you a lot, so I thought it was worth a shot."
We parted as friends, for which I was grateful. I didn't want another important man in my life to end a relationship on bad terms.
************************
When an opening at work came up to move to the San Diego office, I decided to take it. It had been four months since Bobby's wedding and I felt stuck. Time to move my life forward, and I'd probably be better off somewhere else. I'd never lived on the West Coast, and the new job meant some traveling and more responsibility, so...what the hell.
And I enjoyed it there. The weather was great, life was a little more relaxed, and I got to do more interacting with customers, which I was still good at. No more business fucking--I was done with that forever! But I still knew how to negotiate and flatter, and I nailed down more than my share of successful contracts. After two years in San Diego I was making about what I'd been earning with Charlie--and with no sex involved.
As for non-business sex? I dated from time to time, but more because I knew I had to than out of any great interest. A couple of guys were nice but a little dull; and one was really high-energy and fun but dangerously unstable; and there was one who couldn't stop talking about his two ex-wives and how they'd screwed him over (I made it a point never to speak about Bobby, beyond revealing that I was divorced). I even dated a guy who I might possibly have fallen for, until we began having sex and I learned that he had a fetish for wearing diapers and being treated like an infant. Gross!
So I never came close to falling in love, or even sustaining a relationship longer than two or three months. I had sex with the guys I was dating, when I wanted to, but I wasn't anything like promiscuous. And it never meant all that much to me, either, because the men never did.
It was like sex before Bobby, actually--before the time in my life when I learned what sex with love could be. But now, after Bobby, sex just for fun could never be enough. I was sad a lot.
It would be nice to say that I closed the book on Bobby, but that wasn't entirely true. I sent him and Laura a nice Christmas card each year--never getting one in return--and I have to confess I called their house from time to time. Maybe every couple of months.
It was ridiculous, I know. I never called when I thought they might be home. I just wanted to hear his voice on the machine: "hello, you've reached Laura and Bob Norton--please leave a message after the tone." Sometimes I'd call two or three times in a row, and cry at the sound of that familiar voice.
And then I'd say to myself, "Ari, you've got to let go--it's over. Get it together!"And I'd pull myself together and go to the gym or something, and the feelings would subside. A little bit.
************************
I got back from an exhausting trip on a Friday afternoon. Seattle, Portland and Minneapolis in four days, with six meetings and two signed contracts. I took a long, hot bubble bath with some champagne and enjoyed every minute of it.
Look at me, the successful businesswoman! I earned my company a lot of money this week, and quite a chunk for myself. But of course, I could never think that way for too long without realizing how empty my personal life was, and without thinking about Bobby.
Even though it was the evening I decided to call his house to hear his voice--just once, I promised myself. I decided that if he or Laura answered, I'd just hang up.
"Hello, you've reached Bob Norton--please leave a message after the tone. To reach Laura Van Geldt please call 614 961-4202."
What?! I hung up the phone, my heart racing. She'd moved out? They'd broken up?
I had to know, instantly. I called my old friend Felicia. She was still my closest confidant, though I'd made some nice friends in San Diego, and she still lived back in Columbus.
"Hold on, Ari, slow down! I can hardly understand you!" she said, laughing. "Bobby's what?"
"His machine--his voice--it's just him! It's not him and Laura--I think she's moved out. Maybe their marriage is breaking up!" I couldn't stop babbling, and she continued to laugh at me.
Finally I calmed down a little. Felicia and I talked for nearly an hour about what it meant--a divorce, a separation, or maybe she's just away for a short time and wanted to be reachable. We agreed that I'd be best off hiring a PI for a day or two. Felicia laughed, "I love you like a sister, Ari, but I'm not taking a couple of days off work to stalk your ex-husband."
So on Monday I made a few calls, got a recommendation, and hired a serious-sounding guy named Greg Overbrook; and by Thursday he had called me back with a full report.
"Your Mr. Norton and his wife are definitely headed for a divorce. She has been out of the house for three weeks, and the papers were filed by Mr. Norton ten days ago. The grounds are "Irreconcilable Differences." She's living in a two-bedroom apartment downtown.
"The neighbors didn't know much. For a year or two they saw them both around the neighborhood, but not so much in the past few months. One woman said she'd heard loud arguments a couple of times, some yelling, but the cops were never called or anything."
I thanked him, hung up, and dug in my address book for a number I hadn't needed in a while.
I got his machine. "Jon? It's Ari. I'm going to be in town next week and I'd like to see you--professionally. Will you let me know what times you might be available? Here's my number..."
************************
"Are you comfortable seeing me again, Ari? I mean as a patient?"
"Oh hell yes, Jon!" I replied impatiently. "Yes, of course! I trust you and I value your opinion.
"I'm sure I can--oh, wait a minute." I laughed. "Is that your way of saying you're not comfortable working with me? Since we dated for a while?"
He blushed slightly, but he said, "no, it's fine. I'm glad to see you, and I'd like to help. What's going on?"
"I found out Bobby is getting a divorce. The papers have been filed and his wife has moved out. So maybe I have a chance!" I couldn't keep the excitement out of my voice, and there wasn't much point in trying.
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I knew I had to plan everything carefully. No screw-ups. If I was lucky enough to get any sort of second chance with Bobby I had to do everything right.
After my first appointment with Jon I spent three weeks taking care of some necessary business. I did some high-powered job hunting and lined up a new position in Columbus within six days. I had to take a 10% salary cut, but that didn't bother me a bit--I still had plenty of money.
I found a place to rent, then flew back to San Diego, gave my two weeks notice, packed up my apartment, said goodbye to friends, arranged for movers to come, then hopped in my car and headed back east again.
And there I was--back in town, less than five weeks after hearing about Bobby's impending divorce, and ready to try to get back into his life.
************************
Jon said to me, "you know, Ari, you seem kind of obsessed about this. I wouldn't be much of a therapist if I didn't wonder about why--why you're so fixated on your ex-husband, why after all these years you still can't let him go."
I considered this for a while in silence. Then I said, "I don't think it's obsession, Jon--I actually think it's just love.
"When I was with Bobby, I felt, I don't know--happy, and secure--really loved. I never had that before in my life.
"During the time I was single and working with Charlie, life was fun and full of adventure--but I never realized how empty it was until Bobby and I were together. I liked the excitement, the travel--I liked the sex with Charlie and once in a while with clients. But it was such a hard-nosed, cold way to live.
"And then I had this wonderful man who loved me and romanced me, looked after me, sat with his arms around me in the evenings and told me he'd always take care of me..." I stopped--to my amazement there were tears on my cheeks.
"I guess I can't say that I'd never find that with someone else, Jon. How can I know? I just know that I had it with Bobby, and then I fucked it up. And if there's any chance at all of getting it back, I'm going to take it.
"When he got married again I tried to deal with it, and I did get on with my life. But I never met anyone half as special, and now that he's getting divorced maybe I have a chance again." I shrugged.
Jon smiled. "Okay," he said. "That may be a little obsessive, but it's not crazy." He laughed and said, "a lot of my colleagues think there's a pretty big overlap between love and obsession anyway, so ... not to worry.
"Now," he said, "we've talked about this a lot--what are the two big things to keep in mind as you try to reconnect with Bobby?"
I thought for a moment. "First is fairness and playing by the rules. Bobby believes in that a lot; I need to show him I can do that too, especially since I broke them so badly the last time.
"Second is ... I guess the second thing is that he's going to test me, probably over and over again."
He clapped his hands. "Exactly. Good for you. We can't prepare in advance for every possible situation, but if you keep those in mind you can be ready for anything he throws at you."
We spent the rest of the session talking about when and how I should approach him. Jon asked whether I was going to call and just casually mention I was back in town.
"Absolutely not. One thing I've figured out is, No Secrets. About anything. Every word I say to him is going to be God's honest truth. So I'll tell him I found out he was getting divorced and moved back in the hopes that we could start seeing one another again."
Jon raised his eyebrows. "Aren't you afraid that might scare him off?"
"Yeah, it might. But I just don't think I should conceal ANYTHING at this point. What if I made it sound like a coincidence, and later on he somehow found out that it wasn't? That would be far worse."
************************
When I called and got his machine I decided to leave a message--that would give him a chance to hear my voice and think about it, have time to decide what he wanted to do.
"Hi Bobby, it's Ari. I heard about your ... situation. I'm so sorry that things didn't work out for you and Laura. I hope you're doing all right. I'm back working in Columbus now—do you think we could we get together for lunch sometime, maybe next week? Here's my number.... Take care, bye."
We met the following Thursday at a Greek diner on the edge of downtown, near where he worked. Bobby looked older, a little beaten-down, but still the same man who wooed me and won me ten years earlier. My knees trembled as I walked towards the table.
I gave him a big smile as he stood and reached out to shake my hand. Ignoring it, I stepped in and gave him a warm hug, letting go far sooner than I wanted to. We sat down and looked at one another.
"Hey," I said, "so great to see you. I am truly sorry about ... things with Laura."
"Yeah, well, that was a bit of a mistake. I guess I--" He stopped and shook his head. "Let's not talk about that, okay? How are you, Ari, what brought you back to Columbus?"
I took a deep breath. "I'm going to be completely honest, okay Bobby? You know that ... well, you certainly used to know that I never got over you, never stopped being sorry for what I did to screw up our marriage.
"And I kept hoping that we could ... that I could somehow make it up to you, prove to you that I'd changed into someone you could love and trust. Anyway, after you married Laura I figured 'that's it, time to accept that it's finally over' and I took that job in San Diego.
"But I have to admit that--" I blushed a little, "that every once in a while I used to call your house, just to hear your voice on the answering machine."
He smiled at that, almost despite himself, and I smiled back.
"Anyway, when I called a few weeks ago and heard that Laura had moved out, I ... looked into it. And when I learned that you were getting divorced--
"I moved back to Columbus and found a new job here. I still love you, Bobby. I would have left you alone forever if you were happily married, but since you're not ... I'm hoping that maybe we could see if ..."
"If I want a second helping of life with a corporate whore?" The words were cruel, but the look on his face was more amused than angry. That gave me a little hope. It HAD been a long time, after all.
Trying to smile I said, "would it be okay if I corrected that to EX-corporate whore?"
He laughed and said, "correction noted."
We ordered some lunch and chatted for awhile, keeping it to safe topics: his work, my work, how I had liked San Diego, did I ever hear from my old boss Charlie? That last one didn't seem so casual, despite how Bobby brought it up. I made clear that Charlie was no longer in my life in any way.
We were having coffee when I said, "not to pry--truly--but how are you, Bobby? Are you okay?" I squeezed his hand.
He sighed. "Yeah, I'm all right. Mostly I'm feeling a little stupid, actually. I could have foreseen this.
"I should never have married Laura. She was just what I needed, for a while. She was sexy and affectionate and crazy about me--and after you and I crashed and burned she made me feel better, like somebody other than a poor dumb cuckold too blind to see what his wife was doing to him."
I grimaced. This isn't going to be easy, I said to myself--and you knew that. Hang in there.
"So she picked me back up off the ground, you know? She cheered me up and bounced on a bed with me whenever I wanted, and told me how terrific I was until I started to feel okay again. And boy did she enjoy rubbing our relationship in your face! Remember the night you came and she was fucking me on the bed?"
I smiled. "It did seem like that was for my benefit--but I remember thinking it wasn't exactly your style."
He blushed. "I felt kind of embarrassed, actually, but Laura convinced me that turnabout was fair play. It really got her off, but for me it was, I don't know, a little bit childish." He shrugged.
"Anyway--Laura's nice, and she loved me, but she's just not that smart or interesting a person. One thing about life with you, Ari, it was never boring. Until the day I--"
He looked right into my eyes. "Until the day I caught you and Charlie I was completely happy. You were bright, beautiful, full of life--just being around you made me feel lucky. I never had much of that with Laura, and once the thrill of a lot of sex wore off, as it inevitably does, there just wasn't anything else there."
We sat some more, and he said, "I guess I was in too much of a hurry--to prove to myself that I was man enough to be happily married and keep a wife. And I picked someone I KNEW wouldn't betray me. I was right about that, at least."
"I guess I'm to blame for your second marriage failing too, Bobby. I am so sorry."
He shook his head and said, "no, I can't pin that one on you too. OUR marriage, hell yes! But with Laura, I should have known better. I should have taken my time. She would have made a perfectly good rebound love-affair, and maybe I'd be happily married to someone else by now."
I said, cautiously, "so it sounds like you're pretty sure this one is over."
"Oh hell yes. I don't hate her, even though she said some pretty nasty stuff to me at the end--yelled it, actually. I feel bad, because I couldn't love her the way she deserves to be loved. She's a nice person, even if she's a bit ...
"Well, to be honest, a bit shallow. But she loved me and gave me her best--I just can't possibly spend my life with her. So we both know we're done. The rest is just paperwork and overpriced lawyers."
He chuckled and said, "I guess I'm about to be a two-time loser."
"The third time's the charm," I said, with a smile. He said, "well, that's what they say, anyway."
We smiled at each other, my heart beating about 200 beats a minute, and he said, "I've gotta get back to work. It was great seeing you, Ari--I had fun."
"Can we have lunch again sometime--is it okay if I call you?"
"Sure," he said. We walked up to the register and paid the check, with a mock-argument about who should pay--we ended up splitting it. And outside the diner he said again, "nice to see you, Ari" and kissed me on the cheek. I watched him walk away, filled with a kind of longing I couldn't possibly put into words. And feeling more hopeful than I had in years.
************************
On purpose I let a couple of weeks go by before I called him again. No need to make him feel I was stalking him, though I obviously was! I got settled into my job, putting in some long days to get on top of things and show my new boss I was competent and organized and trustworthy. I spent a couple of Saturdays getting Felicia to help me shop to decorate my new apartment--it was terrific having my closest friend nearby again. She still thought I was a little nuts to be so hung-up on Bobby, but I think she kind of found it romantic, too.
When I did call him he was happy to make another lunch date, this time at a steak house he really liked, agreeing that we'd split the check again. I told him about my new job, with some amusing stories about eccentric co-workers. He laughed at my favorite one: the guy in the next office who insisted on keeping his coat and his hat and his lunch in his desk drawers, so that all of his important papers were always piled up all over his desk and he could never find anything. Three different times I'd seen him look for something and knock a six-inch pile of documents all over the floor.
Bobby filled me in on his divorce-- he and Laura had agreed on the money issues, all the papers were signed and filed, and he'd be a legally single man again in about four months.
"What about dating? Are you going to dive right back in, or are you thinking you'll wait until it's all legal and official?"
Very seriously he said, "you thinking about us dating again?"
"You know I am, Bobby--I've never pretended anything else. But whether we do, and when, is totally up to you."
He had several bites of his steak, not saying anything, looking thoughtful.
"Well, as to the 'when,' that's easy. My marriage is over, there's no reason to pretend otherwise just because some judge hasn't gotten around to issuing a piece of paper.
"As to the 'you and me,' Ari--that's one hell of a lot harder."
I waited--let him take the lead, I thought to myself. My knees were shaking under the table.
"You have to know I'm still attracted to you, right? You're just as beautiful as ever--maybe more so." He smiled at me. "And you're funny and smart and surprising ... shit, you're all the things you were when I fell in love with you.
"It's just that you blew me up. You set off a big bomb under my life and it nearly fuckin' killed me. Why would I want to step back into the same minefield?"
My throat was so dry it was hard to speak. I said, "because, first--it's not a minefield now. I'm not the same person anymore, Bobby--not the person who could be so blind and selfish and hurt you the way I did. And if you give me a chance I'll prove it to you."
"Yeah?" His voice was challenging but not dismissive. "How the hell are you going to do that?"
"By being honest with you about everything, at every single moment. No secrets, no lies, no subterfuge, no games. Here's what I want: I want you back. Only you, monogamously, faithfully, for the rest of my life.
"And I'll do pretty much whatever you tell me to do, short of ever sleeping with anybody else. Give me a chance, that's all I'm asking."
"Would you quit your job? Would you move to Anchorage with me? Would you stop working and be a housewife, and have six kids with me and raise 'em?"
"Yes, yes, and yes. I'd probably feel a little claustrophobic at home with the children if I never got out into the world again, but I'd find some library volunteer job or something, if you'd let me. Yes, I'd do all that."
He smiled and said, "good thing I don't like the weather in Alaska, then," and we both laughed.
I put my hand on his and I said, "how would it be if we just dated? Went out together a few times, no strings, no pressure?
"I know you don't trust me--why should you? But if we're just dating ..."
We talked about it some more. I could see he was thinking about it, getting more used to the idea. He said, "okay then--but we're taking it slow.
"We'll go out like two single people. Go to the movies, have dinner. Are we exclusive?"
I said, "that's what I want, but it's completely up to you. I'm not going to see anyone else, but if you decide you want to ..."
He said, "I'm going to be straight with you too, Ari. I might want to date other people, but if do I'll tell you I'm doing it."
I was so happy I was afraid I might cry. I smiled at him and said in a serious voice, "but you have to know one thing."
"What's that?"
"I'm going to be very, very easy." I caught him in the middle of drinking his beer and he laughed so hard that some of it dribbled out onto his napkin.
"I didn't mean to make you choke!" I said, laughing along with him. He caught his breath and made a menacing gesture with his fist. "I'll get you for that one!" he said, grinning.
When we'd ordered our dessert I said, "so how is this going to work, exactly? Are you going to ask me out, or should I ask you?"
Very seriously he said, "I'm waiting for you to ask me out--that way you have to pay."
It was my turn to laugh, though fortunately there wasn't anything in my mouth. I said, "deal. Okay--want to go for a walk in the park on Saturday afternoon and feed the ducks? I'll pay for the stale bread."
************************
Felicia said, "wait a minute--he WENT for that? You guys went to the freaking PARK?"
"Yes, and it was fantastic!" I was grinning so hard I thought my face might split. We were having a drink in a little restaurant downtown, having a girl's night out together.
"We actually fed the stupid ducks with some old bread I brought along, and then we just sat and talked for a long time. About everything under the sun, nothing heavy. And it got to be about 6:00 o'clock and he said, 'how about if we get some dinner?'
"And I smiled and said, 'sure, Bobby, I'd love to have you buy me dinner.' And he said, 'uh-uh, no way, you asked me out on this date.' And I said, 'yeah, but you're the one who suggested dinner,' and we had this silly mock-argument while we walked over to find a restaurant."
Felicia laughed and said, "and who ended up paying?"
"I did. I said, 'I'll pay, Bobby, but that means you owe me, so you're going to have to ask me out again.' So he pretended to grumble about it, but we're having dinner at his house on Saturday! He said it was so he didn't have to pay for a fancy restaurant dinner, but I think he wants me to see the house. He bought it before he and Laura got married, but I've never seen the inside since they re-did it."
"Although I bet you've driven by it a few times, you stalker!" Felicia loved teasing me, and since I was so happy I didn't mind it a bit. As we finished our drinks she said, "and what about the rest of the story? The good-night fuck, or wasn't there one?"
I sighed. "No, just some good-night kisses, but they were fantastic. I felt like I was back in 10th grade again, when you know you're not going to have sex but you're so turned-on by a boy you're just going crazy.
"He took me to my apartment and I asked him in, but he said he just wasn't ready for that yet. But when he kissed me goodnight I made sure that the first kiss turned into a few more ...."
"Wipe that dreamy look off your face, girl," Felicia laughed at me. "My friend the 33-year old schoolgirl--what am I going to do with you?"
"If this is a dream, then I hope I never wake up!" I trilled, batting my eyelashes, and we collapsed together, laughing helplessly.
************************
Jon smiled. "So it's going well, then."
"Unbelievable!" I sounded like a little kid but I couldn't help myself. "The first real date was terrific, but Saturday night was more than I could ever have hoped for.
"When he showed me around the house I could tell he really wanted to know what I thought. I asked him if it was weird, or sad, living there without Laura, and he said it didn't bother him much.
"He said, 'I was the one who picked it out, back when I was single, and I made most of the re-decorating decisions--so it feels more like my house than hers and mine. I think I'm going to keep it.'
"So of course I told him how beautiful it was and how much I liked what he'd done with it—it really is a very attractive place. And he made us a very good dinner. He's either become a much better cook or he was trying to impress me, but in either case it was great.
"And the sex ... oh my God it was fabulous." I giggled.
"Sorry, Jon, but ..."
"But you've been waiting nearly four years to be back in his bed, and it lived up to your hopes."
I grinned. "In almost every way. I kept refilling his wine glass, and about the third time he caught me at it and said, 'you think I'm going to be that easy?"
"And I said, 'I'm the one who's going to be easy, I already told you that--all you have to do is lift a finger.'
"So he just looked at me, across the table, and then he slowly lifted up one finger. And I stood up and grabbed his hand and said, 'I know you gave me the tour, Bobby, but I can't really remember what the bedroom looks like--I need to see it again.'
"I've had a lot of sex in my life, fucked a lot of guys. But making love with Bobby, after so long--after thinking I'd never get the chance again--
"All I can say is, it was incredible. And I cried afterwards and he was really nice about it. Didn't freak out, just held me and kissed my hair and told me it was all right.
"The second time was even better. The only thing wrong with the night was how it ended. He said he just wasn't ready for us to spend the night together. I was lying in his arms, sleepy and SO happy, maybe about 1 am, and he said he was going to take me home.



"So of course I was disappointed, but I tried hard not to pout or complain. I got up and put my clothes on; and when we were driving home he said, 'it's still hard for me, Ari.
" 'It was a long time ago, what you did to me, and I'm not filled with rage anymore, but ... but it's still there. I don't know, like a bullet still lodged inside my body somewhere, I don't know if that sounds ridiculous. It just gutted me, finding out what you were doing with Charlie and all those guys.
" 'And now it's a long time later, and I've slept with some other women, and been married to Laura, and I'm back on my feet again. At least I know it wasn't about me. And when I'm with you and we're being light, just having fun, it feels great. You're about my favorite person.
" 'But every time it starts to get serious, my chest tightens up. The old anger is there--and the fear. That it might happen again, that I could have my balls cut off a second time.'
"He said, 'I don't know if I want to risk it.' "
I must have looked really sad, and Jon said, "I'm sorry--it had to be hard, listening to that. What did you say?"
"Oh, just that I was so sorry, that I knew how horribly I had hurt him, and that I hoped he would hang in there, give me a chance to show him I was a different person now. He nodded, and I know he was listening, but he didn't say anything else--just dropped me off, squeezed my hand, and kissed me goodnight."
I started to cry. "Dammit, Jon, this is just so HARD."
He said, "now hang on, Ari. Think of where you were when we first began working together. I would have bet every penny I had that you'd never get anywhere near Bobby again. And you've just finished telling me about a great evening with him where the two of you made love! When you came into the office today the smile on your face was a mile wide.
"Try to have a little perspective. Yes, it's hard, and it's going to go on being hard--but you're at least three-quarters of the way to where you want to be.
"And one more thing: as hard as it is for you, it's a lot harder for Bobby. At least you have this coming, while he did absolutely nothing to deserve the pain you put him through. There may be a day when you don't owe him anything anymore, but that day is still a long way away."
I sat, absorbing his words. "Yes. You're right, of course." I managed a smile, and said, "I've always been a tough broad, I can handle this."
He smiled back. "There's going to be more trouble ahead. He's going to step back from you, or disappear, or get moody, or test you. Maybe all of those things. This reconciliation, if there is one, is not going to go smoothly. Are you ready for that?"
"Yeah, I am. Bring it on, Bobby!" I shouted, and Jon and I both laughed.
************************
Jon was right, of course. After our great night together Bobby got spooked. Over the next six weeks I called him four times to see when we could get together, and each time he made an excuse, sometimes a very flimsy one.
So I sighed to myself and tried to be patient. I considered stalking his office and "running into him" when he came out on his way to lunch, but decided not to--that didn't seem like open and honest behavior.
The fifth time he tried to beg off, I pushed a little. "Bobby, listen--the last time we were together we had a great time, right? And nothing bad happened. How about we just go to the movies? A nice public place, lots of people around, you can call for help if you need to ..."
He laughed, thank God, and said okay. We agreed on some action flick he was interested in--I would have been willing to sit and watch four hours of a guy reading the Yellow pages.
And I was a very good girl at the movies, very well-behaved. I held his hand, and squeezed it at the scary parts, but I didn't get all forward and blow into his ear or run my fingers up his thighs or anything like that.
When it was over I invited him for coffee back to my apartment, reminding him that he'd never seen it; and I decided to stop being such a good girl. After I gave him the quick tour and we'd had our coffee, sitting together on the couch and chatting about the movie, I put down my cup and gave him a look.
Then I slid to the floor, crawled over between his legs, pushed them apart, and began pulling down his zipper, watching his face the entire time. I caught him by surprise but he didn't try to stop me.
I got his pants and boxers pulled down his legs and then I gave him the mother of all blowjobs--slow, very sensual, very submissive. I looked into his eyes the entire time, as I licked up and down his cock, then stroked it while I licked and sucked his balls, taking them into my mouth one at a time, then going back to his cock again.
Bobby had always liked it when I blew him--to be fair, I'd never met a man who didn't! And I made this one as sexy as I knew how. I built him up slowly, took him deep down my throat and backed off, over and over, until he was grunting and pulling at my head with his hands; and finally I slurped up and down on him energetically until he cried out and filled my mouth with his come.
Even then I stayed down on him, watching his face, as I swallowed every drop and kept him in my mouth as he softened, licking him clean. When I finally sat back I smiled at him, still feeling submissive. What I hoped to convey was, "I'm yours, Bobby--all I want is to please you."
He looked drained--I knew he'd loved it. In a tired voice he said, "that was amazing, Ari--unbelievable."
And then without warning his face tightened and in this really hard voice he said, "I guess I can understand why you were such a successful whore."
I was shocked. I said, "no, Bobby, I--"
"With the years of experience you had slurping on Charlie's dick, and all those other corporate clients' cocks, it's no wonder you're brilliant at it! I guess I should feel grateful, getting the benefit of all that expertise, right?"
"Wait, Bobby, no, I did that for--"
He had his pants back up and was halfway to the door. "Thanks for the blowjob, Ari--I guess I got it pretty cheaply, too, didn't I? For the cost of one movie ticket and some popcorn!"
He left, yanking the door shut behind him. And I sat there, still on my knees, and cried.
************************
"Did I break a rule--one of his rules? Did I do something wrong?" I was calmer, but still upset.
Jon said, "I'm not sure, Ari. I don't think so. But it seems as though your inspired, uh, blowjob, brought back all the unhappy memories of what you were doing during your marriage.
"This is going to be an ongoing issue--sex was the way you betrayed him, he understands it wasn't any sort of emotional betrayal, no love affair or anything. Judging from the past few months, Bobby is doing quite well at just being with you--hanging out together, having fun as friends or on casual 'dates.'
"But the irony is that, as you gave him an extra-special sex act, trying to be loving, it brought up for him your 'professional' past. That's not going to be an easy one to solve."
"I sent him a card," I said. "I wrote something like, 'I was trying to do something special, give you something nice that would feel good, to let you know how I feel about you--I'm so sorry that it brought up unhappy feelings.' "
Jon nodded. "Good. It can't hurt, and it might even make him feel a tiny bit guilty."
************************
Maybe the card did have an effect, because Bobby emailed me about ten days later. No apology, just "I've got tickets for the Iron Painters concert a week from Saturday--want to go with me?"
The Iron Painters had been one of the bands we both were crazy about, back when we were dating. I was absolutely thrilled, and wrote back right away to say I'd love to.
The concert was loud and crazy, everybody was dancing in the aisles and singing along, including us. We didn't even try to have a conversation, just grinned at each other and danced and shouted. By the end we were tired and sweaty and happy.
As we walked back to his car Bobby said, "how about a beer or two? I could really use something to replace all those fluids." I said, "nothing better for fluid-replacement than beer. How about my apartment, we're only a couple of miles from there?"
But he looked wary and said, "Ari, I, uh, think I'd rather just go to a bar." So we did that, found one of the nice ones downtown that wasn't too loud and sat in a booth together. The first pair of beers went down in about 90 seconds, as did much of the second, before we began talking.
"I'm so sorry about what happened at my place the last time," I said. I wasn't sorry--at least not sorry for what I'd done--but I was very sorry for Bobby's reaction, and I figured an apology from me couldn't hurt.
"I was pretty rough on you," he said, looking thoughtful. "I didn't plan it, the blowjob was incredible. It just--well, it made me think of all the guys you'd done that for, during the years when I was a happy cuckolded fool."
"If it helps at all, I never gave anyone else a blowjob like that. That was supposed to be a 'this is how much I love you and you alone' blowjob."
"I even sort of realized that," he said. "But ...
"But the fact is, what you did to me still hurts, Ari. And I guess anything that brings it back into my mind still pisses me off."
I said, "are you sorry we went out tonight?"
He shook his head. "Not a bit. I had a great time—and to be honest I can't imagine anyone else I would have had this much fun with."
I beamed at him.
"So us being friends, that's no problem," he continued. "But it's a big jump from there to being a couple again, a BIG jump. I'm just not sure I trust you enough to stop looking, Ari—not sure at all that you're the person I should really end up with."
"We can still see each other, I hope." I was terrified but tried not to let it show.
"Sure, if you want. We can date, and hang out. But you don't get any promises from me, at least not now. And probably not for a long long time, if ever."
I said, "that's fair, Bobby. I can—" I stopped suddenly. I had been thinking that Jon was so right about Bobby, his sense of fairness; and then a chill grabbed my heart as I realized that I had never told Bobby about my therapy—which was really all about him.
"Ari, what's wrong? You look like you just heard that World War III started."
"Bobby, I—give me a minute, okay? I'm going to go wash my face."
I thought frantically as I took refuge in the Ladies' Room. I HAD to tell Bobby about Jon—I was firmly committed to total disclosure--but it scared me.
Coming back to the booth I said, "I need to talk to you about something, okay? Nothing bad at all, but it may sound kind of weird to you. But I swore to you I wouldn't keep any secrets, about anything, so ... can I go ahead?"
He looked mystified and said, "sure, Ari—you haven't killed anyone, have you?"
I was too nervous to give him more than a perfunctory smile. "After you caught me with Charlie, when it all went to hell—I started seeing a therapist, a guy named Jon Erickson."
I saw his face relax. "Is that all? That certainly doesn't—"
"No wait, let me finish. You might think that I went into therapy to talk about myself, to figure out how I could have done such a horrible thing, but I didn't. Bobby, I went to Dr. Erickson to talk about you."
"What?"
"I knew that I wanted you back. As badly, as totally as I had hurt you and killed our marriage, I wanted to find some way to put it all back together again. So I spent months with Dr. Erickson talking all about you: your background, your family, your career, and everything about our relationship. I wanted him to understand you as well as he possibly could, so that he could advise me on what to do to get you back."
His face tightening, he said, "so, you—you told this doctor all about me, every aspect of my life, past and present—all my private stories, my fears ... all so you could manipulate me into getting back with you after you had totally cut my balls off?"
His voice rising, he continued, "is that about right, Ari, or am I missing something?"
Desperately I said, "not manipulate, no. Not at all. I wanted to understand you better, so that there might be some way I could reach you—apologize for the horrible thing I had done, and communicate to you how much I still cared for you."
He looked calmer—a little. He thought for a bit, then said, "did it not occur to you that maybe YOU were the person who needed therapy?"
Despite my tension I laughed out loud. "I'd have to say that Dr. Erickson pointed that out more than once. In fact, after he'd heard what I did he said, 'and you want me to help you get him back? I should probably call him and offer my services in helping him get over you!' "
Bobby laughed, then said, "well I wouldn't have taken him up on it, but ...."
I took his hand. "Bobby, I was lost, desperate. My wonderful marriage—which on my side was built on a hideous lie, I admit that—had just fallen apart, and I was beside myself. I knew that I loved you, and that despite everything I could make you happy. You know me—practical, problem-solving Ari! So I figured that if I understood you better I'd know what to do."
We sat a while longer. He sipped his beer, turning it over in his mind. I just watched him, nervously twisting my hands together in my lap.
"I have to say, Ari, it does sound just like you. There's a problem—to say the least!—between you and your husband, so instead of looking in the mirror and considering what YOU'VE done, you set out to analyze ME."
I hung my head. "Guilty as charged. But of course, after awhile my work with Jon was much more about me. We talked about what I did, believe me—and how I could have possibly done it, and why it was so horrible, and whether it made any sense for me to even think about getting you back after what I did."
"Jon?" he asked, watching me carefully. I took a deep breath.
"It was 'Dr. Erickson' for awhile—but I saw him five days a week for months, and it started to be silly not to use first names.
"In fact, after you married Laura and I had to stop hoping I could get back together with you, he asked me out and we went out on a few dates."
Seeing his face I hurried on. "It never went anywhere, not beyond a couple of kisses goodnight. He was my therapist, and I could never think of him as anything else. And since I've been back in Columbus I've been seeing him again, as a therapist."
"So you and this guy still get together regularly to scheme about me?" Thank God Bobby now seemed more amused than furious.
"Something like that—but mostly I get his help in not fucking things up worse," I said.
"Bobby, it's no surprise that I want you back. You've heard me say it a dozen times. Jon is my 'Bobby coach'—I guess that sounds crazy and stalkerish, but it's the truth. And I promised you weeks ago that the complete truth is what you would get from me from now on—no exceptions."
I pretty much held my breath for the rest of the evening, waiting for an explosion, but it didn't come. After awhile we found ourselves talking about the concert again—and though Bobby wouldn't come inside when he reached my apartment, he did share a few really hot kisses with me. God, being in his arms did it for me!
So I felt okay. If things hadn't improved that evening, at least they didn't get dramatically worse, which is what I had been afraid of.
************************
Time went on. Bobby and "dated." We saw a lot of each other, in fact--getting together at least once a week and sometimes more, for lunch, or dinner and a movie, a picnic on a nice day. We went to a couple more concerts, and to a show once.
And except for being seriously horny, I was pretty happy. I had Jon to keep telling me "be patient--you've gotten much closer to him than I ever thought was possible, to tell you the truth." And our time together was very sweet, because we were far more than just friends. We were friends with a long history and a lot of mutual understanding.
But he wouldn't screw me! And he wouldn't eat me and he wouldn't let me blow him. About all I could get from Bobby was some really great necking, at the end of an evening together. And then he'd go home and I'd get out the vibrator. I figured his hand must be getting quite a workout, though we never talked about it.
Whenever I did bring up the subject--"hey Bobby, haven't you ever heard about 'friends with benefits'? When am I going to get some of those 'benefits'?" He would smile and say, "sorry, babe, just not ready for that yet.
"We tried that, remember? And it led to a pretty nasty fight. You're very sexy, Ari, and it's not like I don't remember how good we were together--in bed I mean. But I'm still being careful, thinking of my own mental well-being. Because frankly, I don't trust you to do it."
That was it; and he wouldn't budge, even when we were making out and I slid my hand under his shirt, or down his pants. He'd shake his head, smile, and stop me--though not before I got a good feel of that big hard cock I really was hoping to spend a little more time with.
One Sunday afternoon we were sitting on his back deck, having just polished off an omelette he made us for brunch, and I said, "Bobby--aren't you incredibly horny? I mean, going months without sex--that's not like you."
Coolly he said, "what makes you think I'm going without sex?"
I froze. There was a silence, and I swear I heard thunder off in the distance, though it was a beautiful cloudless day.
Very slowly I said, "well, back when we talked about dating you said that you might want to go out with other people--but if you did, you would tell me about it."
"Oh yeah, that." He laughed. "I guess I lied. I've been banging a woman named Rachel, she works in the office two flights up in our building, for Crosby & Fisher. It's pretty casual, but the sex is great. I wouldn't say she's as good as you, Ari, but she's close enough so I don't really notice the difference. And there's no hassle, you know? No heavy emotions, no pressure, certainly no trust issues."
He stopped talking but kept watching me--carefully, but coldly too. My stomach was pretty knotted-up; I idly wondered whether the omelette was going to stay where it belonged.
"So, I--" I stopped and shook my head for a minute. "I'm curious, Bobby. Since you told me up front you might date other women, what made you keep her a secret?"
He leaned forward and looked right into my eyes. "You're the one who's always telling me about how I believe in fairness, right?
"Well, you cheated on me for 3 years, 8 months, and 11 days before I found out. All that time I thought we were a happy married couple. Now of course, we're not married so it's not the same, and I've only been with Rachel for a couple of months, but at least in a small way here's a little 'fairness' back at ya."
He watched me while I thought about it. I was stunned and hurt, but not as devastated as I might have been. Casual sex was not as big a deal to me as to many people--as my own past indicated--and it actually didn't bother me all that much that Bobby was getting his rocks off, if it really was as casual as he said.
What mattered much more to me was his attitude. Was he trying to hurt me, or just make a point? Should I burst into tears so that he could feel vindicated? No--I wasn't going to do that. I was committed to being truthful, and I didn't feel like crying. Or at least not much.
I said, "wow. I didn't see that coming. For a minute there I was afraid that nice omelette was going to make another appearance.
"I guess I'm--I guess it's sort of a good thing. I mean, at least one of us is getting laid, it seemed a shame to think that we were both doing without.
"Why'd you tell me, though? I mean, if doing it behind my back and getting even with me was the point, what made you tell me today?"



He shrugged. "We were talking about sex. I don't know, really, it just seemed silly all of a sudden to keep it a secret."
I said, "the point had been made, I guess?" He nodded.
I had absolutely no idea what was going to happen now. I grabbed the coffee cups and went inside to get us each a refill, giving me a chance to think, take a couple of deep breaths. When I returned he was staring across the back yard looking at nothing. I wondered what was in his mind. On the spur of the moment I decided to change the subject and see what happened.
"So, we had talked about a bike ride. Want to head over to the reservoir?"
His head swung back towards me, a surprised look on his face. "Are we done with this conversation?"
"I don't know--I guess it's up to you. You and I are seeing each other but not fucking. You and Rachel are seeing each other and fucking. It was a secret from me but now it's not.
"You're still calling the shots, Bobby. If what you want is to fuck her and not me, or both of us, or neither of us, it's up to you."
I smiled. "Now if you're asking MY preference, you already know it: stop fucking her and start fucking me. About five minutes from now would be good."
He laughed out loud. "Not today, Ari. But a bike ride would be kind of fun."
And that's how our day together ended--no more heavy talk, no more confessions, just a nice long bike ride together in the sunshine. I went home confused and uncertain, but still hopeful.
************************
"Jon, are you always right or are you just a lucky guesser?"
He smiled. "I assume this means he's testing you, right? In some of the ways we discussed?"
I said, "that's an understatement. So you remember two weeks ago, he told me he was fucking this woman in his building, and he'd been doing it behind my back for a couple of months?
"So here's the latest. We were hanging out at his house on Sunday and he made sure I saw the computer. Rachel had sent him some naked pictures they'd taken together.
"More than naked, actually. Some of her naked on a bed, and some of them fucking. I guess they must have used a timer. She's actually quite hot--doesn't look a day over 22, and she's got really big tits."
"Let me guess," Jon said. "While he was showing you the pictures Bobby watched you carefully to see if you got upset."
"Right again. And I sort of have a dilemma. It's crystal clear that he's rubbing my nose in it, like he and Laura did to me years ago, and he must want me to fall apart. But I'm just not that bothered by it, and I don't want to pretend to be, just to give him what he wants. I'm determined to be honest with him, always."
He thought about it. "There's another angle, Ari. I agree that he's trying to get to you. But I think he's probably also trying to reassure himself. If he sees you shattered by his fucking around with Rachel, that will make it easier for him to believe you wouldn't fuck around on him any more, if you got back together.
"But if it seems like no big deal to you...."
I nodded, thinking hard. "I get it. And, actually, I think I know how to handle it. Thanks Jon, that's really helpful."
************************
"Hey, it's me. Got time for a quick lunch today?"
He said, "hi, Ari. Yeah, give me about 45 minutes to get this proposal in the mail. Want to meet at that Panera across from the park?"
We had a quick hug, ordered our lunch, and sat down together. For most of the meal we chatted about work, and then at the end I said, "is it all right if I talk to you about something else?"
He smiled and said, "sure--I figured there was something on your mind."
"I've been thinking about you and Rachel," I said, "and what's going on there. It's pretty obvious that part of it is you testing me: giving me a dose of my own medicine by fucking someone else behind my back, even though as we agreed it's not the same, because we're not married any more."
He nodded, watching me.
"Bobby, I'm guessing that at least part of you was hoping I'd go crazy, crying and weeping and acting destroyed. I figure that's what the naked pictures were about too, am I right?"
"Yeah, I guess so." He looked a little sheepish now.
"Here's what worries me: you might think that, because I didn't get all upset, that I still think casual sex is no big deal--meaning that I might go out and do it again behind YOUR back, either now or if we got together again in the future."
I took his hand for a minute. "So here's what I want to say, okay? First, I guess I do think that casual sex is no big deal, AS LONG AS no one is getting betrayed or hurt. What I did to you was a huge deal, it was despicable. Not because the sex was emotionally important to me, but because you believed in my fidelity and I was lying to you the whole time.
"What you're doing with Rachel is different. Yeah, you did it behind my back because you wanted to teach me a lesson--but you'd already told me you might date other women. Right now the only commitment between us is mine: I told you I wouldn't have sex with anyone else. And I won't--until you get married again, or tell me to fuck off and get out of your life for good.
"I will NEVER cheat on you or betray you ever again. I did that, in spades, and I know first-hand how deeply I hurt you and destroyed my own happy life. Just because I'm not tearing my hair out about you and Rachel doesn't mean I think cheating is no big deal.
"Of course I want you to stop seeing her --I want you to be with me. But you don't owe me anything, Bobby--you can do what you want, and right now what you seem to want is fucking Rachel. I get that, which is why I'm not making a big scene out of it."
He shook his head. "Is it just me or is the water getting kind of deep in here?"
We both laughed, and he said, "you're probably right, Ari, at least about some of it. I was determined to give you a taste of your own medicine, and I probably hoped I'd see you break down in tears in front of me.
"But the main thing is ..." He stopped, and shook his head. "The main thing is that I'm still being careful. I want you, and I-- I just have to be careful, to protect myself."
"I get that," I said. "Believe me, Bobby, I do--and I thank you for even being willing to talk with me about it. It's more than I deserve." And now I was CRYING, tears running down my face, as I tried to smile, and he smiled at me and held my hand as I just sat there blubbering, happy and hopeful and scared all at the same time.
************************
Felicia said, "so of course I told to him to take a hike, I wasn't going to be treated like that by anybody, and he said ..."
I zoned out for a minute, although that wasn't quite fair to my best friend. She had been so patient with me over the years, listening to my endless stories about the latest in my relationship with Bobby--she certainly deserved my attention while she complained about Kirk. I tried to focus.
"... and I said No, Goddammit, it's too late, we're over! So then he started to cry--"
"Really, Leesh? Wow, I wouldn't have seen that coming." I was back paying attention again. This was the on-again, off-again boyfriend whom Felicia really loved, but the guy was an overgrown adolescent when it came to commitment.
She grinned. "Yeah, he started to cry! And he took my hands and said he was sorry, he knew he'd been an asshole but he really loved me and didn't want to lose me. And so on Saturday we're going to start looking for an apartment together!"
"Wow! Oh Leesh, that's fantastic!" I had my private doubts about whether she and Kirk would make it, but I kept them to myself.
On the other hand, I thought, what would be less likely than me and Bobby back together? Yet it looked as though it might actually happen.
Only two weeks after our lunch at Panera, he invited me for a weekend up at a lake resort in Michigan. Did I say yes? What do you think?
I had no idea what to expect, though I was hoping for romance and sex. A lot of both, actually. We had a quiet dinner in the beautiful main lodge, and then we walked hand-in-hand around the lake as the sun set, not talking about anything much. I was totally in heaven.
And then Bobby led me back to our cabin, right into the bedroom, and started to undress me. I began to speak and he said, "shh," smiling, and put a finger over my lips. And he kissed me and stroked me and took all my clothes off, and lay me down on the bed; and then stood right in front of me and took his own clothes off and lay down with me.
I was already wet and my nipples were hard as rocks. Without a word he started kissing me, hard; and then he sucked on my tits while I moaned and held his head; and then he slid down and ate my pussy until I had to pull a pillow over my head so no one would hear me screaming.
I came three times, and then I lay there like I'd just run a marathon. Bobby rolled me over face down with a couple of pillows under me, slid my thighs apart and jammed his cock into my soaking cunt. And he fucked the living hell out of me.
I swear it was like the man hadn't had pussy in a year. He was a machine. Sometimes he held my hips and pulled me back to him, sometimes he leaned forward and rubbed his chest on my back while he thrust into me, sometimes he cupped my breasts and twisted my nipples. It was all magical, all really intense. He fucked me and fucked me and then he came like crazy, groaning and thrusting wildly, and he collapsed on top of me.
I was so exhausted I don't remember his kissing me good night, or even rolling off of me. But when I heard the birds twittering as the sun rose the next morning, I was lying under the covers on my side and my man was spooned up behind me, his arm around me and lying across my stomach, breathing quietly as he slept.
And I prayed, if you can believe it. Silently I said, "Thank you, God--this is all that I have ever wanted, and if I can keep on having this I will thank you every day of my life."
A couple of hours later we had a quick shower together, smiling a lot, still not saying anything--I was following Bobby's lead--and we went and had a big breakfast, and 40 minutes after that we were back in bed. This time I went after him, got him down on his back and massaged him, his chest and arms and then his legs, and then I sucked his dick until he nearly blew the top of my head off. I made sure to go fast and intense, not like the slow, extra-loving one that had pissed him off once before--and he seemed to like it!
For the rest of the weekend we acted like newlyweds. We took a lazy canoe ride, we sat up in bed with a bag of potato chips and watched a lame chick flick, we napped, and we had sex. God did we have sex! Bobby fucked me sideways on the bed, he did me up against the wall, dropping me down over and over again on his dick, we did it once over the kitchen table (my idea: I leaned over it wearing only my short nightie and wiggled my ass at him) ... you get the idea.
By Sunday night we were both exhausted, and I was pretty sore, but boy was I happy! On the drive back to Columbus I dozed a little, but we also talked. He told me he'd stopped seeing Rachel.
"After that time I ... I showed you the pictures, I realized how silly it was--empty really. You were right, Ari--much more of it was about rubbing your face in it than actually enjoying being with Rachel.
"You know," he said with a kind of thoughtful look, "when you're not getting laid you think about it a lot, you want it and need it, it seems very important to you. At least for a man, anyway.
"And when I first hooked up with Rachel it felt great. Really hot sex--you saw her body, she's very attractive. But also the feeling of 'I've still got it, I'm a success as a man, just look at who I'm banging!'
"But then that starts to wear off, or get much less important, if there isn't anything else with it. And with Rachel and me, there just wasn't."
I listened and nodded and told him I understood. Which I did, pretty much. The blow I delivered to Bobby's ego was about the most devastating thing any man could face--it didn't surprise me a bit that he kept making choices to prove to himself that he was attractive. Whether it was marrying Laura or taking up with Rachel, or any of the other women he'd screwed since our marriage broke up.
I was desperate to ask, "so where are we now, exactly?" but I didn't. We got back home and he dropped me off, carrying my bag to my door and kissing me tenderly and saying, "I'll call you," and that was more than enough for me.
************************
"And since then?" Jon asked.
"So far so good. In fact better than that. We're seeing each other 2-3 times a week, sleeping together at his house or mine--and we're making love. And it's great, Jon, loving and exciting and ..."
"Okay," he said. "But something's troubling you, Ari, what is it? Seems like everything is absolutely terrific."
I nodded. "You're right--and it's work this time. Ralph promised there'd be no travel when he hired me, but since the reorganization they want me to take over some of Adam's responsibilities; he's the guy that got canned, he was pretty much of a fuck-up.
"So what it would mean is overnight trips, usually just one or two nights but as many as 15-20 times a year. And I'm afraid Bobby will go crazy--because it was when I was on my trips for business with Charlie that I was fucking other guys."
Jon said, "so--what are you thinking of doing about this?"
"I only see two choices--talk to Bobby about it or quit my job. And I like the job, but needless to say it doesn't come ahead of him."
We discussed it for a while, and then Jon made the excellent point that I could begin by talking to Bobby. If my traveling was a problem, I could always quit then. And, lucky me, I still had most of my nest egg from my days with Charlie, so I could take my time finding another job.
************************
Bobby said, "so go--why should it be a problem?"
I looked hard at him. We were in my kitchen; he was sitting at the table with a beer while I finished making a salad.
"Because, baby, you know and I know that when I traveled for Charlie I was sometimes being a whore for the company. I don't want to do anything--ANYTHING--that would endanger how well we're getting along these days."
With a crooked smile he said, "now Ari--surely you don't think that I don't trust you?"
I threw a dish towel at him, and stuck out my tongue. "Of course you don't trust me--I just don't want to do anything to make it worse."
More seriously I said, "I figure all I can do is show you, every minute and every day and every month, that you CAN trust me again. And maybe after a while you'll start to believe it.
"But in the meantime--how do you feel about these overnight trips? I don't have to take them. I don't even have to stay in this job, you know that."
"Ari--when we were married weren't you fucking Charlie even when you were in town? Even when you'd woken up in our bed that very morning, and were going to be back in it the same evening?"
"Yes, baby. I'm ashamed of it, and sorry--but yes."
"Then what the hell's the difference? Here in Columbus or off in Chicago or St. Louis overnight--if you want to fuck someone else you're gonna do it. I either have to believe you're NOT going to do it, or stop seeing you."
Very carefully I said, "and which one of those is it going to be?"
"I'm here, aren't I?" And he came over and hugged me from behind, gently, cupping my breasts in his hands. In less than a minute we were kissing and rubbing against each other, and two minutes later we were in my bedroom, and two minutes after that I was on my back with my legs up in the air and his cock was plunging in and out of me and I was moaning, saying, "yes, yes Bobby, oh God yes, oh do that Bobby ..."
************************
So over the next several months we entered the next phase in our long and winding road. Slowly it seemed as though we were moving towards living together. We slept together at Bobby's house most nights, with an occasional night at my apartment if it was more convenient. He still wanted a night or two every week to himself, but what I was getting was so wonderful I didn't complain.
And we were acting like a couple--eating together, going out from time to time, seeing friends like Felicia and Kirk (who seemed to have gotten his act together a little bit), planning the occasional vacation or weekend getaway. I had about 90% of what I'd dreamed of, and I was REALLY happy.
And I started traveling--sometimes once a month, sometimes a little more. Always one- or two-night trips, and I always told Bobby everything: where I was going, the name of the hotel, how long I'd be gone, when my outgoing and returning flights were. I called him from each hotel with my room number, and I made damn sure to be IN my room as soon as whatever business dinner I had to go to was over.
In fact, a couple of times we had some pretty hot phone sex between Columbus and Detroit, or Columbus and Milwaukee!
Men came onto me while I traveled alone, but that was nothing new. I'd been handling passes from guys since I was 16, and in the business world since I was 22 or so, and fending them off was a routine business. Even back when I'd worked for Charlie and fucked the occasional important client, there were ten guys I had to fight off for every one I hopped into bed with.
In St. Louis, on my fourth or fifth trip, I encountered a guy named Mark, who was unusual only for his persistence. Well, that and the fact that he was one of the most handsome men I'd ever seen in my life.
I was having dinner in the hotel restaurant and planning a quiet night in my room prepping for the following day's meetings. Mark came in to eat alone, like me. They showed him to a table across the room where he sat, ordered a drink and then his dinner. Then he looked around the dining room, and once he spotted me he spent a lot of time enjoying the view. Nothing subtle about it, either.
After about five minutes he got up and came right over to my table with a nice smile on his face. As I said, a really really good-looking man.
"I'm sorry to disturb you, but eating alone is one of my least-favorite things in the world. Would you do me the great honor of letting me join you?"
I looked at him, impressed not only by his looks but by his approach. He wasn't even pretending not to be chatting me up. I held up my left hand, on which I was wearing the gold band I always wore on business trips. "No thanks," I said.
"Hey now, I'm hurt!" he said with a big smile, not looking hurt at all. "My intentions are honorable, I assure you! I'm just hoping for some conversation, something to brighten a dull meal."
Smiling back I said, "if I'm not mistaken, there are several other people in this dining room eating alone--I'm sure you'll find a new friend."
"Yes, but most of them are men, and none of the women is even one-tenth as attractive as you are."
"I won't argue with you there," I smiled, "but I'm not having dinner with you, so please leave me alone, Mr. ..."
"Mark," he said, putting out his hand for me to shake, "Mark Pierson."
"Okay, Mark Pierson--thanks for the invitation. Now go away." I said it nicely, but firmly, and he sighed theatrically. "You've broken my heart, Miss ..." obviously fishing for my name in return, but I didn't give it.
I figured that would be the end of it--but Mark turned up in the coffee shop the next morning at 7:45 while I was reading the newspaper and eating my bran muffin. I had to give the guy credit for persistence--and, truly, he was one of the most gorgeous men I had ever laid eyes on, he could have been a model--but I was no more interested at breakfast than I had been at dinner. I chased him away again, but I will admit that I had a fantasy or two about him later that afternoon on the plane back to Columbus.



Three trips later, there was another extra-attractive and extra-persistent man in the Hyatt in Charlotte, where I spent two nights. At the time I didn't think much about it--because as I've said, guys hit on me a lot. But it was the third out-of-the-ordinary guy that finally opened my eyes.
It was my second evening of a two-night stay in Chicago, and I was out celebrating a signed contract with Brad and Debra, my counterparts at a company we did a lot of business with. They'd taken me to a really good steakhouse, and afterwards we went back to the lounge in my hotel for a drink, just to enjoy a little more time together. I'd worked with both of them before, and we always had a good time together.
We were laughing about something or other when Debra suddenly looked up and said, "ohmyGod, Ken! What on earth are you doing here?" She jumped up and hugged this guy who'd just come into the bar--another tall, athletic-looking, really good-looking guy.
"Brad and Ari, this is Ken--we were neighbors and best friends in Flint, Michigan, a million years ago. Ken, Brad works with me at Albertson's, and Ari's from a company in Columbus we do a lot of business with."
Naturally we invited Ken to join us, and the four of us sat for another hour or so laughing and talking. I allowed myself a second vodka martini since I didn't have to go anywhere except upstairs to bed. It was quickly obvious that I was getting quite a lot of Ken's attention--but since there were four of us together it seemed harmless, and I allowed myself to enjoy his flirting jokes and the occasional touch on my arm.
At about 10:00 or so Brad said, "well gang, don't let me break up the party but I've really got to get home." Debra needed to leave too, and Ken offered to keep me company "while we finish our drinks." All of a sudden I was alone with this handsome guy who was flirting with me, and I'd had a couple of martinis and was feeling quite relaxed. Still, we were in a public lounge with lots of people around, so I wasn't concerned.
But Ken's flirting started to get more serious, and the touches more frequent. After about ten minutes of this I said, "Ken, it was nice getting to know you but it's time for me to head upstairs to call my husband." Just the usual lie that always did the trick.
When I stood up I felt wobbly and vague--way too wobbly and vague for just two drinks. I swayed a little and Ken grabbed me around the waist. "Whoa, hold on there, Ari, let's keep you vertical."
Before I knew it he was guiding me towards the elevator, saying, "let me make sure you get to your room okay--what's the number?"
Something was definitely wrong here. I wasn't sure what it was, only that I was feeling way too foggy. I said, "no, really, I'm all right," but Ken insisted, pulling me more forcefully, and suddenly this didn't seem okay at all.
"Wait! Help!" I called out, turning towards the reception desk. Ken tried to hurry me around the corner to the elevators, but I kept calling out until one of the clerks came out from behind his desk.
"Can I help you, ma'am?" he asked, looking doubtfully at me and Ken, who still had a grip on my arm.
"Please, just ask this man to leave me alone. I do not need his assistance."
Uneasily the clerk said, "I'm sorry, sir--are you a guest at this hotel?"
Ken must have realized he wasn't going to get what he wanted, because he dropped my arm, said, "no--I'll just be going then," and walked quickly out the front door without even saying goodnight to me.
Feeling still more lightheaded and woozy, I managed to thank the clerk and ask him to accompany me to my room. Once I got inside I grabbed my cell and called Bobby.
"Baby, it's me. Listen, I'm not feeling so well--is it all right if we just say goodnight and I'll see you tomorrow when I get back?"
"Of course, Ari--are you all right? What's going on--where are you?"
"I'm in my room alone, but I'm feeling a little ... strange. Like I had too many drinks, but I didn't! Just a beer with dinner and two martinis. Anyway, I think I need to go to sleep." I was barely able to hold my head up.
We got off the phone and I was asleep in seconds. When I woke up the next morning I was wearing my wrinkled dress from last night, I was lying on top of the covers, and there was a wet spot where I'd drooled all over my pillow. I felt slow and stupid--drugged, almost. I dragged myself into the shower, packed, headed down for breakfast, and took the shuttle out to the airport.
I didn't really feel like myself until early afternoon--and as my head cleared I began to realize that I'd almost certainly been drugged. It had to have been that asshole Ken--I knew Brad and Debra pretty well, and I trusted them. Or I thought I did.
Which raised the next question: was Ken just some asshole who drugged women so he could fuck them, or had this been a set-up? I remembered the two other extra-handsome guys who'd pursued me on recent trips, and my unlikely suspicions began to seem less unlikely.
When I got home I unpacked and changed, then took a quick nap. Bobby was coming over for dinner after work.
I met him with a beer and a big kiss, then led him into the kitchen so I could finish getting dinner ready. "Did you miss me, baby?" I asked.
"Sure did. Two nights watching the Indians lose are a lot less fun than a night with my best girl."
I came over and sat on his lap. "I'm glad I'm your best girl--that's all I ever want to be.
"But I have a question for you," I said, looking right into his eyes. "Have you been sending guys after me on my trips to try and fuck me?"
I expected him either to deny it angrily or confess it shamefacedly, but he did neither.
"Yup. But nobody's nailed you yet, from what I understand." He said in an even tone, looking right back at me.
"Don't get all outraged on me, Ari, and don't expect me to be embarrassed. 'Once burned twice shy'--I'm sure you've heard the expression. And then there's the one about 'trust but verify.' "
I stood up and pulled the pan with the chicken out of the oven, setting it on top of the stove. "I'm not outraged, Bobby--disappointed, because it means you felt you had to do this, but I'm not outraged.
"You trusted me once and I betrayed you--terribly. Now you don't trust me, and I certainly get why.
"But I'm a little surprised that you told some guy he could drug me."
Now he did look shocked, and upset. "Drug you? What are you talking about?"
"Aside from the run-of-the-mill passes I'm used to getting when I travel, there have been three real hunks over the last few months." I filled him in on Mark and the second guy, then went on to tell him about Ken.
"And I'm pretty damn sure he put something in my drink, because I've never felt like that after two martinis, and because he was so aggressive about 'helping' me to my room. I'm sure that if I hadn't called for help he would have raped me--and then reported to you that I enthusiastically took him upstairs and screwed his eyes out."
Bobby was shaking his head, looking thoroughly dismayed. "Jesus, Ari, I never--this is bad." He looked at me. "I did send guys after you. All three of the ones you spotted, and another guy who must have made less of an impression. There were four of them.
"And I thought that Ken might have the best shot at nailing you, because he knew Debra from a long time ago--that part was no set-up. So he'd be a friend of a friend, and your guard might be down.
"But I had no idea anybody would try to drug you! I, I'm--I'm sorry about that, Ari, really. And I'm gonna have somebody tear that guy's fuckin' head off!"
I felt a little better, knowing at least that Bobby wouldn't go so far as to have a guy drug me. Small consolation, I guess! We talked for a long time over dinner about the whole thing--he told me about the agency he'd used, I gave him the details of the various guys and what they'd tried.
When we were having coffee I said, "so--you gonna keep sending hunky guys after me?"
"I don't know--do I need to?" Bobby was direct and unrepentant.
"Well from my point of view, no. I'm getting a lot of wonderful screwing from you, baby, right here in Columbus. I will NOT do to you ever again what I did while we were married. I've promised that before and I'm promising it again.
"But if you need to keep testing me--that's your issue. If you want to spend the money, be my guest. Only no more drugs, and no force, okay?"
He shuddered. "Jesus, Ari--of course not!"
I smiled. "Okay then. Will you take me to bed and make me feel better? I can do the dishes anytime."
************************
After that it became a joke between us. Whenever I came back from a trip Bobby would say, "did you spot my guy? Pretty good-looking, wasn't he? Was he a good fuck?"
And I'd want to say, "yeah, in fact he was tremendous. Big hard cock, and he went all night long." But there was no way I was ever going there, even as a joke. So I'd just describe whoever had come on to me, or the best-looking one if there had been several, and say, "was he yours, Bobby, or was he just overcome by my good looks and couldn't resist taking a shot?"
Then Bobby would say, "no, that one doesn't sound like one of mine, Ari--you must have gotten his attention all by yourself."
And then thank God we'd let it drop and get on with our lives. To tell the truth, I never really knew whether he was still trying to set me up or not. It didn't matter--I wasn't going to fuck any of them, and I never even let it get close to that. If Bobby wanted to go on wasting his money, that was up to him.
************************
The week after Labor Day I found myself taking stock. Bobby and I had just come back from a vacation on a lake in upstate New York--a romantic week full of hiking, canoeing, sunbathing, reading books, and let's not forget the sex. A lot of really great sex: sometimes hard and sweaty, sometimes romantic and gentle.
It had been nearly seven years since Bobby caught me cheating on him and divorced me, five years since he married Laura, and a little more than two since I'd returned to Columbus after their divorce and we'd started seeing one another again.
We weren't married and we weren't living together, but pretty close. We spent most nights at his house, where by now most of my clothes were in the closet, and we held onto my apartment more out of inertia than for any other reason.
When I thought about things I was so happy I could hardly breathe, but a lot of the time I just went about my business. I still had appointments with Jon Erickson every two weeks, but I was beginning to tell him I didn't see much point in continuing any longer, because "I have pretty much everything I wanted."
Of all the twists and turns in the long drawn-out story of me and Bobby, what happened next was the most surprising. Not in retrospect, maybe, once I thought about it, but at the time I was buffaloed.
It began with great news. We were having a beer together after a Saturday night dinner on the patio and I said, "how's Daniel?" Bobby had talked to his brother on the phone that afternoon.
"He and Marsha are fine--the kids too. Actually, I wanted to talk to you about something."
Smiling at me, he said, "they want us to come out there for Thanksgiving--both of us. I told him I'd talk to you about it."
My jaw dropped. "Really? Your brother will let me in his house? The whore of Babylon?"
He laughed. "Yeah, I guess he thought that for awhile. I did too, remember. When I caught you cheating, he listened to me and advised me and cheered me up and helped me not fall apart completely. And of course he hated you, Ari--why wouldn't he?
"But he's been hearing about how we've been doing, the last few months; and he says, 'it seems nuts to me, bro, but if you're happy, then I'm happy.'
"Of course, he also says, 'but watch your back, you hear me?' "
I nodded. "I can hardly blame him, Bobby. He saw how much I hurt you, and he's looking out for you.
"But if he's really willing to let me come out there with you, and be part of the family Thanksgiving--I'd be thrilled to go!"
I was over the moon! Not to mention already quite moist in my panties. I climbed into his lap and started kissing him, twining my arms around his neck. For a few minutes we made out on the patio; and a few minutes after that we were pulling off our clothes and jumping onto the bed together.
I got Bobby down on his back and dove for his cock. I didn't want to give him a supremo blow job like the one that had pissed him off--I just wanted to get him nice and hard so he could jam that beautiful dick inside me.
So I licked him and sucked him, and I cupped his balls in my hand and stroked them, and he moaned with pleasure--but his half hard-on stayed just where it was, half hard.
This had never happened in all the years we'd been together. Not that I minded having his dick in my mouth, but after ten minutes it still was barely hard enough for him to shove it into me. I raised my head to look at Bobby and he looked embarrassed.
"Sorry, Ari--I have no idea why ... I mean, I want to, I just ..."
"Shh," I said. I arranged myself invitingly, lay back, held his cock and sort of squished it into me. This'll take care of it, I thought, and I started moving gently, enjoying the feelings.
But as Bobby thrusted away things got worse, not better, and within about a minute his mostly-limp cock just fell out of me. The look on his face was a mixture of surprise and embarrassment.
"C'mere baby," I said. I pulled him back down on top of me and snuggled into his arms, not saying anything else, just enjoying feeling his body close against mine. I was determined not to make a big deal of it--we were together, naked in bed, that was the main thing. After awhile we just pulled the covers over us and went to sleep.
But it happened the next morning too. Bobby woke up with his usual morning wood, and after each of us used the bathroom he was ready to jump on my bones--but when he started to put it inside me his dick swooned like Mimì in the last act of "La Bohème," and no amount of oral encouragement from me could bring it more than partway back to life.
Bobby was positively shame-faced this time. He insisted on getting down between my legs and licking me--and let me tell you, that man's talents with his tongue have not diminished with time! Between his mouth and his fingers he gave me two world-class orgasms, and I squealed and hollered with each of them.
But when I went to return the favor I could get nothing out of him. We eventually gave up and had breakfast; and when I suggested a shower together, thinking I'd have another chance to rouse him, he kind of nervously said no, he needed to get some stuff at Home Depot, and he was out the door before I could stop him.
Still no big deal, right? Except that it happened the next four times Bobby tried to make love to me: sucking his cock got him hard but not all that hard, and when he tried to fuck me it collapsed again. After that he started avoiding sex entirely. We'd still go out to eat or see a movie, and we were still sleeping in his bed every night, but he was keeping his distance. It got to where anything beyond a little light necking got him very nervous, and even at bedtime all I got was one kiss.
He wouldn't talk about it, either--he'd change the subject or simply shake his head and say, "don't try to psychoanalyze me, Ari, all right?" And I had to let it go, though I knew it was only going to get worse.
************************
I was right, too. Three days after our latest failure Bobby told me over dinner that he wanted me to go back to my apartment for the weekend.
I just stared at him, and he nervously said, "I'm getting together with Rachel."
Long silence. Cue the ominous drum roll.
I said, "okay." My mind was filled with questions: Does this mean you're giving up on us? Is this a one-time thing? Are you moving Rachel in? Do you want me to take all my clothes and stuff out of the house?
But I bit my tongue and didn't ask any of them. Instead I tried to take deep breaths, and we sat and finished our dinner. Neither of us said anything else about Rachel, or about what this meant.
I cleared the table and we loaded the dishwasher in silence. Then I said, "Bobby, can we go out and sit on the deck?"
"Sure," he said, and followed me out. I waited until he was sitting in a chair, and then without asking I climbed onto his lap and put my arms around him and my head on his shoulder. I had no idea what to say, so I didn't say anything.
After a minute's hesitation he put his arms around me, and we held each other for a while in silence. I was pretty scared and unhappy, but the hug helped a lot.
************************
I spent the weekend back at my place, using the free time to straighten up and do some laundry and try not to think about Bobby and Rachel--pretty much unsuccessfully. Felicia came over for the afternoon on Sunday and she taught me her fantastic paella recipe for dinner, so that was a nice distraction.
She filled me in on all the latest with Kurt, who seemed to have turned over a new leaf and was being an A+ boyfriend, and she commiserated with me about the latest upheaval with Bobby.
"Is this Rachel that same bitch he was screwing like a year ago, before the two of you really got back together?"
"Yeah--he broke it off with her back then because he was getting kind of bored, except for the sex. I assume this weekend is primarily about making sure that his cock still works."
In an unhappy voice I said, "I don't even mind his fucking her, honestly--I don't ever see that relationship going anywhere. What's scary is that he can't get it up with me right now, and if we can't fix that I KNOW our relationship is over."
I had no illusions that a big part of my attraction for Bobby, though certainly not all of it, was sexual. We had always been really terrific together, and the prospect of a celibate life with me would not hold much appeal for him.
"So what's your plan, Ari? You're the 'can-do' girl, how are you going to fix this one?
I shook my head. "I wish I knew. After all we've been through, after how well we were doing, this feels a little like karma stepping up and hitting me with a pie in the face. If he'd never spoken to me again after our divorce it would be one thing, Leesh. But to get back together, to be practically living together, and then this?"
Felicia didn't have any ideas either, except to open another bottle of a nice Australian white wine. That turned out to be a pretty good plan, at least for a couple of hours.
************************
The next few weeks were weird, tense, and very scary. I called Bobby at work on Monday and casually asked whether I should come over and make dinner for us that night. In other words: am I back living in the house with you, or are you tossing me out?
He hemmed and hawed and finally said he thought "we needed to take a little break from one another.
"It doesn't mean I don't care for you, Ari--not at all. It's just ..."
"Be honest with me, okay Bobby?" I said. "Is it just 'I need a little time to myself,' or is it just 'I want to fuck Rachel's brains out some more and you'd be in the way'? "
After a long silence he said, "well, she is coming over for dinner tonight."
I took a deep breath and said, "all right. Well, listen--can we stay in touch? Do you mind if I call you?"
Oh no, not at all, he said, of course we'll stay in touch. I didn't believe a word of it, and I got off the phone pretty depressed.
But I was wrong--we DID stay in touch. We spoke on the phone most days, and he called me at least as often as I called him. We had lunch together every few days, and he even asked me to come for dinner about five times in the next month or so. Each time it seemed to be taken for granted that I'd spend the night in his bed, although he didn't let me get close to him physically and there was no sex at all. We kissed goodnight like some old married couple, and that was it.



In response to my gentle probing he said that yes, he was "seeing" Rachel a lot, which I quickly confirmed meant "fucking." It appeared that his erection problem with me was not at all in evidence where she was concerned.
On the other hand, none of her stuff was lying around his house--no clothes, no lacy underthings, no cosmetics. And none of mine had been packed away. So as grim as things seemed, I had reason for hope. Maybe Bobby's strategy was "fuck Rachel a lot until I'm feeling confident again, then go back to Ari." That would be fine with me, but only if he DID come back to me--and if it worked.
************************
"So where am I, Jon? I thought I had my man back--in almost every way that matters. We were pretty much living together, I know he cares for me, he's even ready to include me in his family's Thanksgiving! You know as well as I do what a big step that is. And he clearly still wants to see me.
"But our sex life is nowhere, literally! For about six weeks now. And he's getting weirder and weirder about spending any time with me. When he does let me come over he avoids getting close to me, goes to sleep extra early or stays up late until I'm asleep. I'm afraid that any day now he'll tell me he's moving Rachel into the house to be his full-time fuck-buddy.
"And why shouldn't he? If every time we're in bed together his cock droops like a dead plant, I mean it's got to be making him feel terrible!" I put my head in my hands, staring at the floor miserably.
"Okay, Ari. We've talked about this before, but let's try again. Why is this happening?"
I stared at him. "Because God hates me and has a fucked-up sense of humor?" We both laughed.
"All right," I said. "I guess I can think of a couple of reasons. One: this is another, sort of subconscious way to punish me for what I did to him. A kind of revenge: 'You fucked around on me, Ari, now you're not going to get to fuck me.'
"Only, that's not so convincing. For one thing, it was years ago, and we've been through so much together since then--why would this just start happening now? But even more important, it's at least as bad a punishment for him as for me, since it's started messing with his head. He's got Rachel reassuring him that his dick still works, but I'm sure he's wondering if he'll ever be able to fuck me again--which he really likes to do. So, overall, I don't think it's about punishing me."
Jon nodded. "What's the other reason then?"
"This doesn't make much sense either, after all this time--but maybe he's intimidated by all the other men he knows fucked me during our marriage. Maybe it freaks him out, having to compete with them."
"Uh-huh. But why would that come up now, rather than months ago?"
I thought. Then I smiled. "Because ... maybe because he's starting to think more seriously about ... us as a couple, about getting back together permanently?"
Jon said, "that's what seems most likely to me. We've talked about this before: when it's all just casual, the stakes are lower. He doesn't have to think so much about what you did, all the guys you had sex with.
"But as you draw closer, and as the realization that he's back in a serious relationship with you looms in his mind, then competing with those men becomes a real issue. I'm sure that the family Thanksgiving was a major trigger for this, though not the only one."
I nodded, thinking about it. We were silent for a time. And then I grinned widely.
"If that's true, then--then if I could eliminate the issue of competition, maybe we could get past this?"
Jon smiled, saying, "I wondered when you'd think of that."
************************
Bobby had been avoiding me more and more, not only seeing Rachel but arranging dinners after work with some of his friends; but I managed to get him to come over to my place on a Friday night by promising him fried chicken. I'd always been just an okay cook but I made great fried chicken, and he still loved it.
We had a relaxed meal with a couple of beers, and then as we were finishing up the dishes I said, "would you mind giving me a hand with something, Bobby?"
"Sure," he said, probably figuring a bookshelf needed tightening or something. "What is it?"
"Give me just a minute and I'll show you." I disappeared into the bedroom, and about five minutes later I called him to come in.
"What the ...? Forget it, Ari," he said, turning to leave. I was standing next to the bed, posed in an absolutely obscene red nightie that showed off my nipples and my bush to best advantage. My hair was down and brushed and I'd freshened up my makeup. All modesty aside, I looked sexy as hell.
"Wait a minute, Bobby!" I shouted. I closed the bedroom door and stood against it, letting him take in the view. Then I moved over to him, twined my arms around his neck and gave him the hottest kiss I could manage. He didn't exactly kiss me back but he didn't push me away either, and I slid my hand down over his pants to find at least the beginnings of a hard-on.
Still watching him attentively, I moved back to the bed and let the nightie fall to my feet, posing stark naked for a minute. Then I got up on the bed and arranged myself so that I was on my hands and knees. My knees were apart and my ass pointed towards him, my lubed-up asshole glistening.
I looked back over my shoulder at his uncertain face. "Bobby--you know this. I was a cheating whore but I had my rules. The whole time, I never let anyone near my ass. No one but you has had me there in more than ten years, since before you and I first met.
"My ass is yours, Bobby, all yours, and it always has been. Now come take it."
He stared at me, and I waited, holding my breath. He said, "I don't think ..."
I jumped off the bed and walked towards him, letting him see my tits bouncing. I put my hand on his pants--his cock was swelling promisingly.
"Your woman, your ass, baby--just yours, no one else's." I crooned the words softly into his ear as I rubbed his dick. Then I quickly pulled his clothes off--he didn't resist me. I got him down on the bed on his back. Grabbing the lube, I greased up his cock, which was staying hard so far, then quickly climbed on top.
"Just for you, Bobby--only yours," I said again, and I slowly guided my asshole down onto him. He was being passive, which was a damn good thing because I hadn't had a cock up there since the day he'd caught me with Charlie. (I'll be honest, though: I had been practicing for a couple of days with a small dildo.) I eased myself down, groaning at the stretching, which was right on the edge between pleasure and pain.
He was patient with me--or maybe just stunned, I don't know which--and he let me work myself down on him slowly, taking an inch then pulling back up, so it was probably a good five minutes before he was all the way up my ass and I was seated firmly on top of his thighs. I felt so amazingly full--I almost couldn't believe he'd ever been all the way in there before!
"This ass has always been just for you, baby," I crooned to him, "only for you to take, now and always." I started to slide back and forth on him, dragging a couple of inches of his cock in and out of me. It felt fantastic! I watched his face, as excitement gradually seemed to be replacing shock.
Then suddenly he sat up, grabbed my arms and lifted me off him.
"Bobby, what--"
"Roll over, Ari--put these pillows under you." He got me up on my hands and knees at the edge of the bed, with pillows under my middle, and stood behind me. Then without any ado he pushed himself smoothly, firmly back up into my asshole. Right away he began sliding in and out. Thank God, he was taking charge!
I relaxed and gave myself over to the sensations. Bobby and I had both enjoyed anal sex during our marriage, though it had been a fairly rare event. Still, it surprised me that we'd somehow never gone back to it in the many months we'd been seeing each other.
He was speeding up now, holding my hips and pulling them back tightly on each in-stroke, shoving that delicious cock every last quarter-inch up my ass that it would reach. I was moaning, crying out his name, reaching back with one hand to rub my clit, which made my ass feel even better.
Before I could get myself off, though, Bobby sped up, started shoving in and out really hard, groaned incredibly loud, and then pushed into me with all his might, shooting his hot come into me. He grunted and cried out and yanked on my hips, trying to get every last millimeter of his dick inside me. It was too soon for my orgasm but I couldn't have cared less!
We collapsed together, rolling on our sides so Bobby could spoon me from behind, his dick slowly softening and finally falling out of me. I didn't dare say a word--I was balanced on the edge of incredibly happy and incredibly nervous. We lay together comfortably for what had to be at least half an hour.
Finally I rolled away from him, turned back and gave him a big smile and a big, loving kiss. Then I went into the bathroom, cleaned myself up, and came back with a warm washcloth and thoroughly cleaned his dick and his balls.
I said, "take me again, baby--take my ass and remind yourself that it's always been all yours, only yours." He watched me as I used my hands and then my lips and tongue to tease his cock, enjoying the feelings as I brought it to life. I took my time, and after maybe ten minutes he was wonderfully hard.
I got the lube again, put lots and lots of it on his cock and some more into my tender asshole, then lay on my back with my legs high in the air. I said, "take my ass this way, Bobby, so I can watch you reclaim what's yours."
This time he didn't hesitate; he rolled right between my legs, got up on his knees and started shoving his dick down into my waiting asshole. It hurt a little but I didn't try to stop him When he got all the way in I started rocking up and down at him and he pounded me, not fast but powerfully, coming most of the way out on each stroke and then descending again, smacking his groin against my ass.
As we fucked I saw him watching me and I smiled my love to him, kept telling him he was my man and I was his, all his, only his. When he started speeding up I grabbed his ass with my hands and pulled him into me harder. I knew I'd be very sore afterwards but I wanted him to really take me--and he did.
He started fucking my ass as fast as he could, and his face got kind of red, and he said, "yes, you ARE mine, your ass is mine and all of you is mine--no one else's, got it?!" and I was crying out "yes baby, yes I'm all yours," and I heard him let out a kind of strangled yell and he came as hard as I've ever seen him come, thrusting and humping into me, gasping for breath, until he was finally done and he sagged down on top of me.
This time I knew we were done for a while, which was fine with me--my asshole was on fire. After a few minutes I got up again, washed myself off in the bathroom, cleaned up Bobby again with a washcloth, then tucked us into bed together and turned off the light.
He was half-asleep already. I rolled up against him, said, "I love you, and I am all yours always--nobody else's," and we went to sleep.
************************
Nothing was said the next morning--it was as if it never happened. We got up, took our showers, I made him a nice breakfast, we talked about this and that, and off he went. No "gee honey that was great," or "thanks for doing that," or even "I had a great time." To say nothing of "want to get together sometime this weekend?" I knew I was going to have to wait him out.
He didn't call all that Saturday, and because I'm a glutton for punishment I drove by his house that evening around 9:00. There was a car in the drive that I figured was Rachel's. I went back home and paced the floor for a while, then went to bed. The next afternoon the car was still there.
Shit.
But on Monday, Bobby called around noon, all chatty and cheerful. I played along, wondering what the hell was going on. He said, "I know it's short notice, but Naked Sea Otters are playing at the Ol' Rodeo Bar tomorrow night--are you free?"
Damn right I was free. I don't like the band as much as Bobby does, but we still had a good time, and afterwards when he said, "Ari, do you need to go back home tonight?" I just smiled and said, "not unless your bed has suddenly gotten smaller."
He held my hand on the drive to his house, and when we got there I disappeared quickly. When he'd locked up and come to bed he found me naked on my hands and knees, my ass lubed up and the lube bottle next to me. Before he could say anything I said, "I didn't want you to forget who this ass has always belonged to."
This time I didn't even need to suck him hard--I wiggled my butt at him while he got his clothes off, and then he stood behind me and lubed up and teased me with his cockhead for a while, and then eased himself up my ass. We had a great fuck, slower this time and not as frantic, more relaxed. He reached around and twisted my nipples, and I slid my hand down onto my clit and gave myself one hell of an orgasm just before he came into me with a happy groan.
After Bobby had fallen asleep, his arms around me, I lay awake a long time. I wondered about him and Rachel, about him and me, about whether and when we'd get back to "regular" sex. I thought about all the ups and down we'd had since his divorce from Laura--and, going back even further, since the day we met, and since the day he'd found out how I'd been fucking him over.
The odds against us being back where we were were astronomical. I gave credit to my persistence, Jon's insightfulness, and Bobby's willingness to give me at least a bit of a chance, to get my foot back in the door. Without all three of those things we'd undoubtedly be living separate live, in different cities, probably without any contact at all. And I'd be miserably sad, and he'd be angry and resentful and hurt.
This is better, I thought. Not all the way there yet, but boy is this better.
************************
I didn't see Bobby for a couple of days--and I wondered whether he was still screwing Rachel--but he invited me over for dinner on Saturday night and said he was going to cook.
When I got there and saw we were having bruschetta, grilled steaks, baked potatoes and a Greek salad, I smiled to myself. This was one of the meals Bobby did best, and it meant he was making an extra effort. I helped with the salad, set the table, praised the excellent steaks and the nice wine he had found, and flirted with him all through dinner and dessert--almost as though we hadn't known each other for more than a decade.
It was a little too cold to go out to the back deck so we sat together on the couch in the living room. I snuggled up to him and said, "this is turning out to be a very nice date, baby. And you know what?"
He looked at me, interested, and I said, "I'm still really, really easy."
I expected him to laugh, or at least chuckle. But he just looked at me very seriously and said, "as long as it's only with me."
So I sat straight up, equally serious. I took his two hands in mine and looked right back at him. "Only with you. Now and for the rest of my life--or as long as you'll have me."
He held my gaze for a long time--it was almost as though I was making a pledge to him, though it wasn't anything I hadn't said countless times before. Finally he relaxed and smiled. "Well in that case, I have to say that I'm feeling pretty easy myself."
I grinned and pulled him down on me, and we lay on the couch making out for a while, neither of us in a hurry. We kissed and murmured to each other, and he lazily stroked my breasts which brought my nipples to full attention. "That's nice," he said, and slipped his hands up under my blouse, pushing my bra up to get at them. He strummed them and teased them, all the time kissing me, and I started to get really worked up.
"Bedroom?" I said, but he shook his head and said, "not yet--I'm having too much fun right here." He caressed me and kissed me, licked my neck and nipped at my ear lobe, played with my breasts until I thought I'd go crazy with excitement--I felt like a 19-year old again.
I tried to get his cock out of his pants but he wouldn't let me, he just kept playing with me, finally sliding a hand down into my soaked crotch and giving my pussy its wake-up call. Long after I was totally ready to get fucked he was still teasing and caressing me, and I was ready to rocket into orbit!
"Please, baby," I said, over and over; and finally he just picked me up in his arms and carried me into the bedroom. I threw off my clothes as fast as I could, reached into the night-table drawer for the lube and arranged myself on hands and knees. But Bobby just kneeled down behind me, breathed on my wet pussy, and then started licking me, torturing me, making me crazy with his tongue flicking all around my clit. He held my hips so I couldn't get away and he licked and licked me until I came hard, screaming, trying to pull away from him as it got to be too much.
I collapsed face-down on the bed. But in less than a minute he was back behind me, pulling me up on my hands and knees again, then pushing his cock smoothly into my soaking wet cunt. It felt so fantastic that I didn't think right away what this meant. I just said "oooh" and started pushing back against his hips.
We fucked hard, excited, until he came, and then we lay together. Finally I thought, that wasn't my ass! He took my cunt this time!
I rolled over to look at him and he smiled. "Yup. Not that I haven't been enjoying nailing your ass, Ari, but your pussy was so wet and hot that it was hard to resist."
I hugged him hard and kissed him all over his face: his cheeks, his ear, his temple, and finally his mouth. We lay a while longer and I said, "again?"
"Well, if you twist my arm."
************************
I slipped out of bed early the next morning, pulled on one of Bobby's old T-shirts and made him his favorite breakfast: scrambled eggs, sausages, and waffles. When he ambled into the kitchen, probably drawn by the smell of coffee, I gave him an enormous kiss, seated him at the table and said, "eat. I've got to keep your strength up."
He smiled broadly. "Is that a threat?"
"I prefer to think of it as a promise--one that will be fulfilled in oh, 30 minutes or so. Depends on whether you want to shower before or after--and whether that will be together or separately."
The rest of the day felt almost like a honeymoon. We were in and out of bed all day, relaxing from sex for naps and the occasional snack. Bobby watched half of a football game while I made dinner, and we ate it in bed, before putting the plates on the floor to fuck some more. We must have done it six times in all, and we slept Sunday night like two dead people.
I had no idea what the next week would bring, but Bobby seemed to take it for granted that we were back together, that I would be staying over every night. That worked for me! Towards the end of the week he was talking about our getting away for the weekend, and I couldn't keep the question from bursting out of my mouth.
"So, uh, what's up with you and Rachel?"
"Oh, Rachel." He grinned at me, keeping me waiting. "Well," he said, still smiling.
"Sex with her was pretty hot." I silently noted the past tense.
"But sex with you is even better. And out of bed it's no contest."
I smiled back, waiting. I knew he wanted me to ask another question, but I didn't. We just looked at each other, smiling, waiting, and finally I said Fuck It and gave in.
"So you and she ..."
"We're done," he said, looking triumphant. "I started thinking, you've been pretty insistent about being committed to me and only me, maybe it was time for me to start doing the same."
He was still grinning as I shrieked, jumped up out of my chair and threw myself into his arms, kissing him and crying.



************************
Thanksgiving is traditionally a time to eat until you're too full, and I was so stuffed I could hardly breathe. I was standing with Marsha in her kitchen, wiping off the counters and passing her the pots and serving pieces as she washed them and put them in the drainer.
"I can't thank you enough for letting me come, Marsha, and for being so welcoming. It means more to me than I can say."
She smiled at me. "It's been a long time, hasn't it? I'll bet that neither of us expected we'd ever see one another again, back when the divorce happened."
"That's certainly the truth. I can't believe Bobby and I are back together--and I know I've been given a second chance that I don't deserve."
"I don't know about that, Ari--but I do know that Bobby seems really happy. I haven't seen him so relaxed and comfortable since ... well actually since way back when you two were married."
We talked a little more and I said, "if I don't get the chance to speak to Daniel privately, would you also please thank him for me? I'm sure it was really hard for him to let his little brother's whore ex-wife back into the house, especially on a family holiday."
Marsha put down a soapy pot and looked at me very seriously. "At first it was pretty difficult for him to believe that Bobby was seeing you again--for both of us, actually. Dan's very protective where Bobby is concerned.
"But they've talked an awful lot, as I'm sure you know, and Dan kept telling me how happy he sounded, how it was like something missing had been restored to him.
"Just last week Dan said to me, 'I'll be damned if I can figure it out, but if Bobby can find a way to trust Ari after all that, then I'm going to try to do it too.' "
She looked at me and said, "just don't hurt him again, Ari."
"I won't. I promise." We looked at each other seriously, and then she smiled and gave me a warm hug, soapy hands and all. "Welcome back," she said.
************************
On the drive home we chatted for a while, then sat in a comfortable silence, Bobby's iPod playing one of our favorite Iron Painters albums.
"What do you think about Dan and Marsha's children?" he said, surprising me.
"They're great. Well-behaved, cheerful, helpful--but still silly and funny. Just great kids. And Aaron in particular seems amazingly bright."
"No, I meant--actually I meant, what do you think about their birth order, their arrangement? You know, a girl, then three years later a boy, then two years after that another boy."
I turned my head and stared at Bobby as he drove, noting his deadpan expression.
"Okay," I said, very slowly, a bit suspicious. "Well, I suppose that's a very nice order, but I also don't think it matters that much. If it were my kids we were talking about there would be just two requirements--everything else is negotiable."
"What are the requirements?"
"First is there have to be at least two of them. No only children.
"And second is, the father has to be you."
I kept looking at him. "Why this question all of a sudden?" I noticed he was slowing down a little and pulling the car into a rest area. He eased into a parking space and stopped the car.
Turning to look at me he said, "well, if we're going to have children I need to know what kind and how many you want, and how far apart."
I forced myself to breathe. I said, "and ARE we going to have children?"
"We're not getting any younger, babe. And I don't want to be in my 40s while you're still popping 'em out."
My brain really felt like mush. I had no idea what to say, and but knew I really needed to be careful. This was serious.
"Bobby, I--if we--if the message here is that you're asking me whether I want to have children with you, the answer is Yes. And if the question is when, the answer is whenever you want. As soon as I can stop the Pill and get the machinery running full tilt."
"I think it's what I want, Ari. I think I'm ready."
He looked out the window. "You know, when we were married I was actually hoping you'd get knocked up, maybe the Pill would fail or something. And then when ....
"Anyway, then I spent years figuring I wasn't going to get to be a dad. And now--"
He turned back to me. "Now I have you back. And I want to go for it."
I leaned over and put my arms around him, my head against his chest. "You do have me back, I promise.
"How many do you want?" I asked.
"Don't know. Let's start with two and see if we have any energy left after that." He laughed. "I don't mean energy for making more, I mean energy to imagine a house with more than two of them running around in it."
Then he pulled my chin up and kissed me and we held the kiss, our arms holding one another tightly.
"Okay, then," I said. "Two beautiful babies, coming right up. And while we're waiting for the Pill to get out of my system, maybe we can do a little practicing?"
Bobby laughed and kissed me again. And then he just held me some more, while tears ran down my cheeks.
************************
As we drove on through the darkness I sat back, my hand on Bobby's knee, warmed by an overwhelming happiness. I could hardly wait to talk to Felicia! And I wondered what kind of present I could buy for Jon Erickson, how I could possibly thank him for all that he'd done for me.



        

  
    Shattered
  
  Shattered

        He doesn't react the way she expects.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/shattered-16

Title: Shattered

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: He doesn't react the way she expects.

Tags: bradley, adultery, sleep mask, rich, suzanne fucked, cuckold?, cheating




Author's Note: This one is dedicated to goodhusband.
*
THAT SATURDAY AFTERNOON
Putting the last of the grocery bags on the counter, Suzanne set her handbag down and collapsed into a chair. It was hot out!
She savored the cool of the kitchen as she slipped her sandals off; then she quickly sorted through the groceries and got the things that needed refrigeration into the fridge.
Leaving the rest, she headed down the hall, savoring the feel of the cool thick carpeting under her bare toes. Rich's car was in the garage, so he obviously hadn't gone off to play golf today. He'd been asleep when she left an hour earlier, but his dirty dishes in the sink meant he'd gotten up and eaten breakfast already.
Suzanne heard an unfamiliar sound as she approached the open door of Rich's study. It almost sounded like crying? She took a step inside and was astonished--frozen--by what she saw.
Her husband was sitting in his desk chair and he was crying violently, his face in his hands, his shoulders heaving with his sobs. On the computer screen in front of him she saw a photo of the face of an attractive dark-haired woman, a man's large erect penis stuck deep in her mouth. The woman was wearing a sleep mask but Suzanne instantly recognized herself: the small birthmark on her right cheek was clearly visible in the photo.
She gasped, disbelieving. Before her brain could even begin to process what had happened, Rich lifted his head to look at her. His eyes were red and his face was streaked with tears.
"How could you?" he said quietly, almost whispering, his anguish apparent in every syllable. "Suzanne, how could you?"
********************** **********************
BEFORE THAT SATURDAY AFTERNOON
They'd met, actually, while Suzanne was still married to her first husband. Arnie had taken her along to rent a bulldozer--he had plans for a backyard pool and wanted to do the digging himself, save some money. Rich had been the manager of the heavy-equipment rental facility.
They hadn't done much more than smile at one another and exchange a few polite sentences, but Rich remembered her. He approached her, a little shyly, in a Starbucks nearly five years later.
"I'm sorry to disturb you," he said with a hesitant smile, his coffee cup in his hand, "but is your name Suzanne?"
She looked up and felt sure she knew him, though she had no idea from where. "Yes, but I'm afraid I don't ..."
He said, "no reason you should, actually. Your husband rented a bulldozer from my store--it must be several years ago now. We met then."
They looked at each other, assessing. Rich thought she looked fantastic: more mature, shapely, with beautiful dark eyes and an intelligent face. He also noticed that she wasn't wearing a wedding ring.
Suzanne started to remember, a little. Rich was older, but he was tall and strong-looking and had a lovely smile.
"Ex-husband, actually," she said. "We ... well, let's just say we never got that pool built."
"I'm sorry," he said, not feeling sorry at all. Then she smiled and said, "would you like to join me?"
"If I'm not intruding ..." He sat down and they started to talk. About nothing much, at first. Heavy machinery, then her job at an insurance agency. Baseball--it turned out they were both Cub fans though they lived in southern Ohio.
They talked for nearly two hours. Rich asked her out to dinner that weekend and she accepted. On their fourth date she asked him to stay over in her apartment, and they made love pretty much all weekend. Three months later he asked her to marry him; eight months after that, just before Labor Day, they were married.
**********************
The age difference was an issue--for Rich more than for Suzanne. He brought it up several times while they were dating, and they had a long talk about it a couple of weeks before he surprised her with a ring. (Though she wasn't really all that surprised.)
That day at the Starbucks she had been 29, and Rich about to turn 42. He worried about it in his own head, and knew he had to discuss it with her.
"Honey, if we were to ... well, if we were together for a long time--"
Suzanne was sitting on his lap, on his couch. She kissed him and said, "why Rich, I can't POSSIBLY imagine what you might be talking about!"
Grinning, he said, "wise guy! It's just that, well--look, I'm nearly 13 years older. That doesn't seem to bother you now, but in the future it might.
"I'm going to get old first, going to slow down first, not be as energetic as you are. You're such a fireball, and ..."
He stopped talking because he found a tongue in his mouth that wasn't his. They kissed passionately, and before long he was on top of her in the bedroom, riding her hard, Suzanne's legs pulled back up and pressed against his waist, and she was gasping and moaning beneath him.
It was a fast, exciting fuck, and when it was over and they'd caught their breath she said, "are you going to stop wanting to do that to me, five or ten or twenty years from now?"
"No baby, never--" And before he could continue she kissed him again and said, "then there's nothing to worry about."
Rich sat up and took her in his arms. "It's not that simple, Suze. I'm always going to want you--but my sex drive is going to go down, sooner or later, no matter what I do. My dick isn't going to be as hard, and it's not going to be inside you as often.
"What happens when I'm 70, say, and you're a beautiful, horny 57-year old who's still drawing men like flies to honey?"
Suzanne knew he was serious, knew she couldn't tease him out of this. "Rich, I love you. I love you in bed--in fact I adore you in bed--but I love you out of bed too. Everybody slows down. It doesn't mean we won't be able to cuddle and kiss, and snuggle up together--and even fuck from time to time.
"Besides," she said, grinning now, "haven't you ever heard of Viagra? I'll start saving my pennies now and buy you a lifetime supply!"
Rich laughed, and that was the end of their discussion. His private worries didn't disappear, but they didn't stop him from going out and getting her the ring.
**********************
Now they'd been a happily married couple for more than eight years. Rich was 51, the prosperous and successful owner-manager of his own company. He was thicker through the body than he'd been in his twenties, but still a big, strong, fit man. He worked out in the gym regularly, he played golf most weekends and tennis from time to time, and in general felt he was holding up pretty damn well for his age.
At 38 Suzanne was a beauty. Her figure still drew lots of attention, for her large breasts and her shapely hips and ass. She wore her dark hair straight down over her shoulders, and the long dangling earrings she favored set off her face and drew attention to her lovely eyes.
They'd never had kids--in fact her inability to bear children had contributed to the end of her first marriage, though mainly that had been about her asshole husband's inability to keep his dick in his pants. But they had enough nephews and nieces to get their fill of kids, and Rich and Suzanne enjoyed their privacy and the flexibility of being able to drive up to Chicago, or even to fly off for a weekend in New York, on short notice.
They loved each other, they trusted and respected each other; and they had fun together. Suzanne thought Rich was the kindest, most thoughtful man she'd ever known--even including her late father, whom she had adored. It was a good marriage. And their sex life?
If you'd gotten her under oath Suzanne would have said, "it's pretty good. Fine, really. We still do it about once or twice a week, and we both enjoy it. I guess I miss the excitement of those hard, intense, pile-driving fucks we had a lot of back when we were dating; we don't seem to do that more than a few times a year anymore. Frankly, Rich is older and he doesn't get as hard, or as fierce, as he used to get." Then she'd shrug and say, "I guess that's to be expected. It's still fine, though."
And she might blush a little and say, "and when we play our fantasy games--that's still a lot of fun. Maybe the most fun, 'cause he gets so turned-on then!"
If he'd had his hand on a Bible, Rich would have said, "I still really love sex with Suzanne, and her body still turns me on a lot. We probably average a little more than once a week, and I wish it was more. In my head I maybe want it every other day--but to tell the truth, the dick doesn't pop up as often as it used to, and when it does it doesn't get as hard.
"I'd definitely like some more oral. Suzanne knows that, but she's just not that into it--either way. She lets me lick her when I insist, but she'd rather just fuck. And as for blowjobs, I get them a couple of times a year if I ask really nice. I think she feels guilty about it, but they're just not her thing."
Then he'd smile, a little sheepishly. "In the last couple of years we've done some fantasy playing, and that's been really fun. We don't do it all the time, but when we do it really spices things up, you know? It's a little embarrassing, some of it ... But I guess, hell, we're married, we're both adults, we're not hurting anyone."
The games had started perhaps three years earlier, after Rich accidentally left a website open on his computer and Suzanne happened to see it. Like every man--certainly most of them--he looked at pornography from time to time. Maybe Suzanne was having her period and he was feeling horny; or she'd gone to bed early; or he knew, in the way that every husband who pays attention knows, that on a particular night the chances of sex with his wife were between slim and none--actually closer to none.
So like millions of other guys Rich had poked around on the web and found some sites that got a rise out of him. His favorite was called AdultAmateurAction.com; it was a site where ordinary people posted photos and videos of themselves having sex. Fucking, blowjobs, pussy-eating, anal sex, and occasionally weirder stuff with vegetables or pissing.
What amazed him was that so many of the couples posting were no more attractive than average. There were some true hotties, of both sexes, but it was mainly regular-looking people, from their 20s to their 70s, with all the wrinkles, the flabby thighs, the oversized bellies and the droopy tits that you'd expect.
None of this bothered Rich at all. Sure, he preferred the hot women to the ones built like NFL defensive linemen, but it was all good. Kind of cool, actually, to see unattractive people being so unselfconscious about fucking in front of a camera.
After a few times visiting the site, Rich began to notice what particularly turned him on. It was cheating wives, secretly fucking other guys; or wives openly cuckolding their husbands, fucking other men while the husbands waited at home or even stood in the same room holding the camera.
It was strange, and disturbing to him, the way he reacted. Rich knew that fucking was fucking, to some extent--everybody was shoving the same body part in and out of the few possible openings. When he was watching some woman bounce on top of a guy, moaning while he pulled on her tits, what did it matter that she was with her lover rather than with her husband? He wouldn't even have known the difference if the caption beneath the video hadn't said "Wife cucking her husband" or something like that.
But it did matter to him, a lot. Many of the sex videos were at least mildly arousing, but the ones where wives were screwing men other than their husbands got him much more turned-on. Sometimes watching those led Rich to come all over himself far sooner than he'd intended, his planned 15-20 minute session of stroking reduced to just a couple of minutes.
This embarrassed him and confused him; but it didn't stop him from continuing to look at those videos. Privately, of course--Suzanne didn't know a thing about it. Until the night he forgot to clear the browser before going to bed.
**********************
On a Saturday afternoon Suzanne had needed Rich's pen-knife to open a package, and as she reached into his desk drawer she bumped his computer's mouse and the screen came to life. She stared. It was a shot of a man standing, leaning back against a wall naked, his head thrown back and his eyes closed. On her knees in front of him, a voluptuous blonde with really large tits had his cock all the way down her throat. The caption read, "She deepthroats her boyfriend while I'm away on business!"
She wasn't the least surprised to find porn on Rich's computer, though it amused her that he'd neglected to log off the site--after all, she occasionally used his computer for shopping or email. She sat down and went back through his browser history, looking at what he'd been looking at the night before, and her package was soon completely forgotten.
When Rich came home from his golf game, around 5:30, he was greeted by Suzanne wearing nothing but one of his wife beaters. She pushed the door shut behind him and pulled him into a long, sloppy kiss, pressing her big breasts into his chest.
"Baby, I hope you're not too hungry because I need something right now...." She dragged an amazed Rich by the hand into the bedroom, pushed him down on the bed and yanked his clothes off, all the time kissing and stroking his body.
"I need to be FUCKED!" she murmured into his ear, and pulled him down on top of her. He wasted no time pushing his hard-on into her, finding that she was already soaking wet. She moaned and pulled on his hips and ass as he rode her; it was a hard, intense fuck that lasted no longer than 4-5 minutes, ending with big orgasms for both of them.
"Wow!" he said to her a few minutes later, kissing her hair as they lay twined together. "I don't know what that was all about, honey, but I'd like a copy of the recipe!"
She laughed, and licked his nipple. She'd been wondering what she would tell him--whether to tell him anything--but she was feeling happy, sexy, and relaxed, so she plunged ahead.
"Well, big guy, I stumbled over something that got me a bit, uh, worked-up. As you noticed!" She kissed him.
"I didn't look on purpose, honest. But I went to get your pen-knife and there on your screen--"
He tensed up, almost involuntarily, looking down at her anxiously.
"Shh," she said, "it's fine, really. Everybody looks at porn; I wasn't surprised, and I wasn't upset. But as I looked at what you'd been looking at, I ..."
She sat up to look at him, holding his hand. "You don't mind my asking about it, do you honey? You seem to be seriously into wives who cuckold or cheat on their husbands."
Rich looked away, feeling himself blushing.
"I don't know, Suze, it's .... I don't ....
"Listen," he said, very seriously. "It's all just fantasy. I would never want you to have sex with another man, ever. I don't even know why I look at that stuff. It's just ...."
He broke off, shaking his head, and she squeezed his hand gently, giving him a smile that meant, "I love you, and you can trust me."
"It's just that there's something about a wife with another guy that, I don't know, gets me going. Watching a wife fucking her husband, no big deal--but watching a wife fuck her lover, either behind the husband's back or even if he knows about it--it turns me on. It's so humiliating to think about, the husband either knowingly or unknowingly letting another man pleasure the woman he loves, the woman who's pledged herself to him alone."
His face was uncertain, confused. "I don't know what this means--what's wrong with me. I mean, I--"
"Baby." She kissed him, putting her arms around his neck. "This is such a common fantasy--I've read and heard about it everywhere. Lots of men seem to get turned-on by the idea of wife-sharing, or even wives having affairs. There's not a thing wrong with you.
"And I want to tell you, looking through some of those videos really turned ME on too--as I guess you noticed!" She grinned at him. "I just loved that housewife in her twenties being fucked from behind by the 58-year old neighbor--that one was really hot!"
"Can we try something?" she said. He nodded, hesitantly, and she continued, "just lie back."
She began to caress his body, starting with his chest, with long strokes of both hands. "I'm a wife," she said, "and I'm SO bad. I'm here with my lover, in his bed, while my husband is at work." She saw Rich's flaccid cock give a noticeable twitch, so she went on.
"I love my husband, but you turn me on so much, lover--I've just got to have you again!" Her hands had reached Rich's thighs and his cock, which was growing fast, and she began to play with it.
"There's something about cheating on him that's SO damn hot! I've got to--"
She plunged her mouth down over his erection, sucking enthusiastically, and Rich groaned. Within a few minutes she had him hard and throbbing between her lips, and she sat back.
"Now, baby," she said, climbing over him. "Fill me with your big hard cock while my husband is out there making his living. Make me your cheating slut!"
Rich pulled her down on top of him, pushing his cock in her as deep as it would go. Grabbing her shoulders he pulled her face down to his, and they kissed deeply while Suzanne started rotating her hips. In no time they were plunging, thrusting, kissing, and groaning, both of them on fire.
Rich held her tight and rolled over on top of her, pressing Suzanne's knees back to her chest and plunging even deeper inside her heated cunt. "Ah, ah ..." she moaned, humping back at him.
"C'mon, baby, do me--make me forget all about my poor husband!" With a low growl, Rich fucked her even harder, thrusting with all his force, making the bed crash rhythmically against the wall. He lasted only another half-minute before coming inside Suzanne as hard as he ever had, crying out, pushing in so deep she thought he'd hit her tonsils from the inside.
It was an amazing fuck. They collapsed together, breathing hard, still holding one another tight.
After a few minutes Suzanne realized Rich wasn't looking at her. "Honey, are you okay?"
He sat up, putting his feet on the floor, facing away from her.
"Honey?" She stroked his back.
"Suze, I'm ... I guess I'm just embarrassed."
She sat up and put her arms around his shoulders from behind, pressing herself against his broad back. "Don't be. DON'T be. That was amazing. I loved it!"
He turned back to her, full of dismay. "What's wrong with me? Do I want you to cuckold me, to cheat on me? Hell no--I would go insane if you fucked someone else! And yet the idea of it ...
"What we just did excited me so much it scares me to death."
Still holding him, her cheek against his back, she said softly, "that's why they call it a fantasy, baby. Everyone has them. I love it so much that you let me play that one with you."
"Really?" He turned around to face her, looking dubious.
"Really. That was so much fun!" She kissed him. "And maybe next time we can try one of mine."
Rich's eyebrows went up, and he said, "you have fantasies too?"
"Uh-huh--sexy ones. How about we go make dinner and have some wine and I'll tell you about a couple of them?"
**********************
For a few months after that, their sex-life shifted into high gear. Almost every week they played some kind of game. Suzanne suggested several different ones: the high-school principal with the student caught cheating, the speeding driver and the policeman, the lonely woman on a business trip being picked up by a stranger in a bar. All of them were fun.
But Rich's favorites were always about a wife and her lover. Sometimes HE was the lover, and Suzanne crooned to him about how much better he was at sex than her husband; but much more often she was the wife who had just come home from her boyfriend's bed, and was now letting her husband have her.



Those episodes made Rich crazy--just wild with desire and fear. If they were playing a cuckold game she'd diminish him: she'd say, "oh, baby, Teddy was so good tonight, he fucked me so hard and deep; do your best, okay? You can't match what he does to me but you're still my guy, I'll still always come home to you and let you have his sloppy seconds."
If she were being a cheater it was different. She'd seduce him, maybe suck him for a while, then get him to lick her pussy, whispering "can you taste him, baby? This is so hot, you licking the pussy where my boyfriend's cock has just been, never suspecting a thing. God, there's nothing hotter than two men in the same night, and me being the only one who knows about it."
Her words always drove Rich into a frenzy. He'd lick and suck at her cunt until she was writhing and screaming; then he'd pounce on her and fuck her as hard as he could, aware of his pounding heart. He knew that mixed in with his excitement was a kind of raw terror--he didn't understand it but the whole thing combined to nearly make his head explode when he came. And Suzanne, who on most regular nights of sex wasn't all that interested in his tongue between his legs, always totally abandoned herself to the pleasure of it.
Afterwards, Rich often grew a little withdrawn, a little quiet. Suzanne always reassured him: "it's just a game, baby, something fun we do to turn each other on."
She would always take his face in her hands, look into his eyes lovingly. "You are all mine and I am all yours--no one else's, get it?" And then she'd laugh and kiss him and say, "and you are one hell of a fuck, old man!" and he'd pull her into his arms, the relief and the love surging through him.
Inevitably, things slowed down after a while--both because they'd been married so long and because Rich was nearly 50. They mostly had routine sex, still pleasurable and intimate but nothing special. The fantasy games came less frequently, and at times Rich was more reluctant to play the cheating or cuckolding wife ones, though Suzanne didn't seem to notice. Nor did she seem fully aware that when they did play them, Rich sometimes brooded for a day or two afterwards. She would have said that they were doing fine, in the bedroom as elsewhere.
Rich would have agreed. But he might have hesitated a little bit first.
And then came her affair.
**********************
Bradley Marshall turned up at just the right time, or the wrong time. Like so many unfaithful spouses, Suzanne had had absolutely no intention of sleeping with someone new.
She and Rich had just had the hottest three-day weekend in years. Over the Memorial Day holiday they'd spent the whole time alone, most of it in bed. They'd had two fantasy sessions and a total of four intense fucks.
During the last one she had pushed especially hard to humiliate her "cuckolded" husband. It was no more than an extension of what they'd done in the past, and the whole weekend had been so hot, it never occurred to be careful.
So she'd had Rich eat her pussy while she told him all about what her boyfriend had been doing to her. "He doesn't ask, baby--he's not polite and loving like you, he just takes me. He had me bent over his kitchen table not two minutes after I got into his apartment, and his cock was like a baseball bat! He fucked me and fucked me, pushing me flat, my tits against the cold table, yanking me back at him by the hips.
"I came and came--God, I must have been screaming for half an hour by the time he shot his stuff inside me. Your tongue feels so good, honey, so soothing. He just wore me out! The second time was on my back in his bed, my ankles up over his shoulders, just pounding me, hard and steady, and I couldn't stop coming.
"We both know you can't fuck me as good as he does, Richie--you're not as big and not as hard. But your tongue is so nice, baby, it's ... ooh, that's good, just like that, oh God oh God!" She came hard on his face, writhing and jerking around.
When she'd relaxed she smiled at him and said, "thank you, honey. Now come get your reward for loving me so good--and for letting me have Teddy to play with. Come fuck me and have your own fun, it'll feel good. I won't come with you, but I love you and I want you to have your fun too."
Suzanne had never ever pushed Rich so hard in a fantasy session, never ladled out so much humiliation. And Rich gave no sign it was bothering him--he licked her in a frenzy, then fucked her hard, frantically, thrusting into her and burying his head into her neck, squeezing her so tight when he came that she almost couldn't breathe.
Afterwards they showered, first her and then him; and though he was quiet and a little preoccupied during dinner, Suzanne was feeling so satisfied and mellow, so pleased with her husband, that she didn't notice. They watched the fireworks together from their back yard, spent some time watching Law & Order, and went to sleep.
That last Memorial Day fuck had two effects. It made Rich uneasy, unsure; and it left Suzanne unusually revved-up. Over the next couple of weeks various routine life issues seemed to get in the way of their sexual intimacy--a problem at his office, a quick visit by Suzanne to see her ailing mother, the A/C breaking in the house. For Rich this time turned out to be a welcome breather, while it left Suzanne increasingly horny and frustrated.
On June 18 Suzanne had drinks with three of her best friends from the office. It was a Thursday, and Rich had had to drive up to Toledo to attend to some equipment repairs that weren't being taken care of. He wouldn't be back until Saturday afternoon.
Alison was regaling Suzanne and the other girls with a funny story about a recent disastrous blind date when she suddenly said, "oh my God--Bradley??" She jumped to her feet and ran over to a tall young man, throwing her arms around him.
She brought him back to their table and said, "Jennie, Beth, Suzanne, this is my favorite cousin Bradley. We grew up together in Memphis. Bradley, these are my very best friends from work."
Bradley was happy to join them and have a couple of drinks. He was 26 years old, a few years younger than Alison, and a sales rep for W.B. Mason. He was based in California, but had been transferred to Ohio for six months to participate in a training seminar for younger, recently hired salespeople.
Bradley and Alison entertained the others for a while with, "it's so great to see you ... how is Uncle Tony, is he still married to that little blonde girl ... have you kept in touch with Cousin Martin ..." and so forth. And then, as drinks continued to be drunk, the conversation grew more general and the level of laughter increased.
A little before 9, Suzanne's cell phone rang and she went to a quiet corner. It was Rich, just calling to say hello from Toledo. They chatted for a few minutes, Suzanne explaining she was out with the girls, and then said good night.
At around 9:30 Jennie said she needed to get home and the party started to break up. Bradley had just begun his third vodka martini and Suzanne had no one to rush home to, so she volunteered to stay while he finished his drink; soon it was just the two of them at the table, laughing and chatting about nothing in particular.
It hadn't escaped her notice how attractive Bradley was, slim but solid, with wavy hair and a wonderful smile; nor that he had begun to flirt with her, in a low-key, humorous way that was very flattering. She knew she was a little tipsy. She thought she'd only had three Cosmopolitans, though it had actually been five.
When they left the bar at about 10:15 Bradley was telling her about a terrifying plane flight he'd had once, using his hand to show the plane swooping and plunging, and Suzanne was laughing so hard she stumbled. She had to grab his arm to steady herself, and he supported her as they walked to her car.
"Suzanne, I'm not sure it's such a great idea for you to drive home." There was a smile on his face, but also a look of sincere concern.
"That's okay, Bradley, I'm really ... really ..." She broke off and started to laugh. Something was funny but she wasn't sure what it was.
He said, "Seriously--let me drive you. You can come back in a taxi for your car tomorrow." And she said, "I guess that would be a good idea--thanks."
As he drove her across town they continued to talk and joke. Suzanne was feeling so relaxed, and it occurred to her that she was getting turned-on. She pulled her blouse a little tighter over her breasts, and subtly sat up straighter to push them forward a little bit.
Only it wasn't so subtle. Bradley glanced over and realized what she was doing. He casually slid his hand over onto her thigh just above the knee, just leaving it there, not moving it. She sighed--it felt so nice and warm, so strong! Without thinking about it too much she put her hand down on top of his, holding it there.
Bradley managed to drive the car, keep the conversation going and--after a minute--slide his hand up a little at time under Suzanne's skirt. He stopped a good three inches short of her panties, but he could feel the heat of her on his fingers.
Suzanne smiled to herself, thinking it sure is fun to flirt a little with a handsome, sexy man! When she glanced at his crotch she was startled to see a considerable erection bulging there--it looked enormous!
At a red light, Bradley gently removed his hand from Suzanne's leg, took her left hand, and placed it on top of his bulge. He smiled at her, saying nothing--letting her decide.
Her arousal jumped, and she couldn't stop herself from sliding her hand around his cloth-covered dick, exploring its dimensions. It seemed very big, and so hard! She looked down, watching her hand as it played over his dick.
The light changed and the car moved forward. Bradley said nothing, just enjoying the feel of her hand on him. After a minute he said, "my apartment is just four blocks from here--would you like to see it?"
Suzanne knew exactly what that meant, but she hesitated only briefly, the cock under her hand making more of an impression in her tipsy head than the little voice that was saying, "no, Suzanne, no!"
"Sure, that would be great," she said, smiling at him, squeezing his dick a little more firmly.
When they got to the apartment Bradley took charge. They were barely inside with the door closed before he pulled Suzanne into his arms and kissed her hard, pushing her back against the wall with his body. Drunkenly she submitted to his probing tongue and his hands all over her body. It was so sexy, to be pushed and pulled and have her clothes taken off her like this!
He got the two of them naked and on his bed, and then he took her. Missionary position, no frills, hard and fast. His cock was hot and it seemed as hard as stone, and he plunged it into her unceasingly, forcefully. She was whimpering into his mouth, then crying out as she came, her thighs squeezing him, her head whipping back and forth.
After they finished she was asleep in minutes, lying on her side, her mouth open, snoring a little bit. She half-awoke in the middle of the night to find him fucking her again, on their sides from behind, more gently this time. When he realized she was awake he began stroking and playing with her large breasts, kissing her on the neck. Too sleepy to care about an orgasm, she just relaxed and enjoyed letting him take her, relishing the faster, harder pumping that led to his cum spurting into her again. Once more they slept.
********************** **********************
AFTER THAT SATURDAY AFTERNOON
Rich wasn't angry. That was maybe the worst part. No, she thought--all of it was the worst part. His hangdog looks, the way he wouldn't talk to her about it, the way he avoided her, spending time by himself in the yard or staying late at work. And how sick with guilt she felt.
She hadn't meant it to happen, hadn't planned it. She knew it was wrong, knew in fact that it was a terrible idea. And yet ....
There was a part of her that had thought, "well, he's so turned-on by cheating fantasies. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad--if he found out. I mean, I won't tell him, he'll never know, but ... maybe he'd actually like it?"
**********************
Alison had never seen Suzanne so upset. She was trembling, clutching her glass tightly in both hands, tears drifting down her cheeks as she told the story.
"Rich is just destroyed--shattered. I want him to get angry, you know? To shout at me, throw things, I don't know. Even if he said he was going to divorce me, I would understand it. Then I could beg him, plead with him not to.
"But all he does is avoid me. He's ... he's ...." She trailed off and started to cry.
Alison reached across the table and took her friend's hand. "Baby--start from the beginning, okay? You had an affair and Rich caught you--that's about all I can figure out. Could you just tell me the story?"
Suzanne wiped her face with a napkin. "It was ... it was Bradley--your cousin."
"Bradley?! But he's only--"
"Twenty-six, yeah, I know." Suzanne smiled sadly. "A 'younger man.' I'm such a fucking cliché.
"It started the night he met us here in the bar, you remember? Rich was away for a couple of days, we were all sitting around laughing and drinking, and all of you guys left first so I stayed while Bradley finished his drink. I was drunker than I realized, and we ended up in his apartment."
Silence. Alison watched her friend.
"It was exciting. I mean, I'd never cheated before, never even dreamed of it. And Bradley is a hunk, and he really wanted me, and... And. And I was a fucking idiot, Al!" Suzanne pounded the table with her palm. "An idiot!"
Alison said, "did it continue, after that night?"
Suzanne nodded. "One more time. Bradley kept texting me; I mostly ignored them, but about two weeks later Rich had to go up to Chicago and I was really horny and I just ... I just texted Bradley back and said I'd go over there. And that's when he must have taken those damn photographs."
"Wait a minute, what? What photographs?" Alison looked at Suzanne in alarm.
Suzanne smiled crookedly. "Sorry Al, I'm screwing up the story. That's how Rich found out--that asshole Bradley emailed him photographs."
Alison just stared at her. "Bradley--why?"
"I'm telling it out of order--sorry. The second time I was with him, Bradley talked me into getting a little kinky. He had me put on a sleep mask so I couldn't see anything, and then he gave me orders. Nothing too weird, just 'get down on your knees,' or 'suck me off,' or 'bend over the bed.' It was fun, actually--being totally in the dark like that, and told what to do. It turned me on." She looked embarrassed.
"But I had no idea he was taking photographs, that prick. And then a few days later when I wouldn't answer his texts he got really nasty. He kept after me to see him again, and I called him and said No, that was it, I wasn't going to cheat on Rich any more.
"And Bradley got furious and started threatening me, said he wasn't the kind of guy I could just dump, and unless I kept fucking him I'd regret it. But he didn't say what he was going to do. I got mad and told him he was an asshole and hung up on him.
"I figured that would be the end of it. But then ten days ago I came home and found Rich in his office, sobbing. And there was a picture of me on his computer, naked, wearing the mask and sucking Bradley's cock. That son-of-a-bitch got Rich's email address and sent him a bunch of pictures, along with a nasty little note about 'bet you didn't know what your wife is doing behind your back'."
"Oh my God, Suzanne, he didn't?"
Suzanne just nodded; then she suddenly began to weep again. "And now he, he's like an old man--defeated, crushed. I don't know how to reach him!
"He's suffering and he blames himself and he won't let me talk to him, to explain or apologize or anything."
"Why does he blame himself?"
Even in her misery, Suzanne realized that she'd gone too far. She wouldn't tell Alison about Rich's fantasies--that wouldn't be fair to him.
She said, "I don't know exactly--I think because he's older and, you know, less vigorous than he used to be. He has always worried about the age difference between us."
"And is that the reason?"
Suzanne looked even more unhappy, if that was possible. "I don't know, Al. God knows I've thought about it enough, how I could have done such a stupid, awful thing. But I don't know. Bradley's kind of sexy, and I'd been drinking... And yes, Rich is 52 and we've slowed down some. But I really don't know."
She sighed. "Unless it's that I'm just a self-centered, shallow, unfeeling bitch." And she suddenly burst into tears again. Alison slid out of the booth and went around to Suzanne's side, sitting down and putting an arm around her consolingly.
**********************
She caught him by surprise. Rich had been coming to bed late, waiting until he was sure Suzanne was asleep, but this time when he climbed into bed she got up, turned the bedside light on, and pulled a chair over between him and the door. She sat down on it and said, "Rich, we're going to talk."
Avoiding her eyes he said, "honey, I'm kinda tired..."
"I don't care. I don't care if you get angry and beat the crap out of me, we're not going on like this any more."
"Why would I beat the crap out of you?" He looked genuinely surprised.
"Rich! I cheated on you, I hurt you and humiliated you! You should be yelling at me, divorcing me ... SOMETHING! Instead of shuffling around the house like a whipped dog." She stared at him, waiting--willing him to speak.
He stared at the floor, and when he spoke she hardly heard him at first.
"I know why you did it ... how can I yell at you when it's my fault? I mean ... I mean, what kind of man am I? Not just old, but weak ...
"There I am with my pussy fantasies, all those fantasies of another man fucking the hell out of you, making you come like crazy. Turning you inside out like I could never do ...
"It was bad enough when I kept those thoughts to myself, jacking off in the study late at night. But then when ..."
He started to cry. "But then when we played those cheating games, those cuckold games--
"I mean, what else could you think? It was just what I deserved, right? Your pansy husband gets turned-on by the idea of you fucking somebody else, so you fuck somebody else!"
His voice was thick with tears. "How can I expect you to be faithful to a useless wimp like me?"
"No!" she cried. She dropped to her knees in front of him, putting her head on his lap and her arms tightly around his middle. "You are NOT a wimp, you are not a pansy, you are my strong, wonderful loving husband!"
She held him and stroked his back; she spoke lovingly and reassuringly to him, apologized over and over, told him how sorry she was for hurting him, for her selfishness. He continued to cry, and they cried together. Finally she turned the light off and spooned up against him tightly, holding him close to her, and they eventually fell asleep.
**********************
Alison didn't give up. She knocked and waited, knocked again, then again, her friends Jennie and Beth standing just behind her in the hallway. She was knocking for the fifth time when the door swung open a few inches.
Bradley was wearing just a pair of sweatpants, and he looked annoyed. "Hey Alison, it's not really such a good--"
The three women pushed past him into the apartment without a word. Looking around, they headed straight for the bedroom.
"Hey, wait a minute, you guys can't just come barging in and--"
Sitting up in bed with the covers pulled around her and a wary look on her face was an attractive dark-haired woman, probably in her late thirties. Alison saw she was wearing a wedding ring.
"Another slut fucking around on her husband, eh?" Alison spoke in a sneering voice.



The woman said, "now wait a minute, why the hell is this any of your--"
"Did he blindfold you and take photos yet?"
The woman's indignant face suddenly turned startled. Bradley was grabbing Alison's arm, trying angrily to pull her back out of the bedroom. Suddenly there was a thud and he was on the floor, stunned. Beth stood over him holding a heavy purse, with which she'd just smacked him.
The woman said, "he didn't take any pictures! But, uh, we did--"
"Oh, he took pictures all right. Where's the computer?" Jennie said, "it's in the other bedroom, Alison."
"Get your clothes on and get the hell out of here," Alison told the woman in the bed. "And consider yourself lucky. We'll take care of the pictures."
Bradley was starting to get to his feet and Jennie said, "just stay there, asshole. Beth has her purse but I brought a baseball bat."
"Listen," he said, a little uncertainly, "you three can't just come in here and--"
"Shut the FUCK up, you asshole." Alison whirled around and shouted at him, venom in her voice. "We know all about what you did to Suzanne, you dishonest, selfish prick. You're lucky we don't beat you to death and toss your naked body out the window."
She turned and went into the other room, leaving Jennie and Beth standing over Bradley who was still a bit woozy. The dark-haired woman had hastily dressed and was headed out the door without another word.
There were a number of crashing sounds from the other room, and after a couple of minutes Alison returned, a camera in one hand and what looked like an external hard-drive under her arm.
"What the hell did you do, Alison? If you--" Bradley started to his feet but was knocked back down, stunned by a blow to the kidney from Jennie's bat.
"I'm liberating your camera and your hard drive, you little shit. I didn't find any extra memory sticks, and your computer is now history. And if there are any other copies of your photo stash they'd better not ever see the light of day."
She bent down and looked him right in the face. "Fucking married women? Blackmailing them for sex? Exposing them to their husbands?"
She slapped him hard across the face. "And you used to be my favorite cousin."
The women headed for the apartment door. As they left Alison called back, "I wouldn't be expecting any more invitations to family Christmas if I were you."
**********************
"I've just about fuckin' had it with this shit—I don't know why I even bother coming!"
Rich marched to the door, yanked it open and stalked out, slamming it hard behind him. There was a kind of charged silence left in the room behind him.
Suzanne looked stunned, shaken; but Dr. Ross smiled at her reassuringly.
"Well, I guess he's starting to get in touch with his anger," he said, and chuckled.
It had taken Suzanne nearly two months to get Rich into Dr. Ross's office. Two months of pleading, apologizing, reassuring; of giving him space when he needed it, and cuddling up to him whenever he'd let her. Of telling him every day, twice or three times a day, how much she loved him, how sorry she was. As well nearly two months of no sex. She had begged, pleaded, for him to make love to her. But the one time they tried was a disaster—Rich's erection had disappeared as he tried to enter her, and nothing she tried would bring it back. After that he wouldn't let her get close to him.
And for the first five or six appointments he'd hardly said a word, mostly just listened to Suzanne tell the story and talk about how terrible she felt. But today, Dr. Ross had turned the conversation to Rich, challenging him for the first time.
"Rich, it's clear that the fault here is Suzanne's. She's the one who cheated—after you clearly told her that you wouldn't put up with her having sex with anyone else. Why do you continue to blame yourself?"
No answer. Dr. Ross continued.
"Suzanne has said that you were attracted to Internet porn that featured cuckolding or cheating wives. Do you think there's something wrong with that? Or that your being aroused by those fantasies means you're less than a man, somehow?
"They are very common fantasies, you know. Why do you think there are so many websites devoted to them? Millions of men are excited by fantasies of their wives with other men, in a wide variety of settings and situations. You're certainly not the only one."
Rich didn't move. He was sitting stiffly, looking straight at Dr. Ross, and Suzanne could see he was getting angry.
"So what do you think is really going on? Why are you clinging to some view of yourself as a wimp, rather than acknowledging the enormous anger you must be feeling at what Suzanne did?"
That did it—that's when Rich exploded, shouting back at the two of them and storming out the door.
Suzanne was still trembling—from Rich's rage, from the loud sound of the door slamming. She said, "I don't understand—this was a GOOD thing?"
The doctor nodded. He almost looked like a caricature of a therapist: middle-aged, neatly trimmed goatee, glasses, tweed jacket.
"Yes, for several reasons. First, he's got to start to get straight the difference between fantasy and reality. Lots of people have fantasies—all of us do. Some women fantasize about being raped, for instance. But virtually none of them actually want to experience it—quite the contrary.
"One of the best things about a loving marriage is when two people trust each other enough to be open about their fantasies, even the embarrassing ones. They can explore them and play with them, knowing that their partners will keep them safe by never taking things too far."
Suzanne looked down. "Until I totally fucked it up."
"Actually, yes," he said. "But you knew that already; you didn't need to come see me to figure that out.
"Rich has been clinging to the belief that somehow HE caused you to do this. As crazy as it sounds, that has allowed him to be in some kind of control of it. He's chosen to see himself as a wimp because the alternative seems even worse to him: that he can't trust the woman he loves."
"But he CAN! Of course he—" Suzanne broke off, her eyes filling with tears. "No, I guess he can't, can he?
"I mean, I know that I'll never ever ever do anything like this ever again. I'd rather die than see him hurt this way."
Dr. Ross nodded. "But it's going to take a while for him to believe that. And what he's got to go through in the meantime is accepting that you really did this, that it WASN'T his fault. And then, he's going to be really really angry. That's what started just now.
"After that, if you two can get through it, there will be room for forgiveness and reconciliation. But you're going to need patience, and some good luck."
**********************
When she got home Suzanne didn't know what to expect, but it certainly wasn't silence. Rich didn't speak to her for three days. He didn't answer questions either, just stared at her with an aggressive blankness. They ate their meals together without a word from him, and then he disappeared outside or into his study.
She didn't dare touch him—she was literally afraid he might hit her or throw her down. In fact it wasn't until the third night, when she said that to him, that Rich softened.
He was in bed on his side, facing away from her. She was sad and desperate and wanted him to hold her. Without thinking she said, "I want to cuddle up with you, but I'm afraid you'll hit me."
He rolled over and looked at her, startled. "I would never hit you—you know that."
Suzanne started to cry. "But you're so angry! Not that I don't deserve it, but—" She put her face in her hands, overcome by sobs. Rich sat up and gently pulled Suzanne into his arms; she buried her head against his chest and cried hard, while he held her. When she was calmer he turned out the light and lay down behind her, spooning her gently as they fell asleep.
The next morning at breakfast Rich had a strangely hangdog look. He let Suzanne kiss his cheek as she put his plate in front of him, but he said, "I'm still angry, you know."
"Of course you are, honey. You should be—I fucked up! I did something absolutely awful—ME, just me, not you—and I'm going to do everything I can to make it up to you.
"So go ahead and be angry: yell at me, call me a cheating slut, ignore me, punish me. Only please don't leave me." She looked at him very seriously from across the table.
"Please, please don't leave me," she said again, with tears on her face.
**********************
It was five days later that she gave him a blow job.
She and Dr. Ross had talked about it—or rather, about what strategies she could use to help him get through his anger and his hurt.
"Among the million things he's feeling, Suzanne, one of them is surely a lot of doubt about whether you're still sexually attracted to him."
"But we—"
Dr. Ross waved his hands. "It doesn't matter. You cheating on him with Bradley changed everything. Now you'll need to convince him all over again.
"And, frankly, he may resist intercourse with you for some time. He may fear, uh, further performance issues, for one thing. I would consider giving him fellatio, if he'll let you."
Rich was still coming to bed late, but this time when he lay down Suzanne got up out of bed, came around to his side, and turned his bedside lamp back on. He saw she was wearing nothing but a sexy black teddy.
His eyes widened, and he sat up, swinging his legs out of the bed onto the floor. In an angry voice he said, "I'm not having sex with you, Suzanne."
She knelt in front of him, unfazed. "I know, baby. I'm desperate to have you make love to me again, but I don't deserve it. Yet."
She bent her head and began to kiss his cock through his pajama bottoms, stroking his thighs with her hands. She kept her eyes down, so she missed seeing the struggle with himself that played out on Rich's features. She felt his leg muscles tighten as he prepared to stand up and push her away—and then he relaxed.
"Why the fuck not?" he thought to himself. "It's not like I get so many blow jobs that I should be kicking one away."
Suzanne made love to his dick through his pajamas until he was big and hard; then she slid them down off his legs, with Rich helping by lifting his hips. Then for the first time she dared to look up at his face—it was unsmiling and stern.
Keeping her eyes on his, she licked up and down his cock, feeling it throb in her hands. Then she plunged it into her mouth and he gasped. She sucked him energetically, a little afraid he'd stop her; but Rich was lost in the pleasure. She slid her lips up and down his dick, then sucked hard while stroking with her hands, and within three minutes he groaned and arched himself into her mouth as he came. The whole thing was quick and dirty and totally unexpected. He loved it.
Suzanne held him in her mouth as he softened, then cleaned him gently with her tongue. Finally she got his pajamas and helped him put them back on. Wordlessly she tucked him back into bed, turned off the light, then climbed in next to him and snuggled up tightly against him.
In a gruff voice Rich said, "one fucking blow job doesn't mean you're forgiven, you know." He was a little embarrassed, hearing himself trying to sound angry.
Suzanne nodded against his neck. "I know, honey," she said. Soon they were both asleep.
**********************
Suzanne blew him for six straight days—each time the same way, late at night, on her knees before him on Rich's side of the bed. It was still not her favorite thing, but she admitted to herself that she was starting to like it more. Probably most of all because she loved him, because she felt terrible for what she'd done and she knew this was pleasing him. It was a way to say "sorry" and "I love you" and "I want to be with you."
During the day they didn't speak about it. Rich had ended the silent treatment, and they at least kissed when he left for work and when he came home, but things were in some sort of strange limbo—not angry, but not relaxed and close either.
One night at dinner it seemed to her things were starting to get back to normal—or closer, at least. Suzanne was talking about work, telling Rich a funny story about an annoying client she and her colleagues kept trying to pass off to one another.
He was listening; and then he wasn't. She could see on his face that he had gone off somewhere else.
Suddenly he said, "I really, really hate you. You know that?"
She gasped, feeling it like a physical blow. He stared at her for another second, then got up and walked out of the room, leaving his half-eaten dinner on the table.
Slowly, Suzanne stood up. She cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher, wiped the counters, all the while feeling too numb to cry. When she felt enough time had passed to dare go looking for Rich, she found the door to his study was closed.
An hour later he found her in the living room. The TV was on but she couldn't have told you what she was watching.
He sat down heavily at the other end of the couch and looked at her, waiting for her to turn towards him. He said, "I don't really hate you. I hate what you did, but I could never hate you, Suzanne."
He seemed to be waiting for a reply. Her eyes were full of tears and she didn't know what to say. Finally she whispered, "okay, honey," nodding her head. She couldn't manage to say anything else, and after another minute he got up and left the room.
**********************
"So you've been ... giving him fellatio?"
Suzanne nodded, blushing a little. "He definitely likes it. But we don't talk about it, and his moods the rest of the time swing so wildly, I feel like I'm hanging on for dear life." She told Dr. Ross about the "I hate you" the previous night, and he nodded.
"He must feel he's on a roller-coaster, so I'm not surprised you're feeling that way too. He loves you, and wants your happy relationship back. He's still blaming himself, I'm sure; and more and more he's blaming you and he's just furious. Feeling humiliated, betrayed ... wondering about whether his age is an issue, wondering whether he'll ever feel he can trust you again ..."
Dr. Ross stopped. Gently he said, "I know I'm not telling you anything you don't already know."
In a different tone of voice he asked, "does Rich know that you're still coming here?"
She nodded. "We talked about it, a little. He doesn't mind, but he has no intention of coming anymore himself. At least for now."
At the end of the hour Dr. Ross said, "try to keep one thing in mind, okay? There's no such thing as giving him too much love and affection and reassurance. Even if he throws some of it back in your face. The whole edifice of his trust in you and your love, if I can put it that way, has been knocked to the ground, and it will take a lot of work to put it back together again.
"And it's worse—or at least more complicated—that the fantasy of being cheated on or cuckolded is an exciting one for him, because that leaves him struggling with the feeling that he brought this upon himself.
"So you just have to hang in there," he concluded, with a smile and a little shrug. Suzanne nodded and smiled back. She liked Dr. Ross.
Two nights later Rich stopped her when she kneeled in front of him, saying, "not tonight, baby—I'm bushed." She looked at him, worried, but he smiled and pulled her up into his arms for a hug. Then he spooned with her all night, and she slept better than she had in months.
**********************
It wasn't a straight line, their getting over it. Anything but. There were good days, or good moments, and some absolutely terrible ones. One Saturday morning Rich went off to play golf and he just didn't come back. 4 pm, 5 pm, not a word.
Finally she got a text from him, around 6:30. "Staying in a motel tonight—I'll be home tomorrow." She wrapped up the nice dinner that she'd cooked, put it away in the refrigerator, and made herself some soup and a tuna sandwich. Then she spent an hour or so talking to her friend Alison on the phone—Alison was such a patient listener, always sympathetic, never chewing her out for her stupidity.
When he came in the door the next afternoon around 3, he stared at her aggressively, as if daring her to question him. She just hugged him and said, "welcome back, baby. We're having salmon for dinner tonight, that sound all right?"
Then she left him alone for a couple of hours, and when they had dinner out on the deck they actually had a really nice time. He told her about his golf game, and what led to him getting so angry.
"It was just one of those days, I couldn't putt worth a damn. I was hitting it okay, but I four-putted three of the first nine holes and my mood got worse and worse. The guys were teasing me, you know, the way guys do—if I spent less time in bed with my sexy wife and more time practicing, etc.
"And then I started to think about all the Saturdays I've spent out on the golf course, and how many of them you could have been off getting fucked by some guy or another, and I just started to seethe."
He broke off, seeing her face, and held up his hand. "You don't have to say it, Suzanne—I believe you. I believe that Bradley was the only one.
"But that doesn't mean I don't fall into some really dark thoughts, sometimes. So I just felt like—like, fuck her, I don't feel like going home and making nice, being polite and sweet and pretending everything's fine. I went to the Marriott, had a mediocre steak dinner in the restaurant, and sat in my room drinking beer and watching the Reds for a while."
He smiled. "It wasn't much fun, to tell you the truth. I would have had a better time being here with you—I was just too pissed-off."
Telling her the whole story seemed to make him feel better, and they had a nice evening together, watching TV and snuggling a little. That night Suzanne gave him another blow job, trying to make it last, make it extra-loving, and when she had finished Rich pulled her up to him and kissed her for a long time—saying "thank you" without actually speaking it.
A week or so later they fucked again for the first time since it all started. Actually Suzanne fucked him—she licked and sucked him for a while, like she'd been doing, but this time when he was achingly hard she stood up and carefully, watching his face, straddled his lap and guided his dick into her. She was ready to back off at any moment if he rejected her, but he let her do it.
His cock felt enormous inside her. Nothing had been in there in months; Suzanne had diddled herself off in the shower a few times, but for some reason she had felt too guilty to masturbate using her dildo. So the feeling of Rich pushing up into her was just fantastic, and she groaned, pulling herself against him and feeling her breasts rubbing against his chest.
Naturally enough, Rich wondered if he would lose his hard-on, but it stayed nice and firm. He savored the feeling of Suzanne's wet cunt around him, and then he started to bounce her on his lap, pulling her up and down by her hips. They only fucked for a couple of minutes before he came in her, but neither of them cared. When it was over, they held each other close, breathing heavily. They were both really, really happy.
**********************
"I still feel like only half a man, sometimes." The words startled her, coming out of nowhere. They'd been relaxing on the couch with a drink, talking idly about planning a vacation, about work—about nothing in particular.
"It wasn't you, baby," Suzanne said, for what felt to her like the thousandth time. "I was just stupid." She teared up a little.
Leaning forward towards him, she said, "you know what I realized the other day, talking to Dr. Ross? It seems so obvious—I guess I knew it all along but it had never hit me, you know, right between the eyes?"



She could see he was listening.
"When we'd seen him a few times, and you started to get angry—finally, thank God—and realize that you weren't to blame one bit? Back then we talked about the difference between fantasy and reality, and how just because you had fantasies about ... about me and other men, didn't mean you ever wanted us to do anything about them in reality.
"Well in my session I suddenly got it—" and now she was crying, feeling as terrible as when it had hit her two days earlier, "—it suddenly hit me that that's exactly what I had done. I was the one that forgot that fantasies aren't for real."
She was sobbing. "God knows you told me, 'I could never stand it if you actually had sex with anyone else, Suzanne'—I just conveniently managed to overlook that. And to go ahead and be a stupid, selfish bitch."
She couldn't say any more, she was crying too hard. She hoped like crazy that Rich would take her into his arms, but he didn't move. She looked at him and his face was sorrowful.
"Yeah, that's about right, I guess," he said finally. "You forgot about fantasy and reality, you forgot what we agreed—you forgot a lot of stuff you should have remembered."
He finally slid over and put his arms around her, letting her cry against his chest. "And now I'm left feeling like I'm not enough for you—like maybe I've NEVER been enough for you. Even though you tell me it isn't true.
"But if it isn't true, then WHY, Suzanne? Why the hell did you do it?"
She didn't have a good answer, and in any case she was crying too hard to say anything.
**********************
It had been a fantastic weekend. They'd driven up to Chicago, stayed in a nice hotel, seen two Reds games at Wrigley Field. Suzanne was bored by baseball but enjoyed going occasionally with Rich, because she liked seeing him having such a good time.
And they went to a musical on Saturday night, and ate a fancy brunch on Sunday before they drove back. And they had sex three times.
No, Suzanne thought—we didn't only have sex, we really made love. It was a fine line, but she was sure of it. We were so close, and it felt so relaxed and loving. The first time was Saturday morning. Rich was eager to get out to the ballpark early, but Suzanne came out of the shower, dried herself without putting anything on, and dragged him back to bed, him protesting, the two of them laughing and kissing.
On Saturday night after the show they'd stopped for a couple of drinks, and when they got back to their room they had a long fuck: rolling around kissing and touching, and then 69—the first time for that in many months, since long before she cheated—and then finally she rolled him on his back and rode him cowgirl until she came like crazy, and then lay on him kissing his lips and his face and telling him how much she loved him.
And the next morning they did it slow, spoon-fashion lying on their sides, taking their time. Rich loved more than anything to hold and caress her breasts, pull gently on her nipples, and she closed her eyes and cooed for him. She felt safe and warm and loved. She felt happy; and she felt forgiven.
And now they were headed back down I-65, not saying too much, smiling at each other. She was holding Rich's hand, stroking the back of it, talking about having just soup and a quick salad when they got home.
She leaned over and kissed his cheek. "Love you," she said. He smiled at her and said, "love you."
**********************
On a Friday night in November they had their worst fight in months, when he came back from a three-day trip to Louisville. They'd been getting along better and better, and Suzanne was so eager to welcome Rich home with a night of sex. When he stumbled through the door, exhausted from his long drive, all he was thinking about was dinner. Dinner, then maybe a shower, and bed.
But there was no food in sight—just soft music on the stereo, and Suzanne's voice calling to him softly from their bedroom. When he got there he stopped dead.
There were candles burning on both night tables. A tray of appetizers and a couple of champagne glasses stood on the side table, with a bottle in an ice chest. The pillows on the bed were pushed to the side, the bedspread was on the floor and the sheets were rumpled, looking like the aftermath of a couple of hours of sex. And there was Suzanne, in a long silky red nightie, posed on her side, one leg up and bent at the knee. The nightie had slid up her thigh and he could see her pussy, looking wet and swollen. The room smelled like candles and sex.
"Hi baby," she said in a low, breathy voice. "I've been waiting for you."
"Have you?" His voice was harsh, and it shocked her. "Or did you spend the afternoon fucking some guy in our bed, so you could give me sloppy seconds?"
"Rich, I—"
"Maybe more than one guy—how would I know? All I know is that you look like a whore!"
He turned and stormed back out of the house. He was livid, out of control. Suzanne jumped up and ran after him, calling his name; but he was in the car in an instant, driving away.
Suzanne collapsed into a chair and started to cry. What had she done wrong this time? The more she thought about it, the more she started to get mad. Yes, she'd cheated on him. Yes, he was having a hard time trusting her. But it had been MONTHS ago—hadn't she been patient and loving and apologetic, hadn't she done literally everything she could think of to make it up to him?
Goddammit, was she going to be paying for this FOREVER?
She got up and went back to the bedroom. Blowing out the candles, she left everything else as it was. She dropped her nightie on the floor, got dressed in a blouse and a pair of jeans, picked up her purse and car keys, and headed out. She briefly thought about a movie but she was too upset; instead she headed for the mall, thinking, "shopping. Shoes. DSW."
Rich pulled back into the garage about an hour later. He'd been driving around—thinking, taking deep breaths, trying to calm down.
He knew he'd overreacted. Probably "misreacted" would be a better word. Within just a few minutes of leaving the house he saw it clearly—how Suzanne had gone to a lot of trouble to welcome him home in a fun, sexy and loving way.
The trouble was, he knew why he'd reacted that way, and he was ashamed of it. He had to talk to Suzanne—to apologize, he guessed—and he wasn't looking forward to it.
Rich was surprised to see that her car was gone. He found the bedroom just as she'd left it, so he took the appetizers and the champagne back into the kitchen, put the bottle back in the fridge, made himself a salad and had that and the canapés for dinner.
When Suzanne hadn't returned by 9 pm he found himself yawning. He headed into the bedroom, stripped his clothes off, pulled the bed back together and climbed in. He wasn't happy about what he'd done, but in a way he was kind of relieved not to have to face her just yet. In just a few minutes he was fast asleep.
Suzanne returned around 10 with two big shopping bags. She saw Rich's car and took a deep breath, psyching herself up to have it out with him. But when she saw the kitchen, then found him asleep in their bed, she only got angrier. That motherfucker!
She ate some of the appetizers, then went and grabbed her usual nightgown, not the sexy red one, and headed off to the guest room, where she locked the door. She tossed and turned for a long time before finally falling asleep.
When Suzanne came into the kitchen the next morning she was loaded for bear. Rich had made coffee and was sliding a great-looking omelet onto two plates. He turned to her, a sheepish look on his face; but she didn't give him a moment to say anything.
"I'm going out."
"Suze, honey, I'm sorry. I know I owe you—"
"Did you hear what I said? I'm going out." She grabbed her keys and stormed out the door, aware that she was probably making things worse but secretly delighted that she could punish him a little.
Rich began to steam as he sat there, drinking his coffee and eating his omelet without really tasting it, thinking about throwing her half of it away. He decided instead to simply let it sit on the table.
Yes, he'd been horrible the night before—but didn't he deserve a chance to apologize? Had she forgotten what behavior had gotten them into this whole situation? What about the months of suffering he'd been going through?
Rich had planned to skip his golf game, to stay home with Suzanne and take his lumps. But there wasn't much point in that now, was there? He went and got his gear together and headed off to the club.
Things got worse and worse over the next three days. Suzanne felt justifiably angry; Rich was equally pissed-off that she'd blown off his attempt to apologize. When they next saw one another, on Saturday night, he made no second try, which only made her anger resurface. They exchanged a few brusque words, then spent the evening apart. To his annoyance, Suzanne slept in the guest room again.
On Sunday Rich made coffee and breakfast for himself alone, and ignored Suzanne when she came into the room. Their argument began with:
"Why didn't you make enough coffee for both of us?"
"Well, you didn't seem too interested in the coffee or breakfast I made for you yesterday."
Within ten minutes it had reached its height, with both of them yelling:
"Just how the fuck do you expect me to feel when you call me a whore?"
"Well, if the shoe fits..."
At that, Suzanne smashed her coffee mug on the floor. She ran back to the bedroom and slammed the door behind her. The couple didn't exchange a single word for the next two days.
**********************
When Suzanne came home from work on Tuesday she was surprised to see Rich's car already in the garage. Coming cautiously into the kitchen, she saw him setting the table. A big Greek salad and a pair of pizza boxes sat on the counter.
Quietly he said, "I was hoping we could talk tonight. If you're willing, we could eat and then go for a drive." He wasn't looking at her.
All Suzanne wanted to do was throw her arms around him, but she held back. "That would be okay," she said.
They ate somewhat nervously, exchanging a few low-key sentences about work, and people they knew. Then they straightened up the kitchen, got their coats and headed for the car. Rich made a point of holding the passenger door for Suzanne.
He parked in the lot at Allerton Park. "Okay if we walk up and sit at the point?" She said sure. There was a scenic overlook that they both liked, with some comfortable benches, and usually nobody was up there.
It was very dark, and the stars were shining. They sat in silence for a while, both burrowed into their parkas.
"I was a complete asshole, and I'm sorry."
"Rich, I—"
"No, please, Suze. I actually have a confession to make, and it's going to be hard for me, so let me get it all out, okay?"
He watched her face and she nodded, curious.
"So," he said, "obviously this has to do with the cheating, and my feelings about that—but that's only part of it. When I came into the bedroom on Friday and saw you like that—
"Shit, honey, when I thought about it later I realized how nice it was, and how much trouble you'd gone to—but at the time none of that even crossed my mind. I saw you, in that amazingly hot nightie—"
He smiled at her; and then the smile disappeared and he hunched forward on the bench, staring straight ahead.
"The very first thought I had, just for a split second, was 'fuck—she's been fucking somebody else again.' "
She gasped. "Rich, I would—"
"Shhh. I know. I know." He took her hand. "I know you wouldn't—I know you didn't. I'm just telling you what flashed through my mind."
Rich let go of her hand again, and turned away from her. "But here's the hard part. This is why I got so crazy."
There was a long pause.
He said quietly, "it excited me."
More silence. Then suddenly he sprang up and began pacing around the bench.
"It got to me, thinking that you'd been fucking someone else and waiting til I came home to shove my face in it—maybe even literally. Maybe you were going to ask me to dive in and lick him out of your pussy.
"It brought back all our fantasy games, after you found out about the porn I'd been looking at. And I was horrified by my thoughts. What the hell was wrong with me?! Nothing in my entire life had ever hurt me like those photos of you and Brad—and instead of being disgusted I was getting a hard-on from imagining that you'd done it again?"
He kept pacing, his fists clenched, staring at the ground.
"It brought everything back. My cuckold fantasies, the games we played, how turned-on and frightened and confused they got me, and then your actual cheating. And it all swam around in my mind until I wondered what the hell was wrong with me.
"After all this time I was suddenly back to feeling like I somehow turned you into a cheating slut, like I let slip that it's what I secretly wanted. That despite all your apologies, all the time with Dr. Ross, all our conversations, you knew deep down what I was—
"Some kind of fucking wimp who wants his wife to cuckold him and then rub his nose in it." He was breathing hard as he paced, as if he'd just climbed two flights of stairs.
She wanted to jump up and hug him, kiss him, reassure him—but Suzanne waited.
He finally slumped back down on the bench and looked at her, his eyes tormented. "After everything that's happened, how can I still be turned-on by these thoughts?"
Looking down at the ground he said, "what kind of man am I?"
They sat for a while, and then Suzanne slid over so that her leg and shoulder were pressed against him. She put her gloved hand on his.
"Let's start with the last thing. You are a strong, kind, loving, thoughtful, generous man. You stand up for yourself, and you stand up for me and look out for me.
"The kind of man you are—the kind of husband you are—isn't about what fantasies you have, Rich. It's about the way you live your life, the way you treat me, the way we are with each other in our lives.
"I am so sorry that the nice evening I planned got ruined by what came into your mind—" He tried to interject something but she kept going. "—but it doesn't matter. What matters is you and me."
She took both her hands and pulled him around a little so she could see his face.
"I made a mistake I'll never, ever make again. I had sex with someone else. For the rest of my life I'll feel sorry, and for the rest of my life the only guy who will touch you is me.
"And if you still have those fantasies, and we decide to explore them—carefully, once in a while—then great. It doesn't mean I'd ever really let another man near me. And it doesn't mean that you're a wimp or a loser or a cuckold."
"If we don't, that's absolutely fine too. Vanilla sex with my strong, loving husband is still the best I've ever had."
They sat some more. She said, "and now—would it be all right to ask you to take me home? I'm freezing my ass off out here!"
**********************
They were careful with each other, sweet, a little tentative, for a few weeks. They made love frequently but cautiously, with an awful lot of looking at one another, and not so much abandon. Understandably, under the circumstances.
And then one Saturday Rich came home around 4 pm, after spending half a day at the office catching up on some paperwork, and he had a bottle of their favorite red wine in a bag. He found Suzanne and said, seriously, "how about if we share this at dinner and then, uh, maybe we could play a little tonight."
They both took it easy, and the wine helped. Mostly it was vanilla sex, with gentle foreplay and lots of kissing; but when he was inside her Rich said, "is it good, baby? Do I fuck you as good as Teddy does?"
Suzanne froze for a second; then she carefully said, "oh baby—you're so good! Teddy is good too, but you do me so well. Fuck me harder!"
She could feel his dick swell as he pounded her fiercely, groaning next to her ear.
"C'mon, baby, make me forget him! Give it to me!" And then she was too excited to figure out what to say next. They smacked against each other and Suzanne grabbed his ass and pulled him into her on each stroke and soon they were coming against each other, groaning, twisting, and it was a great orgasm for both of them, really hot.
A good twenty minutes later, with Suzanne lying dreamily in Rich's arms, he said, "that worked out okay, don't you think?"
Without lifting her head she murmured, "I sure loved it, baby." And then, sitting up, looking at him seriously, "but all that matters to me is that you feel happy and safe.
"We can play a little, like tonight, or we can leave it alone and just be Rich and Suzanne—that's more than enough for me. Let's just make sure we're careful about it, so nothing in our games starts freaking you out."
"Agreed," he said with a smile. They kissed a little more, then snuggled up and fell asleep.
**********************
Over the next few months they experimented with the game—when and how to mention "Teddy," what would be okay to say, what Rich might feel would be going too far. Suzanne was always the one putting on the brakes, double-checking with her husband, making sure they were communicating.
And then on a Wednesday night in April, she came into his study where he was sending some emails. She pushed back his chair, smiled at him as she sat down on his lap and twined her arms around his neck, gave him a kiss, and said, "baby, I've been thinking about something ...."
They tried it on Saturday ten days later, after several conversations to make sure everything was clear. When Rich came home after his golf game, there was Suzanne on the bed as she'd been back in November: pillows on the floor, rumpled sheets, the red nightie slid up her thigh to reveal her swollen, wet pussy. Rich stood and stared, as Suzanne smiled sleepily at him.
"He just left about ten minutes ago, baby," she whispered. "I couldn't stop coming and coming—I should be exhausted, but I really want more." She oozed off the bed, came over, and started stripping his clothes off, while he held her and buried his face in her hair, smelling her scent.
When he was naked she laid him down on the bed on his back and started licking his cock, which was already half-erect. "Thank you so much for letting me have him, baby," she said, between licks up and down his cock. "Teddy was SO good tonight!"
When Rich's dick was standing up rigid she straddled him and slid her pussy up his chest towards his face. "I'm so wet, honey, would you?..."
The wetness was flavored KY—plus Suzanne's own juices from a quick workout with her dildo—and they both knew that. Nonetheless she said, "lick some of his stuff out of me, honey—that would be SO hot!" She pressed her cunt to his lips and moaned as he grabbed her by the hips and pressed his tongue deep inside her.
Rich licked and sucked, stroking up and down her labia, sucking on her clit, while she wriggled against him, one hand stroking her nipples.
"Yes, baby, suck him out of me! That is so good...."
He didn't stop until she'd had an explosive orgasm that nearly made her fall off his face. She crouched over him, gasping, catching her breath, while he stroked her back gently and kissed her thighs.
Too impatient to wait any longer, Rich pulled her around on her hands and knees and got behind her, his cock smacking against her ass. "I want you now," he grunted. He was very excited. Suzanne arched her back and lay her head down, and without waiting he pushed all the way inside her. They both groaned.
Rich started stroking smoothly, not wanting to come too fast. At first they were silent, but then Suzanne began murmuring to him.
"Oh baby, it's so good! Can you feel his stuff in there? Can you feel Teddy's cum all over your cock? How is it to be the second dick inside me today?"



As she talked more and more Rich speeded up, pounding her harder. She said, "promise me you'll always let me play with him, okay, baby? You can have sloppy seconds, I'll never turn you down. I may just lie there and dream about his cock, but I'll never deny you, I promise!
"I'll just—ooh, that's—I might, uh—oh my God, oh my God!" Rich was thrusting with all his might, with one hand slipped around her thigh to caress her clit, and she began to come really hard. Rich didn't let up and she screamed, her body tightening and twisting, and he stroked and stroked until he shot into her with a roar, and the two of them collapsed to the bed.
At Suzanne's insistence they had a long talk about it the next day at breakfast—what worked, what particularly excited Rich, was there anything that bothered or upset him—and they concluded that it had been just fine. Fun, exciting, a little scary for Rich but not too much.
"So do you want to play again, honey? Some of the time?"
He nodded. "Not too often. Maybe once a month? I don't know. While we're doing it it's great—really intense. And then afterwards ... I guess I doubt myself a little."
Suzanne got up and kissed him. "Got anything left for me, big fella? Maybe I could take you in the other room and reassure you a little." They made love again for nearly an hour, kissing and smiling, murmuring together.
**********************
They were lazing together in a canoe on a hot June afternoon when Rich said, "I think there's something I'd like to try."
Then he was silent, looking a little sheepish. Suzanne said, "you want to tell me about it?" It took a little coaxing but she got it out of him. Smiling, she said, "that sounds like fun, honey." They talked some more on the way back from the lake, and again the next night at dinner. Suzanne wanted to be sure there were no misunderstandings.
Two Saturdays later, Rich came home from his golf game a half hour earlier than usual. He dropped his bag heavily in the front hall and called out, "hi baby, I'm home!"
From down the hall he heard, "oh, shit!" Then the sound of whispers, and a door swinging shut.
Rich ran down the hall to the bedroom and yanked the door open. The bed was a wreck and one of the windows was wide open, its screen pushed to the side. Suzanne was standing naked near the bathroom door, a panicked look on her face. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair was tangled and wild, and her thighs were smeared with liquid. One of her sexiest bra and pantie sets was lying on a chair.
"Baby, I—"
"What the FUCK has been going on here?" Rich shouted. Suzanne came over and tried to hug him, but he pushed her back onto the bed. "Who have you been fucking? In OUR bed?"
Suzanne buried her head in her hands and made crying sounds. "I'm so sorry, honey, he just—"
"Fuck around on me, will you?" Rich furiously threw off his clothes. Then he strode over to Suzanne, pulled her face out of her hands and thrust his half-hard cock at her. "Suck this, you cheating bitch!"
Looking fearfully up at him, Suzanne took his dick in her hand and slid it into her mouth. Rich pressed it in hard and she began sucking, her hands caressing his shaft and his balls. After a couple of minutes he pushed her away.
"Get back on the bed, goddammit!" Practically as soon as she was lying down he was on her, letting the weight of his chest press down on her breasts as he levered his hard cock into her. He began to thrust as she wrapped her legs around him.
Rich rode her hard for a couple of minutes, grunting, as she held him tight and moved with him. Then he slowed, pushing himself up on his elbows so he could look at her tear-stained face.
"Tell me about it," he said. "Tell me all about what you were doing while I was out, trying to enjoy my golf game."
"It was ... it was Teddy," she whispered. "I ... he ... just showed up, out of the blue. I told him he couldn't stay, but he ... just ... insisted."
"Insisted? What the hell do you mean?" They were still moving together, more slowly.
"He said—I was his, and he was taking what was his." She stopped, and pulled him down to kiss him, snaking her tongue into his mouth.
"He dragged me in here, threw me on the bed, and just—he pulled my clothes off and he, uh, took me."
"That's a lie!" Rich shouted. "You had your sexiest underwear on—look at that!" pointing to the chair.
Suzanne looked away and said, "he, he made me. Put it on first. Before we—did it. The first time."
Rich fell back down on her, pumping hard for a while, reveling in her heat and her taut nipples against his chest. Then he lifted up again.
"And what did he make you do?"
"Baby, I—do I have to tell you?" She looked ashamed.
Rich grabbed her face with one hand. "Damn right you have to tell me."
She said, "he ... made me suck him. Until he was unbelievably big and hard, I'd never seen it so enormous. And then he just, he just fucked me. He pushed me down on the bed and jammed that thing into me."
"You whore! And how did it feel?"
"It was magnificent. Teddy was magnificent. He fucked me so hard, baby! He felt like an iron bar inside me, and he just went on and on! I started coming after about a minute and he never let up, and I just came and came ... ooh, that feels good! Fuck me harder!"
Pounding her fiercely, Rich said, "was it like this? Did he do it like this?"
"Ohh, it was so good, it was even better! I never felt anything like it, it was amazing, baby!"
Growling, Rich pulled Suzanne's legs up over his shoulders, so that she was bent nearly double. "I'm gonna fuck that asshole right out of you, you cheating bitch!"
He thrust as fast as he could, gritting his teeth, for about two more minutes, Suzanne groaning and fucking back at him. They were like animals. There was no more talking, just grunting and the slapping of their bodies together.
And then with a howl he sped up and shot his cum into her, both of them crying out, clutching at one another.
**********************
They lay sleepily for nearly an hour, not speaking. Suzanne finally opened her eyes, to see Rich gazing across at the open window.
"Are you okay, sweetie?" she said. "How are we?"
He turned back to her. "We are fine, babe. At least I am. How about you?"
She smiled and touched his nose with her index finger. "I'm great if you are."
"How about a little dinner?" she said. "I've got some gazpacho and I made a nice Cobb salad."
"In a little while," Rich said.
"And afterwards we can straighten up the room and have a shower. And then I want to go to bed and make love like an old, boring married couple. Just you and me."
Suzanne snuggled closer against him. "Works for me," she said.
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[Author's Note: This story is dedicated to Harddaysknight, for reasons he will understand.]

When I came into the office on Monday Dan had said, "you feel like taking a couple of days down in Florida? Elliott Rogers seems to need a little hand-holding, what with all the turmoil in the Dow over the last couple of months."
Since Dan and I co-owned our firm, we didn't usually make trips to see clients any more—that's what young, eager subordinates were for. But Elliott Rogers and his wife had been with us for more than 15 years and had invested close to $100 million; so they got special attention.
"I don't mind—actually, it's a pretty good time. The kids are both away at college, and Carrie is off visiting a friend in Nashville for the week. So sure, I'll go settle him down."
A plus for me was getting to see my uncle Tony. Now nearly 80, he lived right on a picturesque little river an hour or so north of Miami, and he was just as much a character as ever.
I drove home, packed a bag for a couple of days, headed for the airport, and by 3:30 I was sitting with Tony on the balcony of his condo, drinking a Sam Adams and listening to the same old tall tales I'd enjoyed since boyhood. Every time a boat went by, he stopped talking and picked up the binoculars.
"Are you going to finish that story or what, Tony? So the guy at the bar took a swing at you..."
He grinned, without taking the binoculars from his eyes. "Hang on there, young fella. At my age a guy doesn't get to see all that many bare boobies."
He passed me the binoculars, and to my amazement saw three teenage girls and a guy waving from a small sailboat. The girls were all grinning—and topless.
Tony grabbed the binoculars back. "See what I mean?" He cackled contentedly.
We shared family stories, and a few more beers, until I was beginning to think about dinner—maybe a couple of steaks at a place Tony liked around the corner. He picked up his binoculars again, looked at a pale blue motorboat, focused carefully, and just stared.
Then he said, "holy shit,," and passed the glasses over to me.
It was about a 35-footer, called "My Blue Angel," drifting gently with the current. Lying on his back on some cushions in the cockpit was a stocky short-haired guy, maybe 30 or so, and he was being fucked by a beautiful brunette, obviously somewhat older, who was riding him vigorously, her head thrown back and her tits bouncing around energetically. She had a large tattoo of a Chinese character on her right shoulder.
You may wonder why I bothered to notice the name of the boat, or the tattoo on the naked woman. Easy enough to explain: it was my wife Carrie.
***************
Without a word I handed the binoculars back to my uncle, and listened to his running commentary until the couple were out of sight around the bend. When they had vanished he put the glasses down and said, "man, was that a sight? Every once in a while I see a couple goin' at it, Jack, but I tell you—that lady was HOT! If I were 20 years younger..."
"More like 50, I'd say," I replied, smiling at him. I was pretty upset, but I wasn't going to talk to Tony about it. We went off to get our steaks, after which I brought Tony home and he went to sleep. I was in my hotel room by 9:30—with a lot to think about.
You might think I would've been destroyed, but I wasn't. Carrie and I had been married about 12 years. She'd been a great stepmother to my two kids—my first wife had been killed in a train accident—and a pretty good wife for me.
I loved and valued her, and I knew she loved me. Yet somehow it wasn't all that shocking that she was fucking around on me. Carrie had always been a restless person—never too comfortable doing any one thing for too long. She'd had five different jobs during the course of our marriage, had been through a number of hobbies (from knitting to country-dancing to horseback-riding), and just never wanted to sit still.
Carrie and I had a sex life that pleased me—certainly she was as interested in sex as I was, and had no problem about grabbing my cock from time to time and dragging me into the bedroom. Sometimes we had gentle, even routine old-married people sex, but other times she fucked the hell out of me. In fact, I reflected, one of her favorite positions for hard-driving sex was riding me, just the way she was riding that guy on the boat.
Even the exhibitionism sort of fit—Carrie had tried several times to get me to fuck her in public. We'd tried a bench in the park, and the back seat of my car a couple of times, but I'd drawn the line at anything too way-out. I didn't really want to see my name in the papers!
To put it bluntly, then, I wasn't crushed. I was angry, and hurt, but I didn't see my marriage necessarily coming to an end over this. I didn't think Carrie was out to humiliate me—she didn't know where Uncle Tony lived, and certainly had no idea I'd be gazing out at the river that day.
But two things WERE quite clear to me. I was going to find out a lot more about what was going on; and I was going to fuck Stephanie Prince.
For the hell of it I called Marjorie Bales in Nashville, where Carrie was supposedly spending the week. She seemed surprised to hear from me—and a little wary.
"Sorry to bother you Marjorie, but Carrie's cell phone seems to be acting up and I couldn't get through. Could you put her on for a minute?"
"Oh, uh, sorry, Jack—she's in the shower. Can I have her call you back?"
We got off the phone and I smiled to myself. As I'd expected, Marjorie was covering for her old friend. I wondered how many of Carrie's previous trips to Nashville had actually been vacations with one fuck-buddy or another.
Carrie called my cell about 45 minutes later—rather a long shower!—and we chatted amiably. I told her I was on a trip to see a client, but didn't mention where I was. Before we hung up she told me she loved me and missed me, and would see me on Saturday.
The thing of it was, I believed her. She DID love me. I didn't think the affair was about getting out of our marriage, or putting one over on me. My guess was that my restless wife just wasn't very well-designed for a life of monogamy.
***************
After my meeting the next morning with Elliott Rogers I spent half an hour with Thomas Giardino, Private Investigator. I told him all about the short-haired guy on "My Blue Angel," let him copy a picture of my wife, and left him a substantial check.
"No need to barge in on them," I told him, "and I don't need any compromising photos. Just discreetly find out what the deal is—is she staying with him, or was this a casual hook-up? Who is the guy, where's he from, and what does he do for a living? I want to try to figure out how they met, and how long they've been doing this."
Before I got on the plane back to Charlotte I phoned Stephanie Prince. "Hey, it's the man of your dreams—you free for dinner tonight?"
"Yes, I'm serious. Carrie's out of town, and I want to take you out to wine and dine you. How does The Fig Tree sound?"
"Fantastic—I'll pick you up at 8:00. And listen: wear something that does justice to that beautiful body. I want every man in the restaurant tonight to hate my guts."
I laughed, and hung up the phone. Then I called The Fig Tree and reserved a table.
Stephanie Prince was a tall, extremely hot red-head of about 32 who lived three blocks from me and Carrie. She sold real estate, knew just about everyone in town, dated a lot, and for some unaccountable reason was attracted to me, though I was a pretty average-looking guy of 41.
Three or four years earlier, after we'd gotten to know one another at a few neighborhood parties, she'd made a serious pass at me. We were having a casual lunch downtown and she said, "would you do me a favor, Jack?"
"Sure," I said, "name it."
"I've been going through one hell of a dry spell lately. Can you take a couple of hours off this afternoon and fuck my brains out?"
When I'd finished picking my jaw up off the table, we talked about it. If I were to consider cheating on my wife with anybody, it would have been Stephanie, and I told her so—but I took my marriage vows seriously.
"I know you're happily married, Jack, and I'm not trying to break you and Carrie up. Nor am I looking for a husband, or even some magical romance. I like sex, and I like you. If you want to roll around on a bed with me, whether it's once or more than once, just say the word."
I'd put her off, but not without thanking her for the flattering offer. And I hadn't forgotten about it either; though it wasn't until I saw Carrie bouncing on that guy's dick that I'd thought I'd ever do something about it.
***************
The steelhead trout at The Fig Tree was about the best I ever tasted; but it paled next to my night in Stephanie Prince's bed. Based on the time I spent with my dick in her mouth or her hot pussy, I'd have to say that adulterous sex, even with condoms, is every bit as amazing as people say it is. She was eager, experienced, and untiring. I still don't know why she finds me attractive, but she sure as hell enjoyed fucking me until I couldn't get it up any more!
And for at least some of the time Carrie never entered my mind, although when Stephanie was riding me like a bucking bronco, pulling on my hands to squeeze her beautiful tits, I couldn't help but think of what I'd seen a day earlier on The Blue Angel. The thought passed, though; I pinched Stephanie's nipples and felt her pussy clamp on me as she came again, groaning deliciously. That did it for me; I shot up into her, for the third time—God knows what I had left—and a few minutes later we were asleep, with me comfortably spooned up behind Stephanie, a hand on one of her breasts.
Dinner had been surprisingly serious. We flirted, of course, and Stephanie kept alluding to her post-dessert plans for me; but we also really talked. She's so hot-looking that it's easy to overlook how thoughtful and smart Stephanie is, but our conversation reminded me.
It didn't take long for her to ask the $64,000 question—right after we'd ordered in fact.
"Okay, Jack—spill. I'm glad you called, but what's going on?"
I smiled and said, "can't I have a nice elegant dinner with the best-looking woman I know?"
"What about Carrie?"
I said, "yes, she's attractive too, but—"
Stephanie smacked my arm, smiling, and said, "Very funny. Really—what's up? You've kept your distance ever since I, uh, expressed my interest a couple of years ago, so why tonight?"
I told her what I'd seen in Florida and how I was feeling about it.
"That sucks," she said. "I'm sorry, Jack," and I knew she meant it. We spent most of dinner talking about marriages, about adultery and trust. Stephanie had been divorced twice, both times from hot guys who cheated on her, before pretty much giving up on matrimony, so she was very sympathetic.
Over coffee she asked, "so what are you going to do?"
I smiled and said, "in the short term I'm going to take you home and hope that you invite me in." She gave me a half-smile and slid her foot gently against my leg under the table.
"After that, I don't know. I think Carrie and I can survive this—maybe. I need to know how serious this fling of hers is, and I've got a guy looking into it.
"But you know what? I think it's time to stop talking about Carrie." I signalled for the check. Five minutes later we were holding hands, walking to the car. Twenty minutes after that we were necking on her couch, and a bit later we were naked in Stephanie's bedroom.
***************
Over the next couple of days, the smile on my face from my amazing night with Stephanie kept coming and going, alternating with the dark thoughts about Carrie and the future of our marriage. People at work must have noticed something, because on Thursday Dan came into my office, closing the door behind him, and said, "what?"
I sighed, and told him the story.
"What are you going to do?" he asked.
"Ask me next week," I said. "It depends on what the PI finds—and what Carrie has to say. She'll be back Saturday night, so we'll see."
I spent Thursday night with Stephanie, and it was just as hot as the first time. I brought over take-out Chinese food and we fed it to each other in bed, when we weren't fucking or licking each other.
"You know what?" I said to her around midnight, when we were sleepily half-watching Letterman. "I'm having a really good time!"
"And that's a surprise to you? Asshole!" she said, laughing.
"No, that's not what I mean." I kissed her. "Sex with you is just fabulous, Stephanie—I mean it. You are an amazing lover.
"But it's—I guess you turn me on so much, it took me a while to notice how much fun I'm having when we're NOT screwing. Just talking with you, laughing, watching you drip Kung Pao chicken onto those amazing breasts." I leaned over and licked her nipple, enjoying her shiver.
"You are just— I can't believe nobody has snapped you up by now. You deserve better than—well, than me, frankly."
She turned off the TV and pulled me down for a kiss. "You're a sweetie, Jack. And I've been having a great time too. But don't sell yourself short, you're more of a prize than you realize. And if Carrie doesn't get her head out of her ass, there're going to be women lined up to try to make you feel better."
"Including you?" I asked. She looked away.
"I'm not sure. I'd pretty much accepted that I was not a settle-down kind of girl, but... Let's just say 'I don't know' and leave it at that."
We let it go at that, both of us aware that things had turned kind of serious. Snuggling up together, we kissed a little more and fell asleep.
And in the morning Stephanie was all lightness and laughter as we showered together, joked over breakfast and went our separate ways.
***************
Thomas Giardino, the PI from Florida, emailed me on Friday afternoon. "Here are our preliminary results—please read and examine the attached files, and then call me at the office. I'll be in until 6 pm."
I read through the report, looked at the half-dozen photos, then called and spoke to Giardino for about 20 minutes.
The owner of The Blue Angel was a 34-year old guy named Roger Dionne. He was a vice-president for sales of a medical supply company and, according to his neighbors, something of a pussy hound. There was nearly always a woman at his place, splashing in the pool or sunbathing on the deck, or even moaning and hollering in his bedroom. And the women never hung around all that long—Dionne was apparently into variety rather than monogamy.
The PI's photos included several shots of Carrie and Dionne together—lying out by the pool, getting out of a BMW in his driveway, and one showing them eating together at a table in the back of the house. There were none with any sex in them, though it was apparent that she had been staying with him.
Several people in Dionne's neighborhood recognized Carrie from the photo I'd provided, but no one could recall having seen her before the current week.
So—what could I conclude? First, that Dionne was probably a short-term fuck buddy for Carrie, or at least a recent acquisition. They'd probably met through work, since Carrie's job was in purchasing for a hospital in Charlotte and she was constantly dealing with medical supply companies and their executives. Whether she might be planning to see him again after this week was impossible to say, but he didn't appear to be second husband material.
Since Carrie had gone off to visit her friend Marjorie about once a year in the past few years, it was likely that ol' Roger was just my wife's most recent fling, not the one and only. She clearly was being very careful about her escapades, since I would have had no idea of what she was up to were it not for coincidence, and Uncle Tony's binoculars.
I was left with a few questions, but not many. Really just the big one—what was I going to do about it?
***************
"Baby I missed you!" Carrie gave me a sloppy kiss and hugged me tightly. I kissed her back, then took her suitcase and we headed out to airport parking, with her clutching my arm tightly. "I hope you've got a bottle of champagne for us!"
Since both Carrie and I traveled occasionally for work, or in her case for visits to "my friend Marjorie in Nashville," we'd gotten into the habit of celebrating our reunions with champagne together in bed, followed by some steamy sex.
Tonight was no exception. She took a quick shower while I unloaded her bags and got the champagne, and we spent the next couple of hours playing in bed. She seemed as happy and excited as ever; for me, it felt different. Fun, satisfying physically, but a little empty. When we were done she snuggled up against me, kissed my neck, said, "thank you baby—love you," and was asleep in minutes.
***************
When Carrie stumbled into the kitchen on Sunday morning, wearing her robe and a sleepy smile, I'd already made the coffee and was just serving up the omelette and toast. She hugged me, smiling, then accepted a cup of coffee. We ate in silence, Carrie looking affectionately at me, squeezing my hand from time to time—me just sitting back and watching.
After her second cup, when she started to be more awake, Carrie said, "that was pretty nice last night, baby. The best part of being away is always coming back and having you remind me of what I've been missing." She smiled at me, lovingly. I liked it but it didn't stop me from saying what I'd been waiting to say.
"Do you think I should have used a condom, Carrie? I mean, since you've been fucking Roger Dionne—do you think we're safe?"
The smile froze on her face. "Jack, I, uh—what? What did you say?"
I waited, letting the silence build. Her face got really pale, and she couldn't hold my eye.
"Roger," I said. "The guy in Florida, with the boat. Don't play dumb, sweetheart—it doesn't suit you. Did you and he use condoms? And how about the other guys you fucked—I figure there have been at least five or six of them. Have you been a good little girl and practiced safe sex?"
Carrie started to cry. "Jack, I'm— It's not, uh, what—oh my God. Baby, I'm so sorry, I didn't—
"Oh my God!" She put her face in her hands, crying harder. When she looked up at me, her face stained with tears, I just stared back.
"Baby, I— Jack, I'm just... I know I've ... oh Jesus ... I know I did something awful, but I—how did you find out?"
Silence. I had no intention of answering that one. She watched me, and shrank back from whatever she saw, crying harder now, blowing her nose into her napkin. I got up from the table, saying "I'm going to take a shower."
When I came back into the kitchen a half hour later, shaved and dressed, Carrie was still sitting at the table; but she'd cleaned up the dishes and washed her face.
"Honey, I know I owe you an explanation. I know I fucked up, and I love you so much, I just can't—"
"Sorry, Carrie," I said. "Not now. I'm due at Stephanie Prince's house. I should be back for dinner—we can talk then."
"Stephanie Prince?" Her sad face had turned baffled.
"Yeah, you remember Stephanie, the real-estate agent? Tall with red hair? Turns out she gives a really good blow-job, like she loves doing it, you know what I mean?"
Carrie looked as though pigs had just flew in the kitchen window. "Stephanie—you're ... having sex with her?"
"Well, when I found out our marriage wasn't what I thought it was I took her up on her offer. We've been fucking, yeah. So I'll see you at dinner!"
***************
Stephanie did indeed give a wonderful blow-job, though I wouldn't necessarily say it was better than Carrie's. I gave what I felt was a reasonably good account of myself in Stephanie's bed that afternoon, considering what I'd been up to with Carrie the night before. Then we lay around for a while, eating sandwiches and watching the Carolina Panthers.



Around 6 I got up to take a shower, enjoying the sound from the bedroom of Stephanie yelling at the refs to throw a fuckin' flag once in a while, willya? When I came out she said, "feel like staying for dinner? We could get Chinese again, or pizza or something."
I smiled. "Sorry, but I can't tonight. I told Carrie I'd be home for dinner."
Stephanie sat bolt upright, giving me a great view of her lovely breasts. "What the fuck? You mean she's back, and you're here? Does she know?"
"Yeah, she got home last night. I hit her with it this morning—about her fuck-buddy, I mean. And she knows exactly where I am, though I don't imagine she likes it much."
A slow smile came over Stephanie's face. "You are one tough son-of-a-bitch, aren't you?" She climbed out of bed, pulled on her nightie, and came over to give me a hug. "So what does this mean?" she murmured. "About us?"
I looked at her and said, "honestly, I don't know. There aren't really that many alternatives, and I'll know a lot more after tonight. I could end up divorced, in which case you are Item #1 on my To-Do list!" I smiled at her.
"Or I suppose Carrie and I could agree on an open marriage, given what she's been doing. In which case, see above. Or, just maybe, we'll work it out and go back to where I thought we had been all along."
Stephanie rubbed my shoulders, looking thoughtfully at me. "I like you a lot, Jack. In bed and out, actually. But I don't think I should be anywhere in the middle of your marriage—that's not what I had in mind when we started to play."
I kissed her. "I understand. First things first—and that's dealing with Carrie. After that we'll see. But I sure wouldn't mind a lot more of what we've been doing, Steph."
Catching her by surprise, I grabbed her by the ass and lifted her up into my arms. Squealing, she cinched her legs around my waist and hugged me, giggling as I kissed her again, hard. She was no lightweight, but it was worth it!
***************
When I came into the house there was music playing, softly—Vivaldi or something. I peeked into the dining room and saw the table set for two, complete with place mats, nice napkins, and two tall candles. Before I could go looking for Carrie she came in from the kitchen holding a roast chicken in a big pan. She'd put on one of her nicer dresses, much fancier than usual for a quiet weekend dinner at home.
"There you are," she said, in what sounded like a voice full of forced cheer. "Dinner is just ready, so come sit down." In a moment she was back from the kitchen with two more dishes: rice pilaf and spinach. As I sat down she pulled a bottle of a nice white wine we both like out of a cooler and poured us each a glass.
"This looks delicious, Carrie," I said. We toasted one another silently with the wine, and ate our dinner without much talking. There was some conversation about innocent things—latest news from the kids, what was up at my work—but there was too much going unsaid and too many subjects that had to be avoided. It was tense, and she was clearly enjoying it a lot less than I was.
When she cleared the table and brought out a beautiful apple pie, I'd suddenly had enough. All day—all week actually—I'd had thoughts swirling around and around in my head. Could my marriage be saved? Did I want to save it? Would I be just as well off as a single guy again? Was any sort of future with Stephanie possible?
And I realized that—at that exact moment, at least—it all depended on what Carrie had to say. On what her story would be, and how she'd tell it.
"So, Carrie, shall we get to it? What's first? Should we talk about my afternoon with Stephanie, or about your week with Roger Dionne? Which of us has been getting the better fucking? How many other lovers or fuck-buddies or whatever you call them you've been spreading your legs for? Whether we're going to have an open marriage, or no marriage at all? Where would you like to start?"
I'd caught her by surprise—she stared at me, face pale, mouth open. Then she began to cry quietly.
"Jack, I'm ... I'm an awful person." She spoke quietly, tears dripping down her face and onto the table. "I'm selfish, I'm immature, I'm a liar and a cheater."
She looked up at me. "You know that before you I never even had a relationship that lasted a year. I was always, I don't know, restless or moody or claustrophobic, always discontented with what I had. And when we ... got together, when we fell in love and you asked me to marry you, I was so happy, so relieved! I felt like, at last! Now I've found the right guy and I'll love him to death, forever. No more restlessness, no more worrying about what else or who else was out there. Just one man who made me so happy ..."
Now I was the one who was surprised. No evasions, no trying to minimize what she'd done, although I didn't know all of it yet. This was not what I'd expected.
"And I have been," she went on. "Happy, I mean. With you, with us, even with getting to be the stepmom to the kids." She looked at me. "I can't tell you how blessed I feel, whenever I think about it.
"But it hasn't stopped me from continuing to be a selfish, fucked-up, cheating bitch. And I know I've ruined everything, and I don't even know what ..."
At this point she lost it completely, sobbing convulsively, her hands covering her face. I waited for her to cry herself out. Part of me wanted to comfort her, put an arm around her; but most of me wanted her to have to feel what she was feeling: alone, guilty, scared. She'd made me feel like shit and I wanted her to feel like shit.
Not so noble, I guess, but can you blame me?
***************
After a few minutes she started to calm down, catch her breath. I said, "why don't you go wash your face, and we can sit on the deck and talk."
When we were settled I said, "you have any idea what's going to happen now?"
She shook her head, looking haunted, and I said, "actually, me neither. But we're going to start with you telling me about it. Not the disgusting details, but who, how many, where and when.
"And Goddammit it Carrie, you lie to me even once—even over something small—and I'll throw your fucking ass out of this house."
"Okay." She said it in a tiny voice. "No lies."
There had been three of them. A one-night stand, five years ago, when she'd been visiting Margie and they'd gone out dancing at a Nashville club. They both picked up guys and took them back to Margie's place for the night.
Then, for three years, nothing. Carrie had been shocked at herself, frightened of what she'd done. But the scare didn't last, obviously; she did it again, got picked up at a bar when she was visiting Margie and spent the night in the guy's hotel room. He was a married businessman from L.A.
After that, Carrie said, she wasn't quite so scared. She felt bad, she swore to herself she'd never ever do it again; but she wasn't quite as terrified.
The third guy was Roger Dionne. That part was as I'd imagined it: he met her on business in Charlotte, they flirted, and instead of telling him to piss off she let him keep working on her. After a few months, a number of private lunches and a few stolen kisses, she said OK. But she told him she would absolutely never get together with him in Charlotte. Finally he came up with the idea that she visit him in Florida.
On her most recent visit to Margie's, she flew to Nashville on Saturday, then got on a plane to Miami and spent four days with Roger before heading back to Nashville for the rest of the week. She didn't want to risk flying home directly from Miami and me finding out somehow.
She swore she had absolutely no intention of ever seeing him again, and I actually believed her. No part of the story suggested anything romantic. And the sex, at least as Carrie told the story, sounded pretty ordinary. Exciting, like a new affair, but nothing cosmic.
When she was done telling me her story she sat back; she looked exhausted. To my surprise, I found that I was already clear on what I wanted.
"Okay," I said. "Now it's your turn to listen. When I point at you, you say 'Yes Jack'—otherwise you shut your damn mouth, all right Carrie?"
I pointed at her. She nodded, looking scared, then belatedly said, "Yes Jack."
"I love you and value our marriage and I fucking HATE what you've done. Part of me wants to grab you around the neck and slowly strangle you, watching your face as you die.
"You've shat all over me and our marriage. You've betrayed our love and my faith in you and all the hard work we've both done to make our marriage succeed. You should be fucking ashamed of yourself—you know that, right?"
I pointed at her and she promptly said, "yes, Jack," nodding so vigorously that I almost broke into a smile.
"There are only three things that can happen—and I've already ruled out one of them," I said. I got up and started walking back and forth, watching her face.
"One. We can get a divorce. Nice and simple and clean. We just say hasta la vista, and you can move out of this house and spread your legs for any asshole who catches your eye. You can be free to be as restless and selfish and irresponsible as you want—no lies to tell, no one's heart to stomp on.
"Two. We can decide we'll have an open marriage. No sense living up to our marriage vows, they're so antiquated and oppressive, right? You fuck who you like, I fuck who I like, Stephanie Prince or whoever, and if we ever feel like it we might even fuck each other once in awhile.
Except that one doesn't work for me. There won't be any real love in that one, any trust, any connection. That's not a marriage that could ever make me happy, so I won't do it. Period.
"That leaves Three. We stay married. We decide that the words we said to each other twelve years ago, the ones about forsaking all others, still mean something to us—even after you pissed all over them, and after I spent some nights in Stephanie's bed. We—"
"I choose Three." She looked frightened but she said it right away.
"Didn't I say don't talk?"
"Yes, Jack, you did. I can't help it—I choose Three. That is, if I get a choice. You haven't said yet whether you're letting me have a vote. But my vote is for Three."
"Okay," I said. I was pleased, but I didn't let it show. "Now shut up again. The only one with a vote is me, got it? Say, 'yes, Jack.' "
"Yes, Jack." There was a tiny glimmer of a smile on her face, and I imagined maybe on mine too.
"Number Three would mean there's a lot to fix, a lot of work to do.
"You get tested to see what STDs that asshole gave you; and I guess I've got to get tested as well. I was careful with Stephanie, but even though you say you used condoms I'll be damned if I'm going to risk it.
"You start seeing a therapist, and we start seeing a marriage counselor. Frankly I think it's the first of those that matters—I don't see that this is OUR fucking problem, it's YOUR fucking problem. But I'm sure a counselor can help us communicate better. Even if it's only so I know when I should kick your ass before you do something else even one-eighth as stupid.
"Next, you nail your legs together. Got it?" I pointed at her and she said, "yes, Jack." There were tears on her face but she was starting to smile.
"You remind yourself that there's only one guy you flirt with, one guy you kiss or touch, one guy you fuck. Ever. And that's me. And if you don't like that, if you think that's 'just too confining,' then we're back to Number One."
I glanced at her and the smile was gone. "Yes, Jack. Yes, I get it—yes, absolutely."
"Okay," I said, still pacing. Thinking. "There may be some more, as we go forward—things I'll think of later, or that a marriage counselor might suggest. But there are two more for now.
"First is that Nashville is over—you're never going there again." Carrie's head jerked up and she opened her mouth, but then she shut it again. Then she nodded and said, "yes, Jack."
"Your little friend Margie has been right in the middle of you fucking up our marriage, and that's gonna stop. If you want to see her you can invite her here. And after I fucking rip her a new asshole, I might even let her stay in the guest room for a night or two. Got it?"
"Yes, Jack." She said it before I even glanced at her. "And I'm sorry. You're absolutely right, about Margie and ... about all of it."
"Now, the last one. I keep seeing Stephanie. Not all the time, but every now and then. Whenever I feel like it. To have dinner, to sleep with, whatever. Until I decide I've had enough—or you've had enough. Say it." I pointed at her.
"Yes, Jack." Her face was pale, and the tears were back in her eyes.
"Doesn't feel too good, does it? Thinking of me with her? That great body, those long legs wrapped around me—us fucking, or just kissing? Maybe just lying around whispering sweet nothings to each other?"
"No, Jack, it doesn't feel good. It hurts, a lot. And I know why you're saying these things, and you're right. So I say, 'yes, Jack.' " She was crying a little but she held my gaze.
"And I'm so sorry for, for being a selfish idiot. And for hurting you so ..." She broke out into sobs again, and this time I went over and pulled her up into my arms, still angry but loving her warmth and softness against me.
She held me tightly, crying, and finally she said, "you haven't told me your vote yet, but mine is still for Three. With all your conditions."
"Good. That's my vote too. Number Three."
***************
Carrie was fast asleep next to me, snoring softly. I was still wide awake, thoughtful, but I felt good. The evening had ended with an extended loving blowjob; she wanted to make love but I absolutely refused to fuck my own wife with a condom, and she looked pretty ashamed when I said that. I knew I'd done her bareback the night before, but I was making a point. "When the blood test results come back and not a day sooner—until then you'll just have to blow me."
I was feeling surprisingly optimistic about my marriage. Maybe part of it was just a certain degree of maturity; at 41 my response to her adultery was more than just the blind rage I might have felt at 25. Like I told you back at the beginning of this, I know that Carrie loves me. She's messed-up, but she loves me. So if we can do something about the messed-up part, maybe we'll make it.
I didn't imagine I'd keep seeing Stephanie for very long. The sex was great, and I liked her a lot, but I couldn't see how it would do anything but get in the way of trying to rebuild my marriage to Carrie.
Still, just the possibility seemed like a nice bit of leverage to have in my pocket. And I really did like licking the Kung Pao chicken off her breasts.
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Most people think that intuition is bullshit, or that there's no such thing, or that people who act on intuition or hunches are deluding themselves. Fortunately for me, since my career is based on intuition, they're wrong.
I'm the Vice-President for Operations at Nexico, the biggest computer and cybersecurity firm you've never heard of. Our clients are everybody from Federal agencies to Fortune 500 corporations, and we bill about $8 billion a year. My job involves overseeing our work with our clients, as well as evaluating possible acquisitions.
In my work—and I imagine in most people's work—you need to be able to read the clues, sift through a lot of information, and get a feel for what matters and what doesn't. Intuition is really about seeing patterns that are vague, inchoate, that you notice but can't really put into words. I've always been good at that, at trusting my instincts even when I couldn't tell you exactly how I knew what I knew. And I've had a lot of success that way, and impressed a lot of people.
I'll give you an example, the one that made me a Vice-President. Two years ago we were finalizing the purchase of a start-up called Adverticon, which made ... well, the details don't matter. I was just middle-management then, and I'd supervised the checking of their code and sat in on the meetings with their representatives. There was something off—something not quite right. Some places where my engineers told me the code seemed a little too complex, too folded-in on itself. And when we discussed it with the Adverticon reps, their answers were very plausible, but not QUITE convincing.
So I stuck my neck out. I went to my boss—one day before the deal was supposed to close!— and said, "something's not quite right here. Give my guys 72 hours to work through the product one more time before you sign."
Well, I got threatened and yelled at and dressed-down. And I got told, "if this deal falls apart, you'll be out of a job!" And the Adverticon people fumed and griped, and threatened to back out and take their offer to Cisco instead.
But they didn't. And my guys busted their asses for two days and two nights, and we found a gaping hole in Adverticon's security protocols. So we went back to the table and embarrassed the shit out of them, and then renegotiated.
In the end, Nexico still bought Adverticon—but not for seven more months, until they were able to show conclusively that they'd solved the problem. And for 18% less than the initially agreed-upon price.
That made me a Vice-President, with a substantial raise. And I got a $2 million bonus, which sounds unbelievable until you consider that it was only 0.4% of what Nexico saved on the deal.
Maybe the best part of the whole thing, after the money—which Laurie and I used to buy a gorgeous house in the Pacific Palisades with a sensational view of the ocean—was that now, everyone looked at me as Nexico's resident genius. Any suggestion I made got listened to, any hunch got people's attention. If I ever needed some time away, or wanted to drive somewhere to inspect something or talk to someone, it was "sure, Glen—whatever you need."
So at 3:17 pm on March 8, when I bounded out of my office and headed for the parking lot, calling out to my Administrative Assistant that I'd be out the rest of the afternoon, she never batted an eyelash, just replied that she'd reschedule my appointments. She and my other assistants probably just figured, "Glen has had another one of his hunches."
And I did. I had a sudden hunch that my best friend Tom Betancourt might be fucking my wife.
***************
Tom and I grew up together, in a suburb of San Diego. We were inseparable from about second grade until we went off to different colleges, and we stayed in touch afterwards, even when his work in commercial real estate took him far from the West Coast.
When Laurie and I got married Tom was my best man, even though she'd never met him until the night of our rehearsal dinner. He liked her, of course, as I knew he would. What's not to like? Laurie is gorgeous and funny, incredibly smart, thoughtful and loving ... it's easy to run out of words. As we waited together before the ceremony Tom said, "man, you have hit the jackpot—Laurie is really something. I almost envy you."
I laughed and said, "the key word there is 'almost', right?" Because Tom is a no-commitment, keep it light and breezy kind of guy. He loves women—as many as possible—and they love him, but to say the least he's not the marrying kind.
That night in our hotel room, Laurie and I talked about him. We were snuggled together in bed, both of us rather drunk. We hadn't felt the need to consummate our marriage, since we'd been living together for months and had a lot of sex on a regular basis. So instead we'd been talking about the wedding, the food, the guests, about leaving the next day for our honeymoon trip to Maui.
"What did you think of my friend Tom?" I asked her.
And her first words were a gush. "Oh my God he's GORGEOUS!" she said, and then giggled and looked up at my face, blushing a little.
"I mean, you're the handsomest man in my world, baby." She kissed me. "But Tom is—well, if I weren't in love with you ..." And she stopped talking and kissed me again, maybe suddenly concerned about digging herself in too deep.
But I just laughed—I knew how much Laurie loved me. Holding her close and warm in my arms, I said, "I know what you mean, babe. He's tall and broad-shouldered, and he has that charming manner and that crooked smile...
"He's always been like that. A pussy magnet, basically. And I'm betting that right now he's in bed with one of the bridesmaids, or someone else he met at the reception—it's usually like that with him."
Laurie laughed and said, "I'm guessing Emily or Kate. Did you see how they were staring at him all through dinner, and when he gave the toast? It wouldn't have taken much effort on his part."
And that was that. We drifted off to sleep, and the next day we flew off on our honeymoon, and then we came back and lived happily ever after. For three years and nine months, more or less. Until March 8.
***************
Tom had come to stay with us for a few days, maybe a week. He was working on a big deal in LA, and while he certainly could have afforded the Beverly Wilshire or the Viceroy L'Ermitage, it would be a chance for us to catch up—we hadn't seen each other since the wedding.
So he flew in on a Friday night, and we went to a Lakers game and played golf over the weekend, and on Monday he went downtown to do his deal and I headed to work. He had meetings planned until 4:00, and I promised to be home by about 6:30 and we'd have dinner on the back deck and look at the Pacific.
All fine, right? Great to be with my oldest friend, and to share some good times with him and Laurie. Except that on Monday, at around 3 in the afternoon, the alarm bell went off. You can't always explain it—you just know. The way they moved around one another, the occasional glances. A few moments of unease between Laurie and me, last night before bed and again this morning.
Was he going to fuck her? I wasn't sure. MIGHT it be happening? Damn right. And so at 3:17 I was headed for the parking lot.
LA traffic being what it always is, I didn't get home until nearly 5:00, more than half an hour after I expected Tom to be back. I parked around the corner and walked quietly up the long drive—obviously hoping that my intuition was failing me for once.
But it wasn't.
Nobody was on the back deck or in the living room or kitchen, but I found them easily enough when I came silently up the carpeted stairs and down the hallway. The door to the master bathroom was wide open, and they were both naked. Tom was standing, leaning back against the wall, and Laurie was kneeling on the bathmat in front of him, sucking his cock.
[The scene I'm describing here is from a photo I saw on the Internet. Here's what the caption says:
"She told him that her husband trusted her, and she loved him and didn't want to betray that trust. He told her he understood, and he would respect her boundaries and give her some space. He was in a surprisingly understanding mood.
But, a few hours later, he decided he wanted to have his dick sucked, and that was the end of that."]
I was about 12 feet away—neither of them could see me. For some reason I didn't rush in, screaming or punching. I stood still and I watched. My wife has the most beautiful ass I've ever seen, and I admired it as she lovingly bobbed on his dick, clearly enjoying what she was doing. She had her hands on his thighs, and Tom's hand pressed gently on the back of her head, encouraging her. I stood still; and Laurie sucked him, and Tom groaned, and finally he grunted and thrust into her mouth a few times and came, and she swallowed, and she held his cock for a minute or two longer as it softened.
I was horrified, furious, absolutely frozen with rage—and I also had the hardest erection of my life pushing out the front of my pants. Laurie was so sexy, and it was so easy to imagine the pleasure Tom was feeling. I didn't move.
Finally Laurie let Tom's cock slip from her mouth, and he pulled her gently to her feet. And into his arms: he kissed her, and she opened her mouth and gave herself to him, moaning, while he held her with one arm and stroked her pussy with the other, fingering her, rubbing her clit, until in less than a minute she shuddered and came hard. She had obviously been really worked-up.
After that he held her a bit longer, and they kissed some more. And then she said, "you really are a son-of-a-bitch, you know that? I told you I would never cheat on Glen."
He kissed her again. "I could say I'm sorry, Laurie, but I'm not. Glen is my friend and I love him—but when I saw you on the deck yesterday in that bikini it was all I could do not to throw you down and fuck you right there."
"So instead you come home today, pull me into the shower with you, and then make me give you a blow-job? Is that any better?"
These words might have sounded like a complaint, but Laurie was still in Tom's arms, still smiling up at him, still stroking his chest with her hand.
"Well, it's a little better," he said. "We didn't actually fuck."
Finally she pulled away from him. When she picked up her clothes and started to move into the bedroom, I silently left the house and went back to my car.
***************
I can't really explain what I did that night. Not what you might expect, that's for sure. I was disgusted and sick at heart—and ready to kill the two people I had loved and trusted most in the world. But I drove around for a while with a million thoughts in my head, and then I came home and played the host and the loving husband. Tom and Laurie both played it pretty cool, though it wasn't hard for me to see that she was a little tense. Tom was his usual self—what a fucking actor!
I barbecued and we had drinks and dinner on the deck, chatting about nothing, sharing a good bottle of wine and pretending that all was right with the world.
Except that I was torn between rage, despair, and lust. At about 10:15 I couldn't take it any more, and I said, "well that's about it for me. Tough day at work—I'm headed for bed. Why don't you come with me, babe?"
Laurie didn't have much choice, so we said goodnight to Tom and headed up to our bedroom. Where I made clear to her without much talking that I wanted to fuck, and plowed right through her clear signs of reluctance until she was on the bed on all fours and I was standing behind her, fucking her doggie-style.
I don't know if it was much fun for her but I didn't particularly care. She was quieter than usual, but that might have been because she didn't want Tom to hear us. I fucked her hard but I didn't last all that long—I was pretty pent-up. Afterwards we brushed our teeth and snuggled up together in the usual way. I had the feeling she maybe wanted to ask what had gotten into me, but was afraid to bring it up.
In a few minutes she had fallen asleep, while I lay beside her with my eyes still open. Staring at the dark ceiling and thinking about the next day.
***************
In the morning the three-way charade continued. We had a cheerful breakfast, chatted about nothing in particular, made plans to go out for dinner that night. And then I kissed Laurie and went out the door.
I drove around the corner, parked, and came back to the house through the trees, finding a place right outside the kitchen window where I could hear and see them.
"Well, I've got to go make some money," he said. She had her back to him, rinsing the dishes and putting them in the dishwasher.
Then he said, "it sounded like Glen fucked you pretty good last night."
She turned and looked at him, blushing. "I don't want to talk about that, Tom."
"Well, my meetings should be done by 4 again—and I'm going to fuck you even better later this afternoon."
"No, Tom, we can't—" But he walked over and pulled her into his arms, kissing her hard. She didn't exactly reciprocate, but she let him do it. And when he let her go she had a worried look on her face.
He patted her on the cheek, gave her a big smile, and said, "yes we can!" And he grabbed his briefcase and walked outside to his rental car.
I waited until ten minutes after he was gone. Then I called my office and told Amy I wouldn't be in that day, and I spent some time down on the beach in Malibu. I walked in the sand, and got a shrimp sandwich and a Coke for lunch, and walked some more.
And by 3:30 I was back home, with my car safely parked a couple blocks away, watching the driveway from behind a couple of trees. When Tom pulled up I quietly ran for my car and drove right back after him, so they didn't have more than three or four minutes alone.
I made a big production of it, coming through the door loudly: "Hey, surprise! I'm home early!" They were in the kitchen, but nowhere near each other. Tom looked the same as ever, but Laurie was maybe a little shaken, blushing a little. I pretended to ignore it.
We had a drink, made a dinner reservation, showered and changed, and went off and had some unusually good Asian fusion at this new, fashionable place—don't even try to tell me LA doesn't have the best restaurants in the US. And when Laurie and Tom were gazing at some TV star across the room I quietly dropped an Ambien into her wine.
By the time we got home she was three-quarters asleep. "Honey, I don't know what happened to me, but I just can't keep my eyes open." I smiled and helped her to the couch, and in ten minutes she was out cold.
I grinned at Tom. "Help me get her upstairs to bed, okay? And then we can have a nightcap on the deck."
We carried her up together, got her shoes off, laid her down on the bed and I covered her with the comforter, not bothering to take off her skirt and blouse. On the way downstairs I let Tom go ahead of me—and when we were four steps from the bottom I raised my leg and kicked him as hard as I could, square in the middle of his back.
Tom went flying, banged his head hard on the wall, and tumbled into the hallway on his back, his eyes a bit unfocused. I jumped down after him and put my foot firmly down on his neck.
"Can you hear me, you motherfucker?" I hissed at him. I watched his expression as it shifted from dazed, to annoyed, to a little sheepish, to alarmed. My foot was pressing on his windpipe, and in my right hand I was holding a large monkey wrench.
"Glen, I—" he started, and then stopped when he felt my foot pressing harder.
"There is not ONE FUCKING THING you can say to me that will make any difference.
"You have three minutes to throw your shit into your suitcase and drive the fuck away from here. And if I ever see you again you'd better have a gun, because I will fucking beat you to death."
I backed away and he pulled himself to his feet slowly, groaning a bit, watching me carefully. Then he turned and went into the guest room, emerging a couple of minutes later with his suitcase and briefcase.
My monkey wrench still in my hand, I held the front door open and watched him load his stuff into the car. Before he got into the driver's seat he said, "listen, Glen, I'm really—"
"Just go away." I waited until his car was out of sight, then I turned and went into the house.
I made myself a drink and sat alone on the deck for nearly an hour, sipping, watching the stars. I suppose I could say "thinking," except that I'm not sure I really thought about very much.
Then I went upstairs, got Laurie out of her clothes and tucked into bed, and climbed in next to her. Amazingly enough, I was out like a light within minutes.
***************
I was sitting on the deck with my coffee when Laurie came out. She'd put on a pretty blue nightgown.
"Sorry, honey," she said, "I don't know what happened to me last night. We were having such a nice dinner, and I just ... I don't know, felt exhausted."
"It's fine, babe." I pulled her gently down on my lap and put my arm around her. "Tom and I carried you up to bed."
After a few minutes she went in to get herself some coffee and start breakfast. When I came in she said, "what do you want this morning, eggs maybe? And what do you think Tom would like?"
"Oh, he had to leave last night," I said. She looked at me, startled.
"He got a call from some higher-up and headed straight off to the airport. He was taking the red-eye to New York, I think. He said to tell you goodbye, and thanks for everything."
It was fun to watch her face. Clearly Laurie didn't know quite how to react. Finally she just said, "okay—at least we had a few days with him. Did you enjoy his visit?"
"Sure," I said. "Did you?"
She looked away. "I guess so. I mean, he's your friend, not mine.
"Actually," she went on, "I'm sort of glad he's gone. I like being just the two of us." And she came and gave me a hug and a kiss.
***************
After breakfast I went up and showered. When I was done, and I'd toweled off, I yelled, "Laurie—can you come up here, babe?"
When she came into the bathroom I was standing, naked, exactly where Tom had been. She just looked at me, confused, and I said, "come here a minute."
I took her nightie by the hem and lifted it up and off her. And then I pushed her gently down to her knees on the bathmat.
"There," I said. "Now why don't you give me a blow job?"
She stared at me, and I looked back at her, and then her eyes filled with tears. She lowered her head and began to cry, big wracking sobs, her face in her hands.
And I just let her, watching, my cock dangling towards her. And when she finally started to calm down, she looked up at me, her face wet, and said, "oh honey, Glen, I'm so—"
"Shh," I said. "Don't talk." And I gently pulled her head towards my cock. She came forward hesitantly, tears still spilling from her eyes, and took me in her mouth.
And then she gave me the strangest blowjob I'd ever had. It was slow and loving, and she never stopped watching me, never stopped weeping, until she'd finally made me come in her mouth.
And when I pulled her up to me and held her, just the way Tom had, my arms around her, she started to sob again, shaking, and it was another ten minutes or so before she was quiet, before we were both quiet, standing there on the mat in the bathroom.
***************
"I don't know," I said. "In fact, I have no fucking idea."
We were sitting on the deck, an hour later.
"I know that I love you. And I know that I want to stay with you. But I don't know if I'll be able to. If I'll be able to drive away to work in the morning, or go on a three-day business trip, without wondering who else has got their cock down your throat or up your cunt."
She looked at me red-eyed. "I'm so sorry," she whispered, for like the twentieth time.



And then, in a stronger voice, "nothing like this has ever remotely happened before. NOTHING! It was Tom, he ... I don't know."
"Yeah, he's gorgeous," I said. "He's a sex god, and all the women want to fuck him, and you're no different. Never mind that you're married and he's my best friend, right?"
I could feel myself growing seriously angry again. I got up, grabbed my keys, and left the house. I drove around aimlessly, and didn't come back until late afternoon.
***************
It took most of a year to put it back together again. A year of uncomfortable silences, of explanations or apologies met by cold looks, of angry accusations met by lowered eyes.
I never moved out. I never hit her or threatened her; in fact, we never even really stopped having sex. But it was fucking—no more intimacy, no more loving looks and kisses, sharing words of love, feeling safe together.
And there was no magic about how it got better—it just took time. Laurie found a therapist, to work on her own issues. For a long time I had no interest in hearing what she was finding out, but after four months or so we talked about it a little. It seemed to be helping her, but I can't say that anything she told me was very useful.
Two weeks or so after I threw him out, Tom sent me a letter. I considered just throwing it in the trash, then finally tossed it into a desk drawer. I read it a few weeks later. He was sorry, he'd been selfish and irresponsible, he treated Laurie just like every other woman he was attracted to, it was all his fault, she was a good woman and she adored me. He hated the idea that he'd hurt our marriage. Blah blah blah—fuck him.
I handed the letter to Laurie and said, "maybe you want to read this," then walked out of the room. Later that day I saw the letter wadded up in the waste basket.
It sort of snuck up on me, actually—feeling better. I remember one day walking into the house at dinner time, fresh from a challenging day at work, and feeling eager to see Laurie and tell her about it. And I realized that the anger I'd been carrying around inside of me, the desperate rage and desire to hurt her back, had pretty much slipped away. Without my noticing it, the days of coming home every night with teeth clenched had just sort of stopped.
So we had some better weeks—and then as the holidays approached a pretty bad one. I was tense again all the time, stalking around with a dark look on my face and dark thoughts in my brain, and Laurie looked terrified.
After a few days of this, and a nearly-silent dinner, I said, "come sit in the living room with me."
She sat, looking wary, prepared for the worst, and I said, "I want you to listen and I don't want you to say anything. Especially I don't want you to laugh, or smile, or give me any goddam loving look, or tell me you 'understand'—got it?"
Laurie nodded. She looked like she was barely breathing.
After a long minute I said, "it turned me on. That day—when I saw you. I had a hard-on that nearly ripped the front of my pants."
I was watching her; she sat very still. This was the first time we had talked about it—about me seeing them.
"I hated what I saw, I mean I fucking HATED it. I wanted to kill the both of you, beat you or strangle you to death. I was so hurt, so horrified.
"I have thought about this a thousand times since then—a million times. You have the most beautiful body I've ever seen, and there you were, sucking him, so into it, getting so much pleasure from giving him pleasure.
"It isn't—let me make this absolutely fucking clear!—it isn't that it turns me on, thinking of you with other men. It was you. Seeing you so beautiful, so excited.
I stopped for a while. Then I said, "if that means there's something wrong with me, then fuck it. So be it."
She hadn't moved, or changed expression. I got up and left.
***************
The next two nights I slept in the guest room. We were virtually silent around one another. And then the third night Laurie made an extra-nice dinner and served a fancy wine, one we both particularly liked.
"I'm so grateful for what you told me, Glen. And I'm hoping it's a good sign, that it happened because you were starting to feel a little better about us, a little more able to trust me."
I nodded. She said, "were you embarrassed about it?"
I looked away, and nodded again.
Laurie came over and kneeled in front of me, laying her head on my lap. We sat there for several minutes, in silence.
Then she lifted her head. "There's nothing to be embarrassed about," she said. Her voice was surprisingly strong. "I'm the one who fucked up, the only one.
"Well," she said with a grimace, "there was Tom. But I'm the one you married, the one who made promises to. This is on me. And I'll never stop being sorry for what I did, and so sorry that I hurt you."
She stood up and took my hand, and led me towards the stairs. "Come and make love to your sorry-ass wife, Glen. Don't fuck me—make love to me, and let me show you how much you mean to me."
We made love, and it felt good. It was more than fucking. I wasn't done being angry, or hurt, or even suspicious. Not nearly. But my intuition told me that we would work it out.
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Dedicated to Harddaysknight—he'll probably get it, even if no one else does.
*****
Ellen rolled over, feeling the morning sunlight on her face even though her eyes stayed closed. She snuggled up closer behind Dave, enjoying his warmth. She'd drunk quite a lot the night before—her mouth was as dry as Death Valley, and she needed to pee something fierce. But she didn't want to get up.
She slid her hand down Dave's back, and around his hip to his limp, sticky dick. Part of her wanted more, even as she felt the soreness in her pussy. God, what a night! They must have done it for two hours or more.
Finally, unwillingly, she opened her eyes and sat up, responding to the pressure in her bladder. Before she could even focus on the man in the armchair across the room, she heard his voice.
"Good morning good morning!" said Dave cheerfully. It was his own special morning greeting—he'd been doing it ever since they began living together, in their second year of college.
Startled, Ellen shook her head and blinked rapidly, trying to understand how Dave could be in two places at once. He smiled back at her from the armchair—and Ellen gasped.
She reached back frantically, poking at the sleeping body next to her. Too late, she now remembered it hadn't been her husband she'd spent the night so vigorously fucking.
"Mike," she hissed, "get up! It's Dave, he's back!"
Mike snorted sleepily—then, a moment later, started awake as though hit by a cattle prod. Whirling around, he stared fearfully into Dave's smiling face.
"Mike, hey," Dave said calmly. "Have a good night? Ellen's quite a lay, isn't she? Just like the Energizer Bunny, she keeps going and going.
"Boy, you guys look like you're half asleep. What, were you up half the night?"
Ellen clutched the bedspread around her. "Dave," she said cautiously, "you... I... thought you wouldn't be back until tomorrow evening."
"That's sort of what I figured, honey." He laughed. "Hell, you wouldn't have had this fuckhead stay the night if you knew I was coming home today. Usually you're really careful about that, right?
"But as it happens, that job in Cincinnati took a lot less time than we figured. And here I am!" he said brightly.
"So, Mike," Dave continued, "haven't seen you in a while. How's your son Andy—is that software job still going well for him?"
Mike made no reply, instead watching Dave intently while trying to grab his boxers from the floor near the bed and slip into them. Ellen was still too stunned to speak.
Watching Mike, Dave laughed and said, "no sense in trying to get out of here now, Mike—you're pretty much a dead man and there's nothing you can do."
He pulled out his cell phone and pressed a button; then, after a minute, said, "hi Barbara. Yeah, it's just what I said. Uh-huh, why don't you come in—the front door's open."
For about twenty seconds Dave continued to sit smiling in his chair, while Ellen regarded him in horror and Mike wildly scrabbled for his pants.
When Barbara rushed into the room she went straight for Mike. "MotherFUCKER!" she cried, whaling at him viciously with a large handbag. He ducked and raised his arms, but she got in six or eight good shots that left his arms and forehead bleeding before she backed off.
"Don't bother even coming home, you piece of shit!" she yelled. "My brothers will drop your crap off at your parents' house this weekend—until then you can go on wearing what you wore to come over here and fuck your whore. Maybe you can borrow her thong panties if you need a change of underwear."
She turned to Dave, her angry expression softening, and said, "thanks again Dave—and I'm so sorry."
"Not your fault, Barb," he replied. She kissed his cheek and headed back down the stairs.
Mike hung his head, tears appearing in his eyes. "Christ, what on earth am I gonna do now?" he mumbled.
Ellen grabbed her robe and dashed to the bathroom while avoiding Dave's eyes. She yanked the door shut behind her, and in a moment the sounds of the shower could be heard.
"Well Mike, I guess you should probably get dressed, get the fuck out of here and get to work. Though I suppose you don't really want to—you're not feeling so cheerful, I'll bet. But it's going to be worse tonight, when you head back to your place and then realize it's not yours anymore. No way Barbara's going to let you back in.
"Maybe you should go to the theater—who knows, maybe Barbara will turn up too?" Dave laughed. "Yeah, well, maybe not. She'll probably be packing up all your shit into boxes instead. Guess it's really gonna be you all by your lonesome, eh? Hope you don't have to sleep in the street!"
Mike didn't even attempt a reply. Head down, he gathered up his clothes and left the room.
***************
When Ellen emerged from the shower, in a robe with a towel around her wet hair, the bedroom was empty. She crept downstairs and came timidly into the kitchen, finding Dave at the table with a cup of coffee and a plate of eggs and toast in front of him. He'd put out a cup of coffee for her as well.
She sat down and gazed at him mournfully. "Dave, I... I'm so terribly—"
"It's O.K., Ellen, really. What a day, huh?" Dave laughed cheerfully.
Baffled, she shook her head a little. "No Dave, I am ... I am SO sorry, so ashamed that you ... found us like that."
Silence. When she couldn't bear it any longer, she said in a tiny voice, "what ... are you going to do?"
He laughed. "Me? Nothing, El—it's certainly not up to ME to do anything. How about you? What are you going to do to fix this? Got any great ideas?"
"No, but—I mean, can I try to explain? I mean there's ... I didn't ... I know this is terrible, but—" She paused, shuddering a little. She sipped her coffee.
"But it was the first time, I swear. You were away, and I was out shopping, and I ran into Mike in town and we had some tea, and then..."
"Stop!" Dave shouted it, his hand raised, all cheerfulness suddenly gone.
And then, more quietly, "just don't, all right El? Spare me the bullshit. I've known about you and that scumbag for more than six weeks."
She gasped, but said nothing.
"There was a beautiful day, back in early May. I was feeling just great and I suddenly couldn't stand being in the office, so I took off and strolled around for an hour. I was on the path that goes by the old Doubleday High School, and there were the two of you, on a blanket in that little clearing in the woods. You were sucking his dick, and he was holding your head and grunting, 'oh baby, you're the best!' "
Dave grimaced and pulled out his phone. "Want to see the pictures?"
Ellen just shook her head, staring at the table.
"I don't know why I was even surprised, you know? It's not even anything new, anything different. That's the exact same damn place I caught you with Mr. Henderson the gym teacher, damn it, back before we got engaged.
"You remember? You gave me that shit about how he was just teaching you to do 'summersets'? Except your skirt was off and your tits were hanging out of your shirt, and there was cum on your leg?"
Suddenly Dave slammed the table with one hand, making her jump. "You couldn't even find a different place to fuck around on me?"
He got up and started pacing, holding his cup. "I can tell you one thing. That was the first day, the very first day in six years I stopped feeling stupid about that pre-nup my dad insisted on. Boy, he saw through you far better than I ever did."
"And now—" Dave's smile returned, though his eyes were narrowed. "Now everything's going to be fine, I think. I'll be out of here in a few hours with my stuff and the place'll be yours. Hope you can handle the mortgage and the utilities alone, El. I'm moving into a beautiful little condo downtown, right near work, where everyone you see has lots of energy, there's a lot going on, you have a chance to meet new people."
Pulling out his phone, he again pressed a button and waited a minute.
"Hey Rita, it's me. Yeah, all done. I'll see you in about half an hour... Yeah, save the parking space for me, thanks... thanks, and you're lovely. Bye!"
Ellen was weeping now, distraught. "Oh Dave, I ... I'm so sorry, I've been such an idiot! I don't know what to say to you."
"I don't know what you COULD say, El." Then he pulled on his coat and checked his pockets for his wallet and keys. Turning, he grabbed a big legal envelope off the top of the microwave and put it in front of her on the table. He leaned over, touching her cheek with his hand, almost tenderly.
"I've got nothing to say—but it's okay."
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Author's note: This story involves an engaged couple, not a married couple, but I still think it belongs most appropriately in Loving Wives.
*****
To really understand what happened, you have to know about Michelle and the way she was raised.
Michelle Hardison grew up in Carey, Ohio, a small town in the northern part of the state. Her father Tom was Vice-President of the First Citizens National Bank, which gave Michelle a certain status among her friends. And since Michelle was an only child; and since her dad was a kind but distant sort of man, who didn't spend much time with her; and since her mother Diane was a housewife who was lonely and didn't have enough to do, Michelle grew up into a sweet but somewhat spoiled girl.
When she wanted horseback-riding lessons, she got them—even if it meant her mother driving her two hours there and back twice a week. When she wanted a cell phone, she got one—even though none of her classmates had one yet. And when she wanted a big circus-themed 12th birthday party, with a clown and an inflatable jumping house, she got them as well.
Michelle was a shy girl, somewhat skinny and quite unremarkable in looks. She had a few friends, but was never at the center of the social whirl in school. And until Matt Pokorny became her boyfriend in 10th grade, she'd never had a date, never done anything sexual, never even kissed a boy.
Matt was shy, like her, and it took the two of them months of glancing at each other in class, sitting with various groups of kids in the school cafeteria, and working together on group projects before he finally got the nerve to sit next to her on the school bus one morning.
A couple of weeks later, Matt asked her out to the movies. Within a few weeks after that, they were going steady. They dated for the rest of high school, progressing slowly from tentative kisses to more heated make-out sessions (especially after Matt got his license and his mom let him borrow the car). They took one another's virginities in May of their senior year in time-honored fashion: in a cheap motel room the night of the senior prom.
By the time they graduated, it was taken for granted that they'd be married one day. Her parents were quite happy with the idea, but counseled them to wait until after college. They applied to the same five schools, and agreed they'd go to the best place they both got into, which turned out to be the University of Illinois.
Being at college meant freedom and privacy to have sex—which they did, a lot. They were both inexperienced but eager, and their sex life was enthusiastic and fun, if vanilla. Hard as it may be to believe, neither of them had ever seen any porn, and their repertoire didn't go beyond a couple of sex positions and some tentative, hesitant experimentation with oral sex. Matt loved the two or three blowjobs Michelle was willing to give, though she was a little grossed-out. Neither of them was all that wild about Matt going down on her. He had no idea what he was doing, while Michelle couldn't really get past the idea that it was dirty, her boyfriend sticking his face in there.
The biggest change in their relationship at Illinois was anatomical: Michelle grew breasts, or rather her rather small breasts grew big. Now they were big, beautiful, heavy, D-sized breasts. She'd been skinny and a little bit plain, and boys besides Matt had never shown much interest. Now she was still a little on the plain side, but her prominent chest meant a lot of attention, from male classmates, guys on her hallways, guys at parties, etc.
Michelle loved Matt, but that didn't mean she ignored the male attention. While she was too shy to really flirt, she certainly learned to smile and bat her eyes a little, and let some of her admirers hang around her in a perfectly innocent way (at least on her side).
As for Matt, he was wild with excitement. He couldn't stop looking at and touching and stroking and sucking Michelle's new boobs, and their sex life ramped up quite a bit—he just couldn't get enough.
At the same time, Matt was well-aware that for the first time he had competition for Michelle's favors. He grew even more attentive, even more helpful and loving and supportive. They'd always studied together, but now he made sure to edit and revise Michelle's papers, to double-check her Econ problem sets. He bought her flowers for no reason, gave her foot-rubs at the end of a long day. He told her how much he loved her.
And she replied in kind. She did love Matt, she always had. But the balance had shifted a bit, even if they never talked about it. They had once been a matched pair, in their own bubble, no one else terribly interested in either of them. Now Michelle was aware of a lot of male interest. She would have denied it if you asked, but she knew she had options.
Perhaps it was partly for this reason that Matt decided to propose, at the end of the summer just before their junior year. They were camping with some high school friends in Daniel Boone National Forest, in Kentucky. A group of about 30 of them, some couples and some singles, took a one-week trip to the same campground for a week in August every year.
On the last night, as they were sitting around a campfire, drinking beer and chatting, listening to the radio, dancing a little, Matt reached behind him and grabbed a can of Miller Lite and handed it to Michelle.
Without paying much attention she went to pop the top—and found herself staring at a small black box, carefully taped to the top of the can.
"Matt, is this? ..."
He'd slid out of his seat and gone to one knee in front of her. Their friends fell silent, watching with big grins.
"Michelle, I have loved you since we were 15—you are the only one for me, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Will you marry me?"
She froze a little in shock, and Matt opened the box to show her the ring. Suddenly bursting into tears, she said, "oh my God, Matt—Yes! Yes I'll marry you!"
They fell into one another's arms, barely aware of the chorus of cheers and laughter all around them. He helped her try on the ring and her girlfriends gathered around, all talking at once. Ten feet away Matt's guy friends were congratulating him, teasing him, pounding him on the back.
In their tent that night they made love hungrily, her riding him energetically while he held and stroked her big breasts. When Matt got close to cumming, he pulled Michelle down to him and nibbled hard on her nipple. It brought her off, something that didn't happen very often when they made love, and afterwards they lay quietly in one another's arms, smiling, talking in low voices.
"Baby, you surprised me tonight!"
"I'd been thinking about it for awhile Michelle—and I wasn't about to let you get away."
She kissed him. "I'm not going anywhere. But I loved the surprise, the beer can and all of that. Did everyone know?"
"Just Adam and Sandy. I ran the idea by them, to make sure it wasn't too lame. But Sandy went 'awww!' and told me it was super-romantic, so I thought what the hell.
"Thanks for saying yes, by the way."
She slapped his face gently, and kissed him again. "Don't be a silly boy. You know I'm yours."
The next morning they went for a long walk, before coming back to pack up the tent and their supplies. They agreed they'd continue to wait until after graduation to have the wedding, as they'd always planned. And Michelle had another idea, one that made Matt very happy.
"Honey, I just love the ring you picked out for me. It's perfect! And I want to get you one too. Would you wear one from me—a promise ring or something?"
Matt smiled widely and gave her an enormous hug, pulling her body tightly against him. "I love you so much," he whispered in her ear. "And I would be thrilled to wear your ring."
***************
It was the next summer that the trouble came. They were back at Daniel Boone for the week, with most of the same people, but with a couple of new ones. One was Anthony Lotari, the older brother of one of Michelle's friends. None of them had seen him in years; and it was clear right away that he was potential trouble.
At least Matt thought so—Michelle and most of the girls thought he was a hunk. Anthony was older, about 29, a big strong guy who worked construction in Cincinnati during the year. He was charming and flirty, in a blue-collar kind of way. And he seemed to take a particular interest in Michelle, or at least in Michelle's tits.
He was always talking to her, teasing or winking an eye, paying her a compliment and stroking her arm gently. Nothing over the line, and certainly nothing so overt that Matt could ever call him on it. And he was careful to play the same games with some of the other girls.
On the fifth day of the week, Anthony tripped on a log and twisted his ankle. He and Michelle and some others had been planning to hike one of the 5-mile trails that day, but he had to stay behind, his ankle up on a portable chair with an ice pack on it.
And when the group of hikers returned about 4 pm, sweaty and cheerful, teasing each other about how they smelled, Michelle was nowhere to be seen.
Matt said, "hey Adam, where's Michelle? Wasn't she with you?"
Adam looked baffled. He said, "yeah, she was, for a while—hey Sandy, do you know what happened to Michelle?"
Startled, Sandy turned around, but she avoided Matt's eyes. "Yeah, she, uh ... she wanted to, uh, see one of those little waterfalls off the trail. She should be back in a little while."
Matt jumped to his feet, carelessly putting weight on his ankle. He grimaced, and quickly sat down again. "Is she alone? Who's with her?"
Sandy looked embarrassed. She said nothing, until Adam looked hard at her. "Well, babe?"
Reluctantly Sandy said, "I, uh, think that Anthony volunteered to go with her."
Silence. Matt and Adam looked at one another, but neither one spoke.
Finally Matt said, "okay, Sandy, thanks. I guess I'll, uh, just wait here until they get back."
It was more than an hour—a brutal hour for Matt, sitting there with his leg propped up, watching everyone else washing up, preparing to get a fire going, working on the communal dinner. And when Michelle finally returned, it wasn't any better.
She came into the campsite alone, and it was nearly a minute before Anthony appeared behind her. Walking right over to Matt, she bent down and kissed his cheek. "Hey honey, how is the ankle? Sorry you couldn't join us."
Matt stared at her, noticing she wasn't meeting his eyes. She looked sweaty and tired like the others, but also a bit flushed. "I'm okay," he murmured; he hardly knew what to say. He was getting an extremely strange vibe from her.
"Okay then," she said, straightening. "I'm gonna go help Sandy and the girls with the dinner." She gave his hand a quick squeeze, then turned and disappeared into the tent.
Things seemed a little better to Matt an hour later, when they were eating. Michelle was being very solicitous, sitting next to Matt, smiling at him, one hand on his arm or his shoulder, making sure he had a cold beer and enough to eat, running to get him seconds. They didn't talk much, but her presence soothed him.
Until Anthony walked by. He stopped for a second to smile at Matt, saying, "how ya doin', man? Sorry you missed today, it was a nice hike." And then he strolled away, but not before giving Michelle a long look. A long look full of meaning, though Matt didn't understand right away what it was.
He turned to look at Michelle, and he could see that she was flushed again. She pulled her folding chair around to face him, a worried look on her face.
She took his hands in hers. "Matt," she said quietly, trying not to be heard by anyone else around the campsite. "You know I adore you, right?"
Her whole manner was strange, and Matt's heart was suddenly pounding. He just nodded.
"I'm going to ask you for something, honey. I know this won't be easy, but I want you to trust me, okay? You know how much I love you—you know we'll always be together."
She waited for a reply, but Matt just looked back at her in silence. He was going to make her say it.
"Tonight I'm gonna—just once, just for tonight—I'm gonna stay in Anthony's tent."
"You're going to do what?!" The words came out of him a bit louder than he intended, and Matt was faintly aware of a few of their friends turning to glance over at him and Michelle.
"Shh, honey!" She was horrified, and embarrassed. "Matt, I'm ... well you know this, I've never, uh, been with anyone else, and ..."
"Jesus Christ, Michelle!" This time Matt managed to keep his voice down. "Are you out of your mind? We're engaged, or did you forget that?"
There were tears in her eyes, but the determined look remained on her face. "Of course not, Matt. We're engaged, and I'm yours. Forever.
"But we're not married yet, and this is ... this is something I need to do. To try. Just once, I promise."
Even though he'd suspected something had gone on between them that afternoon, Matt was utterly shocked.
"Honey," he said slowly, trying to keep calm. "When we agreed to get married, I thought it was a pledge to each other, a pledge of faithfulness. Are you saying that you didn't mean it?"
"Of course I meant it, Matt. Let me say it again: I AM YOURS. I'm just asking for this one thing, this one, uh, chance—a chance to ... experiment.
"This will be the only time, I swear it. And next summer we'll be married, and you'll be my one and only. Til death do us part—just like in the wedding vows.
"Don't make too much of this, please, baby. I know you're feeling ... surprised. But it's nothing. I will always be yours."
She was looking at him, steadily, a couple of tears on her cheeks. He knew she meant what she was saying, and he idly wondered if she'd suddenly just gone batshit crazy.
A deep breath. Then another one. Matt said, "and if I say no?"
Sandy gazed at him, squeezing his hands tightly. "I love you, Matt, but I'm going to do this. And tomorrow morning it will all be done, and I'll be your love and your partner forever."
She leaned forward, putting her arms around him and hugging him tightly, lovingly. He didn't hug her back, simply letting his hands rest in his lap. She held the hug, then released him, looking right into his eyes.
"I love you, Matt," she said, one more time. Then she turned and went into the tent.
Feeling tears well up in his eyes, Matt looked around. Most of their friends seemed to be unaware of the confrontation, but Matt noticed a couple of them trying to hard to seem as though they hadn't noticed anything. He sat quietly, wiping the tears away as discreetly as he could.
And he kept sitting, alone and off to one side, in shock and total misery. After awhile he had to take a piss, so he stood and painfully limped to the edge of the clearing and a few feet into the woods. On the way back to his seat he detoured to the tent, hoping to try one more time to reason with Michelle—but it was empty. It was dark by now, and she'd clearly taken advantage of his momentary absence to leave without having to speak to him again.
***************
***************
***************
To really understand what happened, you have to know about Matt and the way he was raised.
Matthew Pokorny and his older brother Jason grew up on a small farm just outside Carey. Their dad, who managed a small gas station on North Vance Street in town, was a loud, blustering bully. He drank too much and he pretty much terrorized his wife, a sweet little woman who doted on her boys.
The three of them—Jason, Matt, and their mother Alice—formed a kind of bond, a necessary alliance against a powerful man who kept them in perpetual fear. He only hit them occasionally, but his verbal assaults were constant and the sense of threat never diminished. It was a relief to both boys and to their mother when their father divorced her and moved to Tampa. Matt was 14 when he left.
Jason, two years older than Matt, grew bitter and resentful. He never dared talk back, but a sense of mutiny was never far from the surface. He also became fiercely protective of Matt, who was far quieter and more timid by nature. Matt's coping mechanism was to be invisible: he never protested, never argued, and managed to be around his father as little as possible.
The same approach served Matt pretty well in school, or at least it seemed that way to him. He had one long-term friend, Danny Cappello, who'd known him ever since second grade, and otherwise he kept to himself. He was an above-average student, though his teachers wished he'd speak up more, and he stayed out of trouble.
Sitting down next to Michelle Hardison on the bus that day was positively the bravest move he'd ever made in his life; and asking her out to the movies a few weeks later was the next bravest. He absolutely couldn't believe she'd said yes, and their relationship made him happier than he'd ever been.
Most of all, Jason liked her. Jason, his idol and protector, his role model, thought Michelle was "sweet," and "really good for him." Four years later when Matt was getting ready to propose, he had a long phone conversation with Jason—by then living and working in Louisville—and Jason wholeheartedly supported his plan.
When he and Michelle were at Illinois, and her late-developing body started getting her lots of male attention, Matt was far too observant not to notice, and far too thoughtful not to consider how to respond.
In a way that was typical of his personality, he chose the quiet approach. Nothing confrontational, nothing direct: he "stepped up his game." He made sure more than ever to show Michelle how special she was to him, how much he loved her.
There was nothing insincere or cynical about it. He DID love her. But he was also responding to the changed circumstances, making sure that his strengths as a boyfriend were never too far from her mind.
Michelle's happy and eager acceptance of his marriage proposal had filled him with joy, and their junior year together at Illinois had been the best year of his life.
So her behavior at the camp site the following summer felt like being hit from behind with a two-by-four. Not that he hadn't noticed Anthony and identified him as a threat; but guys had flirted with Michelle before, and from where Matt stood Anthony didn't seem to have anything that the rest of them didn't.
Now, sitting alone in the dark, aware of his aching ankle and his aching heart, he wondered what the fuck he'd missed. What it was about this guy in particular that had the power to shit all over his life.
He was preparing to go lie down in his tent—not that he had much hope of getting any sleep that night!—when Adam quietly approached him with another guy from the group, Roger Denzin, someone Matt didn't know that well.
Adam spoke very quietly. "Matt, uh, sorry but ... well, Roger wants to tell you about something he, uh, saw this afternoon. I'm so sorry, man."
Adam squeezed Matt's shoulder and went away. Roger sat on the ground, looking embarrassed.
"Hey, uh, Matt—listen, I wasn't going to say anything, but Adam was watching you and Michelle talking earlier, and ... well, he said I really oughta talk to you."
Feeling numb, Matt just nodded.
"On the hike today, I, uh, I kinda fell behind towards the end. I actually, uh, well I had the runs, and I ... sorry! That part doesn't matter.
"Anyway, I was way behind the others, and on the way back I suddenly thought I'd take the side trail to that waterfall, it's supposed to be so pretty. Anyway, I got partly down the path and then I heard noises in a clearing, and I ...
"Uh, I'm sorry, Matt, but I saw Michelle with, uh, with Anthony. They were doing it. He had her on her hands and knees and he was behind her and, well, I guess you know the rest. I'm really sorry."



[Author's note: The scene I just described is from a photo I saw on the Internet, which was the initial inspiration for this story. The caption with the photo reads:
"They planned a week-long camping trip almost every summer. This year there were quite a few other young people on the trip, which made for a fun time, at least until she started to flirt with one of the other guys. John complained to her and she apologized and promised to stop.
But the very next day she vanished in the afternoon. John asked around and a few people told him they thought she had hiked to the waterfall. It was unclear who she went with but John noticed right away that the guy she had been flirting with was also missing. When she returned and he confronted her, she told him point blank that she was going to sleep in a different tent tonight. She did have the decency to tell him this with tears in her eyes. But she still left the campfire that night, in front of everyone, with the wrong guy."]
Obviously embarrassed, Roger stood up, put a consoling hand on Matt's shoulder for a second, and walked away towards his own tent.
Matt sat alone, largely unaware of the growing cold, for perhaps another couple of hours. One or two people quietly called "goodnight" and he vaguely waved his hand at them.
Contemplating Roger's story, Matt idly wondered how he could be both unsurprised and profoundly shocked at the same time. It only confirmed what he'd suspected since Michelle's return from the hike, and what her plans for that night had clearly implied; and yet it gutted him.
It ripped into pieces his whole idea of who Michelle was, and what they meant to her. He could no more have abandoned her like that, to go off and fuck another girl, than he could have poked his own eyes out. It was unthinkable. She was his and he was hers.
Belatedly, he realized that he was alone; and cold; that the fire had gone out and that it must be well past midnight. He sat a few more minutes, going over the plans that had been forming almost unconsciously in his mind as he sat lamenting what Michelle was doing to him. Then he got up, carefully, and went back into his tent.
He spent a few minutes organizing some things. Then he picked up his cell phone and called his old friend from home, Danny Cappello. They spoke for about ten minutes. When he was done, he deleted the call from his call log.
***************
***************
***************
Michelle ached as she carefully picked her way through the darkness back to their tent, the one she shared with Matt. Her heart ached for him—she felt more guilty about what she had done than seemed possible.
It made so much sense at the time! Anthony was hot, they'd already fucked once, she knew it wouldn't ever mean anything. It was just a fling—she had liked that word, "fling," like throwing something up in the air. A frisbee, something harmless. Certainly not something that would cause pain to the man she loved.
And now all that reasoning seemed hollow, utterly ridiculous. Stupid. He was probably furious, hurt, shocked. How could she ever make it up to him? Would he even give her a chance?
She also ached between her legs, and not in a good way. Sex with Anthony had gone in a steadily declining line from "fabulous, unbelievable, cosmic" through "fun but empty" and arrived at "painful and unwelcome."
When he'd fucked her in the clearing the afternoon before, she'd come like she'd never come in her life. He was skilled and determined and sweet-talking, and his hands were magic. He got her naked, and he got her wet and panting, and then he got her on her knees and made amazing love to her.
Okay, he fucked her. There wasn't any love in it, she understood that now. But he was gentle and slow and incredibly skillful, and he rocked her world. Three phenomenal orgasms, over what must have been at least thirty minutes of fucking. God, the stamina he had! And the way he used his hands, caressing her large sensitive breasts, or her ass, or reaching around to stroke her clit gently. That was it, he was so powerful and so gentle at the same time.
And there isn't much doubt that she was thinking with her pussy when she agreed to spend the night with him; she wanted more of what she'd gotten in the afternoon.
But that night in the tent he was far less solicitous, far less patient. He acted like it was a done deal, her cunt was his to use, and he used it. The first time was fine—but it wasn't as great as in the clearing, and she was distracted thinking of poor Matt. Was he back in the tent, crying? Was he sitting in a chair, drinking beer, cursing her? Thinking of how he could get back at her?
And with Anthony, that night in the tent—he just went on and on. He fucked her, then he had a beer, then he fucked her again. And he wanted his dick sucked, and mocked her for not being very good at it. And he fucked her again, probably at 2 or 3 in the morning, before finally falling into a deep, boozy sleep. By which time Michelle had had more than enough—her pussy was stretched and sticky and very very sore.
Eventually she dozed a little; but when she awoke and saw by Anthony's wristwatch that it was 5:45, she quietly got up and dressed and left, determined to get back to Matt before it got light and anybody saw her.
The tent was empty—where was he? She poked around, using her cell phone's flashlight. His wallet and his shoes and jacket were gone, but his sleeping bag and the rest of his clothes remained, as did his car keys and his phone. She figured maybe he'd gone for an early walk, or been unable to sleep. Or even that he'd spent the night in someone else's tent. With Adam, maybe, and Sandy had slept elsewhere? Had he sat up drunkenly and complained to Adam about Michelle, the shameless slut fiancée?
Michelle was unhappy, sore, and very very tired. She pulled her shoes and pants off and crawled into the sleeping bag, and within minutes she was lightly snoring.
The nightmare began when she finally awoke, but it came on slowly. Michelle heard the usual morning noises, looked at her phone and realized it was long past 10. She glanced around and saw that Matt had not returned.
Quickly pulling on some clean clothes, she went outside and joined the other stragglers for breakfast and clean-up. Quietly she asked around, but no one had seen Matt since last night.
She spoke to Adam, but he just shook his head. The cool stare he gave her made Michelle feel worse; and she got much the same from Sandy and a few of the others. Not knowing what else to do, she went back to the tent to straighten up. She stuffed the dirty clothes into her laundry bag, brought out the sleeping bag to air it out, folded up the chairs for later.
By noon, Michelle was worried enough to put her embarrassment aside. She went around to everyone in the group, telling them that Matt seemed to have gone off somewhere and asking if they knew anything.
Carol and Pete were leaving; they promised to check down at the parking lot to see whether Matt's car was still there. When they called twenty minutes later, they confirmed that it was—which made sense, since Matt's keys were still in the tent.
Several small groups of friends were going off to hike one place or another, and they all promised to keep an eye out for Matt. Michelle was too worried to leave the campsite, so she just sat and fretted. Until about 1:20, when the call came.
It was Sandy, on Michelle's cell, and she sounded serious. "Michelle, we're down at Cave Run Lake. You'd better come down."
"What is it? Have you found Matt?"
"Just come down here, all right?" Sandy hung up.
Michelle ran down the trail and was there in minutes, her heart pounding. She found Sandy and Adam and a handful of others standing at the edge of the lake.
"What is it?" she shouted, before she'd even reached them. A few steps later she saw it.
Neatly folded on the ground was Matt's jacket. Next to the jacket, his running shoes. And lying on top of the jacket, all neat and tidy, were his socks. His boxers. His pants. His Illini T-shirt. And at the very top, in the center of the neat pile, the promise ring.
"Noo!" Her cry startled them, and caused birds to fly out of the trees around them. Michelle fell to her knees and began to cry.
***************
It took a week. That first day, they all searched, nearly 30 of them. They walked the entire perimeter of the lake, looking for Matt or any evidence he'd been there. Then the National Forest Service people were called, and they took over.
Matt was a reasonably competent swimmer—he might have been able to swim across the lake, if he'd wanted to. But it would have been in the middle of the night, and it was pretty cold, and he might easily have gotten disoriented.
Or—and no one wanted to say this to Michelle—he might have gone into the water not intending to come out.
After a few days, everyone had to get back to their lives, and they left the search to the Forest Rangers. Anthony had packed up and left the first afternoon, without a word to anyone. Andrea and Heather stayed a couple of extra days with Michelle, who refused to leave, but finally they had to get back as well.
Of course they'd spoken to Matt's parents, and to Jason down in Louisville, but no one had heard a word. Michelle called them the first day, trying to hold back her sobs. After that, it was the Forest Service that made the daily call—Michelle simply couldn't face it.
When they finally called off the search, Jason was there. He'd driven up from Louisville, and he helped Michelle pack up Matt's things. Before that he'd sat down privately with her, and made her tell him what had happened the last night anyone had seen his brother. The last night of his life, presumably.
It was excruciating. She cried, wept, looked piteously at Jason as she gave him the toned-down, non-X-rated version of her tryst with Anthony. Her tryst with Anthony and her abandonment of Matt.
Surprisingly—unbelievably, even—he didn't berate her. He didn't shout, curse, stomp away. He could see she was in agony, beside herself with grief and guilt. He didn't exactly console her, didn't wrap her up in a big hug. But he stayed with her, and they packed up the things together. The tent, the sleeping bags, the cooking things, Michelle's clothes and Matt's.
They drove back to Carey in their two cars, Jason staying behind Michelle the whole way. They'd agreed she'd go straight to her own house. Jason had asked her if she could come talk to his parents, but Michelle had broken down again, shaking her head desperately, and begged him not to insist.
"I ... will, I'll go see them, I promise, Jason, but, please—please not just yet? Please, can you understand, I just ... I just can't right now." She was almost hysterical, pleading with him, and he finally just nodded.
When Michelle got home her parents, who had been following the tragic story by phone, welcomed her wordlessly into the house and put her to bed. The next morning they put her into the back seat of the family car and drove off to visit her mom's parents in Iowa. They were gone for the rest of August.
***************
Michelle's mom and dad took care of her. They couldn't have been nicer. She was their princess, and they gave her what she needed. Her grandparents doted on her and spoiled her, and they didn't say a word about Matt the entire time. She knew they knew the story, of course, but not having to talk about it was a relief. She slept a lot, and they fed her her favorite foods and let her go on long walks with the two dogs.
And when Labor Day came and it was time to go back to Illinois, her parents drove her straight back to her dorm. And they went home to Carey and packed up all the things she needed that she'd brought home for the summer, and drove them back up to her at school. She just couldn't face the thought of seeing anyone at home—seeing Matt's friends, and her friends, and oh my God Matt's family.
Michelle pretty much stayed in her room. She didn't want to see anybody, didn't want to go any of the places she and Matt used to hang out—their favorite spots in the Undergraduate Library, or benches on campus, or restaurants—and she certainly didn't want to see any of their friends and have to answer the inevitable, horrible questions.
She told her roommate Helen, of course. The two girls were pretty close, and Helen held her as she sobbed and stumbled her way through the terrible story. What an awful thing she'd done, how sorry she was, how she could never have imagined that Matt would ...
Helen was aghast—but she was a good friend. She listened through the whole story; and she had pizza delivered so they could eat in their room and Michelle didn't have to go to the cafeteria.
And later that evening she went out and quietly passed the word of the tragedy to Michelle's friends, so that no one would mistakenly welcome her back to school by asking about Matt.
Classes began the next day and Helen insisted that Michelle go, even walking with her to her first class. That afternoon, heading back to her dorm from her Stats class, Michelle saw a guy 50 yards away, walking away from her with another guy on a side path next to Davenport Hall, and she almost called out "Matt!" and ran towards him. And then her heart stopped and she nearly fell to her knees, realizing that it was just some guy who looked like Matt from a distance.
She ran straight back to her room and cried for the rest of the afternoon.
The following day Michelle was walking across the main quad on her way to lunch, trying hard to think about Macroeconomics and not about Matt, when she dropped one of her books. As she bent down to pick it up, she saw the shadow of someone standing a few feet away.
"Hello Michelle," he said. Straightening up, she saw Matt. She shrieked—and fainted.
***************
"You faked it?" she asked, for the third time. She was still trembling, clutching her arms around herself tightly. They were sitting on a bench in the sunshine near the Illini Union, but she still felt cold.
"Yes," he said again. "I don't feel very proud of it now—but I was hurt, hurt worse than I'd ever been before, and I wanted you to feel as bad as I did."
It was taking her forever to think through it. She was just too shocked, so relieved and confused and furious. Who knew that the phrase "her head swam" was actually a real thing?
"How did you do it?"
"I called Danny Cappello and asked him to come pick me up at the boat launch ramp on the lake. Then I cleared the call from my phone, left my stuff where you guys must have found it, and walked over to wait for him. I took an extra pair of shorts and a T-shirt, but I was still pretty damn cold, and I cut up my bare feet a little.
"Danny lent me a few hundred dollars. We drove into town and I found a Walmart and bought some clothes, and then I got on a bus and went down to Louisville and stayed with my brother. I bought a cheap phone and called him and my parents, so they wouldn't freak out when they started getting calls."
Michelle was still struggling to absorb everything. "So, when Jason—when he came up to the lake, and heard my story, and we packed up your stuff ... he already knew you were alive?"
"Yeah. That's why he didn't chew you out, just made you tell him the story. He told me you were pretty distraught."
"And ... oh my God, Matt, what about all our friends? They must—"
"Everybody back in Carey knows I'm alive. Once you and your parents left, I asked my parents to make a few calls so people could spread the word.
"I kind of feel bad about it now—making people suffer like that, mourn me and all. I never intended to hurt anyone, except you that is. And I didn't have all that long to plan the whole thing, I just did it.
"I hope somebody's told your parents by now—but just in case, please call them tonight. I hate the idea of them thinking I killed myself, and that it was because of you, Michelle."
They sat some more in silence. He watched her trying to get her head around it, think it all through.
"The first few days were pretty bad," he said. "Jason was terrific, patient and supportive. I got drunk a couple of times, threw some things around, even broke a couple of his plates. And he just listened, let me get it out, didn't rush me.
"You know, for a while I was planning not to come back to school ... just disappear, maybe take a year off, go to the West Coast and find a job or something. But I realized it didn't make any sense. Why should I delay finishing college, just because you ... just because I wasn't with you anymore? And the other thing was, I couldn't go on letting people think I was dead. It wasn't fair to anybody."
He stood up. "I've really got to go, Michelle. Are you all right? You still look awfully pale."
"Wait, Matt, don't go! Can I ... uh, will ... can I see you later? I really need to talk with you some more!"
Slowly he said, "how about in a couple of days, all right? I've had more time than you to think about things—so let's give it a little time and we can talk after that."
She was starting to cry again. "Matt—are we ... do you—"
He stopped her, putting his hand out gently. "Later, Michelle. We'll talk later."
***************
"He's ALIVE?!" Helen was shouting, gleeful, hugging Michelle so tight she could hardly breathe. "Oh my God this is amazing! What happened to him? Did he fake it or something? What did he say?"
Michelle couldn't help but smile at Helen's crazed joy, even in the midst of her own pain and confusion.
"Yeah, he did it on purpose. He was ... he was really mad at me, and he figured that was a way to get back it me. God, did it ever work."
They talked for hours, going over it again and again. What she'd done, what he did, who knew; and above all, what would happen now.
Helen said, "well, he's talking to you—that's something. And he let you know he's alive. I guess he could have just stayed dead, gone to school somewhere else or something."
But Michelle just shook her head, with tears in her eyes. "He knew he couldn't keep letting people think he was dead—all our friends at home, and people here. I don't think he came back for me at all."
Helen hugged her. "Well, he said you could talk to him in a couple of days. I'm sure when he hears how awful you felt, how sorry you are for hurting him..." She broke off, wanting to reassure her friend but unable to complete a sentence she couldn't really believe herself.
***************
It was the hardest thing she'd ever done, waiting two more days to call him. He had his old cell phone back, because he picked up on the third ring and said, "hello, Michelle."
"Matt, hi, uh ... do you think we get together today, you know, and talk?" She was nervous, and stumbled over her words a little.
They agreed to meet in her room at 5. She cleaned it like a madwoman, ran out and bought a bunch of flowers and set them up in a pretty vase on her desk, changed her outfit four times.
When Matt arrived he came in quietly, looking distant, removed. He sat in her chair near the window and just looked at her, like, "this is your show—why don't you just get on with it?" Not hostile, certainly—just serious.
And she tried, he certainly had to give her that. She owned up to it, no excuses, no trying to minimize what she'd done.
"It was terrible, Matt—I didn't see it then, I don't know why not, but I see it now. I betrayed you in the worst possible way. I was thoughtless and selfish—and cruel, though I didn't mean to be at the time.
"It was inexcusable and wrong and heartless, and immature."
"What's the 'it', Michelle?" He wasn't going to make it easy. He was going to make her say it.
She looked down, and then back at him, trying desperately to keep her eyes on his face.
"Sleeping with—no, that's not right. Having sex with another guy. With Anthony. First on the path to the waterfall, that afternoon. And then—I can hardly say it, Matt, but I did it. Then coming to you and telling you I was going to spend the night in his tent. To have sex with him some more. Telling you that, and then just walking away and doing it.



"If I—"
He stopped her, putting up his hand. He looked tired; there were circles under his eyes. "Okay, Michelle. My turn now."
He stood up and looked out the window for a minute or so, then turned around and looked directly into her face.
"Everything you say is true—and thank you for saying it. You betrayed me in the worst possible way, the most humiliating, even public way.
"And, needless to say, I've been thinking about it a lot. People do dumb things occasionally—get drunk and kill themselves in cars, or get into stupid fights, or panic during finals and try to cheat on exams. Or cheat on their boyfriends, or fiancés.
"And I suppose young people are even more likely to do dumb stuff, and we're both just 21. So, believe it or not, I kind of forgive you. I'm not so angry now, not like I was. Just really sad.
"You know, I can't help thinking that it has something to do with your boobs. I mean, how they got big and you started getting so much attention from guys. You may not realize it, Michelle, but I think that's what made this whole thing possible.
"I wish you well—but we're done. I figure you're hoping we could find a way to work things out, even after what you ... after everything that's happened. But we can't. I won't. What you did made me feel like I simply don't know you at all—that the real Michelle, or the new Michelle, is someone utterly different from the one I fell in love with back in high school."
Her mouth was open and there were tears on her face, but she didn't try to interrupt him.
"Maybe it was some weird once-in-a-lifetime aberration, some biochemical explosion of selfishness. Maybe nothing like it would ever happen again, and you would love me and be faithful to me for 60 years.
"But I'm not going to take that chance."
He stepped over to her and said, "I'd like my ring back, please."
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All the way home, Nick couldn't stop grinning. He hadn't expected to hear about the promotion for another couple of weeks; but just that morning Rozand had come striding into his office and told him the good news.
"The boys upstairs really liked the way you handled that Japanese situation, Nick—and none of us sees any point in waiting around. So let me be the first one to shake the hand of our new Vice-President for Far East Sales!"
Nick had gulped, thanked Rozand, and sat with him for nearly an hour as they discussed the perks and the responsibilities of the new position. After that, Nick was simply too euphoric to stay in his office a moment longer. He called Suzanne in and gave her the news.
"Suzanne, I hope you won't mind changing jobs." He watched with amusement as her face fell.
"Nick, are you...replacing me?" She looked genuinely wounded.
"Not at all, Suzanne, you know I couldn't get a damn thing done without you! It's just that you'll have to accustom yourself to working for the Vice-President for Far East Sales—think you can handle that?"
Suzanne looked blank, then squealed with joy and gave Nick a big hug. She was a competent, rather stout middle-aged woman, a good 15 years older than Nick. But she'd worked for him practically since his first days at Thomaston Chemical and they were genuinely fond of one another. She and her husband had advised Nick and Emily on the best school districts when they were planning to buy a house; Nick had helped Suzanne's oldest son find an internship at Thomaston after his freshman year of college.
Suzanne babbled away happily, asking Nick a million questions about the new job. When he finally could get a word in edgewise he said, "I'm going to ask you to hold the fort for today, okay? I've just gotta get home and give Emily the news."
They hugged again, and Nick headed for the parking lot. Champagne, he thought. Champagne and an afternoon in bed! It was July, so Emily's summer vacation from teaching was in full swing. And both Charlie and Ben were at day camp until nearly 5:30, so there'd be plenty of time.
Nick banged the steering wheel rhythmically, singing along with the Beach Boys in a loud, not terribly pleasant baritone. No need to stop for champagne—he knew there was a bottle in the fridge unopened since their 11th anniversary about two months earlier.
He could hardly wait to burst in with his news, grab Emily and carry her upstairs to the bedroom.
But just as Nick swung the car onto Thornton Drive, he could see Emily's VW headed down the street in the opposite direction—too far away for him to catch up to her without speeding dangerously down the quiet residential street.
Shit! He grabbed his phone and called her cell, but it seemed to be turned off.
Sighing to himself, Nick parked in the garage and headed inside. Maybe she'd just gone to do the grocery shopping or run some errands; perhaps they'd still have a couple of hours later in the afternoon.
He ran upstairs and got out of his business clothes, coming back downstairs in shorts and a T-shirt. Making himself a quick sandwich and grabbing a beer, he wandered out towards the backyard patio. But as he passed the study he noticed that Emily had left the computer on. Out of pure random curiosity he went over to see what she'd been doing.
Her email was open, but it wasn't her school account. Instead it was a Hotmail account he knew nothing about, and her user name was Jane309, using her middle name and her birthday. Why did she have a second email account?
He glanced at the Sent folder, seeing only two names: her sister April out in California and an unfamiliar one: jpritz@yahoo.com. There were about eight messages to that address, including her most recently sent one. Nick clicked it open:
"J:
"ohmygod your message made my nipples stand up! I can't risk Sunday—no telling what Nick might be doing. Let's meet there Monday at 11. I can't wait!
"xxoo E"
Nick sat back in shock, staring at the screen. What the fuck?
**********************
His lunch forgotten, Nick grimly settled down to dig through Emily's email and do some digging on the Web. It took an hour before he had the full picture.
Jason Pritzker was an educational consultant who had spent two weeks at Emily's school in early May, leading professional development workshops with the teachers. The picture on his web page showed a good-looking guy who appeared to be in his late thirties, a couple of years older than Nick and Emily. He was married with several kids and lived over in Jefferson Meadows, past the airport to the east of Columbus, about 25 miles from Nick and Emily's house in Grove City.
From what Nick could tell, Pritzker had set his sights on Emily during the workshops and pursued her since. Their exchanged messages had begun cautiously, but then become increasingly open and passionate. Pritzker wrote two weeks earlier that "kissing you was the most erotic experience of my entire life—I carry around on my lips the indelible memory of you."
They'd met alone at least three times—and it was clear that while Pritzker hadn't fucked her yet, he was getting close. His most recent message to Emily had read
"My beautiful E:
"I have never seen, or touched, such gorgeous breasts in my life. You are a goddess!
"We need more time—I ache, I burn to BE with you, completely, at last. Can you get away Sunday, to the usual place?
"Your J"
The only person that Emily had apparently confided in about her affair, not surprisingly, was her big sister April. Also not surprisingly, April was horrified and kept trying to talk her out of it. A week earlier she'd written
"Are you out of your mind? Remember what happened to my friend Monica? How her husband found out and threw her out of the house? Did you know she's living in a tiny apartment and only gets to see her kids twice a week? Is fucking some handsome stranger a few times going to be worth it if Nick finds out?"
There were three or four other messages like that from April, all along the same lines. In one she wrote
"Nick LOVES you, Em—and he makes a good living and is a fantastic father to Charlie and Ben. You told me yourself that you couldn't imagine being married to a better man, and that you love him now even more than you did when you guys got married. So WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?"
It seemed that Emily didn't have very good answers to that question—though Nick was hardly an unbiased judge. In one of her first messages to April about Pritzker she wrote that
"I'm hardly going to DO anything with the guy—It's just flirting, and it's harmless. And I've gotta admit, fun!
"God, April, married life can be so repetitive! Teach my students, cook the meals, wash the dishes, do the laundry, pick up the boys, do the shopping, kiss Nick, watch some TV, fall asleep, and then get up and do it all over again.
"When I'm with Jason there's that spark, you know? He looks into my eyes, holds my hands, tells me how beautiful I am—and I feel like a girl again! I'm certainly not going to break up my marriage over this; it's just a little bit of excitement."
And more recently she wrote
"Just chill a little, okay? It's just a fling, it probably won't even last a month! And I'm certainly not going to let Nick find out—I'm being super careful.
"But I can't even tell you what a turn-on it was when he—well, when we petted a little. I was just dripping! Sex with him is going to be amazing!
"And then it'll be done and Nick will have me back, happier than ever. And probably hornier, too—he's gonna love it."
**********************
Nick knew he had to get out of there. He didn't want to even SEE Emily; he needed to deal with the shock and the pain. And the anger.
He left the computer exactly as he had found it. He wolfed down his sandwich and put everything away, leaving the kitchen the way it had looked before. He ran upstairs, changed back into his business clothes, and left the house.
An idea was already brewing, but Nick knew he needed some time to think it through. He drove straight to the gym and swam laps for an hour. By the time he was showering and getting dressed, he'd pretty much worked out what he was going to do.
Nick was a direct, straightforward, goal-oriented person. As a 14-year old he'd decided he wanted more money, and he worked to put together the largest paper route he could handle. In college he'd earned a business degree in only three years because he was eager to get out into the world and make a career.
And when he met Emily at a friend's birthday party, two years after graduation, he knew after their first date that he wanted to marry her. He wooed her ardently, energetically, and romantically. He found out that she loved the ballet and got tickets. When he met her mother he asked her about Emily's favorite flowers, and bought them for her.
He did, in short, what he always did: he went after what he wanted without dithering. After eight months they were practically living together; and when Nick proposed, at Clemente's after a long romantic dinner, she cried and said, "Yes Nick, yes!" threw her arms around him, and marveled at the ring he slid onto her finger, as the people all around them smiled.
Was their marriage perfect? Certainly not—but Nick would have said it was great. Emily was generous and loving. She had a great sense of humor, she was terrific with their boys, and Nick knew that she loved him. Their sex life had gotten a bit routine, above all because two careers and taking care of an eight year-old and a six year-old added up to a lot of work, but it was still pretty satisfying.
Nick had had absolutely no idea that Emily was feeling restless or frustrated, let alone that she might be slipping into an affair. And it pissed him off beyond measure that she was doing it so cold-bloodedly. This was no drunken one-time mistake, something he might have been able to understand. No, some shithead was wooing her, leading her on, and she was reveling in it, thinking that some little "fling" was perfectly acceptable because her life was getting a bit stale.
Nick found himself clenching his teeth, thinking about all this. She wanted a change? He'd give her a fucking change—though it wouldn't be the one she wanted!
**********************
When he stepped in the door around 6:30, same as usual, Nick had his plans pretty well-worked out. He'd spent two hours in the library with his laptop, exchanging messages with Brian Wenders, his friend who worked in IT. Brian had sent him the file he needed, along with detailed instructions on how to use it.
Nick was so fucking furious at Emily that he figured there was no way she'd fail to notice that something was up. Fortunately for his plan, it didn't matter. In fact, that was part of the plan: for Emily to get the uneasy feeling that something was bothering Nick, something he wasn't ready to talk about.
So when he found her in the kitchen and gave her a kiss, he let his eyes avoid hers, he pulled away from her hug a little faster than usual, he went off to say hello to the boys a little more abruptly. At dinner he let himself seem a bit distant, troubled.
Emily noticed all this, and he could see it confused her. When the boys were in bed and they were watching TV in the bedroom she asked him what was wrong.
"Is it something at work, honey? You seem so distracted tonight." She was concerned, but not frightened, he could see that. She didn't suspect yet that it had to do with her.
He sighed heavily. "I've ... just got some stuff on my mind, that's all. Some decisions to make."
"About work? Is it that promotion thing, still up in the air?"
He looked at her seriously, holding the silence a moment too long. "No, it's... nothing like that, nothing with work."
Emily slid over to take his hands. "Then what, baby? Don't let it twist you up—tell me what's going on." She was all love and support, quite sincere, and it infuriated him.
He pulled his hands away and said, "I'm not ready to talk about it, Em. Maybe... maybe in a few days. I've got to do some thinking first."
Emily stared at him. This was so uncharacteristic of her husband that it troubled her; but he could see that she still wasn't frightened. It hadn't occurred to her that he knew about her and that asshole Pritzker.
"Okay Nick," she said finally. "Just don't shut me out, okay? I love you—let me help."
He grunted noncommittally and turned back to the TV, feeling her gaze on him.
At about 10:30 Emily went down the hall to check on the boys, and when she returned she went into the bathroom to get ready for bed. When she emerged Nick knew what she had in mind. She was wearing a light blue nightie, Nick's favorite, and she'd brushed out her hair and left it down around her shoulders. She looked fantastic.
"Baby," she said, in a girlish voice that he usually found almost unbearably sexy, "maybe I can help you ... forget your problems for a few minutes." She crept onto the bed and started sliding her hands up and down his body, stroking his legs and chest through his clothes.
Nick had thought about this—and he'd decided that making love to her, but badly, would shake her up even more than just refusing sex. So he played along, kissed Emily back and let her strip his clothes off, joined her in their typical foreplay, but made sure to show less than his usual enthusiasm.
When she was more than ready for the actual fucking and pulled him up between her legs, Nick hesitated. He let Emily guide his cock into her, but once there he began to hump her listlessly, without energy. He made himself think about her with that bastard Pritzker, imagining them together: him with his hands on Emily's beautiful breasts, her sucking his dick, him lying between her legs with his hairy ass going up and down.
That did it! As Nick anticipated, his erection softened perceptibly. Concentrating on the mental images of her betrayal, he continued to thrust into her, but with diminishing success. He let himself slow down, like a wind-up toy running out of energy; then he withdrew his half-hard cock and rolled to one side.
Emily looked at him in shock and dismay. "Baby! What's wrong? Are you ..." She didn't know how to finish the sentence.
Making himself look past her, towards the far wall, Nick mumbled, "Sorry, Em, I just ... I guess I have a lot on my mind. I, uh ... sorry."
He got up and went into the bathroom to brush his teeth, grinning fiercely to himself. When he returned, he avoided her eyes as he turned off the light and got into bed on his side, rolling to put his back to her. Emily spooned up close behind him, stroking his back and murmuring to him.
"It's okay baby, we'll try again tomorrow." Nick grimaced to himself. Wife, you have no idea what's coming your way!
**********************
All weekend Nick played the distracted, worried husband, and Emily became more and more concerned. He tried not to overdo it—but he sighed, looked away from her a lot, and once or twice shrank away from her attempts to embrace him. He didn't breathe a word about her dalliance with Pritzker, and he couldn't tell whether it had occurred to her that he might have discovered it. But he could see that she was seriously worried.
When it was time for Charlie's tee-ball game, Nick begged off. "You take the boys, Em—I'm going to uh, do a little work here. I've got some stuff to think about."
She looked stricken. The two of them hadn't missed any of Charlie's Saturday games, and usually Nick could hardly wait to get there. But she just smiled and said, "okay, baby," and came over to rub his shoulders for a minute.
As soon as they were out of the house Nick retrieved his laptop and went into the study. He downloaded the keylogger program that Brian had sent him onto a flash drive, inserted it into Emily's computer and installed it. Within ten minutes he had it working perfectly: at Nick's command it would reproduce all activity from Emily's computer onto Nick's laptop.
A little searching revealed that her Hotmail account was password-protected; no surprise there. The password was "CharlieBen." Nick saw that Emily had sent no new messages since the day before. "Good," he said to himself, and he went off to pack a suitcase, which he then hid behind the sofa in the living room.
On Saturday night Nick refused sex entirely, mumbling vague excuses to Emily about being "tired;" and all day Sunday he largely ignored her, spending the entire day playing with the boys, doing all their favorite things.
By Sunday night Emily seemed really frightened, but Nick fended off all her attempts to talk about it. He went to bed early and again turned his back to her, stiffening noticeably when she spooned up against him.
**********************
Monday was the day Nick intended to drop the hammer. That morning at breakfast with the kids he adopted the role of a troubled guy trying to act normal—forcing smiles, giving his wife a big kiss while looking over her shoulder, seeming a little distracted.
When he left at 8:30 he drove most of the way to work, then stopped and parked in the lot of a KFC. Pulling out his laptop, he logged into Emily's Hotmail account. Had he shaken her up enough to change her plans?
Sure enough there were two new messages. The first one had been sent by Emily on Sunday afternoon while he was playing with the boys in the back yard. It said
"Hey April:
"Something's up with Nick—he's distracted and troubled and won't talk to me about it. I don't think it's work; it's like he's guilty about something, almost afraid of me. Can I call you tomorrow to talk?
"Love E"
And the second one to that dickhead Pritzker was even shorter, and quite satisfying. Emily had written it that morning at 8:38, five minutes after Nick had left the house.
"Dear Jason:
I'm sorry, I can't meet you today, or ever again. I let my attraction to you get out of control, but I need to stop.
Please don't contact me any more.
I'm sorry—
Emily"
Nick sat back and reflected. He'd gotten part of what he wanted, that was clear: Emily was worried enough about her marriage to see what a bad idea her whoring around with Jason Pritzker was. Whatever she imagined was bothering her husband, seeing him upset and distant had pulled her priorities back into a better balance.
But was that enough? Fuck no!
The answer was "fuck no!" for two very good reasons, one rational and the other less so. Nick realized that his unexplained behavior had put a major scare into Emily, and apparently brought her flirtation with that asshole to a stop. But did it mean she'd never stray again? He didn't see why. What would prevent this from happening again, a year or five years from now, when she was reassured that everything was okay in her marriage? Couldn't she succumb to her "lack of excitement" just as easily then? To say the least, Nick didn't have any faith that it would never happen.
The second reason was simple enough: Nick was furious! He was hurt and he was angry. He'd given Emily everything: his heart, his devotion, his hard work, two fantastic boys they both adored. Did she think that HIS life was constant excitement? And yet HE wasn't fucking around secretly with some bimbo, the way she'd been doing with that dickhead!
No, that email to Jason was good news, but not nearly enough to stop from going ahead with what he'd planned.
**********************
At 10:15 Nick pulled his car back into the driveway. He'd already let the office know he'd be out for the morning. His plan had been to surprise Emily as she was dressing to go off to meet Pritzker, but she'd canceled that meeting. Instead he found her on the phone, probably to her sister.



She turned to him in surprise. "Hi, Nick—uh, give me a sec.
"April, Nick's come back home; how about if I call you later? Ok, bye."
She hung up and came over to Nick. "Is everything okay, honey? I didn't expect to see you this morning."
Nick gave her a serious, troubled look. "Em, just come sit in the living room with me, okay? I need to talk to you."
She sat on the couch and watched him pace, acting uncertain. He saw her worried look. Finally he sat in a chair across from her.
"Emily, I ... I was gonna, um, talk to you about this tonight. But I thought about it, driving to work, and I—
"Well, I just realized there was no reason to wait. No good time to say it. I'm moving out—I think I'm going to be getting a divorce."
He watched her. Nick had never seen a person's mouth hang open like that, as though her jaw muscles didn't work. She stared at him, swallowed hard.
"Nick, I—Why?! We love each other, we have a great marriage—why?" She started to cry. "Why would you do this, walk out on me, on Charlie and Ben?"
He got up and paced the room, delivering the words he'd been thinking about ever since Friday.
"There's just no spark anymore, Em. Married life is so damn repetitive! I go to work, I come home, I play with the boys and get them to bed, you and I watch TV, we kiss each other good night and go to sleep. Then the next day we do the same thing.
"I need ... a little excitement. Something new, something that makes me tingle, gets my blood racing."
He stopped and looked over at Emily. She had gone utterly pale—he wondered how obvious it was that he was throwing her own words to her sister right back in her face.
"I've met someone who—"
"No!" she shouted, looking desperate. She jumped up. "No, please, Nick, please tell me you're not—" She broke down, sobbing.
"I'm not having an affair, Emily. I wouldn't do that to you! I haven't even kissed her, even touched her yet. And I won't, not while you and I—"
He stopped, watch her cry, her whole body shaking. Then he spoke his final sentences.
"But I want that spark—I want someone who will want me, make me feel attractive. Make me feel like a man again, instead of a drudge who's getting old before his time.
"Listen—I'll be away on a business trip until Friday. I've got a motel room reserved for when I get back. I'll call you and we can find a time to talk, figure out how we're going to settle things. If you want to speak to a lawyer that would probably be a good idea."
She gazed at him in horror as he pulled out the suitcase from behind the couch.
"No, Nick, please—honey, can't we—"
"I'm so sorry, Emily." He turned and headed out the door, listening to her sobs of despair behind him. As angry and hurt as he was, he still felt for her. She was in agony, and the part of him that thought "serves her right, the bitch!" battled with the part that wanted to come back into the house and hold her in his arms, kiss away her tears and tell her everything would be all right.
**********************
"I fucking enjoyed that!" he thought to himself, with a kind of grim satisfaction. Nick sat at his desk staring out the window. He'd gone straight to work—the "business trip" he'd told Emily about was pure bullshit. He just wanted her to have a few days to feel miserable.
He asked Suzanne to come in and explained the situation to her briefly.
"Emily and I are having a ... well, a little tension at home. So I'm staying away for a couple of days, and she thinks I'm on a business trip until Thursday night—in case she happens to call, okay?"
Suzanne looked troubled. "I'm so sorry, Nick. Anything I can do?"
He shook his head. "Thanks, no, Suzanne—I hope we're going to get through it."
She smiled a little and said, "been there, done that. Ralph and I once split up for almost a month, way back before we had the kids. It was pretty grim at the time—now we look back and joke with each other about it."
They chatted a moment more before Suzanne went back out of the office, and Nick realized he felt a little better. God knows I'm not the only guy who ever had marriage trouble, he thought to himself.
The three days passed quickly, to Nick's surprise. He'd booked a nice room at the Hyatt on Capitol Square, so he could walk to and from his office. He worked late every day, getting back to his room around 9 pm for a quick room-service dinner, and he got a lot accomplished, sketching out his short-term and long-range plans for his new department. He made phone calls and emailed his contacts in Tokyo, he consulted with the other Far East personnel at Thomaston, and in general he got his new job off to a good solid start.
He checked his cell phone a couple of times a day, always finding one or more messages from Emily, and he deleted them without even bothering to listen. He did the same with her emails, after glancing through them to make sure there weren't any problems with his sons.
Nick was lonely, of course. He missed Emily, as angry as he was, and he missed the boys like crazy. He even considered parking down the street from his house to get a glimpse of them, then decided he could wait until Friday. But the "business trip" gave him a taste of what a divorce might actually mean, and he didn't like it one bit.
Of course, that wasn't the plan. The plan was to scare Emily shitless, really put the fear of God in her, and see if that was sufficient to get her head back on straight and put their marriage back together. If not ... if not, he'd deal with that when he had to.
**********************
With a degree of self-restraint that made him proud, Nick waited all the way until Thursday afternoon to check Emily's secret email account. He wanted to see what she'd been up to, but he also didn't want to torment himself constantly.
When he looked, he found nothing to or from April—obviously she and Emily had been talking on the phone—but six messages since Monday morning from that asshole Pritzker. Why had she changed her mind? What had happened to the magic they'd been sharing? What had he done wrong, why was she mad at him?
Clearly the bastard had known how close he was to Emily's pussy and it was just killing him to be denied now. Nick smiled to himself.
Emily had ignored the first four messages. In response to the fifth one, sent on Wednesday, she simply wrote back:
"Jason:
Let it go. I'm not going to see you again. Stop contacting me. Emily"
Jason had written her once more but half-heartedly, along the lines of "okay, but keep me in mind." He knew he'd lost, at least for now.
"And," Nick thought, "I've won—at least for now. But for how long?" That was the question—what was to prevent this from happening again?
**********************
On Friday around 11 a.m. Nick called Emily from his cell. He tried to strike a tone that was businesslike without being too brusque.
"Hi Emily, it's me. How are the boys?"
"Nick, my God!" He heard her starting to sniffle. "How are you? I've missed you so much! And the boys, they ..." She started to cry.
"I'm getting on the plane in a few minutes, okay? I'll be home for dinner tonight. I was wondering if your parents could maybe take the boys on Saturday, keep them overnight for a visit, and you and I could have some time to talk."
He could hear her pulling herself together. "Uh, I'm sure they'd love that. I'll call them today and set it up.
"Honey, what would you like for dinner tonight? I'd like to make us something really special."
Nick grinned. "Oh, I don't care, Em—don't go to any trouble. Make something that Ben and Charlie like—hot dogs, whatever."
"Okay, honey." She was obviously disappointed. What was she expecting, that he'd fall right back into her arms? Nick shook his head.
"Gotta go—see you tonight. Bye!" He hung up, not waiting for the "I love you" that was sure to follow.
**********************
Nick's return was fantastic. The boys were all over him, wild with excitement, and he let them wrestle him and clutch at him and tell him all their stories of the past few days. They were thrilled with the Columbus Clippers hats he'd bought them, and ran and got their baseball gloves so they could have a catch in the back yard.
Emily watched all this with obvious sadness. He'd let her hug him when he arrived, but pulled away far sooner than she wanted, and her eyes followed him despairingly as he threw himself back into the lives of their sons. Maybe she'd hoped that his shocking announcement had only been a mirage, that things would go back to normal, but it clearly wasn't happening.
Nick let Ben and Charlie stay up ridiculously late—almost until 11. Partly it was to prolong Emily's obvious misery, but mostly he'd just missed them. It wasn't until they could hardly keep their eyes open that he agreed with Emily that it was time to get them into bed.
And once they'd had the last story and the last glass of water, he wasted no time in getting ready for bed himself. Before Emily could attempt either a seduction or a conversation, Nick already had his head on the pillow and the light out.
She still tried, though. "Honey? Could we talk for a few minutes?"
Nick smiled to himself in the dark. "Tomorrow, okay Em? This was an exhausting trip, and the boys wore me out tonight. Are your folks taking them tomorrow?"
"Yes—I said I'd drive them over around 11."
"Okay then. Sleep well." He offered her no kiss, no hug. Now that he was home again, the anger that had died down a bit during his busy week at work was roaring through him. It took him a long time to fall asleep, and as he lay there he was aware of Emily tossing and turning as well.
**********************
Saturday breakfast was subdued, though you couldn't have told it by Charlie and Ben, who were jumping around with extra energy. Dad was back, and they were going to Gramma and Grampa's—for an overnight visit! "Can we take our baseball gloves? And our new hats? Will Grampa play baseball with us?" Etc., etc.
Nick quietly enjoyed Emily's mournful looks, and when she was ready to drive off with the boys he just said, "we'll talk when you get back."
But the house was empty when Emily returned, and she had a miserable hour of sitting at the kitchen table, looking out at the driveway and imagining the worst, before Nick returned. He walked in with an armload of U-Haul boxes and she burst into tears.
Nick handed her a napkin. "C'mon, Em, it's all right. Let's just talk this through like two adults."
But he had to wait nearly five minutes until her sobbing subsided, and another five while she washed her face and repaired her make-up. When she came back she looked better—still devastated, but in Nick's eyes oddly beautiful. He really was crazy about her, the stupid bitch, he thought.
She got them cups of coffee and sat back down at the table. "Can I talk first, Nick?"
He nodded.
She leaned forward and looked at him imploringly. "I don't want a divorce, I don't want a separation. I want you, and I want our marriage back.
"I love you and I know you love me, Nick. And you adore the boys. We should be together. And I'll do anything I can to make our marriage better, anything. Just tell me where to start."
He gazed at her, keeping his face neutral. "The excitement's gone, Em. Don't tell me you don't feel it too. All the routine, the dishes and the boys and the bills?
"Can you tell me honestly that you haven't noticed? That you haven't been tempted to find something else, something a little more exciting, something or someone that would put a little spark back in your life?"
The moment of truth. He wondered if she'd burst into tears again, or run out of the room, or even look straight into his face and lie to him.
Instead she said, "yes, I've felt it, Nick. And I've been an absolute idiot, and I'm afraid when you hear about it you'll just walk out the door and I'll never see you again."
She was trembling, and squeezing the fingers of her left hand with her right so hard he was afraid she'd break them. But she didn't stop looking at him.
With a straight face he said, "what are you talking about?"
Stiffly she got up, went to the cabinet above the refrigerator and pulled out three pieces of paper.
"I just couldn't bear telling you about this, so I wrote it all down. I'll go into the bedroom and give you all the time you need. But Nick, will you promise me, please—if only for all the years we've been together—
"Will you promise me that you'll come talk to me about this, before you decide what you're going to do?"
He looked into her frightened, tear-stained face. "Okay," he said. He took the papers and went into the living room to read them, hearing her crying behind him as she went down the hall towards their bedroom.
**********************
There was little in her letter that he didn't already know, or had pretty much guessed. She'd met Pritzker at the seminar, and he'd singled her out and flirted with her discreetly. Then he'd gotten her email address and invited her out for what would appear to be an innocent business lunch.
Emily had been flattered, and he'd smoothly worked on her over a period of weeks. At some early point he'd suggested she set up a private email account "just so no one will misunderstand" their relationship.
She appeared to be telling the whole truth, as far as Nick could tell. There had been four occasions when she and Pritzker went beyond acceptable behavior for a man and a woman married to other people. The first of those had been a long, sloppy kiss, in the parking lot behind a luncheonette where they'd had coffee together.
After that, three make-out sessions in Pritzker's car, parked in a little woodsy lane near a local golf course, where he'd gotten a little further each time. "Christ, it was like high school all over again!" Nick thought. The second time Jason had gotten her bra unhooked and his hands on her bare tits; the third time, she'd taken her blouse and bra off completely. He'd licked and sucked her tits, then finger-banged her until she came. Emily had played with his cock until he shot come all over his own shirt.
In between the letter's desperate apologies and the affirmations of her love for Nick, Emily had been pretty hard on herself. "I was a complete fool" was the least of her self-condemnations. She freely admitted having been naïve about Pritzker's attention at first, and then denying to herself how serious and wrong her behavior had been.
"I just lied to myself, Nick," she wrote at the end. "I pushed all thoughts of my marriage vows, my responsibility to you and the boys, out of my mind. I acted as though this was nothing more than a little bit of flirting with a friend at a party. I am more ashamed than I can possibly put into words.
"And when you told me you were thinking about divorce it all hit me in the head—suddenly. How selfish, how childish I had been, to think that my desire for a little 'excitement' entitled me to fuck around behind your back.
"I didn't fuck him—please believe me. But I won't lie to you and say it wouldn't have ever happened. It's what Jason was after, and it would have happened, if your walking out hadn't put an end to the whole thing.
"I'm done with him—forever, absolutely, no matter what. I never want to see that smooth-talking prick again, even if you never forgive me. Even if you divorce me. I'm just so very, very sorry that I didn't get my head out of my ass soon enough to see what I was doing to us.
"And I can't help wondering whether things would be different if I'd put more energy into our marriage, into making things more interesting and exciting, instead of that stupid flirtation with Jason—whether you might still want to be married to me, instead of looking for another woman to give you that spark.
"I am so very sorry. Can you ever forgive me? Can you give me the chance to make this up to you?
"Your foolish, loving wife—
Emily"
**********************
Nick sat for a while, gazing out at the back yard, before he went into the bedroom. Emily was asleep, curled up in the fetal position under the bedspread. He stood watching her for a few minutes, then found a wave of exhaustion washing over him. He took off his clothes, lay down next to her in his boxers and tee-shirt and was asleep within moments.
Some time later, he had no idea how long, he came awake feeling Emily's warmth against him. As his eyes opened he realized she was naked, squirming against him, kissing his neck, looking desperately into his face. When she saw him looking at her she started to cry, holding onto him tightly.
"Please, please," she said, "please love me. Please, Nick—whatever happens, whatever you're going to do—just hold me and love me."
She pulled his tee-shirt up and kissed his chest, slid a hand down into his boxers and caressed his cock, then leaned down and yanked the boxers off. Before he could stop her she had taken his half-hard dick between her lips and begun kissing and sucking it.
Nick's response could be summarized by the words, "What the hell." He didn't know what was ahead—he wasn't even sure what he wanted—but there didn't seem to be any good reason to pull Emily off his cock. He stroked her back and her ass while she sucked him, getting him very hard in her mouth, moaning when his hand slid between her legs and into her wet pussy.
Then she was rolling over, pulling him down on top of her between her open thighs, kissing him and saying, "please, baby," over and over again. He drove himself into her smoothly, groaning, and fucked her while she clung to him like a drowning woman to a floating log, squeezing him, kissing his neck, humping her hips up at him until he shot his sperm into her.
They lay side by side, still in each other's arms, catching their breath. Emily was weeping quietly onto his shoulder, her face hidden from him. Each time he moved as if to disengage himself she clung to him tightly.
Finally he said, "I need the bathroom, Em," and she released him. When he returned he sat up against the headboard, gazing at her unhappy, uncertain face.
"How can I ever trust you again?"
She lowered her head, nodding.
"I mean, this wasn't a drunken fling, a one-night discretion. This was a flirtation, an affair over several weeks. Planned meetings. Emails back and forth—when can we meet, when will hubby be out of the way? Pretty fucking cold-blooded, Emily."
"I know," she said, not looking up. "It's ... it's really terrible, what I did. I have no excuse."
Then she said, "I didn't ... have sex with him though. I mean, actual sex."
Angrily Nick said, "but you were going to, right? Until I screwed up your plans?"
Again she nodded. He could see tears on her face again.
"So—how can I ever trust you? How can I live with you after this without wondering when the next sleazy asshole will come along and work his fingers into your panties?"
She sat up straight, brightening. "You mean you're thinking about it, Nick? There might be some chance we could ..." She looked hopeful, and very nervous.
"I don't know. There's 'once burned, twice shy,' right? I mean, you put your hand on a hot stove and burned the shit out of it, maybe you've learned your lesson. But there's also 'once a cheater, always a cheater.' How do I know that if I find some way to get past this, some way to get over your stabbing me in the back, that you won't do it again in a couple of years—once the dust has settled, once everything's back to normal, and life starts getting a little dull again?"
Suddenly he wanted to be out of there, he didn't want to talk any more. He jumped up and started putting on his clothes. When Emily began to speak he put up his hand.
"No more, Em, okay? Not now. I'm going out. Make some dinner, or call me and I'll pick up some take-out. We can talk then."




And he left the bedroom.
**********************
God knows why—the second, third, and fourth balls he hit at the range were pure, perfect drives, nearly 250 yards, right down the middle. The next 50, he pretty much sprayed all over the place. But he worked up a sweat, and the hour spent not thinking about his marriage was a relief.
The relief ended on the drive back home, though, even though he took the long way, out around the park, enjoying the bright sunshine and the sight of all the joggers and bikers taking advantage of the day.
What to do now? His questions to Emily had not been rhetorical. He'd done what he'd set out to do—his preemptive strike had put an end to her sleazy affair with that prick, and put the fear of God into her.
Now that seemed as though it was the easy part. How did they put their marriage back together?
**********************
Emily had made a paella, with shrimp and Chorizo sausage, that was one of Nick's favorite meals. They ate it in near-silence, with her examining his face anxiously for clues as to his mood. When they'd cleared the plates he said, "let's go sit on the deck, Em."
She brought out two cups of coffee and they sat at the little table.
"Okay," he said, "the ball's in your court. You fucked things up—how are you going to fix them?"
"Do you ... want to stay with me, Nick?"
"Yes. I love you, Emily—you and the boys. I don't want to be a divorced dad in a small one-bedroom apartment, seeing his kids on alternate weekends. But you just blew this marriage up—how do you propose to put it back together?"
She started to cry again, and waved her hand at him. "Wait, please—wait." She took a shuddering deep breath, and brushed the tears off her face. "I promised myself I wouldn't cry any more, just give me a minute."
She stood up, her arms folded tightly across her chest, and walked a couple of times around the deck before coming back to sit down facing him again.
"Here's how," she said, in a tight, almost strangled voice.
"First, I confess everything to you, every part of my foolish, stupid behavior. I've tried to do that in the letter—and if you have any more questions, now or later, just ask and I'll answer them.
"Second, I apologize to you. Not just once but as many times as it takes, until you really really know how sorry and ashamed I am. Ashamed of what I did, and sorry for the pain I caused you."
She knelt before him then, putting her arms on his knees and looking up at him. "I am so sorry, Nick. I hurt you very badly, and there's no excuse. I was a selfish idiot. I hope there will be a time when you'll be able to forgive me—but I know it's not now, not yet."
Still watching him, she got up and returned to her chair.
"Third, I make it up to you—every single day. By showing you that I can be a loving wife who is devoted to you, who appreciates you, who wants to make you happy. And who is happy just being your wife."
Ticking them off on her fingers, she said, "I'm going to be loving, patient, supportive, attentive, and fun. I'm going to pamper you, cater to you, and make sure you're getting what you need."
She reached over and took his hand. "And that includes in the bedroom. I know things have gotten a little ... not dull, maybe, but routine. But no more!
"If I have to read books, buy sexy underthings, get you to screw me on the kitchen floor...all of that sounds good to me, Nick."
"And what about Di—, what about the other woman I'm interested in?" He gazed at her, keeping his face blank.
Emily bit her lip. She said, "I don't have any control over that, Nick. I'd like you to never see her again, but it isn't up to me, is it?
"But I know what I'd like. Do you think you ... well, if ..."
She shuddered, then shook herself. "Do you think we could try it for a month, maybe? Just you and me? Me doing everything I can to make you happy, keep you interested and satisfied at home? Showing you how sorry I am, and how much I adore you?"
Nick got up and walked to the far end of the deck, his back to Emily, grinning to himself. He was feeling a strange mixture of anger, excitement, and pride in himself. He'd done what he always did: figured out what he wanted, gone after it, and gotten it. Or at least it seemed that way ....
He turned around. "Okay, Em. I'll give it a month. It's not like I was in a big hurry to walk out of this house and away from the boys. And I won't see her again, while we're trying to fix things."
She jumped up with an eager smile and came towards him, but he raised a hand to stop her.
"But don't you think for a minute that I'm not fucking furious at you, or that I trust you one inch. Because I don't. What you did with that asshole was shabby and cheap. It was unworthy of you, and sure as hell unworthy of the love I've given you. It fucking sucked!"
He turned away from her and stomped back into the house.
**********************
A month went by, and then a couple of weeks more. Nick didn't bring up the deadline, and Emily certainly wasn't going to.
It was okay. Things were "okay," it seemed to him. They were getting along, and Charlie and Ben seemed totally unaware of any problems. That at least was a good thing.
Emily was attentive, devoted, loving. They had a ton of sex, at least as much as Nick could have wanted, and she was almost desperately eager to please him. She offered new positions, surprised him in the shower, bought some wonderfully trashy lingerie. She may even have gone online to read about fellatio techniques, because her blowjobs were deeper and more pleasurable than ever.
And it wasn't just the sex. There were backrubs, there were special desserts, there was the weekend away she planned for them at a really nice Bed & Breakfast on a lake while her parents took the boys. Emily watched him constantly and catered to him; she tried to please him as though she were a king's concubine and one false move could lead to her exile, if not her execution.
So why wasn't he happier?
Nick reflected on this. He was in the middle of a fairly frantic afternoon at work, but he couldn't concentrate. He shoved his paperwork aside, leaned back in his chair and put his feet up on the desk, giving himself 15 minutes to think.
One thing was obvious: he still didn't trust her. The betrayal with Pritzker, even though it hadn't gone all the way, still left him feeling bitter every time he thought about it. His rational brain said that Emily would never, EVER try something like this again—but the fact that she'd done it once was a brutal kick in the ribs. His raging anger at her was never all that far from the surface, though it had calmed down a lot.
But he realized that there was another issue: he almost didn't have a wife anymore—he had a servant. Emily was nervous, always walking on eggshells, constantly checking his face for any sign of disapproval or anger. Her mantra seemed to be, "Please Nick." Or maybe even, "Don't Piss Off Nick." Or "Give Nick Absolutely Everything He Wants, Even Before He Knows He Wants It."
Back in the happier days of their marriage, Emily had been a delightful partner. She was energetic and funny and feisty—no pushover. She stood up for herself, she disagreed with Nick when she thought he was wrong, she mocked him at times. They had been equals, loving partners unafraid to take each other down a peg. Now that was all gone.
Nick was sure that he had changed too. He was harder, more closed. He didn't come home every day and tell Emily all about work, or engage her in conversation about their relationship. He watched her coolly and let her serve him—whether it was a nice dinner, or a nice fuck from behind with her bent over the living room couch. It was one of his favorite ways to do it, actually, but she'd never liked it all that much; it felt humiliating to her. Now she'd let him do it five nights a week if he wanted.
He realized that he didn't want a submissive concubine—he wanted his old wife back. But he was self-aware enough to see that it wasn't just her behavior but his own that had changed; and he was clear-sighted enough to realize that he didn't have any idea how to get back to what they'd once had.
**********************
It was the third week of September. Emily was back to teaching, but she was still managing special dinners, still keeping up with the Victoria's Secret nightwear and energetic sex, still being cheerful and loving and attentive. And he could see the strain of it on her face, when she didn't know he was watching her.
Until he came in the door on a Thursday around 6:30 and ran into a buzz-saw. As he approached her in the kitchen with a "hi, honey" and reached to give her a kiss, she backed away coldly.
"I understand someone's had a promotion," she said from between clenched teeth. She looked and sounded like a Marine drill sergeant—a seriously pissed-off one. "Were you ever planning to tell me about it?"
And before Nick could reply she turned away, waving a hand dismissively at him. "No, don't even say a word. I'm going to get the boys." And she stormed out into the yard, calling for Charlie and Ben.
All through dinner as they ate and the boys chattered away, Emily leveled murderous glances at him. It was almost funny, and Nick realized that he hadn't seen his wife angry at him—not once—in something close to two months. He was sort of enjoying it, God knows why.
Emily rejected all of Nick's help in getting the boys to bed, so he gave up and watched a re-run of "NCIS." When she came into the living room around 9, he could see she was all set to let him have it. Fine, he thought. Let's fight—let's see what that's like.
"Do you know how embarrassing it was, talking to Suzanne today?" Emily glared at him. She didn't even sit down, instead standing over him with her arms folded.
"She told me she needed to remind you to bring your passport in so she could arrange for the visas you need for the next few months, all those trips to Japan and Singapore.
"And then she said, 'oh Emily, you must be so proud of him, with this big promotion and all. Did you guys have a big celebration?' And I was so stunned, I didn't know what to say.
"Finally I sort of stammered, 'uh, yeah, it's been great,' or something like that. I felt like a goddamned IDIOT, Nick! And I'm sure Suzanne could tell I had no idea what she was talking about.
"She said you were promoted back in July! And here it is, more than two months later, and you haven't said Word One to me! Was I supposed to go the rest of my life not knowing I was married to the Vice-President for Far East Sales? Is that none of my business all of a sudden?"
She paced around the room, then sat down in the armchair across from the sofa. Nick hadn't opened his mouth. She went on for another few minutes in the same vein: she couldn't believe he'd kept this from her, she'd been so humiliated, etc. She was utterly furious, and it seemed like her anger was letting her discharge some of the tension of the past few weeks.
"I know our marriage is on thin ice—and I know it's because I screwed up. Believe me, there's not an hour that goes by when I don't think about that! But you promised that we'd both give it a try, staying together. And I would have thought that meant talking to each other, sharing the news about minor things like, oh, I don't know, A HUGE PROMOTION!"
Emily's mouth snapped shut and she sat glaring at him. Nick could see her eyes were tearing up.
"Well," he said, "you certainly seem to be worked up about this—"
"Ya THINK?" she interrupted.
"But I wonder whether Suzanne mentioned exactly WHEN I got the promotion?"
Emily shook her head. "She just said it was in July sometime."
"And do you happen to remember anything else I found out about in July?"
Her face got pale, and she looked down. "Yes—yes, of course I do."
"I learned about you and Pritzker before I got a chance to tell you about the promotion," he said, letting his voice get hard. "And, by the way, I learned about it the SAME DAY—I came home at lunchtime and found your email open, and saw your messages to that cocksucker!"
Emily gasped, and stared at him. He had never told her this before.
"And when I realized that you'd been keeping something from me—something pretty fucking important to our marriage!—I didn't exactly feel like sharing my news with you. Is that so hard to understand?"
She shook her head, looking miserable. All the fight had gone out of her.
Now Nick was on his feet, pacing. "So yeah, you're right, I should have told you. But I guess I was enjoying keeping my secret from you, Em—a little bit of 'tit for tat.' Plus, at least my secret was something good, not something sleazy and selfish.
"I'm going for a walk," he said, and headed out the door, not looking back to see her crying quietly.
**********************
The next morning, getting breakfast on the table and Ben and Charlie dressed and fed and out the door, was almost entirely silent. Emily and Nick moved around one another smoothly, efficiently, without friction but without warmth, either.
Nick didn't know what Emily was feeling. He himself was calm, even relaxed—their argument the night before, and then his long walk around the neighborhood, had brought some things into focus for him.
When she came back into the house after seeing the boys onto the school bus, she headed for the bedroom without a word.
"Em—"
His voice startled her, and she jumped a little. She turned and looked at him, appearing unhappy and wary.
"How about if I bring home some take-out tonight, so you don't have to cook?"
"That would be ... nice, Nick—thanks," she said carefully. They talked about Chinese, Mexican, Middle Eastern, and decided on Five Guys hamburgers, which the boys adored.
Then he said, "and I'd like us to spend some time together tonight when the boys are in bed, okay?"
Looking even more concerned, she nodded. Nick came over, held her gently and kissed her, feeling her standing as rigid as a statue in his arms.
**********************
The boys loved the hamburgers, predictably, and Nick and Emily collaborated on bathing them and getting them into bed, smiling at one another when the usual bathtub water fight soaked the bathroom floor. When both kids were sleeping soundly, Nick settled himself and Emily at opposite ends of the living room couch.
The warm, comradely feeling they'd had while taking care of Ben and Charlie had dissipated, and he could feel the tension coming from her.
"Okay," he said, watching her wary eyes. "Last night was good, I think."
Emily looked surprised for a moment, then her face softened and she nodded. "Yes, I think so too. We—"
"I—" They both stopped, then laughed. Nick said, "I have some things to say, but you can go first."
Emily said, "the reason I think it was good is because it hurt me so much. SO much.
"I mean, there you were with this huge promotion, this exciting new job, and probably lots more money, and—
"And I didn't know anything about it! You'd kept this huge secret from me, and I ..." She looked right into his eyes. "I felt so excluded and so betrayed, and I was so angry—and then you told me exactly when you found out, and of course I understood why you hadn't told me."
"And all this time I thought you only learned about my, my—affair—when I told you, in the letter. I had no idea you'd found it out on your own. My God, Nick, I am so sorry for that!"
She sighed. "So THAT took the wind right out of my sails. But when I thought about it later, I realized what a good lesson it was for me. For weeks I've been feeling so terrible about what I did, about how badly I've hurt you, and terrified you're going to leave me, and—
"And this, this is the first time I just felt hurt myself. How could you do that to me? And then I realized, well Emily, maybe for the first time you're getting a little tiny taste of how Nick has been feeling all this time. Betrayed, left-out, kept in the dark. Except the secret I kept from you was a thousand times worse."
She stopped, looking down. He could see the tears on her cheeks. "So I figured, anything that hurts me THAT way, that lets me be in your shoes a little bit, is probably good for me. I've been feeling so guilty and frightened, I haven't spent enough time actually thinking about how YOU must be feeling."
She laughed sadly. "After last night THAT problem is gone!"
Nick waited, but Emily was done talking. He said, "yeah, I think so too. That's one of two reasons last night was good.
"But the other, strangely enough, is that it was the first time in more than two months you've stopped cringing around me. You were furious—you really let me have it, and—guess what?—I realized I missed it."
They smiled at each other, both amused.
"I mean, I WANTED you submissive, for a while. I wanted you feeling guilty and ashamed, and terrified I was about to walk out the door. But it's starting to get old, you know? Obsequious Emily is not the woman I married—she's not the woman I love.
"And I realized that while you keep wanting me to trust you again, you haven't been trusting me—not to leave, I mean. You don't trust that I love you and I'm trying to give you another chance."
He was getting a little agitated now, and he took a breath. "Why should I trust you, after what you did, when you won't trust me? So you need to do that, Em; you need to start being yourself, and remember how long I've loved you."
He paused again. "Maybe you were being a doormat because you thought I was insisting on it, but I'm done with that. The month I promised you has stretched to seven weeks and I'm still here. I'm still here, I'm sleeping in bed with you every night, and I'm not seeing ... anyone else."
He watched her, thinking about it; and then she nodded her head. "Okay," she said. "I'll work on that."
They spent the rest of their evening apart. At 10:20 Nick was suddenly so exhausted he couldn't hold his head up, so he undressed and brushed and went to sleep. Some time he later he felt Emily slide into bed behind him. She kissed the back of his neck, then snuggled up to spoon him.
**********************
Nothing particularly dramatic happened after that, nothing sudden, but things got better. He noticed after about a week that he felt warmer towards Emily, that their conversations were easier and a little less stilted.
One night when he forgot to stop for the dry-cleaning he said he'd pick up she snapped at him for being thoughtless—then stopped, looking at him a little worried—then shrugged her shoulders and went back to her cooking.
He said, "you're right, Em. Sorry. I'll get it tomorrow, I promise." He watched her look back at him with a little half-smile. "Okay," she said, and they let it drop.
When she got into bed that night, wearing nothing special, just one of her everyday nighties, she snuggled up against him and put her head on his chest. She said, "let's make love tonight. Like the old days, okay?"
It wasn't great—it was kind of awkward, in fact. They kissed and touched, sweetly, a bit carefully, and finally he was between her legs, thrusting, in good old missionary position. Nothing unusual, nothing at all like the wild sex-fantasy stuff of recent weeks.
When it was over, she clung to him tighter than usual, and whispered, "I love you." They fell asleep entwined, as they hadn't done in a long time.
*********************
"I did it today," she said quietly. Her back was to him, facing the stove; he'd just come home from work.
He knew right away what she'd meant. They'd discussed it and planned it a few days ago—how Emily was going to contact Pritzker's wife, in case she didn't already know what a cheating asshole she was married to.
"How did it go?" he asked.
She came and gave him a quick kiss, looking tired and little pale. "Not as bad as I was afraid it would be. When I explained why I was calling there was this long silence, and then she said, 'actually, this isn't the first time I've heard this story.'



"Turns out Jason's been pulling this shit on her for years—she's caught him twice before. So I apologized again, and got her email address, and forwarded all our messages to her, in case she needs them for evidence.
"She said after the last time she'd told him, and absolutely promised her parents, that if it ever happened again he was gone. I think she was going to call a locksmith right away, so he wouldn't even be able to get into the house at the end of the day."
He gave her a slight smile. "It couldn't have happened to a nicer guy."
Emily sighed a little, and put her arms around him and her head on his shoulder.
"I'm so sorry, Nick. I know I've said it a million times. But right now I'm feeling sorry for her, too, and for what I did. Three kids and married to that selfish bastard and about to be a divorced single mom. And what I did didn't help any."
"Honestly, Em, and I'm not even trying to make you feel better. But if he hadn't gone after you, it would have been somebody else. The guy is a low-life piece of shit. I can feel sad for his wife and kids too, but Pritzker has it coming."
*********************
They were doing better, they were almost there, but he couldn't let it go. Not quite.
And then a few days before Halloween, Nick came into the office and found Suzanne weeping quietly at her desk.
"Suzanne, what's wrong?"
She looked up, embarrassed. "It's nothing, it's just Matt, he..." She started to weep again. Matt was Suzanne's son—he was 26.
Nick took her hand gently and said, "come on, let's go into my office." He settled her down on his couch and closed the door.
"Is he all right? Is he hurt?"
She shook her head. "No, it's not that—it's Tina, his fiancée, she's...she broke up with him."
Nick sat with Suzanne for a while, listening quietly, patting her hand, and the story came out. Matt and Tina were only three months away from their wedding, and he'd cheated on her. He and his friends got really drunk on a trip to Miami Beach, and he had a one-night stand with a girl he picked up in a bar.
Tina heard about it through mutual friends, and she'd broken the engagement, returned Matt's ring, and wouldn't speak to him.
Suzanne said, "Matt knows he screwed up, Nick. He's beside himself. He's apologized, he's told her he would do anything to make it up to her, promised he'd never cheat again so long as he lives. He asked about counseling...
"But she's just so hurt, so angry. And it breaks my heart—not just because Matt's my son, but because they were so good together. They really made each other happy. It's just such a waste, you know? A great relationship, thrown away because of one really dumb mistake."
They talked about it for a while, and Suzanne eventually started to feel a little better. She gave Nick a half-smile.
"Thanks for listening to me, Nick. I'm sorry to get so emotional, but—"
"Don't be silly, Suzanne. I'd be upset too. I'm sorry for Matt. Maybe after some time has passed, Tina will give him another chance."
Suzanne went off to the Ladies Room to wash her face, and Nick finally sat down to work. But the story kept popping back up in his mind all day, and not surprisingly it made him think about himself and Emily.
On the drive home he asked himself the big question—the one he'd wrestled with over and over again back in the summer: was he better off with Emily or without her? And the answer was pretty obvious.
Did he want to be a divorced guy, seeing his boys a couple of times a week at best, living in some apartment, trying the whole dating scene again? No.
Did he think Emily would ever cheat on him again? Well, nothing in this life is ever a sure thing, but: No.
Had she owned up to her stupidity, and done everything she could to make it up to him? Yes.
Did he still love her, and did their family life make him happy? That was the easiest one of all: Yes.
He called Emily from the car. "Hi, Em. Listen, do you think you could get a sitter on short notice? I'd like to take you out to dinner tonight.
"No, nothing special is going on, I just want some time with my wife.
"Yeah, okay, I'll be home in 20 minutes, you can tell me then. Thanks, bye."
*********************
Nick was full—he loved the veal Saltimbocca at Bistro Romano—and Emily was a little bit tipsy. She'd had most of their bottle of wine, since Nick was driving.
He paid the sitter, watched until she got her car started and drove away, then locked the front door and turned off the outside lights.
Emily was waiting for him by the stairs, smiling, but he said, "come into the kitchen with me, would you Em? I'd like another half-glass of wine."
She'd been wary at first during dinner, wondering if something serious was on Nick's mind, but they'd had a nice time, and now she was feeling relaxed and happy.
They sat, and Nick told her about Suzanne's son and his broken engagement. He reached across the table and took Emily's hand.
"I've been thinking about it all day. Such an unhappy ending—such a waste of what sounds like it was a great relationship.
"I don't want the unhappy ending, Em. I want this to be over, okay? You and me: we're back. We're done with it. You did something really fucking stupid, I was hurt and angry, we worked on it, and now we say enough.
"Is that okay with you?"
Emily smiled broadly, holding his hand tightly. There was one tear sliding down her cheek.
"Of course, honey. You know that's what I wanted all along.
"It doesn't mean I'm going to stop feeling ashamed of myself, though. That's going to take a while longer."
He said, "well, I don't mind if you keep trying to make it up to me from time to time."
Suddenly he laughed. "You know, I read a story once about a guy whose wife had cheated on him. It was months later, and she was trying to get him to forgive her. She said, 'if you'd stay married to me, I'd blow you at the mall if you wanted me to!' "
He grinned at her. "So how about it, Em? Will you blow me at the mall?"
Without cracking a smile she said, "nope. But if you come upstairs with me right now, I'll blow you in the hall."
They both laughed. Nick reached over and took her hand. "It's a deal," he said.
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I knew it would end badly. There was no other way it could possibly end. What's that they say? "Don't get your meat where you get your bread." In other words, keep love and work separate—or at least sex and work.
Well, lots of people ignore that and it works out fine; but I knew this wouldn't. I knew I'd be lucky to come out of it alive—but I did it anyway.
The thing is, she was just so HOT!
********************
She hired me. That's how it started: I met B, gave her my proposal, she and her advisors discussed it, and she hired me. And somewhere along the line, during that first meeting, I picked up on two things: there was no love lost between her and her husband, and she found me very interesting.
I wasn't actually all that surprised. I was tall and good-looking, I'd had some success, and I carried myself with a certain arrogance. All a marked contrast to her husband—the F-Man, I always called him. He was shorter than B, already a bit hunched-over, and one of the easiest people to ignore I've ever met.
Anyway, after a few weeks of hanging around I was called back in again to meet the two of them. In front of everyone B gave me the good news, and then said, "We need to discuss the details. You will join me for a meal."
With a wave of her hand she dismissed everyone—including the F-Man, to my amazement. A richly laid table was whisked in, set for two, the food and wine followed, and in no time we were sitting there, completely alone.
"I can't begin to tell you how delighted I am, y—"
"Stop," she said imperiously, staring at me. We sat for a long moment, looking into one another's eyes; hers were dark, very dark, and I swear I could see a bit of fire in them.
"We're alone now—no need for formality, or titles. We'll talk about the project, of course—the money, the men, what you'll need, how long it will take. But that's not why you're eating alone with me.
"You're eating alone with me because I like your looks. I like what I've heard about you, your energy and courage. I also know that your marriage hasn't kept you from taking your pleasures elsewhere, when it suited you."
She leaned forward, her eyes on me, and slid her hand most of the way up my thigh.
"What you definitely don't know, because I am very discreet, is that my attitude is much the same, and that my husband—" there was an almost audible snort of disgust as she spoke—"hasn't held my interest for some time now. I'm sure he's got a couple of young wenches who jerk his pathetic little cock for him from time to time."
Fortune favors the bold, right? I grabbed the hand that was on my thigh, kissed it, then leaned across to pull her head to me for a kiss. In no time we had our tongues in each other's mouths, wrestling as if for dominance. I was hard as a rock in no time.
Finally she pulled back from me, grinning, breathing hard. Her eyes blazed at me. She stood and took my hand.
"I think the rest of this meal can wait, don't you?" And she led me into a room, hung on all sides with dark tapestries, and yanked aside the linen curtains around a large high bed.
We tore our clothes off and fucked frantically. I don't think I've ever had a hotter woman, even with nearly twenty years of wide experience. She was like a man in that she took what she wanted. The first time she pushed me down and rode me, pulling my hands to her breasts, grunting and heaving as she plunged up and down.
She would lean forward for deep kisses, then sit back up, grinding and moaning, her dark eyes fixed on me, her mouth twisted into a crazy grin. And boy did she come! Probably three times before I grabbed her hips, pulled her tight down onto me and shot myself into her.
The second and third times were almost as intense—with time out to finish our meal, to clean up a little, and to lie lazily together and talk. I don't think either of us planned it, but by the end of that long afternoon we were already more than a little in love.
********************
We had to be careful. That went without saying; either of us could wind up with our heads cut off.
In the three months before I left on the first trip we only managed four times together. Sometimes the F-Man traveled, thinking himself important enough that anyone would care to come see him! But he wasn't the main problem—they had had separate bedrooms for years.
It was just that, to say the obvious, she was in the public eye. There were always people around—advisors, servants, "friends". I say "friends" in quotation marks because she didn't trust them a bit, beyond one woman she'd known almost since birth. Everyone wanted something, everyone was looking out for Number One, everyone would have betrayed B in a moment if it would have gotten them something—a new appointment, a noble title, a larger palace in the city or a bigger country estate.
B loved to ride, and spent parts of many weeks out on a country estate with her horses. That's where we usually met. She'd go out riding, have the servants bring her lunch at a pre-arranged spot, and then she'd send them away. After a careful check of the surrounding area I'd join her, an hour or so later. We used to laugh about having to share one plate, one wine glass, and one fork!
It was almost shocking how soon the fucking became more gentle, prolonged love-making, how quickly we realized how deeply we cared for each other.
B would get sad, thinking about me having to leave. "I almost wish I hadn't hired you, Chris—"
I always stopped her mouth with kisses at that point; kisses that usually turned into love-making, our words nothing more than brief endearments. There was nothing we could do about it, in any case. She had her job to do and I had mine.
********************
Everything was different after each of my trips. Better, and worse.
Better above all because we could see one another again. I could stand before her, in front of everyone, making a public report of my successes while our eyes had a different, totally private conversation.
Worse because we couldn't touch, couldn't kiss, couldn't smile or wink, couldn't be alone—sometimes for days, until a suitable opportunity arose.
The first time I returned, in triumph, she was very pregnant. Probably only a month or two away from delivering. The F-Man sat on the throne next to her like a peacock; even sitting down, he somehow managed to look like he was strutting.
As I gave them my report, shared the fruits of my travels, gracefully accepted their thanks, their congratulations and a generous bag of gold coins, I shared discreet looks with B. I did the math in my head—it was certainly possible. It MIGHT be mine.
"I think it's yours," she whispered to me. It was nearly a month after my return, the first time she could arrange for us to be alone together. We lay in each other's arms on a thick carpet set up for us in the forest.
"I can't be sure, because of course HE had to take a turn making his heir—but I think so."
I held her close, gazing into those fiery eyes, and gently kissed her cheeks, her eyes, her forehead. She was far too big and uncomfortable for us to "make the two-backed beast," but we'd held and caressed each other for an hour, both of us coming more than once. I felt relaxed and happy—a man in love. My child!
"B, you know we—"
She covered my mouth her hand. "Amor, I know. The world will say that my husband is a virile man, the father of kings! Especially because everything is telling me that it will be a boy.
"But that means nothing to me. As this child grows, it will be more and more clear who has fathered him—at least to me. Believe me. By the time he is ten, it will be as clear as daylight.
"He will be ours!" Her eyes blazed. "WE will know, always, whose son he is. And he will know you, and admire you. I promise!"
Is it possible to be happy and devastated, literally at the same time? I found out the answer is yes. To be the father of B's son! And to know that no one could know, that he would never call me father, that he'd grow up as the son of that...gross, dimwitted fool... It was hard to take.
I stayed in the city, but far from the palace, when the news came that she had given birth. A son, as B had predicted. Cheers echoed across the city—a son! A royal heir for the F-Man! It would not have been appropriate for me to visit, so I sent the kind of formal note and gift that were called for, and hoped that B would understand.
When I left on my next trip John was nearly a year old. I met him only once in that year, when he was brought to B's side by the nanny during my final court audience with her. A handsome boy! Dark eyes—the flaming eyes of his mother—and beautiful dark curly hair. He toddled around the throne room happily, and gurgled with pleasure while trying to teethe on his mother's necklace when she held him in her lap.
And in all those months, those months when the kingdom celebrated the Crown Prince, their hope for the future, B and I managed only two afternoons together—two afternoons to love, to whisper, to hold one another and talk about "what if". A "what if" that both of us knew was entirely impossible.
********************
I could draw the story out, but what would be the point? Things continued along the same path—until they didn't. I made my trips, brought back glory and riches to B and the F-Man; with plenty of gold for myself as well, sure enough. B and I saw each other in large formal rooms, surrounded by scores of people, each of us behaving correctly and appropriately: the bow and humble words from me, the nod of satisfied condescension from her.
In seven years we had perhaps a dozen afternoons of love together; I've never been able to bring myself to figure out exactly how many. And though B gave birth to two beautiful daughters, either or both of whom could have been mine, there was never another son.
And then it ended. Suddenly and brutally. A royal servant arrived one November afternoon with a formal letter from Her Majesty. It was nothing terribly unusual or even that interesting, full of details about requisitioning, about land and money, men and material goods. I'd received countless letters like it from her in the past.
But two hours later, one of B's maidservants knocked on the door, a pair of fancy men's gloves in her hand.
"I'm sorry sir," she said as she curtsied to me. "Her Majesty directed me to deliver these—she is sure you left them behind the last time you were at the palace."
I'd never seen those gloves in my life, of course; but I accepted them, thanked the maid with a coin, and retreated into my study. I examined the gloves carefully, not knowing what to expect. Deep in one of the left-hand fingers I found a tiny slip of paper, folded as small as possible.
"Every fourteenth word"
That was all it said. I stared at it for a few minutes, then put the bit of paper into the fire.
Pulling out the official letter I'd received that day, I pored over it slowly, carefully. It took a few minutes, since I did not want to write down the words as I went, but the message was clear. I'll paraphrase for you:
"I have been betrayed. Rumors fly of the Queen's long-time lover. Uproar everywhere, and he is beside himself. I must be purer than the Holy Father. Farewell."
********************
I stayed away from the court after that. Got out of town entirely, for a while. Holed up on my country estate, then visited friends at theirs. Got laid once or twice. I was a haunted soul, not because I'd been surprised but because it was no surprise at all. B was the Queen—I never thought I'd come ahead of that.
Finally I decided to leave the country entirely, and make a life far away. I had plenty of money, and God knows no further loyalty to the court. But I saw her one more time, at a Carnival party at the palace—the room crowded and hot, lots of drinking and dancing.
The music stopped when she and the F-Man made their entrance, along with John. They moved to their places at the front while we all bowed deeply. Once they were seated Bella gestured to the musicians, and they began to play again. I watched her, gazing serenely and benevolently around the room at her "subjects", those immoral, hypocritical courtiers who would fight each other like rats for a moment of her favor.
And as I watched, her gaze fell on me, and held. She gave a tiny nod, and an even more tiny half-smile, as her hand tapped the shoulder of her son John.
I felt a rush of blood, and nearly stumbled. He was yours, she was telling me. John, Isabella's first-born, the future King of Spain—he is your son!
*
Author's Note: This is not historically accurate, nor is it intended to be.
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On Tuesday October 16, I was a happily married man of 23 years. Two kids, one a college junior and one a sophomore. I had a job writing software for an on-line marketing firm; Jenna worked as Assistant to the Superintendant of Schools in Parma, Ohio, two towns over.
On Wednesday October 17, I was a deeply worried married man—virtually sure my wife was having an affair and wondering what I was going to do about it.
On Friday October 19, I was 400 miles away, driving south, and trying to figure out what the hell the rest of my life was going to be like. Not to mention angry—really, really angry.
***************
My wife Jenna was blessed with very large breasts; and if I'm being honest, they were certainly part of what first attracted me to her, a million years ago when we were both sophomores at Ohio State. She'd gotten a little heavier over the years (who hasn't?) but she was still a very sexy woman.
However, while big breasts may be a treat for a woman's husband, they're not so much fun for the woman herself, as I had long ago come to learn. Jenna had to shop very carefully to find just the right bra, with sufficient support to minimize the strain on her back; and by the end of the day she was usually desperate to take the damn thing off. Early in our marriage, in the years before the kids when we had lots of privacy, it was almost a daily ritual when she got home for her to pull off her blouse and bra, with a sigh of relief, and let me rub lotion on her back, trying to soothe the angry red lines that showed where her bra had been.
Sometimes that had led to a very nice romp in bed—more often it didn't. But I was always sympathetic to Jenna's discomfort, and always aware of those lines on her back.
So on Tuesday October 16, when I happened to get off work early, it was quite a shock to see her nearly smooth back. I was in the bedroom changing into some outdoor clothes, preparing to spend a few minutes raking the backyard before it got too dark. Jenna was pleasantly surprised to see me home already, and we chatted about nothing of importance while we both changed.
With no particular ceremony she stripped off her top and bra as usual—virtually no lines. There was no way she'd been wearing the bra more than an hour or so; certainly not all day.
"Hey babe," I said casually, "did you stop off at the YMCA and swim today?" Jenna loved to swim, and went to the pool at least every week or two, although not usually on a weekday.
She turned and looked at me oddly. "No honey—what made you say that? Does my hair look wet to you?"
Recovering quickly, I improvised. "No, sorry, stupid question I guess." I gave her an embarrassed-looking shrug.
"It was just that I called you mid-afternoon and Emily said you weren't around." This was a lie—I hadn't called at all—but it was the best I could come up with on the spur of the moment.
At that she colored slightly. "Oh, well, I just—there was—Chloe told me a couple of days ago about a sale at Pottery Barn, so I went over to see if I could find something for the Reiners' daughter's wedding present next month. Turns out there wasn't anything quite right, but it was nice to get out of the office for once. It felt like playing hooky!"
Jenna had pulled it together quickly—I guess her improvisation skills were as good as mine!—but something was just...off.
As I worked up a sweat, getting the leaves into piles and then into bags before it got too dark to see, I felt more and more concerned. Had Jenna told me she'd gone clothes shopping, that might have provided a plausible explanation—though why would she have taken off her bra, unless she was trying on lingerie?
But in any case, no one strips down at Pottery Barn! So where had she been, with whom—and why the fuck had her bra been off?
I stumbled through the typical mental Rolodex of "cheating warning signs" and came up pretty much empty. Our sex life was neither hotter nor colder lately, she hadn't seemed more distant, or dressing sexier, or staying out later, or having secret phone calls (that I knew about).
So when I went back inside we had our normal dinner, chatting about the kids and a bit about Thanksgiving plans; then we watched the idiot box for a while and went to bed.
And in the morning, after a perfectly typical breakfast, I grabbed my travel cup, gave Jenna a kiss, and headed for the garage. Where—before getting into my car and heading for the office—I stashed a little recorder under the front seat of her Prius. It was pretty low-tech, but it would record for 10 hours, so I could hear any cell-phone conversations she had both on the way to work and on the way home.
And, I reflected grimly, any she had while driving off during the day for some time with her fuck-buddy!
On the basis of not very much evidence I was already fearing the worst.
***************
On Wednesday night, with my antennae all the way up, I noticed that Jenna seemed nervous—a little. Just SLIGHTLY concerned, a little more solicitous than usual. Her hug and kiss when I came into the kitchen were a bit warmer than I would have expected, and she seemed to be glancing over at me an awful lot as she finished getting dinner ready and I set the table.
It was very subtle—nothing that you would have noticed, unless it was coming from the woman you'd lived with for 8500 days, give or take a few. Jenna was worried about something, and it clearly had to do with me. And her way of handling it was to be a little nicer, a little more attentive. And more affectionate, though it was almost comical how she kept trying not to overdo it. A stray hug in passing, or a hand on my shoulder as she brought dessert to the table, but nothing so obvious it might raise my suspicions.
She clearly didn't want me to say, "wow, Jenna, you sure are touchy-feely tonight—anything special going on?" So she was treading a fine line; and watching her do it gave my own anxiety another boost.
We had another apparently "normal" evening—cleaning up the kitchen, reading in the living room, checking our phones for a half hour. And after we went to bed; after I waited until I was sure Jenna was asleep; after I quietly got up, retrieved my recorder from her car, and took it into my study to listen to it; after that, my marriage ended.
***************
She had called him on her way to work. From her cell, or perhaps even from some other phone she kept hidden in her car, I had no idea. I could only hear her side of the conversation, but it was more than enough.
"Hey baby, it's me."
"Yeah," with a little chuckle, "me too. I was still tingling all last evening—hard not to break out into a big smile right in front of him."
"Yes, of course...yes, hey listen for a minute."
"No, I—well, I don't know yet how serious it is. But that's why I'm bringing it up. Mike was strange last night; he asked me if I'd been swimming at the Y, which seemed like an awfully random question. And then he said he'd called me at work and I was out—so I had to make up some bullshit about going shopping for a wedding present."
"No, no, I think he bought it. But things are just a little...I don't know, weird right now. Strained. Like, I don't know, we're both watching each other a little bit, you know?
"No...no, listen baby, no. I'm not saying that. You think I'm going to let go of that big log you keep shoving in me?" Another little chuckle. Listening, late at night in my quiet house, I clenched my fists.
"No, I think...wait, Teddy, will you listen? It's just a matter of being smart, baby. I'm going to take a couple of weeks to be a good girl—just to make sure everything is status quo at home.
"You'll just have to soothe the log yourself for a while, babe" (with another little giggle). "And I'll maybe let my fingers do the walking, until I know everything is okay with Mike."
"Yeah, of course! Me too. But I think a couple of weeks should do it. He loves me, and we still get along just as well as we always did. So listen—this is the start of radio silence, okay? 'Don't call me, I'll call you', as the saying goes."
"Uh-huh, and I feel just the same. And when we DO get together again: nuclear explosion! I'm gonna leave you feeling like a tractor-trailer ran over you—in a good way!" Here she let out a belly-laugh, a sound of complete delight.
I could have fucking killed her, in that moment. I sat stock still, thinking about going back into the bedroom and strangling her. Would I wake her up first, so she would know what I was doing and why? Or would I just grab her around the throat and tighten, so she'd have no time to understand why the life was being choked out of her?
I listened to the last couple of minutes of the conversation—a few more endearments, a couple more promises about how great it would be when they got together again, and she got off the phone.
I sat back, and glanced at the clock. 2:38 am. As good a time for an ending as any, I guess.
***************
It was easy enough to avoid her for most of Thursday. I got up an hour early—on 3 hours sleep—left her a note about an early meeting, and grabbed breakfast at IHOP. I couldn't have told you what I ate—I ordered bacon, eggs and home fries, but for all I know they brought me three slices of cardboard and an orange.
I'd already figured out what was coming next—no divorce, no legal bullshit, just me getting the hell out of Dodge. Cleaning up the mess could happen some time later, I was in no hurry. My boss Alvin and I are old friends; no more than ten minutes of serious conversation and it was all settled. I'd take my five weeks of saved-up vacation time, and after that an unpaid leave until I was ready to come back. I had several reliable co-workers who could pick up my projects for a while.
A quick trip to HR and my paycheck would be direct-deposited to my parents' account in West Palm Beach; they'd retired down there four years ago, and that's where I was heading. I did all the usual crap about insurance and beneficiaries, substituting Eric and Diana for Jenna; and then I spent the rest of the day briefing my colleagues on what they'd need to take over for me.
I shot Jenna a quick text, claiming I needed to work late, and then I went out and bought myself a couple of brand-new, extra-large suitcases.
By the time I got home it was 8:15 and Jenna had already eaten. I'd given some thought on how to play it—act strangely, so that she'd have to worry and wonder some more? I decided instead to ease her concerns, so that when it all hit the fan she'd feel like she'd been hit in the back of the head with a two-by-four. The image really appealed to me.
So I came in all smiles, gave her a big hug, apologized for being late, and thanked her twice for making dinner and for heating it up for me. She sat with me while I ate, smiled a lot, told me the usual ordinary stories about her day at work, even squeezed my hand a couple of times.
I wondered whether she'd suggest a little bedroom romp, but she may have been afraid it would seem unusual, so we went to sleep with the typical nightly hug, kiss, and affectionate words. Amazingly, I was able to tell her how much I loved her without throwing up in my mouth.
And Friday's breakfast was equally ordinary. After which I left for work, drove to a Starbucks a couple of miles away, read the paper until I knew Jenna would be gone, then headed home again. In three hours I had filled my new suitcases with clothes and the backseat of my car with everything else I really cared about, from computer and printer to pictures of the kids.
I waited until mid-afternoon to call Mom and Dad, by which I time I was already more than half-way to Charlotte. They were pretty shocked, as you can imagine. I kept it brief.
"Hey Mom, how are you? Can you get Dad on the other line?"
"So—the short version is, Jenna's been cheating on me. I moved out this morning, and I'm heading down to spend some time with you guys, if you don't mind. I was thinking I'd find an apartment in the neighborhood for a month or so, as I figure out what I'm going to do next."
"Hey, Mom, hey—it's all right. Please don't cry. I'm furious, and hurt, but I'm doing okay. It will be great just to spend some time with you both—maybe you and I can play some golf, Dad?"
"Yes, yes—exactly. Just please don't tell her anything, okay? She'll probably call you tonight some time, so please just tell her you haven't heard from me."
"Mom, yes, I KNOW that's a lie. I think it's reasonable, given she's been lying to me and cheating on me for months."
"Yes, almost to Charlotte. I'll stay somewhere tonight and see you by tomorrow afternoon sometime."
"Okay, yes I will. Love you too! Bye."
***************
The weekend was pretty strange—how could it not be? A 46-year old man, fresh off learning his wife is fucking around on him, sitting around in his parents' house licking his wounds. But Mom and Dad were great. We talked, Mom overfed me (nothing new there), my Dad and I played golf, and we talked some more.
It was no fun calling the kids, but I knew I had to. Jenna had called my parents twice, looking for me, so she would definitely have called Eric and Diana. I'd left the house without a word, without a note, without leaving my wedding ring. No dramatic gestures—I was just gone.
Diana cried a little and Eric was very quiet—until he swore a couple of times. But they were both relieved I was okay, and with their grandparents. And they both promised not to tell Jenna where I was.
I'd had a lot of time in the car to think about how I wanted this to end. I mean, divorce was a certainty—there was no way I'd ever live with that skank again. But in the short run: a confrontation? Having to listen to her weepy apologies, her pointless rationalizations? I don't think so, thank you very much.
So I waited five days—five days in which Jenna must have been going crazy, wondering where I was, if I had learned the whole story, what I was going to do. Five days of her calling my parents, calling my boss, calling the kids—all of them blandly telling her they didn't know where I was.
And on the sixth day, Thursday October 25, I made a call.
"Hello, Mrs. Floury? This is Mike Adams, my wife Jenna works with your husband Teddy in the Superintendant's Office."
"Yes, he's fine, at least as far as I know. But I'm afraid I have some bad news."
"No, please let me explain. I'm sorry to be calling. But I have proof my wife has been having an affair with someone named Teddy, and it seems pretty likely that it's your husband."
"Yes—yes, an audio file. Of a conversation—I only have Jenna's side of it, but she calls him Teddy, and as far as I know we don't know anyone else with that name. It's not exactly proof positive, but..."
"Yes, of course. Give me an email address, and I'll send you a Dropbox link where you can download a copy."
"Really? I'm so sorry, I had no idea. But if he's done it before, this tape should help you nail his ass. You could play him an excerpt, maybe, just a sentence or two from Jenna. Something really damning—and don't tell him you only have her side, make him think you've got the whole conversation recorded. You might get a confession out of him that way."
"Again, I—yes, yes, I'm furious too. My marriage to Jenna is over, she just doesn't know it yet."
"Yes, and I'm so sorry to have to tell you this over the phone."
"Okay, of course, I'll be glad to. Please take care."
***************
This would be the end. Or at least the beginning of the end. Mrs. Floury was going to slow-roast Teddy over an open fire, and it wouldn't be long before Jenna heard the bad news from him.
Did I wonder why this whole fucking thing had happened? Of course! But did I really think I'd ever get an explanation that satisfied me? Hell no. The woman I'd married, had loved, had made a family and a life with—she'd decided she was entitled to some cock on the side and she'd gone out and got some.
It didn't matter if he seduced her, if she was having a mid-life crisis, if she was actually some sort of sociopath. She'd been my faithful wife and I loved her—now she wasn't and I didn't.
The rest of it I'd figure out a step at a time.
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I'd been brooding about my marriage even before the photo came. Things with Shannon just hadn't been right, for about maybe six weeks. The last few days had been especially tense—and I was pretty sure her damn sister Nita was right in the middle of it.
And then I got the photo.
****
I was out of town on a job, a bigger one than usual. The main chilling unit at Purdue University went down, and their crew couldn't fix it. Frazier HVAC, the company I work for, has two high-level engineers who handle emergencies like this, and it was my week on call, so I'd driven the four hours to West Lafayette on Tuesday and I was still there on Thursday. Around 9:00 pm we finally got the problem solved; I grabbed dinner at a campus place and was in my hotel room by around 10 or so, thoroughly wiped out. I sent Shannon a quick text, said I was going to sleep, we'd finish up testing the system the next morning and I'd see her on Friday around dinnertime.
I took a quick shower and was getting ready for bed, with ESPN on the background, when I noticed a text from Roland Bruton, my best friend at Frazier. It said, "sorry about this—took this tonight at the Casa Ole. Give me a call if you want to talk," and there was a photo attached.
It was of a couple in a restaurant at a table for two. They were leaning forward towards one another, their elbows on the table, their four hands clasped together between them, their eyes focused intently on each other. The woman was my wife Shannon; the guy was Eric Chesterton, one of her co-workers at the OSU Library.
I'd never liked Eric, who was a kind of nerdy, namby-pamby guy, but I certainly hadn't suspected him of fucking my wife. For that matter I'd been worried about me and Shannon lately, but never dreamed she'd been screwing some other guy.
I knew if I just sat there I'd only get more and more furious, so I turned off the TV and called Roland.
"Hey Ben," he said. "Sorry to mess up your Thursday night."
"Yeah, and here I was partying up a storm in West Lafayette." I paused.
"Well, shit, Roland—I guess you should tell me what you saw."
He said, "Emily and I went out for an early dinner, and we were just about finished when we saw them—they were on the other side of the restaurant. She spotted them first and said, 'oh damn, Ro, that isn't Shannon, is it?'
"So I looked, watched a minute, and then shot that picture. They didn't kiss or anything, didn't feed each other off their plates or anything disgusting like that—they were just serious, intent on each other, like in the photo."
He sighed. "I'm really sorry, Ben."
"Did you see them leave? Any idea if they went off together, or where?"
He said, "we watched from our car in the parking lot for a few minutes, but they didn't come out. Finally we just left, and I texted you the photo. Sorry we didn't wait. But it looked like they'd just gotten their drinks, hadn't even eaten yet, so it was gonna be a while."
There was a silence. I guess he had no idea what to say to me any more than I did to him. Finally he said, "I know this sucks, man. Emily wanted me to say she sends you a big hug. She's fucking furious at Shannon."
"Me too. Though it kinda hasn't sunk in yet—I'm pretty sure I'll be spitting blood in a few hours."
"Did the Purdue job get finished? When can you come home?"
"Yeah, we're testing it in the morning, and then I'll drive back. Four hours in the car to cool down and remind myself not to beat her to death with a socket wrench."
He chuckled. There was no way in hell I'd ever hit Shannon, and Roland knew it.
"Listen, man, I—well, Emily and I were talking. This may be premature, but—if you need a place to crash, we've got a guest room and it's all yours. You know the rugrats would love having you around."
"Thanks, Roland. Much appreciated. I have no idea what I'll do, but I'll keep it in mind. It just hasn't sunk in yet, you know?"
We talked quietly for a couple more minutes and then I got off the phone. I turned off the light, lay down and was out almost instantly.
****
No marriage is perfect, right? I loved the hell out of Shannon, and had treated her the best I could for seven years (three of them dating, four of them married), but there are always issues. From what I've read, the two biggies are money and sex. Lucky for us, we were fine on those. Neither of us was a spendthrift, and sex was still as important to both of us as it had been our first few months together. Definitely more routine now, not so surprising or intense—but Shannon reached for me nearly as much as I did her, and I never felt she was tired of me or bored with what we did in bed.
No, for us it wasn't money or sex—it was Nita. She was 35, which made her about four years older than me and Shannon, and she was a bossy, stuck-up, insincere pain in the ass. For that matter her husband Alex was no day at the beach either—he was a pretty-boy lawyer who thought his shit didn't stink—but at least I didn't have to see him as much.
Shannon adored her big sister, and Nita was at our house constantly. Full of advice on how we should do things. "Oh, Shannon, it would make much more sense to put the dishes in THAT cabinet, and move the spices over HERE." "Is Ben really still cooking on a GAS grill? Charcoal is so much better for the flavor of the meat!" "Girl, that green chair (my favorite chair in the living room) has GOT to go. It's just so trailer-park!"
You get the idea. It drove me nuts that Shannon would never tell her to take a hike. But I guess that's how it is with little and big sisters, at least sometimes.
The worst—and I'm sparing you the long catalogue of Nita's other sins—was the way she ran me down, always behind my back. When I was in the room she was sickly sweet, going on and on about how good I was to Shannon, how thoughtful, how wonderfully handy I was around the house, poor Alex couldn't even change a lightbulb, etc.
But I'd heard her, more than once, putting me down when she thought I was somewhere else. Once she was having coffee with Shannon in our kitchen, and I quietly came in the back door from a run.
"Shannon, you know I love you, baby. But Ben is...well, he's just a bit crude. Nowhere near as handsome as Christopher, or even Tom. He's got a college education, so what is he doing working with his hands? Honestly, you could have done so much better!"
I couldn't fucking believe it! And we'd been married nearly two years at the time! Nita is still bringing up Shannon's old boyfriends?
Another time I overheard her say, literally: "you're certainly not going to have children with him, are you?"
And five minutes later there she was, smiling into my face and saying, "hey, Ben, Shan and I were just gossiping about what a great husband she has!" Fucking bitch.
As you can imagine, Shannon and I had had our share of arguments about it. She reassured me, but she never did anything to stop it. "Baby, Nita's not that bad, really—she's fond of you! I just let it go in one ear and out the other."
" 'You're certainly not going to have children with him'? How can you let her talk like that?" I was pacing the bedroom, furious. I seriously thought I was going to lose my mind.
"Honey, she's just blowing off steam. She loves you, she just likes to...I don't know, stir things up. It doesn't mean a thing."
That fight was one of our worst. I spat out a few choice words, stormed out of the house and was gone for six hours, mostly spent bitching to my friend Rafael, the bartender at Bob's. When I got home at midnight, she was asleep in our bed, turned away from me. We didn't say much more than "good morning" and "is there any more coffee?" for a couple of days, and then things gradually warmed up.
But we never resolved it. I knew Shannon loved me; but I couldn't understand why she wouldn't stand up to her fucking sister for once, and tell her to stop running me down. All I could do is avoid Nita as much as possible, finding reasons to be out of the house when she was coming over. That and discussing her with Shannon as little as possible.
Like I said, the last few weeks before my West Lafayette trip had been particularly tense. For whatever reason, Nita had been around more than ever—it seemed like nearly every fucking day she and Shannon were talking urgently in the kitchen when I came in from work. And whether for that reason or some other, Shan was cooler with me, more distant.
She knew better than to bring up her sister to me, so I had no idea what was up with Nita. But it seemed like Shannon had drawn into herself, or at least away from me. Things were civil, but who the hell wants to be "civil" with his wife? She seemed wary around me, and sex had dwindled down to nearly nothing. Shannon hadn't done more than give me a routine hug in weeks, and the atmosphere was so weird that I'd almost given up approaching her. I guess we'd had a couple of routine fucks, maybe 4-5 in the last month.
I'm not the best guy in the world for deep conversations, but I did try once or twice. "Honey, is something bothering you? Do we need to sit down and talk about something?" You know, that sort of question.
Oh no, things were okay; some changes at work she was a little concerned about; one or two things with Nita; but nothing we needed to spend time on. Thanks for asking though, sweetie! And a bright, fake smile, and a kiss on the cheek. That was all I got.
It had been going on for long enough that I was seriously thinking about calling my Aunt Gwen for a long talk. She was my mom's younger sister, and she'd helped raise me after my dad died and my mom got so sick. She lived in Seattle now, but we talked on the phone a lot. If there was anyone who could help me figure out what was up with Shannon, it would be Gwen. I decided to give her a call on the weekend, after I got back from Purdue.
And then Roland sent me the photo.
****
On Friday morning I managed to put the whole steaming pile of shit aside, and focus on work. Test the system, make sure it was handling the load, and get the hell out of Dodge. We got it all checked out by about 1:00, the Purdue guys took me out for a quick lunch, and then I was on the road for home.
All my questions were the obvious ones, and I wrestled with them for 200 miles. Were they fucking already, or just headed that way? Was it something I had done? Did she love him, or was this just a little fun with a new swinging dick? (And why THAT guy, for Chrissakes? A dweeby asshole like Eric Chesterton?) Was there any way I could forgive whatever had gone on, or were we done? And was Nita right in the middle of this somehow—egging her sister on, maybe?
As I approached Columbus in the Friday afternoon rush hour I didn't have a single answer; but I knew I wasn't ready to go home and face her. Briefly considering Roland's kind offer of his guest room, I decided instead on a nice anonymous room at a Motel 6, a steak and some beer at an Outback, and one more night to myself.
With some satisfaction I sent Shannon the least affectionate text message I could:
"Nearly finished, should be home tomorrow sometime". No "love", no heart emoji. Not a fucking thing beyond the minimum, so she knew I wasn't dead. She texted back "ok honey, miss you! [heart heart]" Yeah, sure she did—fuck her!
Around 9:30, just for the hell of it, I drove back to our street and slowly by our house, just looking to see if a strange car was parked nearby. I didn't see anything special; the house was dark except for our bedroom, and as far as I could tell through the curtains it looked like the TV was on. I went back to the Motel 6 and went to bed.
On Saturday I got back to the house just before 12 noon—no sense in hurrying, right? I felt gutted, empty. I'd been angry, and hurt, and full of plans for crazy revenge, like burning down the whole house and simply disappearing, but now I just wanted it to be over. Find out what the fucking story is, see what's going to be left of my life, and deal with it.
Shannon's car was gone and the house was quiet. I came in the side door, went up to take a shower and put my clothes away, and came down to the kitchen to make a sandwich. I glanced towards the front door, and froze.
Our big suitcase was standing just inside the door. I went over and picked it up; it was full.
****
I'm not sure how long I'd been standing there, just staring at it, when I heard the side door open and Shannon came in. She said, "hi, baby," but really quietly, with a funny sort of half-smile, and came over to give me a hug. A warm, gentle hug with a kiss on the cheek—like you'd give your grandma when she came to visit, not like you'd hug your husband who'd been away all week for work.
I just stared at her. I truly had no desire to yell and scream; I just wanted to know what the fuck was going on.
She led me by the hand back into the kitchen, and we sat facing each other at the table.
"You must be tired, Ben—have you eaten? Can I make you some lunch?"
"I'm okay," I said. I just watched her face.
She leaned towards me earnestly and said, "I need to talk to you, honey—and it's going to be a really hard conversation. But it can't wait. I'm so sorry."
She watched me, waiting; I said nothing.
Finally she said, "can I ask you, please, try not to blow up at me? Just let me get the whole story out first, before you say anything. This is—I know I'm asking a lot, but...please?"
I nodded. I just wanted it to be over. Stick the knife in, get it done, and I'll either bleed out or I won't.
She took a deep breath, and said, "It's about Nita. She's—"
To my own surprise, I suddenly exploded. "What does that fucking bitch have to do with—"
"Ben, please!" Shannon cried out, her face panicked. "Please, you promised me! Just listen!"
I realized my fists were clenched, and I was holding my breath. I stood up, slowly, walked around the kitchen for a few seconds, then sat down again. I tried to breathe.
Finally I said, "Yeah, okay. Sorry. Go ahead. I said I'd listen, and I will." What fucking difference would it make, right? If she wanted to begin with some irrelevant bullshit about her sister—it just meant I'd have to listen that much longer.
She started again, looking at me warily. "You know I've been spending a lot of time with her lately. I figured you could see how tense it was making me. Things have gotten really bad with Alex—she thought he'd been cheating on her, and about a month ago she caught him. In his office, on his desk, with one of his paralegals."
I just watched her. I guess I felt sorry for Nita, vaguely, but mostly I just wondered why I had to listen to this.
"So, it's been awful for her—she was so hurt, and angry, and she didn't know what to do. Alex kept apologizing, wanted to work it out, said he'd do anything, counseling, whatever she said.
"And then on Tuesday—" she stopped, and gulped, and had to take a breath.
"On Tuesday she told him to leave, she wanted a divorce, and he beat her up."
"What?!" That fucking pussy hit her? "Is she okay?"
"He knocked her around and put her in the hospital—she's been there since Tuesday night. She's got a concussion, and a broken bone in her forearm. Plus a bunch of bruises."
For a moment I even forgot the end of my own marriage. "I'm sorry, Shannon. That cowardly son-of-a-bitch. I wouldn't wish that on anyone."
She leaned forward and took my hand. "Thank you, honey. I know you can't stand her, and that means a lot.
"So here's the hard part." She paused, and then said, "she's getting out of the hospital on Monday and has no place to go—Alex is being a real bastard and won't leave the house. I want her to stay here, in the guest room. Probably for 2-3 weeks. I'm going to use some sick leave and work part-time a little and take care of her."
She rushed on. "And I know you hate her and I know you don't want to be anywhere near her, but she needs me and she has nowhere else to go. Please, please, Ben, her life is falling apart and I'm her only sister."
"Shannon, you're right she's not my favorite person, but that doesn't matter now. Of course she can stay with us. Did you really think I would say no?"
She jumped up and ran around the table, plopping herself on my lap, twining her arms around me, gazing into my eyes. Her face was shining with happiness.
"Oh, thank you, baby, thank you!" She kissed me. "It won't be so bad, you'll see—I'll take care of her and we'll stay out of your way. And I promise I won't ever let her put you down, not even once—no more of that, ever!"
She was SO happy, and I just couldn't help myself. I pulled her tightly to me, my head over her shoulder, and I nearly started to cry. Just for a minute, and then I pulled myself together.
I eased her off my lap and onto my chair, and I walked to the sink and got myself a glass of water. I really couldn't stand to wait any longer.
"Okay Shannon, can we please just get to the rest of it? Let's just get the whole thing done, whatever it's going to be, all right?"
She looked at me, puzzled, and I said, "really? You're not going to be honest with me, at least?"
"Honey, I—I have no idea what you mean. What is 'the rest of it'?"
I pulled out my phone, scrolled until I found the picture Roland had sent me, and shoved it front of her face.
"This, Shannon. You and this asshole."
Although it stopped me, for a second—what was her suitcase doing at the front door? How could she be leaving if she was moving her sister in?
Before I could even start to figure that one out she said, "oh Ben, it's so sad. It's his wife, Keri. Their twins are only two years old and her breast cancer has recurred and he's just terrified. I feel so bad for him."
I stared at her. "That's what that picture is about?"
"Yes, we went out to eat, he really needed to talk about it. Her prognosis is totally up in the air right now." She looked at me a second. "Did you think this was...oh my God, did you think this was a romantic dinner?"
"That's sure as fuck what it looks like, doesn't it?" I didn't even try to keep my voice level. "And Roland and Emily Bruton certainly got that impression—they're both ready to kill you."
Before I could say anything else, do anything else, she grabbed me and hugged me as hard as she could.
"Benjamin Timothy Hagert, you are the only man I've loved, fucked, or even thought about in seven years. Eric is a friend whose wife may be dying. I gave him a shoulder to cry on when he needed one, that's all."
I was finding it a little hard to breathe, and not just because she hadn't let go of me.
"Then—then what's with all the tension around here the past few weeks? We haven't been talking, we've hardly been...making love, it's been—"
"I've been so worried about Nita, baby, and you know I couldn't talk to you about that. You get disgusted just hearing her name! So I've been carrying it all around inside me. I'm sorry I've gotten so distant. I haven't been able to think about anything but Nita, and what that scumbag was doing to her."
"Okay, I—I guess I can see that. But—the suitcase? Your packed suitcase by the front door?"
She pulled my head down for a long kiss, then looked at me. Her eyes were wet. "I went over to Alex and Nita's and packed up a bunch of clothes for her. That way she'll have everything she needs here for the next few weeks. I knew he'd be too much of a coward to stop me.
"Baby, I am SO sorry you got the wrong—Jesus, you've had this picture since Thursday? You must have been going crazy!"
Not letting go of my hand, she pulled me towards the stairs. "There's something I think we need to take care of right now."
Into the bedroom, clothes off, kisses, tears, hugging, a few minutes of a sloppy, loving blowjob, and then being inside her. Inside her, on top of her, kissing her lips and her cheeks and her eyes, making sweet love to the love of my life, drowning myself in her body, feeling her move with me, hold me, clutch me tight as she groaned and came beneath me, and then crying out as I filled her.



We lay there, sleepily, touching each other, talking a little.
"You really...I mean, Eric??" Her voice was soft and loving, teasing.
"You saw the picture, babe. Ro and Emily got the same idea. I mean, I hate that his wife has cancer, that absolutely sucks—but I thought my marriage was over."
"I think one cheater in the family is more than enough," she said. "Poor Nita."
****
I'll be damned if it didn't totally stop. Nita, I mean. She was like a different person—I guess not so surprising, given what she'd just been through. But she was grateful as hell to be at our house, and kept telling Shannon what a prize I was. She apologized to me about a million times, said she'd totally misjudged me, etc. etc. I finally told her fine, okay, she could knock it off.
But she still tried to be helpful, even do a little bit of the cooking and housework, after she started feeling better. Then once she got herself a bulldog lawyer who started gnawing on Alex's leg, she had access to some money and found herself a nice apartment while the divorce fireworks were going on. She and Shannon still got together all the time, but at least the two of us had the house to ourselves again.
That part was nice. Just me and Shannon—and a kind of second honeymoon, almost. Both of us more aware of what we had, how much we cared about one another. There's nothing like seeing a marriage explode into radioactive shrapnel to help you appreciate your own a lot more.
So there's a lot more smiling at our place, and a great deal more sex. I really just can't get enough of her, and she seems to feel the same way. It's like the early days, but even better, because we know each other so well. We've had lots of practice, if you know what I mean.
We found out four months later that Eric's wife is going to be okay. The guy's still a major dweeb, but I'm happy for them.
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ONE THURSDAY
"What the fuck, Nick?" Susan hissed. "Is this some sort of stupid fucking joke?"
She looked absolutely furious. We were sitting in the sun, outside a Starbucks in Dunlap, a couple of towns over, and fortunately the nearby tables were all empty.
I put my hands up in a placating gesture. "Susan, does it look like I'm joking? Is my face signaling 'oh boy, we're sure having fun here'?"
She just stared at me for a minute, gradually growing calmer, and paler. Finally she said, quietly, "how do you know?"
I told her what I knew--or the short version anyway. Then I played her a couple of minutes of the recording.
***** *****
TUESDAY, TWO DAYS EARLIER
You can't know how you'll react. I mean, how could you? If you got a phone call telling you your mom died of a heart attack, would you know what you'd do first? Or if you saw your kid get hit by a car? Jesus, I don't even want to think about it--but would you scream, or kill someone, or stand frozen? How can you know?
I can't say I was stunned, because I wasn't--not in the last couple of minutes before I found them. I pulled onto Appletree Court, planning on making a quick stop to grab a folder I'd left by mistake in my home office. It was just before noon, and I was idly thinking of stopping by the Indian place on Cheviot Road on my way back to work.
I left my car on the street, not bothering with the garage. As I approached the front door I suddenly felt strange--almost like a weird shiver--and instead of just coming right in, I unlocked and opened the door quietly, and stood in the hall for a moment listening. Fuck.
The sounds of sex, from upstairs. It had to be Renee, though she told me she was subbing that day--she's a substitute teacher in New Baltimore, a couple of days a week.
I took my shoes off and walked quietly up the carpeted steps, down the hall, to the edge of the guest bedroom. The door was open and I carefully took a quick peek. Renee was riding the guy, her back to me, making a lot of noise--though no more than she ever made with me.
I didn't shout. I didn't cry, or curse, or run into the room hitting anyone. I stood in the hall, frozen, for maybe a minute.
"Come on, FUCK me, I'm almost there!" Renee's voice, harsher than usual, the way she occasionally sounded with me when she was about to cum. All I could hear from the guy underneath her was grunting.
I just fucking stood there. And then I walked quickly, quietly, down the hall to my office. I got the recorder I use to dictate memos with, turned it on, and carefully concealed it on the top of the hall table next to the guest room. Then I retrieved the file I'd come home for and left the house. They never knew I was there.
I looked in the garage before I left. Renee's car was there, and so was a blue Camry that belonged to Danny and Susan, a couple in the neighborhood who had been part of our friends group when our kids were all in pre-school together.
So Renee had opened the garage door, let him in and closed it again. This wasn't their first time doing this.
*****
I wasn't even angry, that's the crazy thing. Or I should say, I wasn't angry YET. I had my lunch at the Indian restaurant pretty much without tasting it, and then I went back and had a productive afternoon at the office--wrapped up two pre-trial motions and prepared for a big deposition coming up next week. How does that make any fucking sense?
I guess I just shoved it way, way down somewhere--the ultimate act of compartmentalizing. I needed to know more about what was going on, besides the obvious, and I somehow stowed away the rage and the sadness in the basement somewhere, letting it sit until I had time to deal with it.
When I came in the door I could see Vera and Ben on the swings in the backyard, and Renee stuck her head out of the kitchen to smile at me.
"Hi, honey!" She was wearing the kind of outfit she always wore to teach in, an ordinary skirt and blouse, and she had on a colorful apron we got in Mexico.
Almost in a fog, I came in and gave her the usual hug and kiss, nothing more and nothing less, and she did the same. She was cheerful and pleasant. She was almost normal--almost. There was the tiniest bit of tension there, which I never would have noticed if I hadn't been looking closely.
"The kids really wanted tacos tonight--they'll be ready in about ten minutes, if you want to go play with them for a bit first."
Her warmth, the utterly typical affection I could feel coming from her, absolutely numbed me. Though I guess I was numb already. I went and played with the kids, pushing them higher, enjoying their screams; and then we came in and had the most normal family dinner you could possibly have. I cleaned up the kitchen while Renee got the kids in and out of the tub and into their pajamas, and we watched one of their animated movies for a while, and then we tucked them into bed. A typical night at the Randall house, like hundreds of nights before it.
And as I came out of Ben's room I suddenly, absolutely couldn't stand it. I could not imagine spending the evening with Renee, watching TV or talking or, God forbid, in bed together.
"I'm sorry, honey," I said, before she could even speak. "The Connors deposition got moved up to tomorrow and I'm going to need a couple of hours going over it tonight."
"No problem, Nick," she said, and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "I'm going to finish bingeing that medieval France show. Don't work too late!"
I waited in my office, surfing the Net idly until I was sure she'd be asleep. Do you have any idea how many cute cat videos there are on there? Jesus Christ, some people really have too much time on their hands.
Then I retrieved my recorder, took it back to my office, plugged in my headphones, and listened. To all 46 minutes. Well, three hours actually, but after 46 minutes there was nothing else on the recording.
First there was grunting and groaning, the sounds of sex I'd already had the pleasure of hearing. Then some sighs, and relaxed breathing. The conversation didn't start until a couple of minutes later.
"Jesus, that was nice." Renee's voice, deep and relaxed, the way she is after sex.
"You are so fucking hot, Renee. It just keeps getting better and better. Nick is one lucky son of a bitch."
"Stop it, Danny." I heard a sound that might have been her lightly slapping him. "I don't want to talk about him--do I have to keep saying it?"
"Okay, okay, sorry babe." Another couple of minutes of silence. Then:
"You know what would be great? A real turn-on, actually. How about if we try cutting them off? You know, maybe not completely, but throttle back a bit at home?"
"Wait, what?" Sounds of Renee moving in bed, maybe sitting up.
"Yeah," said Danny. "I think it would be kind of hot. Me knowing that Nick is getting less of you, while I'm picking up the slack. And I would do the same thing with Susan, you know--slow the sex back down to every week or so.
"We wouldn't stop completely, that might make them suspicious. But less for them, and more for us?" He laughed. "That would be hot as fuck!"
"Danny," she said, her voice tight. I could hear the anger. "Listen to me. I love my husband, and I'm not going to deny him sex just to play some stupid little fucking game with you. Just so you can feel even better about yourself, getting something over on him."
She seemed to be out of bed now, walking around, maybe picking up her clothes.
"I already feel guilty enough, knowing how much he loves me. How much he trusts me. Fuck!" She hissed it, loud enough that it startled me, listening there in my office.
"You know, maybe it's time to just call it quits with ... with whatever this is. I love Nick and I don't love you, and this was never going to be anything but a little nasty fun on the side. I think we're finished."
"Babe, babe, hang on." Danny's voice was smooth, calming. The asshole. "Okay, it was a bad idea. Just drop it. Let's just keep on as we are. It's been great, hasn't it?"
"You know what, Danny? No. I'm done. It was hot and it was fun, but we're done. I don't feel good about lying to Nick and lying to Susan; I'm ready to be his faithful wife again, and her friend. Do you want coffee?"
And with that she must have swept out of the room, with him left behind still remonstrating with her. He followed her downstairs, and I heard another 20 minutes or more of discussion in the kitchen, without being able to hear what was said.
Finally there were sounds of doors opening and closing--twice--and then nothing. Silence.
***** *****
THURSDAY
I turned off the recorder and we just sat. Quietly, in the sun.
"That FUCKER." Susan was hissing. "That ASSHOLE, that BASTARD."
She looked at me, quite seriously. "Nick, will you come over and hold him down while I cut his balls off?"
I laughed out loud. Surely the first time I'd laughed in the last three days, or even smiled. Susan and I had always been better friends than Danny and I were; I enjoyed her cheerfulness and her humor, a little sarcastic but playful, not unkind. Danny always struck me as something of an egocentric jerk--even before all this.
"I'm tempted, Susan, but I'm not sure it's the most practical solution."
"Practical, fuck--why does he deserve to continue walking the earth with his testicles attached?" She was crying, but laughing at the same time. She was gutted, just like I'd been since Tuesday, but she was being fierce and funny about it at the same time. I admired her.
"Jesus, Nick, what are we going to do? What are YOU going to do? You've had a couple of days to deal with this shitty thing."
"I have a few ideas," I said. "But first I want to know if it's really over. That would make a difference to me--how much, I don't know."
She nodded. "How are you going to do that, though?"
I said, "I've got a tap on the phone, and recorders in our kitchen and upstairs. They can't meet at your place, so I figure whatever goes on will be at our house."
Susan nodded again. She ran her small textile import business from home, so our adulterous spouses wouldn't go there.
"Let's meet here again in a week. I'm going to pretend I don't know a thing--it won't be easy, but I want to know if the bitch is really calling it off. After that, we can figure out what we want to do, okay?"
She said, slowly, "Yeah, I guess that'll work. I'm going to have a hard time not kicking him in the balls the minute he walks in the door, though." She laughed, a little bitterly, and said, "I'm not sure I'm as good an actor as you are, Nick."
"Just try, if you can. Right now at least we know what's going on, and they don't know we know. Advantage, Nick and Susan."
***** *****
THURSDAY, THE NEXT WEEK
Susan and I hugged, and sat down with our coffees. Her face was drawn, tight, and I supposed I looked pretty much the same.
"They're done," I said right away. No need to make her wait to hear it.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, she called him Friday at work, said that was it, don't bother her again."
She sat back in her chair, digesting that. "And he fought her, I assume?"
I laughed. "Oh yeah. Said it was the most wonderful sex ever, blah blah blah. Kept telling her we'd never know. Apologized again for that 'cutting them off' stuff. But she wasn't having any of it. The conversation only lasted about three minutes.
"And here's the crazy thing." I leaned forward. "She actually confessed to me."
"Wait a minute--really?" She laughed harshly. "That fucking bitch. I guess better late than never, right?"
She thought for a minute. "Danny certainly never breathed a word to me, that asshole. What did she say?"
"It was two nights ago. She'd been strange all weekend--quiet, you know, but also more affectionate than usual. Little touches on the shoulder as she passed me, a quick hug and kiss after I did something like unload the dishwasher.
"And then Tuesday night I came home and she'd made chicken Sorrento--she makes it like twice a year 'cause she knows I love it, it's my favorite thing she cooks. And she bathed the kids early and got them into bed--and then made clear we were headed to the bedroom.
"I wasn't really sure what I wanted to do, you know? I hadn't touched her--well, had sex with her, since...since last Tuesday, when I found out. So it was a week, which is longer than usual for us.
"So we made love--or fucked, I'm not actually sure which. Maybe she did one and I did the other. And after we finished she just clung to me, tight, kissing my neck and saying "love you" over and over. And after a few minutes she just shuddered, and burst into tears, and said "we have to talk."
I paused for a minute, and pulled out my recorder, setting it on the table.
"Here's just a little of it--I told you I had a recorder in the bedroom."
*****
There were sounds of bedclothes shifting, and Renee's weeping.
She said, "Nick, I fucked up. I (gulping), I did the worst thing I could do, the worst thing I could ever do--and you're gonna hate me." She started to cry harder.
"And it's all my fault, and you're gonna throw me the fuck out--and I deserve it!"
More noises of her snuffling, blowing her nose--and then:
"I had a stupid, cheap, fucking affair with Danny Rudenko. We fucked four times. It started about three weeks ago--and it's over now. I told him to leave me the fuck alone."
More silence, more snuffling. "It was cheap and selfish, and I just can't believe I did it. I look at myself in the mirror and ask 'how did I turn into a selfish, dishonest, cheating bitch?'"
Then my voice: "Did you fuck him here? In our bed?"
"Yes," she said, in a strangled voice. "Susan works at home, so we couldn't do it there."
More sobbing, and then the sounds of me getting up, getting dressed, and walking out of the room.
*****
"That's enough to give you the idea. I went back in a couple of hours later, she was still awake, looking miserable, and she told me the rest. How it started, the whole stupid flirtation bullshit--and the part about cutting us off.
"She said that's actually what woke her up, got her head out of her ass. She said she realized what a sleazeball he was, and suddenly she was disgusted with herself. She threw him out--and then spent a week tearing herself to pieces, gearing up for telling me the story."
Susan I sat awhile after that, just sipping our coffee, thinking about things. It felt good actually, sort of comforting. I hoped it felt that way for her too.
Before we got up to leave she asked, "and what now? What are you going to do about her, the fucking cunt?"
I grimaced. "Please don't be mad at me. We're going to see if we can maybe work it out. We have an appointment with a counselor next week."
Susan just raised her eyebrows. I said, "I know. I know, believe me. But you didn't see her, Susan--she is as miserable as a person could be. I don't know if I'll ever be able to trust her; but I think she'd cut her own arm off before she ever did something like this again. We both love the kids, and fuck if I'm willing to be an every-other-weekend dad.
"So we're going to try."
I waited, and then said, "and what about you?"
"This is it--he's done. It's actually not the first time; he had a brief thing with some bitch in his office. There's a secretary there who's a friend of mine, and she let me know about it. I confronted him before he'd screwed her more than a couple of times--and he was so apologetic, you know? Fell all over himself telling me how awful he felt, how sorry he was? Couldn't do enough for me for a few months: a vacation to the Caribbean without the kids, a new car, taking on more of the load at home, you name it.
"I should have fucking thrown him out then, but I was scared, you know? Emma and Alice were only 5 and 3, and being a single mom terrified me. So I let him win me back--I guess. I mean, he never really did; I've never trusted him since then, or fully let down my guard. Always waiting for the other fucking shoe to drop."
"I'm so sorry," I said, and then we sat some more. The sun felt nice.
"Okay then," I said, leaning forward. "If you're sure you're done with that asshole, then I have a couple of ideas. Renee and I talked about them. She wasn't so happy about them, but fuck her, right? She's in no position to bitch."
I filled Susan in on my plans the for the next couple of weeks, and was pleased to see her stiff face relax into a broad smile--almost a smirk.
***** *****
THE NEXT THURSDAY
She couldn't even wait until we sat down--Susan started babbling at me right away.
"Fuck, Nick, but I enjoyed that. Seeing the look on her face, wondering if I was going to haul off and paste her right in the chops."
We got settled in--I'd gotten us a couple of muffins to go with the coffee--and I gestured to her to continue. I knew most of it already, or at least Renee had told me about it from her side, but Susan clearly wanted to share it all.
"She turned up Monday at 10:00, right as planned--and of course she already knew that I'd heard about it from you, so she was spared having to confess. But she still looked like shit--like a 2nd-grader sent to the Principal's office or something.
"She started to say, 'Susan, I--' but I stopped her. I said, 'not a word,' and turned my back and led her into the kitchen. We sat there and I just looked at her for a while. Obviously I didn't offer her coffee or anything, the bitch. She just looked at the floor.
"Finally I said, 'okay, go ahead.'
"She started crying right away, before she even opened her mouth. She said something like, 'Susan I'm so sorry--this is so awful, I was so awful, and I....' And then she just sobbed a while, couldn't say another word, still looking down.
"Finally she got it together a little, looked at me. She said, 'I know I don't deserve your forgiveness, and I don't expect it. But I apologize, from the bottom of my heart. I apologized to Nick and I apologize to you. Danny and I were--no, fuck that. His part is on him. I was selfish and stupid. I stopped thinking about you, and about Nick, and about anything but my own, fucking, adolescent ego. It was the worst thing I have ever done, in my whole goddamn life.'
"It was a lot less coherent than that, Nick, but you get the idea. She managed a few more sentences, more of the same, you know. And then we sat for a while. She went back to staring at the floor."
Susan looked at me, almost challengingly. "And I have to say I enjoyed it, somehow. I'm still pissed as fuck at her, of course--but she was absolutely miserable, and we both knew she deserved every bit of it, and seeing her that way helped--just a little, you know?"
I nodded. "Believe me, Susan, I get it," I said. I'd also enjoyed Renee's misery a bit, over the past days. It didn't make my own fury go away, but it helped.
"So we sat in silence a couple more minutes," Susan continued, "and then I said, 'okay Renee, you can go now.'
"I walked her to the door, and as she was about to leave I said, 'we will never be friends, you know that?' She just nodded, and mumbled something, and I went on, 'but I am going to be friends with Nick. Any kind of friends I want to be.'
"She glanced up at me, a little alarmed, and I just gave her my best nasty smile, and shoved her out the door. And then I went back inside and had a really big piece of that great chocolate layer cake from La Boulangerie."
I laughed. " 'Any kind of friends,' huh? I'm sure that got to her."
Susan and I knew that any sort of revenge fuck was off the table. We didn't feel that way about each other, though I liked her a lot. The prospect of continuing to hang with her, just as friends, actually made me smile.
So then I said, "well, I guess we're ready for the grand finale then, right? Next week, right here? I'm actually amazed you've been able to play the game for so long, Susan--I'm not sure I could have managed it."



"Yeah, well," she growled, "I needed to see the lawyer, get all that shit started. And lying to him for three straight weeks, keeping a fucking smile pasted on my face? I kind of enjoyed it, knowing that the baseball bat was swinging towards his head."
She leaned forward. "Thank you so much, Nick. Thank you for letting me know, for keeping me in the loop--" She squeezed my hand. "For being a good friend, when God knows I've really needed one."
"Back atcha," I said. "Co-conspiring with you has been pretty much the best part of all this crap, actually. 'Every cloud has a silver lining,' right?" I gave her my best shit-eating grin, and she cracked up.
We talked a little more. She asked about the first session Renee and I had with the counselor, which had gone okay. Pretty much as expected.
"I still can't believe you're giving her another chance, Nick."
"Considering it--considering giving her another chance. There's a big difference. Believe me, Susan, she knows she's on thin ice. But the confession made a difference, and how she's been since then. And, like I said: becoming a part-time weekend dad? No fucking way, except as an absolute last resort.
"For you I think it's clearer, which is a good thing. Danny is a two-time loser--at least. And he makes good money, half of which will soon be yours. And oh my God, Susan, when you get out there again, guys are going to be all over you. 'Like white on rice,' I believe is the expression?"
Susan gave me a big smile and batted me on the arm, telling me what a bullshitter I was--but I knew she liked hearing it. And it was true: she was great-looking, and thoughtful, and funny as hell, and smart. She'd have plenty of guys interested, once the word got out.
***** *****
ONE MORE THURSDAY
We had it all choreographed. Susan was sitting alone at the round table outside, with a coffee for her and one for Danny, when he strolled up with a happy smile on his face.
"This is so nice, babe," he said. "A little day-time getaway from work, I love it! What's the occasion? Is something special going on?"
He sat down, and he never saw us coming. Not until Renee was sitting on one side of the table and I was on the other, between him and Susan. With poker faces. Each of us holding a manila envelope.
He tried to bluff it, I'll give him credit. His face tightened up and his eyes got real wide, just for a second; and then he managed a nice smile and said, "well hey, look who's here? Hi guys, what a nice surprise!"
Thinking back, maybe the next bit was my favorite part. When we all sat there, silently, no smile, just staring at him. Watching him try to figure out what was going on, who knew what, how he could possibly play it.
He knew he couldn't let the silence go on too long. He said, "are you guys playing hooky too? Is it somebody's birthday or something?"
We just stared back at him, letting him squirm. Fuck I was enjoying this.
He tried again. "Can I get you guys some coffee or something? Nick you like yours black, right?"
He started to get up and Susan said, "sit down, asshole." Ice-cold, not a bit of feeling in it.
Danny froze, staring at her, and then he sat back down, slowly, uncertainly.
"Susan, honey," he started again, slowly. "Is something--"
"Just shut the fuck up, okay?" she snapped. "This is going to be a short conversation. We're going to talk and you're going to listen. And then you're going to stand up and walk away, and I don't care if you go straight to hell."
"Susan, is there something--"
"STOP!!" she yelled. He stopped. People at the other tables turned their heads for a moment, looking at Susan. She looked at me.
"Danny," I said, "everybody at this table knows what you did. What you and Renee did, and what you did before that."
He glanced quickly at Renee, alarmed. She just glared back at him.
I handed him my envelope. "These are divorce papers. Find a lawyer. Susan is divorcing your cheating ass. The locks have been changed on the house and your stuff is in the garage. We helped Susan move it this morning."
Before he could say a word Renee gave him the other envelope. "This is a copy of your pre-nup. It's all going to be fast, easy, and civilized. You'll also find in there a photo of your father-in-law, holding his favorite Winchester rifle. I believe he's expressed some interest in showing you how it works, if there are any 'complications'."
"Wait a minute, I--you can't--" Danny was sputtering. We just watched him.
After a moment he turned to Susan, his face contorting into an attempt at apology.
"Susan, honey, I'm so--I mean, I know it was terrible, but--"
She jumped to her feet, grabbed her coffee, and pretended to dump it on him. He flinched. Then she said, "goodbye Danny," and walked away. She didn't look back.
***** *****
ONE LAST THURSDAY
Susan smiled broadly at me when I said, "I really liked Andrei."
We'd had dinner earlier that week, the three of us. Susan had started dating Andrei about four months earlier, and things seemed to be going well.
"He really liked you as well. He thought you were smart, and funny--good company."
She sipped her coffee. "When I told him the whole story ahead of time--about Renee and Danny, and everything--he absolutely couldn't believe you guys were still together. He said, 'Nick is a better man than I could ever be.' "
I laughed. "I don't know about that. She is still fucking killing herself to make it up to me, you know? Nearly a year. Back-rubs, weekends away without the kids, nice dinners, a couple of pairs of Reds tickets..."
I got serious for a minute. "It hurt like a son-of-a-bitch, Susan. You know that--I hardly need to tell you.
"But it hurts less all the time. And if we don't have the marriage we once had, we still have something pretty good. Maybe getting a little better. And I'm still in the house with Vera and Ben."
Leaning forward I said, "how are your girls doing?"
"They're okay. I'm a little surprised it hasn't caused more problems. They don't talk about him much. The other night at dinner Emma said, 'it's funny, mom. I still love Daddy, but I don't actually miss him that much. I mean, we see him every week or so, and that's fine...but I don't really miss him being HERE. In the house with us.'
"I looked over at Alice and she was just nodding her head, like, 'yeah, that's about right.' So I guess, you know, I'm not looking for problems where there don't seem to be any."
We sat together a while longer, in the sun, just chatting. Enjoying our coffees. When Susan was about ready to go she said, "thank you, Nick--again. I really mean it, for everything. For going through this with me, for being my friend...for all of it."
"I feel the same way, Susan. We both got those fucking lemons dumped on our heads, and together we made some half-decent lemonade out of 'em."
I raised my coffee cup to her, laughing. "Here's to lemonade!"
She laughed too, and touched her cup to mine. "Here's to lemonade."



        

  
    All's Well that Ends Well?
  
  All's Well that Ends Well?

        Wife needs to do some sexual exploring.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/alls-well-that-ends-well-1

Title: All's Well that Ends Well?

Author: ohio

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Wife needs to do some sexual exploring.

Tags: cheating, cheating wife, opening the marriage, marissa




PART 1
I could tell something was on Marissa's mind as soon as I came in the door. "Hi sweetheart," she called from the kitchen, turning and giving me a big kiss as soon as I put my briefcase down. But she looked a little flushed and she turned away from me without ever quite looking me in the eye.
All through dinner, as she chattered away about her day, or listened to me sharing the latest gossip from my office, there was a nervous edge that was hard to miss. Marissa and I had been married more than four years, and I knew her well enough to know that something was up.
After dinner she brought me a second cup of coffee, then sat across the table with an earnest look on her face. "Honey, can I talk to you about something?"
I nodded and she said, "I need to ask you to do our 'thinking thing,' okay? Don't respond right away."
What she meant by our 'thinking thing' was something we'd learned during a counseling session we had, a few months before we got married. Both Marissa and I were a bit impulsive; we tended to react quickly and, at times, get mad quickly. Our courtship was passionate but full of arguments, some of them nasty ones. We finally decided that if our relationship was going to survive, we'd need some help. Our counselor, Dan Ellman, taught us to "take a moment": when we were angry, just sit back and wait, think for a few moments, before bursting out with an enraged response. Sometimes the 'thinking' lasted just a couple of minutes; at other times one of us would wait until the next day to reply.
He also taught us both to ask the question of ourselves, when we were angry, "What's more important? The thing you're fighting about right now, or the person you care about so much?" And of course, we both could see that the answer was always "the person." It may sound hokey, but these tricks had helped us a lot.
So I said, "Okay, Mare--tell me what's on your mind, and I'll think before I say anything."
She leaned forward and took my hand. "First, Simon, this is the most important thing. Don't EVER forget this. I love you, more than I've ever loved anyone. I love being your wife, and I will never ever leave you, okay?"
Jesus--THAT sounded alarming! But she pressed right on. "I've been feeling--thinking that--shit, I don't know how to say it. I've been feeling, uh, frustrated about our sex life, and--"
"YOU'VE been feeling frustrated? Wait just one minute, I--"
"Simon!" Her voice was sharp. "The 'thinking game,' right? You promised. This won't be easy, but please--sit and listen, and give me a chance."
"Sorry, you're right. I'll shut up," I said, swallowing my angry words.
"Honey," she said more quietly, "I know a lot of it is my fault; I know I'm not always as open or receptive as you want me to be."
I kept my mouth shut, but barely. Goddam right a lot of it was her fault! I loved Marissa with all my heart, and I never regretted marrying her; but our sex life was on the disappointing side of ordinary. She didn't want sex more than about once every ten days, and I had to work hard at it to get her up to once a week. Just as bad, she was firmly vanilla: I got a blow job twice a year, on our anniversary and my birthday, and even then she did it reluctantly and managed to make me feel thoroughly guilty about it.
She was equally reluctant to let me go down on her, which I would have loved to do at least three times a week. She'd either flatly refuse, or make me feel like I was mildly perverted for doing it. She'd never let me go on long enough to bring her to an orgasm; and then she'd never let me kiss her afterwards, claiming it was disgusting.
Look--as any happily married man knows (and probably the unhappy ones too), it's not all about sex. I loved my life with Marissa: her beauty, her great sense of fun and adventure (just not in the bedroom!), her loyalty and devotion to me, her kindness. Yes, I wanted more and better sex; but I understood that it just wasn't in the cards. And on balance, the deal I had was more than worth it, even if I jacked off to porn in my study a lot more than I wanted to, and fucked my wife a lot less.
So I sat and listened as she continued--and I didn't much like what I heard.
"I know I've always been a goody-two-shoes about sex, Simon. Hell, you know my mom, so it's not hard to figure out where I got it from.
"But lately, I've--I don't know, been feeling restless, not horny exactly but...something. Like needing to try something, get out of the rut we're in. Or the rut I'M in. I know it partly has to do with hanging out with Sherry and Susie and the others."
About a year earlier, Marissa moved to a new real estate firm, where she sold residential properties. There was a lively group of women there and in no time she had a new group of friends. They got in the habit of going out for a regular Friday happy hour, which seemed like the highlight of Marissa's week. I knew the women slightly--some were married, two divorced and two others single.
"Anyway, Simon, I--" She stopped, looking at me to make sure I wasn't about to yell at her.
"I don't want you to think this comes from them, because it doesn't. Although talking with them about, you know, sex, plays a part in it.
"What it is, is--Simon, I want to try to open up our sex lives a little. I want to try a little experimenting with other men, and I want to bring the excitement home to you and make our sex life together as great as it can be."
She stopped, no doubt waiting for my explosion. I opened my mouth to shout--then managed to shut it again. I'd promised to just listen and that's what I was going to do, though my blood was pumping furiously through my veins.
"I'm not talking about an affair, nothing like that. Just casual, no-strings sex with a few other men. One-night stands. Or maybe, if I find somebody I like, two or three times. But no romance, no commitment, nothing that could ever be a threat to what you and I have. I adore you! And remember the first thing I said: I LOVE YOU, totally, and I'm never going to stop being your loving wife.
"I think I could loosen up a bit this way, in a way I've never been able to do with you. And I think we'll both get the benefit of it. Baby, this isn't something for me alone--I know you're disappointed in our sex life and I want to put a charge into it."
She stopped, watching me warily. She actually seemed amazed that I wasn't tearing into her, or even stomping out of the room.
"One more thing--this isn't about cutting you off or anything crazy like that. We'll have at least as much sex as we do now. More, probably, because I think this is going to get me really revved-up. That's the point. I want to have more fun with sex, more fun with you. I love you, Simon!"
She squeezed my hand, and then sat back. She looked nervous and sort of exhausted, like she'd just hiked up a steep hill.
Silence. Then finally I said, "Okay, Mare. I think I better do quite a bit of thinking before I reply. Tomorrow after dinner, all right?" And without waiting for her answer I stood up and left the kitchen.
********
I sat in my study with the door closed for nearly three hours. Shocked, really. I loved Mare, but I would never have expected her to approach me about fucking other guys! I actually expected we'd live together our whole lives--with a boring sex life, but happily.
I knew that her "gang of six" from the office had something to do with this. Sherry and Susie in particular were pretty round-heeled. Sherry was single and seemed to go through boyfriends like Kleenex; Susie had been divorced twice, and the word was she'd been caught cheating both times. It wasn't hard to imagine their filling Marissa's head with the joys of new cocks.
You might think that my first thought would be an enraged "No fuckin' way--my wife is not going to make me a cuckold! You want to go that way, there's the door, bitch!"
And in fact that was my first thought; it was pretty much all I could think about for the first hour or so, until I started to calm down.
As I grew calmer, I had a few more rational thoughts. One was that I certainly liked the possibility of Marissa becoming a more open sexual partner. I liked the idea of sex more than once every 7-10 days, and oral as a regular part of the menu. I'd like to see her in sexy stockings or a bustier occasionally, and maybe to play with a sex toy once in a while.
I also believed Marissa that it would be "just sex" with the other men. At least, I believed that SHE believed that. But whether it would stay that way was an open question. What if she and some guy really hit it off? What if the sex was fabulous, mind-blowing? What if some great-looking guy decided she was the girl for him and put on a full-court press?
And I had another thought, somewhere in there: about Diana. Diana my boss's assistant--Diana, the 24-year with the long dark hair who flirted with me pretty much every time she saw me. Who liked to tell me she was between boyfriends, and sure wished I was available. Did Marissa's plan include me going out and getting some fresh pussy while she was trying on some new cocks?
I would absolutely never have touched her, or any other woman for that matter. Marriage meant faithfulness to me, period. But what Marissa had asked me pretty much blew up all my previous thoughts about what our marriage was going to be.
By the time I finally left the study and went to bed, Marissa was asleep. I'd sat up until well after 11:30 making plans. One thing was for sure: the unquestioned trust I'd had in my wife was now a thing of the past. Whatever we did or didn't agree to do, going forward, I was going to be a far more watchful husband than I had ever been before.
********
In the morning we had a slightly tense breakfast; I played it cool, sticking to neutral subjects, while Mare kept watching me, alert to any signs of how I was thinking, wondering if an explosion was coming.
I grabbed my bag, said, "See you tonight, honey!" in a cheerful voice, gave her my usual kiss--nothing more, nothing less--and headed to work.
My best friend from college, Rodney Dart, was a security consultant for one of the big oil companies in town. I took him out for a long lunch, explained about the Molotov cocktail Marissa had just tossed into my marriage, and begged for his help. I also gave him my keys: to the house, and my extra set to Marissa's car.
By the time I got home, extra-early to be sure I'd be there before Marissa, his guys had done their work. There were mini-microphones hidden in every room, linked to a recorder in the basement, and a tap on the phone. There was also supposed to be a recorder under the seat of Marissa's car--I'd check that later. Just as promised, my keys were under the mat on the back deck.
I decided on the spur of the moment I'd wait another day to talk to Marissa about her "plan." Frankly, I hoped I'd get something from the recorders to give me a better sense of what was in her mind. She had to know I'd be furious, at least at first. I couldn't help guessing that her friends had filled her head with stories about the joys of casual sex.
When Mare and I were at dinner I kept things light, as if there was no elephant in the room.
Finally she looked at me and said, "Honey, are you--are you ready to talk about what I said last night?"
"Mare, you were right to remind me about the 'thinking game,' and frankly I'm not ready yet to talk to you. That was a pretty big shock you laid on me, and I don't want to say something I'll regret."
She came to me and sat down on my lap, curling her arms around me. "Okay, I guess. But I don't want you EVER to forget the biggest thing of all, okay?"
I smiled and kissed her. "I know: you love me. No, you LOVE me. Right?"
She laughed and kissed me back. "Right. You and only you. And we are going to be together forever. Now come with me."
Smiling, she pulled me by the hand into the bedroom, sat me down on the side of the bed, and started taking my clothes off, interrupting her actions for some loving kisses. The sex that followed was a little less vanilla than usual: without my even asking Marissa kneeled between my legs and blew me for several minutes, taking her time more than ever before, even licking my balls briefly.
She didn't let me finish in her mouth, but that was all right; instead she climbed up on me cowgirl-style and rode me, letting me caress and pinch her breasts for a while until she fell forward with her head on my shoulder and fucked me hard. It was some of the best sex we'd had in a while.
When it was over and we were cuddling together, half-watching an old "Law & Order" rerun, I felt a tiny bit calmer. I knew that reassuring me was a big part of why Marissa had gone all out (or at least all out by her standards)--but that didn't mean it didn't work, at least up to a point.
But it didn't stop me from doing what I'd planned to do, late the next morning. I took a long lunch from work. First I drove over to Marissa's office parking lot. Making sure I couldn't be seen from her office, I took the flash drive from the recorder under her front seat and replaced it with a blank one. Then I drove home, got the recordings from the basement, and headed back to work. I figured there was a good chance Mare might have called one of her buddies, either from the house or from her car, and I needed to know if there was anything she hadn't yet told me.
********
There was. Quite a bit in fact. I heard a ten-minute call she made to Sherrie from the house after I left for work, and then a shorter one from the car to Susie. And the long and the short of it was that Marissa's "new cocks" plan was quite a bit further along than she'd bothered to share with me.
To be exact, it was precisely two cocks further along.
PART TWO
All of a sudden everything was different. I still loved Mare--at least I thought I did--but I didn't trust her anymore. It's one thing to come to your husband and say, "Honey, we need to charge things up--could we talk about me having sex with other men?" That's a lot to lay on a guy, but at least it's honest. And it leaves open the possibility of the husband saying, "fuck no--not on your life!"
But it's quite another thing to have that conversation when you've already begun your exploring, with the help of your slut friends. Mare had hooked up with two guys, both thanks to Sherrie who'd made the introductions. Mare had fucked them both, and given the second one a blow job. Seems the first guy was a selfish asshole who didn't take his time; Mare, being a nervous first-time adulteress, had hated it. But Sherrie had talked her into a second try, with Rowan, and that had been a big success. On the recordings I heard Mare giggle, telling Sherrie that Rowan had "rocked her world" and that she couldn't wait to do him again.
I was beyond livid. I spent the afternoon in my office with the door closed, ignoring calls and messages, occasionally cursing, thinking hard.
I knew that I could simply dump the fucking cunt. And that with the recordings in hand, a divorce would be no problem, on advantageous terms for me. The trouble was that I wasn't sure. I was too stunned to have any clear sense of what I wanted.
No, that's not true. I couldn't see past my immediate desire, which was to put the fucking fear of God into my whore of a wife. Who I still loved--worse luck for me.
And who clearly had been led down a particular garden path by some friends who had the world's worst judgment when it came to relationships.
So--as they say, one step at a time. No big decisions, just the small, immediate ones. I didn't have to figure out the next year or the next ten years of my life. Just what I was going to say to Marissa at dinner.
I decided to put all my rage and frustration aside. Or rather, since there's no way I could do that, at least to hide it. I'd try to be patient and thoughtful, and see what I could find out. I was going to do the world's best goddam acting job ever seen.
I left work a little early and surprised her at home with take-out Chinese, which was her favorite. I'd set the table and used the pretty napkins she liked, put out beer glasses, etc. Everything to set a warm, loving mood.
She thanked me with a big kiss and a hug and we enjoyed the dinner, smiling and holding hands a lot. I'm sure she wondered about what I'd have to say to her but was feeling good about the signals she was getting.
I led her into the living room after we cleaned up the kitchen, and we settled together on the couch. "Time for a talk, I guess--OK?"
She nodded, a big smile on her face. "Yes, Simon--and thank you for doing the 'thinking thing.' I know I must have really shocked you the other night, and maybe even worried you." She leaned forward. "But I want you to remember--"
I interrupted her. "I know, babe. You LOVE me, and you'll never leave me. Right?"
She nodded, and leaned over to kiss me, her arms around my neck. Then she sat back, looking happy and relaxed. (Maybe even a little smug?)
"Okay," I said, "mostly I have a lot of questions. As you can imagine, I've been doing a lot of thinking about this. So, first: is this 'experimenting' just for you? Or do I get to go out and have sex with other women?"
Silence. Mare looked uneasy. I couldn't believe this hadn't occurred to her, but she seemed totally buffaloed.
"I don't--wow, Simon. I don't know. I guess I, well--"
She leaned forward, earnestly. "I guess I thought that it was me that needed to do the exploring, to loosen up and open up sexually, so I'd be a better lover for you. We both know that I'm the more inhibited one."
This was certainly true.
"But is that really fair?" I pressed her. "For me to stay at home, or go bowling or whatever, while you're out having sex with other men? Would it be fair that I get less sex while you get more--plus the fun of trying out some new cocks?"
"But Simon," she said, clearly frustrated, "you'll be getting more sex too. I promise: this is really going to fire me up, and I'll want us to make love a lot more."
I smiled, as if this were just a friendly conversation. "But it would still be you getting more than me, right? I mean, all my sex would be with you, but in addition you'd be getting laid, what, 2 or 3 extra times a week?"
Somewhat testily she said, "No, it wouldn't be that often, probably. I really don't think you're focusing on the point, Simon. The POINT is that I need to open up sexually."
"And you can't or won't do it with me--yes, I get it, Mare. How about we try the 'thinking game' on this one, all right? I can tell you're getting upset, so let's just put this aside and come back to it when you're calmer."
She took a deep breath, then nodded. "Okay, yes--I'm sorry. You were so patient the other night; I'll try to calm down."
"Can I ask my other questions?" I said, and she nodded. The look in her eyes made clear she understood by now that this wasn't going to be a fun conversation.
"I know you said that the other guys were only going to be for sex, and only once or twice each. That they'd be no threat to us, to our marriage. But that doesn't mean I don't worry about it.
"I mean, what if you meet a guy and the sparks fly? What if he's a fantastic fuck, way better than me? What if somebody really rocks your world?"
Her eyes widened in alarm, as she heard me say the same words she used to describe Rowan to her friend Sherrie.
"Honey, it--" she stammered, looking hesitant. "It's not going to be like that, I promise. I love the way we make love, and nothing is going to change that. I mean, even if ... even if some other guy is, uh, good sexually, it'll still be just sex."
"Oh? And what if he's terrific? What if he gives you more pleasure, more orgasms, than I've ever managed? And your 2 or 3 times turns into 6 or 8, or 15, just because you're having such a good time."



"No, Simon." She struggled to regain control of the conversation. "It absolutely won't. I simply won't see anyone more than a few times."
"A few? The other day it was 'only once, or maybe 2 or 3 times.' How many is a few: 6, 10?"
"Baby, can you trust me on this one? I love you, and I'm simply not going to let anything jeopardize that."
"Okay," I said. "Speaking of trust. As you can guess, my absolute trust in you has been pretty shaken by all this. Despite all the 'LOVE you's.
"You're my wife and I need to be able to trust you completely--pure and simple, no exceptions. Otherwise, we don't have a marriage, or at least not one that I can be happy in.
"So, here goes. First, if I agree to what you're suggesting, will you promise to be completely honest with me?"
She smiled broadly. This was an easy one, and I could see her relax. "Yes, baby, of course."
"And you won't cheat on me--sleep with any men behind my back?"
"No, I promise."
"And you'll tell me the whole truth, and not conceal anything?"
"Of course, Simon."
"Okay then." I sat back, pretending to consider. Then I said, "But you know, I just asked you all those questions in the future tense. What about in the past and present?
"You know: have you been completely honest with me up to now? Have you slept with any men behind my back? Have you told me the whole truth?"
Her face froze. She grew pale as she looked at me. Again, I couldn't for the life of me imagine how she hadn't anticipated these questions. She looked utterly terrified.
I waited for nearly a minute, while she stared at me as though looking at a ghost. Finally I got up out of the chair. "Well--I guess I have my answer. It wasn't the answer I was hoping for, but..."
I was nearly out of the room when I heard her wail behind me. "No, Simon, please! I'll--don't go, let me--"
I turned around to see her sobbing, her face buried in her hands. I waited, leaning against the wall, until she started to calm down. It must have taken several minutes.
"I'm--I'm so sorry." She said quietly, through her hands. "I know I should have ... talked to you about it first, before I ... before I did anything with, you know--"
"Other men?" I said. "So you mean you've started on your fucking-around campaign already?" My voice was cold and harsh. I knew the answer, but I didn't want her to know about the recording devices.
She nodded. Still looking down, she said, "I knew I should have waited, should have had the conversation first, but Sherrie had these guys lined up, and I--"
She swallowed hard. "I just got excited."
I kept my eyes on her but didn't speak. If she had lied to me about the two guys she'd already fucked, our marriage was over. I'd decided that hours earlier. So inside I was feeling a tiny morsel of relief--along with a big churning wad of rage.
PART 3
"I'm not dead. Fuck off and leave me alone. When I'm ready I'll be in touch. And don't you even THINK about fucking anyone else if you have any hopes of staying married to me."
I re-read the text I'd just written, then hit Send. It was short and sweet, just what I was aiming for.
It was 36 hours after our last conversation. I'd walked out of the room, grabbed the suitcase I had packed earlier, and driven off to an AirBnb near work that I'd booked for a week.
In those 36 hours Marissa had sent me 30 or 40 texts, and called and left more than a dozen messages--but this was my first reply to her. She was clearly terrified, which was just fine with me. The fucking stupid bitch! Was this really the woman I'd loved so devotedly, so faithfully? The woman I thought I could count on to be on my side through life?
My week at the AirBnb turned into three weeks. I spent most of that time just going to work, coming back to the AirBnb, eating take-out, and thinking. I had a couple of long phone conversations with my big brother out in Oregon, and another one with my college friend Rodney. Both of them knew Marissa pretty well, both of them listened patiently and generously, and both let me rant and fume without jumping in too quickly with advice. I was really grateful to them.
My thoughts and feelings were all over the place, and I tried just to ride them out. Keeping a journal and writing in it every evening actually helped a lot, though I'd never done it before. I could look back over the pages and see the ebbs and flows of hatred, jealousy, and feelings of betrayal--as well as the love for Marissa that was still roiling me underneath. That shit doesn't go away instantly, no matter what anybody tells you.
She'd fucked up, and fucked me up and fucked us up, that was for sure. But she'd also made me feel happy and safe and loved for years, and that doesn't disappear overnight.
And so I reminded myself I didn't need to decide everything right away. One step at a time: decide about tomorrow, about the coming week. Let time do its thing.
At the end of the third week I sent her another text. "I'm coming back tomorrow night. You're moving into the guest room, at least for now. Get all your stuff out of our bedroom before dinner time tomorrow."
PART 4
The kids were all over me as soon as I got in the door, shouting and jumping. I could hear her in the kitchen, so I called out, "hey babe," and heard her reply. "Hi honey--dinner will be about 20 minutes, want to take the whirling dervishes outside?"
I chased them into the backyard and they jumped onto the swings. Carl was nearly six and Amy was 3 1/2, and they were both full of energy. I pushed them on the swings, kicked a soccer ball around with them, and generally tried to wear them out a little until it was time to eat.
Denise and I smiled at each other over the spaghetti and meatballs--it was hard to get a word in edgewise when the kids were in full flight: Carl wanted to tell us all about learning how to add, Amy played a kazoo for the first time in pre-school, the neighbors got a new dog so why couldn't we get one? Etc. etc.
After dinner, the usual: cleaning up the kitchen; getting two excited children into and out of the bathtub; pajamas, teeth brushed, two books and a made-up bedtime story each; and then, finally, blissful quiet. It was 8:45 pm.
I got the bottle of wine and two glasses, and met Denise in the living room. We sat quietly, her nestled into me on the sofa, for maybe ten minutes before either of us said a word.
After a while I said, "What a calm life we lead, right babe?" She just snorted. "Yeah, nothing to it. A piece of cake."
She kissed me and said, "I wouldn't want it any other way, though. I love you, and we both adore those two crazy monsters."
She rested her head on my shoulder and we sat quietly for a few more minutes, enjoying our wine.
Then she said, "Listen--I just bought a new nightie and I'm thinking, maybe it's a little too revealing. Could you come and take a look?"
I gave her a big grin. I said, "Let me just get the doors and the lights--and I'll be right up to help you with that, all right?" I happily watched her ass wiggle as she headed down the hall, giving me a little extra just for show.
Wait a minute, you're saying--Denise? Two kids? Did I miss something here?
Not at all. Ever hear the expression "older but wiser"? Well, you're looking at him.
Marissa and I tried to hold on for more than six months before I gave up. We went back to the counselor we'd seen before, Dan Ellman. We talked (God did we talk!) about what Marissa had done: her desire to expand the range of her sexual experience, how she'd fallen a bit too easily under the sway of her friends, Sherry in particular.
We talked and we talked; I listened and listened. I was back in the house again, and we were even having sex, sometimes. But it wasn't good. I wasn't comfortable, and I didn't feel safe. I was, at least some of the time, so angry I could hardly speak to her. We tried to live our normal lives, going out with friends, but even they could see something was off.
In the middle of one session, probably about the 30th by then, we were meeting twice a week, I just lost it.
"Sorry, sorry, I'm through listening, time for me to talk, okay?" Marissa looked at me, interrupted in full flow, talking for the umpteenth time about "her needs" and how "she realized she should have communicated better."
"I think I'm done--I think we're over." Marissa gasped, but Dan just looked at me without expression. I was pretty sure he had seen this coming for a while.
"Mare, you did something really selfish, really awful. You forgot that our first commitment was to each other, to protect each other, keep each other safe. You went out and fucked a couple of guys, because you wanted to. Because you'd come up with some bullshit reason to make it acceptable: 'opening up our sex life,' 'being a more satisfying wife for you,' all that shit.
"And you started in on it without thinking through all the things it might mean for our marriage--hell, without even telling me! To say the least, that wasn't living up to the commitment you made to me."
Tears were sliding down her cheeks, and she tried to break in. I put up a hand to stop her.
"I won't lie to you and tell you I don't love you any more. But I don't trust you any more, and six months of sitting here with Dan hasn't changed that. I need a wife who I absolutely KNOW will never put her needs or desires ahead of my feelings--or at least one who won't put a knife in me to get something she wants.
"And I'm sorry, I don't believe you can ever be that wife for me."
I turned to look at Dan. "Dan, I'll keep coming for a couple more sessions, if you think that would be helpful for Marissa and me to work through the break-up. But I'm going to file for divorce."
I looked back to Marissa, who was sobbing, staring at me entreatingly. "Sorry, Mare."
I stood and left the office.
*****
We did have a few more sessions, including one I had alone with Dan. I talked to him pretty frankly about how, with benefit of hindsight, Marissa just seemed emotionally immature to me--not malicious, just not fully able to see past what she wanted enough to understand how it would affect other people.
To my surprise, he agreed with me right away. "I wish it were different, Simon, but I think you're right. She's nearly 30, but in some ways she acts and thinks like a college kid. And when I see her alone I will be telling her that, straight on. She needs to do some growing up, to understand herself better, before she embarks on another important relationship."
God bless Dan Ellman, he got through to her--or at least enough that she stopped fighting me and let the divorce go through.
I had a little over a year of what I think of as the classic post-divorce bounce-back. First I sat around and drank a bit too much, brooded too much; then I turned it around, started working out again, and had some pretty meaningless one-night stands. I dated Diana from work for about six weeks and we had a lot of fun, both in and out of bed; but we both knew it was never going to be anything serious.
On a Saturday in January I woke up and surprised myself. Maybe I had had a dream, I don't know. I found myself thinking, "Okay, you're done with this shit. Casual sex was fun, but it wasn't for you, so no more. Let's get your head straightened out, figure out what makes you happy, then do that."
I decided I'd recommit to a simple project: having fun. I'd call my friends more, go out to the movies more, take more vacations. Worry less about women, and about sex. Let time do its thing.
And of course the universe promptly told me, "What the fuck do you know? Approximately nothing, that's what."
The next Wednesday I was meeting Rodney and his wife Alison for dinner. When I got to the restaurant it turned out we were going to be a foursome: Alison's cousin Denise had just gotten out of an unhappy relationship in Phoenix and moved here to take a new job. Rodney had said to his wife, "Hey, why not invite Denise to dinner with us? She and Simon might hit it off!"
We were married sixteen months later. Rodney was my best man, and Alison was the matron of honor.
And Marissa? I don't know much, really. She moved out to the West coast, and I heard she might have gotten married. I wish her well, but she isn't part of my life anymore.
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It was Susan's late shift at the hospital--she always worked until 8:30 pm on Wednesdays--so she wasn't surprised to find that Zach had already put the kids to bed. Irene was six, nearly seven, and Ben was four; their usual bedtime was around 7:30.
But she was surprised to find the table set with the good china, with two of their good wine glasses, and a bottle of the Pinot Noir they usually saved for holidays sitting open.
"Wow, Zach, this looks nice!" she said, giving him a quick kiss.
He smiled. "Go wash your hands, and peek in on the kids if you want, and I'll serve the dinner."
When she returned to the table she was still in her scrubs but thoroughly washed, her hair brushed back into a nice ponytail. Their plates were filled with lamb chops, baked potatoes, and asparagus. One of Susan's favorite meals.
"What's the occasion?" she asked. "I'm pretty sure it's not my birthday!"
Zach returned her smile. "No, but I'd like to talk a little after dinner, if you don't mind."
This made Susan a little nervous, but only a little. They poured some wine, touched glasses, drank a bit, and enjoyed their meal. Conversation was mostly about Irene and Ben, her day in the ICU, an upcoming contract Zach's colleagues were working on--he was in the educational software business.
As they cleared the table Susan's nervousness returned. Asking for "a talk" was not something Zach usually did; and she couldn't help thinking about her own "talk," already scheduled (in her mind) for the following night.
Zach had planned this Wednesday night on purpose, of course. It had to be tonight because Susan intended to "talk" to him on Thursday. Zach knew this because he'd been paying attention: checking her texts, noting the changes in her schedule, reading the emails between her and Rob from the hospital's Development office--on a secret SusieQ@gmail.com account she thought he didn't know about.
***** *****
Zach had never been a particularly suspicious person. He loved Susan and knew that she loved him. They both adored raising their kids, even with all the lack of sleep, loss of private time, constant mess in the house--everything that comes with being young parents. They snapped at one another occasionally, when someone was over-tired or momentarily frustrated, but there were surprisingly few real fights or long-lasting arguments.
But it had hit him hard to find that her phone's password had changed. It was about four weeks before the lamb chop dinner. While Susan was taking a shower, Zach idly grabbed her phone to check the weather for the upcoming weekend, and her password didn't work. It had always been his birthday with the numbers in reverse order; his phone had her birthday. Now that password left him locked out--he tried three times.
The very next morning Zach got some quiet advice from one of his colleagues, and came home with information about keyloggers. Late that night he got up and spent some time with Susan's laptop.
The next morning Zach took the kids to school as usual--Susan was always gone by 6:30 am except on Wednesdays. But then he called the office, said he'd be in a little late, and returned home to spend some time looking at Susan's computer.
In addition to all the contacts he knew about, Zach found a "Rob S." The text thread went back about ten days, and it was mildly flirtatious. Not appallingly so, not overtly sexual--but way beyond anything Zach could have imagined indulging in with someone other than his wife.
By the time of the lamb chop dinner, Zach had a clear picture. Rob had met Susan at the hospital, God knows how, and pursued her. First casually--a couple of "surprise" meetings in the cafeteria, lunches together. And then more seriously.
And, to say the least, Susan hadn't shut him down. "You were so bad today!" she wrote, adding a smiling wink emoji. "Don't you know I'm a happily married woman?" That was from about a week ago.
And his immediate answer was, "Even a happily married woman deserves a little fun in her life!" with a smiling purple devil.
"Not the kind of fun YOU have in mind!" with a smile and a zucchini. That was from Susan--at 1:30 the same night. She'd been waiting until Zach fell asleep, then climbing out of bed to email back and forth with Rob. They'd switched over from text messages by then, for no reason that Zach could figure.
Zach decided to bide his time--for a bit. He had absolutely no intention of letting this son-of-a-bitch fuck up his marriage; but he also didn't want to be a divorced dad seeing his kids a couple of days every month.
The guy hadn't fucked Susan yet, he knew that. They hadn't even kissed or made out, judging from the emails. But the plan was for a Friday night sleepover--after Susan gave Zach "the talk" on Thursday.
***** *****
Zach refilled their glasses and brought them into the living room. He handed Susan's to her and sat down across from her in an armchair. She was on the couch.
"Susan, what's the absolute worst thing I could do to you?" He said it calmly. No preamble, straight to it. He'd planned it that way.
Then, not letting her reply, and ignoring her shocked look, he went on. "I mean besides something unthinkable, like killing you, or hurting the kids, or robbing a bank. Ridiculous things. Besides that, what would be the worst?"
Zach watched her face--saw the concern, the confusion. The next few minutes would show him who he was married to, he was convinced. Was Susan a selfish monster, or did she have a conscience?
"God, honey, I--I don't know. I guess...betray me? Abandon me, run off with another woman?" This was the best Susan could come up with. She'd been blindsided by his question, and all too aware of what she and Rob had been planning.
"Okay, I can see that." Zach was still calm, conversational. "Running off with someone and leaving you behind, that would be pretty awful.
"But what if it were just temporary--just an overnight, say? I tell you I'm going out on a date with someone, maybe a client I've met at work. No strings, no commitment, just sex; and then I come back to you, good as new. Would that be as bad?"
Susan burst into tears. She buried her face in her hands, sobbing. It was no longer possible to pretend, even to herself, that Zach didn't know about her and Rob, and their plans for that very weekend.
"Well, Susan? I'd like an answer, please." He still spoke quietly, but Susan could tell how furious he was. She glanced at him and he was practically vibrating with rage.
"Yes, Zach--that would still be bad. It would be horrible; I'd be devastated." She hiccupped, and wiped her tears off her face with her fingers.
"Tell me, please," he said. "Why would it be so bad?" He was not going to let her off the hook.
Susan's head was swimming. She got up and started walking around the room, trying to pull her thoughts together.
She turned back to him, a bleak expression on her face. "Okay, yes--I owe you an honest answer. Just, just give me a minute."
She went back to the couch and sat down, her eyes on the floor. Zach waited.
"If you had sex with another woman--even once, even a meaningless overnight date, nothing long term--
"It would be the most selfish, unfeeling thing you could do to me. You would be choosing to hurt me in the most personal way, just to have an exciting and pleasurable experience for yourself.
"It would--I don't know, it would show me that my feelings meant so little to you that...that you could trample on them and still feel okay about yourself."
Silence. For a full minute at least--that's a long time. Then Zach spoke again.
"And how could someone who really loved their spouse ever do something like that?"
He waited again, but Susan just sat, hugging herself tightly, afraid to raise her head and look at him. She heard him get up after a minute, and then the sound of the garage door opening and closing; and a minute later his car driving away.
***** *****
Zach drove to the mall, bought a ticket, and watched the latest Marvel superheroes movie. To his surprise he actually enjoyed it. He'd loved the comic books as a kid, and he and Susan never got out to the movies anymore, unless they were taking Irene and Ben to some animated Disney thing.
He didn't hurry home--he went and got a coffee and a piece of cake, and didn't pull his car into the garage until after midnight. The house was silent and the lights were off.
In the middle of the kitchen table was Susan's laptop; she'd left it open. When he touched the screen he saw that she'd left her gmail account open so he could see it. Her entire conversational thread was Rob was there, just as he'd read it before. There was one new message from Susan:
"Rob--I'm done with you. You were a sleazy son-of-a-bitch to try to get me to fuck you, and I was a silly fool to be so easily seduced. My husband knows about it, and for all I know he'll be coming after you. If he does, you deserve it. Lose my number and don't talk to me again."
She'd sent the message around 11:00, then presumably gone to bed. The wine glasses were back in the kitchen, and the bottle was empty.
Zach saw no particular reason to sleep anywhere besides his own bed, especially since Susan was already asleep. He brushed his teeth, got undressed, and was out in minutes.
When he got up in the morning to wake the kids, he smelled bacon; to his surprise, Susan was down in the kitchen in a bathrobe, and he could see pancakes on the stove.
She looked across at him, attempting a smile. She looked pale and terrified. Before he could speak she said, "I called and switched shifts with Betsy. Is there, uh, any chance that you could come back and, um, talk, after you take the kids to school. Or I could take them?"
He nodded, and watched her sigh in relief. The kids were too young to understand that Mommy was home on an unusual day, but they enjoyed the pancakes and thoroughly covered themselves with syrup (especially Ben), necessitating a change of clothes before Susan took them to