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There was a white pick-up truck in our driveway. “B-Side Renos” was stencilled over its tailgate.
Ariel had been working in a make-shift office at home half the time for two years now, so that seemed about right, I thought, twisting my shifter to park.
The front door caught on a work boot. I pushed it skidding over the mat behind the door struggling to get into my own house.
I wasn’t expected home — my office had a leak and the fire department shut us down. A mesmerizing, beat-driven rap, muffled through floors and doors, filled our house.
That was unusual.
Ariel’s phone lay face down and abandoned on the sofa, which explained why she hadn’t returned any of my texts.
Also on the sofa? Her sky-blue t-shirt. On the floor around the sofa: her white shorts, two of the cushions from the back of the sofa, and all the little pillows, too, like some explosion had gone off.
I was slow-witted. I was still grinning about surprising her.
Draped over the coffee table were men’s jeans. Shoved under the table was a man’s dark-brown t-shirt, “Metallica,” faded, stencilled across the front. I poked at it with the toe of my shoe and looked over my shoulder to the staircase going up. I wasn’t grinning so much anymore.
In addition to the beat of the unusual tunes — unusual for my wife, unusual for the middle of the workday, unusual for our home at all — was another, louder, repeated banging out of time with the music.
It took me a few moments — slow, like I said, though I prefer “methodical.” With my head twisted around and up, my eyes squinting, my mouth dropped open, I struggled to identify it. It definitely wasn’t part of the music and it wasn’t construction.
A loud, breathy, high-pitched gasp cinched it for me. It was a bed pounding a wall. Our bed, and our bedroom wall upstairs. It was the frequency that gave it away: that activity, it gives a very distinctive timing. It makes a particular sort of banging, unlike anything else.
I tip-toed to the stairs and peered around the wall. Half way up, my wife’s white satin panties were dropped into the jagged golden rectangle where the shaft of afternoon sunlight from the window at the top struck the varnished hardwood of the stairs below.
I stepped sideways around them dragging my back against the wall, stretching my chin up, leaning my head back, periscoping my eyes over the surface of the floor of the hallway at the top.
Men’s boxer briefs lay crumpled on the floor in front of the bedroom door. The door itself was open an inch. That’s where the music flowed out from, louder than Ariel and I had ever had music playing in our house. It’s where the high-pitched gasping and loud, low, groaning flowed from, as well.
The banging of the bed against the wall, at once loud and fast, then soft and slow, or not at all, overode all other sounds, once I entered the hallway and crept sideways with my palms and shoulders dragging against the wall.
When I reached the crack between the door and the jamb, I twisted my head hard sideways and I pushed my eyes hard to their corners. I heard my wife’s heavy-breathing laughter, her trying to catch her breath and murmur softly through a grin, and then more yelps, more squeals, more gasps and moans, and then the banging of the bed into the wall came, faster and harder, all over again.
I poked the door carefully with my pointing finger and leaned my head around the edge. Sheets were on the floor, and a pillow. I saw men’s feet, the bare bottoms of the them facing me, toes up, moving rhythmically because the whole bed was moving rhythmically. I leaned a little further around and saw the bottom of Ariel’s feet, toes down, curled, heels rubbing rhythmically over the sides of the man’s thighs.
I leaned further over and nudged the door wider. The man was on his back, legs out straight, arms up, hands in my wife’s hair, all over her face, grabbing her breasts — her bra was on the floor beside the bed — wrapping around her waist, slapping and grabbing her ass cheeks.
My wife was riding his lap, her back arched deeply, her shoulders up high, her head dropped down between them, and her hands high over her head gripping the top of the headboard. Her hips slid back and snapped forward over his hips with enough force to jolt his body under her, and the bed under him, and thus the bed into the wall behind the headboard. The banging was all her doing.
Her coffee-brown hair whipped like a flag snapping in the wind. Her spine curled and uncurled like waves lapping a shore. Her cries and gasps reminded me of gulls fighting on the lakefront. Below her back, further down over the round moons of her ass, and between them — I forced myself to look, though I swallowed hard and dryly — I saw his thick, ridged and glistening cock extract from my wife’s foamy-wet pussy lips, and plunge back in between them. Everything was wet down there. She flowed over him, and herself.
It was a hard, thorough, and epic fuck going on, and I happened across it in mid-action.
I untwisted myself and leaned my head back against the wall in the hallway and raised my eyes to the ceiling. My knees quaked and I seized them in my hand to try to stop the violent shaking. My stomach fell through my gut and my lungs fell through the floor. My vision darkened like a closing aperture and I felt like I was floating, like I was experiencing an out-of-body event, only I wasn’t floating up, I was sinking down through the floor.
I don’t do confrontations. I never fought anyone in my life. My best arguments — my only arguments — were in the shower. I could never shoot anyone. I couldn’t even hunt — in a different era, I’d probably try to coax animals out of hiding, befriend them, and talk them into trying to swim over a river or something else gently suicidal, and then fish them out later, downstream.
I staggered and bumped and tripped down the stairs. Making noise didn’t matter too much, I reasoned, given the noise up there. I sat on the sofa and leaned back into the gap where the cushion had come off, and tried to imagine how it might have begun. At the door? In the hallway? On the sofa?
I poked my foot at the pants and noticed the bulge of a wallet. I took it out, flipped it open, and stared at the picture on the driver’s licence. I pulled out my phone and took a picture of it — who knows, right?
My wife and I are both plotters, we are both strategists. Neither of us act before planning. She was up-and-coming in the corporate financing world — mergers and acquisitions — and I was in corporate law. We were both 32 — a nascent power couple, we winked at each other. We had big plans. Together. I was a good lawyer because I never lost my shit. She was a good presenter because she never lost her script.
I heard her squeal and laugh more clearly, more loudly, and I heard the man’s laughter, too. They’d come out of the bedroom. I leaned back and spread my arms over the back of the couch and crossed my ankle over my other knee. This ought to be good, I thought.
They came down the stairs, he carrying her on his hips, she wrapped around his body with her heels in his back and her wrists inside out in the back of his neck. She was wearing only a shirt — his white shirt, it seemed to me. He was wearing a bath towel. They went to the kitchen and didn’t notice me.
She tightened her knees around his waist and leaned back to the fridge she opened and fished out a bowl of strawberries. She laughed and shrieked and he set her down on our kitchen island. She pulled her knees up and set her heels on his hips and leaned on one hand as she fed him a strawberry with her other hand. What a lovely couple, I thought, and I took a picture on my phone. That’s the picture on the cover of this book.
I’d planned to say nothing at all, to just stare: let her have first kick f the ball. But I needn’t have planned even that. They never looked sideways out through to the living room.
She fed him another strawberry and chuckled and he wrapped his hands around her waist, dragged her ass over the edge of the counter, and pushed his mouth into her mouth. He was feeding the bit-off strawberry into her mouth from his mouth.
It can’t have been a spur-of-the-moment thing: you wouldn’t be that familiar with a man you were fucking for the first time that day.
They necked and she poked at the edge of his towel with her foot and smirked and tittered and licked a drip of juice from his chin. His towel fell from his hips and crumpled around his feet on the floor. My wife leaned forward with her chest and pushed her head back on her neck so that she lifted her face up to the underside of his chin and she murmured to him and chuckled gutturally.
She had pulled his cock with both her hands, she petted it in her palms, she curled her fingers and lightly scratched it with her nails. He opened the one button she’d done up on the shirt, and she puffed a shot of breath out her nose, dropped her shoulders back to jut her chest forward, and she let the shirt fall off her back and down her arms and away from her body.
I shook my head and grinned up one side of my face. I remained still and waited for one of them to notice me. But they never did.
She pulled on his cock and she gaped her mouth open and licked at his neck and chest sloppily.
He bent at his waist and retracted his hips away from her. He planted his hands on the edge of the counter and, with a smirk on his face, he shook his head “No” at her.
She scrunched her head down further and groaned at him and drove her heels into his back. She tugged at his cock and spread her thighs open.
“Give it to me!” I heard her say  in a demanding, whining voice.
“What’s the magic word?” he said with a grin.
“Fuck you!” she moaned at him and she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him to her. They kissed again, her face corkscrewing against his, and she pulled her hips over the counter so her ass bumped into his groin.
She laughed and chase his cock with her abdomen. He ducked and darted as though trying to keep the head of his cock — fully erect — away from my wife’s pussy.
She dropped her head back and squealed at the ceiling and she seized his ass in both her hands. His cock slipped into her pussy and she raised her shoulders, pushed up her chest, rolled her eyes back in her head, and sucked a deep gasp through her dropped-open mouth.
I could hear the sloshy, sucking sounds of his cock pushing into and pulling out of my wife’s pussy. She braced herself on the counter as he fucked her standing up. She fell onto her back and gripped the edge of the counter above her head with her hands turned around. She hung her thighs around his waist and crossed her ankles behind his ass and pulled him harder to her. He ran his fingertips over her abdomen, her stomach, her ribs, and her tits, and back down again, all over her body. She writhed under him, arching, twisting, contorting from his touch.
He suddenly pulled himself free of my wife’s arms and legs and his cock made a popping sound, wet and heavy, when he pulled it out of her sopping pussy.
“You little fucker!” she squealed at him, but he grabbed the bowl of strawberries and casually strolled back to the stairs.
She laughed and squealed and ran on her toes to leap onto his back just as he mounted the stairs back up. She rode him piggy back style, pushing her face over his shoulder, crossing her ankles over his groin.
I remained on the sofa transfixed. I heard more squeals, more laughter, and then nothing for a few moments. Then the banging of the bed against the wall started up again, as well as the cries and the moans and the gasps.
I shook my head in disbelief and went to the front door. I kicked the boot out of the way, quietly closed and re-locked the door behind me, and slipped back into my car — electric, so no loud starting motor.
I drove around the winding lakeshore road to the parking area and went for a walk along the lake like I did several times a week. It’s how I think, it’s how I resolve.
Things can wait, I nodded to myself. Action isn’t immediately required, I decided. The situation needed some study: who is he, how did it come about, how was it hidden so well if it was ongoing, was it ongoing or a spur-of-the-moment thing? What blind spots did I have, what preconceptions, wrong, of course, had I been labouring under that would allow me to miss it? What were the implications? What, I nodded sharply to myself, were my unknown unknowns that this revealed?
March in there and punch the guy out! I heard the voice of my brother in my head yell.
Sure, me, a guy who’s never even broken the lead of a pencil when writing, is going to throw fists at a carpenter, a guy who, judging by the muscles I gazed at through the passage to the kitchen, where they flexed as he fucked my wife on the counter, could break 2 by 4s in his hands.
Divorce her, now! I heard the voice of my oldest friend and confidante.
Sure, like one just goes downtown, fills out the paperwork, and files the divorce today. Now.
Divorce is a process that takes months. It’s the unwinding of a contract with terms touching every aspect of life. There are considerations to list, timings to consider, tax and asset implications — it isn’t a rash or emotional process.
Throw her out! Throw her shit in the driveway! Move your assets!
Sure, show every card you got, tip your hand, let them know everything you know, before the dealer has even laid out all the cards.
No, there was no rush, there was no reason to act fast, there was no call for an emotional flame-out. This was a time for discovery. Find out everything there was to know, make lists, do the math, establish time lines, and build the case.
I texted her again, knowing the phone was still neglected on the sofa. “Not getting sent home after all — back into the office we go!” I wrote her.
I went around the lake twice and by the time I got back to my car, it was my normal time to get home. I crept past the house on my first pass and noted the pick-up truck was still in the driveway.
Was she hoping to get caught? Was she ready to confess? Did she lose track of time? Not coming in would be suspicious of me. I went to the door nervous about what I’d find — nervous about being forced to confront what I already had determined to avoid.
I took a big breath and opened the door. The boots were stood up and tidy against the wall, out of the way of the door. I tentatively leaned around the wall and gazed into the living room. The sofa was tidied, the cushions were in place, the pillows were arrayed neatly. No clothes draped over the coffee table or lay on the floor.
I came into the kitchen. Strawberries were back in the fridge. There was no towel on the floor or shirt on the island.
“Up here!” I heard Ariel’s voice call to me.
I peered up the stairs. No panties. I crept up the stairs for the second time that afternoon. There were no boxer briefs on the floor.
“Bathroom!” Ariel called and I heard her titter.
I turned the other way and nudged the bathroom door with my finger.
My wife stood in the bathroom with her hands on her hips looking around like someone gazing over the Grand Canyon. She was in her t-shirt and shorts again.
“Lloyd” she stated my name at me. “This is Frank — he’s the carpenter I told you about, comes highly recommended,” she grinned and nodded.
Frank, the man I recognized when he was naked in my kitchen, stepped through the doorway from the spare bedroom into the bathroom and thrusted out his hand for me to shake. The hand that had been recently all over my wife’s naked body. He was wearing his white shirt, the shirt my wife had on in our kitchen earlier, and jeans, the jeans that were under the table when I first came home. He had a t-shirt on underneath.
I recognized the name from the picture of his driver’s licence I took when he was busy upstairs pummelling my wife’s pussy in our bed.
“Frank, is it?” I said, putting my hand in his.
He had an easy smile, a way he rode on his hips that was confident and casual. Even with clothes on, he rippled. I could get the physical attraction part.
He nodded at me and inhaled deeply, and sighed, making a whistling sound. “Big job, your wife has in mind,” he said.
I turned to her. “Time to make a real office out of this,” she nodded at me. “Don’t you think?”
“Yeah,” I nodded, “people are going to start talking,” I said. I don’t know what I meant, it just came out. I half winced, fighting it off — looking uncomfortable would have made it worse, it would have suggested I knew why that was a double entendre.
“Mm?” she said, dropping her head sideways with a half grin.
Frank shot a stiff glance at me too.
“Bedroom,” I said clearing my throat, making it worse. “On zoom calls, looks like a bedroom,” I said.
My wife nodded finally. I often got away with things playing on my social awkwardness. I didn’t mind using it to my advantage when I needed to.
“You ever work at home?” Frank said to me.
Ariel shot him a glance.
“Just, it’s going to get a little noisy up here,” he said, slapping his hand on the wall. “Lot of banging, lot of grinding,” he chuckled.
“He thinks we should take this wall out and expand the bathroom, make this whole end of the floor sort of a like a separate suite,” Ariel said. “Even a little kitchenette, like an office kitchen,” she said. “For another person,” she went on. “If, like, I hired an assistant, say.”
“An assistant,” I pouted my bottom lip and nodded. I turned to him. “Good idea,” I said. “Expansion.”
“Maybe a little more costly,” he said, “laying new pipes,” he shrugged, “banging new walls up.” He looked at my wife and nodded. “But she’s good at what she does, she’s worth it, she’s going to make a lot of noise, aren’t ya,” he snorted and he nudged her with his elbow.
My wife looked up at me through the tops of her eyes and strands of her hair. “He’ll probably only be here when you’re not home,” she said. She shrugged and looked at him. “And I don’t mind the activity and noise — I’m pretty good at blocking it out,” she said.
“Go work in the living room, the kitchen,” I said.
“Right?” she nodded. “All over the house.”
“Never the bedroom, though,” Frank said and he chuckled. My wife shot another of her glances at him. “Never mix work and pleasure in the same room, am I right?” he laughed and he patted my stomach with his hand. He turned around and gripped the doorway with his huge hand as though he were about to rip the wall out then and there. “I can get started soon as you say the word,” he said, staring at the corner of the ceiling.
Ariel patted my stomach too and she swung around to drape her arm around my shoulders and pull her hip against mine. “What do you think, should I give him the keys to the kingdom and let him start getting to work on me?”
“On you?” I said.
“On my office space,” she corrected herself without hesitation.
“Your call,” I shrugged.
“Can you come tomorrow?” she said to him with a tiny grin in the corner of her mouth that I caught.
“10 okay? I’ll take some measurements, do some drawings, start ordering up supplies,” he said.
“You’ll be gone by then,” she nodded at me. “So, sure,” she looked back at him with a serious expression that she seemed to struggle to maintain. “I’ll be ready for you.”
“You do that,” he snorted, and he chuckled too, and went down the stairs. “Hasta la vista bebé,” he called out from the stairs and he waved over his head without looking.
Next day, I called in sick, drove to the lake, walked and walked and walked, and when it was 10:30 or so, I drove past our driveway.
The “B-Side” truck was there. I had an excuse if I were busted creeping back in the house — I left my laptop on the front hall table, as if I was the one who needed to be sneaking around. The boots were at the front door. The living room was untouched, but the music was loud again, upstairs.
I crept up the steps but this time I heard the laughing and squealing coming from the other direction — from the spare bedroom and bathroom at that other end.
Here’s the thing: Arial had always been a take-charge kind of woman to the point where I knew there were murmurs around her office that she was a bitch. But she was the best at the job — organized, effective, efficient. She was steely. She was responsible. Her reports didn’t leave a colon out of place. Her presentations were ten minutes to the second. There was a reason she was moving up fast.
We had laughs, but they were witty, knowing laughs. We had jokes, but they were clever. We knew how to relax, but it was scheduled. She didn’t like being teased — it meant someone was being taken advantage of. Tickling was uncalled for, uncomfortable, and borderline assault. We enjoyed other, of course, we were well-suited to each other, as well. But life was all business. Holidays were more crammed with “learning opportunities” than working days.
What I heard upstairs and around the corner, like what I watched and listened to the previous day in the kitchen and bedroom, was a giggling, flirty girl, at once coy and shy, and then weak and dominated. Wanting to be dominated. Her voice was high-pitched, her laughter was breathy, her squeals — she squealed! — were youthful, careless. Her laughter wasn’t the laugher that I knew — pointed, purposeful, communicative, and smart. This was belly laughter, out of control laughter, spontaneous laughter. Ariel was a lot of things, but out of control and spontaneous were not among them.
She shrieked and I peeked around the corner. She was in her panties and bra. She was trying to escape from him, but his huge arm was wrapped around her stomach from behind. She was tugging on the bathroom counter but he came up behind her on his knees.
He tugged at the waist of her panties, and she shrieked again and kicked her feet down and swept her hand behind her back. It was like a cartoon, her efforts to get away. She was struggling to escape, but not that hard. She wasn’t really trying at all. I knew Ariel. If a man held her down — if I held her against her will — she would punch and kick, and she knew how. She was feisty and could hit hard. This wasn’t fighting. She was playing.
And he wasn’t aware of what she could do, what she would normally do, if a man was holding her, stripping her. He was manhandling my wife, he was roughhousing with her, pulling her clothes off and pushing her around.
He tugged her panties down her legs and she squirmed as though that was the best she had to resist him, and when he yanked them to her knees, she got away by lifting her feet out of her panties, shrieking at her cleverness, and dancing away, slow motion, on her toes. He rolled on his back stripped himself to his jeans and he seized her ankles in his hands. She cried out and made as though trying to get away, but, oops! she fell back and wouldn’t you know it, she landed right on top of him.
On the floor of the hallway half out of the old spare bedroom, her new home office, he held her down under him, pinning her wrists to the floor above her head and her legs to the floor under his feet. He pushed his hips down and stopped her hips from wriggling under him.
She breathed hard and chuckled languidly and made as though to roll her head sideways with her hair all over her face and take a big bite out of his arm. But it was a pretend bite — she left teeth marks on his skin, she made him flinch and cry out, but it wasn’t really a bite, she didn’t tear through and draw blood like she could.
She thrashed under him. “Get off me you big brute!” she cried out.
“Big brute?” he laughed, holding her down.
She chuckled. “Big . . . “ she got flustered, ” . . . fucking . . . . “ she sputtered, “ . . . asshole!”
He laughed harder and leaned his head down to try to kiss her. “A little better,” he said.
She rolled her face away from his side to side and scrunched up her face. “What are you going to do to me?!” she screamed.
He grinned and snorted and transferred her wrist under one hand to his other hand so that he held both in one hand, and he sat back on his calves and slapped her face — lightly, softly, slowly, but a slap all the same.
She seethed up at him and glared with narrowed eyes. “You’re going to pay for that,” she said.
“You know what they call a woman who you pay for this, don’t you?” he said, and he pulled her bra down over her breasts so that it pushed them up, exposed.
“You’re a pig,” she said, jutting her jaw at him. But she also grinned a moment.
He massaged her breasts, but he was rough with her, he was harsh, he was hurting her.
She breathed hard and lifted her chest with her arching back, but she kept the act up. “You better not or I’m going to scream,” she groaned at him.
He chuckled in an exaggerated movie-villain way, and he knelt up high over her, he slapped her face again, and he opened his jeans and pulled down his fly. “Going to be hard to scream when you’re gagged,” he said.
She lifted her legs behind him and kneed him hard in the kidneys. He winced and groaned and bent over.
“Oh my god!” she said with worry, “I’m sorry, are you okay?”
He stopped rubbing his side and looked down at her as though now fuming. “Just for that,” he said, “I was going to let you take it slow, but now, uh-uh.” He walked on his knees closer over her face and he tugged his pants down his legs. His cock sprang out.
“No!” she said and her body thrashed under him and her arms strained against his hold. But not that hard.
He laughed and dangled his cock in her face. The tip of the head brushed her cheeks and eyes and nose. She threw her head side to side and pursed her lips and clenched her eyes. She moaned sharply.
He slapped her face again, harder this time, and she stopped rolling her face side to side. She narrowed her eyes at him and frowned deeply.
Play-fighting was not in my wife’s bedroom repertoire. Hell, playing of any kind was not on her sexual menu, and nor was any sexual activity outside the bedroom. Not to my knowledge, anyway, up to that point in time. I once slapped her ass — I’d seen it in videos and it wasn’t something I did convincingly or hard to any degree. She didn’t like it and she let me know to the point I’d never try it again.
Frank slapped her face again. “Open that fucking mouth of yours,” he said. She pursed her lips at him and scowled. He pushed the head of his cock against her lips. She moaned her refusal. He pushed harder and she turned her face to the side. He gripped her chin and pulled it back up to face him.
And then he squeezed until, like an overpowered animal, her jaw dropped open. He leaned over her face and pushed his penis down into her mouth. She squeezed her eyes and gagged in her throat and still he pushed until his pubic bone mashed into her nose. Her legs flailed behind him and her arms flexed and twisted under his hold.
He lifted up and out and she caught her breath, but not for long, before he pushed his cock back in her mouth to the back of her throat. When he pulled out, she spit and coughed and called him a bastard, but he plunged back in and began to fuck my wife’s mouth.
Her cheeks puffed out and she rolled her head back and arched up her chest. When he pulled out this time, she chased his cock with her head lifting off the floor, and she lashed at it with her tongue. He held her down and now he refused her his cock. She struggled as before, straining against his hold on her wrists, pushing with her hips under his, flailing with her legs behind his back.
She yearned with her mouth hanging open like a fish grasping for water, but he wouldn’t let her have his cock. She laughed with frustration and cried with need.
When he finally put it back in her mouth, she moaned and swirled her tongue around his cock and corkscrewed her face under his groin and her body stopped thrashing and instead she writhed under him.
He pulled out of her mouth and she stretched up in her shoulders and chest and complained with groans and moans. But he moved down her body and with no further preamble, he shoved his cock just as roughly, just as rudely, into her pussy, and he rammed her as hard too, jolting her body over the floor.
My wife strained through her body and gripped the wall to either side of her where her body laid over the bathroom entrance from the hallway. He pulled out and her chest came up so high, her breasts stretched over the top. He plunged back into and her head rolled up over the top so she nearly faced backward upside down under him. He knelt up and took control of her hips and she lifted her body on her toes and her hands and arced it in front of him and let him masturbate himself with her body in his hands like some tool.
She climaxed like that. It was loud, it was breathless, and it was shocked-sounding. As well it should have been. She’d never climaxed from making love with me. We used a toy on her. It was always hard for her to get there, and most of the time, she didn’t want to try that hard.
After she came she sat up, she threw her arms around his neck, and she rested her cheek in his chest and kissed him softly and quietly.
I slipped down the stairs but didn’t get out the door — only to the closet in the front.
She lead him downstairs by the hand. “Do you want a sandwich?” she said in a light, airy, happy voice. I had to lean against the back of the door and push my eye to the gap to make sure it was still Ariel.
“I can make one for you?” she said chirpily.
I dropped my jaw open and frowned my brow into the door and the gap. What she was upstairs was shocking enough. Now, post-coital, she was — what was the word for it? — “girly.” I didn’t know she could even act girly, let alone become girly. It was weird.
She giggled with him in the kitchen. Giggled.
”Would you like some water?” she said in a tiny girl’s voice. And she laughed playfully when she tried to pour it for him in his mouth. She was serving him. It was everything my wife was not.
As he ate, she went back upstairs and came down with his clothes. She helped him get dressed, even tucking his shirt in and tilting her head to the side to check his look. Then she said, “Wait here! Surprise for you!” and she kissed his nose, shrieked with laughter, and ran off on her toes, back upstairs.
It was disorienting.  To see a woman you know as a tough, success-driven, focused professional woman, prancing around in a high voice giggling and laughing like that, it was almost too much to understand.
But what she came down wearing blew my already overburdened mind. “Cover your eyes!” she cried out barely able to conceal her excitement. He did with a grin. She was wearing tall grey suede boots up to her thighs, a short — way too short — pleated gray skirt with red and black stripes, and an off both shoulders beige top whose sleeves came down half-way over her hands.
She looked cute. She looked like an anime girl. She looked young.
“Okay!” she chirped, and she twisted her fingers together on the end of her arms stretched straight down behind her back and she twirled on her toes all the way around. “Sexy?” she asked him with a shrug and she bit her lip.
“Holy fuck,” I groaned out loud. Yeah, she looked fucking hot. She looked deadly sexy. She also didn’t look like anything I knew my wife to be. Who was she?
He smirked and nodded and looked her up and down, feasting his eyes. It was the very thing she hated for men to do. But here, now, she twirled around again, she squealed, and she ran up to him and buried her face in his neck and hugged his body in her arms. Was she blushing? I was gasping, I was so stunned.
She bent at her waist and reached in front of his body, leaning her chest and stomach down over his lap, to take his plate and glass away. “Don’t mind me,” she said, smirking. Half way to the sink, she stopped, stuck her tummy and chest out, and twisted sharply over her shoulder. She gave him the most innocent looking eyes and pouty mouth. “Does the gentleman require anything else?” she said.
He just snorted and shook his head.
“I’ll just be in here, then,” she said, still maintaining her innocent act. “I hope I don’t disturb you,” she said, as she made a show of walking around him, going here, going there, for no reason other than to distract him. “If you need me, just call me,” she said.
He snickered and made his way back upstairs. I heard equipment moving and tools whining. He really was there to work. My wife sat at the kitchen table with her legs crossed with one foot swinging, her lips open, a pen tip against her teeth. She was wearing frosted pink lipstick and dark eye liner. She was pretending to be a girly-girl even when the guy wasn’t there and she was really working.
I was unable to leave, but nor was I anxious to leave. The longer she kept it up even when alone, the more fascinated I became. My wife really was being a different person.
Frank came down with a tool belt on and a baseball cap swung around backward. “Just gonna turn the main water off for a bit, so if you want some water . . .  “ he said.
My wife slowly looked over at him from the table and gave him the sexiest pout. She was wearing big black-rimmed glasses. She rocked on her ass and pulled her skirt up around her waist and stared at him.
He snickered and shook his head and raised his eyebrows. He looked back at the stairs behind him and then back to my wife. She arched her back in her chair and jutted her chest out. “Are you going to hurt me again?” she said in the tiniest, highest, breathiest voice possible.
He stepped over to her and undid his fly and hefted his cock in his hand. She widened her eyes like she was shocked and scared. He stepped over her lap and faced her leaning back on the kitchen table and he stroked his (enormous) cock in front of her face.
My wife pursed her lips and looked hard to the side with her eyes darting and she leaned forward, kissed the head of his cock, and then took him in her lips and sank her mouth down over his shaft.
He sneered and pushed her out of the chair and sat in it. She kept her back to him and stuck her ass out into his face, spreading her legs around his knees. He felt her thighs and reached up under her skirt. He yanked her panties down under her skirt and she chirped as though in pain or fear. They were bright blue with pink polka dots. Very girly. She looked at him shyly when he studied them — they were new and a surprise to him too.
He pushed them down and she lifted her legs out of them one at a time. When he flipped her skirt up and over her back, she gasped, she twisted around to look at him with big, bulging eyes, and she put her fingertip on her lip as though dumb.
He laughed and tugged on her hips and she bent to stick her ass out, and she lowered her hips and took him, wriggling and snugly, inside herself. She leaned over the table on her elbows and groaned and moaned, but still in her best lightest and softest voice.
She raised and lowered herself on him like that until he slapped her ass. She spun around, dropped to her knees between his legs, and yanked up her top. Underneath, she was wearing a matching girly bra — bright blue, pink polka dots, and a bow in the middle. She lifted her chin and twisted her face away and took his cock in her hand and pumped him. He sprayed his cum all over her chest and bra and stomach and she laughed and twisted her face side to side until he stopped cumming all over her.
She giggled and dashed off to the bathroom. He went back up stairs to work. I snuck out and went to work, pretending I got better.
It still didn’t seem time to confront her about it, or to call him out over it. It was because she was such a different woman that it didn’t even feel like it was even Ariel, my wife, doing it, even though I’d more than once watched her do it right in front of me.
I kept normal hours going to work and coming home. I knew that each day my wife was home, she was playing with Frank, she was teasing him and dressing up for him, and probably fucking him too. But had I not witnessed it, I would never have known. There was nothing different between us.
I put off the confrontation and I delayed any action. I snuck into the house one day a little later and packed myself back into the closet. My wife was in a different girly anime outfit — pink, high collar, maid bib, tall white boots — and Frank threw her around, manhandled her, was rough with her.
At work she kept strong and successful, and at home, she was her normal self. Was it a break? Was it a relief valve?
I watched her ride around on his back one day, completely naked, even while he was fully dressed. She spent the whole day naked for him. And when I came home, she was dressed, she was proper, and she was relaxed. She was happy.
When the job was done, I never spied his truck in our driveway anymore. Ariel was less happy, less energized. She began complaining about work more too, like she used to.
“I was thinking about an atrium on the back of the house,” I said to her one day.
She twisted around. “You mean where the deck is?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Why don’t we think about taking that out and putting one of those big glass atriums in there — plants, trees,” I said.
She nodded. “Not bad,” she said.
“Why don’t you call that guy — what was his name? See if he’s got time in his schedule.”
“Frank you mean?”
Her smile was far too obvious.
“Yeah, Frank, have him over some day, get him to check it out.”
She grinned widely at me. “Maybe I’ll just do that!” she said, and her eyes twinkled.
After that, she was happy at work again, she was full of energy, and she laughed and teased me even.
Those two, they must have fucked in every room in our house, and her, she loved finding new and outrageous outfits for him to fuck her in. And me? I spied on them all the time, every chance I got.
And you know what? It was hot. So ho, I think I’ll come up with another job for the guy as soon as he’s done  with the atrium.




Copyright



Copyright © 2022 Laura Llyles & PMI All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Comments and queries: immedian@gmail.com





cover.jpeg





