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It was four days before Christmas when Veronica's company held their holiday party, something they were all looking forward to, especially Veronica. Mr. Thomas, the owner of the accounting facility lived close to the casino and made arrangements to host the party there, though a few select people were allowed to also use a portion of his expansive home, located just a block from the company on the same side of the street as the casino property. Those attending the party at the casino had access to food and some drinks, but they were on their own when it came to gambling and Veronica wanted to go.
Then her husband, Mark, called to say he had to work late again and she blew up, telling him he had been working late every night this week and she was tired of it. She wanted to party, she deserved it, and she was going whether he showed or not. Luckily for Mark, he was able to finish early and struggled through heavy snow to reach the party and join his wife. He decided to surprise her, but when arrived at her work, he noticed the parking lot was full, so he pulled into one of the last spots on the side road, not next to Veronica's SUV which is where he usually parked.
He didn't know if Veronica was now at the casino, or was still at work and decided to call her, but it went to voice mail. Well, he thought, I'm here, so I'll check her work first. The older security guard told him that Veronica and the others had left almost an hour earlier and Mark knew she was probably at the casino now, where the main party was happening. He again called her and this time she picked up on the third ring. Her slurred speech meant she had been drinking, a lot, and he started to tell her how the traffic was so bad that it was going to be difficult to get to the casino, but before he could explain that he was just across the street, she said that maybe he should not go to the party and should instead go home. He was about to tell her where was when she said she was still at work with several other people and they wouldn't be going to the casino for at least an hour. Mark turned and looked at her empty office, wondering what was happening. His wife was out right lying to him and he wondered if she was just angry at him, or if there were other reasons she lied.
Deciding to find out what she was up to, he told her he would still go to the casino, but with the deteriorating conditions, he probably wouldn't get there for at least two hours, so she could finish up with her work and he would meet her in one of the gaming rooms. His concerns were intensified when he heard Veronica sigh. She told him fine and that she would probably be hanging out with her work mates, then she hung up without saying goodbye. He needed to get there fast.
He didn't know what room she might be in, but hurried out of her building and to the casino as quickly as he could. The casino was huge, hosting a half dozen small gaming rooms, so he knew he had to be careful when he entered one, not wanting to be spotted. The first one was a bust, but just as he was about to enter the second, he spotted her talking to four men at a table near the bar. This was unusual for her as she was shy, but then figured they were probably her co-workers, but why did she tell him she was still working, unless they moved the meeting here. Still things didn't add up to him. She had said they would be at her work for an hour, and then he kept seeing her look at her watch, like she was anxious about the time. That's when it hit him, she was checking to see how much time she had before he showed up. By his calculations, he wasn't supposed to be here for another 90 minutes or so.
Mark moved to other side of the bar and ordered a coke, but when he walked back around to check on her, the table was empty. Quickly he began looking around, worried she might be heading his way, but then he saw her, laughing and talking to the men around her as they moved toward the end of the casino. He had been there a few times and remembered that there were two gaming roomss in that area? Yes, two, so he quickly moved among the people there, using them as cover in case she looked back. She didn't, but Mark noticed ominously that one of the guys, Paul, who was with her kept looking over his shoulder. Paul was a nasty little ass, and he would recognize Mark if he saw him, so Mark made a detour of sorts, cutting around several machines and then moving as quickly as he could toward the end.
He reasoned that if Veronica saw him, he could say he had only been kidding and had just arrived. He reached a good spot but after a few minutes, he noticed that they didn't walk past him. He had lost them, and started to search for them, becoming a bit frantic when he didn't see the group anywhere, then he saw them on the first floor, they had taken the stairs. Only they had now been joined by another man, Thomas, the owner of the company. He watched them for a bit as they all stood there talking, and had no idea of what was happening. He thought perhaps that they had met the owner and were now preparing to head back to the business, especially when he saw all of them, except Mr. Thomas, put their jackets back on.
In a flash, Mark had donned his jacket and he moved down the steps quickly, reaching the main floor and spotting them as they stepped outside. Taking another exit, Mark almost bumped into the group as they had turned and were walking by. Quickly he walked out into the snow toward the parking lot, but as he spied the office across the way, he realized that they weren't heading that way, they were going in a slightly different direction. Then it hit him, they were heading to the home of Mr. Thomas which was located on the opposite side of the street. That was when Mark remembered what Veronica had said once, that sometimes the parties were at Mr. Thomas' house, and that looked like the case now.
Knowing now where the group might be headed, Mark crossed the street toward their office and walked as briskly as he could, unworried about being noticed because the storm was getting worse. He did manage to see Veronica stop and look at her phone, maybe wondering if he was close, or had decided to go home. Fat chance. The men stopped with her and though he couldn't quite hear what was said, it was obvious that they wanted her to come along. Mark was almost tempted to cross over to them and grab his wife, but then he saw her put the phone in her pocket and start walking once more.
Mark kept walking, trying not to look over his shoulder at the group slipping and laughing as they walked together on the other side of the street then they turned down the driveway to Thomas' home. Making sure they were too occupied to notice him, Mark ran across the road and took a different path than them as he had no intention of entering the same door they used, worried he would bump into them as he entered, so he followed other footsteps to another door which was unlocked. Inside he found himself in some sort of mud room, several pairs of boots were neatly placed near a heater and jackets lined several hooks. It was apparent that others had recently used this door as well.
Leaving his jacket on, he carefully opened the inner door and saw a short hallway with two women standing there waiting to use a restroom. The wait wasn't long, and when the last woman entered, he walked briskly down the hallway, carefully looking for the party. There were several other doors along the wall, and a stairwell. Knowing he didn't have much time to decide, he walked up the steps and stopped at the turn to watch. Sure enough the last women to enter the restroom appeared and walked to a door opposite the stairs and carefully looking from the steps, he saw almost a dozen people, none of them were his wife or the men accompanying her. It looked like this party was really heating up here, so where was Veronica's group? Two more people came from the mud room and quickly made their way to this room, greeted by a chorus of voices.
Mark then figured they hadn't entered by the same door as the others as they planned to go somewhere else in the house. But why? He had his suspicions, and he hoped they were wrong, but all the facts kept coming back to this. The other question, how to proceed? If he entered the party, the partiers there would obviously tell Veronica he was around and he wasn't sure he wanted her to know that yet. He decided to see what was upstairs and knowing that Mr. Thomas was still at the casino, he didn't think he would bump into anyone, maybe a housekeeper, but they wouldn't know him and he could always pose as a guest who was curious about the house, or one who was lost.
Reaching the top, he saw that the hallway extended for most of the house and he walked as quietly as he could finally ending at another staircase. As he ventured down he heard the muffled sounds of another party, a smaller one. Reaching the bottom or the stairway, he slowly opened a door where he thought this party was, but the room empty, still he heard the party sounds clearly and walking inside noticed what appeared to be a small old fashioned vent near the top of the wall, that's where the party sounds were coming from.
He was just able to make out the sounds of music and some talking, like the people nearest the opening were talking over the music and he realized it was another party, then the music was suddenly turned down and he heard the conversation more clearly, someone was openly talking about sex. There were still a lot of voices, a group of men and possible several women, one of whom sounded like his wife. With great interest, he found a stool and got up close the vent hearing the men cheer suddenly, then one shouted to take it off. The conversation was enticing and Mark had to admit he was tuned on by it. The men were cheering on a woman named Brenda, and he clearly heard one of them say something like "Come on baby, just suck it." There were more cheers when this was said and a few other voices chimed in, starting a chant, "Suck it, suck it." They kept repeating this until there was another cheer, and Mark guessed she had obviously complied to their requests. Only who was it, Veronica, Brenda, or someone else?
A few seconds later, he heard Veronica who sounded like she was having second thoughts. "Come on guys, I have to get back to the casino. Mark will be getting there soon and what then?"
Mark heard another voice interject, "So what? The casino is huge. Even if he gets here by the two hour mark and gets inside, we still have plenty of time to celebrate her, so come on Veronica, who's first?" Her reply was muffled for some reason, but the noise died down and he clearly heard a voice shout, "Take your shirt off!" Then more cheering. Mark was mesmerized by the conversation and his own cock was rock hard. He didn't know why the conversation excited him, it just did. He was listening in on a private conversation, only this one was with his wife and other men and his cock was throbbing so badly that he pulled it out and began stroking it. When he heard yet another voice shout, "Now that's more like it," then, "take it all. Oh baby, suck me. Suck me good." It sounded to him like his wife had actually started blowing someone, but that couldn't be possible, she had never given him the same treatment, calling it disgusting and something she would never do. Well he knew now that something had changed.
When he heard the man say, "I'm cumming!" That was all Mark could take and he shot a load out of his own cock, then when he was done, he felt like a heel. Granted one of his fantasies was to see his wife taken by another man, but they hadn't discussed it and there were a lot of men in that room. He was shook from his reverie by another voice, "My turn when she's done." He wasn't sure, but he thought he could hear someone moaning.
Okay, he had heard enough, time to change things up a bit. Retracing his steps, Mark found another door leading outside, and bolted out of the house trying to get back to the driveway. He had to walk through a lot of snow, but soon he reached the spot he had entered and followed the driveway back up to the street. The wind had let up a bit, and he felt he could now call without the fear of being seen.
Her phone rang for six times before she finally answered, and he could hear her try to silence the people around her. "Hey hon, guess what? I made good time and I'm almost in town. You still at work, or are you in the casino?" He asked, trying hard to sound calm.
"What? Oh we're at the casino. How long before you get here?"
He had to answer this one carefully. I should be there in say fifteen minutes." There was silence for a moment. "You still there, hon?"
"Oh yeah. Just dropped my drink. I'll be in one of the gaming rooms. See you soon, honey."
Mark almost laughed out loud when he heard someone say, "Hey, but we didn't get a turn yet."
Veronica ended the call at this point, and Mark had to chuckle, even though he felt numb. He thought about this as he made his way to his car, thinking he would wait there and watch to see what transpired. He got to where his car was parked in just a few minutes and stood behind it and was soon rewarded to see Veronica slipping and sliding in the snow, racing back toward the casino.
He saw her look into the company parking lot, not noticing where his car was parked on the side road and only one man now with her. Mark was tempted to walk out and confront her, but decided to wait until they were out of sight, then he made his way slowly toward the casino. He wasn't sure what he was going to say when he saw her, but he was sure he would think of something.
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Mark reached the casino after his wife and the man with her moved out of sight. The weather was finally breaking and the snow had finally showed signs of ending, but the clouds had the night come earlier. With that in mind, Mark made his way inside, constantly on the look-out for his wife, though he knew it didn't matter much, she knew he was here now, only he wondered how would she act.
Entering the casino again, he expected to find her waiting for him, but she wasn't. He knew she couldn't be far as she just walked in a few minutes before him, so he decided to put his jacket in the coat check room and see if she turned up. There are several of them located throughout the casino and as he handed his jacket to the woman behind the counter, he heard noises coming from around the corner. Curious as to where his wife could be and wondering what the noise is, he walked past the check in room and saw a closed door, hosting a cheap plastic sign stating that this room is for the Thomas Corporation Holiday Party.
Okay, so this is the room Veronica's company was using. Opening the door, he walked in to find a large number of people here, some of whom he recognized and everyone present greeted him as a friend. He stopped a woman walking by that he knew. "Hey Janice, have you seen Veronica?"
Janice looked around the room a moment, and replied, "I just saw her a moment ago, but not now. Maybe she went out the back door," she said, pointing to a door at the far end of the room.
Mark thanked her and hurried through the door, finding himself at a series of elevators. She wasn't here either, so rather than retracing his steps, he took one up to the main floor exiting near several gaming rooms. He quickly spotted Veronica in the first room he checked, the one closest to the elevator, but she didn't seem to notice him. He walked up to her as she played a slot machine and she was sitting on her coat. It was quickly brushed off, but there are still signs of snow on the collar. He walked over and stood next to her.
Veronica noticed him then. "Hi Mark, I'm glad you're here," she said, getting up to give him a kiss. Mark scanned the room, but the man who followed her to the casino wasn't around.
"Hey, I just wanted to apologize for spending so much time at work. I should have left sooner."
"It's fine. I was a little pissed, but you want that promotion. I understand. It's fine."
"So how much money have you lost?" He asked with a smile.
"Actually, I won four dollars. See, gambling doesn't always mean a person will lose."
"I guess you're right. So why aren't you down at the party?"
"You found the party room?"
"Yeah, when I checked my coat. Why didn't you check your coat as well?" He said this casually, but noticed the look of concern that crossed her face for a second.
"Well sometimes it's cold in here and I brought my coat up with me. It's nice in here today and I didn't want to have to walk back down and check it."
"Fine. Well are you interested in a drink from the bar?" He asked.
"No thanks, but go ahead and get one," she responded.
Mark walked to the bar, throwing a quick look over his shoulder and saw his wife get off her stool and walk back into the game room, probably meeting with the man who had accompanied her from Mr. Thomas' home. They both looked in his direction, but Mark had already turned his head and made his way to the bar. Quickly making a purchase he returned to the room arriving just as Veronica sat down. Not sure how to proceed, he decided to give her some rope and see what developed. "Honey, do you want me to take your jacket to the coat room and check it in. You'll be more comfortable that way."
"Oh yes, please," she replied, then added, "Hey, I might move to another room with less people."
"Sure. I might wander around a bit myself. If we don't see each other, let's plan on meeting for something to eat in what, say about an ninety minutes. We'll meet over at the restaurant. That okay with you?"
"Yeah. You don't mind me wandering around by myself, do you?"
"Absolutely not. I trust you," he added, wondering if she would feel a little guilty, but she just smiled and handed him her coat. Knowing she would be watching him carefully, Mark casually took her jacket down and checked it in, then rushed back up the stairs, but she was already out of sight. He stood there thinking. She had left as soon as he did and was lost in the crowd. She could be anywhere, but, he would bet that she had probably skipped the closer game rooms and headed to the far end of the casino. That's where he started to look. Moving quickly, he didn't waste time looking in the closer rooms, or the bar, instead he thought he would head all the way down and start backtracking. The casino was seven stores tall, but the gambling section was only on the second and third floors, the smoking area one flight up and the non-smoking area on this floor. Since Veronica didn't smoke, he was certain she would remain on this floor.
He figured it would take a while to locate her, but to his surprise he spotted her as soon as he had reached the end of this floor. She was off to one side talking with the same guy who had accompanied her to the casino, but also with Mr. Thomas. Mark liked that, figuring her having to chat with the boos, would interrupt any plans she had made to go somewhere else. Casually he entered a game room nearby and began playing the penny slots. The machine he chose gave him the perfect view of her and the two men and provided the perfect cover. Just a few minutes later the three passed by the room as they walked casually back toward the center of the casino, Veronica throwing nervous glances around, obviously looking for him. Mark knew she was up to something again, but he was patient. After they passed by, he followed them from a distance to the main stairwell. It looked like they were heading to the party, so Mark moved quickly back to the elevators and took the same one down and made his way through the rear entrance of the company party.
He noticed immediately that most people had left, but by entering from the rear, he wasn't seen and was able to hide behind a small desk inside a glass walled room with no door and observe the party room. The lights in this part of the room had already been turned off, leaving him in shadow and providing a good view into the room where the party was now almost done. As the people filed out, Mark quietly watched what was happening and pulled out his phone. He made sure it was set to vibrate and then set it to record anything that might occur.
With only the workers now clearing up the party remains, Mark couldn't hear the conversation between his wife and the two men, but they appeared to be relaxed as the workers finished up and departed when Mr. Thomas released them. Mark saw Mr. Thomas say something to Veronica, which made her laugh, but then he noticed the man who had been accompanying his wife seemed a bit bored and began looking at his watch. Mark figured either he wanted Mr. Thomas to leave, or he was thinking about doing that himself. The question was answered shortly after, when he got up, shook hands with the owner, bent down and said something to Veronica, but she shook her head. He then turned and headed out the door. That left only his wife and her boss.
The two talked some more as Thomas got them drinks and when he returned, he sat right next to Veronica. She glanced at her watch then smiled sweetly at her boss. Mark checked his watch and was surprised to see that 45 minutes had passed since he left her, but she didn't appear anxious at all. That's when Mr. Thomas said something to her that made her exclaim loudly, "You're so bad!"
Mark heard this clearly and then pressed record. With no other noise in the room, he could hear only some of the things they were saying, but suddenly he saw Mr. Thomas get to his feet and head for the door and instead of leaving, he stopped and locked it. Then he walked right to Veronica and bending over, kissed her on the lips. She didn't object, instead she pushed him off, then stood and put her arm around him as they began kissing once more.
Mark watched the scene through his camera which he put on maximum magnification, giving him a view like he was much closer. He saw Thomas rub Veronica's back, then watched as his hands moved around to caress her side, getting closer and closer to her breasts. Veronica stepped back and said something, which Mark couldn't hear. It was like watching an R rated movie with the sound turned down to the lowest setting. He could see what was happening, but he couldn't hear the total conversation and it was like a reverse of the house he had been in; there he could hear but not see, here he could see but not hear.
Mark reset the camera to prevent running out of space and had just started again when he saw his wife say something that indicated she was upset. Thomas just seemed to ignore this and instead grabbed her hand and placed it on his pants, right over his cock. Now he heard her say, "What are you doing?" To which Thomas' voice came in clearly as well. "You know what I'm doing. Now shut up and kiss me again."
Mark saw her hesitate and try to pull her hand back, but Thomas kept his hand on hers and pulled her in for another kiss. His wife seemed to struggle for just a second before relaxing and allowing him to kiss her. Thomas then removed his hand, but Veronica kept hers right where it was, in fact Mark could see her rubbing his cock through his pants without being forced to, exciting Thomas more as he moved his hand to her large breasts and began to fondle one of them. Veronica stopped rubbing his cock at this point, instead pulling his zipper down and pulled his cock free. They broke the kiss then, and Thomas said something quiet to her as he sat. Veronica smiled down at him then dropped to her knees and began stroking his cock. Thomas was now staring at her as Veronica lowered her head, licked his stiff member once before taking the top his cock into her mouth.
Crap, Mark was now excited once more and almost came right there. He sat mesmerized, watching his beautiful wife suck almost all of the smaller dick into her mouth and her head began bobbing up and down. Thomas sat there for a few seconds, watching her, then reached down and unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it open, exposing her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra, and as she sucked, he put his hand on her tit and began rubbing it, playing with the nipple.
When he was in the house, he couldn't see what was happening, he had a good idea but was able to listen with a shred of doubt, thinking maybe it was another woman and not his wife. This however was undeniable and he watched as his wife used her mouth, the same mouth she refused to give him oral sex. He made sure the camera was catching this all, and as she continued, he developed a plan, a way of getting even.
He was thinking of this, when suddenly Veronica stood up, pulled her shirt off and then stripped naked in front of Mr. Thomas. Then she moved forward seductively and helped Thomas slip a condom onto his cock. At least she is using protection he thought, watching his beautiful wife guide Thomas' cock into her waiting pussy. Okay, so not only had she performed oral sex on her co-workers, she obviously was fucking them as well. How many? At least two he was sure of and probably more, but he also had to admit his viewing this was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.
Mr. Tomas stopped abruptly and pushed Veronica off his lap. Mark wasn't sure, but he thought he saw a look of disappointment on her face. There was more talk, Thomas quickly dressed, kissed her once more, then walked out of the room, as Veronica shook her head and began dressing herself, throwing looks at her watch. With the show over, Mark felt maybe it was time to blow the whistle, but as he was getting up, another man entered the room and spied Veronica who was still only half dressed and again locked the door. This was a surprise to Mark as the guy walked over to Veronica, kissed her on her lips and began removed what she had put back on.
"How many fucking guys is she going to fuck tonight?" Mark said to himself in disbelief. All those times she said she was too tired, well no more. He began filming again as this man wasted no time in getting into her. He didn't bother to put a condom on as he pulled Veronica to a small couch much closer to the room where Mark was hiding. Now Mark could hear the conversation easily and he recognized the man who was her immediate supervisor, Andy. As they fucked, Mark heard him say, "I knew Mr. Thomas wanted to fuck you, and when I found the door locked, I knew he was making his move."
"You knew he wanted me?" Veronica asked.
"Hell yeah, he used to say things about you that made it clear, like how lucky Mark was to be married to you and able to fuck you when he wanted. Or how your tits drove him crazy when you didn't wear a bra, like today. He wanted you bad." Andy said as he grunted into her. "It was so hard waiting outside and knowing what he was probably doing to you. But I knew he wouldn't satisfy you like I could. Hell, I bet even your husband can't get you off like I can."
This made Mark angry, especially when he heard his wife admit this was true. The two kept humping the tempo increasing. "I hope fucking Mr. Thomas gets you that raise you wanted, you hot little thing. Oh God, I'm almost there." Andy became quiet at this point and began kissing Veronica passionately. She didn't seem to be as intense as he was, and Mark wondered about that.
Mark watched fascinated as Andy really went at it, his ass pushing up into her ever faster, until he finally pulled his cock out and scooted up to her face, where he emptied his load into her open mouth. Veronica eagerly swallowed most of it, then used her fingers to wipe the remaining spunk from her face and sucked them clean, even swallowing some of the cum left over from Thomas. The two of them lay there totally spent, until Veronica lifted her watch up. "Oh my God, I was supposed to meet Mark at the restaurant right now. I have to hurry." Veronica said.
"When are you going to leave him?" Andy asked.
"What? I can't leave him. He isn't as good a lover as you, but he's a good man," she replied. "It would hurt him if he knew I was doing this."
"Whatever," Andy replied. "I would treat you so much better than he ever could and I wouldn't be spending all my time at work if I had such a beautiful wife to come home to. So what if it hurts, he's an ass, working all the time. I bet he's actually seeing some other woman. If he wasn't he would have gotten here sooner. Just fuck him, Viv. He doesn't deserve you."
Okay, Mark thought, I'm killing him. Veronica didn't say anything, just looked at him as they finished dressing, then making sure she had left nothing behind, hurried out of the room behind Andy.
Now alone, Mark turned off his camera, swore a few times and headed out the same door his wife had used, following her carefully as she quickly walked up the steps in front of him. He used the crowds as cover to slip up beside her and as they reached the restaurant, Mark reached out and grabbed her arm. "Where have you been?
END Part II
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This is the third in a series. A lot of people offered up suggestions and originally I was going to end the series here, but with the help of several, I decided not to.
*****
Veronica had an excuse all ready for him. "I'm sorry, I just forgot the time, then had to walk all the way back here from the other end of the casino. You forgive me?" She asked sweetly.
Mark was amazed that his wife could act so innocently after having sex with multiple men. This was something that only came with practice, he was sure, and something he would mention to a divorce lawyer. He didn't want to do this, but felt that her actions warranted it, and that guy Andy, was something he needed to deal with quickly. They got drinks at the bar and Mark was about to tell her what he knew, but he honestly didn't know where to start. Suddenly his phone rang and he had to take call from his boss, but as he did, Veronica got up, saying "I'll be back," as she walked into the casino. He wasn't concerned until he saw that Andy had just walked by and she went out to see him.
Mark finished up his call to his boss, then watched as she and Andy entere a conference room off to the side and several yards down the hallway. Mark walked over, and opening the door quietly and looked in. He expected to find his wife and Andy here, but he heard his wife's voice coming from one of several small cube rooms along one side of the conference room. Even with the door closed, the cubes did not extend to the ceiling, so he could hear his wife and she was angry. "...staying with Mark, and I don't want you following us around."
"But Viv, (her nickname) you know how I feel about you. I told you, I think he's fucking another woman. You know how great the sex between us is. Can't you just tell him that it's over, that you want me instead?"
"I told you, I can't leave Mark, I love him, he's done nothing wrong"
"Well I'll tell him then. Tell him what we've been doing for weeks, who you've been doing for weeks," Andy sneered. "How do you think he'd take that, hearing who you've been screwing. Think that would hurt him?" Veronica went to slap him, but he grabbed her arm and pulled her close. "You're mine."
"I don't think so Andy," Mark said, walking into the room and pulling his hand off Veronica's arm. "If I ever see you grab my wife like that again, I'll fucking put you in a hospital. In fact, you need to leave right now and I don't want to see you talk to her again. Do you understand what I'm saying, dumb ass?"
Veronica simply stood there in shock. She had never seen Mark this angry. She knew he had heard the conversation when he walked in; it was stupid of Andy to do that in such an open place, but now she knew the cat was out of the bag and she worried how he would take it.
Andy didn't seem to care what Mark had heard and he didn't like being told he couldn't see Veronica anymore. "You can't tell me what to do. We work together asshole, so go piss off. I'll talk to her anytime I want to and there's nothing you can do about it."
With that, Mark move in and put his fist into Andy's stomach. The man doubled over, as Veronica started shouting at Mark to stop. She looked at her husband's face, she saw the hurt there, the betrayal, and she was certain her life was about to come crashing down. "Mark, please don't hurt him," she said, begging him to stop.
"Why, Viv? Why?" Mark asked. Three simple words, but not the words she wanted to hear at the moment. "It's complicated. What do you know?" She asked, her face staring at the floor.
Mark was about to answer, when he saw Andy get to his feet holding a large plant pot which he threw at Mark but missed and it crashed into Veronica's face. Mark heard her grunt as she fell, and now he had to be a Corpsman again. Luckily he had treated head injuries in Afghanistan, but this was different. This was his wife. More people suddenly came into the conference room, hearing the commotion of a moment ago and they responded quickly, calling for the casino medical team and helping Mark to stop the blood flow from his wife.
In all of this, Andy stood there, the man who had fucked his wife, tried to convince her to leave him, then had assaulted her and now he was responsible for hurting her. Andy looked down at the blood now rushing from her head. He looked at Mark, and shouted, "You..you bastard! You did this. It's your fault. If you had been a better husband..." That was all he managed to say before Mark hit him with a hard slap that shut him up immediately. The people trying to help his wife looked at each other before looking at him.
"Call an ambulance and get the cops in here. My wife is in bad shape, we need medical help," Mark said, using some napkins to cover the wounds. During this, Andy stood to the side, crying as he tried to explain. "I didn't mean to. This prick told me I couldn't see her anymore, and I love her," he said to them all, as he cried.
xxxxxxxxxxx
Mark raised his head off his arms, noticing the time. It was almost 5am, and he looked at his wife. Part of her face was covered with small bandages and bruises, but thankfully the doctors could find no shards of porcelain in her eyes, which meant she would not lose her sight, and more importantly they had sutured two deep cuts on her face. She was unconscious, but the shift nurse told him he should go home to get some rest and that she would call him personally when she awoke.
Mark thought about it for a moment, then decided to take the nurse up on the offer. Slowly he got to his feet and kissed his wife on the lips, before turning and heading out into the dark. He got a cab to his apartment; he was too tired to drive his own car and figured he would go back in the morning to retrieve it. Once at his apartment complex, he saw a car pull in, it was a woman named Amanda who worked with his wife. She stopped on her way in when she recognized Mark, and walked quickly over to him. Mark always thought Amanda was a nice woman but didn't know why Veronica wasn't so friendly toward her.
Amanda walked up, "I heard about Veronica, and I also heard you know pretty much everything," she said, holding up her hand to stop his question. "It's a small town, word travels quick."
"Where are you coming from?" Mark asked.
"The party at Mr. Thomas' house. Veronica should have come with us there and she wouldn't be in this fix if she had."
"She did go," Mark replied. "Only you probably didn't hear that she there was another party in a different part of the house."
"Oh my God. Are you sure? I didn't see her there at all."
"I'm sure. I followed her to the house. Actually, I didn't see anything, just heard it," he stated, then explained about vent, and then how he convinced her to leave and head to the casino, and how he confronted Andy and what happened to Veronica.
"Well that ass, Andy deserves to go to jail. I know he had this thing for her, but what he did with Veronica, that wasn't right. She's your wife and he's a dirt bag."
"I know all about him. What do you know?" Mark asked, wondering how much was common knowledge.
She sighed, then looked him in the eye. "I know everything. I know about him, and a few others. I'm sorry Mark, I shouldn't be saying this."
Mark smiled. "It's okay. I found out about her sexual exploits last night."
"You found out about all of them? Damn, Mark, I'm sorry. I wanted to say something, but didn't think it would be right, since I work with her."
"I know about Andy, some guy named Paul, Brad, and maybe a couple more."
"Well when Mr. Thomas finds out what's been going on, I think some of those guys are going to get the boot, probably Veronica too.
"She won't get the boot.
"Why not?" Amanda asked
"Because your boss is one of those having sex with Veronica".
"Shut up. No way. He's married."
"Well he also likes to fuck around. I got it on video if you want to see it," he said.
"Oh my. Hell yes, I want to see that. I heard some of the comments he made in the past about Viv, and a couple of things he said, which now make sense. But Mr. Thomas is married. I even met his wife. She's very pleasant, tough, but nice. Look, I have to keep an eye on my friend's dog. Can you come over and join me?" Amanda asked.
Xxxxxxxxxxxx
Mark awoke and looked out at the setting sun. He turned in the bed and bumped into Amanda. She was already awake and looked at him. "Well tiger, I guess you're a bit more relaxed now," she said, kissing him suddenly on his lips.
Mark returned the kiss, any feelings of guilt now gone. "I take it you really enjoyed that video."
She looked him straight in the eyes. "Yes and no. Viv is. Was my fiend. I guess I figured what she did was her life, but I like you Mark. I always have. What she did was wrong. Maybe that's why I didn't feel bad when we got in bed. Does that make sense?"
Mark smiled at her, pushed back the covers a bit, exposing the upper part of her body and then put his lips on her breast, licking and sucking it. Then he felt her hands grabbing his cock and pulling on it, and with a happy wheee sound, she was under the covers and soon had his member in her mouth. He had cum twice during the night, and now she was doing her best to get him worked up again.
"Oh Amanda, I don't know if I can get it up again so soon."
Amanda suddenly popped her head out of the covers. "Oh come one, Mark. You're young, I'll get I up once more, then one last fuck before you take off."
Mark could only smile as she did a good job. He tongue on his cock soon got him hard once more, and in no time he was inside her in the Missionary position, his favorite. He loved being able to lay on his lover and being able to look her in the eyes, something Veronica didn't seem to enjoy as much. She always wanted him to take her from behind, so he could pull her tits as he fucked her. Then he thought about last night, how he had watched Andy taken her the way she liked. Maybe that was something which had contributed to his wife's cheating.
However these thoughts quickly faded for Mark as he entered Amanda, fucking her like he used to fuck his wife. He didn't know why he wasn't angry at her, but instead used the memory he had of his wife to fuck others to help him fuck Amanda. For some reason he found the memory of Veronica fucking Mr. Thomas so very erotic and he was thinking about this as he came one more time in Amanda.
Now really spent, he kissed Amanda a bit more before telling her he had to get to his own place and change as he climbed out of her bed. He dressed only a bit, not bothering to put his boots on since he was only heading to his own apartment across the hall. He closed the door to Amanda's apartment and took a deep breath, thinking how his life had changed so radically in just a single day. Yesterday he was a happily married and faithful husband, but not now. His wife had changed that and her cheating was to blame. He was thinking this as opened the door to his own apartment and suddenly stopped. Veronica was sitting on their couch, next to Mr. Thomas, who stood up as Mark entered. He hadn't bothered to put his boots back on since it was just a few feet and now he guessed correctly that it would be noticed by those in his place. He was right.
Veronica was sporting a large bandage around her head and could only turn slowly as if she were in deep pain, but her boss was now standing there staring at him. "Looks like you spent the night somewhere else, young man," he said as he stood there. Mark ignored him and looked at his wife.
"Veronica, when did they release you?"
"Late this afternoon. I called and called you, but couldn't get through. Where were you?"
"I stayed over with Amanda. She said I shouldn't be alone. Guess I turned my phone down when I was in the hospital with you. Think I was so tired, I just crashed like a freight train early this morning. What time is it?"
Mr. Thomas looked at his watch after shaking his head. "It's now almost 4 pm. So you didn't hear your wife calling? What kind of excuse is that? And you spent the morning with another woman, just sleeping. I'm sure." He sounded upset which considering what had happened almost made Mark smile.
"Who do you think you're talking to old man?"
"Mark don't talk to Mr. Thomas that way. He was nice enough to bring me home when I couldn't reach you," Veronica said, sitting back and putting her hand on her head.
"That's fine, now get out, asshole." Mark said to him.
"How dare you talk to me like that," Mr. Thomas said, acting indignant.
"I talk this way to any man who comes on to my wife and fucks her."
"What are you talking about?" Mr. Thomas almost yelled, ignoring Veronica who was trying to stop him.
"I know quite a bit about you. The people in your own company filled me in quite a bit, but the rest, the most important stuff, well you can thank Andy. He told me you were screwing Veronica."
"That is a total fallacy," he responded. "And I shall speak to Andy shortly."
"Damn, you're such a good liar," Mark responded. "You're telling me you didn't just have sex with my wife at the casino?"
Thomas looked a bit unnerved for a second, then it was like he came to a personal agreement. "What I did, or did not do, is between your wife and me. A gentleman does not have to sink to defending himself against crude accusations."
"Oh, so you didn't suck on Viv's tits?" Mark asked, feigning surprise.
"I most certainly did not. Your wife is a charming woman and whoever told you that is a liar."
"No Darren," Mark said, using the man's first name. "You're a liar. You see I have this little video here and if you look closely at my phone, you can see your mouth closing on Viv's tit right there."
"I assure you that whoever sent that is mistaken."
"No, it's real. Videos don't lie, the evidence is there. You need to leave, and I mean now. Go."
Thomas looked at Veronica. "We'll talk later," was all she said as she lowered her head to the couch. So he grabbed his jacket and made his way quickly out the door. Mark watched him leave and noticed that Amanda's door was open a crack. He had closed it when he left, so now she was listening in which explained a little how she knew so much, she was good at snooping.
With her boss gone, Mark left the door partially open as he sat down on the stuffed chair a mate to the couch and propped his feet up on the table. That was something Veronica hated, but he didn't care now. "So Viv, your turn. Care to explain what the happened, and why Andy get you off better than me?"
"What do you know and how long have you known? Was all she asked.
Mark shook his head. "I found out yesterday, let's just leave it at that."
Veronica looked at him, her good eye searching. "The part about Andy being a better lover. He only said that tonight. How did you find out about that?" she pleaded. "Did he tell you that?"
"Don't ask how I know, you won't like it," Mark answered quietly as they kept walking.
"I have to know. Were you in the room?"
"Yes, I was." Mark answered.
"I can't believe I said that," she said, sitting upright even though she was obviously still in pain. "I was just so excited. Oh my God. Mr. Thomas, you said you knew about him as well."
"You want me to tell you, is that what you want?"
"Just how much did you see?"
"Fine, I know you won't stop until I tell you. I saw a lot, heard a lot."
Veronica looked at him, "Heard?"
"Yeah, the party at Mr. Thomas' house," was all Mark said.
"But you said you were on your way, why did you lie to me?" She asked, and Mark almost laughed.
"I lied? I called you first from your office, when you said you were working late, you didn't give me a chance to tell you I was standing there, only that you were, and you weren't. I wanted to find out what was going on. I saw you go to the Thomas' home. Saw, well heard rather, the sound of the little extra party you were enjoying. I saw you ditch me and head down to the company party here. I came in the back way and I hid. I wanted to see what happened. I saw that idiot Thomas pretty much attack you. I saw it, then that asshole Andy. I saw it all, videotaped it all."
"Are you going to divorce me?"
"I'm not sure yet. You know your secret isn't well kept. A lot of people know about you. I found out even more after I left the hospital."
"You were at the hospital?" Veronica asked, somewhat surprised.
"Of course. I was there all night. I'm still your husband and I only just came home this morning when the nurse told me I should go home and get some rest."
"Mr. Thomas said you had gone home and that he stayed the night to see how I was."
"Oh yeah, he's a liar. Ask the night nurse about that. Now, start talking, tell mem why I should stay as your husband. Better yet, tell me everything from the beginning and don't leave anything out."
End Part III
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I decided to write this story because I cannot believe what I experienced and I needed to tell someone about it. I did tell my friend Amber only a little of what happened, afraid she might spill the beans someday, though I feel that she knows more, not everything that happened of course, but that's why I'm writing. I chose to just put the words down on paper, just so I could express myself and hopefully get over the need to describe what happened, before I burst.
Well the best place to start, I guess, is to tell you a bit about myself. First off, my name is Cindy, well it's actually my pen name, my real name I'll keep secret for now. With that said, I can tell you I'm 36, have blonde hair to my shoulders and my husband, Arthur, also a pen name, says I'm even better looking now than when we were married 11 years ago. He said I filled out more after having two kids. I'm not so sure about that, though I will admit my breasts are a bit larger, but age plus pregnancies, gave me a little more fat around my middle and my butt is bigger. Art likes that, but I don't, and I've tried hard to lose the extra weight, to no avail.
I work part time as a bank teller, and Arthur works as an auto mechanic. We had just bought and moved into a nice house in a rural Pennsylvania town not far from Pittsburgh which was where Art had lived as a child and then his parents moved to New York when he was a teenager and where he met me. My father was a retired Army Sergeant and we moved a lot when I was younger, so I was used to packing up and moving to new places and could make friends easily, which is how I met Art in high school. I could see that he was new as well and decided to become his friend. In no time we were dating and after we were older, we were married.
Art is a bit shy around new people, but just after we moved to this town, we discovered our next door neighbor, Christopher, was an old friend of his from middle school. They soon became reacquainted and in no time, were best buddies once more. The interesting thing was Chris' wife, Amber, soon became my best friend as well. Art says we're pretty tight like the guys, though with him it could have a double meaning. Some men are stupid. Amber was soon watching our kids on occasion, which was a great help, and the kids liked her as well, calling her Aunt Gem, her telling them that amber was rare and special gem, hence the name. Art thought it was stupid, but I liked it; showed she was a happy person.
Our son, Richard, is 9 and Ally, is 7 and they're both very active, as are both myself and Arthur, Art for short. We immediately became involved in some volunteer work as a way of meeting more of the people and were active in his old church. Our sex life is okay, though not as often as I would like, but Art works so hard during the week that he often comes home exhausted, though usually on a Friday night he goes out drinking after work and doesn't get home till late, which leaves me alone with the kids. Still he's a good husband and treats me well, though I wish he would take me out on a Friday occasionally as he seems to enjoy the drinking with his friends.
As the weeks went by, I had Amber over one night while Art was out. She was in an excited mood, talking about the happenings around town, but the one thing that seemed to excite her most was her church activities. Art and I attended the same church as her, and though we went almost every Sunday, I didn't see what she was excited about. When she started talking about it, and the upcoming church auction, Art and I had never attended it, she was bubbling with excitement.
Finally, I had to ask her why she was so excited. "I don't get it Amber. What is so exciting about this auction? I know the church makes money, but it's just an auction. How much can they make on selling old stuff, and what's so exciting about being a part of it?"
Amber sort of looked at me with surprise in her eyes. "Didn't you reach the church flyer?"
I had to admit to her, I hadn't. It had been handed to us as we left, but we seldom read the whole thing, usually just a quick glance was all before it ended up in recycling.
Amber suddenly got a big smile. "Then you didn't read about the auction. It's not just for old stuff, it's also for us."
I looked her in the eye. "They sell, people?!"
"No, it's not like that. Last year the congregation voted to adopt something that is popular in a lot of towns now, an auction of married women."
"That sounds kind of weird," I replied. "Isn't that against the church teachings a bit?"
"No, it's not like that. Last year the church in a nearby town tried it, and they raised over fifteen thousand dollars. Our church needs a new roof and the Pastor, though he was reluctant, gave in when he heard how much we could make. Also the women who participate get half of the winning bid, if they stay the entire weekend."
I thought about it for a moment, and suddenly I realized why Amber seemed so excited. "Are you volunteering to be one of the people auctioned?" I asked.
She got a silly smile on her face as she answered. "Yes."
"But Amber, I know I haven't known you all that long, but you and Chris get along so well. Why don't they auction single women?'
Amber laughed a little. "It's not like that. The church likes to use married women, we're more mature and we can usually keep things in hand, and there's nothing wrong with it. For some reason married women also seem to bring in more money than single women. I was bought last year." The shock on my face made Amber laugh a little harder. "Look it's simply fun, nothing kinky goes on, well nothing more than what the woman auctioned wants. Then there's the small amount of money we get. It helps with the bills."
I looked at her, expecting her to smile and say it was all a joke, but she didn't. She spent the next hour explaining everything about the auction and what usually happens. In her case, she liked it, the fear at first, then the lack of freedom, but the man who purchased her was older and he basically had her do things like clean the house, and dress in skimpy dresses or give him back rubs, until... She stopped there and I held onto my coffee, hard, waiting for her finish tell me everything.
"Well this is between us and you have to swear that you'll never tell anyone, not even Art. Right." It was more of a demand than a question.
"I swear," I replied, having difficulty swallowing. It seemed that all moisture left my mouth at that moment. "I swear. I will never tell anyone, not even Art."
"Well it's only for two days, from Friday after the auction until Sunday at 3 pm. The auction is on a Friday night, so after having my own room to sleep in the first night. I'll admit, I wasn't sure what he might try to pull, but nothing. Well the next night, as I was giving him a back rub, I noticed he was getting, well let's just say he was getting into the rub and I noticed him getting hard."
"What did you do?" I asked, trying to put myself in her shoes.
"Well to be honest, I thought I would have to use my safe word." My look of confusion must have been evident because she quickly explained about the 'safe word' and how any slave, yes she said slave, could use it and the whole exercise would be over. However, if the slave used the safe word, the church would have to pay back the hours not served, which meant they would get some of the money, but not all of it, the woman would get none, and the future of these auctions would probably be in jeopardy.
I asked her more about this safe word, and to my own surprise, I found myself wondering what it would be like to be sold at auction and then to serve as a slave. Excuse me, servant. Then when I was satisfied, I had her finish what happened.
Amber kind of lowered her head before she spoke. "Well, as I sat there looking at his bulge, I kept thinking what I should do. Should I just use the safe word and call it all off? Then I realized I liked it. The fear, the anticipation. I mean, it was all so erotic. He was an old man, living by himself and as I looked down at him, he looked up and smiled. He sort of grabbed my hand and pulled it down to his crotch. I stood there staring at his smile and I thought about him. He told me his wife had left him years before and they never had kids He was all alone and had no one special in his life, which was why he paid so much for me."
"How much did he pay?" I asked, almost breathless.
"He paid a little over 310 dollars, which was the top amount paid for any of us, and knowing how great a thrill for him at that moment, well, I kind of let him move my hand down to his crotch. Then he let go," she said, stopping for a moment. "It was like something was guiding me. My hand kept going and before I realized what I was doing, I reached his bulge. At first, I kind of rubbed it through his underwear, then as I saw the joy on his face, I pulled his pajama pants down and his cock sort of shot up at me. It was thrilling."
"Really, thrilling? You're married, you've see a man's junk before," I said quietly.
She laughed. "Oh sure, when we were first married, it was the same thrill, seeing Chris' cock out there, but you know, with time, it kind of lost the excitement." When I didn't say anything, she continued. "His cock was there, and it was thrilling, knowing that I could do that to a man again. Well, I grabbed his cock in my hand, you know, feeling the hardness, then slowly, using only a few fingers, I started jerking him off a bit and moved around to his front. It was easier and less taxing on my arm to do it that way, but t was really exciting, erotic even. I looked up and saw the pleasure on his face and I don't know why, but as I now was using my whole hand to play with him I got closer and closer. It was fascinating, watching his cock twitch and turn colors, and as I started at it, I got really close to it."
"Oh Amber, you didn't?" I was totally shocked and yet I felt like I knew what she was going through at that moment. I had only sucked Art off a few times, but his exploding in my mouth made me feel slutty, so I had only allowed him to cum outside my mouth after that.
Amber stopped for a moment, watching me, probably wondering what I was thinking. When I looked at her again, she finished. "His cock was inches in front of my face, so I pointed it at my mouth and sucked him off. For an old guy, he didn't cum that much and I got it all down. You should have seen him, he was so happy. After he came, we sort of laid down together. Would you believe that in the middle of the night he got hard again and wanted sex, but I figured I couldn't do that, so I just sort of sucked him off again. Then in the morning, I dressed, waited out the rest of the time and called Chris to come get me. Before I left, I opened my shirt and let him suck my boobs a bit, then gave him a final kiss squeezed his cock hard once more, quickly redressed, and was waiting for Chris outside when he arrived."
"Did you ever tell Chris what happened?" I asked. "And why didn't your husband pay for you?"
"Are you crazy? No. I sort of treated it like Vegas, what happened there, stayed there. Oh sure, Chris was almost insane with worry and lust, but I never mentioned it. I never told anyone, but you. You understand why?" She stopped and looked at me. "Well husbands can bid on their wives as well, but we didn't have that much money. Chris was a little upset, but it was for the church and he accepted it. I mean, I could have backed out at that point, but with everyone watching and knowing how it would help the church, I went along with it, plus we got some of the money. That was even better."
I smiled at her. "Like I said, I promise, I will never tell anyone what happened." All the while I kept thinking what I would have done if I were in her shoes. I might have done the same, or I might have used the safe word, depended on my frame of mind at the time. "So, you want to do it again?"
"Absolutely. I mean, Chris and I fucked liked rabbits when we got home. Since we don't have kids we could have sex at any time, but I think he wanted to see how I reacted, like he was testing me. If I had rejected him, I'm guessing he would have thought I had been banged, but I jumped him when we got home, telling him it was erotic, but it was kind of boring. He doesn't suspect a thing. And a week after the auction, we got a nice check, half the money, so almost 155 dollars. You only get the money if you do the entire weekend as a slave."
I looked at Amber in absolute shock. Granted we had only been friends for about a year, us having moved in just after the date of the first church auction and they were our next door neighbors, but we clicked right away and now I was beginning to wonder if it was because of that auction. She didn't seem to have a lot friends and they have lived here their whole lives, but we got along well enough, and I had learned to trust her and her husband. Art swore that they were salt of the earth people and she had made me feel like we had known each other for many years. So that auction?
Well Amber didn't seem to think what she did was that big of a thing, and honestly, if she was happy with it, who was I to question her actions. I again wondered what I would have done in her shoes. Then she hit me with something I didn't expect.
"Do you want to come with me, and be auctioned off as well?"
"Oh Amber, I don't know. I don't think Art would agree with it. He would be stuck with the kids the whole weekend, and I think he would be upset."
"Well don't worry about that. If you change your mind and want to try it, I'm sure I could get Chris to talk to Art. He is all for it. He really loved it when I came home and the sex we had was simply amazing."
I smiled at that. "Amazing sex would be nice, but honestly, I'd have to think about it."
"Sure. Like I said, I'll have Chris mention it to Art this weekend. Oh, and if you both agree, the auction is set for next Friday."
"What about the other women in town. How do they feel about this auction?"
"Well a lot of the married women here volunteer, even ones not associated with our church. It raised a lot of money, and this year word had gotten out about it, so there will be more interest especially since the church announced that anything over the target amount will be donated to other charities. That got a lot of interest up."
"How about the guy who bought you? Do you ever see him around?" I was kind of wondering about that, how his demeanor might be if he saw her again.
"Oh yeah. I've seen him a couple of times at the grocery store, or just in passing. And, I know your next question will be, has he ever asked me to come over again."
"Yeah, that was my next question," I answered.
"Well usually he just smiles and nods, though there was one time around Thanksgiving last year when he asked if I would like to come over for a drink."
"Did you go?"
"Yes, just that one time. Told Chris I was visiting with you," she said smiling.
"Oh, I remember, that was the night you asked me to cover for you. So that's where you were. And what happened?"
"Not much at first, then he asked if I would blow him again. I told him no, that I only did it that one time was because of the auction and I could see how sad he was. Then he surprised me and asked if I would do it for money, as much as I made as his slave." She stopped when she saw the look on my face. "No. I admit it was tempting, but I refused. I Told him he should bid on me again and we'll see what happens. That seemed to spark him up a bit. If he does bid and win me this year, well I'll see how things go if it happens."
I looked her in the eye and got the impression she was not telling the whole truth, but I let it go. I already learned more than I had expected. Her job as a hair dresser didn't bring in a lot of cash, and Chris' job in a lumber yard, didn't either, so who was I to question what did or did not happen. She seemed quite happy, and it didn't seem to bother her relationship. So, I told her that I would think about it and let her know.
I kept thinking about what she said for most of the day, then became busy with family chores. Since I had the day off, I made supper and took care of the kids, and of course, Art came home exhausted and he was asleep in his recliner shortly after supper. After that, I didn't think much about the church auction, that was until Saturday morning.
I woke up and fed the kids while waiting for Art to get up. He was quite the tiger last night when he came to bed after a night of drinking at a local bar. When he finally got up, I was getting ready to head to work, the bank being open for half a day. As I was getting ready to leave, he stopped me, gave me a kiss and said he wanted to talk to me about something he heard last night. He was vague about it and wouldn't say what is was about, but I had to leave and headed to work not giving much thought to what he wanted to discuss.
When I got home around 3, the kids were at his parents and Art was no where to be seen. I saw a note on the fridge saying he would be home around 6 and not to eat. Cool, guess we were going out to eat. When he got home, and before we left for dinner, he sat down next to me and started talking about the church auction. I looked at him and asked him how he knew about that, and he said Chris had told him all about it.
Last night, the two of them met at a bar and, of course, I could see Amber's fingerprints all over this. She had probably told Chris to convince my husband to let me attend the auction. To my great surprise, he was all for me attending, but he left it up to me if I wanted to go. He did add, that Chris told him a lot of people from the town attended and if I did participate, Chris was sure it would help his new job and lead to more work, plus half of whatever the bid was, would go to our family and with two kids, any extra money was always welcome. For some reason at this moment, I thought of Amber.
My head was spinning a bit with this news, and I wasn't so sure I liked that Amber had done this, but then again, maybe she hadn't said anything and it was Chris' idea. That was possible as it was the talk of the town in some circles, so I decided to ask Art what he knew of these auctions. He was aware that married women were like slaves, but they could leave if they felt it was dangerous and those who went were more likely to be accepted in town, which in a way was a weird twist. Some women probably just did the chores and acted like good little servants and never had to face any sort of sexual overtones, but I expected they were in the minority. Still there was something exciting, something illicit in the whole thing, and the fact that the church was not only profiting from this, but advertising it, kind of made the whole thing seem disreputable. Still, not being one to stand out, I finally gave in and agreed to the auction, which made my husband happy, that is until the day the auction was to begin.
END PART I
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I Meet The Man Who Purchased Me
*
The night before the auction I tossed and turned, not getting any sleep. Finally, I got up around 3 and began cleaning, trying to will the time away. The day passed very slowly and even though I was tired, there was still a spark of anticipation. That evening, as I was getting ready for the event, I put on a bright red dress with a plunging neck line and then put on my red high heels. When Art saw me just before I was ready to leave, he suddenly had a change of heart. "Hey," he said. "You look too damn good to go."
"What are you talking about? The guideline said we should dress nicely, and when I wore this the last time we went out, you never said a word about how I looked." I was a little miffed that he waited till now to say something. I was wondering if another man would notice me now and Art couldn't offer any reason why I shouldn't go. Then I used my trump card. "You were the one who said I should go, to help your business. Are you saying I shouldn't go now because another man might notice me, when you've been ignoring me lately?
"Look, don't worry, it's only for the weekend, and your parents will help with the kids tomorrow. So relax, I won't allow anything bad to happen and the rules say I'm allowed to call you once a day. If necessary, I'll use the safe word, and let you know where to meet me."
"If you have to use that safe word, I'll kick that guys ass."
I just rolled my eyes. "Amber said it was easy, and she's going along as well. I know you're staying with the kids, but Chris will keep an eye out for me and if he thinks the guy is bad news, he'll tap his forehead, that's the signal for me to balk and change my mind. Okay?"
"Yeah, I just wish we could have gotten a sitter, so I could look the buyers over."
"Like you would approve of anyone. Relax, I'll be fine and home in less than 48 hours. It's almost five now, and I'll be released at 3 pm on Sunday. I have my clothes ready and I'll try to keep my cell phone on me at all times. Okay?"
He nodded, and he kissed me deeply. "I may have been wrong about this, so please be careful and know that I love you deeply, no matter what happens."
He kissed me again, but in my head, I was wondering what he meant by no matter what happens. This was his home town, what had Chris told him, and why had he asked that I go to this thing? There were too many questions and I was so nervous, I was about to back out, when Amber came to the door. She was dressed in a really short yellow mini skirt, which helped highlighted her red hair. I saw Art open his mouth in surprise and I was suddenly angry at him. He criticized my attire, but Amber walks in with that slutty little dress and I could see his eyes lock on her figure. Why are husbands such jerks?
"That's the look, I was going for," she said, as she twirled around, and behind her was Chris.
He entered and took a long look at me. "Damn Cindy. You're going to give Amber a challenge on who makes the most money. Thank God it's for the church, and us. If it were anything else, I'd tell Art to not let you go." So, he had the same thoughts as me, well I could always back out. It wouldn't look good, but then I turned to my husband and talked to him quietly, asking him to tell me it was okay.
Art looked me in the eye and I could actually see the love and tenderness there. "It will help my business, but if you don't feel good, then don't go."
Amber overheard the conversation. "Don't want to butt in, but Cindy, I was just as nervous as you are now. Wasn't I Chris?" she asked and he nodded. "I told you, I was a little scared but it was kind of fun. The men who can purchase us are screened by the church, no criminals, deviants, anyone with a shady background is not allowed to bid." She stopped there and waited for my decision.
"Okay," I responded. "Let's go." I kissed Art and then the kids, as he explained that I was doing something with the church and I would be gone until Sunday. The kids looked at me a little funny, like they had insight to what was going on, but they soon waved goodbye and turned back to their television and internet system.
We arrived at the church right on time, and I was a bit relieved to see literally dozens of women, some dressed very conservatively, others more like Amber and myself. I learned that Amber made the most last year, so there were a couple of women who wanted that title. I did see a couple of women, especially one older woman give Amber a really nasty look, but she hardly looked at me even though I was right next to her. That made me wonder who she was. I asked Amber, and she shrugged her shoulders, not seeming to care so I let it go.
Before long there was a short dinner, where the future servants got to mingle with the different tables. I kind of followed Amber around watching as she flirted with some guys, but I kind of just stayed back and watched it all. It all seemed surreal, I mean we were in the school auditorium, since it was too big to host this event in the church, and the place was filled with men, all of them wearing a number on their chest like us. Our numbers were in pink, theirs in blue and though most of the men were nice and respectful, I did spot several who were looking at me, one even licking his lips. I almost turned around right there and went home.
Eventually the dinner ended and we were told to line up according to our number, which actually started with the last number first. My number was 53, Amber was 54. The numbers went up to 81, and I was surprised to see so many married women signed on. As we lined up, all the women took off their wedding rings, the idea as it was explained was that to be a slave meant we could not have personal belongings. The rings were taken by husbands and friends and Chris grabbed mine and told me to relax. His smile made me feel a little better and I saw him grab his phone and make a call, probably to Art. That also made me feel better.
The bidding on the first ten women didn't last long. Then a very pretty woman, number 64 was up and this took a little longer. With more men from around the area allowed in, there was a bit more bidding. She finally went with a nice looking young man who paid 351 dollars. Amber was pissed, the woman had beaten her score from last year. I looked out in the audience and actually saw the older woman who had scowled at her, smile. Okay, there was definitely something between them, but I didn't have time to dwell on it as Amber suddenly went out onto the stage.
Amber did a good strut and stood there, smiling and calling out to several men whom she knew. She turned around a few times and suddenly the bidding was getting higher. In no time the bidding had reached 300 dollars, and a couple of turns and a hoot from Chris, and then it was 350. Then 360 and that was it. I looked to see who had made the winning bid, expecting it to be the older man Amber said won last year, but I couldn't see who it was from my spot.
Then my number was called and a hand gently pushed me onto the stage. Very nervously, I walked up, not bothering to turn around but stood there, trying my best to not appear nervous. I smiled a bit, then listened to the bidding. It started at 100, same as Amber, but in no time, it was 300 where it began to slow down. I felt a little better, I was almost as good as Amber and then it was suddenly 380 and it was over. I pulled in more money than Amber, who looked over at me with a surprised smile on her face, then she rubbed her index right index finger over the left finger, in a sort of 'naughty' which did nothing to alleviate the butterflies in my stomach. Hell, they weren't butterflies, they were raging tigers.
I was led through the crowd to where I met my 'owner'. He was a decent looking man, maybe a bit older than me, but he was also familiar. I introduced myself, shook his hand and then it hit me, he was the guy licking his lips. That gave me more terrors, but he asked if I was ready to go. I grabbed my overnight bag from the storage bin in that room and we were off. As I left, I threw a wave to Chris, I didn't see Amber, so she might already have left, but he signaled me to relax, and then the door closed.
The buyer had introduced himself as Bryan, with a y. He said he was from the town next to us and had heard about the auction in his church, so he wanted to see for himself. He also said he didn't think he would bid on anyone, but then he saw me, and he said I was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, and the fact that I was so nervous meant I had never done this thing before and he found that adorable. That was flattering, but did nothing to calm my nerves, which he noticed, so on the way to his home in the next town, he asked me questions, about my life, my family (yes, he knew I was married) and how I liked the town.
Then he told me a little about himself, how he was divorced, had a nice home and owned two cats. I thought men were more dog animals, but let it go. Then he asked me more about the rules, which I had brought along with me. He told me no one had given him a copy. At that point we pulled onto a smaller street, I looked up and saw the street sign, Elm Lane, then three houses later, we pulled into a driveway and the garage opened and we pulled into it. As the car stopped, I realized that the garage was attached to the house, and he looked at me.
"Okay, give me those rules," he said, not in the most pleasant tone. He looked them over and then back at me. "This says the event happens when we get to our location. This is our location, so I'm your owner and master now."
I hated how he said that. "Yes sir." I responded.
"No. It's master. Got it." I started to laugh when he suddenly slapped me, not hard, but enough to get my attention. "I'm your owner so it's master. Do you understand?"
"Yes. Master." I didn't think I was going to last very long.
"Fine. I hope I didn't hurt you, just wanted to get your attention and set the rules."
"I understand," I replied, calming down a bit.
I was led inside the house and then I put the rule on the fridge, as instructed and Bryan showed me to my room. It was next to his room and I noticed the rom was clean and had two other doors. I didn't get a chance to inspect them as he suddenly tossed an outfit on the bed and told me get dressed. I waited for him to leave the room, but he refused.
"You're not going to leave so I can change?"
"Master."
"What?"
"You must address me as master whenever you ask me something."
Okay, this guy was beginning to make me worried, but other than the playful slap he hadn't done anything wrong, and I wondered if he was testing me. If I called out my safe word, well he would get all his money back and he hadn't really done anything, plus I knew Art was probably already thinking of ways to spend our half of the bid.
"Are you going to leave so I can change, Master?"
"No. You aren't going to strip naked, unless you want to. So, hurry up and strip down. I want to see what I bought."
I was more angry than scared at this point, so I angrily unzipped my dress and let it fall to the floor. Then I looked at the clothes, they were made of a flimsy cotton material , which I am guessing he liked because they were loose and showed more of my breasts than my dress. I pulled them on and they fit, somewhat, though the shirt was a little snug around the middle, but the material stretched nicely and was comfortable. Bryan showed me to the bathroom and around the upstairs, then he told me he wanted me to clean the stove and fridge. After that I could come upstairs and assist him as he had a bath
I was like, okay, but I figured the first night anyway he would probably be wearing a bathing suit and was again probably testing me. With that thought in mind, I walked down the steps and looked at the stove. It was a little dirty, so I quickly located the cleaning products under the sink and had the stove clean in no time. The fridge was a different matter. I had to remove a lot of items, throwing some away, and after some time, it was done. I looked at my watch, it was only 8:30, so I had only been with this man less than two hours. It was going to be a long night and I was really beat. The lack of sleep last night was taking a toll, and the Adrenalin of excitement had long since departed, leaving me feeling a bit drained.
As I mounted the steps, I saw him in another room, possibly a study or library. "Master, the stove and sink are clean."
He turned around and smiled. "Nice. Turn on the bath for me."
I turned and entered the bathroom, noticing that the bath was large. Well at least this was easy, as I heard him walking toward the bathroom wondering if he would be naked, but he came in wearing his clothes. I expected it when he told me to take his clothes off and place them in the hamper. This didn't bother me, I had seen my husband and kids enough to know how to remove clothes quickly and get them into the hamper, but as I removed his socks, I had to bend over and I was inches from his junk. I instantly remembered what Amber had said, but this was different. In her case the man hadn't exactly pushed her into it, he was kind and gentle, this guy was an ass. Fine. I moved my head out of the way, though I could swear he pushed his cock into me. I refused to allow him to intimidate me.
Once naked before me, I noticed that he had a slim build and as he stepped into the water, and his junk was average size, at least from what I knew. I mean, I hadn't seen many before my husband, so who was I to judge. He had me wash his back, then his ass and legs, and then he turned over and I had to wash his front. He told me to take my time and as I was washing his foot, he moved a bit and because of how I was sitting on the tubs edge, I slipped and fell into the water. The cotton outfit was drenched and seemed to shrink and itched in places. The white material when wet was like wearing a see-through outfit, only my bra and panties kept him from seeing me totally naked. I kept trying to finish wiping him down, when he told me that I was done and should change before bed.
"Thank you master," I replied as I moved quickly out of the room, noticing that he was getting out of the tub as well. I wanted to be dried and dressed before he wanted something more, so when I reached my room, I carefully pushed a chair up against the door to the hallway as the door didn't have a lock. I struggled with the material, it seemed to stick to me, but after a bit, I was naked and dried off. There were no other sets of clothing and I had forgotten to bring my own clothes up from the car, so with only one option, I put my dress back on.
I heard my door handle rattle and pulled the chair away. Immediately he was inside my room. "You cannot lock or bar the hallway door," he said, a little steamed.
"I wanted t get dressed in private," I replied.
"That is grounds for me firing you," he said back. Seeing the confused look on my face, he told me to fetch the rules off the refrigerator, and when I did and came back up, I had also stopped at his car and retrieved my overnight bag, he was standing there impatiently. "What took you so long?"
"I needed to grab my overnight bag." I quickly added "Master" to the statement when I saw his hand start to go up.
"You will not be wearing any of those clothes."
"Then what am I supposed to wear, master?" I said it as snidely as I could.
"Look at article 14, then article 26," he told me.
I scanned down to Rule 14 and to my surprise, I saw that I had to obey any rules that the purchaser instituted about the housing situation, and that unless it was considered dangerous or compromising (I liked how they stated that, what was compromising? I guess each person could make their own rules) he could call the church committee before 3 pm tomorrow and they would refund all of his money and I would not receive any.
Then I read Rule 26, it was obvious that he had memorized the rules beforehand, and even though I had gone over them myself, I'm sure he had worked out ways to ensure he could work each rule to his advantage. This rule stated that he could institute a rule on what clothing was worn, that he could not make the servant walk around naked, so I looked at him. "You can't insist I walk around naked, so what am I supposed to wear? Master."
"The clothes I bought you."
"They're all wet."
"That is your problem. Either wear them, or go naked, I don't care. There is no dryer in this house, so either ring them out and wear them wet, or put them near the heater to dry, but you cannot wear any other clothes, or you are in breech of the contract and I will contact the church."
This guy knew the rules only too well. "Fine, you want to see me naked, then fine," I said as I pulled my dress off once more and collected the wet clothing on the floor. Taking them to the bathroom, I squeezed as much water out of the clothing as I could and put them next to the bathroom heater. It was early April and it was still cold outside, so the house heat was on which I would use to dry the clothes. As I walked back to my room, I saw him looking at me with some interest.
"You are a beautiful woman. Now, come and do the rest of your chores."
I spent nearly four more hours doing chores, from vacuuming to dusting, to moving heavy barrels of some sort of liquid in the basement. That room was cold, but I refused to make a stink and just kept working hard, my anger and the heavy work kept me from getting too cold, until I was done. At that point it was almost 1 am and I was growing very tired. I stood before him, exhausted and thankfully he said I was finished and could go to bed. Plus, he said I could block the hallway door with a chair if I wanted and if it made me feel more secure.
I just nodded and headed to bed. Not sure how long I would be allowed to sleep, I skipped the shower and just climbed into my bed naked. I pulled the covers over me, but then felt like there was something in the bed. I pulled off the sheets, but there was nothing, the mattress was old and full of bumps, so it made sleeping a bit more difficult. Anyway, I soon drifted off.
I awoke to find him standing over my bed, banging a drum and yelling at me to get up. I felt like I had only been to sleep a short while, and looking at my watch, I had. I had probably drifted off at 1:30 or so, and now it was 2:15. Less than an hour of sleep and I was disoriented and confused. He had me do what he called the wake up routine, female pushups and sit ups, then jumping jacks. Even though I was naked, I didn't care, and I figured out that was probably his plan all along. Deny me some good sleep and keep me disoriented.
With that done, he had me go downstairs and carry different pieces of furniture upstairs. Some of them were quite light, others not so light, but the challenge was going up and down the stairs. I was getting winded. Then he turned off the lights and told me to relax on the couch a bit. I did and before long I was drifting off, when he suddenly turned on some music, rocking out at the absolute highest volume. Instantly, I was awake and more confused. From here he suddenly shined a bright flashlight into my eyes and I almost broke down crying. He had me get up again and move more furniture, but as I was slowing down, he kept standing behind me yelling. He told me to sit down again when I almost fell down the stairs. He then went and got me a glass of water.
I drank a little and he told me to relax a bit. I noticed him standing there watching me, as my eyes slowly closed. Then splash, he had thrown the rest of the water into my face, yelling at me that I had not been given permission to fall asleep. I was shot, I started crying, telling him I could not take it anymore, and then he sat next to me and asked if I wanted it to end.



Of course, I wanted it to end. "Yes. Please Master. I want it to end."
He smiled at that, even in my sleep deprived mind, I could see him smile. "If you want this to end, you can call your husband right now and wait outside in the cold for him to pick you up, but you and your church will be out the money I paid for you. Or we can come to an agreement."
By now I was totally exhausted and wasn't thinking well. "What sort of agreement?" I asked.
"You can get some sleep after you do one little chore."
"What chore, master?"
"Ah, you're ready now, I can tell. You must suck my cock and swallow all of my cum."
"I don't like sucking cocks," I responded.
"That is your only choice, either that, or go home. What's it going to be? I need you to decide right now." It was a demand, but my sleep addled brain made it hard to concentrate.
"If I suck you off, I can sleep?" I asked.
"Yes. I will let you sleep uninterrupted for several hours. That is my agreement. Now what do you plan to do."
I didn't think of my husband or my family, or even Amber, all I wanted to do was sleep, so I dropped to my knees and as my master pulled his cock out. He did, telling me to first lick it on the top and then all around. Then he told me to kiss it. Then of course, he told me to suck him off and I did. I opened my mouth and he pushed his junk in slowly. I felt the firmness of it, in a way it was like Art's but not. This man's junk was smaller, easier for me to suck. I even managed to work up a good rhythm.
"You are doing so well Cindy. Isn't this great? You are sucking me, getting me so hard. Make me blow a huge load in your mouth. He kept saying things, but I was so tired, I just wanted to lay down so I concentrated on his junk, sucking the shaft and even using my hands to play with his balls. I guess the visual image of me with his junk in my mouth and me in the nude proved too much for him to last. I know he was trying to prolong the blow job, but he finally pushed his head back and began grunting and next thing I knew, he was cumming in my mouth.
In the past I probably would have gagged on his semen, but like I said I was so tired and I just wanted it to end, but he came so much that part of his cum dribbled out of my mouth and made it's way down my chin. "You did not follow my instructions," he said as he used his finger to wipe my chin and put it up to my mouth. "Lick this cum from my fingers."
"Yes master," I replied and I saw him smile. I knew then that he had broken me down and it hadn't taken long, he just knew how to break my defenses and it was only Saturday morning. At least he kept his word, letting me go to bed and sleep. I was so tired, I didn't even bother to lock the door, just dropped into the bed and even though it was uncomfortable, I was soon fast asleep.
End Part II
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My Situation Changes
It was almost 9 am, when I awoke and I was not surprised to find him in my bed spooning me. I quietly pulled the covers up and looked back to see his junk resting nicely against my butt. I only had like four more hours of sleep and I was still tired, but the sight of him laying there naked next to my naked body shook me terribly.
My movements must have been more vigorous than I had meant as Bryan suddenly opened his eyes. "Hi. Guess we both got a good sleep. Thank you for last night."
"Oh my God, it was true." I kind of hoped I had dreamt it all, but that wasn't the case and he was sure to remind me of it. "I'm supposed to make a call home this morning, master." I remembered to add the master. He had trained me well, the bastard.
"Yes, well get my robe from my bedroom and bring it to the bathroom."
Not wanting to fight anymore, I just nodded and diligently got out of the bed, walking naked to his room. I found his bathrobe and brought it to him as he stood looking in the mirror.
"Excellent. You know, you really should clean up before you get dressed. You need to take a shower," he responded, pointing to the shower with the glass enclose on two sides.
I looked at him and though I despised his command, I had to admit, he was right, I could use a shower right now. I really wished I could have a bath, but he hadn't given me any permission to do that, so I dropped my clothes and walked to the enclosure. As I turned on the shower and the water grew hot, I stepped inside and looked back to see him watching me. I didn't care, I just wanted to get clean. Then I saw him walk up to the side of the shower, watching me more intently. Use more soap, really get clean." He said.
"Yes master," I responded. I figured after last night he was probably spent, what with the amount of cum I had to swallow, so why not get a little payback. I grabbed the shampoo bottle and poured it over my tits and stomach, then I lathered up, taking care to clean my bottom. It felt good to be clean and I was happy at this little reprieve, which didn't last.
He opened the door for a better view. "You know, last night was a bit dark, so this view is better. Tell you what, if you are good now and follow my commands now without question, I will allow you time to call your husband."
"Yes master, that will be nice," I responded, not sure where this was going, but not really dreading it anymore.
Suddenly he dropped his robe and stepped into the shower with me. "You did a nice job in the tub, let's see how well you can clean me in the shower."
"Yes master. Where should I start?"
"Start with my feet and move up."
I didn't answer, just bent down and began cleaning his feet, then moved slowly up his legs. When I reached his junk, I noticed that it was getting hard once more. I didn't know how that could be possible, but just cleaned it a bit and when he did nothing, I moved up further, going quickly over his waist and then chest. It was only when I reached his head, that he stopped me and grabbed me, planting a hard kiss on my lips. Then he forced his tongue inside my mouth and started swirling it against my tongue. French kissing isn't really my thing. Not enjoying this, or even how to respond, I simply kept my arms at my sides. Then he pulled me closer and I could feel his junk moving across my right leg. "Open your legs a little," he demanded.
I complied, and I felt his junk push against my vagina. I wasn't sure what to do here, but suddenly instinct took over and I reacted. I moved my arms up and pushed him back from me, but in the confined space of the shower, my efforts were thwarted a bit by the glass wall. "I told you to spread your legs."
"I can't do that. I'm a good girl. I'm married, that would be cheating on my husband."
"You have no husband, at least not for the next 30 hours or so. You are my property, and I intend to teach you a lesson. And you're are not such a good girl, because you suck cock better than any other woman I have ever known."
"I don't know if I can do this anymore," I stammered, almost ready to cry.
"Well I have never forced a woman to do things she did not want to do and I will not force you to do something you don't want either, so that leaves you with two choices."
I stood there as the water cascaded down over my naked body. "And those choices are?"
He stood looking at me, not saying anything.
"Damn it, fine. Master."
He smiled again. He had what he wanted. "You can either leave this shower, dress, call your husband and leave here forever. Or, more pleasantly for both of us, you can choose to remain here for the rest of the weekend. I will tell you one more thing. If you choose to leave immediately, I will not interfere in any way and will assist you. However, if you do stay, then I will assure you that it will be you who requests sex with me next time and you will do this willingly."
I kind of snorted at that. "I don't believe so," I replied. "Master." I said this word with contempt.
"You have made your choice then?" He asked, almost pleasantly, calmly.
I looked at him a moment. "No, I haven't, master." This time my phrase wasn't as contemptuous as before, which surprised even me.
"Fine. I will allow you to think on it, but I need you answer within the hour. In the meantime, call your husband and whatever you tell him is up to you. But remember, it isn't 3 pm yet, so if you decide to leave, well I can't stop you, but if you stay, today will be easier for both of us."
I didn't know what he meant by that, but I also didn't know what to say to Arthur. If I told him what had really happened, he might drive over here and kill Bryan, which would just wind up with him in jail. If I didn't tell him, well that meant I would be stuck here another day and a half. I grabbed my clothes which were not totally dry, but dry enough and walked into the bedroom, retrieving my phone from my overnight bag.
Fifteen minutes later, I came out dressed in my work clothes and found Bryan in the bathroom, brushing his teeth. He was fully dressed in casual but stylish clothing and made an impressive image. He pointed to another toothbrush and I knew he wanted me to use it.
"What did you tell your husband?" He asked.
"I told him it was a boring night and that I was fine."
"Very well. Since you've chose to stay, please finish freshening up and get something to eat. In the meantime, you don't have to wear those work clothes anymore. I bought them for you, but they're wet and crappy. Please feel free to dress in whatever clothing you brought from home, and then join me in the den, which is on the first floor near the kitchen.
I nodded, thinking this was the first time he had said please, then grabbed the toothbrush as he left. When I was finished, I felt a little better and quickly pulled on some jeans and a shirt. He had already seen me naked, so I skipped the bra to prevent it's hindering me. I wanted to be ready for anything and I didn't want to feel constrained. Walking downstairs, I grabbed and cooked a breakfast sandwich that was in the freezer, and while eating it, walked into the den and found Bryan sitting at his desk. He was looking over a large book, and to my surprise I found it was an older copy of Francis Bacon's, Philosophical Works. I had read some of his works when I attended college and before marrying Art. What kind of a man was I dealing with? I wondered. That was some deep reading.
"Ah, you look a bit more rested. Ready for a more peaceful day?"
"Yes, master," I replied cautiously, not knowing what his interpretation meant.
He just laughed quietly, and closed the book, then grabbing a light jacket, he handed it to me.
"I didn't know if you brought a jacket along, so take this one. We're going out, and I don't want you to catch cold."
"Thank you," I replied, expecting him to correct me for not adding, Master, but when he didn't, I put the jacket on and followed him to his car. In no time we were on the road and he stopped the car at a local park. Getting out of the car, he moved quickly around to my side and opened the door, which surprised me a bit. Even Art didn't do this for me.
As I left the car, I noticed how beautiful a day it was, though a bit cool, so I was glad I had the jacket. We walked through the park to some stores, where he told me I could buy anything I wanted. Well if he was paying. I chose some things for my kids, a small box of Lego's for my daughter, and a couple of model train cars for my son. I didn't get Art anything, feeling a bit disappointed that he was the one who convinced me to do this chore. On the way back to his car, we met a few couples who came over and talked to us. Another surprise, Bryan introduced me as his girlfriend, and the people, especially one older couple, smiled at me and told me he was a great catch.
After depositing the gifts in Bryan's car, he led me to a small amphitheater, where a play was just getting started. The play was put on by local youth group and it was an adaption of comedy about some lost travelers in the desert. Even though the play was performed by kids, roughly the same age as my own children, it was well done and received quite a few laughs and a standing ovation at the end. This man was full of surprises.
Going back to his car, Bryan drove me to a nice restaurant, where we polished off a bottle of wine with our meal. I had a chicken dish, and he had a steak. This man was really pleasant and had a slight sophisticated air about him, which impressed me somewhat, letting me see him in a different light. He was caring, almost sensitive, and he was greatly liked by the people in this town at least those that we had met.
As the afternoon became warmer, I removed his jacket and didn't care that I hadn't worn a bra, he had, after all, seen me naked and the weather and wine made me feel exhilarated. It was such fun to do things that Art didn't like to do. He was more into things like Paintball, or sports, and you wouldn't catch him watching a play like we saw, unless our kids were in it.
By late afternoon, as we were heading back to his place, he stopped suddenly and got out of his car, running across the street and purchasing a bouquet of flowers for me. As he gave them to me, he stammered a bit, and I wondered what was up. Then another surprise, he apologized for his actions last night. He said he hated how he had acted like a prick, but he could see how much of a fighter I was. He confessed that he I had almost beaten him, and he had to act quickly, coming up with ideas of how to tire me out and whittle away my resolve. With that said, he again apologized and told me how he was captivated when he saw me at the auction. He liked the fact that I was obviously shy and nervous, but stood proudly and he told me that he was impressed greatly by how I had held up to his challenges and he was deeply sorry for how he had acted. He did mention somewhere that our brief sexual encounter had to rate as one of the best oral encounters he had ever experienced.
I noticed that he didn't use the word blow job, which is what it really was, and I had to give him credit. He had acted out a script that he had written, and his apology was sincere, I was sure of it. On the way home, I asked him why he was divorced, and he told me how his wife had only married him for his money. That it was a cold and heartless marriage and they both agreed it had to end. He had only come to the auction because he heard so many people talking about it, and he wasn't planning on buying anyone, until he saw me walk onto the stage. He looked me straight in the eye. "There was something about you that immediately caught my eye. I don't know what it was and I wasn't looking for anything, but in that brief few seconds, I knew I had to purchase you. Don't ask why, I simply don't know. I just acted on instinct, and here you are."
"Why are you telling me all this?
"I just wanted you to know." He didn't explain more than that, as we had arrived back at his house, and once more he opened the door for me. He told me to relax and wander around the house wherever I wanted. I was content to peruse his library, noting the number of older classic novels. There was quite a collection.
Bryan joined me in the room. "Ah, I see you've discovered one of my loves, reading."
"I saw the book you were reading this morning, the one on Philosophy."
"Oh yeah, the one written by Bacon. Fascinating. Have you read it?"
"No, not all of it. I took a couple of classes in college on Philosophy, and you're right, the things they listed are so intriguing."
We spent several hours looking at his collection, and he told me I could borrow any book I wanted, though he did say he wanted them back in the future. I learned a lot about him here, his graduating from college with honors and attaining an Engineering degree, which allowed him to live somewhat comfortably, and he had excelled in sports, like myself. He asked if I had received a degree, and I told him that I had in Business, and worked at the bank in our town.
When he heard this, he smiled. "Guess I'll have to open an account there, maybe apply for a loan to open my own business."
We talked some more about my past, taking interest in my father's service. He had tried to enlist, but metallic pins in his leg, broken in a car accident when he was small, had prevented this. With that field closed to him, he threw himself into school and his goal was to be the owner of a small plumbing shop, designing blueprints for different buildings.
I learned a lot about Bryan here, things like how he was happy and loved helping others, or some of the charities he was involved with. The only thing he didn't discuss was his failed marriage, only saying that he didn't always make the right choices and that the marriage hadn't lasted even two years. Instead he kept talking about me, and my life, what my future plans were. My kids, and a little about Art and what he did. He nodded when I told him about Art, but never said anything further.
We talked for some time, and what impressed me most was that he never turned on the TV, something my family would do the moment they entered the house. He did have a large screen plasma TV mounted to one wall, but said he preferred to read and he showed me one other hobby. His painting.
He led me to another room where there were dozens of paintings, and off to one side, an easel with a blank canvas on it. "Please, have a seat." He said quietly to me. And as I sat, he took up a stick of charcoal and began to sketch me. It didn't take him long to form an outline. Then he looked at his watch. "I know we just had lunch, but how about a small meal?"
"What about the sketch?" I asked.
"Oh, I'll finish it later. Don't worry," he added, knowing what I was going to ask. "I will never forget your beauty. When I finish it, would you mind if I gave it to you, unless you think it might upset your husband if I did."
"I'll let you know. If that's okay with you?'
"It is. The last thing I want to do is cause problems for you. Honestly, I hope none of what occurred here will cause you any difficulties."
"You are really a sweet man," I replied, to which he just smiled. Then he led me to the kitchen where he made a small salad and cooked up some fish and vegetables. He had me sit and relax, telling me it was my turn to have someone wait on me.
I commented on the meal, how well balanced it was, which was unusual in my home. "How so?" he asked.
"Well, Art hates to cook and I do all of that. His idea of a good meal is take out, and it's always a challenge to get him to do more in the kitchen. "He prefers to tinker with engines and loses himself in his mechanical work. I swear he put so much of himself into his job, he often has little time for me or the kids."
Bryan looked at her a bit strangely as I said this. "Does your husband own a car repair in your town?
I looked back at him in shock. "Yes, he does. Do you know him?"
"Well not very well. I've taken my car there for some repairs and the occasional oil change. He is good, but what about that woman that works with him?"
"What woman, Anne?"
"If she's a mechanic, then yes."
"She is. What about her?"
"Oh, it's probably nothing, and I don't want to say anything about him, that wouldn't be right."
"Well you started this. What don't you want to tell me?"
"It's nothing really, I just thought they were a couple. Sorry, it's really nothing. I shouldn't have brought it up."
I sat there quietly, wondering. Did my husband spend so much time in his shop because Anne was there? That would explain a few things. "Why did you say you thought they were a couple?"
"They Just they seem to laugh a lot and have hushed conversations once in a while. It's really nothing. I'm sorry I mentioned it."
I sat there wondering what he might have seen, and then decided that one day soon, I would make a surprise visit to his shop and see what was up between them. If it was nothing, then fine, but if there was something more, then look out.
The evening passed quietly and quickly, and I called home to see how Art was doing, but the phone went to voice mail. I hung up without leaving a message, now wondering where he was, then realized he might be with the kids. I filed the information in my head for further review.
When it was 9 pm, I told Bryan that I was still tired and was going to retire. He stood up as I left the room and I hurried up the stairs to change and climb into a different bed, after Bryan told me he had chosen my previous bed because it was so uncomfortable and it was all part of his plan to break me down. He apologized again and showed me a spare room. This bed was heavenly, and as I lay there ready to fall asleep, there was knock at the door.
When Bryan entered, he looked like he was as tired as I was. He told me that he was sad that our time together was almost over, and other than yesterday, he hoped that I had enjoyed being with him, and more importantly, he added, "You are really a fantastic loving woman and I am sorry we aren't dating. You are a serious catch."
He stared to leave, when I stopped him. "You know, you're a great guy as well. I could have fallen for you, but me being already married..." I was stopped by him then.
"Hey, wait a minute. I actually have a piece of paper signed by you that says you aren't married, at least until tomorrow at 3. Until then, you're free to make any choices you want, so you don't get to fall back on the, 'I'm sorry, I'm married' routine.
I actually saw a glimmer in his eye, like he suddenly had hope and I knew I had to say something. So many things went through my mind at that second, Amber, Art, Bryan, all the things I had learned about them over the past days and weeks, and now I knew it was my turn to make a choice, when I saw him start to turn away.
"Master, wait."
He stopped and I pulled down the covers of my bed. "Care to join me?"
He broke into a huge smile. "You'd better believe I would," he almost shouted, then stripped off his own clothing and climbed into bed with me. He quickly climbed onto me and when he kissed me it was so much more erotic than his previous forceful kisses. In no time, I was as naked as he was, and we were making passionate love. It wasn't exactly the way I imagined it would, me being forced, but this was so much better.
He was a bit smaller than Art and more gentle, like when he entered me, he didn't just shove his junk in quickly, but let it move forward slowly which was so much more of a turn on. Then when he was fully in, he began that slow and easy thrusting. I could feel his cock as it slid along inside me then as he increased the tempo, I knew he was getting into this. Finally, when he was near cumming, I had my own orgasm and then he erupted. It was similar to yesterday when I had broken down and sucked him, he just had a lot of spunk and it filled me.



After that we feel asleep for a bit, but he woke me early in the morning when I felt his tongue on my slit. Oh wow, what a great way to wake up, something Art never did to me. Sure, he would eat me for a bit, if he was in the mood, but it wouldn't last long before he was shoving it in me. This was unexpected and surprisingly good. He tongue really got me into the mood quickly, and before long we were fucking again, only this time, he flipped me over and did me doggie style. He told me, he liked how my tits would sway with each thrust and that's when I noticed the mirror in front of us. I was so tired last night, that I hadn't seen the mirror, but the lights from outside illuminated the room just enough for me to see the two of us making love, and I burned that memory into my mind.
In the morning, he awoke before me and when I woke, I found that he had made a breakfast for me of eggs, bacon, and toast, and he had drawn a bath. It was so nice, to be able to actually eat my breakfast as I sat in hot water. That was truly a tremendous gesture of respect. As I was finishing, he walked into the room and asked me if there was anything else I needed.
I sat there smiling at him and said yes. Then I held up my hand and when he grabbed it, I told him it was lonely in this bath and if he was up to the task, why not join me.
There was a gentle smile on his face. "I know you have to leave today, but I don't want you to."
"Then hop in and make the most of the time we have left." Amber was right, there were times when it was just so erotic, a person had to act, and this was one of those times. We made love twice more
Around 1 pm, I made a call to Art and he answered on the first ring. I told him where the house was located and that I would be waiting outside. He asked me what we had been doing, and generally I told him a lot, how the first night was bad, then how yesterday was so good and how I kind of let him know about the stuff I got the kids, so he wouldn't be surprised or angry. When I asked him if was out with the kids, he quickly replied no, that his parents had them all day yesterday and they had just gotten home an hour ago. He said he'd been home all day yesterday, so I didn't push it, but I wondered why he hadn't answered my call. He carried that phone with him 24 hours a day.
That was it. I spent the rest of my time with Bryan just chatting, and he told me that should I decide to participate in the auction again next year, he would like to try and win me again, which made me smile, and I told him he was a good lover and I would like that. Then I saw that he had something else to say, and it didn't take long to get it pried out of him. "I told you yesterday that I would not force you to have sex, but you would be the one who asked me to bed once more," he said, teasing me as we walked outside to await my husband's arrival.
I was in shock as I remembered the conversation. "Oh my God, you were right." I could only smile after that.
"Seriously though, you are one classy and interesting lady, and you tell your husband how lucky he is to be married to you. If he ever forgets, well, you know where I live," was all he said. I thought he was teasing again, but he held a straight face and I realized how serious he was.
"You know, I was actually kind of hoping that you would treat me the way you did that first night," I admitted to him then.
"Really? I was such a prick."
"I know, but it was like a fantasy, it's never as good in your thoughts as it is in real life. I am so glad you changed your behavior, things were so much better after the first night. You're such a caring individual, and I'm glad I got to experience my fantasy because I know now how much better making love is with an individual you care about."
"You care about me?" he asked.
"Of course I do, did you not spend the last two days with me?"
He laughed, and that's when we saw Art in the SUV moving slowly down the road, obviously trying to find the right house. I waved in the air and Art speeded up when he saw me. Bryan said goodbye and walked into his house as he didn't want to have to meet my husband, which was wise. Would have been a tad awkward. 'Hey buddy, your wife makes love better than any other woman I know. Not only can she fuck good, but she can suck good too'. Yeah, best he go inside, but only after I gave him a final hug which I wanted Art to see, after what I had been through.
End Part III
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Art pulled the truck up and I climbed in without any fanfare, after placing my bag and the kid's gifts in the back seat as he stared at me. "So?" He asked.
"What? Oh, you mean what happened, well it was rough the first day, like I told you."
"You said that, but how exactly?"
"He was demanding, do this, do that, move this furniture here. The worst thing was staying up late and having to clean out his refrigerator. That was just gross."
"Almost like being home, then?" Art said, trying to lighten up the mood and let me know he was happy to see me.
I smiled at him and gave him a quick hug and a kiss. "I'm glad to see you as well. So, you were asking me about what happened. Yesterday was nice. He took me to a nearby park and let me shop. I got some stuff for the kids." I quickly moved past that since I hadn't gotten him anything. "Then we saw a play and then lunch. It was pleasant."
"Well good. So, what about after lunch?" Art asked, looking suspicious.
"We went back to his house where he showed me around. Then I was free to read or chill. I tried calling you late yesterday afternoon, but you didn't answer."
He hemmed and hawed for a couple of seconds, and instantly my radar went up. It was like he was debating in his head what story to tell me. Then he finally answered. "Well I had dropped the kids at my parents earlier in the day and went over to see Chris and hung out with him."
Holy crap that sounded a lot like what Amber had told Chris when she said she had come to see me, and she was really out with the man who bought her last year. I planned to ask Chris what they did, but kept that to myself, so they wouldn't have time to agree on an answer, if that was necessary. I decided to stir the pot a bit, see what arose. "Well you usually take your cell with you. Didn't you see my call?"
"Ah no. We were out playing a little hoop. I did see your call later, but it was late and thought I wouldn't bother you. I remember the rules saying we could not initiate a call except for an emergency, but could answer if the wife called."
I had seen the rules as well, and he just quoted the rules sheet word for word, including 'if the wife called'. Okay, something strange had happened and that was reinforced when he tried to change the subject to what was best about my stay.
We talked a bit more, and the conversation relaxed a bit, for him, not me. So getting a bit agitated, I decided to throw him a question to see how he would answer. "Oh, I meant to tell you, the man who bought me is named Bryan. He knows you."
Art turned and looked at me. "He does?"
"Yeah, he said he has taken his car to your shop. It's a BMW, dark blue with a light gray interior. Do you have many of those?"
Art started thinking. "No, we don't get many Beemers. Wait, I think I might remember it. What work did he have done?"
"Just an oil change or two, and I think he had some defect that you repaired, or wait, I think it was that girl you have working for you?"
"Anne?"
"Yeah. She's the only girl, right?"
'Yup," he answered, though I think he started sweating a bit now.
"Yeah. He said she's good, and popular."
"How so?" He asked.
"Oh well, Bryan said a lot of guys were talking her up, even when she was working on his car. He was watching her carefully, since it was the first time your shop was working on it." I waited, and sure enough the question I expected popped up.
"Yeah, did he say who?"
"No. He didn't know anyone, just that some of the guys seem really friendly with her is all." I looked at Art, he was really sweating now. "Think you had better keep an eye on her. She may get distracted in the future and you don't want people getting upset and saying the work was shoddy. That would hurt your business."
He simply nodded, and I made a mental note. I thought that Bryan had made the story up, just to put himself in better steed with me, but now I knew he was telling the truth, and suddenly my encounters with him didn't seem to be that bad.
Once we got home, I saw the kids right away, they were staying with Amber, and I could see by her looks that she wanted to know what happened. I looked at her, smiled and nodded, my signal to her that we would talk later. I saw her look change to a smile and she almost started bouncing. She also gave me a nod, and I knew that both of us would have a lot to say when we had the chance. Unfortunately, that wasn't about to happen any time soon. The kids were all over the place, demanding to know why I hadn't come home, but I assuaged their concerns when I gave them their gifts.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Art look things over and knew he was wondering how much this man had spent on the items, but I had removed the prices when we got back to Bryan's knowing it was none of Art's business. When we were alone later, he asked me what was going on.
"With what?" I asked back and trying my best to look clueless.
"How much did that guy spend on the kids?"
"I don't know. He asked me what sort of stuff the kids liked and he bought them. He told me yesterday that he got them and told me they were for the kids since I was away," was the only thing I said. It was time for me to sweat a little, though I did my best to appear relaxed.
"So, he got these?"
"Yeah. I think they might be expensive, but he didn't care. He's single and is pretty wealthy."
"Hmm," is all Art responded with at first, then he stopped and looked at me. "So what did you do that he went out and bought all this stuff?"
"Chores, and cleaning. That first night he had me clean everything, but I told you that. The fridge was horrible and it took a long time to clean it out. Then he had me move stuff around the house. Look, I did probably the same stuff you did that first night."
"I stayed with the kids and cleaned up after them," he responded, like it was a big deal.
"That's what I do every night. And, I did the same thing there, only on a much larger scale. I had to move small pieces of furniture up and down stairs, while he supervised me. After that I was beat."
"What? Why?"
"Because he wanted a servant and that's why he bought me," I responded, acting like I was getting angry because of his unspoken accusations."
"And that's it?" he asked after.
"No. He had me draw his bath, clean the bathroom and didn't let me wash up until the next day. Oh and he made me change into some crappy clothes to do all this."
"That's not right. Where was he while you were changing?"
"In the same room. Hey, I followed the rules of the auction, which you said I should because it would help your business?" I said this now with real anger, then added. "And, I was tempted to leave, but like you also said, we could use the money that I earned. The next day was much better, he was the perfect gentleman."
"Okay, okay. Fine. Let's leave it at that," he responded, and I was glad as I didn't know if I could lie convincingly enough if he had asked me about sex that night.
He calmed down after that and I relaxed. If he had challenged me about the next day, I was prepared to ask him what he had done and where he was, which reminded me of something. I planned on talking to Chris alone and ask what he and Art had done, since Art said they were playing basketball in his drive. I figured if I waited a day or two, I might catch Chris off guard.
The rest of the day, I spent with my family, watching the kids play and just hanging out. I found it interesting that Art spent the whole day with me, asking if I needed anything and it impressed me with his attention. I didn't get the chance to speak to Amber, but figured that tomorrow, I had taken the day off in advance, prepared in case I was exhausted from the auction, and then supper. That was when Art turned back into his selfish personality. He asked me what I planned to have for supper, and I immediately thought of yesterday and how Bryan had prepared everything and let me relax.
I looked at Art. "Really?" When he gave me a confused look. "I spend the weekend working as a slave, literally, and when I get home the first thing you want is for me to cook dinner. Tell you what, you cook dinner tonight," I said angrily as I crossed my arms and let him stew there in confusion.
After a bit, I saw him head over to Chris, and wasn't surprised when I saw Chris shrug his shoulders. In a short while, I saw Art on the phone and not long afterwards, a pizza car showed up. Yeah, that was Art in all his glory. I shook my head. I was being harsh on him and it wasn't fair. In the past I had willing put the family first and cooked the meals and only because I had a glimpse of life in a different world, I was taking my anger out on him. Art knew I was mad, and he just didn't know why, so I figured I would change my attitude a little and give him a reprieve, for now.
Art ordered enough pizza for us and our friends, and we all sat around eating. I smiled at Art later to let him know things were okay between us, I figured I owed him. Then Amber gave me a knowing smile and raised her eyebrows up. I knew what that meant. They were heading home for some serious sex, and that left only Art, me, and the kids.
The rest of the night passed slowly, until it was time for the kids to go to bed, and right on cue, as I heard the kids doors close, Art came down to me and said we should hit the hay as well. Amber was right, my time away really got him excited, and he was ready to play. I had barely gotten undressed and on the bed when he was on me, no foreplay, just shoving his junk into me. It was a little rough, but I soon got into the right mood and before long we were fucking like rabbits. When he was spent, I was surprised that he didn't go right to sleep like he usually did. Instead he stayed up to talk, telling me how hard it was that first night, but that my phone call calmed him down a bit.
I told him I was pretty excited myself and wanted to play more, but he said he needed a breather first, so I told him that I needed more. I did say that when my owner watched me strip, it was quite erotic for me, explaining that I was not in control and though he didn't touch me, I had visions of what would have happened had he done so. The talk was getting Art in the mood again, and though he wasn't quite ready, I told him that I would help, then sat up and began playing with his junk. I sucked him a little and remembered how his junk was bigger than Bryan's, but I didn't tell him that. My attention to that part of his body helped, and looking up at him, I asked if he had been excited thinking about what might be happening to me after my call. His reply surprised me a bit.
"No. After your call, I figured it was just cleaning and waiting to finish up so you could come home?"
I teased him a little then, saying how Bryan had watched me shower the next morning and had to walk around naked for a bit." I didn't add anything more after that and suddenly Art was ready. He put his head down to my clit and began eating me a bit, before he was once more on me and we fucked again, this time he lasted a bit longer and it was good. We fell asleep after that, wrapped in each others arms.
The next morning, I got up first, as usual, and started getting breakfast for the family. Art came out right after me, and he even helped, which I knew was his way of saying he was sorry he had asked me about dinner last night. That was fine. Then after the kids had eaten and left for school, he came up to me and gave me a big hug before he asked me if he should stay home today.
I told him I was fine and just glad to be home, so he could go to work and I would take care of the chores, like washing the clothes that had piled up and cleaning the house. Satisfied that things had gotten back to normal, at least to him, he said he would head to work, but would be home right after he closed the shop. That was a bit of a surprise. He got ready for work and then departed, and he was only gone a few minutes when I heard a knock at the back door, and there was Amber.
She came waltzing into the house and right over to me. I looked at her as I spoke, "Didn't waste any time, did you?"
She smiled, grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down across from me. "Okay, spill."
I laughed. "You first," I replied as I took a sip of coffee.
"Fine. Well you saw me walk out at the auction. I looked over at Chris and he shrugged, but I couldn't see who the buyer was and I kept walking to a sleazy looking guy with a big smile. At that point, I was wondering what to expect. I looked back at Chris again, and this time he was tapping his forehead so I knew it was time to get out of this."
"You didn't go?" I asked, totally shocked at this development.
"Actually, I did, but I told the guy right off, that my husband didn't approve of him, so if he tried anything then I would use my safe word right off and he would be going home alone. The guy looked over at Chris and saw him standing there. He was supposed to be watching you, but he got distracted and he turned away for a moment. When he realized that you were bought, he couldn't' see the guy who purchased you and that is why he didn't do anything. He didn't know whether to stop you, or let you go. By then, you were already on your way out, and that was it." She stopped and looked me in the eye. "You'll have to tell me everything from that moment on when I'm finished."
I nodded and let her continue.
"Well we got outside and my owner was upset. He kept looking over his shoulder, like he expected Chris to come storming out and before we got to his car, he stopped me. "Look, I was hoping for a fun night out with you, so if you use your safe word, what then?"
"I'll tell you," a voice behind us said.
We both looked over and there was Saul. He told the young man that he would pay him off, if he agreed to let me go, and figuring he could still find someone else, he agreed. That's when I saw Chris come out and I waved, pointing at Saul. Chris just smiled and waved, then went to try and find you, but I guess you were already gone."
"We walked out a different exit and went right to his car, but I'll finish that later. Tell me what happened then," I said quickly, waiting to hear the rest of the story.
"Well, Saul paid the guy off, and as he left, Saul chuckled. When I asked him what was so funny, he said, he already used his ticket, and even if he found another woman, they wouldn't let him bet again. So we got in his car and drove right to his house. Sure enough he said he had paid for me and this time we were starting things off right," she said, laughing. "Well right away, he strips his clothes off and then he asked me to strip as well, and yeah it did start off different."
"Like how?" I asked.
"Instead of giving him a blow job, he dragged me to his bed and, I'm not proud of this, but we fucked like rabbits. In fact, the whole weekend was about sex. He did thing to me with his hands and tongue that literally blew me away. It was so good. And I'll be honest. That night he asked me over, we did fuck. This past weekend was just a continuation of that. I'm sorry I lied to you then."
"That's okay, I had a feeling that you did." She looked at me, like how, and I just explained that it was something about how she looked and what she didn't say that gave it away. She nodded, and said something about how she would have to remember that in case Chris ever grilled her about it.
"Okay, so that's what happened to me. Now you."
I told her everything and she was just as captivated as I had been when she first told me. I told her about being beaten down and then blowing Bryan, and she told me I was crazy and should have just used the safe word, but then agreed, if I had, I never would have experienced his softer side. When I got to the part about my last night there, I paused and she jumped right in.
"You lucky girl. I can tell what happened. Was Art suspicious at all?"
"No. Then I told her a little about my suspicions, how when I tried to call Art, he hadn't answered, and then the bombshell, that he told me he was with Chris. She looked at me. "I guess it might be true, but now I'm wondering. Chris never said anything about Art coming over. What do you think happened?"
I looked her in the eye. "You made me swear that what you told me earlier, I would never tell anyone else, and I expect the same thing from you."
"Agreed. I will never say anything. So you got some dope about Art then?"
"Yeah." Then I told her about the talk Bryan and I had, and how he suspected that Bryan was dating the girl from his shop."
"Oh he must have been lying. Art would never do that. He must have been trying to mess with you, get you to open up by making Art seem bad."
"Maybe. I did think that, but when Art picked me up yesterday, well he acted suspicious when I told him that my owner used his shop for car repairs. Please don't say anything to Chris. I want to ask him if Art came over that night."
"Deal. What will you do if Chris says that he didn't?"
"I don't know. I mean he might have been doing something else, anything that was harmless, and he might have felt bad that he forgot his cell phone, so he might be innocent. But, I have to know for sure. I am working tomorrow, so if you can watch the kids tomorrow after they get home from school, I want to see for myself."
Amber didn't say anything, lost in her own thoughts. She just nodded.
With our conversation over, Amber and I chatted for a bit more, then she said she had to leave to get the house cleaned up. Like Art, Chris was a slob and then she was out. I started cleaning, and by late afternoon, I had the place looking neat. Amber showed up then and we talked a bit more, discussing what it was like to have sex with another man. I confessed that Bryan was a better lover, and she said the same about Saul. Made us both wonder if men became terrible after they were married. We also talked about tomorrow, setting up a plan that I would put into motion then. We had to act soon as the kids would be out of school next month and a chance to spy on Art might be more difficult. Amber would watch the kids after school, which she sometimes did when I was at work, and I would take a half day off and scout out Art's work. Our plans set, we split up and finished out our days with our families.
The next afternoon, I left work early, planning to tell the girls there that I was still tired from a rough weekend, not wanting to tell them what I really did, but it was already out of the bag. Amber was right, the auction was the topic of the town and of course everyone knew who went, and that I had produced the largest winning bid. They all smiled at me as I left and told me to rest up, amid a bunch of giggles.
I called Amber and she was ready to get the kids when they came home. She would tell them that I had to work late to catch up, but I would be home around supper time. Then I quietly drove down to Art's shop and parked just a little down the road and peered into the garage through the open bay doors. I had a good view of the people working there and the place was busy. Maybe the auction had been good for business.



Not long after I parked, I spotted Art working on a car and then Anne walked over and bent over the car with him. I couldn't hear what they were saying, obviously, but just sat and kept a keen eye out. Then the car was done, and I suddenly saw Art put his hand around Anne's neck and pull her in for a kiss. As he did this, I reached for the camera in my bag, but my anger made me shake so badly, that by the time I had it, they had finished and separated.
"Damn, I missed it," I almost shouted. Then I put the camera back in my bag, got out of my car nd walked up to the shop. By this time, they had returned to what they were doing, so I just walked to the waiting area, trying to keep out of sight and simply watched what was going on. I was also close enough to hear some of the conversation, though by this time, Anne had finished and was now working on the bill. Seconds later, Art came over and they began chatting quietly to her, so I took this chance to approach and watch them. They did look like a couple, but as I stood there looking through the customer window less than two feet away, Art didn't seem to notice me, probably because of the constant giggles emanating from Anne that kept him busy. That was enough.
"What's so funny?" I asked innocently. Instantly Art snapped his head up and looked at me with those dear in the head light eyes. "What's going on?" I asked again.
Both of them looked at me before Art was able to stammer out a reply, which honestly, I didn't hear. I was pissed. "I better see you at home tonight right after work," was all I could say before I turned and headed out a different door, one farthest away from my car.
I started around the shop, when Art came running up. "Hey, what are you doing?" He asked.
"What was that all about?" I asked, crossing my arms and trying to assume a pissed off stance.
"I don't know what you're talking about," he stammered. "We were just talking." I could see his brain working, trying to find the right thing to say.
"It didn't look like that, honey," I said as sarcastically as I could. "Are you involved with that woman?"
He didn't answer for a second, in my book that was a yes, but then he found his voice. "Of course not. You're just looking for trouble. That guy you stayed with, did he put you up to this, spying on me?"
I shook my head, not believing that he was trying to turn things around. "Look, what I saw was you flirting with her," I said, not bringing up the fact that I saw them kissing. If only I had managed to take a photo. But I would save that little nugget for later after he dug a deeper hole than what he was in now.
"We were just chatting, sharing a joke is all," he said, shifting from one foot to another. "I'm not doing anything."
I just shook my head and tried to get by Art, but he stopped me and kissed me passionately on the lips. I didn't know what to do at that point, and his telling me that I was the only woman in his life had my head spinning. All I could think of at that point were our kids and how something like this would scar them for life, especially if I was wrong about this and the kiss hadn't been what I thought it was. Still, he had kissed her, so I decided to react to his statement with a challenge.
"Okay, but you had better be home right after work like I said, and I mean it." Then I pushed by him and headed to my car. I could feel his eyes on me the whole way so I didn't bother to look back or he would have seen me crying. By the time I got home, I had recovered some and put on a brave face, telling Amber that I hadn't seen anything. I don't think she bought it, much like I hadn't bought her story about Saul, but for now, I stuck to my story.
Just as I put supper on the table, Art showed up like I told him, right on time.
End Part IV
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It had been almost a month since I confronted Art and things had been good for a while, but then he told me he had to stay late one night. I took the kids for ice cream and we surprised him at the shop, but like he said, he was working on an engine, telling us that he had promised the car would be repaired by tomorrow and it wasn't finished. Not seeing Anne around, I took the kids home, and he finally showed up at almost 11, happy that the car was finished, but exhausted.
The next day was Saturday and it was a hot one, and after taking the kids to the mall and the movies, they wanted to go for a swim in the large inflated swimming pool we had purchased with the money I earned. I figured a brief swim before supper would be just the ticket, as it would tire them out. It was a hot day for June, and then I saw Amber waving at me from her front porch. I told my son to keep an eye on his sister for a minute and since the pool was only filled with about three feet of water which was low enough for both of my kids to easily walk around in and still keep their heads above water.
I walked over and could see immediately that Amber was upset, very upset. "Amber what's wrong?" I asked, as I wrapped her in my arms.
She looked at me through eyes that had been crying. "I'm pregnant."
"That's wonderful news!" I yelled, hugging her a little harder. "But why are you crying?" I was totally confused as she had confessed how badly she wanted her own child.
"I've been thinking. I must have gotten pregnant last month."
'Yeah, so. Who cares when, this is good." I still didn't know why she was upset.
"You don't understand. What if it isn't Chris'? What if it's Saul's?"
Holy cow, I hadn't thought of that. "Well you had sex with Chris as soon as you got home. It might be his."
"True, but we've been trying for years and then I come up pregnant a month after the auction. What if it's Saul's baby?"
I thought about that for a while, but then came up with something that might help her. "Chris doesn't know about Saul, right?"
"No, of course not," she said this like I was stupid or something.
"Do you think he will ask you for a paternity test after the baby is born?"
She thought about this. "No, why would he?"
"He wouldn't. So, on the off chance that it is Saul's baby, no one will ever know, unless you say something," I said carefully. "But." I stopped so she would listen carefully. "You do need to see Saul, tell him you're pregnant and you just wanted to let him know. See what he says."
"I will. Thanks for that. I didn't even tell Chris yet, I was just too upset with worry."
"Then you need to tell him tonight. We've got some celebrating to do."
I went back to the kids, but didn't tell them the news, figuring if they knew before Chris did and they blabbed before Amber could tell him, then it might bring up some resentful issues. No, I would let Amber tell all of them. I was so happy, that I called Art, wanting to see what he was up to, and wanting to let him know he needed to come home from work as soon as he was done. He had been good lately, he did still have to stay late occasionally, but he always called, and when I called to check on his progress, he answered before it went to voicemail. All good signs, as far as I was concerned. However, this time after he answered, he said he still had one vehicle to get done, so he might be a little late, but not too late. He would call me when he was done and one his way home. On another note, Anne had left the job and was now dating a new guy, so he hardly saw her at all.
I was okay with that, but then I heard what sounded like a female voice just as he hung up the phone, but the line went dead before I could ask who It was. I looked at my watch. It was already almost 4:30 and with the garage usually closing around now and with Anne gone, I wondered who I had heard.
I walked over to Amber, who was now in a much better mood, but didn't want to say anything that might be upsetting, so I just mentioned that I wanted to go to the store and get a cake to celebrate when the boys got home and could she watch the kids for a little while and tell them to get out of the pool at 5, in case I was delayed.
She agreed readily, saying how she wanted as much practice at being a mom as she could get before the baby came. She also told me to hurry up, as Chris was due soon, and she wanted Art and I to be there when she told him the news. I hugged her and said I would get back as soon as I could and would stop by the shop and make sure Art was done as well. Then with a big smile, that I didn't feel, I waved, told at the kids to listen to Aunt Gem, and hurried to the car after getting my pocket book.
On the way there, I was preoccupied with the news and didn't see the cop car until it was too late. He pulled me over for speeding. I was bubbling with excitement and was in such a good mood, that he must have thought I was on drugs or something and asked me if I had been drinking. I laughingly told him that I hadn't and about Amber's news that I just lost track of where I was, and he that he couldn't' ruin the day by giving me a ticket. This one time he had to let me go, and I put a big smile on top of this request. I know, watching him, that he was trying to decide whether I was lying to him, or if I were in such a good mood because it was true. I think that maybe my smile, plus the wink I gave him were enough. I will admit, he was a tough looking cop, but he listened to me quietly, and finally, he said because it was good news, he would just give me a warning. He did say I was familiar to him, and he asked me for my name and phone number, and when I asked why, he said, "I'm letting you out of ticket, and I know your face from somewhere, and now you're going to question my motives?" Okay, I agreed with that, but as I handed the information over to him, he told me it was just a safety device, that if I got into any kind of trouble, he would reconsider.
I thanked him and maybe it was because I was in such a good mood, I kind of said something stupid, like I wished I were single because he was such a great guy, then I carefully headed on my way. Well if I was delayed at Art's shop, I could just say it was because of being stopped by a cop. I didn't lose too much time and carefully pulled into the parking lot of a small shopping plaza across the street from the garage. I could see his car from my spot and that the bay doors were closed. Okay, that meant he was closing up, so I walked up and carefully looked into the bay where one vehicle was up on the jacks, but I couldn't see Art. I thought he might be under the car, so using my emergency key, I entered the waiting area and looked through the small window where customers could watch their car repairs, the same one I had spied on Art and Anne before.
I didn't see anyone waiting, so I walked up to the work window which allowed customers to view their car repair progress and could see no one here either. There were noises though, a piece of metal hitting the ground, and what sounded like grunting, coming from beneath the car. I stood on my toes and looked down, seeing two heads there, Art's with his slowly spreading bald spot and a red head with long hair. Now I knew it might be a guy with long hair, but I wasn't aware of any new employees with this color, and customers weren't allowed in the work pit, so who the hell was this? I grabbed my camera once more and took photo after photo, trying my best to make out a face, but from my angle and the limited space under the car, I simply couldn't tell. I wouldn't have thought anything about it except for that female voice on Art's phone.
I stepped back from the window and tried the door to the work bay, but it was locked and I didn't have a key to this door, so I did the only thing I could, I walked back out and drove to the bakery where I bought a nice cake for Amber. It took a little longer than I liked, but finally I was on my way home, only to have my cell ring. It was Amber, wanting to know how long before I was back. I told her five minutes and then mentioned the cop stopping me.
Well I got home, and to my surprise, Art pulled up as well before I had gotten into the house. I gave him a smile and a wave, but I was bothered by doubt. Still we had a celebration to get ready for, and when Art asked me what he cake was for, I smiled and said, you'll see, wait. Sure enough as we joined Amber and Chris, he was really surprised to see us, but Amber couldn't wait very long and she announced her surprise almost as soon as I walked in with the cake. Well it was a great evening, and the kids were excited, saying they would have a cousin. Not quite, but what the hell.
On Monday as I was finished up at work, my supervisor said there was a phone call for me and it was the police. I was instantly like what happened, but when I took the call, turns out it was the cop who stopped me. He was brief and told me that he ran my record and he was glad to find that I had no prior record. I knew that. So, I asked him why he called me back and then he explained that he was in a bind and supposedly he had a need for someone to accompany him on a date to an awards function and he couldn't find anyone. His wife had been a cop in another town, but they had divorced years back and h3 needed someone to accompany him to this event. I told him this was sudden, and I would need to think about it which he was okay with, as long as I let him know within a couple of days.
That's when the idea hit me. He had run my priors, so he could run others. I told him I needed something as well and gave him the license plate number of the car that was in the shop with my husband Saturday night. He didn't answer for a second, then said he would have to check on this, and I said, "Fine, your answer will probably affect my answer." Then he hung up.
My boss wanted to know what was up, so I just told her about the cop and how he wanted a date. What she asked me then was a shocker. "Does this have anything to do with the auction last month?"
I just smiled and shook my head. "No, not that I'm aware of." But it made me wonder. Maybe this auction was a double-edged sword. He had said, I was familiar. What if he had been at the auction? With my day almost done, I put that thought behind me, and wondered how long it would take for him to get back to me. I didn't have to wait long. I had just reached my house when my cell rang and it was the cop, Doug, who told me that the car belonged to a woman about my age who lived in the same town as Bryan. Her name was Aleisha, and being that I knew how popular Bryan was, I thought I would call him and ask if he knew her. Anyway, Doug said she didn't have a record, but she was someone who seemed to get into issues and used others to get out of them. In fact, though she my age, she had been divorced three times. I asked Doug if there was a photo, and he said no, so it probably was her in the bay with Art, but I couldn't be sure.
Okay, so something was up with Art again. I told Doug I would have an answer for him by tomorrow, I just needed to check one thing, and that thing concerned Chris. I hung up my phone and went over to their house. Amber was working with the kids on a project and Chris was outback studying the porch railing. He saw me approach and said, "I was looking at this railing. It's loose. Can't have that with a kid coming along. What's up?"
"Oh, not much really." I had to play this right, I just couldn't' come out and ask him what had happened. "Richard wanted to play some basketball. I know you have a backboard, so can I borrow your basketball? I promise I'll return it."
He looked at me. "Oh yeah. Um, I don't know where it is. I haven't used it in quite a while."
"Oh, I thought you and Chris were playing with it just last month."
"What? No. You know Art's more into baseball than basketball. I bet he couldn't sink a shot if he was standing over the hoop."
I had my answer. 'Oh yeah, I did want to thank you for convincing Art to allow me to attend the auction."
He looked at me strangely. "I didn't say anything to him about it, at first."
"It's okay. What do you mean, at first?"
"He came over to me asking about it. Guess someone from his shop convinced him to let you go. Think it was that woman he had working for him. Can't remember her name."
"Anne," I replied, the realization coming into my mind then. She must have convinced him that it would best if I was gone so she could have time to spend with him. What a bitch.
During the evening, after everyone was fed and Art was home, a little late, but reasonable. I went to the bathroom and called Doug. He answered on the first ring. "I'll be there. Where and when?" I knew that when I told Art what I planned to do, he would be upset, and I was right. But, I didn't care. I told him about being pulled over and felt that I owed the cop a favor. I also said, I would try to make in-roads to repairing the police vehicles, which interested Art a bit. Then I took that moment to ask about the person working on his car with him and wanted to know who they were. He spent the next few minutes trying to explain that it was a person who wanted to see what he was doing to her car. So, it was a female. I didn't bother bringing up the point that he never allowed customers into his work bay and he didn't bring it up either, just saying she was a rich new customer and wanted to make sure he kept her business. He didn't mention a name, or what he showed her, and in my mind that was more proof that he was being unfaithful. We ended up going to bed without speaking.
The next few days passed quickly, and then it was Friday night. I told Amber and Chris what had happened, they both thought it was unprofessional, but I didn't explain that it was really because of the favor he had done for me, so I dressed up and took off before Art got home and drove to the banquet and waited for my 'date' to arrive. I thought about how this year was so strange. Last year I was content, and this year, I had already, or was about to, 'date' two different men. I should write a book. That thought left me when Doug showed up.
He got out and smiled, escorting me to the ceremony, no one looked at me strangely. I did hear him mention to one couple that I was just a friend, so I guess that's what he told everyone, and he didn't make any moves as we arrived to make me think this would be anything except a formal event. The thing that surprised me was the small number of police, and the large number of elected officials. I realized then that that was reason why he was so relaxed, as many of the people there probably didn't know who I was. As the dinner ended and the awards were announced, I saw why he wanted someone to accompany him, as he won an award for heroism, and he asked me to hold it, while he received another for saving a life. It was really fun and I made many contacts, as people came over to congratulate me as well as him, and I did my best to offer suggestions about Art's garage for repairs.
Then the event was over, and only just after 9. Doug did ask me if I wanted to accompany him to an after party being held at a friend's house, but I balked. He kept teasing me, saying it was nothing and I could see how cops partied, which was interesting. I looked at my watch and told him, I would go, but I insisted on following him in my car, so I could leave before it got too late, and he agreed. I didn't know what Art would say, but I kept remembering his big screw ups. Sure, I didn't have proof that he was being unfaithful, but deep down, I knew my marriage was in trouble.
The after party was held in a large house and many of the people I had seen at the ceremony were there, including a woman who said she was a cousin of Doug and that he was a big flirt. She knew all about me and how I happened to be there, so she said I could stick with her if I wanted, but I just told her I would only be there for a short while. She smiled and said I was smart, then headed into the house. It was at that point that I noticed, I lost Doug. Figuring he might be inside, I walked into the house and right off the bat, I was treated to a sight, as two people were making out right there in the entrance. I saw others ignore them, so I walked by them as well. Big mistake.
Instantly a sleazy looking guy was beside me, handing me a drink and saying to have fun. I looked at the drink and sipped it a little, tasting the alcohol right off, but knowing I would be there for at lest a little while, I took a long drink. It was strong. Good thing, I thought that I wasn't going to drive home right away and I finished the drink. Then the sleazy guy was back, this time with a friend and started chatting to me. I was polite and talked a bit, but then sleazy guy put his arm around me and gave me a peck on my cheek. I did my best to slip away and intended to find Doug and tell him about them, but the two guys followed me, making rude comments about my ass as I walked. Even my turning around and telling them they were offensive, did nothing to stop their comment, which now included my boobs. One guy even grabbed at my boobs, saying I should show those puppies off. That was it. I pushed past them and started to head outside, planning on leaving whether I saw Doug or not. I would just text him and let him know what happened, but as I walked toward the front door, one of the two grabbed me from behind and pulled me to an empty room. To my horror, he pushed me against a wall and kissed me on my lips as I struggled to get away.
The other man then pulled his pants down and exposed his junk to me. I was in trouble and yelled for help, but the noise from the music drowned out my scream. The man holding me, then grabbed my right boob and began fondling it. I did my best to get his hand off, when suddenly he let go and dropped to his knees. I didn't know what was happening, thinking he was attempting to pull my skirt up, but he made no more moves toward me and the other prick was also on the floor, grunting in pain, and behind him stood Doug. He had finally gotten away from the people who were talking to him to see where I was and said later that he just happened to pass by the room and heard my scream.
At that point, he started escorting me to my car, apologizing the whole way for what happened. I didn't know why, but I felt a little light headed and would have stumbled if he hadn't been holding my arm. I told him I appreciated having a cop come to my rescue, which was the truth. I knew if he hadn't shown up when he did, I would have been raped, but his standing there and protecting me was really perfect, and as we reached my car, I turned and kissed him on the lips. I didn't mean to make it last, but it did, guess the whole episode really shook me to the core. He kissed me back and though I knew I couldn't let this go any further, I did like the way he kissed me. His return kiss was gentle and passionate, and I didn't complain when he hand reached around and squeezed my ass.
Breaking the kiss, I said I had to go, and he said that my husband was a lucky man, the second guy to tell me that in just over a month and that if I ever needed anything from the Police, to call him and he would be over in a flash. I believed that. Then he asked if I had been drinking, and I remembered the drink, confessing that I had only the one. He suggested at that point that I either let him drive me, or that I lay down for a little while, as he said the way I was acting might mean that there was something other than alcohol in that drink. I looked at him and my head was swimming a bit. Then realized I had kissed him, something I wouldn't normally have done. I told him I would accept the ride, though I would need to get my car in the morning, and he said he would make sure it was dropped off at my house after the party. With that problem taken care of, I allowed him to help me into his car and figured by the time we got to my house, the effects of the drink would probably be over.



Sitting in the passenger seat, Doug took the wheel and began driving and as we pulled away from the party, he suddenly pulled over and looked at me. "I hope you didn't mind me grabbing you butt like I did. Guess I just got a little carried away. I should have acted more professionally. It's just that I remembered your face. You were at the auction. I guess I did fantasize a bit. And knowing that was why I called you. I'm sorry. You really are a great person."
My boss was right, this date was connected to the auction. I told him it was okay, that no harm was done, and it was a good thing I only had the one drink, or I might have done more myself. That made him laugh some and he added something about how he wished I had drunk another, as I was a fantastic looking girl and he would have enjoyed doing more. Then he said something that made me pause, when he said maybe we should go back to that party for a little. Instead of being shocked, I laughed and said if I had, we'd probably be making out right now. He didn't laugh at this, but before we started up again, he asked if we could kiss again, saying he missed being close to a woman and he really liked me.
Knowing that I might display the effects of this drink if I got home too soon, I told him he could and in no time, we were making out. It was almost as good as my time with Bryan. God, Bryan. I made a mental note to call him tomorrow when I had the chance, but that thought slipped from my mind as I felt Doug pull my top aside as we kissed and feel my boob, the same one that one of the two had mauled, only Doug was so much more gentle. What was I doing? I thought. This was wrong, and I told Doug we had to stop.
He pulled away reluctantly and shook his head. "You're right. I feel terrible for my actions."
I grabbed his arm and gave him a gentle squeeze. "It's okay, I led you on. You did nothing wrong, and I should apologize to you." I stopped and stared at him as we started moving again, and knowing what he did for me, and what Art was doing without me, well I don't know, maybe it was a bit of the drug that was in my drink, but as I saw there, I slowly moved my hand forward until it was resting in Doug's lap. He looked over at me.
"Hey," I said. "Keep your eyes on the road." With that I moved my hand to his crotch and gave him a gentle squeeze. The wheel jerked a bit, but I reproached him kiddingly. "I thought cops were good drivers under stress."
"Yeah, you just took me by surprise," he responded.
With that settled, I continued to rub him as he concentrated on the road. He kept driving, and I kept rubbing. Finally, as we were getting close to my home, he suddenly pulled over. "Maybe I need a refresher course on driving," he said, his breath coming in rasps.
"Well I don't normally do this, but you really earned it," I responded. Then I undid his belt and pulled his pants open, which allowed his junk to stand up. I think he thought I was going to blow him, but I knew I couldn't, so I just grabbed his member and started pumping it, watching as his eyes close. I thought it might be hurting him a little, I mean the skin was red from my actions, but he moaned for me not to stop and suddenly he was gushing forth a stream of cum. It actually hit the front window and I had to laugh a bit at that.
He let out a large breath of air then sank back into his seat. "I haven't had anyone do that for me in years, not since my wife, well you know." I think he regretted losing control a bit.
I pulled a tissue from my purse, actually several and wiped my hand off, giving a few to him to clean up as well. I noticed then that my head was clearing up, so even though I was trying to think it was the drug in my drink, I realized it was all me. I had done this on my own and I had tremendous guilt. The only good thing was not allowing Doug to have intercourse with me and of course the fact that Art had been doing something. That didn't make it right, but it was all I had at the moment. Then suddenly, I thought of Bryan. I wondered what he was doing at this moment, and I told myself, when I had some free time this weekend, I would call him, to see how he was. Thinking of him, the guilt was suddenly gone. I wondered what that meant?
Doug drove me home and dropped me off about fifty yards from my house. He told me, he had spunk on his clothes and he didn't want to face my husband. The plan he told me, was for me to walk up to my house, he would watch from his car to make sure I was safe then he would get the car back before morning and leave the keys on the seat. I could say I simply dropped them there. Worked for me, and I gave him a kiss goodbye as I got out and closed the door. It was easy walking, and though we didn't live in the best neighborhood, I felt perfectly safe, knowing that I had a police officer backing me up. In no time, I was at my door and waved to Doug, then safely inside. Art was asleep on his rocker and it was only a little after 10. The kids were asleep on the couch, so I made my way to the bedroom to change and then got everyone into bed.
Art was instantly awake when I touched him, and he was full of questions. That night he was on me and we made rough love. I think he was testing me, seeing if I were ready for him, and I wasn't quite, but that calmed him knowing that if I wasn't excited for him, I probably hadn't had any kind of sex all night, at least any kind of sex he was aware of, and he was content.
In the morning, I looked outside and saw my car parked in my driveway and smiled. Walking to the car, I found my keys on the seat, just like Doug had said, and on the seat a single white rose, but thankfully, no other evidence that I had not driven it here. Art came out and saw me grab the keys. "Oh, must have dropped them last night," I said, as I slid the rose under the seat.
"Listen, I know we didn't talk much last night, but did you manage to get the message out about my shop?"
"Actually, I did, but the officer I went with also won two awards?" Art shook his head, and I had the impression that he thought I was talking Doug up, but I ignored the look. "Well people kept coming over to the table to congratulate him, and those that stayed and talked to us, I used every opportunity to bring up your shop. And those business cards you gave me. Well I gave almost all of them to people. I even gave one to the Mayor's assistant."
"Seriously, you gave my card to the guy who works with the Mayor? To him?" He was in awe.
'Yes. That's why I wanted to go. I know business has increased a little since the auction, but a lot of people were happy to take your card. Oh, and one guy asked me if I was at the auction and I told him yes. He made some comment about wishing he had brought more money, so I told him, why don't you impress me by bringing your cars to my husband."
"Cars?"
"Yeah, the guy owns the flower shop in town. He has four vans and he said he would. You can fix vans, right?"
"Are you kidding? Yes, I can fix any auto." I laughed, knowing full well he could fix them, and when he realized what I was doing, he threw one of the kids stuffed toys at me. "Brat," he said. I just smiled.
Then we both saw the Police car approaching our street. I was thinking, oh no, what's he doing when I noticed Doug driving. There was another person in the car and I was hoping that when Doug saw Art was standing with me he would drive by, but it pulled into the drive and both got out.
"What do the cops want here?" I heard Art mutter, but I was ignoring him as I concentrated on Doug, who waved and then I noticed that he spoke to and older Police Officer beside him and pointed us out. For a moment I thought he was going to tell Art what occurred, or would come up with some sort of bull shit complaint about what I did, but then both men approached Art, who had walked over to them and they shook his hand.
I drifted closer to the group, and just heard Doug thank Art for allowing me to accompany him, and then he mentioned how his Captain was interested in finding someone to look at some of their cruisers. Art looked at me and smiled. It was like a dream come true for him, and he muttered a silent Thank You to me. Looks like I was going to get laid again tonight. And then as the Captain and Art walked off to chat, Doug came over to me, a big smile on his face.
"I saw your face when we pulled up. Sorry, I was going to call and let you know we were coming, but it would have been difficult with the Captain in my car, and I didn't know if it would cause problems with your husband after our date last night, so I just took a chance."
"You scared the crap out of me. I didn't know why you'd be coming here, but looks like I may have to thank you again for bringing your boss out. I think you made my husband's day."
"Actually, I figured I owed you for going with me, and well, you know. By the way, I know you're married and all, but what you did to me, and how you did it, my goodness, it was awesome. I said it last night, and I'll say it again, your husband....."
"Is a lucky guy, yeah, I know." I said cutting him off and finishing the sentence. "You do know, that was a one time thing, right?"
"Oh, I know, you only did it because I helped you out, and you probably had taken a drug. I understand, but I will also say, if Art ever mistreats you, let me know, and I will be over to rescue you again. Though I really doubt that would happen. Just that you helped me out, and I wanted to give you something, besides helping your family that is?"
"Like what?" I asked, my mind racing.
"That woman you asked me to look up. Well I took a second look into her background and I found something. She was married to a guy in another town, and though she doesn't have a record, she's kind of a trashy woman, and word is she's broken up a few marriages."
"Really? This is that Aleisha woman?"
"One in the same. There is also some talk that she's after your husband, has something against you."
"Like what? I don't even know her?' I said, raising my voice a bit, then lowering it when Art looked over at me. I just looked at him and smiled, letting him know things were okay.
"I don't know, but just wanted to warn you. She's trouble. Just ask anyone in Oliver."
I knew Oliver. That was where Bryan lived. She had something against me? My mind was spinning, and I began to wonder what was going on. The only thing I could think was that it had to do with the auction. What was the connection? Was she Bryan's ex? Even if she was, how would she know me? And why would she be upset? There were too many questions. I stopped when I saw Doug looking at me. "Oh sorry, lost in thought," I told him.
"I understand. If you have any problem with her, any problems with anything, call me."
I looked up at him and smiled. "I will keep your number handy, and who knows, maybe we will get together some time. I just wanted to add, it was a huge turn-on for me as well, you know, what we did."
He smiled. "Gotcha. Looks like the Captain is done with your husband. Thanks." he said, turning and walking off to his superior as Art came over to me.
"Honey. You did good. The Police are going to send over a couple of cars for me to look at. It kind of means a long night or two, but I have to make sure they're in top shape. Okay?"
"Of course. I totally understand. Looks like that almost ticket worked out for both of us."
"How so?" he asked.
"I got to have a nice night and met some really nice people, plus I now have a cop who will let me out of a traffic ticket or two, and you're going to get some good business. If it pays well, I might be able to quit my job and spend more time here. You know, with the kids and helping Amber."
"That would be fine. Anything you want." He kissed me, then turned to wave at the cop car as it pulled out and headed down the road. While he waved, I had other thoughts. I had to call Bryan again, that was more important to me now than anything.
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The afternoon after Doug left, I found myself hanging around with Amber and finally had the chance to tell her all that had happened, from spotting someone in Art's garage to what had happened with the car being dropped off. Amber just listened and gave me a little advice.
"Look Cindy. One guy that you were involved with is one thing, but now another and he's a cop!"
"Well you're still involved with Saul, right?"
"Yes and no. I had fun with him, but I think I'm done with him. And the church is done with auctions as well. We have a new pastor and he said he thought they were terrible, so he cancelled them, permanently. Who knows, maybe it's for the best. I'm going to be a mom and Saul was just me, sowing some wild oats. I think I'm done."
"Well heck. I would say I'm with you, but something is up with Art. First there was Anne, and now that she's gone, there......" Amber interrupted me.
"Wait, what do you mean Anne is gone?" Amber asked me.
"Art told me she no longer worked for him, hasn't for almost a month now. Why?"
"I know she left for a little while, but I distinctly heard Art telling Chris, last week, that she came crawling back for her job. The boyfriend turned out to be a jerk and she didn't really like the new boss, so she asked Art for her job back."
"What? She's working with him again?" Amber nodded at my question. "Oh my God. Art never told me."
"What, did you really expect him too? Hey, Cindy, my old mechanic, the one I was messing with earlier, wants to work for me again. Is that okay?"
I looked at Amber and frowned. "Okay, two can play at this game. I'm calling Bryan now, maybe see how he's doing."
"Ooh, Can I listen in?" Amber asked, pushing her head down to hear.
"I thought you were done with any other men," I teased.
"No, I said I was done with Saul, well I will be. I will chat with him on Friday night. Chris said he was going out for drinks with Art, so fine. I can't drink, but I will tell Saul about this," she said, pointing at her belly. Let him know it's mine and Chris'. If it causes problems, I want to get it over with." She stopped talking when I hard Bryan pick up the phone and say hello.
Friday afternoon I was on my way to see Bryan, and Amber on her way to see Saul. We covered for each other saying we were going out to shop for the baby, and I got a sitter. Art didn't mind, and neither did Chris. So, after dropping Amber off at Saul's, he smiled at me and waved, then I drove as quickly as I could, hey I could get out of any ticket now, so why waste the opportunity.
As we pulled up to Saul's house, Amber smiled at me and mentioned something about being good. I looked at her and said the same thing. Then her reply, "I'll be good, very good. You do the same." That made me smile and I hurried on my way. Driving to Bryan's house this time was a little challenging as it wasn't dark and though I had come home during the day with Art, the place looked different. But my GPS got me to his street and I remembered it was the third house. As I pulled into the drive, Bryan came out to see me, guess he was as excited as I was, since he was at my car before I turned off the engine.
I gave him a big hug and kiss as soon as I was out of the car. Then we were inside his house, he gave me a long and passionate kiss, but as I broke it off for a breather, I told Bryan why I was there, that I believed Art was cheating one me and I just wanted some information. I told him I was so tempted to take him to bed, but this time I could not. That if I gave in to my desires, I would be as bad as my husband and Bryan understood. He asked me to sit, grabbed me a cup of coffee and we talked.
I told him all I knew, how I understood that his former employee had left, and something I had heard Art mention that I never told Amber. It wasn't Chris who told my husband about the auction. When I heard Art say this, I figured she had done this as some sort of plan to get me out of the house for a weekend. I don't think Art knew much about what would happen, he was interested mostly in getting the extra money, and of course it would mean he would have time to spend with Anne.
Bryan listened quietly as I talked, casually drinking his own coffee, but when I mentioned the next thing, he almost choked as he swallowed, that of telling about some woman named Aliesah who had red hair and supposedly might be out to get me. When Bryan choked as I said, I put my coffee down and moved to him. "Are you okay?"
He recovered after a minute, then looked up at me. "You don't know who she is? Really?"
I confessed that I didn't. How would I? And his response made me want to throw up.
"She's my ex-wife."
Taking a second to get over my own shock, I looked at him. "Oh man, but why is she out to get me? I've never met her."
I saw Bryan lick his lips, but not provocatively, more out of nervousness. "That might be my fault," he started and looked at the floor as I watched him. "She came over about two weeks ago, you know, for a visit. Usually these visits are not good, she just needles me. But this time, I was in a good mood, as all I could think about was you," he said in a quiet voice, which made me smile. "I guess she questioned me as to why I was so happy, and after a bit of back and forth, I told her that I had met someone else, and, well, I don't know why, but I blurted out your name. That your husband was a mechanic in the next town and, oh my God, she got angry. Told me I shouldn't be happy, even after I reminded her that we didn't love each other, but I got the feeling she wanted me back."
"Do you want her back?" I asked, almost praying he would say no.
"No. We had our shot. Didn't work," he said, smiling at me, but obviously seeing the relief on my face. "Oh, I have something for you," he said, walking out of the room and returning soon after carrying a picture frame. He sat it on a kitchen chair, and there was the sketch of me, now finished. It was breathtaking. The image was of me with my head slightly turned to the right.
"I finished this about a week after you left. Do you like it?"
As an answer, I moved over to him and hugged, then kissed him gently. "I really love it. But you should keep it. I mean, it would be vain for me to put this up in my house. I want you to have it."
"Well it is now one of my favorite sketches. However, I did make up another one as well," he said, grabbing me by my hand and leading me upstairs. There in his bedroom was another work, only this one was done in oil. It is a good painting of me nude, laying on a bed. "I kind of thought it would look better in this room, kind of gets me in the mood now and then."
"Oh, it does, does it? How about I give you some more memories of me that you can paint later," I responded, starting to unbutton my blouse.
Bryan responded with a huge smile as he suddenly began stripping as well, and we were both soon in the bed, making love once more. This time was a little different as he started by making oral love to me. He began by rubbing my feet and then slowly made his way up my body, gently massaging my calves and then my upper legs. It was a real turn on. Then he stopped and began rubbing my vagina, blowing air onto me, before he put his mouth to work, especially his tongue. In seconds I was in ecstasy, his tongue driving me wild and when he inserted a finger into me, I had an intense orgasm. Then it was his turn.
I surprised myself when I didn't mind grabbing his junk. No, in his case, junk isn't the right word. His cock. Yeah, that was better. I grabbed his cock and began rubbing my fingers all over it as he lay beside me moaning with pleasure. Then I put my hand around it and began pumping, not enough to get him off that way, as I had a different idea in mind. When I saw the drop of precum on the tip, I moved my face closer to it and touched the tip with my tongue, licking it clear. He really moaned then, and slowly I opened my mouth and slowly engulfed his cock, letting it slide into my mouth, a little at a time until I had sucked in the whole cock. I had never done that before, ever. I could feel the tip hit my throat and I tried to relax.
Bryan was so into this, as soon as his cock was all the way in my mouth, he pulled it back and then pushed it in again. He kept doing this, and I tried to keep up with his rhythm, but it wasn't that easy and soon I had to pull my mouth off, my lips were getting chaffed. He wanted to know what was up, so I used my hand again, and then alternating between my hand and mouth to bring him to an explosion. Amazingly his cum spunk kept shooting out, and I could only laugh a little as it sprayed all over me. After that, we just lay in the bed for a short while, him rubbing my back and telling me he missed me so much and had even driven by my house once or twice, just hoping to see me. He hadn't.
I looked at my watch and knew I had to leave. I gave him a final kiss, dressed and rushed outside. It was already getting late and I had to move quickly to get back to Saul's finding Amber standing out by the road. She was almost jumping, and I hadn't even fully stopped before she was in the SUV with me.
"Cindy, you won't believe it," she started suddenly. "I told Saul about being pregnant, and he was fine, told me he was glad for Chris. I started to say that I wasn't sure if it was his, when he saw my concern and suddenly asked me if I thought it might be his. I told him that I was wondering about it and he just told me the greatest news, that the reason he never had kids was because he was impotent. He couldn't have kids, and that, plus arguing, led to his divorce when he was younger. He can't be the farther, it has to be Chris!"
"Oh Amber, I'm so glad. Now we can concentrate on the baby coming. My kids are so excited, they're....." I stopped talking when I saw Amber looking in the mirror. "What's up?"
"I'm not sure, but I think a van is following us?"
"What?" I asked, looking through my side mirror. "Why do you think they're following us?" I had no idea why someone would want to follow us, unless it was Chris or Art, but they didn't own a brown van. "Well our driveway is right up ahead. I'm turning in, let's see what they do?"
I slowed then tuned into my driveway and threw a quick view out the window, only to see the van drive by without slowing down. That caused both of us to laugh. Maybe it was because we had both just come from our lovers, or that life seemed a bit crazier now. Whatever, we were glad that now most of the craziness was behind us, well some of it anyway. For me, there was still the fact Art might be cheating on me, and I on him, if I was going to be honest. Then there was the wild card, Doug. How would he fit into all this?
Putting these thoughts behind me, we both said goodnight, and headed home. It was only a little after 8 and Art wasn't even home yet. I relieved the babysitter, and put the kids to bed, then fell asleep on the couch, only to be awakened by my husband when he staggered in around 1 am, stinking of beer and was it perfume? We both went to bed, him to sleep and me laying there staring up at the ceiling, all these thoughts in my mind.
The next morning was beautiful and the kids went outside to play on the playset we had built a couple of years ago. Art finally got up around 8 am and staggered into the room. He still stunk of beer and yes, perfume. I guess the thoughts of last night had gotten to me and I was in a bad mood, which didn't get any better when he said he had to go back to work and finish some cars. He took a quick shower, and was gone in less than a half hour, hardly speaking to me, even though I graciously made him a nice breakfast and had it ready for him. He didn't even give me a kiss goodbye. That was it.
I told Amber that we were going into town for ice cream, and she asked to come with us. I didn't tell her that my real intent was to check on Art and see what he was up to. As we ate the cones and walked, Ally saw her daddy's shop and wanted to visit him, so using that excuse, we casually sauntered over to the shop, but I noticed Art's truck wasn't there. I asked one of the guys working where he was, and he said Art went to a couple of local junk yards to buy some parts for a couple of cars. I thanked him, and as I was leaving, heard him mutter, '..hot wife like that and he's out galivanting around'.
I turned around and looked at the guy. "Hey, what did you just say?"
He faced me like I was holding a shotgun on him or something. "Ah, nothing."
"I heard what you said. Where's Anne today? I don't see her."
"She's not here. She called out, she's sick. That's the truth. Art was here just about fifteen minutes ago, and we need those parts. Normally Anne goes for 'em, but today Art had to."
"Fine," was all I answered. Then I asked Amber to take the kids to the car, telling her I needed to get something in Art's office and he didn't like the kids in there. She agreed and as they walked back to the car, I quickly made my way to the office. No one said anything as they all knew who I was. This time the office was open and quickly I entered and looked into the files, finding Anne's job application and address. Okay, this shit was going to come to a head.
As Amber showed up with the SUV, she offered to drive, and I jumped in. Once on the way, I didn't say anything, but she could tell by my demeanor that I was pissed. I asked her to take a different way home, and as drove by I kept looking at the houses, looking for Anne's place. Amber spotted Art's truck first, parked off to the side. Sone of a bitch! "Look Amber, do me a favor, drop me off here. I've got Art's keys. I'll take his truck home and he can walk."
"If that's what you want.
"It is." Then I told the kids I was going to drive dad's truck home and they would go with Amber. I told her I would be right behind her, and she nodded as I got out. "Be fun tonight hearing what he has to say."
"I doubt that. Why don't you make sure the kids hang out with Chris and me tonight, give you time to straighten things out."
"Good idea. I imagine he'll be pissed when he sees it's gone."
"And even more so when he sees that you took it." Amber said, with a nervous look on her face.
"I'll be fine. See you at home," I said, then closed the door to the SUV and started for the truck. As I watched Amber drive off, I started thinking if I was going to do this, I had better make sure of what I thought he was doing. Anne lived in an apartment, which made sense and it was on the second floor, so I dropped my pocket book in the Art's truck and walked slowly up the outside stairs. I knew from her application it was Apartment 22, and there it was near the top of the steps.
Slowly I approached the door and I could hear muffled sounds coming from within. I couldn't hear much, and I needed to know, so I banged on the door. It was instantly quiet. I heard Anne call out who was it, and I yelled out it was me. Total silence.
So angry, I didn't care what others might hear, so I yelled out. "You tell that snake of a husband of mine that I'm out here and I'm taking his truck home!"
I saw a guy staring up at me from the street, so I knew was loud, but didn't pay him any attention as I stormed down the stairs, which was the biggest mistake I had made. I stormed toward the truck, when the man who was watching me suddenly grabbed me around the waist and covered my mouth. I didn't know what was happening, and for a second thought Art had gotten someone to stop me, when a brown van pulled up quickly, the side door opened, and I was pushed inside. I managed to scream a bit and dropped the keys, and then the door was closed, and I was inside the van with three men.
I was more afraid now than I was at the auction and I started to panic when I realized the man struggling with me was familiar. I remembered his face. The man looked at me, slapped me hard across the face and said, "Got away from us at the party the other night, but not now."
"You animal!" I shouted at him. "Let me go!"
He just laughed. "Your boyfriend cop ain't here now, but we are. Aren't we boys." And with that, someone put a sack over my head. I swear I could hear Art's voice, but then someone poked me with something in the neck. That was all I remembered that and the sound of laughing.
I woke up some time later with something on top of me. The sack was still over my head, but I was aware that it was a body. Someone was on top of me. Worse yet, I was on my back and my arms were stretched out above my head. "What's going on?" I said, and the sack was ripped off. There on top of me was sleazy. He was actually sitting on my stomach rubbing his hands across my chest. "What are you doing to me?"
Sleazy, who told me his name was Malcolm, just smiled and grabbed my right boob in his hands. "Ah, just like it was during the party. You thought you were pretty smart, didn't you, Cindy?" I couldn't answer him, he knew my name. What more did he know about me?
"Your cop boy friend got you away from me then, but not now. See, I know a lot about you. I know you work at a bank. I know you're married. I even know where you live and your husband's name. It's Art."
"How do you know this?" I asked, barely able to get the words out of my mouth.
"You weren't that smart. After your cop friend rescued you, he walked you to your car, and we followed you. He was so busy in that car, he didn't notice us. My guess is you did him in the car, didn't you baby?"
I didn't know what to say, and I guess he didn't expect a reply as he got up and walked out of the room, saying "I'll see you later baby."
When the door closed, I looked around the room. It was tiny, almost like a large closet. I pulled at my restraints, strong ropes tied around each wrist and attached to a hook in the wall and I was laying on a bed. Thankfully my clothes were still on; my sweater was pulled in spots, probably when they grabbed me, and my skirt was still on, but now I wish I had worn either a longer skirt, or slacks. The good news was that my legs weren't restrained, so if I could get my arms free, I would be able to move quickly. The rest of the room was barren, except for some sort of small camera at the end of the little room, probably their way of checking on me when they weren't inside. I would have to wait till it was darker before trying to get out of my restraints.
Then the door opened and a man walked in. He moved to the end of the bed and stood there, not saying a word, which made me even more nervous. Suddenly he reached down and grabbed the end of my skirt and pulled it up. I knew he was looking at my lace panties, damn that might be a turn on here. Then he threw the edge of my skirt up and grabbed my panties, yanking them off.
Hey, what are you doing?" I asked, hoping to get him to talk, but he didn't. Instead he grabbed my panties and pulled them down, looking at my vagina carefully, I saw him unbuckle his belt, letting his pants fall to his ankles. Damn, he wasn't wearing underwear and he had a really huge cock. He stood there letting me look at it, then walked to the top of the bed, grabbed my hair and jammed part of that monster into my mouth. I was about to bite down, when he pulled a large knife out of somewhere and put it up to my eye. I got the message. He wanted me to blow him and if I tried anything stupid, like biting him, he would poke my eye out. That fear made me cooperative, so I started blowing him, sucking his junk and trying to get as much as I could in, but the thing had to be at lease 12 inches, and it was impossible.
It didn't take him long to get excited and into the motion, and to my surprise, he exploded in my mouth, the cum almost gagging me. At that point he just laughed, and I knew my terror was only getting started. That was immediately evident when the door opened again and this time a woman stepped into the room. She watched the man for a moment before speaking. "I knew you wouldn't wait. What did you do to her?"



"Fucked her mouth," was all he said.
"Oh good, that leave the best part to me," she responded. With that, she waited for him to pull his pants up and walk out, then she leaned toward me. 'Hi sugar," she said seductively. "I've been waiting for the chance to get you alone." Then she moved to the end of the bed and looked at my bottom. "You have a sweet looking pussy. Glad that asshole didn't mess it up."
I wasn't sure what she meant, and hoped to get her talking, to try and find an ally among the people who had grabbed me, but no matter what I said, or how I pleaded, she ignored me and seemed to concentrate on my vagina. To my shock, I saw her suddenly pull her shirt over her head and expose her breasts, then she laughed a little at me. "Like what you see? I know your name is Cindy. I'm Lucinda," she said, as she danced around a little and without a bra her boobs bounced. They weren't massive, but they were bigger than mine and I had the feeling that this girl wouldn't do anything to help me out.
She stopped dancing and moved to my legs. The next thing I knew, she sat on the bed and leaned over my legs. "Oh, what a nice little pussy," she said, then she bent down and began licking me. Now I had never experienced anything like this with a woman, and only Art and Bryan had ever eaten me out, and now this girl bent over and began making oral love to my vagina. I tried to think of other things, even asked her to stop, but she ignored me, and I couldn't help it, getting a little excited. In just a few minutes she had moved her body between my legs and was now doing a good job, rubbing and sucking me, and when her tongue entered my clit, I got turned on so. Then I let go with a nice orgasm and the girl lapped me up. When she was done, she looked up at me.
"My turn."
My turn, what the hell did she mean by that? Suddenly she moved up my body, pushed up my sweater and pulled my bra down, then she started rubbing her boobs against mine. It wasn't comfortable, so I didn't enjoy that, when suddenly she scooted up. Sometime while she was eating me out, she had removed her pants and she was naked. Slowly I saw her scoot up my body until her pussy was in front of me. Then she told me to suck it.
When I refused, she asked me, "Do you want me to get Henry back?"
I didn't and so I put my tongue out and she squealed in pleasure. "That's it baby. Keep going."
I started eating her out as well. I put my tongue on her vagina and flicked it a few times. Since my arms were restrained above my head, I couldn't use my hands at all, so I had to be intent on using my teeth and tongue to get the woman off. I had never done it before, but apparently, I was pretty good at it, since the woman was gyrating on my face and she started saying how women ate out other women better because we knew what we liked. Yeah, yeah, yeah. I just kind of blurred her out. I was only interested in one thing, my freedom and as I was eating this woman, a thought occurred to me. If I did a really good job and feigned interest in her, she might be my ticket to freedom. I just had to do what she wanted and maybe she would protect me from other men, especially that Henry guy. He was creepy.
I kept up my actions until I heard Lucinda start moaning loudly and then she started swearing. That was weird, she was swearing in between short gasps of breath when she suddenly flooded my face with her cum and she yelled loudly.
Great, this brought in a bunch of guys and when they saw her, they started kidding her as she climbed off me. "Hey guys, I was just getting her ready for you. Her pussy tastes great. Who's going to be first?"
Oh my God, this was totally not what I wanted. Two of the three guys pealed off their pants and then it was my next chance to face my fear, as one of the two pulled my skirt off and the other ripped open my shirt. In seconds one of the men was eating me out, while the other was sucking my tits. I didn't know how much more of this I could take, when I saw Lucinda suddenly bend over and kiss me on the lips. "Please help me get out of here," I pleaded.
Lucinda just smiled. "Oh sugar, you only just got here. After a while, we'll let you go, but before you do, I think you're gon'na experience some new things." With that she let out a soft laugh and suddenly walked out of the room, leaving me with three men. Before long, one of the men had climbed on me, after pushing the other two away and began fucking me, hard. It really hurt, and I screamed. The other two told him to back off a little, but he screamed at them and threatened to shoot them, that was until the door opened and Malcolm walked in.
He yelled at the man on top of me to get off, and after a look of pure hatred, the man did, much to my surprise. Then the men put their pants back on and walked out of the room, as Malcolm looked at me. "Sorry about that. The only guy fucking you is going to be me. You just relax, and I'll be in shortly. Then get ready for the fuck of your life."
Everyone left the room and I was there alone, the last man turning off the lights, either by accident or design, I felt it gave me my best chance. There was still the camera at the end of the room, that was fine by me. There was some light coming into the room from somewhere, but I had to find a way to get free. I started pulling my arms, but the ropes didn't allow much movement even as I got up and moved next to the wall. They had designed the ropes to not allow one hand to reach the other, but they forgot about something, my feet. As every woman knows, our feet are powerful weapons.
The ropes were simply tied onto hooks on the wall. I was already almost naked, and my legs gave me a much longer reach. I stretched up, oh that hurt. I hadn't exercised much after the birth of my second child, but I kept trying. I found that if I turned slightly, I could swing one foot up and reach the hook, but couldn't keep it there long, so I kept kicking, several times hitting my toes so hard I almost screamed. I bit my tongue and bam, one lucky kick and the knot slipped off the hook.
My left arm now able to move, I slipped over to the other hook and pulled the rope off. I was going to try and untie them, but realized I would be wasting time, so I wrapped the ropes around my arms and checked out the camera. What caught my eye was a cardboard panel behind the camera that covered a small glass window, like those found in basements. That was important, but it was getting late in the day so I was sure people were not looking for me. I saw feet walk past the window. Kids feet, then an adult. This was a busy street, I had to break the glass, I saw nothing around the room except the bed or, the ropes that bound me. I had wrapped the ropes up my arms covering my elbows and I suddenly got a MacGyer idea. I held the loose end of the rope on my right arm with my left hand, then twisting my body to the left, I swung my elbow at the window with everything I had.
Even with the rope covering it, my elbow hurt like hell, but I did crack the glass. I saw my chance, so I swung my sore elbow once more, just as someone came in the room behind me. This time the glass shattered and though I couldn't see anyone nearby, I yelled at the top of my "RAPE" then I screamed at the top of my lungs. Just before I was grabbed from behind, I saw a man step out of a business across the street from my position, and I tried to keep yelling, but a hand went over my mouth. The man a stood looking around both sides of the street, so knowing I was in even bigger trouble, I bit the hand holding me and when the guy let go, screamed again and managed to get some fingers out the broken window, cutting them, but trying to make any motion that would allow the man to center on my location.
Another hand reached around my face and I was yanked back into the room, still screamed at the top of my lungs and fighting for all I was worth. I used my legs and knees to kick and found that the loose section of rope on my right arm was a good weapon when I used it like a whip. I managed to slap the guy who had raped me last and then I saw the fist but with head being held there was no avoiding the blow. Everything went dark.
I don't remember much immediately after that, some screaming, someone kicking my side, laying on the floor, lights then darkness, then screaming. A bright light shone on my face, then a gunshot, then silence. Finally, I felt something soft on my head and another light on my face. I opened one eye, the other didn't open, and a young woman was shining a light on my face. "Are you Cindy?"
My body hurt, my face hurt, my head hurt, and I had trouble focusing, but I managed to squeak out a single answer, "Yes." Then the light went off my face and I saw several more faces, one I thought I recognized and when he spoke to me, I knew it was Doug, my Police Officer friend.
"You'll be okay Cindy. Good move smashing that window. Don't worry about anything, these medics are the best in the city," he said quietly, which made me smile before I passed out once more.
END PART VI
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Part VII "The Last chapter"
I was struggling, a fist in my face. Someone pulling my hair. I can't breathe. Gunshots. Screaming. I awoke to a face looking down at me. A face above me. "It's okay. Don't' struggle. You're safe," a woman said. "It's only a nightmare. You're in a hospital. It's okay, Cindy. You're safe," she repeated.
It was only then that I realized she was telling the truth. There were numerous medical staff and off to one side, a police officer standing with his hands on his belt. I remembered. The people raping me, the ropes, my escape attempt. Then the window, screaming, something hitting my face, a gun or pole or something. I couldn't see out my right eye. The cops charging in. I saw Doug. Now, I was here. Where was here? The town hospital? It must be. Where was my family?
A commotion in the hallway, some television people, cameras. Who were they trying to see? Oh my God, me. They were trying to see me! The cop pushing them out. Yelling, flashing lights. I grew dizzy. A man standing over me telling me to relax. My eyes closed. Darkness.
I awoke in a hospital and with my eyes half open, well one eye, the other was almost swollen shut from the beating I took, I noticed someone sitting in a chair near me. I thought it was Art, but as I opened my eyes, I realized something was attached to my face, a breathing mask. Not sure what was going on, I began to struggle when the figure stood and moved to my bed. It was a nurse.
"How are you doing, dear?" She asked. The breathing mask made it almost impossible to talk so I raised one hand and wavered it, trying to let her know that I was better but not great. She seemed to understand and continued. "There are two men here to see you, one of them is a cop, the other is your husband," she said with a smile. I nodded, and the nurse walked to the room door, opening it.
Art was here, damn both good and bad. I remembered my last contact with him, and it made me sad and a bit angry. I wondered what he would say. I looked at the door as a cop, I didn't know, walked into the room looking at me. "I'm Detective O'Callon" he started off. "I'm guessing you know why I'm here."
I tried to give him a weak smile in response. "I suppose Doug sent you," I responded though my voice was badly muffled by the mask. "I'd like to speak to him first."
"No. Officer Doug Stanton was involved in a traffic stop last night. I'm afraid it was a bad incident. That's all I can tell you and now about that, it's still being investigated. I'm here to let you to know we busted most of the people who were involved with your kidnapping."
Even in my shocked thoughts, I processed the word 'most'. "You didn't get them all? And how is Doug?" I started crying immediately, pulling off my breathing mask. "What's going on? Is he okay?"
Detective O'Callon ignored my questions and finished his spiel, ending with, "And because of this, there will be a guard posted outside your room while you're here, possibly longer," he said haltingly, making me think there was something more he wasn't saying.
"Please leave," I said, doing my best to hold my tears, not just because of Art, but they stung my eye, the one with the bandages.
O'Callon looked at me a second before speaking, "I'll send your husband in now," he said, as he closed his notebook and started to head out. It was strange, we were in the 21st Century and this cop was still using a notepad like the 1960's reruns of Dragnet I had seen when I was a kid.
Seconds later, Art came quickly into the room.
He ran to my bed and hugged me. There were tears in his eyes. Good, he deserved it. Because of him, I was upset and not aware of my surroundings. He was having an affair with his worker. Okay, so I really couldn't blame him for that, we were both guilty there. There was Bryan, the man who bought me at the church auction in the hopes to raise money for the church and was supposed to be innocent fun but turned into a sexual encounter that rocked my world. I still loved my husband, but Bryan brought me to bliss several times. Then there was Officer Doug Stanton, the man who I encountered when checking on Art and the man who saved my life, not once, but twice. The man who might be in serious trouble now, or dead. I didn't know. Damn, I just wished the stupid detective hadn't said anything. I couldn't ask Art. Maybe Amber. That's it. I would ask her when I had the chance. For now, I had to deal with Art.
"I'm glad you're here," I managed to get the words out. My voice was getting a bit stronger now.
Art raised his head and looked at me. "I'm sorry honey. I really am. It's just that after I learned some of the things you did with that guy who bought you. I just got angry," he said.
"You started this," I muttered, knowing he would understand how the church auction to make money had started this. "What do you know?" I asked quietly.
"Not much, but it's easy to see that he means to you than me, sometimes," he said, looking me in the eye. That got to me. He was right. I hadn't meant to mention Bryan again, but then Art got involved with his employee and I guess I let things slip. Now, it was time to come clean.
"We were both wrong, so let's set the record straight. You first, tell me all," I got out.
He looked at me carefully studying my face. "Fine. There have been three," he said boldly.
Even in my hurting state, I was shocked. "Three?" Was all I could stammer.
"You know about Anne, of course. Then there was a girl named Amber. No, no, no. Not our neighbor," he said quickly when he saw my anguish, thinking it was my best friend. "Another Amber. I met her a month after we had Richard," he responded. Somehow hearing it was another woman didn't help things. Then there was one more. Her name I can't remember. That's it."
"You can't or won't?" I asked him
"I'm bearing my sole now, no reason to hide it. If I could remember I'd tell you. That's it. Your turn," he said to me, taking the seat next to the bed, the one the nurse was using.
It was still hard to talk, so I kept it simple "Bryan and a cop named Stanton," I said, suddenly worried about the face he made.
"Doug Stanton, the cop who was killed last night?"
I laid there, my shock betraying me fear and anguish. "What? How?"
"Some drunk plowed into him after he had pulled a different car over. The crash killed both Stanton and the driver of the other car. Killed them quick. The drunk got off without even a scratch. The cop is the other one, huh? Bastard," he said quietly, but I heard it.
"Careful. He rescued me from those animals," I just about hissed. I wanted to say more, like how I hadn't said anything bad about his indiscretions, and it wasn't just because I was having trouble talking, I was doing my best to be civil and I hoped he noticed it.
I reached over and grabbed his hand, squeezing it. "We're both wrong. Let's stop and get back to being a family," I managed to whisper loud enough for him to hear.
I saw a tear form in his eye, and he nodded. I realized we had been lucky. Art and I had a chance to make things right. It would hurt Bryan, I was sure, but I had my children to think about as well as the well being of my husband and myself. We would be starting new, well new once I got out of here and allowed my body to recover.
Art and I held hands and talked from there, simply talked. We even shared a laugh of two at some of the things we had experienced together. Then a knock at the door and a police officer stuck his head in. "Two people saying they're your parents are requesting to come inside. Were you expecting them?"
"No, but of course they can come in to see us," Bryan said.
I grabbed his arm. "Be safe, let him check them out first," I told him. To this Art just gave me a strange look, like I was crazy or something.
"But they're your parents. Who else would they be?" He was totally confused.
The officer answered for me. "Sir, I know you're her husband, but you were briefed earlier. They might be her parents, but what if they're posing as her parents to gain access to the room? The people who took your wife are still at large and everyone knows she's here. That's why I was posted here, to keep her safe," he said to Art. Then he looked at me. "Ma'am, what are their names?"
"Margret and Philip," I responded, and the officer nodded before ducking his head back. Seconds later two people entered, both of whom I had seen before, but they weren't my parents. Even with the makeup to make them appear older, I saw their eyes, Lucinda and Malcolm, the two who had tortured me and gotten away, were now only steps away. A lot happened in the next moment, Art yelled out that they were imposters and the cop immediately drew his weapon as the woman pulled a pistol out but was gunned down. Malcolm advanced toward me only to be tackled by Art who stepped in front of me and charged at Malcolm. There was suddenly gunfire, the cop dropping the female and Art tackling the man who had pulled out large knife.
Art might be older and a bit out of shape, but the man had played football all throughout high school and he tackled the man before me. In a blur of motion, Art managed to knock the weapon back before pummeling the man with blows, mercilessly pounding him until the cop ordered him to stop. Art fell back, dropping to a sitting position on the floor and breathing hard. He looked at me, a look of awe on his face as I was crying for him. I saw him sitting there staring at the man he had stopped until he looked down at the spreading blood mark on his shirt as he slid back to the floor. The cop called for assistance and in no time a large number of nurses and doctors were congregating on him.
I struggled to my feet, pulling the cords and IV fluid from my body in my haste to reach him. I managed to grab his hand as a nurse ripped open his shirt and applied a bandage to the deep stab wound in his abdomen. He looked past her at me and smiled at me before orderlies came in and placed him on a stretcher and wheeled him to surgery.
Well if you're going to get stabbed, the best place for it to happen is a hospital and the staff raced him into the operating room immediately. I watched as he was wheeled out, doing my best to keep up, but in my weakened and battered condition, it was impossible and I collapsed in the corridor, crying, not even aware that several reporters were snapping photos of me on the floor, or one female reporter just about jammed a microphone into my mouth, asking me how I was feeling. It was all too much and I collapsed.
~~~~~
I began to recover in my room, well our room now as Art was in the bed next to mine. Every day there were different people, our kids, Amber and Chris, Art and my parents, and then lawyers. Oh, and cops, there were always cops, and the press, they were always outside the room, especially when the Mayor stopped by. Every time I walked out of the room it seemed like the number of people interested in talking to us grew and it wasn't just local news stations, rather big names like CNN or FOX News, hell even the Rolling Stone Magazine. Rolling Stone, Really? The cops did a rather good job of keeping the news hounds at bay, while allowing or kids access, but each time that door opened, I could hear media personnel who wanted information so badly they would shout questions or try and interview our kids as they came to visit.
On my fourth day in the hospital, I was released finally. I had thirty-six stitches in my head, four more above my right eye, sixteen in my hand and nine in my arm. I also had two broken ribs and a concussion, all in all, not a bad trade for my freedom. Art had been released the day before me since he had only a single knife wound and lacerations to his knuckles on both hands. Malcolm, on the other hand, had lost three teeth, suffered a fractured jaw and major concussion; his partner Lucinda had been gunned down by the police officer, whom everyone hailed as a hero. Maybe, but Art was the one who prevented Malcolm from reaching me. I still had to face the bastard in court, which I dreaded, but that was life.
The day I was released was almost like a town parade. Amber picked me up, we had hoped by her coming to get me instead of Art, it might confuse the press. Nope. They lined the street around the hospital, and it took a cop car leading and one following to allow us to get out of the town proper and back to our home where more cops were blocking the road and keeping the curious at bay.
Now home and alone with my kids and Art, it was almost like a let-down in a way. The terror and excitement of the past week were now only a memory and Art and I were doing well, though twice since we had been home, the phone rang, and no one was there. Art didn't display any emotion when I hung up, so I was hoping he was keeping his word and avoiding his girlfriend as I was avoiding Bryan. Things seemed to go along better after that, until one night three weeks later.
Opening the mail one day, I found an invitation to a local charity event that wanted Art and myself to be featured and both of us were to be honored; me for having the tenacity to find a way to escape my bonds and attract the police to my location; Art for defending me and taking down my attacker even after he had been wounded. A list of important people would be there, the press of course and there was talk of the Governor showing.
Amber agreed to watch the kids while Art and I dressed up and headed out. I told Art not to have too much to drink, but he didn't listen, and he was slurring his words before the dinner even began. After this was the presentation to us and some calls for a speech, but I wasn't in the mood and Art was three sheets to the wind, so I politely declined for us saying speeches were for politicians, I smiled and gave an exaggerated wink at the Mayor as I said that and the whole place broke into laughter. That done, I saw Art wander away with a friend of his and as I sat there alone, a familiar voice spoke out behind me.
"You look ravishing tonight," Bryan said. I turned around to face him so quickly, I spilled my drink. "See, a simple compliment and you lose control."
"Thanks for that. I'm sorry I didn't get in touch with you," I said, holding my eyes down. "It's just that Art and I, well, we're trying to patch things up. You know, get on with our lives. Things were just out of control before everything happened," I told him as gingerly as I could. "Why are you here?"
"I'm a business owner in this town and have a little say in some things, so I was invited. And Cindy, you don't owe me an apology about anything, our paths simply crossed, and I feel I was the better for it. In such a short time, I learned so much about myself and honestly," he leaned closer to my ear, "you were the best lover I ever had," he stood up. "I mean that. Art's a lucky guy. By the way, where is Hero number two anyway?"
Bryan was truly a classy guy, whether he meant what he said or not, he took away any guilt I had. I looked around for Art and couldn't see him anywhere, so I began to check the other places, asking Bryan to tag along with me. Being alone still bothered me and made my skin crawl, so having Bryan with me made me feel so much more at ease. We walked through the event, me meeting people and talking and explaining how Bryan was there to help me. We kept seeing people until we had searched almost the whole place and then Bryan said, "He's not in this building. He wouldn't have left?"
I looked around. "We didn't check the kitchen, but once again, no Art. I stated to get worried until I heard the giggles coming from the kitchen exterior exit. Bryan and I walked out and sure enough there was a shit-faced Art, back into a corner near the doorway, but somewhat out of sight. It was still light enough to see him kissing Anne, his hands running over her chest. I stood there with Bryan, neither of us saying anything and I was pissed. I started filming them for a few minutes before I finally got bored and just as Art pulled out his junk, I threw a stick that hit him in the back of the head. He turned to look at me and I told him in no uncertain terms to find somewhere else to sleep tonight.
Thankfully, Bryan had moved out of sight and stood there looking at me as I re-entered the building. "Did you really throw a stick at him?" He asked me.
"It wasn't a big stick, but Art is so drunk he wouldn't have felt it if I had thrown a big one," I retorted. "Listen, I need to clear my head and decide what I'm going to do with the drunk ass when he gets home," I said to him.
"You told him to find somewhere else to sleep. Remember?"
"I remember, but Art is so drunk, I'm not sure he will, and I want to be ready if he does. He broke our deal and I'm really angry. I'd join you for coffee tomorrow, but I promised my best friend that we'd go shopping for pregnancy clothes," I said disgustedly.
"Know what, why don't you bring her along to my place, even the kids if you want," he said with a genuine smile.
"The kids. Damn, Art was supposed to watch them tomorrow. Well, tell you what, if my friend is up to it, you'll see us in the late morning," I replied, smiling back at him. "It might be an interesting experience, if you think you're up for it. If plans changed, I'll give you a call."
Bryan just laughed and as we were walking to the car, he grabbed me and said, "Well if your husband can play this game, so can I," and with that he kissed me. Except for my ribs, I was feeling back in form and I responded to his kiss with a little energy of my own. When we broke apart, we both laughed and headed out separately to our cars. I left Art behind.
Art did show up, late in the morning, drunk as usual and he stumbled into bed and fell asleep right away. When I got up, I left him there and got the kids up and ready to go. They were a little grumpy as they didn't know what was happening. I got them ready as quickly as possible and when Amber came in, their mood picked up. I knew they viewed her as the 'fun aunt' which I did my best to encourage this morning as I wanted them out early. We stopped and got a quick bite at McDonald's, then we were on our way. I had been vague on purpose, even with Amber until I turned the car in the opposite direction of the stores we were supposed to go to.
Amber looked at me, but I answered her question before she asked. "We're heading to Bryan's house," I said quietly.
"He's back in the mix? You sure you know what you're doing?" She asked, pointing at the kids in the back of the car.
I smiled at her. "He knows and you're all welcome. I looked back at the kids. Richard was looking at his baseball cards and Ally was playing with her pony, each happily munching on some snacks I had brought along. Quietly, I spoke to Amber. "If Art's going to be such a drunken ass, then the hell with him. I want the kids to meet Bryan, and I'd like you to meet him as well.
Even though it had been months, I quickly located Bryan's house. Amber opened her mouth without uttering a sound after seeing how large the place was. Her home and mine were much smaller and compared to ours, Bryan's home was a mansion. Bryan was standing outside as we pulled into the driveway. I knew it would be tricky with the kids here, but Amber had an excuse ready. She told the kids that we were stopping to see a fiend we hadn't seen in some time. That seemed to do the trick,



Ally asked why daddy hadn't come, to which I told her he was keeping an eye on the house and he could come along if he wanted. Richard didn't buy it. I saw his eyes swing from Bryan to me and back, but he didn't say anything. I knew I would have to talk to him later before he went home.
Amber got out of the car, her mouth now closed as she shook hands with Bryan, who was cool with the kids and didn't over-play anything. He just said hi and asked if they were hungry. They're growing kids, of course they were hungry. It was now almost noon and he quickly prepared a meal of burgers fries and soda. They loved it and even Amber looked at me and mouth, "Awesome guy". I just nodded in agreement, doing my best to hide a smile so the kids wouldn't see.
After lunch, Bryan led the kids to the basketball court, and then to the, I guess you would call it a tower, although he said it was a Captain's Loft. There he had a telescope which he allowed the kids to use to see the surrounding area. He told them he used it to see the stars, but since it was daylight, they would have to settle for the town. They played with it for almost a half hour, before becoming bored. When we were finished, I thanked Bryan and told him I might be back later, depending on how Art reacted to this visit. Bryan nodded, then grabbed me and pulled me into an empty room for a second as we were departing and gave me the sweetest kiss. He did it secretly so the kids wouldn't be wise, but I had a feeling Richard knew what was up, and I was right. As we were getting in the car, he car he came right out and asked if my having Bryan as a friend was because his father had a girl named Anne who he introduced as his friend and he had seen them kiss. I made a mental note to talk to him when we got back, as Amber threw me shocked looks.
To say I was nervous on the way home was a total understatement. As I dreaded, Art was now awake and in a grumpy mood, which happened when he drank. He was outside when we reached the house. The kids were out of the car and heading into the house when Art saw me standing there. I stood by the car for a bit and waited for him to come over. He finally did and his face was one of pain.
"I'm sorry," he said flatly.
"What is going on with you? And, what about last night? Don't say you were drunk, you purposely tried to hide with her,"
"Nothing much happened," he said simply. When I pulled out my phone and played the portion I had taped, he shut his eyes and looked down.
The ball was now in my court, which was weird because I didn't watch or even like basketball. "I have a plan, but you had better listen to me carefully and not say one word until I'm done. If you like it, we'll try that and see how it works," I said, with no room for argument.
Art looked at me strangely, then slumped his shoulders and stood there quietly. When I was sure he was ready to listen, I started. "I know you like Anne, but leaving me to live with her," I stopped a second when I saw him try to say something. "Ut ah. Just listen, maybe you'll agree with this plan," I said.
Art stood there quietly, suddenly realizing that I wasn't mad. "We're a family and if we broke up, it would destroy the kids, so with them in mind, let's look at our options. You can still see Anne," I stopped again as his face showed shock. "And I can see Bryan." He wasn't as excited now. "The deal is, we act like a happily married couple to our family and friends, and we live out our sex lives with others, if we want. Agreed?"
"I'm not sure I understand," he stated.
"We stay together, but on occasion, when we both agree, we'll be free to see others," I said.
"Does that mean we'll only have sex with others?" He asked.
"Not unless you want to do that. I still love you, you drunken ass. We have lived a happy life together up to now, so if we both feel good about ourselves and want to have sex together, then great. The key is, this little adventure might make us stronger and allow us to burn off our desires, and maybe even allow us to grow closer. I know if I said you couldn't see Anne again, and you promised not to, you eventually would, and the guilt would lead to problems and resentments. This way, we'll both be able to work off our desires, but we'll be free of any guilt. When the kids are older, we can come back to this agreement and see how it's working," I said quietly, nervous as to if he would agree.
Art was quiet for several minutes and I fidgeted around, waiting for his answer. "That might work, but I love you too, so let's add something," he stopped for a second. I was all ears.
"Our little experiment can never interfere with family events," he said, while looking me in the eye.
I nodded. "I like that. Our family is the most important thing, over everything else. And we don't go out every evening. The kids would get suspicious and that might make it impossible. This way, we can still be close, like we used to be, and who knows what the future holds. Is that acceptable?"
Art didn't smile, which I expected. Instead, he got close to me and kissed me deeply. "This is good, very good," he said then. "Tonight, we'll spend together. I know it's been a while since we've had sex together and I think it would help cement our relationship," he said.
"Looking forward to it," I responded.
That night, after the kids were asleep, we went to bed and it was almost like the first time. I took Art in my mouth, rubbing his cock with my tongue, before climbing on him and taking him inside me. Art's eyes were closed. and it was easy to see that he was into this totally. His hips kept thrusting up, matching my rhythm and in a few more minutes, we both exploded, a rarity for us. Usually one of us would cum first, but not now. It was bliss.
With a short rest, Art rolled on top of me and began kissing me and then moved down my body. He stopped at my tits, kissing and sucking them before moving lower and putting his mouth on my clit and to my surprise, he had learned a few things, using his tongue to get me excited again, but instead of getting me pumped up and then sliding his cock in me, he kept sucking and licking, occasionally blowing air against my clit and I experienced another orgasm. The sex with him tonight was like our first few times together, better, as he knew now what got me off.
I repaid the favor, getting low and grabbing his cock, sucking it again, then using my hands to slide along his shaft, before putting it back in my mouth and deep throating him. This was something I had never tried before and after gagging a little, I soon got the procedure right and for the second time that night, Art blew a load in my mouth. Saving some of his cum, I slid up to his face and kissed him.
By this time, we were exhausted and each of us fell asleep, cuddling. The morning would see another quick act before the kids woke up, and the day seemed so much more cheerful for both of us. As agreed, later that week, I made up an excuse for kids, saying I had to attend a function and would be back the next day. I expected some resentment from Art, but he was happy and told me to have fun, that he would be ready for me when I got home.
That night with Bryan was good, but surprisingly, not as good as sex with my husband. We had a great time and I was able to orgasm again, but I was ready to get back home. Art had a turn of his own a week later, but gradually our twist with others dwindled and we did become closer. I know, this didn't happen very often, and I was thankful that for us, it did work out.
Months later, Amber had a baby girl. Art and I were so happy for her and Chris, and our life took on a more normal routine. A year later, Amber became pregnant again, and to my surprise, so did I. Some months later, as we were both complaining about the discomfort of pregnancy, I reflected on what had led us to this point. Both of our lives were good, and I was looking forward to the kids getting out of school for the Christmas holidays. Amber was due in February and I was due almost a month later.
As we sat there in silence for a moment, Amber looked at me. "You know, I'm so glad you and Art worked things out back when you two were having serious problems," she said carefully.
I nodded. "We just came up with a way to deal with our issues. It worked for us," I said.
"Yeah, you mean, the two of you going out and banging your other friends," she said with a smile.
I looked at her in shock. "How did you know. Art and I agreed to keep it a secret from everyone, including you and Chris," I said in total surprise.
"Are you kidding. The two of you going off some nights and then coming home a day or so later all relaxed and loving. Doesn't take a genius to figure out what was going on," she said simply.
"Well, if you and Chris ever have problems, I'll give you some pointers," I said with an evil smile.
Amber shook her head. "No way am I letting Chris get out in the world and find some other woman to sow his wild oats. I on the other hand, I might want to try it, when I'm not so pregnant," she said.
I just looked at her and smiled. "Too bad Saul died last year. I'm sure he would have happily helped you on your way to a blissful life," I said with a smile, that Amber laughed at.
"Well, that's how things are now. If they change, I'll let you know."
The End
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I wrote this story for those who enjoy my work. There is some truth in it, but I won't say which part. Again for those who do not enjoy my work, go somewhere else or write your own story. Let's see if you can create something that is more enjoyable.
*****
What husband who has been married to his wife for some time hasn't wondered what it would be like to see his wife make love to another man. For me it started one day when I was listening to one of my co-workers. Having stepped away from my desk for a short break. Stopping at the water fountain for a drink which was right around the corner from my work area, I was close to Dave's desk as he chatted with Phil, another office worker, about women, or more specifically about our co-workers, wives, which ones were known to cheat, those who wouldn't and those who might. Phil and Dave were rating each wife who was hottest based on their looks and the possibility they might be open to seduction.
Interested in the conversation and not in a hurry to return, I stalled near the water fountain and listened in. There was something exciting about listening to someone spill their darkest secrets without them know they were being overheard. As the two rated the wives or our office coworkers. I guessed that Sandra, the wife of Bob, would score a ten, and I was right, but what I didn't expect was to hear them discuss my wife next. Now Veronica was sort of a plain jane in some respects, so I was surprised to hear Dave say my wife was a solid nine.
"Just need to get her away from Dave," Phil said, "and I bet she would fuck us for sure."
That was a shock. They thought of my wife as a nine, obviously I was missing something. We didn't have the best sex life, even before the kids came and that interest almost dried up completely after the birth of our second child, our daughter. Either those idiots saw something that I missed, or they were way off their mark.
Sandra was still attractive and turned a few heads, but not even her knowing other men were lusting after her, did anything to spark her up and she was often cold to me when we had the time. Sex with her, when she did agree, was basic; lights off, and with me on top. And, forget about anything unusual, like her performing oral or doing something wild, it was just sex, plain and simple. I enjoyed it when we did have sex, but it could be better even though every time I tried to introduce something to spice things up, she rejected it. If those guys knew that, they might not have assigned her a nine. But then I thought about her looks, even after eleven years of marriage, she still had a fine shape, thin with small boobs, but I always found her attractive. Hell, maybe they were right, and it was then that I wondered what it would be like to see her with another man, how it might open a more-wild side of her. I got a little excited thinking about what it would be like to see her get fucked by someone else, how her mouth would open as she was ready to climax. Man, those guys really got me thinking.
Still, there was a lot of work to do and as I came around the corner, Dave and Phil shut up and continued with their work and didn't speak again as I took my seat. For the next few hours, I tried to concentrate on my work, but I kept picturing my wife with another man, not that she would ever do that in real life, as she was one of the most conservative women I had even seen. She never dressed sexily, even when we went out on 'date night', and I never saw her chat with another man. I did hear once, when she flew to Texas to help her family with a move, that her niece said she flirted with men, and I began to wonder if there was a wild side that she kept closed up when she was with me.
When I got home, supper was ready as usual and we chatted about the kids, mostly, and after supper, she retreated to her shows and I headed to my computer, going onto the AOL chat sites that I had found and enjoyed. Looking around, I found one site about hypnosis. I found interesting, so I entered the room and immediately starting chatting a guy about how it would work.
Naturally he was interested in discussing my wife and claimed he could hypnotize anyone in a very short period, which I found hard to believe, but I was intrigued. He did ask me to send a photo of what she looked like and after I did, his immediate reaction was "Very nice." He said he would be glad to help me, but we would have to work out particulars, like he would need to get close to her to make this work and we agreed that when we did meet, I would introduce him as an old military friend.
He liked that, having served a couple of years in the Army, as it would allow him to get close to her, saying he needed to be close to make it work, and he suggested that after he met her, I leave her side and wander around a bit, which would allow him to get my wife to concentrate on him, and not me listening in. That made sense, so I agreed.
Then we had to agree on a place and naturally I suggested the casino since it was not far and about midway between our homes. I said that since he would need some privacy, once he supposedly had her under his spell, that he should rent a room at the casino. I waited for a few seconds for his reply, like he was thinking it over, and then he agreed. He said, he wasn't rich, but thought that if he could have a bit of 'fun' with her, then it would be worth-while.
It was getting late, so I decided to end things, agreeing to take up the conversation again the next day and headed away from my computer. For a while, I was wracked with guilt. Here I was planning on setting my wife up for something that might end badly for her, or both of us. Then I had the image of her going under and I might be able to see her get laid. That changed my demeanor. I became excited about the idea then, and when she came to bed, I thought I would try and get a little action, but like so many times before, she said no. She wasn't in the mood. Great, that meant at least another day or so before I could get laid and it was almost a month since we last had sex. With that thought on my mind, I fell asleep.
The next night, my wife went out with her friends, something that was becoming more common and I did wonder if there was more to this or was it a simple night out. After I put the kids to bed, I went back on the computer and my contact was on, waiting for me. "I was wondering if you would show up," he said. "Having second thoughts?"
"No," I typed back. "I did have some thoughts after we first chatted, but then I realized this might be good. If you can connect with her and get her worked up, it might make her want to have sex with me more often, and that is what I want," I typed back.
"Well, while we're on the subject of getting her worked up, I suppose I should take this time to ask you how far are you willing to let me go with her?"
I thought for a moment. "I guess as far as you can, but I must tell you, she's very conservative,"
He asked me to explain and I spent a few minutes telling him how she only waned to make love in the dark, and that she had never given me oral, or how she rejected my offers to eat her out. This didn't seem to bother him. "I've dealt with women like her before," he typed.
"And what were the results?" I typed back.
"Once I get a woman to loosen up, they are like animals. They fuck and suck till they are satisfied," he typed back. "Is she free of any type disease?"
"I can't imagine my wife being like that," I typed. "And she has no diseases. How about you?"
His reply. "I'm clean as well, just being careful. I can also assure you, once under my control she'll do whatever I want. It's happened before. And to help you, I can leave the idea of wanting sex more often, so you'll benefit." That was what I had wanted to hear, and he talked about leaving a code word that would put her under almost immediately without her knowing, allowing me to take over. Oh man, that made me hard.
He again asked if he could fuck her, and I said that would be allowed, as long as I was in the room to see it happen, and he agreed, though he did say, he needed me to leave the room for a few minutes before this happened, to prevent a distraction and keep her from following his commands. I agreed.
The last thing we did was exchange phone numbers so I could keep in contact and let him know when we had a solid date available. With that we ended our contact.
I sat there for a bit, and went back on-line, checking other hypnosis sites. I found several and in some, men responded how it had helped turned their wives into wild women. There were also sites where some hypnotist posted a video, showing his success in getting laid. Another showed a husband and wife seeing a hypnotist and like the guy I chatted with, the woman appeared very conservative, up tight, and very uncomfortable. Within minutes, she was dis-robing and the hypnotist and husband were both banging her brains out. While the hypnotist was busy fucking her, she was sucking her husband's cock, and when the session was over, she didn't appear to know what had happened. It helped that while she was under, they had her put her clothes back on and when they had her sitting in her original spot on the couch, she seemed oblivious to what had happened when she was under. That was amazing.
That night I didn't have any bad feelings, though a voice in the back of my head said it would never happen, that something would interfere with this scenario. Besides, I reasoned, I could just stop chatting with the guy if I changed my mind. I went to bed feeling horny when my wife got home, though I got shot down again and the image of my wife fucking some guy, well that stayed with me.
Once again, the next night, I found my contact on and we chatted more. He asked if I was still 'up' for the idea and I began to think that this might happen. Then I told him, I had convinced my wife to go to the casino this coming weekend and he said that would work for him. He then requested some other photos, so he could locate her and asked what areas we usually frequented. I told him the slots and he said that was great. He also said he would make the reservations. After that, we chatted about how he planned on getting her to his room.
He told me he would hypnotize her at the slots, and it would be easier there than say at a gaming table. Once he had her under, he would get her to sign out and would take her to his room. He did mention that he planned on putting up some video recorders and he would gladly give me a copy, so I could enjoy it later and see what happened.
I said, I wanted to be in the room, and he said I could be, but he reminded me that once he started, I would have to make myself scarce, maybe go out for a drink and then I could reenter the room after he had started. I wasn't too sure about that, so he said I could just wait in the hallway and keep the door open a bit to allow me to watch, just so long as I was quiet. Little alarm bells were going off in my head, this was real, and it might well happen. I thought about it all night, and when we went to bed, my wife didn't want to have sex, again! That made up my mind, this would happen, and I would see how it went.
The week seemed to fly by, with me constantly trying to imagine what the night would be like and arguing with myself about this. I did go on-line a few times, but didn't locate the hypnotist, and I began to think he had just led me on. Then it was Friday, the night I had planned. My wife was looking forward to a night at the casino, she had a bit of a gambling addiction, and made plans for her parents to watch the kids so we could stay out late. That worked to my advantage. We wouldn't have to cut the night short to get home to a sitter. Then we were on our way.
The casino was packed, it was every weekend, luckily I managed to snag a spot near one of the exits, a rare occurrence to be sure. Then we went inside and after dinner, we were on the gaming floor. My stomach was doing flip flops and I kept looking around the room for anyone staring at us. Stupidly, I had seen only one poor photo of the guy that didn't show many features, so there wasn't much to go on. We gambled a bit and she kept switching games, trying her luck on different machines. As usual, I got up for drinks and made my way to the bar, throwing glances back at her spot. I couldn't see her because of the height of the machines, but the empty machine next to her made me feel a little at ease.
Once there, I texted the number the guy had given me, but there was no response, so I figured he had changed his mind. I had expected that and with drinks in hand, I returned to the spot where I left my wife and she wasn't there. A lot of thoughts flashed through my mind then, but I calmed down, thinking she must have switched to another machine, but as I looked, I couldn't find her. I began to get nervous and moved faster, my panic growing when she wasn't nearby. Then a flash of clothing. My wife had been wearing a bright blue shirt, a gift I had given her a few weeks before. She hadn't liked it much, but I insisted she wear it, for just such an emergency, and I made my way in that direction.
I saw her then, her blue shirt and blonde hair moving away, heading toward the elevators She wasn't alone, there was a man with her, but because of the huge crowds, I was unable to get there before they walked in and the elevator doors closed. I looked to see which direction the elevator was traveling, it was heading down and I took the stairs as quickly as I could, exiting onto the next floor, they weren't there, so I went down again to the last level, the parking garage. I came out to see them walking quickly down the rows of cars. There were a lot of people here, so I was able to follow from a distance.
I knew this guy was trying to pull a fast one and it was clear to me that my wife was under his control, but they soon stopped at a larger car and the man opened the door for my wife. I studied the license plate and then made my way as quickly as I could to my car. Another stroke of luck, the man had parked in the same lot as us, probably because he wanted to make a quick exit, knowing which area in the casino we frequented. That explained the questions he had asked me. Damn, I fell for it and I was sure I couldn't do much to stop him, sure that he saved our chat room comments.
I got to my car and started it up, not turning on the lights because it wasn't dark yet and I saw his car, a Chrysler with a small dent in the side. Once I saw the license plate, I pulled out and made my way slowly to the exit. Only problem, I was ahead of the other car. Now how the hell would I know which way to go? Thankfully, as we approached the intersection, I noticed him put on its directional and I did the same and I headed east through a business section of this town, not trying to drive slowly but going slow enough that I hoped he would pass and I could follow them. He never did and in frustration, I turned off into a business that was closed and let them pass me as I counted to ten and pulled back onto the highway. There was now one car between us, and I felt I could follow them without being noticed until the other car turned off into a mom and pop business and I was now directly behind them.
I knew I had to give the guy distance, or he would notice me following and slowed down so other cars pass me then picked up speed when I counted four cars between us. I kept wondering where he was going and moved up one more spot now having to turn on my lights as it was getting darker. Their car went around a curve and I picked up speed, but when I got there, I suddenly realized their car was not on the road anymore and quickly I pulled into the lot of the first business I saw, looking for his car in nearby lots. Knowing he couldn't be ahead of me I drove slowly through the lot until I spotted a little motel on the opposite side of the road. Either the guy had seen me and was hiding nearby, or he had pulled in there, which was the most likely scenario.
After crossing to that lot, I didn't see his car out front, so I pulled around the motel toward the rear parking area and there it was parked at a room. The parking lot here had many open spots, so I pulled into a spot near the end and watched as he got out of the car and walked to the passenger side door where my wife got out She seemed to move slowly like she was hesitant, and I saw him talk to her again, moving his hand near her face and in a second she was walking with him steadily. Before opening the door, the man looked around, like someone worried they would be seen, then quickly entering the door and my wife followed him inside.
It was growing steadily darker now and would allow me some cover to move closer. Getting out of my car, I did the same look around and seeing no one nearby, hurried to the room, standing near his car and trying to act nonchalantly, in the hopes no one would see me standing there. The place was quiet and because it was now dark, I was able to look inside the room, the drapes being open a tiny crack. It was quiet now and I could hear muffled conversation.
This wouldn't work. I was thinking of smashing open the door and kicking the guy's ass, when I noticed the window curtains. They didn't go all the way up and if I could get high enough, I might be able to view more of the room. The weather was also unusually warm and because of this the window was open a bit at the top so I might hear what occurred, the only question how to get up high enough to see and hear more. That was easy, the vehicle next to his car was one of those campers on the back of a pickup truck. With no one around, I walked around the back of this truck and after making sure no one was inside, I climbed up the ladder and laid on the top of the camper truck which allowed me to look over the curtains, to an extent, and providing me a small view of the room, thankfully the portion near the bed where my wife now sat.
I hadn't missed much as my wife was still fully dressed and sitting on the bed while the guy undid his belt, then stopped. With the quiet, the voices in the room carried up to me faintly and I just could hear him tell my wife to stand up and take off her pants which she seemed to do slowly, then he told her to remove her shirt which came off more slowly than her pants. It was like she was fighting his control and he must have realized this as he stood next to her and spoke quietly, to quietly for me to hear. I do remember hearing something before that a person who was hypnotized could never be made to do what they feel is morally wrong, like killing a person.
Well my wife had never been much into sex. Oh, I tried, I offered to do anything to get her more into the idea, even bought her toys and tried to get her relaxed, tried massages, alcohol, nothing seemed to really spark her into sex. I think I was seeing that now, just a bit, but it was there. With her outer clothes now on the bed, the man, I'll just call him Hyp, short for hypnotist, told her to walk over to him and he kissed her gently at first, but it seemed to get more intense. As he kept kissing her, I saw his one hand pull his zipper down and open his pants, they fell to the floor and once again he stopped. He told my wife then to squat and pull off his underwear releasing his cock. It was standing out straight, and it wasn't that impressive, possibly the same size as me.
He kept talking to my wife, saying something about relaxing and letting her worries and problems go, then telling her to close her eyes and breath deeply. I could see he was talking quietly to her, never raising his voice and it was hard to hear but she seemed to sink deeper and deeper into sleep. The funny thing was she was standing while he talked to her and I watched as her head sank low on her chest; she was sleep standing. Hyp then took her hands and placed them on his dick, telling her to feel it and slide her hand up and down the shaft, which she did. No objection.



After a few swipes, he had her stop and then moved her to the bed. I watched her face and could see her eyes were open, but she appeared very relaxed and I think I saw her smile a bit. He told her to remove her bra and she did and instantly, he put mouth on one of her tits, kissing it first, then sucking most of it into his mouth. She had small boobs, 34b and it wasn't hard to get most of it into your mouth. She did say once that she liked it, though she really enjoyed my sucking on her nipples. I don't remember telling Hyp that, but he caught on quickly. He sucked her nipples, then pushed her gently to the bed, her boob still in his mouth as he lowered himself on top of her.
As I watched, I saw him reach down with one hand and start pulling her panties down, uncovering her bush and used his foot to kick them free. The he moved his hand back to her vagina, gently rubbing it. Releasing her boob from his mouth, he moved down and began using both hands to gently rub all around her cunt, kneading the flesh on her upper legs. It was mesmerizing, watching him seduce my wife even if she was under his spell and I guessed he was probably moving slowly to make it last.
When he lowered his face to her cunt, I could clearly see her face, watching as her mouth formed an O and began moaning. Hyp was really getting her into it. He pulled back a bit and I saw his tongue dark in and out of her cunt, which he was holding open slightly with two fingers. Sandra was really liking this. Then I saw him slide his legs up to her head. He took a moment to pull off his shirt. He was hefty, much heavier than me but he was doing better than I ever had.
With them both naked, I watched he was now guiding his cock toward her waiting mouth, the guy was going to 69 her, something I had always wanted to do. Then something unusual happened, I saw my wife raise her hand, blocking his cock. Obviously, that was something he hadn't counted on, and he started talking more, lifting his head from her cunt a little, but she was reluctant. I told him earlier, she thought oral was nasty and she would never do it to me, so now I was wondering how he would handle that. He raised his head and moved toward hers, talking constantly, his voice seeming to get louder, but then he did something unexpected, he stood in front of her, effectively blocking my view except for the top of her head when he suddenly pulled her to her knees. Up to this point, he was gentle, however it seemed like he was getting a rougher with her.
I debated as to whether I should go inside the room and stop this. I knew the door was locked and wasn't sure what he would do if I did enter, would he wake my her up? Probably. I looked again and could hear him a little better now but didn't know whether things would calm down or not. I watched my wife's hair moving, but it looked like it was going side to side, like she was refusing. I was about to climb down when I saw him shift again allowing me to see my wife kneeling on the bed, so I stayed where I was watching things unfold.
My cock was now so hard, I looked and seeing no one outside, I pulled it out and began stroking it. Hyp was on his knees now like my wife and I noticed his left hand was holding some of her hair in a tight ball and with his right, he slapped her across her face. That wasn't part of the agreement, but to my surprise, it worked. My wife lowered her mouth to his cock and stuck her tongue out, licking it like an ice cream cone. Then he raised his voice a bit, probably really enjoying what he was doing, and I clearly heard him tell her to put it in her mouth. Still holding her hair in his left hand, he used it to guide her head as he made her suck him off and I could clearly see my wife's head as it bobbed back and forth on his cock. That was too much and I jacked off, shooting sperm all over the top of the camper. By letting him continue, I had just had the strongest explosion in years.
Cleaning up my spunk with a handkerchief as best I could, I again started watching them. I also pulled out my camera and began taking photos and filming them as now the guy had pulled his cock from her mouth and was fucking her doggy style. Apparently, he hadn't cum himself and was now fucking her hard. I had a good view as they were across the bed and he was at the bottom, slamming her cunt with abandon. She was breathing heavily, and her eyes were almost closed. I knew from experience that she was close to an orgasm, but what bugged me most was that she seemed more into this fucking than she had ever been with me.
I heard the man start breathing heavily as well and when he closed his eyes, I could tell he was trying to keep from coming too soon. Then he said something and pulled out of my wife moving quickly to her head and putting his cock in front of her. He told her to stroke it and she did, getting a face full of cum as he exploded after a couple of seconds. The cum hit her in spurts, some getting on her eyes, but most of it landed in her mouth. She started to spit it out, but he told her to swallow it, and to my surprise, she did. Then he said something quietly that I didn't hear, and she began cleaning off his cock with her tongue, before sticking it back in her mouth once more and sucking out the last of the cum. So glad I got that on video
Now spent, Hyp told her to lay on her back as he lay beside her, brushing back her hair and talking gently to her. He gave her a kiss and told her she had done so well. I thought he was done, but then he rolled on top of her and began sucking her nipples once more, telling her she was beautiful, and I could tell she was getting excited once more. I didn't know how he could after the blast he released just a few moments before and figured he probably took a sex pill. From there he asked her if she was ready to cum herself and she said yes. It was one of the few times I heard her talk. He kept talking, touching her gently with his hands before slowly moving down her body until he reached her cunt.
Once more he began eating her out, using his tongue, flicking it against her lips as he rubbed her inner thighs. In a sort while, my wife was breathing heavily again and when she did, he once more put his cock on her cunt and this time he pushed in slowly, building up speed. I heard her cry out, and I knew she was having an orgasm and when she was done, he pushed harder building up speed and in no time he was ready to cum again, but like last time, he pulled out of her and shot his spunk all over her belly.
Exhausted, he rolled off her and looked at his watch then began to clean his cum off of her. When he was sure she was clean he started dressing, telling her to do the same. I wasn't sure what he had in mind but figured he had some sort of plan. Knowing I didn't have much time, I climbed down from the camper and headed to my car and sure less than ten minutes later, my wife, now fully dressed, and this guy were walking out to his car once more.
I was ready and waiting when he pulled onto the road. My hope was that he was heading back to the casino which, thankfully, he did. I followed as he pulled into the lot, there were more spaces now, but I wanted one near where I had parked before, or my wife would notice. It took a little while, about ten minutes, before one popped up and then I was racing for the elevators and up to the gaming floor. I came off the elevators and looked at the gambling floor, it was still full. I had to think, would he have taken her back to the spot he met her at, or drop her somewhere else and leave. I had no idea. Then I had an idea, I pulled out my phone and called my wife.
I wasn't surprised when a male voice answered. "Who is this?" I asked.
"You've been tailing me all night and you still don't know?"
I stopped in my tracks. "Is my wife okay?"
"She's fine. She's right with me now, still under my influence, but fine. So, did you enjoy my show?"
"What are you talking about?"
"The show, me fucking your wife. By the way, she was fucking fantastic, literally. I haven't cum that much in years. And she's good at blow jobs now," he said with a chuckle. "Now this is what will happen. I'll leave your pretty wife here and you come take her home. When she comes around, she'll probably be confused. You come right up and ask where she's been. She won't know of course, and might get freaked out, but just tell her she must have become lost in time since less than two hours has passed."
I asked if she wouldn't be suspicious about what happened, and he told me to say I was gaming and lost track of her, that I started looking for her. She would be unaware of what had transpired. Oh she would be worried, not knowing what had happened and would probably want to leave, especially since she would probably feel her own cum, one of the reasons why he hadn't allowed himself to cum in her, and would know something had happened, but would be unaware.
I listened quietly and said it might work. Afterall, what choice did I have? Tell the cops about this. They might get DNA off her, but then what? Even if they tracked down Hyp, he probably would tell them it was all my idea, technically it was, except for the kidnapping. I thought about all this, in fact I had been thinking about it since my wife had left. That's when he caught my attention.
"We're wasting time. You're pissed, especially when you saw her blow me. That was good, she did such a great job. Let's get this done. You get her home and have wild sex with her. Just use the code words, 'Conniving Kangaroos' simple. Say that phrase to he and she'll be yours to do what you want.
"What kind of strange code word is that?" I asked.
"I hade to give her something that no one would say so it wasn't triggered accidentally. Easy to remember, last two letters of fuck. To bring her out, just say wake up when you snap your fingers, and she'll follow that command easily."
"Alright, I'm dropping her at a slot machine near where I met her. Just come over and she'll be alert and confused. Do what I told you and you'll both be fine. Oh, but get ready to have your brains fucked out," he said, as he hung up.
I quickly walked back to where she had been and there she was, playing a different game. He was standing behind her, whispered in her ear and snapped his fingers. She came around immediately and Hyp was already moving toward me. He shook my hand, told me my wife was awesome and departed, whistling a tune on his way out.
"Honey, where have you been?" I asked as I came up behind her.
She looked up at me. "What? I, I'm not sure. I think I lost track of stuff. What time is it?"
I looked at my watch. "It's 8:30. We said we would stay till nine. Do you want to stay longer?"
She shook her head and put her hands on her face for a second. "No, it's okay. Let's, um, let's go now, if that's okay with you?"
"Yes, sure. You know I'm not big a big gambler. Want to stop for a cup of coffee on the way home?" I asked, trying to sound happy and carefree, and when she nodded yes, we headed to our car. She didn't seem to notice it was in a different spot, guess she had other things on her mind. We drove home in silence, though she did stare at that motel he'd taken her too, quietly thinking. Didn't matter to me, I knew and that was enough. We made it home in an hour and she said she was taking a bath, while I turned on my computer and nodded. I heard her phone ring once and wondered if it was him, but then I heard her talking to her girlfriend, trying to explain what she had done. I did hear her say once that it was weird, that maybe she had too much to drink but couldn't remember too much, that the night was a blur. She also said had this strange feeling, or something. That was it. She talked a little more then hung up, coming out of her bath and saying she was tired and wanted to go to bed. I agreed.
In bed, I was terribly horny and moved over to her, telling her she was beautiful and that I wanted to have sex since the kids weren't there. She said she didn't want to, that she was tired, and we could have sex tomorrow. I wanted, needed it now, so I tried something, telling her I wanted to sex badly, how I wanted her to blow me and she said no. That she had told me she didn't like doing that.
Fine. "Conniving kangaroo."
She looked at me funny like. "What the hell did you just say?"
"Conniving kangaroo," I put a little more emphasis on the kangaroo this time, but nothing.
"What the hell does that mean? It doesn't make any sense," she said, looking at me like I was a very strange person. "I've had enough mystery for tonight. I'm going to sleep," she said, somewhat in a pissed voice, then rolled over and pulled the covers up to her head. She was asleep in a few minutes.
I sat there looking at her. That son of a bitch had given me a fake command, though I didn't know why and there wasn't anything I could do about it. I sent him several messages over the next three days, but he didn't respond, and I knew I was duped. He had fucked my wife and I could never mention it and I was back to square one. Damn, I felt like such a fool.
That was almost two months ago and to this day, she hasn't remembered anything that happened, but I won't ever forget.
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This will be the final chapter to The Office Party, for some of you, I know you'll be glad to finally see the ending. For those of you who don't enjoy my work then go read something else, better yet, why don't you try creating something and post it instead of criticizing others. Easy to criticize, hard to create.
RETRIBUTION
Veronica sat there for a second knowing there was nothing else to do or say to prevent this from happening and decided to come clean. "You know most of it. I've been fucking a couple of guys for a few years now," she said, putting her hand on her bandaged head. She just didn't have the energy to keep up the lies, the pain. "Mark, I know it won't matter now, but I do love you."
"You have a strange way of showing it," he replied.
"Okay, you're right. I guess I deserved that. This stated when you were in the service, the first time I had sex with another man, I mean. You had an extended stay at some training event and left me home in Maine, alone. That was the year of that terrible winter, lots of snow, super cold. I was home alone in our little apartment, and the power died. You remember me telling you about that storm?"
"The one where you were snowed in for three days," Mark said, nodding. "I remember. It was the house where there were three apartments, besides ours."
"That's right. Frank and Marcie were upstairs behind us, That creepy guy, Allen, in the front upstairs apartment and Bobby and Charlie in the apartment on the ground floor in the front of our building."
"Yeah, so. I remember the layout. Did something happen between you and Allen?"
"Heaven's no. I was worried it might, but he wasn't the problem. I was okay at the start of the storm, but so much snow came down, we lost power around 9 pm. Now for that storm you were moved to Cape Cod for something and you didn't get back for over a week. A week, Mark."
Mark nodded. "It wasn't like I had a choice," he said. I was in the Coast Guard and they moved me where they needed me," he replied angrily. "Continue."
"Well, I started out okay, doing everything you told me to, letting the water in both the bathroom and kitchen sinks to a trickle. Then I lit a bunch of candles and put them under each sink, but it was so cold the piles froze in the walls, and my cell ran out of power. I was freezing. I checked with Frank and Marcie first. They weren't there and let me tell you the snow and wind made the journey up those outside stairs so hard. Then I checked with the creepy guy, Allen. He wasn't there either. But guess who was? Bob and Charlie. I always thought they were gay, but I was wrong.
"I told them about how the apartment was freezing and so was I. It was weird, their apartment was warm that's when I saw the little wood stove and asked them if I could stay there. They seemed to talk it over a bit and then said, if I wanted to stay with them, I could, but it wouldn't be free. I thought they were talking money, but they had other ideas."
"I'm guessing they wanted sex?" Mark said casually.
"Yeah, you're damn right they did. I didn't know what to do. I was so cold, and I couldn't reach you or anyone else to ask for help. I thought they were kidding, but when I agreed, they told me to strip. I started slowly removing my clothes thinking they would stop me, but it was more of a turn on for them. They thought I was enjoying it and stripped as well, and I knew I was in trouble. Bob grabbed me first and started sucking on my tits. While Charlie moved behind me and sat on the couch, then pulled me onto his lap. Next thing I knew, he had shoved his cock up my ass. It was so painful, but he didn't care. And while I was dealing with that, Bob pulled my head to his crotch and made me suck him off. They kept it up for hours until they were exhausted. I fell asleep on the couch but in the middle of the night, Bob came out and climbed on me, fucking me again."
"And you let him?"
"What was I supposed to do, Mark? They told me they would throw me out if I complained or refused and it was freezing outside. I just let him. When he finished, Charlie came out for his turn. They kept that up for two days until the roads were finally cleared and they said I could leave."
"Why didn't you tell me about this?" Mark asked, not sure if he believed her or not.
"Because they filmed me having sex with them and they told me to say things like, 'this is so great', or something like 'don't tell my husband I'm doing this'. Stuff like that. I wasn't sure if you would believe me or not. Then their friend came over, some guy named Earl, and they offered me to him. In fact, all three took me on at once. And, the other reason I didn't tell you was because after the shock wore off, I started to enjoy it, the sex, I mean. That guy Earl had a 10-inch cock and it felt good. I'm sorry, but it did. I mean, I was their sexual fantasy come true and since it was against my will, it was kind of a turn on for me too. And while there they told me how they had seen you fucking some girl in a car and Charlie said they had a video of it, though they never showed it to me.
"I guess I felt like since you had cheated first, I could enjoy it and I did. I could have ended it there and gone home, but it was such a turn-on for me, I kept coming up to see them, even after you came back. That's how it started. Now tell me, how many women did you sleep with?"
Mark looked at her. You were honest with me, so I'll be totally honest with you. Before this morning, I've been with zero other women."
"That can't be true. They said they had filmed you having sex with Marcie."
"Is that why you said you never liked her?"
"Yes, among other things," Veronica answered.
"I never had sex with her or anyone else. They lied to get you to fuck them and that's why they didn't show you the film, because they didn't have it. Think about it. Marcie and Frank were newlyweds. They were in love, the world was fun, why would Marcie risk something like having sex with another man?"
Veronica opened her mouth and looked at him, trying to determine if I was telling her the truth. "What about all the times you had to work late? And that girl, the Ginger, who works in your office. Your telling me you never had sex with her, or anyone else, really?"
"I have no reason to lie right now. I had sex with one of our neighbors, but only after I found this out about you. I was hurting and angry and just didn't care. But up until her, no one else."
The realization of what I said hit her hard. Bob and Charlie had lied. "Those evil bastards," she said, looking at nothing but remembering everything. It's because of them that we're in this mess."
"It takes two to tango, or in your case three or four. In my book, you're guilty. I don't blame you for what happened in Maine. You were in a bad spot and I feel badly about that, but everything else is on you," Mark said, crossing his arms and staring at her. "So, when we moved here, after I separated from the Coast Guard, how did all this happen?"
"That guy Earl. He got me an interview with Mr. Thomas. I guess Earl told him about me and what I had done, which I guess really excited him. That first week after starting my job, Mr. Thomas called me one night when I was finishing up work and asked to see me in his office. When I got in there, he asked me how I was enjoying the work. When I told him I was and that the job was perfect, he hit on me.
"I was shocked and said no, but then he told me that he knew about everything and he even played back a little of what I had done in Maine, on his phone. He told me he wanted a blowjob and then he started unzipping his pants. I was so afraid of him telling you, that's what he said, if I didn't blow him, he would tell you. So, I dropped to my knees and sucked him off.
"We kept meeting at the end of each work week, and it progressed. First it was blowjobs, then it was him making me strip and finally fucking me. I guess somehow word leaked out and before I knew it, I was involved with a bunch of guys. Thomas didn't know about them, and those old feelings came back. I love you, but our sex was never as good as those guys, and then Andy came along and he was so great. He made me cum so often it became almost a daily thing."
Strike One.
"All this started in Maine. Didn't you think about me at all, how badly hurt I would feel when I found out, and you must have known I would find out?"
"Honestly, I think that was part of the excitement. I tried to stop once or twice, but it was addictive and there were always other guys that wanted me. I felt so desired all these men wanting to fuck me and it just kept getting easier. Then Andy, well he convinced me to have sex in more and more open areas, like he wanted people to see us fucking. I felt the same way. The party at Mr. Thomas' house, when I was invited to attend, I kind of knew what was going to happen and with his wife home, I was more exciting knowing we could be caught. I know that's wrong, but I did get so excited."
After Veronica finished, I told her I needed time to think about things and that she had an obsession that was dangerous. She agreed. She said would leave and head to her parent's home in another town for a while. I then asked her if she was done with other men and she said, she thought so, but she wanted to think things over as well. My obsession started because of you and the Coast Guard, so I'm not totally at fault. That wasn't the answer I wanted to hear. She grabbed a few things and said goodbye to me gently, like she was hoping I would change my mind and tell her to stay.
Nope.
Then something happened, well two things. Amanda had her door open and as I watched Veronica close our door, I slipped to the door and looked through the peep hole, hearing and seeing Veronica yell at Amanda and call her a snooping bitch, before kicking her door and walking out. I never mentioned Amanda to her, but I knew she was looking for someone else to blame.
Strike Two.
To be honest, I didn't need a strike three, but I got it anyway. As Veronica walked out the entrance, I walked to the patio door. It was really cold outside as I opened the slider and stepped out onto our small patio. I watched Veronica head to her car as I stood in the shadows. Then, I saw a man, I think his name was Paul, walk up to her and start talking. I guess she couldn't see me when she looked back, then I saw her kiss him and head to her car. Sure enough, Paul pulled into the exit ahead of her and I saw Veronica stop behind him. A part of me was hoping she would put her left blinker on, the road to her parents, but deep down I knew. Paul turned right and Veronica turned right as well.
Strike three. Out.
My marriage was over, no doubt and I walked back inside, heading to Amanda's apartment. The door was still open, and I walked in, finding her crying on her bed. I walked to her and said, "You might want to be early in to work on Tuesday."
"What? I don't understand, why is she mad at me? What did you tell her?" Amanda asked.
"I just told her, and your boss, that I spent the night here but that nothing happened between us."
"And they didn't believe you?"
"Not sure, but I think Veronica is just mad because she knows you've been listening, and she's pissed. I want to get to your job early on next week because I want you to be able to witness what happens when I talk to Mrs. Thomas, and don't say anything to anyone. I have a feeling her husband is going to be leaving fast and I think Veronica is going to get fired, maybe a few others as well. You might even find yourself with a promotion after it's all over."
Amanda looked at me for a moment. "I think this calls for a celebration," she said, as she went to her fridge and came back with a bottle of wine. I noticed that in between walking to kitchen and coming back, she had unbuttoned her shirt all the way down.
"I think she and your boss are not going to enjoy the holidays at all." I said to her.
I spent the rest of the Christmas holidays with Amanda; I have no idea where Veronica spent hers. She did call Christmas Day, but I let her call go to voice mail and I think she got the hint. The day after the holidays, Amanda left for work before me and I then took my time. I parked at the far end of the lot and casually went in and walked right to the head office. Mr. Thomas was there with his wife and I saw him pick up the phone, probably to call security to usher me out, but I ignored his actions and walked right up to his wife.
'Mrs. Thomas, I'm Mark, the husband of one of your employees and I'm here to lodge a complaint against this company." Her husband tried to interrupt but was stopped by his wife. She truly loved her company and was concerned that the spouse of a current employee had lodged such a complaint. As Mr. Thomas complained and ordered security to take me out when they arrived, I quickly turned on my cell phone and gave it to her. "The complaint is against several of your employees and your husband."
Mrs. Thomas was a smart woman and seeing how her husband was acting, ordered the security personnel to leave me alone as she watched the video, the entire video. They say revenge is a dish best served cold, but when she was done watching the temperature in that building went up a lot.
Grabbing my phone back, I left and waited by my car then was treated to the sight of those same security guards ushering out all the men I knew about who had sex with my soon to be ex-wife. All of them were angry, that last guy Paul, the one my wife followed out of our parking lot was crying and I could hear him saying he didn't know how to tell his wife. Too bad asshole, I thought.
I felt a stab of pity when I saw my wife being escorted out as well. She had seen me arrive and came right over to my car. "I thought we were going to try and work this out," she said with tears in her eyes.
I looked at her with no expression. "I was, but when you left with that Paul just after we talked, I knew you didn't care about us. By the way, I changed the locks on our apartment and hired an attorney. Suggest you get one as well," I said, as she broke down crying by my car, blabbering something about giving her another chance.
I ignored her and noticed Mr. Thomas come out. Unlike the others, he wasn't carrying a box of his stuff, he just had a look of anger on his face. Hearing Veronica crying and seeing me sitting there, he stormed my way and started screaming at me just a foot away.
"You've ruined me, you bastard!" He screamed at me. "I ought to kill you right here."
When I saw him reach into his jacket, I made a move. Pushing his arm back against his body, I heard a loud bang and he collapsed on the ground. He was crying out about being shot and yelling for help. I grabbed his arm and pulled it from his jacket, a .38 revolver falling from his jacket into the snow. Seeing that several people were now on their phones, I knew the Police would be coming and kicked the revolver away from him. as Veronica started screaming.
Pulling his jacket open, I looked at the wound and saw that he had fired along his body, the blood coming from the gash down his girth, but I knew immediately the wound wasn't fatal and taking off my jacket, I placed it over the wound to stem the bleeding until help arrived. It wasn't a long wait.
Epilogue
I divorced Veronica two months later and cleared out my apartment, leaving the apartment open so Veronica could remove all of her junk and got a new place with Amanda across town. No charges were filed against me, as I had acted in self-defense and I heard that Mr. and Mrs. Thomas had also divorced and since she owned the company, she kicked him out.
As a parting gesture, I hired another attorney and sued the company on the grounds of Lewd and immoral practices as well as attempted Assault and Battery with a Firearm and won a substantial amount and took Amanda on a vacation to the Bahamas.
Later on, I heard that Veronica had moved back home with her parents temporarily before moving in with that schmuck Andy. Where she is now, or how she is doing, I have no clue and don't care.
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Feb 9, 2042
This story is information I took from my wife, Carol's, notes, which I found when I was clearing out our house in preparation for a move to a condo a year after she had died of cancer, and almost twenty years after this issue happened. I had never seen these notes which were folded and in a large envelope, collecting dust under her dresser. Not realizing what it was, I picked it up and was about to put it in a box with other stuff when I saw a Twenty-dollar bill sticking out of the envelope clipped to the pages.
As I grabbed the bill and pulled it out of the envelope, two small photos came out with it. They were older photos, one showing her laughing but with her shirt undone and one of her boobs showing. The other photo showed the top of her head leaning over some guy's lap and from what I could tell of the look on his face, it was obvious she was giving him a blow job.
I hadn't taken the photos and had no idea who the man was, or that anything like this had ever happened. For a second, I thought maybe they were probably taken before we were married, but looking at the photo of her laughing, I could see she was older and the realization that something had happened while we were married that she never told me about. Forgetting the move, I sat on the floor and began reading. I'm starting this story where the notes begin.
May 3, 2020
'It all started when my son, Jeff, was visiting us at our home and was looking at his phone. He seemed totally interested on what was happening and my husband, sitting beside me looked at him and asked what he was looking at.'
'The response was one of surprise and embarrassment from him, not what we expected. After some prodding, mostly from me, Jeff finally admitted it was a dating site. With that news he came clean and showed us this new dating app he had downloaded. I immediately thought it was some sort of x-rated, but it was simply an app featuring older women on it. He explained that he had put down the wrong ages and he laughed a little when he saw some of the photos.'
'My husband, of course, was immediately interested and began to look at some of the photos. I felt uncomfortable, dating apps on a phone were good for his generation, but not for someone like me, in my mid 40's. Still, I was interested in what our only son was up to and began to look at some of the photos when I heard his comment that made me take pause. "Jeeze, mom, if you were single, you would outclass all these older women.'
I stopped reading as I remembered the day clearly. I didn't know why, but my heart skipped a beat that day, when I heard my wife reply that she was right. I told them both that it was stupid as she was a happily married woman.
'Earlier today, George made a comment on how it wouldn't interest me, but Jeff insisted I could create a fake profile and post my photos, saying it was harmless and no one would know, but George suddenly got mad and said he wouldn't allow it. I found that strange and didn't see why he would say that. Now however, as I lay next to my sleeping husband, I keep wondering what something like that would be like. Of course, I would never accept a date, but I wonder how I would stack up against some of those other women? I think I'm better looking.'
I read that passage twice. I never knew she had any thoughts like this. That night we talked about the app and I explained how uncomfortable I was with the whole thing. Then I suddenly remembered the mistake I made at that moment, saying she was a married woman with two kids, and it would be unlikely anyone would find her attractive beside me. I knew even that that it was too late to take it back, even though I tried and apologized a lot.
May 4
'I can't stop thinking about that app. I know I'm happily married, George reminds me all the time. I'm still attractive and I bet a lot of men would find me attractive.'
There were a couple of inane thoughts here, all of them hard to follow at times, but I was so engrossed at what she had written already, I kept going. Her thoughts finally got back on track on the next page.
May 5
'That stupid app, it's all I can think about. I even downloaded it, but I haven't posted a profile, fake or real. Without them, I can't see any profiles of the men on here. I know it's not right, I am a happy wife, but this is driving me nuts. Today at work, I mentioned it to some of the other dental staff, like Marie. She looked at me without saying anything and I kind of figured she was wondering if I was thinking of cheating on George. Not the case, just that I wish I could get rid of these thoughts. It's so wrong.'
I never should have said that thing about her being unattractive. She is, was. It was the reason why I was so against it, thinking it would only lead to trouble. What woman wouldn't want to meet the man that said she was attractive. Basically, I was insecure and not in a good place back then. I even had thoughts then that something was going on, though I could never prove anything. I was just afraid if she did date, she might find another man she liked better than me and that would be the end of everything. I shook my head, knowing how silly a thought it was. We had been married until the day she died, fighting the cancer even as it devoured her. Quickly I shook this depressing thought from my mind and kept reading.
May 7
'Two days ago, I asked Marie about that app. Today, when we were locking up and the last two people in the office, Marie brought it up again. She told me she had tried the app several months ago and she cleared her profile after all the comments she received. I asked her if Brandon, [her husband] knew she had done that. She told me yes and after she posted it, she had even gone out on a date with one guy. That shocked me, that she had gone out on a date, she's been married almost as long as me. Oh my God.
I had to stop and grab a drink of water at this point. This was getting good.
'Marie told me then, that Brandon had given her permission to go on it, so she went. The man was fantastic all through the date. He took her to dinner and then dancing, something Brandon didn't like to do, and she told me it really got her in the mood, so when they went back to his place, they had sex! Oh my God, she said the sex was fantastic and she said I should try it. She even said she would help with creating a profile.'
'I have to admit, I was getting excited when I heard Marie talk, so I let her help me create a fake profile, just to see how many responses I received. Damn, I know it's wrong, but George just made me so upset with his stupid comment, I had to do it. Marie said I can erase the profile at any time, but like most, I think I have a couple days before it goes active. I'll sleep on it. Tell me I can't post something. Take this George.'
There was a pause here, slanted lines with circles. They must have meant something to her, but to me they were a mystery. Then it dawned one me. They measured responses, one circle, with a full X, a second with only a single line. It came to me as I read her next passage.
May 9
'I made a mistake the app goes live the day you create it. Thank God I didn't use my real name, there are already over five hundred views, and what's more, over a hundred likes. Take that George. Told you I was hot, even for an old married woman. What do I do now? I didn't think this through. I just wanted men to say whether they liked my photo, now all these men have looked and liked it, but some are writing. Oh my, if George could see this now, he'd bust a blood vessel. Marie told me to look through them, don't try to answer all of them, just pick a couple I like best and message them back.'
'I can't do that, can I? I mean it would be wrong, but oh damn, I am so curious. I'm going to look at a few, only a few. If they're stupid or sick, I'll erase the whole thing and forget all about this stupid app. Oh why did I do this. It's my own fault. I can't stop reading.'
'I lied to myself, that first writing was so perverted, I blushed and yet I'm still reading others. I swear its like that commercial, you can't eat just one. I can't read just one. It's wrong, so wrong, it's perverted, it's sick, but damn I like reading them. Like hearing what these men want to do with me, to me. It's sick but exciting. I know, I need help.'
I had to put the paper down and think for a moment. She didn't want to do this, but my words made her do it. Obviously, she did more, why else would the photos be there, why so many more pages to read? Why? I had never cheated on my wife, never. There were times I was tempted, tell me a man who isn't? I never realized that women had the same challenges, that they were so badly tempted as well. That never entered my mind until now, until it was too late to change things. I didn't blame my wife I just became engrossed in the readings.
'I went through a lot of the messages. There were over a hundred to start, but more keep popping up. I tried to ignore them, never told Marie that I got any, but I think she suspects. She keeps raising her eyebrows like she knows what I'm thinking. I don't know what I'm thinking. I don't know what I'll do now.'
'I laid in bed for a while, waiting for George to fall asleep. He hits the pillow and hes out. I wonder if he would sleep so easily if he knew what I'm doing? Would he join me in reading the emails? Would he get mad? Yeah, what am I thinking, of course he would get mad, men saying such dirty, horrible, hot things. Oh my God, I had to get out of bed, these stupid messages are turning me on. It's wrong, it's so wrong. But I can't stop. I don't want to stop. This guy, he's only a kid, Twenty-Three, and he's so interested in my profile. I'm old enough to be his mother for crying out loud. Why is a young guy like that writing to me?'
May 10
'It hit me last night. My son, oh my, he was looking at pictures of older women as well. He told me to post a fake profile. My son. He must look at some of these photos, older women like me. I'm erasing my profile. I can't have Jeff see me on here.'
There were some small circles, like doodles, but then flowers and a wolf or dog's head. I figured I was looking at my wife's mind as she was thinking
'I relaxed. I was in a panic before. I didn't think this through. I can lie, just tell him I took his advice and to not tell his father. That might work. He can see the likes, but not what not what the men wrote to me, or if I reply to some. That might work. As long as I refuse to open the app on my phone, he won't know what is in there. And damnit, this is still on George.'
This was my wife? I couldn't believe what I was reading, and I could see it coming, which probably explained the photos. She felt guilty, which was obvious, but what hit me more, was she was only feeling guilty because she was getting excited and had even opened some of the responses. Remembering the photo, I had to keep reading to find out how that photo came about and how far this episode continued before it ended. Her next entry seemed to be that night, but I was guessing because this entry wasn't dated.
'After supper I took a bath again and looked at the app. I hadn't as yet replied to anyone and I really wanted to. However, after my bath, I remembered that I had the day off tomorrow because of a dental conference and Jess (our daughter) had said she was tired and went to bed, so I could stay up after George goes to sleep. I would have the living room to myself and the more I thought about the dating site, I knew I had and opportunity. It was like fate wanted me to view this site and was giving me this chance. So, I said screw it, and after slipping out of bed and going downstairs, I opened the app. To my surprise my profile had been viewed almost two hundred times. What was more interesting, there were over a hundred and fifty likes. Take that all you old bitties who posted before me.'
I figured I should look at some of the profiles of the men who liked my profile. The first man was older, and his photo just made me laugh. I almost cancelled there, but glad I didn't as the next few were more attractive, and then opened the cute 23 years old, a hot 23-year old guy, named Frank. He was better looking than any of the ones I had yet seen.'
I had to stop reading. All of this had occurred in my home, my happy home. I will admit I was feeling pissed off, but it was also exciting. It was like I was viewing my wife's mind as she came up with these thoughts. In frustration, I threw the stack of papers on the floor and walked out of the room, feeling, well, I don't know exactly what I was feeling. My own wife was getting excited and this had all happened without me being aware of it. In disgust, I pulled a beer from the fridge, went back to the room and continued reading once more.
'This is so fascinating. I wish I could shove this in George's face, but I know I can't as it would prove I went against his wishes and posted my profile. I guess someday, I will have to tell him if just to prove that other men find me attractive. That's when I noticed the scoring box. I hadn't seen it before, but now I could see how I rated against others. The average score is 2.8 out of 5, and holy cow, I rated an average of 3.0. Oh Lord, I'm a hottie. Not bad for a mom of two kids. Oh, would George like that? Bet he would. He would hate I went on this site, but he would probably get a kick seeing such a high score.'
The next paragraph looked like it picked up later the next day but again there was no date, so I'm guessing it was May 11.
I spent the afternoon looking at the men who liked my profile, I just didn't know that every time I hit like back, my response was sent back to the guy. I found that out this morning that any guy I hit like to could message me back! Worse, I forgot to delete my profile. After work that next day, more than a dozen of the men I had sent a like to, had sent me more messages. Some of them were really graphic. I didn't want to read them, but I couldn't help myself. I erased a few of the weirdos, ones who were too specific, but a few were men had written nice things that made me warm. Then there was one that was so romantic. Of course it was the 23 year old kid. Damn, where did this kid learn to write so romantic? It was like poetry.'
I looked at the photo again and though the guy's head wasn't showing, what I could see was a slender youthful body with a muscular stomach. This had to be the guy. Thank God, I couldn't see his face. If I had, I would have gone looking for him. What the hell did he write?
I went back to her papers, looking for his information. Something had to be there. There were a lot of her personal thoughts, like debating with herself as to whether she should continue this adventure, that's what she called it, and adventure. Damn, when I read that, I knew she would continue. I was right.
'I took a bath last night, concentrating on the three most romantic responses, saving them to my phone.'
Damn, her phone. I still had it, though I didn't know if it would still contain anything from so long ago. I had not turned it on after her death and remembered putting it in storage, some of which had already been removed. Frantically searched for it tearing into the remaining boxes with a gusto, dumping the contents of each on the floor. I finally found it stuffed among other items in the fourth box. Grabbing the phone, I plugged it in and waited for it to power up. It took another minute to get it synched up and then I looked through her messages. There were many messages, but she had erased the messages I was looking for.
That made sense. Why would she leave something so personal on her phone that I might have stumbled upon it in the past? I even looked up the dating app, but it was no longer there. That was good news. Whatever she had done, she had obviously decided to end it there. All I could do now was to look through her notes and finish reading everything.
As I picked up the pages again, I looked at them without reading further. If she had changed her mind, why had she written everything down and kept it, especially when she knew she was dying with cancer? Then an idea came to mind. She had saved these pages for a reason and I had a good idea of why. I then started reading the papers again.
'I can't believe how excited I feel, how alive. I haven't felt like this since George and I were dating. My personal life is full of excitement, full of anticipation. I did close the app today, but I put down that it was because I found someone, not because I wasn't interested. Why did I do that? I did it because I like this app. I know it would hurt George badly if he knew, but I like the idea of men finding me attractive. The idea is simply so gratifying, so extremely sexual, I can't help myself. I need to see this through with some, see where things go. I love George, I do, but this idea has opened so many thoughts in my head, I don't know how I can control it.'
There was a space between the paragraphs. I saw something written, but it was scratched out, like she didn't want anyone to see, or something. It took up again and kept reading.
May 11
'I did it. George was away on business and with no one around, I wrote to the 23-year old. Even with the app closed, he posted his email and I used that to write back. I wasn't sure what to say, only that I liked his message and was surprised that someone as cute as he was would like an older woman, like me. His reply came back almost immediately. He likes older woman. We're more mature, more interested in a young guy's feelings. That was so sweet, and he sounded sincere. I wrote that I would think about it and closed the email.'
'It was a tough decision, but with my daughter staying at her friend's home again, and with George out of town, I wondered if I should. I called George then when he was away on business. He answered but he sounded distracted. It sounded like he was in a bar and with his friends while I was stuck at home alone. Damn, he was having fun and I was alone.'
I pulled away from the paper. A sales conference, that was it. We were in Dayton, and it was a good day. I had to go. It was a mandatory meeting and many of us were celebrating our success. Some of my group had gone to a local bar to have some drinks and I remembered the call. I remembered her wanting to talk, but I was surrounded and told her I would call later. Stupid. If I had even an inkling that she needed me then and took a few minutes to talk, this might never have happened. I should have talked then. Would of, could of, should of. I was a fool then. I had neglected my wife one too many times and this was the result.
'In a fit of anger, I messaged the guy, Frank, again, this time giving him my cell number. He called right away, and we talked for almost an hour about all kinds of things. He knew what to say, how to attract me. I was so foolish, but I was carried away. It was so wrong, but I fell for it. I refused to meet him once at a bar, but when he suggested coffee, I looked around and figured why not. It wasn't late and George was having fun, so why not just get a cup of coffee?'
'I was so nervous when I parked my car that my hands were shaking. After debating with myself for almost ten minutes, I finally got out of the car and approached the coffee shop. He was sitting there casually, talking with a waitress when he saw me. Then he stood up. What a gentleman. He stood up, shook my hand and ordered a coffee for me, remembering how I liked it. We sat there for a bit. I don't know how long, but it was growing dark and the shop was closing.'
'That's when he suggested we walk across the street to a tavern, just for a drink. I know I should have said no, but something made me agree and I went with him. The tavern was almost empty, typical Monday evening. We sat and drank, he had a beer, I had a wine and the night seemed to fly by. When I looked at my watch it was almost ten thirty. I couldn't remember the last time I had stayed out so late. I was a little tipsy I admit, and I wasn't thinking straight. I remember thinking I had to leave and get home, but as I got up, I stumbled, and Frank grabbed me to help me keep my balance.'



"He told me I shouldn't drive and that he would drive her home. I agreed. I didn't want a ticket or get in an accident. How would I explain that to my husband? No, best to let Frank drive me home. He said he needed to stop at his place for something, I don't remember what and after he left me, I let out a sigh of relief. He was gone for a little while before he came back down and then asked me how to get to my house.'
'I was so woozy that I almost missed my street, but thankfully Frank was able to turn without hitting anything. We pulled up to my house and since I was still having trouble walking, Frank offered to walk me inside. Of course I let him. Deep down I knew he was probably looking for an excuse, but I wasn't thinking. Once we got inside, he sat me down on the couch, but instead of leaving, he sat beside me, telling me he was worried I might get sick.'
'He said he knew a trick on how to recover quickly and asked if he could do it. I was so dizzy I said sure, and then he turned me around and began rubbing my back. I do remember how great the back rub was and then how his hands moved around to my boobs, oh that felt so good. He started rubbing them and somehow my shirt was unbuttoned. How, I don't know, but it could have been me. He had me so loose and happy, I didn't realize what he was up to. Then my bra was off and I remember seeing it on the sofa beside me. That's when he took the first photo of me. I remember it, I was laughing. It was almost magical.'
I picked up the photos once more. So that explained her smile in the first one, but the second, she was obviously giving the man head. I could understand it. I didn't like it, but I understood. I hadn't taken her needs seriously. I did after she was found to have cancer in her breast, a cancer that ultimately led to her death. Feeling defeated, I finally picked up the last two pages and read them.
'I was so excited now, so off my guard that in no time, he had my shirt off and he pulled me up to face him and we began making out. He started kissing me on the lips then moved his mouth down to my tits. Oh his kiss was so soft, so enticing. I was so captured by his attention and my excitement kept building. Then he moved down my stomach, gently kissing and using his tongue, it brought me almost to a climax.'
Then I felt his hands on my leggings, he had pulled them down a bit and I helped him out, letting him pull them all the way down. My panties came next and seconds later, his tongue was pushing at me, stabbing my clit and then his teeth gently nibbling there. His hands were busy as well, rubbing me and getting me so worked up, and when he started sucking my clit, I had such an intense orgasm, I let out a yell. My climax was so intense, like my entire body had let go and I exploded from his oral attention.'
'I don't know how he managed, but he took several more photos of me, somehow holding the camera up to catch my face as I came. Before I knew it, he was on top of me and I felt his cock enter me. It was more of a thrust at first, but he quickly settled down and began moving in me and I matched his rhythm. Oh the feeling. I hadn't felt this since the first time I made love to George. It was so intense. We fucked for almost twenty minutes before he suddenly pulled out and told me he was about to cum and asked me to finish him off.'
'I was beyond caring about anything now, and knowing what he had done to me, I decided to help him out. I dropped to my knees and began sucking his cock. George always said, I was good at blow jobs and I put my expertise to work, though it didn't take much. He came hard, filling my mouth and again he managed to reach out with his phone and take a photo of me as I was bent over. He showed me the photos later but wouldn't erase them. He did say he would give me the photos later, but he wanted to keep some of them for himself.'
'That's when I came to my senses. The guilt. What had I allowed myself to do? I had cheated on my husband and the joy of what I had just experienced faded away quickly. He knew I was upset and calmed me down, saying he would never share the photos and what had happened between us would remain a secret. What could I do? I had allowed myself to be seduced and I had known it was possible. I dressed quickly after that and having recovered from my drunken state, I had him drive me to where I had parked earlier.'
'He did follow behind him, to make sure I got home safely, but when he asked if he could come inside again, I told him no. I thanked him for a wonderful night but told him straight out, it could never happen again, that I loved my husband and this was a one time thing, a stupid thing to be sure, but it will never happen again.'
"He kissed me again, a gentle kiss which I accepted then he released me and drove away. I spent the next two days doing my best to hide my indiscretion from my daughter when she came home, and then from George.'
That was it. I looked at the pages before me for a second before I noticed some writing on the back side. It was a note addressed to me and written in different ink.
"George. I left this for you. I tried to be a good wife but I slipped. I didn't want to hurt you but I never had the courage to tell you when I could. I wrote this note as it happened and was going to destroy it when I found it later, but I felt I owed you an explanation so I left it for you. It's all true. I deleted my profile and blocked the boy Frank the day after all this happened. I am so sorry for doing this, I don't know why and I know you might hate me, but I've loved you before this and I loved you more after, if that was possible. Please forgive me for what happened so many years ago.'
That was all there was except for a heart with an arrow through it. Where the 20 dollars came from, or what it was for, I have no idea, there was no explanation. The letter brought back so many memories and I shed a tear or two of this note. I put the papers together and was going to throw them away, but something stopped me at that moment. I knew that I would have to destroy them someday, not wanting my kids to stumble on them in the future and possibly tarnish their memories of their mom, but for now they were a treasured insight into what she had experienced and a piece of her that I couldn't bring myself to destroy just yet. That would come in time.
End
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Be Careful What You Ask For
Idea I've had for some time which deals with my very conservative wife as we've been married for almost twenty years and things have changed between us. For one, after the birth of our child, she became less interested in sex to the point that we only have sex about once a month, if I'm lucky. To change this attitude, I have tried buying her sex toys, or watching videos, or even trying to perform oral sex on her, which she said was nasty, but nothing worked. I even told her it was okay if she had sex with another guy. Yeah, I know, that was stupid, but it was something that slipped out one night when I was desperate. She kept complaining about her leg pain and she often used it to refuse sex. I was becoming frustrated and looked for ways to improve things, chatting with friends and asking them what I could do. One friend suggested taking her to a hypnotist who might be able to help her with the pain and maybe even get her to open up more. I thought about this for a bit and figured I had nothing to lose and began looking around for a professional.
After weeks of searching for just the right person, I found one whom I was told was good at his job and had an excellent record on helping people overcome their pain and changing their attitude about different things. So, I called him and made an appointment with a guy named Tony, and then brought this up to her, telling her he could help with her leg pain. She seemed interested and agreed to see him, and since our daughter is now almost 17, we didn't have to worry about leaving her at home alone.
We traveled to his home, also his office and of course, my wife, Angela, did most of the talking, explaining that she was wary of this type of treatment but the pain in her leg finally overcame this fear.
The hypnotist, Tony, listened carefully, then explained how he might be able to help and she relaxed some when he showed her the treatment room, as he called it. We noticed it was tastefully done, with a couple of chairs and a long couch, explaining that some people preferred the couch over the chairs, anything to help them relax, which he stated was crucial in helping them achieve peace, or a holistic plain which then allowed them to be hypnotized.
I asked him then where I would stand, determined to witness this holistic experience, but he said, I would have to wait in the visitor lounge. I wasn't too happy with that, until he showed me the room. There were a couple of seats and a large window which allowed me to witness the procedure. I asked about the window and the screen within, and he said, until my wife was calm it would be best for me to wait here. The idea being, that she would know I was close but wouldn't be able to see me, allowing her to relax and not worry about my thoughts. He also explained that the room was soundproof, but I would be able to hear everything being said, only she would not be able to hear me, again, to allow her to relax and concentrate on his voice.
I looked at Angela and shrugged, and she nodded. I could see a little apprehension in her eyes, but when her leg began to throb, she nodded, and I walked into the room to watch the process. I did notice the door lock behind me as I entered, but I heard Tony explain this was part of the plan, that if I needed to leave in an emergency, I could use the other door in the room which led to the hallway and then outside. With no more concerns, I sat and watched. Then the blind closed off the room to my view, something I wasn't expecting, though I could hear everything being said, like when my wife opted for the couch rather than a chair, and how he spoke to her, his voice calm and serene.
He said a bit more and then the screen opened and there was Angela, sitting back on the couch like she was relaxed. I knew the window was blocked from her view, which he had explained, since he didn't want her to look constantly at me. That made sense. She was resting there, and I saw her clasp her hands together then relax and her face appeared calm as she stared at a small glowing globe on a table before her. Seconds later, I watched as she closed her eyes and after a few questions, I saw Tony look at me and press a button and the door came unlocked, allowing me t. o enter, but he kept his finger to his mouth, a sure sign that I needed to be quiet, at least for the moment.
As I approached, I saw him motion to come to him. When I got there, he spoke softly to me. "You need to keep your voice down, but you can ask any questions you have."
"Is she under, yet?" I asked, looking closely at her face. She appeared to be breathing normally but her eyes were closed.
"She's under. Now let me ask you what you know about her pain."
I carefully tried to cover everything, then he asked me about her demeanor. I found this unusual, but decided to go along, describing I could think of, keeping my voice low of course. I almost expected her to open her eyes and yell at me for saying something personal, so carefully, I mentioned how she was very conservative in he actions, which included sex.
Tony didn't even nod at this. "I can't tell you how many times men have told me about their sex lives. How their wives seem to become disinterested in it, no matter what they do to get them in the mood. It happens with age, but it can be fixed."
"Wait, you could change her sexual interest?" I almost raised my voice at this and looked at Angela, but she remained in a trance, her breathing showing she had not heard anything. I looked back at Tony.
"Yes, but if I successfully unlock this, there's no telling what might happen afterwards. She'll probably open up more, which guys like, but it could unlock any of her inhibitions, possibly make her more aggressive toward sex as well. I've seen it happen, hell, one or two even had sex with me while their husbands watched. That interest you?"
"Of course. I mean, if you could do that, I wouldn't mind her getting it on with you?"
He laughed at this a little. "Hold on. What I'm saying is that if I do unlock her inner desires, you wouldn't be upset if she wanted to have sex with me?"
"Of course not. I mean, she wouldn't lose interest in me, would she?"
"I don't know for sure. Probably not, but it's still a risk, and how would feel if she did offer to have sex with me?"
I was thinking Tony was full of it, and told him this, then challenged him to prove it. Tony asked me to tell him honestly how my wife is in the bedroom, and we talked quietly about how she's always been a bit conservative and that she has never done anything wild. And while discussing this I even decide to tell him truthfully, that she has never allowed me to perform oral on her or play with sex toys.
Tony nodded at this and looked at Angela, like he's weighing his options. Quietly, he asks, "If I can unlock her inhibitions, how much would you let me do with her?"
I noticed that he was deeply interested now. "Are you interested in having sex with my wife?" I asked carefully, not sure what he would say.
"Hey, I'm a guy, but I'm also Bi, and I love having sex with women, especially older women, though I wouldn't deny a young woman if she were interested. You said, your wife is very conservative, and not interested in sex as much now as she might have been. If I change this attitude, what would you do, if say, I convinced her to have sex?"
I noticed him lick his lips, not in a sexual way, but like he was worried how I might reply. "Look Tony, as far as I'm concerned, you can fuck her for all she's worth. Hell, I wouldn't even care if she gave you a blowjob. Goodness knows, she's never given me one and I've asked, believe me, I've begged for it."
"Very good then. You need to return to the observation room, for the time being, and if I can get her in the mood, then I'll let you watch. Hell, I could use a good b J and knowing it would be her first time, well it has appeal."
"Wait, if she gives you a b J, which I doubt, does that mean she might be willing finally to give me one as well?"
"Once a person accepts that its fine, then yes, she just might. So, are you up to this?"
Of course, I was, and I followed his directions to return to the observation room. Once there, I heard him start talking to Angela, telling her to breathe deeply, though he didn't open the blind. I waited as she did this and could almost see her fidget a bit. "Are you uncomfortable?' Tony asked her.
"I'm a bit warm," she replied.
"Why don't you take off her shirt?"
My wife had nice boobs and I wished I could see her strip since she seldom did it in front of me. Usually, when she was getting ready for bed, she would turn her back to me and strip that way. I know she was uncomfortable with her features, but I thought she was great, I always did, I just couldn't convince her. She also didn't like giving or receiving oral. That was something I had experienced before we were married and missed it. Now I could only listen as Tony seemed to be seducing my wife.
Then I listened as Tony told Angela, she was under his hypnosis and should feel safe now, or when she heard the word, "Hydralittle. When you hear this, you will relax and feel safe. Remember that word, Hydralittle."
Angela repeated the word and I guess Tony was satisfied, because he told me to remember it as well, which I heard clearly and logged the word in my phone. Then he spoke to me in the open. "I will open the curtain for you to see in a bit just allow me more time to chat with your wife and try to imagine what is happening. I will cut off the intercom for a moment to get to know her more, first."
I became excited then since I couldn't see or hear anything, and my mind played out images of what he might be doing to her. For some reason that was both exciting and agonizing for me. Was she following his instructions or was she resisting? Should I try to go out there, or just stay here and wait until he allowed to see or hear what was happening? Oh, the agony and excitement.
Then the intercom came back on, just as he suggested she remove her bra and it seemed she did, when I heard Tony say what beautiful boobs she had, I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Angle must truly be hypnotized as she would never have done this in her past. I couldn't tell what was happening now, as Tony didn't say anything for a few minutes, but I did hear Angela moan a little. Finally, I heard Tony again, as he told her to remember a relax and remove the rest of her clothes. There was the sound of a zipper being pulled down and then Tony said he was impressed, that she had a great body. The same damn thing I told her night after night. Damn, I should have hired this guy sooner.
I heard him tell her to relax and lay on the couch. I couldn't tell what happened next when I heard him ask, "Does this feels good?" She responded that it dids and then I heard what sounded like a chair being moved. Oh my, this was unreal, and I couldn't see anything. When I heard him say that he knew she didn't like oral sex, she replied that she didn't, saying it was gross. That sounded more like her.
"Let me explain something," he said, as I heard another zipper operate. For a second it was quiet, when I heard him say, "Look at my cock." I almost had a heart attack then. "Look carefully at how hard it is. You have had sex with your husband, is it gross when he enters your cunt?
"No, but I can't see it, it just feels good when he does."
"Does it give him pleasure as well?" Tony asked quietly.
"Yes. He says he loves having sex with me,"
"It gives him pleasure and it isn't gross. It also gives you pleasure when you have sex, and him as well. Do you like giving him pleasure?"
"Yes. He gets so excited, and I like it. I like seeing him as he fucks me."
"Yes, that is most likely. Now, if you like giving him pleasure, don't you think he would enjoy the pleasure of you sucking on his cock?"
She was quiet for a second, then answered. "Yes, he would. He has asked me often to do this."
"Let's try something," Tony stated. "Pretend this is your husband's cock. Does it look the same?"
"Yes, though I think he's a bit smaller than you." 'Oh, that hurt a bit,' I thought
"Not all men are the same. Now again, look at my cock. Do you see how it is simply flesh, nothing gross about it, is there?"
"No, it isn't gross." That was amazing, for her to say that and I knew where he was going, I just wished I could see it, knowing how I used to fantasize about what it would be like seeing someone else fuck her. My thoughts were rewarded a second later when the window curtain opened and I was treated to the view of Tony sitting beside her, his chair now close to her head. There she was my 40-year-old wife was about to give her first blowjob. I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it.
"I want you to try kissing my cock. Just kiss it softly," he said. I couldn't help it my cock was now at full mast, and I was excited to all hell when I saw Angela move forward and kiss his cock. "Good. That wasn't gross at all, was it?"
"No, it wasn't gross. Your cock is really warm."
"Now, I want you to kiss it again, right on the tip." Angela did this, and then he said the next thing. "Now, open your mouth a bit and let me push it to your lips."
Angela did what he asked, and Tony slid his cock into her mouth, telling her to open further. Angela complied and a second later, he pushed half of it into her mouth. He looked back at me and mouthed that I told him he could do this, and I nodded only now I had my own cock out and was playing with it.
"Now, let me push it back and forth a bit," he said, only this time he was sweating.
Angela just lay there, opening her mouth more and then clamped her lips around it as Tony kept pushing it in just a little and pulling it out before doing it again. Obviously, he was being careful and not wanting to push it in too far and make her gag. He was taking her mouth cherry, the prick. I just hoped she would do the same for me in the future. However, in time, he began to go faster until he pulled it out completely.
"That was so good, Angela. You gave me great pleasure. Now, let me return the favor," he said, as he pushed his chair back a bit and moved to her cunt. He winked at me a second before looking at her cunt and then bending over to it. A second later, I saw Angela's mouth open and moan. She was enjoying it and so was Tony, from what I could tell. He kept licking at her cunt lips and using his fingers to enter her a little, moving them around like he was exploring the inside, while his other hand now rubbed the part just above her cunt. He looked at me and said, "This is where a woman has sensory glands and rubbing it causes her to get excited," he said, before turning back to her.
"Angela, do you feel good," he asked as he kept playing with her cunt.
"Yes, it feels so great."
"It will feel even better in a moment," he replied. I saw him get up from his chair, he was as naked as Angela now, and pull on a condom that he had in his hand, then I saw him lay on her. A second later, he entered her and began fucking her right on the couch. I noticed that Angela was now in bliss and seemed to get into the motion, responding in kind. I saw her open her mouth some as the pleasure overcame her. This went on for a while, until I saw Tony suddenly stiffen and then he must have cum, as he stopped and lay on her naked body. At this point he gave her a kiss and asked if her leg was causing her any pain.
She simply shook her head. Then he asked if she had achieved an orgasm, and she nodded. At this point he got up and pulled the condom off. I figured he did this to prevent getting her pregnant or possibly to prevent any evidence of the sex occurring. Smart move on his part.
I looked at him and at Angela who was once again laying on the couch her eyes closed. Tony asked me to return to the observation room for a short while, and as I left, he quietly told her to get dressed. As I reached the room, he closed the blind and then reminded me about what we discussed. 'You seem upset, do you remember that you told me to my face that I could have sex with your wife?"
I calmed down a little, not realizing that I was upset and told him it was okay. "Fine, but what about my wife now? Will she remember what happened or not?"
"Here is where things get a little fuzzy. I can instruct her to remember when I bring her out of her trance but have no idea how that knowledge might affect her. My suggestion rather would be to bring her out and not mention about remembering what occurred. You do recall the trigger word?" he asked as the two of them kept dressing.
That was something I hadn't considered and yes, I did remember the word and now understood why he said it loudly enough for me to hear. "I remember. So, what you're saying is to keep her from learning what she did today and when I want her to do this to me, use the word."
He smiled at me. "Yes, and now that we're dressed, I'll open the door. Come over and be there when your wife comes around."
The curtains closed again, and I waited at the release door for almost a minute until I heard the lock release, then moved casually into the room. No one was there! I looked around for a moment, wondering if somehow, I had walked into the wrong room. No, that was ridiculous, everything was there, the couch, chairs, only Tony and Angela were gone. Then I heard a noise from a small side room I hadn't noticed before and quickly walked there and opened the door.
Inside was my wife, still in a trance, only Tony was nowhere to be seen. Then I heard Tony's voice saying over an intercom, "Starlander" and suddenly Angelica came around.
"What's going on?" she asked. "And how did I get here?"
I knew immediately what had happened, Tony had closed the curtain so I couldn't see where he was and had moved my wife to this room, obviously to allow himself to leave in case I was pissed. I knew he must be able to see us, since he waited until I entered the room to release Angelica from her trance. Now, it would be up to me.
"Hi honey. How do you feel?" I asked breathlessly, not sure what she would say or remember.
She shook her head a bit then rubbed her leg. "It feels better. What did he do?"
"I'm not sure," I answered about her leg. "He closed the curtain, and I couldn't see any of that," I answered truthfully, well half-truthfully. "What do you remember?"
"He closed the curtain. Why? I thought it was to allow you to see what was going on."
Of course, she would ask that. "I think he wanted to make sure you couldn't see me, only I couldn't see much either. Do you remember what happened?"
"No, I just feel weird. I don't know why. Well, whatever he did worked. I'm glad I took your advice and came here. You look a little flushed, you feel okay?"
"I guess so. Glad you took my advice."
"So am I. Hey, have I told you that you're looking really good lately?"
"No, can't say that you did. How do I look?"
"You look pretty damn good to me. Maybe we should hurry home and I can show you how happy I am and how I feel," she stated with a sly smile.
That was a look I hadn't seen in some time. Maybe Tony was right, this experience could have unlocked feelings she hadn't displayed in some time. I did remember how he said it could also unlock some of her inhibitions and make her more aggressive as well. Right now, that didn't bother me as it might allow me to get laid. I would worry about the rest later.
I told her that we could head right home, and the two of us went home immediately. When we got there, she immediately got frisky, kissing me deeply in the car before we got out and then laughing, she ran toward the house. Thank goodness our daughter wasn't at home from school yet. Then we went inside and in no time, we were naked and going wild. She even allowed me to eat her out a little and get her even more excited. I didn't bother about letting her blow me, just fucked her silly until I blasted a huge load in her pussy.



After this, we were both exhausted and just laid in better, hugging until she fell asleep. I, however, stayed away replaying all that I had heard. Thankfully, nothing bad had occurred, though deep down I realized how lucky I was, as it could have turned out badly. I let that thought go, playing the events over and over in my mind, remembering how excited I became when I couldn't see what was happening, All part of his plan, I was sure of that.
Our daughter came home from school, and I got up to meet her. As I walked out of the bedroom, I saw her chatting with one of her friends. They were laughing about something, and my daughter looked up at me. "Did you go to that doctor for mom?"
I nodded. "Yeah. We did and she feels better though I guess she's a bit tired," I responded, looking back at the room for a moment.
"Well, I hope it works out for her," my daughter said and then we started talking with her friend a bit, ignoring me.
"I grabbed a coke from the fridge and went about my day, feeling better than I had in a long time.



        