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Mat has a golden opportunity to play a golf round on the local members only course. His best friend Nick has just become a member, and he can invite a guest. Mat is so excited that he sneaks out of work at lunch time to grab his golf gear.

The problem comes when his wife has a similar idea. He doesn’t want his wife to know he is skipping work, so he hides in the closet. What he doesn’t plan on is that his wife isn’t just skipping work to play golf. She is skipping work to cheat on him. Only she isn’t cheating on him with a man!

Hurt and confused Mat confesses everything to Nick. Only Nick has a secret to confess as well. He is really Nicole and that’s when things get really confusing for Mat. Nicole suggests a little round of revenge. Mat worries that might make matters worse, but Nicole assures him it might just save his marriage.


Chapter 1

Mat looked over his shoulder first to the left and then to the right. The coast appeared to be absolutely clear. He pulled his front door keys from his pocket as he strolled to his front door. He was feeling smart not to have parked in the driveway, just encase someone was at home. He placed his key gently in the lock and opened his front door slowly. He was feeling a little bit naughty today because Mat had snuck out of work just before lunchtime on a personal mission. He was hoping for it to be the perfect crime. Not really a crime per se, but his wife might not feel that way.

Mat had an opportunity to play around on the members only club course. Those types of opportunities don’t come around very often. Yeah, Mat couldn’t afford to be a member, but his old high school friend Nick could. Nick had just retired and come back to town. Mat and Nick hit it off just like old times. Nick naturally became a member of the club and he tossed an invite Mat’s way. Nick had made his money in something. Honestly, Mat never asked Nick his business affairs and he felt more comfortable with it being that way. Really, as long as it was legal how Nick made that pile of cash, what did it matter? Mat wasn’t the type to be envious of another’s success. Still, it must be nice to be retired at age thirty. Indeed, it was nice for the both of them because Nick could both afford a membership in the golf club and take a guest with him. That meant for Mat, that he was now going to be golfing at the best golf course in the state this afternoon instead of working.  

Mat snuck up the stairs quiet as a church mouse. He reached the landing, and a thought occurred to him, ‘why was he sneaking around his own house like this?’ He was home alone so who would know? It was not like he was going to get caught by his mom playing hooky from school. He had taken a half day vacation and there was no reason that he shouldn’t do that. He deserved a half day off. A half day off to hang out with an old friend and play around, it was a perfectly normal activity to do. There was no reason to hide it from anyone. He should be proud to have this opportunity! Nick could only get a tee-time during the work week, and it meant nothing to him to golf during the work week since he was retired. This opportunity, though, meant a lot to Mat. It made him feel proud to be able to hobnob with the upper class.

He went down the hallway and went into his bedroom. He needed to find his golfing attire. Really, he hadn’t been golfing as much as he should be these past few years. Not only was he completely out of practice, but he’d forgotten where he put his gear. He was quite the good golfer at one time. He had a . . . Well, a good handicap and let’s leave it at that. One always fudged one’s handicap when talking about their game, now didn’t one? It was considered proper golf etiquette to fudge it. It’s not like it mattered in a game between just friends. He did wish he was in better practice, though. It felt a shame to waste a round on such a course being a bit rusty. Well, with Nick now a member, he would get more opportunities to play. Yeah, he’d soon be a course regular. On the weekends hopefully next time, though, as he didn’t have that much vacation time to waste.

He opened the closet and rummaged through his wardrobe. He had far too many white-collar button up business shirts. Really, why did he need so many white-collar shirts? They all looked the same and reminded him he was trapped forever as a nine to fiver. Oh well, it paid the bills. He pulled a polo shirt from the rack. It wasn’t a golf shirt, but it beat wearing a white-collar shirt for a day. He found his plaid golf pants in the back of the closet. They smelled like mothballs. That was going to be embarrassing. He hoped the pants aired out while walking around the course. That idea caused him to smile. Walking? Bah, Nick would likely rent a golf cart for them both to ride around in. It must be nice to be rich. Well, it would be nice to be rich adjacent too. It is not like Mat was completely in the poor house. He was just middle class and there was no shame in that. He reached up to the top shelf of his closet. There was a pile of shoe boxes up there. Most of them were either empty or filled with things that were not shoes. One did need places to store your baseball cards, assorted screws, tools, and whatever it was men stored in their closets. He considered it all essential stuff, but women would call them junk. Ha, junk drawers came in handy all the time. You never knew when you were going to need the odd pull for a drawer or an odd bit of string. He found his golf shoes in one of the boxes. He was ready to go play a round.

He put his outfit on and went to the bathroom. He checked himself out in the mirror. Ha, age hadn’t made him soft yet. He looked quite dashing in this gear. He still had it. They said everything in life went downhill at thirty. But his body was holding up well against gravity. Yup, he was still in great shape. He would beat Nick today just like he always beat Nick in high school. Nick was always a bit . . . Well, not exactly an athlete. He struck his knuckles against his abs and then headed for the bathroom door.

It was just then that the front door to the house opened and then closed. He heard the sound of a woman’s voice. He froze in place inside his bathroom. Okay, when he thought there was no reason to sneak around in the house and that he was being silly for doing so, he hadn’t been completely honest with himself. There was one thing to fear. It was the reason he was a touch out of practice golfing. He looked at the titanium band around his finger. He had gotten married two years ago. It felt like the right thing to do at the time. No one wanted to be single through their thirties. One did have to settle down eventually. And it isn’t like Halle wasn’t attractive. Indeed, she was quite the catch. No one married to a woman like Halle would say that they settled for anything. He was amazed she was still available. She was twenty-six, blonde, toned, and home. The last part felt the most important right now. What would she think about him spending vacation hours golfing with Nick? She wouldn’t like the idea at all! They were saving vacation hours to go to Iowa and visit her mother. Mat thought about his mother-in-law. It was strange how biology worked. How could a woman like his mother-in-law produce a Goddess like Halle? He didn’t understand it, but he understood just how wasted those vacation hours would be. It would be a vacation for him at all. But then men, they do sacrifice for the good of their wives.

Okay, one might claim Mat was pussy whipped. But . . . Okay, there was no but involved. He had married her and so in a sense he was completely pussy whipped. This was not a good situation for him. He should have grabbed his gear and run. Had he not gone in the bathroom, he would be home free and off golfing. He hated when Halle was irrationally mad at him for doing guy stuff. More to the point, he hated disappointing her. He knew he could not allow himself to be caught.

That was his mental state when he heard the sound of the other voice. It was a female voice. Oh, crap Stacey was here too! He didn’t see eye to eye with the brunet terror known as Stacey. She was just as good looking as Halle, but still very single. He didn’t need to guess why. She was a ball buster if ever God made a woman as a ball buster. He heard the stairs creak. Oh crap, they were coming upstairs. He was going to get caught. He dashed into his closet. He spied his clothes still on the bedroom floor. That was not good. Well, there was nothing he could do about the situation now. They were almost to the bedroom. He hid in the back of his closet and prayed not to get caught.


Chapter 2

Mat put his finger on the closet door and eased it open just a bit. Mat pressed his face against his closet door crack, so he could spy on the room. Halle walked into the bedroom wearing her yoga outfit. It was an odd fashion choice for her workplace. Normally he liked seeing his wife in that type of revealing clothing. Was today yoga class day and he had forgotten about her telling him? No, she did class on Saturday mornings, right? Shit, what was Halle doing here then? He was beyond frustrated. His wife was messing with his golf game. It felt worse than being cock blocked.

Stacey followed her wearing her own yoga outfit. Suddenly, Mat got confused. They never went to class together before. There was something going on. Stacey asked, “Should we even bother rolling out the mat?”

“Mat!” said Halle with a hint of alarm in her voice.

“Yoga mat,” assured Stacey.

“Oh, I thought . . .”

“We’re safe. Trust me no one knows what we’ve been doing together. Mat is far too innocent a type to put two and two together,” assured Stacy.

No one knows indeed! Mat suddenly felt a whole lot less guilty about his golf outing today. Here it was that Halle had been playing hooky from work to do yoga with Stacey at lunchtime. He wondered how long this had been going on. Really, the nerve of her sneaking behind his back and over something so trivial. Like if he knew, he would care. It was only yoga after all. Women, they were the totally overreacting type.

“It used to be lunchtime yoga together. I thought . . . You thought . . . It shouldn’t have ever happened. I’m married,” said Halle, holding back tears. Halle rushed to Stacey’s side. They embraced. Then they squeezed themselves together. Then their two bodies sort of became one as they mashed. They ground their bodies together in a very friendly manner. They never did that before. Well women, they were so touchy feely. If two guys did that, then everyone would think they were gay.

Halle worried, “Are you sure we are doing the right thing?”

“You feel it, same as I. If it feels good, then how could it be wrong?” replied Stacey.

Then they kissed. No open lipped friends kissy face stuff. It was more like girl on girl stuff. They really locked lips like they enjoyed the taste of each other. Their tongues dove deep into each other’s mouth. In between the long aching kisses, there were sounds of pants like dogs in heat. Okay, maybe they were talking about more than a little lunchtime yoga just then. That’s why no one was supposed to know. Only, it couldn’t be true. Halle was completely straight. If she had lesbian vibes, he’d know. He would have felt them. Men could tell that stuff, right?

They pulled apart. Halle said, “I can’t say no to our love any longer. This new feeling you’ve brought out in me, it does feel right.”

“No reason to say no,” assured Stacey.

“But Mat . . .”

“Will never know,” Stacey finished.

“It feels so much like cheating.”

“It is only cheating if it is another man,” reasoned Stacey.

“Really?”

“I’m positive.”

Cheating? Kissing, no matter how passionate, wasn’t cheating. Not unless . . .There was no way that was going to happen.

And then, Stacey pulled off Halle’s top. She went after Halle’s firm breasts like Mat typically did. Mat looked at the ring on his finger. Fat lot that meant at the moment. Suddenly, he wished Stacey was right and no one else knew. Certainly, he didn’t want to know. He never wanted to know that Halle was bisexual. This clearly was cheating! She was cheating on him because he could see the passion, she felt for someone other than him in her eyes. This was wrong! He was a damaged soul.

“Want to sit on my face?” asked Stacey. Of course she didn’t, Halle hated oral sex. She never wanted Mat down there. He had tried . . .

“I can’t wait!” squealed Halle.

Can’t wait! What the fuck! Fear struck through Mat. Maybe it was like one of those sci-fi horror movies come true. OMG, his Halle was taken by the lesbian pod people and replaced with this imposter. Only, that sounded really fucking stupid. Get a grip, Mat, he commanded himself. This is real and Stacey has somehow dyked Halle out. Stacey was more than a ball buster, she was lesbian seducer.

“It feels so good,” moaned Halle.

His curiosity went up a notch. He wanted to judge how good she felt by the twinkle in her eyes. Only her eyes were a little hard to see at the moment as she had her back turned to him. Stacey was lying on her back and Halle was basically sitting on her face with her back turned toward him. Her moans of joy were increasing in volume. Her eyes were probably sparkling. Mat thought her enchanting eyes only sparkled for him. She never moaned like that when he was giving her one. Maybe those eyes were doing more than sparkling. Shit, he wasn’t even adequate enough. He had driven her toward lesbianism. That was it. He couldn’t push her button and Stacey had used his sexual inadequacies against him to make her a lesbian. Only, that was really no excuse to cheat! He was not to blame himself. He was the victim here!

He put his hand on the door. It was time to take the small crack that it was open to now and fling it wide open. It was time to let his wife know he knew the truth. It was time to . . .To what? Time to end their marriage because that is what would follow. How could he explain why he was in the closet? She would think he didn’t trust her. She would think he spied on her. The fact maybe she shouldn’t be totally trusted wasn’t the issue here. The fact was he was sure he wasn’t ready for his marriage to be over. Clearly she didn’t want it over if she was hiding this. This was complicated stuff. He needed time to think.

Halle made a sound that he knew by heart. He always worried she faked it. Women do that at times to make their men feel better. Only she wouldn’t fake it with Stacey. Oh man, Halle climaxed on the face of her best friend. Shit, if this was a porno, Mat would be rock hard right about now. Only when it is your wife, it doesn’t do much for you.

“My turn,” said Stacey.

“Tongue or scissors?” asked Halle.

“Both, and after I will teach you how to use that strap-on I bought you,” replied Stacey.

Both and then a strap-on! Shit, Mat looked at his cell phone. He had forty minutes to make his tee time. How long did it take women to get each other off? He was about to find out. The golf date shouldn’t feel so important now. But it felt more important than ever. He needed to cleanse this moment from his mind. Things were in a bad place mentally. That was a fact. He wanted to think about anything else than his wife fucking behind his back. Only, was it fucking when they were both girls? Shit, he shouldn’t need to think about that!

Halle and Stacey started moaning in tune together. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the closet. Mat couldn’t bear to look out. They were scissoring and he knew his dear Halle liked it. Who was he fooling, she loved it. His Halle, who looked so sweet and innocent in that wedding dress just two years ago, was now another woman’s bitch. Now it was a fact, he was sharing her love with another. He wished he had never known the truth because truth hurt so much.


Chapter 3

Math took out his three wood. He gave it a couple of practice swings. Judging by the flag location, he should hit the green with ease. He figured that he would land his ball within ten feet of the hole. He lined up his shot. He pulled the club back and wham! His little white ball went right into the water hazard. Fuck! He smacked his club against his knee in anger.

“Well, there is yet another penalty stroke. Not sure what has gotten into you today, Mat. I remember when you used to be good at this game,” said Nick.

“I don’t care, he is making us money,” said a guy named Roger. Mat wasn’t sure where Nick dug up the twosome Roger belonged to. What mattered was that Mat and Nick were playing against them for real money. Roger and his pal had won more than half the holes already today. They were both on the green in one. It was a good thing Nick was paying because they were losing. If Mat told Halle he lost two hundred playing golf instead of working, she would blow a gasket. He would rather have her blow his cock. Only, that felt unlikely after this afternoon’s events. Why did he have to think about Halle? Just the idea of her made him feel angry. Yeah, this was her fault. She was the cause of his golf game going to shit and their marriage going to shit. He couldn’t forget her betrayal. It was a mistake to go golfing thinking this would take the humiliation of being cheated on off his mind. He knew he would never forget, but could he learn to forgive?

Nick put his hand on Mat’s shoulder. “Come on, Mat, it isn’t that bad. These guys play this course three times a week. Give yourself a few rounds before declaring yourself a hopeless case.”

That was a good sign. Mat was thinking after today, Nick might find a better golf partner. “Nick, it isn’t the golf game getting me down, it is . . .” Mat stopped himself before he let the truth out. He couldn’t tell anyone the truth. The truth was too embarrassing for anyone else to ever know.

“What then?”

Roger drove by on a golf cart. It was a much-welcomed distraction. Him and his partner waved and blew them a kiss as they went to their balls both resting firmly on the green. Mat shook his head. “Not now, I need time to think it over.”

“I suggest there isn’t much to think over. You need to drop a ball and hit it on the green or I’m out another hundred bucks for sure.”

“Not that . . . Something else I need to think over.”

“Oh, tell me what it is then?” asked Nick.

“Halle, she . . . I can’t tell you,” replied Mat. He could tell him. Nick didn’t really know Halle well. In a way he was the perfect person to tell. But a man can’t confess his wife wasn’t sexually satisfied by him anymore and sought fulfillment from another. Particularly if that other was female. Somehow that felt even more embarrassing. This was a total disaster.

“Dude, it is only golf,” said Nick, he added a pat to Mat’s ass after saying that.

Nick revved up the electric cart. Mat went to the cart and sat down. Nick drove him down the cart path. The previous conversation faded away. Nick probably wasn’t that interested. Maybe this was only golf to Nick, but to Mat it was more. Mat used to be good at this game. It pissed him off that he gave up playing for Halle and then she did that to him. Yeah, he had sacrificed a lot for Halle ever since they met. It was just what men did for their women. Men gave up certain freedoms for the family. Only he had been a sucker, right? It felt like it. Yeah, he was a complete sucker. Did she ever even love him?

He reached for his water bottle and poured water down his throat. He wished it was something a lot stronger. Mat said, “How about we hit the nineteenth hole after this?”

Nick replied, “Why bother, I got plenty of alcohol and other stuff at my place. Don’t worry, buddy, your old friend Nick has the perfect something to wash down the sour taste of a golfing defeat. It will cheer you up for sure.”

“I’m not sure I want cheering up. I just want to drink.”

Nick laughed. “Either way, I will show you a good time. The one thing I’ve learned to do since high school was how to show a man a good time.”

“That and make money,” added Mat.

“When you’re having a good time, the money comes naturally.”

Nick slowed the cart and dumped Mat off. Then he went toward the green to hit his own ball. Mat sized up the situation and dropped a ball. It would only take a pitching wedge from here to reach the green. It shouldn’t be a problem. He did a few practice swings and then lined up his ball. What did Nick do to make all his money? He paused there standing over his ball. Why was he thinking about that at a time like this? He had nothing but questions today. That was his golf game’s problem. His mind was racing to subjects that shouldn’t be thought about.

He swung. His ball hit the middle of the green and bounced hard. It went right up and over the far side. Shit! Another crap shot from him. He didn’t know where Nick got his money, but he was glad he had it. Mat was costing him plenty today. Next time he would make it up to him. He wouldn’t be a head case the next time they played. Only was that true, because this Halle problem wasn’t going away. He stood by the edge of the water hazard lost in thought about that. Really, he couldn’t stay out of the house golfing forever. Eventually he would need to face Halle again. He had no idea how to react. This felt like a complete disaster. It was all her fault. She had trapped him in an impossible situation. If only he didn’t know the truth.


Chapter 4

The elevator stopped at the top floor. A penthouse condo felt a touch disappointing given Nick’s bank account. It felt like he should really own a mansion or an estate. The condo had the right zip code, and the unit was glamorous enough, so Mat couldn’t complain. Probably, Nick was just single and didn’t want to hassle with all the other stuff involved in home ownership.

The doors opened and Mat followed Nick down the hallway. There were only two doors on this floor. Nick typed a code on the door lock, and it clicked open. He didn’t waltz right inside. He pointed to the opposite door. He said, “You should see the tenant in the opposite penthouse. She is a fashion model.” He paused to whistle. Then he continued, “A real looker.”

“I’m married,” reminded Mat.

“Don’t make it sound like marriage is a death sentence. Still, it is a shame, because she isn’t my type either. I prefer something completely different in a partner.”

“A fashion model isn’t your type?” Mat questioned.

“I have a pretty exclusive taste when it comes to sex partners. But no sense dwelling on that. Come on in and I will mix us some drinks.”

“Make mine strong,” said Mat.

“A stiff drink coming right up.”

Nick popped his door open and set off into his place. Mat walked in and closed the door behind him. He hadn’t tried to make marriage sound like a death sentence. It was just how today was going for him. He had never regretted marriage once until today. It felt wrong. As for him dating models, no chance. Nick had to understand Mat was a zero. If his wife Halle wasn’t sexually interested in him, would a rich fashion model be interested in him? No way. Yeah, Mat was feeling totally inadequate.

He found the nearest seat and planted himself on a sofa. The sofa just sunk right in. He looked at the throw pillows on it with rainbows and frowned. The place was decorated in items Mat was pretty sure someone else bought for Nick. Yeah, it had an I hired an interior designer feel written all over it. He looked at the pink walls, the red, white, and pink leather furniture, and the shabby chic feel. He glanced at the throw pillows with rainbows on them again and shook his head. It reminded himself of stuff Halle would buy without consulting him first. That idea depressed him even more. Nick, he should have hired a man to decorate his man cave.

Nick came back carrying two drinks with little lavender umbrellas in them. He announced, “I hope someone likes Mai Tais.” He handed Mat a glass made of crystal. Mat didn’t even bother taking out the umbrella. He just downed the whole thing. It burned with a smoky sweet flavor with just a hint of sweet. Nick added, “I’d ask how it tasted, but I don’t think it lasted long enough in your mouth for you to know.”

“Can I have another?” asked Mat.

Nick handed his own drink over. He said, “I don’t remember you being such a heavy drinker.”

“I’m the same weight I was in high school,” replied Mat.

Nick didn’t laugh. Instead, he returned a worrying glance back at Mat. He didn’t offer what was on his mind. He added, “Looks like I need to get myself another.” He left Mat alone again.

Heavy drinker, same weight, it had felt like a funny line. Damn, women can throw a man off their game. Mat pulled the umbrella out of his drink. He tossed it on the coffee table next to him. He didn’t want to drink alone. That always signaled a mental problem. Mat didn’t have an alcohol problem. He had a wife problem. He tried to imagine signs of her unhappiness with him. There were none. She must be putting on one hell of an act.

Nick returned. His golf clothes were off, and he was wearing a silk red robe. He looked a bit flamboyant. Well, Nick was always a fashion monger in high school. Nick sat down next to Mat. He put his hand on Mat’s thigh and patted it. He asked, “What do you think of my pad?”

“It is a bit . . . Ah.”

“Indeed, I like it a bit ah, though. It suits my lifestyle.”

“Oh?”

“I told you how I made my money, right?” asked Nick.

“I never caught the story,” replied Mat.

“I forget who knows and who doesn’t. My mother never wanted anyone to know. She was embarrassed. Money is money, you know. But she never saw it that way. She didn’t like my lifestyle. Funny, isn’t it?”

“I’m not in a laughing mode today,” replied Matz as he finally sipped that second drink.

“I forgot that you are in a state. I never saw you golf that lousy. It must be something bad to throw you like that.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” Mat lied.

“Porn.”

“Excuse me?”

“Porn, that is how I made my money,” Nick explained.

“You are a porn star?” said Mat in disbelief.

Nick laughed. He had a high-pitched laugh. He replied, “Darling, I am hardly a star. I met a few guys in college. They were in film school. I was into web programming. It was a good mix. We started a company tailoring to a certain market. A lot of money in producing porn if you know how to market it.”

“Huh?”

“Are you ashamed like my mother?” asked Nick.

“Nah, like you said, money is money. It isn’t like you personally film yourself doing it, right?”

“Not to show anyone else,” replied Nick with a humorous tone in his voice.

“Right,” replied Mat, finally he broke and laughed along. It wasn’t that funny, but the tension of the day finally snapped.

“Do you think your wife will still let you hang out with me if she knew the truth?” asked Nick.

Mat dropped his glass at the mention of his wife. He was overcome with embarrassment for doing it. “Sorry, I just . . .” he paused and exclaimed, “My wife!” It felt good to let it out. He picked up the glass and placed it on the coffee table. The Mai Tai was all over the wood floor. For lack of a towel, he took his shirt off and mopped up the mess.

“You didn’t have to do that, I own towels. Embroidered ones, at that.”

Mat looked at his damp shirt. He was stupid, plain and simple. He tossed it next to the glass. “Yeah, my mind is in the clouds today.”

“Because of your wife?” asked Nick.

“She is cheating on me, Nick,” replied Mat. Huh, it came out so easy. It was such a weight suddenly gone. That felt so good, he did a little more. “Not with a guy either.”

“Oh my!” exclaimed Nick.

“I bet it is like one of your freaking pornos,” said Mat.

“Not exactly like them I assure you,” replied Nick.

“Well, I don’t know what to do now. She doesn’t know I know, but I know, and I don’t know if I should tell her I know.”

“But you’re upset about it,” added Nick.

“Damn straight I am upset about it. I’m so angry I want . . .”

“Revenge?”

“You make it sound like I want to kill her. It isn’t like that. I still love her. She is so perfect for me. We have such a connection. Had.” He shook his head. “We were an awesome couple. And yet, it happened.”

“Feels like revenge is in order.”

Mat laughed. “How do you get revenge when you’re still in love? I could never hurt her, you understand.”

“Ah, she thinks you don’t know, right?” asked Nick.

“Obviously, I already explained that.”

“Then a little revenge sex that she doesn’t know about is in order. In my game we call that tit-for-tat.”

“You are serious, aren’t you?” asked Mat.

“Nick picked a remote up from the coffee table. He hit a button, and the wall slid open. There was a TV behind it. Nick turned it on. He channel surfed until he found a baseball channel. “Just sit back and watch a little ball game. I will return in about an hour with a woman to die for willing to be your side girl for a night,” explained Nick.

“Nick, I can’t. Not with a porn star.”

“Trust me, you can, and she never did porn. Never. But she could have been a star had she.”

“I can’t cheat on my wife with another woman,” Mat assured Nick.

“Trust me, it isn’t exactly cheating with another woman. It I just a little revenge sex,” assured Nick.

Nick slipped out his door. Mat stood there. He should leave. He should not let this revenge idea get too far. Only, he did want revenge of a sorts. He wanted Halle to feel.like he felt. He really didn’t want another woman, though. But Halle didn’t deserve his sexual loyalty. She would never know. When you’re angry and hurt, you make bad decisions. Well, he hadn’t cheated yet. Nah, he was just watching a ball game at the moment. He sat down and waited.


Chapter 5

The local team was down by two runs in the seventh, but they weren’t as down as Mat. Drinking alone while crippled with relationship pains was not a good place to be. It had been over an hour. Where was Nick? It didn’t matter really. Mat didn’t feel like cheating. Revenge never works out in a good way. It just makes you feel guilty about something else.

He had found Nick’s wet bar and grabbed a beer. He wasn’t really into drinking more tonight either, but a ball game needed a beer. He really should get going home. It was that fact alone that kept him on the sofa watching TV. Mat knew now he didn’t want to cheat, but he also didn’t want to go home and face Halle. He still had no real plan on how to handle this situation. It might be different if the other girl was a stranger. But Stacey was her best friend. If it had been a stranger, he could insist she end it and never see this woman again. He couldn’t tell her she could never see her best friend again. That was unrealistic to the max. Huh, Stacey was a dyke in love with Halle, that explained why Mat and her never got along. They both wanted the same woman. Now they had her. Maybe they could share. Maybe. He could act like nothing happened. It felt too cuckold for him, though.  He was a man, he couldn’t just let it go without comment.

Nick’s front door opened. Mat bounded up from the sofa. He said, “Nick, I was thinking about going out to get some pizza.” He froze in place. Standing by the front door wasn’t Nick. Standing by the front door was a woman to say the least. She was tall for a woman, about five eight. She wore a shirt skirt that showed off her pantyhose covered legs. Those legs were long and went all the way up. She was blonde with highlights just in case a man missed the main show. There was a sparkle in her eye that made Mat appreciate the fact he had stuck around. She was worth sticking around for.

“HI, I’m Nicole,” she said. She had one of those low sultry voices. She was different from Halle. Halle was a natural beauty, but this woman was upscale. Nothing she was wearing came from generic stock.

“I’m, Mat, ah, Nick’s friend,” he said, stumbling for words.

“You know what they say about that, right?” she asked.

“No.”

“Every woman needs a firm Mat under her,” she replied, as she closed the front door.

Mat took a step back. “About that, Nick might have told you some things . . .”

“Nick didn’t tell me anything. You did,” She replied with a smile.

“I did?” Mat was confused. What is she driving at? Well, beyond why she was here. She was here to have sex. She sure looked like she’d be good at it. When it came to sex, the first bite was with the eye, and she would make any man hungry.

She stepped closer to him. She rapidly made up the distance until her body pressed against his. “Am I better looking near or far?” she asked.

“Look, I am a married man,” he explained.

“I don’t mind.” She reached for his hand. She had a firm grasp. She pulled his ring off and tossed it on the coffee table.

“But my wife does.” He went to retrieve his ring, but her grasp was ironclad.

“If she minds so much, why is she cheating on you?” Nicole asked him. She ran her hand over his bare chest. He should have put his wet shirt back on. If Halle came in and saw . . . That was stupid thinking. She had no idea where Nick lived.

She was caressing his chest. She had a gentle touch. Her fingertips stroked his chest hair. It distracted him. He had to shake out of her intoxicating charm.

“The fact that my wife may have issues is between my wife and myself!”

“No reason to shout. Besides, what is about to happen is between you and me. It is the same thing.”

“It isn’t.”

She leaned in and kissed him. He had to confess that his lips yielded to hers. It didn’t start with fire, but as her arms wrapped around him, his lips became more active. Then the heat on those kisses rose and he started to enjoy it. Unfortunately, she pulled her lips away leaving him wanting more.

“See, it is the same thing, Mat,” Nicole said. Only she didn’t use the same tone in her voice.

Mat blinked. He said, “Say that again.”

“See, it is the same thing.”

He stared into Nicole’s eyes. He had seen those eyes before. The color had changed, but you could do that with contacts. The shape was changed with makeup, but the underlying flesh couldn’t be changed. He had seen those eyes so many times before. Those luscious lips and eyes belonged to Nick! He couldn’t be a . . .But he was!

Mat stammered, “I don’t understand.”

Nicole placed her hands on Mat’s zipper. It went down all the way. It was becoming easier to understand. “As I said, my company makes art pieces for a certain subset of the genre’s clients. It is a set very near and dear to my own heart.”  The button on Mat’s pants popped. Nicole went trouser fishing.

“You are transgender!”

“I always considered myself more of a femboy, I’m afraid. I never could quite commit one way or the other. Commitment has always been my fatal flaw. I guess that’s why there is no ring on my finger. Yet!”

Mat’s pants hit the floor. She was stroking his Johnson. Mr. Johnson didn’t need much encouragement; he had already come out to play.

“I’m not gay!”

“Don’t worry, I don’t judge.”

She went down on her knees. Her big round eyes with those long fake lashes looked up at Mat. There was a lot of desire filling those eyes. The kind of desire only a man could fulfill. She spit on his cock and then worked it in with her hand.

“I . . . We . . . Can’t.” It came out as pathetic as it sounded.

“Don’t worry, I never kiss and tell.”

Only she started doing a heck of a lot more than kissing. She went all in or more to the point, he did. She could engulf it all right down to his balls and didn’t hesitate to do it. This wasn’t happening to him, he thought, denying reality. He hadn’t meant this to happen. He never meant to go gay like Halle. But Nicole knew how to treat a man’s cock. He couldn’t stop it. He wanted it to happen. It felt too good.

She released his manhood from her mouth. She asked him, “Are you ready because your dick certainly is?”

“Ready for what?”

She pulled her dress over her head. She was wearing black lace panties and a bra. She had curves just like any other woman down below. Yeah, she had those feminine hips that drive men wild. She was flat on top, but she wore a bra that gave her the illusion of more. Oh, shit Mat was attracted to her. It didn’t feel gay. She was who she was. Any man in his shoes would welcome a try at getting in her pants. She wanted him. He had to do it. It wasn’t revenge. It was . . . It was going to be so good, wasn’t it? He knew if he didn’t fuck Nicole right then and there, he would regret it the rest of his life. Halle will never know. She can never know. This wasn’t gay. But man would she think it is gay. Society wasn’t fair about this stuff. A woman kissing, touching, fondling, and more was on porn sites listed as straight porn. Guys loved watching it as much as lesbians. But two guys together, it was gay. That stuff was hidden away. It was a shame. Maybe more men needed to see women like Nicole to understand how normal it felt to want her. He was thinking, ‘Look at Nicole and tell me that she wasn’t a woman.’ At least, for the moment. He didn’t know a femboy from an emo, but he knew an ass worth pounding when he saw one. At least his hormones knew. Yeah, he was hard as a rock. He nodded his head. “I’m ready,” he assured Nicole as if the rocket in his pocket wouldn’t be telling her that already.

She turned around and wiggled that apple bottom at him. Then she went to the sofa. She leaned over the armrest. She hooked her black lace panties with both thumbs and gave Mat a good view by dropping those panties to the floor. She was presenting her pink love hole. Only the hole was already filled to capacity. “Do you like my butt plug?” she asked.

He must have because he was staring right at it. It had a lavender butterfly ornament on the part he could see. The rest was deep inside her love box. He was envious of that plug.

“I would like it more once it is somewhere else.”

“You don’t like being cock blocked?” she asked.

“I appreciate its job and now I want to appreciate the fruits of its labor,” Mat replied.

“Naughty boy. They’re like a wishbone, pull on it and make a wish,” explained Nicole.

He set about to do just that as there was only one thing to wish for. It didn’t exactly take a genius to guess his wish. It took less of a genius to know there was no way it wasn’t coming true. He tugged on that plug leaving her gaping hole behind. He tossed the plug on the coffee table. Then he rubbed his member on her anal rim. He gave her a few firm spanks on the bottom. Then he pressed his advantage. That plug had done its job. Her bottom didn’t give much resistance. She wanted it as bad as he wanted to give it.

“Wishes do come true,” Mat said.

“I do love a real man,” she said.

A real man, no term was as overused. He was really alright. He cycled inside her. Her anal lips gripped tighter than any woman’s flower ever had gripped him before. Halle never asked for anal before. Naturally he would never express that desire to her. She might think he was a pervert. But anal, it felt good. Whatever she used to lube that plug left her hot box plenty wet. Warm, wet, tight and eager, what wasn’t feminine about that?

“Oh, go harder. I like it hard,” moaned Nicole.

Mat held onto her hips. He had a good angle. Pounding her hard was not going to be an issue. He let the anger of today’s events flow through him. Nicole’s bottom was receiving all of his frustration. If it was revenge, then let her ass sing out vengeance is mine one flesh on flesh mash of bodies at a time.

“Oh my, I can feel why she married you,” exclaimed Nicole.

Mat screamed, “I am going to cum!”

“Fill me up with your seed,” she begged.

Mat would be willing to do just that. She couldn’t get pregnant. There was always that worry when arriving inside Halle. Here there was no worry at all. It felt better to cum inside. Every real man knew that. Thus, he might as well release his seed into Nicole. He pumped that bottom full of hot sticky love. When he was done, he exhaled and pulled out. He collapsed on the sofa. Nicole dabbed his forehead with her lace panties. Then she sat on his lap. She leaned in and kissed him. Women always wanted to be held afterwards. He didn’t mind holding her. He liked the feel of her smooth skin on his.

She whispered to him, “Are you ready for my turn?”


Chapter 6

He raised an eyebrow. Turns? He never took turns when having sex before. It wasn’t like a tennis match where each partner took a turn serving. Then again, he had never been in this type of relationship before.

Nicole was stroking her assessors. She said, “Those little blue pills do wonders. Not that you need them, but a girl like me sometimes does.”

Her anticipation for him to take a turn was rising. Mat was starting to feel a touch sensitive about the idea. She was slightly more gifted than he was. Why does a guy with manhood like that become a girl? He didn’t know. But he was glad she was happy about it. More than happy, she was aroused.

“It is big, isn’t it?” she asked.

“I don’t know that I should go any further. I . . . Have never done . . .” hesitated Mat.

She stroked the bottom of his chin. She assured him, “In a few minutes you will have done it. Don’t worry, no one knows, no one tells. We don’t judge here. And if you don’t like it, we never have to do it again.”

“Really?”

“Trust me. Plus, you are going to love it,” she said.

“But I’m not gay,” he said.

“Mat, I never fuck gay men,” she assured him.

She hoped down from his lap. She pointed to the ground. He knew enough to get on his knees. That cock dangled in front of him. It waved in the air begging him to touch it, stroke it, make it feel good. It was one thing to fuck a woman, it was quite another to blow one. One thing was for certain, there was no way for Nicole to fake it. He wasn’t sure he could go there. He was a man. He was completely straight. He never wanted to suck cock before. Oh, but this magnificent penis before him. He couldn’t resist it. Nicole was a woman, but she was gifted in ways straight men completely understood. Unlike most women, Mat knew exactly how to make her feel good. It looked so fun to play with. No one would know. He wasn’t gay if no one knew. He wasn’t gay if it was a woman’s cock he sucked. He closed his eyes and stuck out his tongue. He licked just the tip. There must have been a bit of pre-cum on the head. He tasted something delicious. It was the stuff that love was made of. Suddenly he lost his inhibitions. He sucked the whole head hoping to taste more. He was slightly disappointed.

Nicole, though, wasn’t disappointed at all. She praised him. “Oh, that is so good. I knew you’d be a natural cock sucker.”

He felt pride. He was a good little cock sucker. He liked the idea of being good. He would like it better if he was great. Practice made perfect. He let that dick slide deeper into his moist warm mouth. He gagged a little on it.

“I like it when you gag.”

She would. Women always wanted men to suffer. Men, though, loved suffering for their love. He would suffer more. He went down as far as he could. It was too big. He couldn’t get to her balls.

“I think we are ready to try something else,” she suggested.

He released her cock from his hot mouth. He said, “I don’t know if it can get in there.”

She pressed her hands against his cheeks and squeezed his face. She said, “We never know what we can do until we try. Besides, you owe me your ass for that terrible golf game today. And I plan to take it.”

He swallowed hard. He said, “What do I do?”

“Get on all fours,” she ordered. He did as he was told. She laughed. “Point your cute little cherry bottom toward me. I plan to pop that cherry.”

A tear went down his face. He begged her. “Please don’t make me gay.”

“Too late. Didn’t you know that revenge isn’t a dish best served cold, but instead revenge is a dick best shoved up your ass.” She pressed her cockhead into his anal rim. He thought a real man’s ass would never yield. He was so wrong. His bottom gave and gave quickly. He felt himself yielding. He found a desire to gape for her. He wanted that cock. He wanted her inside him. He felt pressure down below. There was a fire inside there. It hurt. But it felt good at the same time.

“Oh, why does it have to feel so good,” he whimpered.

“Told you, being a fag feels too good. There is no such thing as a straight man. There are just men to beta to give in to their real desires. Trust me, I made a lot of money selling content to fill those desires they were too afraid to fill any other way. My best customers were closeted beta real men. She laughed.

Mat begged, “Fill my desires, fill them so deeply.”

His ass gave up the fight completely. Her beast slithered inside all the way. He felt her bald balls spanking against his own. There was something about being taken by your woman that drove the pleasure to another level. He was hers. He was all hers. He started moving his body. He rocked back and forth. She added her own thrusting. Soon they were moving in rhythm. She was spanking him inside and out. His loins were on fire. The friction made the fire down below grow into a raging inferno. He wanted to be burned. This kind of fire was both dangerous and necessary.

Nicole squealed in delight. Her hose then doused his fire. He knew she had cum deep inside him. He loved knowing she had just made him hers forever.

She pulled out of him. He started to shake. He was now a little nervous. He had liked it and that scared him. She asked, “What is wrong, didn’t you like it?”

He begged, “Please hold me.”

She wrapped her arms around him. He longed for her to never let him go. But she would eventually. He meekly said, “What am I going to tell Halle?”

“Tell her you’re a fag now.”

“I can’t do that. She will divorce me in a second. No woman wants a fag husband.”

“Honey, the truth is the only thing that will ease the pain you feel.”

“Really?”

She cupped him by the chin. Then she kissed him gently. She assured him, “You must tell her how you feel.”


Chapter 7

A light rain was falling. Mat was standing in it. He was hoping it would wash the gay off him. It sounded stupid, but he could swear people could see gay on him. He felt so guilty. But, and this was the worst part, not for cheating on Halle. He felt guilty because he had liked cheating with Nicole so much. He was crushing big time on Nicole. This wasn’t right at all. He should be the victim and Halle the one that was in the wrong. Now he was just as guilty as her. They had both betrayed each other the marriage was over, wasn’t it?

His front door jerked open. Halle stared out at him. Halle gave him a queer look.  Well, that wasn’t helping things one bit. “Mat, what the hell are you doing standing outside in the rain at this hour?”

“Thinking,” he replied.

“More like not thinking. It is nearly ten o’clock. Do you know what I have been doing?”

A more loaded question had never been asked of him. He knew and because of it he had gone where he never thought he could go. Yet he had loved it. He couldn’t wait to do it again.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he lied.

I have been sitting in bed worrying my ass off as to where you were. I thought maybe you had a car accident or worse. Didn’t you get my texts?”

He might have. He hadn’t checked his phone. He shrugged. He pulled his phone from his pocket. He had new texts. There were five from Halle. He didn’t bother to open them. He looked at the newest one. It was from Nicole. His heart sank. He opened it immediately. She sent him a nude pic. She was so right for him. His heart pined for her.

“There is no point reading them now!” insisted Halle.

He closed his phone screen quickly before Halle saw what he was looking at. She could never know the truth. It would be the end of their marriage. Not that she would mind. She already had Stacey to fall back on. He never thought his marriage would be a failure and yet it was. Tell her the truth, advised Nicole. It felt like terrible advice. It would end his marriage. He knew it.

He muttered, “My phone, ah, must have glitched tonight. It is working now”

“I don’t think it is the only thing glitching.”

“What?”

She reached out for him. “It doesn’t matter, come inside before you catch something.”

He yielded to her command. He had cum inside once today already. And once a man had someone cum inside him, there seemed no words in the English language suitable to explain that fact to your wife.

“You haven’t lost your job?” she asked.

“What?”

“I said . . .”

“No, nothing like that.”

“You are alright, right?” she asked, sounding deepening worried.

He shrugged. “I need a bath.”

He retreated from her. He headed upstairs. She called, “Mat, something is wrong.”

There wasn’t a thing wrong until she cheated. Now things were wrong all over. But it felt so right. He would do it again in a heartbeat. He started undressing. Tell her the truth, echoed in his mind. It is too hard to tell her. She will know he was gay. But he loved Halle too. He could fuck her right now no problem. He wasn’t gay, he was what? Bi. Maybe that was okay to be. Maybe.

She walked into the bedroom. She looked good tonight. He had a desire to fuck the lesbian out of her. Only he couldn’t do that. Maybe she was bisexual too. Maybe. “Honestly, Mat, put your clothes in the hamper. I found yesterday’s dirty outfit all over the floor.”

Suddenly the opportunity presented itself. Tell her. Well, not directly, but he would now. He knew she loved him. “When?” he asked.

“When?” she repeated.

He knew when. He was feeling so hurt and flustered that he chose his spot to tell her carefully. He wanted to hear her explain how she saw the clothes he took off this afternoon to go golfing. Yeah, he shouldn’t be the only one feeling the guilts. Once it was exposed, he could tell her.

She got flustered. “It was . . . I mean . . . This morning.”

“Funny, I could have sworn the floor was completely clean this morning.”

“Well, it wasn’t,” she insisted.

“This morning?” he asked.

“Of course, when else would I have found yesterday’s outfit on the floor.”

“When indeed,” he said. He paused. And then he let slip out, “I went golfing today with Nick.”

“Tonight, I have been worried sick about you, and you were just golfing with Nick and using your vacation time?” she said with anger in her voice.

“Not tonight, this afternoon. I came home and changed around lunchtime. There is no way you could have seen my clothing on the floor this morning.”

There was a pause. He moved toward the bathroom. He needed that shower.

“It must have been after work then,” insisted Halle.

“Odd, to mistake morning for this afternoon.” He stepped into the bathroom now. He reached in and started the shower. He always needed to let the hot water run. He tested with his hand. It was funny how a person could feel so devastating one minute and then so confident the next. He was feeling oddly confident. Catching Halle in that lie, it had reawakened him. He knew he needed to follow this through to the end.

She must feel guilty by now. Because she shouted into the bathroom, “I don’t see the big deal here.”

He popped his head out of the bathroom door. He snapped his fingers. He exclaimed, “I know. When I was leaving for golf this afternoon, I thought I saw you coming home with Stacey.” He popped his head back in the shower. He checked the temperature. It was getting warmer. The shower water was getting warmer too.

“I . . . We . . . We have started doing lunchtime yoga together.”

“I bet that stretched you out and loosened you up,” he replied.

“Well . . .” her voice trailed off meekly.

He shouted from the bathroom. “Always wondered why you spent so much time with that dyke Stacey, now I know!”

“Dyke!” she shouted back.

He tested the water. It was warm enough to climb inside. He had one more thing to say first. He popped his head out of the bathroom. “Didn’t you know, Stacey is a total lesbian. Here it is, you two are best friends and you never knew the truth. I bet hot sticky yoga sessions with her are a lot of fun.”

He returned to the bathroom. He was suddenly filled with confidence. Confessing the truth, it really did clear the mind. He hadn’t made a total confession yet, but he knew it was coming.

He stepped into the shower. The hot water cleansed him. Not that he ever wanted to wash away the memories of Nicole. Indeed, he wanted to make more of them.

The show door opened. Halle was standing there. Boy, did she look a touch worried. He never felt so confident. “How did . . . Do you know Stacey is a lesbian?”

He shrugged. He replied, “I mean, when I hid in the closet this afternoon and heard you two going at it, it felt a little obvious.”

“You . . .”

“Know completely that you’re bisexual,” he finished.

She took a step back. Her face was completely white. It was like she had just seen a ghost. Only it was her own guilt that was haunting her. He wasn’t mad at her anymore, though. And he was actually sorry for her reaction, but it had to be done. Now that it was out there, he needed to relieve her guilt.

He stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. He dried himself off. He smiled and hugged her. She passively received him.

She began to cry. “I never meant to hurt you.”

He said, “It is alright. I know what it is like to feel guilty for being bisexual.”

She rested her head on his shoulder. She fought through the tears. “How could you know?”

He kissed her on the cheek. He then confessed. “Nick and I did more than play golf today.”

Suddenly she pushed him away. She looked stunned. She asked, “What do you mean?”

“I mean we played with our golf balls and then we played with our balls. I . . . I like it. All of it. It is a different part of me. He dresses up as a woman and it doesn’t feel gay. I mean, he really isn’t a man anymore. He is . . . She is . . . Nicole. And I like Nicole, a lot.”

“Oh, but honey, it is so gay to do that,” she replied.

“It is no different than Stacey and you.”

“But it is different.”

“How?”

She stood there puzzled. He could see her thinking. Then she asked him, “Then is it over between us?”

“I don’t know about you, but when I said I am bi, I meant it.”

“But we are both cheating.”

“It isn’t cheating if we both know and accept. Marriage is about acceptance and commitment.  I never felt both more than right now.”

“But we can’t . . . I mean, people don’t . . . I mean, they just . . .”

“Maybe some couples do,” he suggested.

“Then what do we do now?”

“I know Stacey taught you how to use a strap-on dildo. Want to peg me while my ass is still nice and stretched?”

“We . . . We can do that?”

“Sure, why not, we are married.”

She smiled in satisfaction. “I like the idea of getting to be the man. You better get your sweet ass in that bedroom. It is about to be exposed.”


Chapter 8

When a man and woman tie the knot and promise to have and to hold each other until death does them apart, one doesn’t appreciate how relationships can change. Most only imagine the horrible evolution of a marriage. The degradation of it until the couple gets divorced. But sometimes it changes in new and better ways. Sometimes both find out they like things they never knew they could enjoy. It felt better when they could enjoy these new things together.

“It’s a big one,” said Mat.

“Bigger than yours,” boasted Halle.

“That is what Nicole said to me too.”

“Forget Nicole because tonight your ass is all mine.”

There was something about seeing your women completely naked and wearing manhood strapped around her waist that turned a man on. It was only too bad that her beautiful dildo lacked nerve endings. Because Mat was feeling the need to stimulate.

“I better lube that up for you the natural way.”

He went down to his knees. He played with the latex head. Then he worked his way down the shaft orally. He was going to need to learn to get used to gagging on cock. He knew he would be doing a lot of sucking from now on.

“I think it is wet enough,” Halle insisted.

A woman knew about wetness, so he took her word for it. It was time to find out how good it felt to be pegged by your wife. He went on all fours. Halle slapped his bare ass a few times with that simulated dick. Then he felt its presence on his anal rim. She teased it around. His bottom was eager to be taken. That toy started to be gobbled up like a Christmas cracker.

He grunted. “Does it hurt?” she asked. He shook his head. There was pain, but it was the type of pain that went with pleasure. As soon as his bottom surrendered the pain would go away. That toy was a little thicker and harder on the ass than the real thing. But it massaged his secret male spot just the same.

“Massage me like a good girl!” he begged.

Halle liked being the man. She took to pumping his bottom quickly. Soon she was putting up a good rhythm. The difference between a toy and the real thing is that most real things could only take so much pounding before a happy ending. A toy never arrived. Oh, but Mat could.

“I think I’m going to cum,” said Mat.

“Climax, honey. Bottoms climax and men cum,” she said. She had only been a man for a few minutes, so what made her an expert?

He didn’t have time to think about it. His love effluence pumped through his pleasure plumbing. He shot his seed all over. Halle, though, was too into the moment to notice. She was too into being the man. She kept mistreating her better half.

“Oh Mat!” she exclaimed. Then he heard that squeal Halle only made when she climaxed. His woman had climaxed from grinding on him. That was hot. He still had it. He could still pleasure his wife.

She pulled out. Suddenly Mat wanted to be held. She took her manhood off. She spooned him. He knew his marriage was saved.

Halle said, “You know, couples that play together, stay together.”

“So?”

“What if your other half met my other half?” asked Halle.

“You mean Stacey and Nicole?”

“She is a lesbian and she is a girl . . .”

He kissed her. “You have such lovely ideas. That's why I married you.”
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